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FOUL PLAY.
Sometimes called “The New Robinson Crusoe.”

By CHARLES READE and DION BOUCICAULT.

INTRODUCTION.

I
N reprinting as a serial Charles Reade’s nienlorable novel “Foul Play,” we feel that 

we deserve our readers’ thanks. Charles Reade has for some years experienced 
that temporary eclipse of popularity which always follows on the death of a 
great, writer and the rise of new celebrities in literature. But there are many 
signs that he is once more coming back into his old ascendency as one of the 

most vividly dramatic and thrilling story-tellers who ever used the English lan­
guage.

“ Foul Play” has been selected from among his six or seven finest novels because it 
is a masterpiece in the sphere of adventurous fiction; because the purpose of its au­
thor was purely to interest and fascinate and not to point a moral; and because in 
it his most splendid qualities as a picturesque narrator are seen on every page.

The story never flags, but moves on with a powerful, rapid sweep, with stirring 
action, and with an exhilarating sense of power up to a climax which recalls the last 
act of some stirring drama. Its variety of scene gives it an additional picturesque­
ness, and the variety of its characters is in harmony with the bold conception of 
the whole.

The plot against Robert Penfold, so ingeniously worked out; the convict life in 
Australia; the conspiracy of a great merchant to gain a fortune, thereby to save his 
tottering credit; the extraordinary chapters which depict the horrors of a ship­
wrecked crew at sea in an open boat; the island life which has led the book to be 
called “The New Robinson Crusoe”; and finally the battle of wits between a 
subtle criminal and a man bent upon obtaining justice in an almost hopeless fight 
against wealth and influence—these elements, all interwoven with a story of love 
and pure romance, make “ Foul Play ” stand out as a remarkable achievement in the 
records of English fiction.

Charles Reade (1814-1884) Was an Englishman of old family who retained 
through life intensely aristocratic prejudices, which often showed themselves in a 
whimsical fashion, while at the same time, in practise, he was one of the most 
democratic of men. Powerful of physique, irascible, and intensely pugnacious, he 
was almost always erfgaged in controversy; yet the warmth of his heart made amends 
for the quickness of his temper, so that he was loved and esteemed by his contempo­
raries—Dickens, Tennyson, Wilkie Collins, Henry Irving, Artemus Ward, Victor 
Hugo, Zo]a, and Millais, to mention but a few of many famous names.



He had the tastes of a scholar, and was a Fellow of Magdalen College, Oxford, 
where he also held the offices of Dean of Arts (1845) and Vice-President (1851). But 
he could never be contented to live apart from his fellow men in a cloistered seclu­
sion. He was too active for that, too practical, too eager for the friction and the 
combat of the great world.

Nothing delighted him more than to right the wrongs of others; and at one 
time he took up the cause of four condemned criminals whom he believed to have 
been illegally sentenced. They were guilty beyond all doubt; yet, none the less, 
Reade fought for them, both in and out of court, so vigorously as at last to force 
a reversal of their sentence. This was very characteristic of his bellicose nature, 
his kindness of heart, his persistency, and his love of abstract justice.

Reade lived in a quaint old house at Albert Gate in one of the busiest parts of 
London; and he has drawn a picture of himself and his surroundings in one of his 
novels—“ A Terrible Temptation ”—under the name of Francis Rolfe.

The large mirrors all down to the ground laid hold of the garden and the flowers, 
and by double and treble reflection filled the room with nooks of verdure and color. 
To confuse the eye still more, a quantity of young India-rubber trees with glossy leaves 
were placed before the large central mirror. So far the room was romantic; but there 
was a prosaic corner to shock those who fancy that fiction is the spontaneous overflow 
of a poetic fountain fed by nature only. Three plated buckets each containing three 
pints full of letters to be answered, other letters to be pasted into a classified guard-book, 
loose notes to be pasted into various books and classified; five things like bankers’ bill­
books into whose several compartments notes and newspaper cuttings were thrown, as 
a preliminary toward classification1 in books. ... He was writing a novel based on 
facts. Facts, incidents, living dialogue, pictures, reflections, situations, were-all on 
cards to choose from and arranged in headed columns. The author looked neither 
like a poet nor a drudge, but a great fat country farmer. He was rather tall, very portly, 
smallish head, commonplace features, mild brown eyes not very bright, short beard, 
and wore a suit of tweed all one color. Such looked the writer of romances founded 
on facts.

This last sentence accurately describes Charles Reade as a man of letters. He 
had a glowing imagination, but he had also a passion for actuality. He never wrote 
about anything which he did not absolutely understand; and before commencing 
a novel he would saturate himself with the minutest details of knowledge on the 
subject which he was about to treat.

Thus, in writing of the sea, he qualified himself to be theoretically a sailor; 
of medicine, to be a physician and a surgeon; of law, to be a legal expert; of 
mining, to be a metallurgist—and so with all the rest. He was a living encyclo­
pedia of facts, and his facts were all fused together by the imagination of a poet and 
the fiery glow of an ardent nature.

It is this latter circumstance which made his books so instantly effective; and 
which, as we read them to-day, causes all later romantic fiction to seem pale and cold 
and ineffectual. There is a white heat about Reade’s best novels which startles the 
reader into immediate attention and which makes it quite impossible for him to set 
the book down until the very last page is reached. Reade’s pugnacity and his 
passion for justice led him to make some of his novels instruments of social refor­
mation. Thus, in “ It Is Never Too Late to.Mend,” he depicted so terribly the horrors 
of the solitary system which prevailed in English prisons as to shock all England 
and to bring about a swift reform in the prison laws.

In “ Hard Cash ”—perhaps the most thrilling of all his novels—he painted the 
abuses of private lunatic asylums in such a way as to lead to their regulation 
by law. Another novel—“ Put Yourself in His Place"—led to a revision of the laws 
affecting the trades unions. Reade’s books had the remarkable quality of being in­
stantly felt, and of securing an almost instantaneous response. But he did not 
always write his novels with a social purpose. In “ Griffith Gaunt ” he has given us 
a wonderful study of the master passion—jealousy.



His “Cloister and the Hearth” is one of the most remarkable historical novels of 
his century. In it he writes of the same period that George Eliot has treated in her 
“ Romola,” and the two books appeared at almost the same time. But George Eliot’s 
novel appears to be the work of an antiquarian, academic, cold, and formal; Reade’s 
glows with life and. color, and brings back to us the fourteenth century so that it 
seems as real as yesterday, teeming with living men and women who figure in a 
series of episodes which move one alternately to pity arid terror and exultation.

Reade began his career as a playwright; and the art of the playwright is visible 
in alL his work. Many of Jais books were dramatized by him and he will be remem­
bered not merely for his own best play—“Masks and Faces”—but as having put upon 
the stage the powerful version,of Zola’s “ L’Assommoir ” which Americans and Eng­
lishmen- remember under the title “ Drink.”

It was in collaboration with the well-known actor and writer of melodramas, 
Dion Boucicault, that “ Foul Play ” was written. To the writing of the story, Bouci- 
cault seems to have contributed only a small part, though he undoubtedly helped 
to elaborate the plot. Afterward he made a play of it which was produced in Eng­
land and America with great success. In reprinting the novel in these pages, a few 
superfluous paragraphs have here and there been dropped; but this has in every 
case been done with the utmost care, so as to detract nothing from what is essential 
to the movement of the story, but rather to render it more symmetrical and compact.

It is hoped that, in bringing this striking bit of fiction once more to the attention 
of the reading public, something will have been accomplished to direct the notice 
of all who love good fiction to the works of one who in his own peculiar sphere is 
absolutely without a rival.

FOUL
CHAPTER I.

T
HERE are places which appear 

at first sight inaccessible to ro­
mance ; and such a place was Mr. 
Wardlaw’s dining-room in Rus­

sell Square. It was very large, had 
sickly green walls, picked out with aider­
men, full length; heavy maroon curtains; 
mahogany chairs; a turkey carpet an 
inch thick; and was lighted with wax 
candles only. ,

In the center, bristling and gleaming 
with silver and glass, was a round table, 
at which fourteen could have dined com­
fortably; and at opposite sides of this 
table sat two gentlemen, who looked as 
neat, grave, precise and unromantic as 
the place: Merchant Wardlaw and his 
son.

Wardlaw senior was an elderly man, 
tall, thin, iron-gray, with a round head, 
a short, thick neck, a -good, brown eye, 
a square jowl that betokened resolution, 
and a complexion so . sallow as to be al­
most cadaverous. Hard as iron; but a

PLAY.
certain stiff dignity and respectability 
sat upon him, and became him. .

Arthur Wardlaw resembled his father 
in figure, but his mother in face. He 
had, and has, hay-colored hair, a fore­
head singularly white and delicate, pale­
blue eyes, largish ears, finely chiseled 
features, the under lip much shorter 
than the upper; his chin oval and pretty, 
but somewhat receding; his complexion 
beautiful. In short, what nineteen peo­
ple out of twenty would call a hand­
some young man, and think they had 
described him.

Both of the Wardlaws were in full 
dress, according to the invariable custom 
of the house; and sat in ‘a dead silence, 
that seemed natural to the great, sober 
room.

This, however, was not for want of a 
topic; on the contrary, they had a matter 
of great importance to discuss, and in 
fact this was why they dined tete-a 
t$te: but their tongues were tied for the 
present; in the first place, there stood 
in the middle of the table an epergne, 



the size of a Putney laurel-tree; neither 
Wardlaw could well see the other, with­
out craning out his neck like a rifleman 
from behind his tree; and then there 
were three live, suppressors of confi­
dential intercourse, two gorgeous foot­
men, and a somber, sublime, and, in one 
word, episcopal butler; all three went 
about as softly as cats after a robin, and 
conjured one plate away, and smoothly 
insinuated another, and seemed models 
of grave discretion; but were known to 
be all ears, and bound by a secret oath 
to carry down each crumb of dialogue to 
the servants’ hall, for curious dissection, 
and boisterous ridicule.

At last, however, those three smug 
hypocrites retired, and, by good luck, 
transferred their suffocating epergne to 
the sideboard; so then father and son 
looked at one another with that con­
scious air which naturally precedes a 
topic of interest; and Wardlaw senior 
invited his son to try a certain decanter 
of rare old port, by way of preliminary. 
. While the young man fills his glass, 
hurl 'wo in his antecedents.

At school till fifteen, and then clerk 
in his- father’s office till twenty-two, and 
showed an aptitude so remarkable that 
John Wardlaw, who was getting tired, 
determined, sooner or later, to put the 
reins of government into his hands. But 
he conceived a desire that the future 
head of his office should be a university 
man. So he announced his resolution, 
and to Oxford went young Wardlaw, 
though he had. not looked at Greek or 
Latin for seven years.

He was, however, furnished with a 
private tutor, under whom he recovered 
lost ground rapidly. The Rev. Robert 
Penfold was a first-class man, and 
had the gift of teaching. The house 
of Wardlaw had peculiar claims on him, 
for he was the son of old Michael Pen­
fold, Wardlaw’s cashier; he learned 
from young Wardlaw the stake he was 
playing for, and, instead of merely giv­
ing him one hour’s lecture per day, as 
he did to his other pupils, he used to 
come to his rooms at all hours and force 
him to read, by reading with him. He 
also stood his friend in a serious emer­
gency.

Young Wardlaw, you must know, was 
blessed, or cursed, with mimicry,; his 

powers in that way really seemed to 
have no limit, for he could imitate with 
his voice any sound you liked, and any 
form with his pen and pencil. Now, we 
promise you, he was one man under 
his father’s eye, and another down at 
Oxford; so, one night, this gentleman, 
being warm. with wine, opens his win­
dow, and, seeing a group of undergrad­
uates chattering and smoking in the 
quadrangle, imitates the peculiar grating 
tones of Mr. Champion, vice-president of 
the college, and gives them various rea­
sons why they ought to disperse to their 
rooms and study.

“ But, perhaps,” says he, in conclu­
sion, “ you are too blind drunk to read 
Bosh in crooked letters by candle-light’? 
In that case------” And he then gave
them some very naughty advice how to 
pass the evening; still in the exact tones 
of Mr. Champion, who was a very, very 
strict moralist; and this unexpected sally 
of wit caused shrieks of laughter, and 
mightily tickled all the hearers, except 
Champion ipse, who was listening and 
disapproving at another window. He 
complained to the president. Then the 
ingenious Wardlaw, not having come 
down to us in a direct line from Bayard, 
committed a great mistake—he denied it.

It was brought home to him, and the 
president, who had laughed in his sleeve 
at the practical joke, looked very grave 
at the falsehood; rustication was talked 
of and even expulsion.

Then Wardlaw came sorrowfully to 
Penfold, and said to him, “ I must have 
been awfully cut, for I don’t remember 
all that; I had been wining at Christ­
church. I do remember slanging the 
fellows, but how can I tell what I said? 

-I say, old fellow, it will be a bad job 
for me if they expel me, or even rusticate 
me; my father will never forgive me; 
I shall be his clerk, but never- his part­
ner; and then he will find out what a 
lot I owe down here. I’m done for! ”

Penfold uttered not a word, but 
grasped his hand, and went off to the 
president, and said his pupil had wined 
at Christchurch, and could not be ex­
pected to remember minutely. Mimicry, 
was, unfortunately, a habit with him. 
He then pleaded for the milder con­
struction with such zeal and eloquence 
that the high-minded scholar he was ad-



dressing admitted that construction was 
possible, and therefore must be received. 
So the affair ended in a written apology 
to Mr. Champion, which had all the 
smoothness- and neatness of a merchant’s 
letter. Arthur Wardlaw was already a 
master in that style. - /

Six months after this, and one fort­
night before the actual commencement of 
our tale, Arthur Wardlaw, well crammed 
by Penfold, went up for his final exam­
ination, throbbing with anxiety. «He 
passed; and was so grateful to his tutor 
that when the advowson of a small 
living near Oxford came into the market, 
he asked Wardlaw senior to lend Robert 
Penfold a sum of money, much more 
than was needed: and Wardlaw senior 
declined without a moment’s hesitation.

This slight sketch will serve as a key 
to the dialogue it has postponed, and to 
subsequent incidents.

“ Well, Arthur, and so you have really- 
taken your degree ? ’’

“ No, sir; but I have passed my exam­
ination; the degree follows as a matter 
of course—that is a mere question of 
fees.”

“ Oh! Then now I have something to 
say to you. Try one more glass of the 
’47 port. Stop; you’ll excuse me; I am 
a man of business; I don’t doubt your 
word; heaven forbid! but, do you hap­
pen to have any document‘you can pro­
duce in further confirmation of what you 
state; namely, that you have passed your 
final examination at the university ? ”

“ Certainly, sir;’’ replied young 
Wardlaw. “ My testamur.”

“What is that?”
The young gentleman put his hand 

in his pocket, and produced his testa­
mur, or “We bear witness”; a short 
printed document in Latin, which may 
be thus translated:

“ We bear witness that Arthur Ward- 
law, of St. Luke’s College, has answered 
our questions in humane letters.

“ George Richardson, 
“ Arthur Smythe, 
“ Edward Merivale,

• “ Examiners.”
Wardlaw senior took it, laid it beside... 

him on the table, inspected it with his 
double eyeglass, . and, not knowing a 
word of Latin, was mightily impressed,

and his respect for his son rose forty or 
forty-five per cent.

“ Very well, sir,” said he. “ Now 
listen to me. Perhaps it was an old 
man’s fancy; but I have often seen in 
the world what a stamp these universi­
ties put upon a man. To send you back 
from commerce to Latin and Greek at 
two-and-twenty was, trying you rather 
hard. Well, sir, you have stood the 
trial, and I am proud of you. And so 
now it is my turn; from this day and 
from this hour look on yourself as my 
partner in the old-established house of 
Wardlaw. 'You will enter on a flourish­
ing concern, sir; and you will virtually 
conduct it, in written communication 

J with me; for I have had Jfive-and-forty 
years of it; and then my liver, you know! 
Watson advises me strongly to leave my 
desk, and try country air, and rest from 
business and its cares.”

He paused a moment; and the young 
man drew a long breath, like one who 
was in the act. of being relieved of some 
terrible weight.

As for the old gentleman, he was not 
observing his son just then, but thinking 
of. his own career; a certain expression 
of pain and regret came over his fea­
tures; but he shook it off with manly 
dignity, “ Come, come,” said he, “ this 
is the law of nature, and must be sub­
mitted to with a good grace. Wardlaw 
junior, fill your glass.”

At the same time he stood up and 
said stoutly, “ The setting sun drinks 
to the rising sun”; but .could not main­
tain that artificial style, and ended 
with, “ God bless you, my boy, and may- 
you stick to business; avoid speculation, 
as I have done; and so hand the concern 
down healthy to your son, as my father 
there (pointing to a picture) handed it 
down to me, and I to you.”

His voice wavered slightly in uttering 
this benediction; but only for a moment: 
he then sat quietly down, and sipped his 
wine composedly.

Not so the other: his color came and 
went violently all the time his father was 
speaking, and when he ceased, he sank 
into his chair with another sigh deeper 
than the last, and two half-hysterical 
tears came to his pale eyes.

But presently, feeling he was expected 
to say something, he struggled against



all this mysterious emotion, and faltered 
out that he should not fear the’ responsi­
bility, if he might have constant recourse 
to his father for advice.

“ Why, of course,” was the reply. 
“ My country house is but a mile from 
the station: you can telegraph for me in 
any case of importance.”

“ When would you wish me to com­
mence my new duties? ”

“ Let me see—it will take six weeks to 
prepare a balance-sheet, such as I could 
be content to submit to an incoming part­
ner. Say two months.”

Young Wardlaw’s countenance fell.
“ Meantime you shall travel on the 

Continent and enjoy yourself.”
“ Thank yoji," said young Wardlaw, 

mechanically, and fell into a brown 
study.

The room now returned to what 
seemed its natural state. And its silence 
continued until broken from without.

A sharp knocking was heard at the 
street door, and resounded across the 
marble hall.

The Wardlaws looked at one another 
in some little surprise.

“ I have invited nobody,” said the 
elder.

Some time elapsed, and then a foot­
man made his appearance, and brought 
in a card.

“ Mr. Christopher Adams.”
Now that Mr. Christopher Adams 

should call on John Wardlaw, in his pri­
vate room, at nine o’clock in the evening 
seemed to that merchant irregular, pre­
sumptuous, and monstrous. “ Tell him 
he will find me at my place of business 
to-morrow, as usual,” said he, knitting 
his brows.

The footman went off with this mes­
sage; and, soon after, raised voices were 
heard in the hall, and the episcopal but­
ler entered the room with an injured 
countenance.

“ He says he must see you; he is in 
great anxiety.”

“ Yes, I am in great anxiety,” said a 
quavering voice at his elbow; and Mr. 
Adams actually pushed by the butler, 
and stood, hat in hand, in those sacred 
precincts. “ Pray excuse me, sir,” said 
he, “ but it is very serious; I can’t be 
easy in my mind till I have put you a 
question.”

“ This is very extraordinary conduct, 
sir,” said Mr. Wardlaw. “ Do you think 
I do business here, and at all hours? ”

“ Oh, no, sir; it is my own business. I 
am come to ask you a very serious ques­
tion. I couldn’t wait till morning with 
such a doubt on my mind.”

“ Well, sir, I repeat this is irregular 
and extraordinary; but as you are here, 
pray what is the matter? ” He then dis­
missed the lingering butler with a look. 
Mr.#Adams cast uneasy glances on young 
Wardlaw.

“ Oh,” said the elder, “ you can speak 
before him. This is my partner; that 
is to say, he will be as soon as the bal­
ance-sheet can be prepared, and the deed 

•drawn. Wardlaw junior, this is Mr. 
Adams, a very respectable bill dis­
counter.”

The two men bowed to each other, 
and Arthur Wardlaw sat down motion­
less.

“Sir, did you draw a note of hand 
to-day? ” inquired Adams of the elder 
merchant.

“ I dare say I did. Did you discount 
one signed by me? ”

“ Yes, sir, we did.”
“ Well, sir, you have only to present it 

at maturity. Wardlaw & Son will 
provide for it, I dare say.” This with 
the lofty nonchalance of a rich man, who 
had never broken an engagement in his 
life.

“ Ah, that I know they will if it is all 
right;, but suppose it is not?”

“What d’ye mean?" asked Wardlaw, 
with some astonishment.

“ Oh, nothing, sir! It bears your sig­
nature, that is good for twenty times the 
amount; and it is indorsed by your 
cashier. Only what makes me a little 
uneasy, your bills used to be always on 
your own forms, and so I told my part­
ner ; he discounted it. Gentlemen, I 
wish you would just look at it.”

“ Of course we will look at it. . Show 
it to Arthur first; his eyes are younger 
than mine.”

Mr. Adams took out a large bill-book, 
extracted the note of. hand, and passed it 
across the table to Wardlaw junior. He 
took it up with a sort of shiver, and bent 
his head very low over it; then handed 
it back in silence.

Adams took it to Wardlaw senior, and 



laid it before him, by the side of Arthur's 
testamur.

The merchant inspected it with his 
glasses.

“ The writing is mine, apparently."
'* I am very glad of it,” said the bill- 

broker eagerly.
“ Stop a bit,” said Mr. Wardlaw. 

“ Why, what is this? For two thousand 
pounds! and, as you say, not my form. 
I have signed no note for two thousand 
pounds this week. Dated yesterday. 
You have not cashed it, I hope? ”

“ I am sorry to say my partner has.”
“ Well, sir, not to keep you in sus­

pense, the thing is not worth the stamp 
it is written on.”

“Mr. Wardlaw!—Sir!—Good heav­
ens ! Then it is as I feared. It is a 
forgery.”

“ I should be puzzled to find any 
other name for it. You need not look so 
pale, Arthur. We can’t help some clever 
scoundrel imitating our hands; and as 
for you, Adams, you ought to have been 
more cautious.”

“ But, sir, your cashier’s name is Pen­
fold,” faltered the holder, clinging to a 
straw. “ May he not have drawn—is the 
indorsement forged as well?”

Mr. Wardlaw examined the back of 
the bill, and looked puzzled. “ No,” 
said he. “ My cashier’s name is Michael 
Penfold, but this is indorsed * Robert 
Penfold.’ Do you hear, Arthur? Why, 
what is the matter with you? You look 
like a ghost. I say there is your tutor’s 
name at the back of this ' forged note. 
This is very strange. Just look, and tell 
me who wrote these two words ‘ Robert 
Penfold’?”

Young Wardlaw took the document, 
and tried to examine it calmly, but it 
shook visibly in his hand, and a cold 
moisture gathered on his brow. His pale 
eyes roved to and fro in a very remark­
able way; and he was so long before he 
said anything, that both the other per­
sons present began to eye him with won­
der.

At last he faltered out, “ This ‘ Rob­
ert Penfold ’ seems to me very like his 
own handwriting. But then the rest of 
the writing is equally like yours, sir. I 
am sure Robert Penfold never did any­
thing wrong. Mr. Adams, please oblige 
me> Let this go no further till I have 

seen him, and asked him whether he in­
dorsed it.”

“ Now don’t you be in a hurry,” said 
the elder Wardlaw. “ The first question 
is, who received the money ? ”

Mr. Adams replied that it was a re­
spectable-looking man, a young clergy­
man.

“ Ah! ” said Wardlaw, with a world 
of meaning.

“ Father! ” said young Wardlaw, im­
ploringly, “ for my sake, say no more 
to-night. Robert Penfold is incapable of 
a dishonest act.”

“It becomes your years to think so, 
young man. But I have lived long 
enough to see what crimes respectable 
men are betrayed into in the hour of 
temptation. And, now I think of it, this 
Robert Penfold is in want of money. 
Did he not ask me for a loan of two 
thousand pounds? Was not that the 
very sum? Can’t you answer me? Why, 
the application came through you.”

Receiving no reply from his son, but 
a sort of agonized stare, he took out his 
pencil and wrote down Robert Pen­
fold’s address. This he handed the bill- 

'-broker, and gave him some advice in a 
whisper, which Mr. Christopher Adams 
received with a profusion of thanks.

Scarcely a word was spoken for some 
minutes, and then the younger man broke 
out suddenly: “ Robert Penfold is the 
best friend I ever had; I should have 
been expelled but for him, and I should 
never have earned that testamur but 
for him.”

The old gentleman interrupted him. 
“You exaggerate: but, to tell the truth, 
I am sorry now I did not lend him the 
money you asked for. For, mark my 
words, in a moment of temptation, that 
miserable young man has forged my 
name, and will be convicted of the fel­
ony, and punished accordingly.”

“No, no; oh, God forbid!” shrieked 
young Wardlaw. “ I couldn’t bear it. 
If he did, he must have intended to re­
place it. I must see him; I will see him 
directly.” He got up all in a hurry, and 
was. going to Penfold to warn him, and 
get him out of the way till the money 
should be replaced^ But his father 
started up at the same moment and for­
bade him, in accents that he had never 
yet been able to resist.



“ Sit down, sir, this instant,” said the 
old man, with terrible sternness. “ Sit 
down, I say, or you will never be a 
partner of mine. Justice must take its 
course. What business and what right 
have we to protect a felon? I would not 
take your part if you were one.”

CHAPTER II.
That same evening sat over their tea, 

in Norfolk Street, Strand, another cou­
ple, who were also father and son; but, 
in this pair, the Wardlaws were reversed. 
Michael Penfold was a reverend, gentle 
creature, with white hair, blue eyes, and 
great timidity; why, if a stranger put 
to him a question, he used to loJk all 
round the room before he ventured to 
answer.

Robert, his son, was a young man, 
with a large brown eye, a mellow voice, 
square shoulders, and a prompt and vig­
orous manner. Cricketer. Scholar. 
Parson.

They were talking hopefully together 
over a living Robert was going to buy: 
it was near Oxford, he said, and would 
not prevent his continuing to take pupils. 
“ But, father,” said he, “ it will be a 
place to take my wife to if I ever have 
one; and, meantime, I hope you will run 
down now and then, Saturday to Mon­
day.”

“ You are very good, Robert: I would 
rather see you spend it upon yourself; 
but, dear me, what a manager you must 
be to dress so beautifully as you do, and 
send your old father presents as you do, 
and yet put by fourteen hundred 
pounds to buy this living.”

“ You are mistaken, sir, I have only 
saved four hundred; the odd thou­
sand------ But that is a secret for the
present.”

“ Oh, I am not inquisitive.”
They then chatted about things of 

no importance whatever, and • the old 
gentleman was just lighting his candle 
to go to bed, when a visitor was ushered 
into the room.

The man was well dressed, with one 
exception; he wore a gold chain. ’He 
had a hooked nose, and a black, piercing 
eye. He stood at the door and observed 
every person and thing in the room 
minutely before he spoke a word.

Then he said, quietly, “ Mr. Michael 
Penfold, I believe.”

“ At your service, sir.”
“ And Mr. Robert Penfold.”
“ I am Robert Penfold. What is your 

business? ” .
“ Pray is the ‘ Robert Penfold ’ at the 

back of this note your writing? ”
“ Certainly it is; they would not cash 

it without that.”
“Oh, you got the money, then?”
“ Of course I did.”
“ You have not parted with it,, have 

you? ”
“ No.”
“ All the better.” He then turned to 

Michael, and looked at him earnestly a 
moment.. “ The fact is, sir,” said he, 
“ there is a little irregularity about this 
bill which must be explained.”

“ Irregularity about—a bill ? ” cried 
Michael Penfold, in dismay. “ Who is 
the drawer? Let me see it. Oh, dear me, 
something wrong about a bill indorsed 
by you, Robert?” and the old man be­
gan to shake piteously.

“ Why, father,” said Robert, “ what 
are you afraid of? If the bill is irregu­
lar, I can but return the money. It is in 
the house.”

“ The best way will be for Mr. Robert 
Penfold to go at once with me to the 
bill-broker; he lives but a few doors off. 
And you, sir, must stay here and be re­
sponsible for the funds till we return.”

Robert Penfold took his hat directly, 
and went off with this mysterious visitor.

They had not gone many steps when 
Robert’s companion stopped, and getting 
him in front of him, said, “ We can set­
tle this matter here.” At the same time 
a policeman crossed the way, and joined 
them; and another man, who was in fact 
a policeman in plain clothes, emerged 
from a doorway, and stood at Robert 
Penfold’s back.

The detective, having thus surrounded 
him, threw off disguise. “ My man,” 
said he, “ I ought to have done this job 
in your house. But I looked at the 
worthy old gentleman and Iris gray 
hairs. I thought I’d spare him if I 
could. I have a warrant to arrest you 
for forgery! ”

“ Forgery! Arrest me for forgery! " 
said Robert Penfold with amazement.

The next moment, however, he turned 



pale, and almost staggered under the 
blow.

“ We had better go to Mr. Wardlaw,” 
said he. “ I entreat you to go to him 
with me.”

“ Can’t be done," said the detective. 
“ Wardlaw has nothing to do with it. 
The bill is stopped. You are arrested 
by the gent that cashed it. Here is the 
warrant; will you go quietly with us, of 
must I put the darbies on? ”

Robert was violently agitated. “ There 
no need to-arrest me,” he cried; “I 

shall not run from my accuser. Hands 
off, I say. I’m a clergyman of the 
Church of England, and you shall not 
lay hands on me.”

But one of the policemen did lay 
hands on ■ him. Then the Rev. Robert 
Penfold shook him furiously off, and 
with one active bound, sprang into the 
middle^ of the-road.

The ^officers went at him incautiously 
and the head detective, as he rushed for­
ward, received a heavy blow on the neck 
and jaw that sounded along the street 
and sent him rolling in the mud; this 
was followed by a quick succession of 
staggering facers, administered right and 
left, on the eyes and noses of the subor­
dinates.

These, however, though bruised and 
bleeding, succeeded at last in grappling 
their man, and all came to the ground 
together and there struggled furiously; 
every window in the street was open by 
this time, and at one the white hair and 
reverent face of Michael Penfold looked 
out on this desperate and unseemly 
struggle, with hands that beat the air 
in helpless agony, and inarticulate cries 
of terror.

The detective got up and sat upon 
Robert Penfold’s chest; and at last the 
three forced the handcuffs upon him, 
and took him in a cab to the station­
house.

Next day, before the magistrate, 
Wardlaw senior proved the note a for­
gery, and Mr. Adams’ partner swore to 
the prisoner as the person who had pre­
sented and indorsed the note.

The officers attended, two with black 
eyes apiece, and one with his jaw bound 
up, and two sound teeth in his pocket, 
which had been driven from their sockets 
by the prisoner in his desperate attempt 

to escape. Their evidence hurt the pris­
oner, and the magistrate refused bail.

The Rev. Robert Penfold was com­
mitted to prison to be tried at the 
Central Criminal Court on a charge of 

"felony.
Wardlaw senior returned home, and 

told Wardlaw _ junior, who said not a 
word. He soon received a letter from 
Robert Penfold, which agitated him 
greatly, and he promised to go to the 
prison and see him.

But he never went.
He was very miserable, a prey to an 

inward struggle. He dared not offend 
his father on the eve of being made 
partner. Yet his heart bled for Robert 
Penfold.

He did what might perhaps have been 
expected from that pale eye and receding 
chin—he temporized. He said to him­
self, “ Before that horrible trial comes 
on I shall be the house of Wardlaw and 
able to draw a check for thousands. I'll 
buy.off Adams at any price and hush 
up the whole matter.”

So he hoped, and hoped. But the ac­
countant was slow, the public prosecutor 
unusually quick, and, to young Ward­
law’s agony, the partnership deed was 
not ready when an imploring' letter was 
put into his hands urging him, by all 
that men hold sacred, to attend- at the 
court as the prisoner’s witness.

This letter almost drove young Ward­
law made. He went to Adams and en­
treated him not to carry the matter into 
court. But Adams was inexorable. He 
had got his money, but' would be re­
venged for the fright.

Baffled here, young Wardlaw went 
down to Oxford and shut himself up in 
his own room, a prey to fear and re­
morse. He sported his oak, and never 
went out. All his exercise was that of 
a wild beast in its den, walking restlessly 
up and down.

But all his caution did not prevent the 
prisoner’s solicitor from getting to him. 
One morning, at seven o’clock, a clerk 
slipped in at the heels of his scout, and, 
coming to young Wardlaw’s bedside, 
awoke him out of an uneasy slumber by 
serving him with a subpcena to appear 
as Robert Penfold’s witness.

This last stroke finished him. His 
bodily health gave way under his men- 



tai distress. Gastric fever set in, and 
he was lying tossing and raving in deli­
rium, while Robert Penfold was being 
tried at the Central Criminal Court.

The indictment contained two counts; 
one for forging the note of hand, the 
other for uttering it knowing it to be 
forged.

On the first count, the Crown was 
weak, and had to encounter the evidence 
of Undercliff, the distinguished expert, 
who swore that the hand which wrote 
“ Robert Penfold ” was not, in his opin­
ion, the hand that had written the body 
of the instrument. He gave many mi­
nute reasons, in support of this; and 
nothing of any weight was advanced. 
contra. The judge directed the jury to 
acquit the prisoner on that count.

But on the charge of uttering the 
evidence was clear, and on the question 
of knowledge it was, perhaps, a disad­
vantage to the prisoner that he was tried 
in England, and could not be heard in 
person, as he could have been in a for­
eign court; above all, his resistance to 
the officers eked out the presumption that 
he knew the note had been forged by 
some person or other, who was probably 
his accomplice.

The absence of his witness, W ardlaw 
junior, was severely commented on by 
his counsel; indeed, he appealed to the 
judge to commit the said Wardlaw for 
contempt of court. But Wardlaw senior 
was recalled, and swore that he had left 
his son in a burning fever, not expected 
to live: and declared, with genuine emo­
tion, that nothing but a high sense of 
public duty had brought him hither 
from his dying son’s bedside. He also 
told the court that Arthur’s inability to 
clear his friend had really been the first 
cause of'his illness, from which he was 
not expected to recover.

The jury consulted together a long 
time; and; at last, brought in a verdict 
of “ Guilty but recommended him to 
mercy, on grounds which might fairly 
have been alleged in favor of his inno­
cence; but, if guilty, rather aggravated 
his crime.

Then an officer of the court inquired 
in a sort of chant or recitative, whether 
the prisoner had anything to say why 
judgment should not be given in ac­
cordance with the verdict.

It is easy to divest words of their 
meaning by false intonation; and prison­
ers in general receive this bit of sing­
song in dead silence. For why? the 
chant conveys no idea to their ears, and 
they would as soon think of replying to 
the notes of a cuckoo.

But the Rev. Robert Penfold was 
in a keen agony that sharpened all his 
senses; he caught the sense of the words 
in spite of the speaker, and clung wildly 
to the straw that monotonous machine 
held out. “ My lord! my lord! ” he 
cried, “ I’ll tell you the real reason why 
young Wardlaw is not here.”

The judge put up his hand with a ges­
ture that enforced silence: “ Prisoner,” 
said he, “ I cannot go back to facts; the 
jury have dealt with them. Judgment 
can be arrested only on grounds of law. 
On these you can be heard. • But if you 
have none to offer, you must be silent, 
and submit to your sentence,” anil then, 
without a pause, he condemned the cul­
prit to five years’ penal servitude.

At this the poor wretch uttered a cry 
of anguish that went straight from the 
heart in the dock to the heart on the 
judgment-seat. And so his lordship’s 
voice trembled for a moment, and then 
became firm again, but solemn and hu­
man. “ But,” said he, “ my experience 
tells me this is your first crime, and may 
possibly be your last. I shall therefore 
use my influence that you may not be as­
sociated with more hardened criminals, 
but may be sent out of this country to 
another, where you may begin life afresh, 
and, in the course of years, efface this 
dreadful stain. Give me hopes of you; 
begin your repentance where now you 
stand, by blaming yourself, and no other 
man. No man constrained you to utter 
a forged note, and to receive the money; 
it was found in your possession. For 
such an act there can be no defense in 
law, morality, or religion. x

These words overpowered the culprit. 
He burst out crying with great violence.

But it did not last long. He became 
strangely composed all of a sudden; and 
said, “ God forgive all concerned in 
this—but one—but one.”

He then bowed respectfully, and like 
a gentleman, to the judge and jury, and 
walked out of the dock with the air of 
a man who had parted with emotion, 



and would march- to. the gallows now 
.without flinching.

The counsel for the Crown required 
that the forged document should be im­
pounded.

“ I was-about to make the same de­
mand,” said the ' prisoner’s counsel.

The judge snubbed them both, and 
said it was a matter of course.

.Robert Penfold spent a year in sepa­
rate, confinement, and then, to cure him 
of its salutary effect (if any), was sent 
on board the hulk “Vengeance,” and was 
.lerded with the greatest miscreants in 
creation. They did not reduce him to 
their level, but they injured his mind: 
and before half his sentence had expired, 
he sailed for a penal colony, a man with 
a hot coal in his bosom, a creature em­
bittered, poisoned; hoping little, believ­
ing little, fearing little, and hating 
much.

— CHAPTER III.

Mr. Wardlaw went down to his son, 
and nursed him. He kept the newspa­
pers from him, and, on his fever abating, 
had him conveyed by easy stages to the 
seaside, and then sent him abroad.

The young man- obeyed in gloomy 
silence. He never asked after Robert 
Penfold, now; never mentioned his 
name He seemed, somehow, thankful 
to be controlled mind and body.

But, before he had been abroad a 
month, he wrote for leave to return home 
and to throw himself into business. 
There was, for once, a nervous impa­
tience in his letters, and his father, who 
pitied him deeply, and was more than 
ever inclined to reward and indulge him, 
yielded readily enough; and, on his ar­
rival, signed the partnership deed, and, 
Polonius-like, gave him much good 
counsel; then retired to his country seat.

Arthur Wardlaw held the reins, and 
easily paid his Oxford debts out of the 
assets of the firm. Not being happy in 
his mind, he threw himself into com­
merce with feverish zfeal, and very sq©n 
extended the operations of the house.

One of his first acts of authority was 
to send for Michael Penfold into his 
room. Now poor old Michael, ever since 
his son’s misfortune, as he called it, had 
crept to his desk like a culprit, expecting 

every day to be discharged. When he re­
ceived this summons he gave a sigh and 
went slowly to the young merchant.

Arthur Wardlaw looked up at his en­
trance, then looked down again, and said 
coldly, “ Mr. Penfold, you have been a 
faithful servant to us many years; I 
raise your salary £50 a year, and you will 
keep the ledger.”

The old man was dumfounded at first, 
and then began to give vent to his sur­
prise and gratitude; but Wardlaw cut 
him short, almost fiercely. “ There, 
there, there,” said he without raising his 
eyes, “ let me hear no more about it, and, 
above all, never speak to me of that 
cursed business. It was no fault of 
yours, nor mine neither. There—go—I 
want no thanks. Do you hear? leave 
me, Mr. Penfold, if you please.”

The old man bowed low and retired, 
wondering much at his employer’s good­
ness, and a little at his irritability.

Wardlaw junior’s whole soul was 
given to business night and day, and he 
soon became known for a very ambitious 
and rising merchant. But, by and by, 
ambition had to encounter a rival in his 
heart. He fell in love; deeply in love; 
and with a worthy object.

The young lady was the daughter of 
a distinguished officer, whose merits were 
universally recognized, but not rewarded 
in proportion. Wardlaw’s suit was fav­
orably received by the father, and the 
daughter gradually yielded to an attach­
ment, the warmth, sincerity, and sin­
gleness of which were manifest: and 
the pair would have been married, but 
for the circumstance that her father 
(partly through Wardlaw’s influence, by 
the by) had obtained a lucrative post 
abroad which it suited his means to ac­
cept. He was a widower, and his 
daughter could not let him go alone.

This temporary separation, if it post­
poned a marriage, led naturally to a 
solemn engagement; and Arthur Ward­
law enjoyed the happiness of writing’ 
and receiving affectionate letters by 
every foreign post. Love, worthily be­
stowed, shed its balm upon .his heart, 
and, under its soft but powerful charm, 
he grew tranquil and complacent, and 
his character and temper seemed to im­
prove. Such virtue is there in a pure 
attachment.



Meanwhile the extent of his opera­
tions alarmed old Penfold; but he soon 
reasoned that worthy down with over­
powering conclusions and superior 
smiles.

He had been three years the ruling 
spirit of Wardlaw & Son, when some 
curious events took place in another hem­
isphere; and in these events, which we 
are now to relate, Arthur Wardlaw was 
more nearly interested than may appear 
at first sight.

Robert Penfold, in due course, applied 
to Lieutenant-General Rolleston for a 
ticket of leave. That functionary 
thought the application premature, the 
crime being so grave. He complained 
that the system had become too lax, and 
for his part he seldom gave a.ticket of 
leave until some suitable occupation was 
provided for the applicant. “ Will any­
body take you as a clerk? If so—I’ll 
see about it.”

Robert Penfold could find nobody to 
take him into a post of confidence all at 
once, and wrote the general an eloquent 
letter, begging hard to be allowed to 
labor with his hands.

Fortunately, General Rolleston’s gar­
dener had just turned him off; so he 
offered the post to his eloquent corre­
spondent, remarking that he did not 
much mind employing a ticket-of-leave 
man himself, though he was resolved to 
protect his neighbors from their relapses.

The convict then came to. General 
Rolleston, and begged leave to enter on 
bis duties under the name of James 
Seaton. At that General Rolleston 
hemmed and hawed, and took a note. 
But his final decision was as follows: 
“If you really mean to change your char­
acter, why, the name you have disgraced 
might hang round your neck. Well, 
I’ll give you every chance. But,” said 
this old warrior, suddenly compressing 
his resolute lips just a little, “If you go 
a yard off the straight path now, look 
for no mercy—Jemmy Seaton.”

So the convict was rechristened at the 
tail of a threat, and let loose among the 
warrior’s tulips.

His appearance was changed as effect­
ually as his name. Even before he was 
Seatoned he had grown a silky mustache 
and beard of singular length and beauty; 
and, what with these, and his working­

man’s clothes, and his cheeks and neck 
tanned by the sun, our readers would 
never have recognized in this hale, 
bearded laborer the pale prisoner that 
had trembled, raged, wept, and sub­
mitted in the dock of the Central Crim­
inal Court. '

Our universities cure nien of doing 
things by halves, be the things mental or 
muscular; so Seaton gardened much 
more zealously than his plebeian prede­
cessor : up at five, and did not leave till 
eight.

But he was unpopular in tire kitchen— 
because he was always out of it; taciturn 
and bitter, he shunned his fellow­
servants.

One day, as he was rolling the gra»s 
upon the lawn, he heard a soft rustle at 
some distance, and, looking round, saw 
a young lady on the gravel path, whose 
calm but bright face, coming so sud­
denly, literally dazzled him. 4?he had a 
clear cheek, blooming with exercise, 
rich brown hair, smooth, glossy, and 
abundant, and a very light hazel eye, of 
singular beauty and serenity.

She passed within a few yards of him. 
and he touched his hat to her. She in­
clined her head gently, but her eyes did 
not rest an instant on- her gardener.

The young lady was Helen Rolleston, 
just returned home from a visit. She 
walked in the garden every day, and 
Seaton watched her, and peeped at her. 
unseen, behind trees and bushes. He fed 
his eyes and his heart upon her, and, by 
degrees, the daily study of this creature, 
who, though by no means the angel he 
took her for, was at all events a pure and 
virtuous woman, counteracted the de­
moralizing influences of his late com­
panions. Every day he drank deeper of 
an insane but purifying and elevating 
passion.

If a day passed without his seeing her. 
he was dejected. When she was behind 
her time, he was restless, anxious, and 
his work distasteful; and then, when she 
came out at last, he thrilled all over, and 
tUh lawn, aye, the world itself, seemed to 
fill with sunshine. His adoration, timid 
by its own nature, was doubly so by 
reason of his fallen and hopeless state. 
He cut nosegays for her; but gave them 
to her maid Wilson for her. lie had not 
the courage to offer them to herself.



One evening, as he went home, a man 
addressed him familiarly, but in a low 
voice. Seaton looked at him attentively, 
and recognized him at last. It was a 
convict called Butt, who had come over 
in the ship with him.

The man offered him a glass of ale; 
Seaton declined it. Butt, a very clever 
rogue, seemed hurt; so then Seaton as­
sented reluctantly. Butt took him to a 
public-house in a narrow street, and into 
a private room. Seaton started as soon 
as he entered, for there sat two repulsive 
ruffians, and, by a look that passed rap­
idly between them and Butt, he saw 
plainly that they were waiting for him. 
He felt nervous; the place was so un­
couth and dark, the faces so villainous.

However, they invited him to sit 
down, roughly, but with an air of good 
fellowship; and very soon opened their 
business over their ale. We are all 
bound to assist our fellow-creatures, 
when it can be done without trouble; and 
what they asked of him was a simple act 
of courtesy, such as in their opinion no 
man worthy of the name could deny to 
his fellow. It was to give General Rol­
leston’s watch-dog a piece of prepared 
meat upon a certain evening; and, in 
return for this trifling civility, they were 
generous enough to offer him a full share 
of any light valuables they might find 
in the general’s house.

Seaton trembled, and put his face in 
his hands a moment. “ I cannot do it,” 
said he.

“Why not?”
“ He has been too good to me.”
A coarse laugh of derision greeted 

this argument; it seemed so irrelevant 
to these pure egotists. Seaton, however, 
persisted, and on that one of the men 
got up and stood before the door, and 
drew his knife gently.

Seaton glanced _Jiis eyes round in 
search of a weapon, and turned pale.

“ Do you mean to split on us, mate? ” 
said one of the ruffians in front of him. 
. “ No, I don’t. But I won’t rob my 
benefactor; you shall kill me first.” 
And with that he darted to the fireplace, 
aq^ in a moment the poker was high in 
air, and the way he squared his shoulders 
and stood ready to hit to the on, or cut. 
to the off, was a caution.

“ Come, drop that,” said Butt grimly;

“ and put up your knife, Bob. Can’t a 
pal be out of a job, and yet not split on 
them that is in it! ’’ v-

“ Why should I split?" said Robert 
Penfold. “ Has the law been a friend 
to me? But I won’t rob my benefactor 
—and his daughter.”

“ That is square enough,” said Butt. 
“ Why, pals, there are other cribs to be 
cracked besides that, old bloke’s. Finish 
the alfe, mate, and part friends/’

“If you will promise me to ‘ crack 
some other crib,' and let that one alone.”

A sullen assent was given, and Seaton 
drank their healths, and walked away. 
Butt followed him soon after, and af­
fected to side with him, and intimated 
that he himself was capable of not rob­
bing a man’s house who had been good 
to him, or to a pal of his. Indeed, this 
plausible person said so. much, and his 
sullen comrades had said so little, that 
Seaton, rendered keen and anxious by 
love, invested his savings in a Colt’s re­
volver and ammunition.

He did not stop there; after the hint 
about the watch-dog, he would not trust 
that faithful but too carnivorous animal; 
he brought his blankets into the little 
tool-house, and lay there every night in 
a sort of dog’s sleep.

This tool-house was erected in a little 
back garden, separated from the lawn 
only by some young trees in single file. 
Now Miss Rolleston’s window looked 
out upon the lawn, so that Seaton’s 
watch-tower was not many yards from 
it; then, as the tool-house was only 
lighted from above, he bored a hole in 
the wooden structure, and through this 
he watched, and slept, and watched.

After- a few nights, his alarms nat­
urally ceased, but his love increased, fed 
now from this new source, the sweet 
sense of being the secret protector of her 
he adored.

Meanwhile,- Miss Rolleston's. lady’s 
maid, Wilson, fell in love with him after 
her fashion; she had taken a fancy to his 
face at once, and he had encouraged her 
a little, unintentionally; for he had 
brought the nosegays to her, and listened 
complacently to her gossip, for the sake 
of the few words she let fall now and 
then about her young mistress.

As he never exchanged two sentences 
at a time with any other servant, this 



flattered Sarah Wilson, and she soon 
began to jneet and accost him oftener, 
and in cherrier-colored ribbons, than he 
could stand. So then he showed im­
patience, and then she, reading him by 
herself, suspected some vulgar rival.

' Suspicion soon bred jealousy, jealousy 
vigilance, and vigilance detection.

Her first discovery was that, so long 
as she talked of Miss Helen Rolleston, 
she was always welcome; her second 
was, that Seaton slept in the tool-house.

She was not romantic enough to con­
nect her two discoveries together. They 
lay apart in her mind, until circum­
stances we are about to relate supplied 
a connecting link.

One Thursday evening James Seaton’s 
goddess took her candle, and glided up 
to her bedroom. And'the moment she 
got there, she sat down and wrote long 
letters to three other young ladies, gush­
ing affection, asking questions of the 
kind nobody replies to, painjing, with a 
young lady’s colors, the male being to 
whom she was shortly to be married, 
wishing her dear friends a like demigod, 
if perchance earth contained two; and 
so to the last new bonnet and preacher.

She sat over her paper till one o’clock, 
and Seaton watched and adored her 
shadow.

When she had done writing, she 
opened her window and looked out upon 
the night. She lifted those wonderful 
hazel eyes toward the stars, and her 
watcher might well be pardoned if he 
saw in her a celestial being looking up 
from an earthly resting-place toward 
her native sky.

At two o’clock she was in bed, but not 
asleep. She lay calmly gazing at the 
Southern Cross, and other lovely stars 
shining with vivid, but chaste, fire in the 
purple vault of heaven.

While thus employed she heard a 
slight sound outside that made her turn 
her eyes toward a young tree near her 
window. Its top branches were waving 
a good deal, though there was not a 
breath of air stirring. This struck her 
as curious, very curious.

Whilst she wondered, suddenly an arm 
and a hand came in sight, and after them 
the whole figure of a man, going up the 
tree.

Helen sat up now, glaring with terror, 

and was so paralyzed, she did not utter 
a sound. About a foot below her win­
dow was a lead flat that roofed the bay­
window below. It covered an area of 
several feet, and the man sprang on to 
it with perfect ease from the tree. Helen 
shrieked with terror.

At that very instant there was a flash, 
a pistol shot, and the man’s arms went 
whirling, and he staggered and fell over 
the edge of the flat, and struck the grass 
below with a heavy thud. Shots and 
blows followed, and all the sounds of a 
bloody struggle rang in Helen’s ear as 
she flung herself screaming from the bed 
and darted to the door.

She ran and clung quivering to. her 
sleepy maid, Wilson. The house was 
alarmed, lights flashed, footsteps pat­
tered, there was universal commotion.

General Rolleston soon learned his 
daughter’s story from, Wilson, and 
aroused his male servants, one of whom 
was an old soldier. They searched the 
house first; but no entrance had been ef­
fected; so they went out on the lawn 
with blunderbuss and pistol.

They found a man lying on his back 
at the foot of the bay-window.

They pounced oif him, and, to their 
amazement, it was the gardener, James 
Seaton, insensible.

General Rolleston was quite taken 
aback for a moment. Then he was 
sorry. But, after a little reflection, he 
said, very sternly, “ Carry the black­
guard indoors, and run for an officer.”

Seaton was taken into the hall, and 
laid flat on the floor.

All the servants gathered about him, 
brimful of curiosity, and the female ones 
began to speak all together'; but Gen­
eral Rolleston told them sharply to hold 
their tongues, and to retire behind the 
man. “ Somebody sprinkle him with 
cold water,” said he; “ and be quiet, all 
of you, and keep out of sight, while I 
examine him.” He stood before the in­
sensible figure with his arms folded, 
amidst a dead silence, broken only by 
the stifled sobs of Sarah Wilson, and of 
a sociable housemaid who cried with her 
for company. w

And now Seaton began to writhe and 
.show signs of returning sense.

Next he moaned piteously, and sighed. 
But General Rolleston could not pity 



him; he waited grimly for returning 
consciousness,' to subject him to a merci­
less interrogatory.

He waited just one second too long. 
He had to answer a question instead of 
putting one.

The judgment is .the last faculty a 
man recovers when emerging from in- 
sensibilty; and Seaton, seeing the gen­
eral standing before him, stretched out 
his hands, and said, in a faint but 
earnest voice, before eleven witnesses, 
“ Is she safe? Oh, is she safe? ”

CHAPTER IV.
Sarah Wilson left off crying, and 

looked di>wn on the ground with a very 
red face. General Rolleston was 
amazed. “ 1 Is she safe ? ’ Is who 
safe? ” said he.

“ He means my mistress,” replied 
Wilson, rather brusquely, and flounced 
out of the hall;

“ She is safe, no thanks to you,” said 
General Rolleston. “ What were you 
doing under her window at this time of 
night? ” And the harsh tone in which 
this question was put showed Seaton he 
was suspected. This wounded him, and 
he replied doggedly, “ Lucky for you all 
I was there.”

“ That is no answer to my question,” 
said the general sternly.

“ It is all the answer I shall give you.”
“ Then I shall hand you over to the 

officer, without another word.”
“ Do, sir, do,” said Seaton bitterly; 

but he added more gently, “You will be 
sorry for it when you come to your 
senses.”

At this moment Wilson entered with a 
message. “ If you please, sir, Miss Rol­
leston says the robber had no beard. 
Miss have never noticed Seaton’s face, 
but his beard she have; and oh, if you 
please, sir, she begged me to ask him, 
was it you that fired the pistol and shot 
the robber?

The delivery of this ungrammatical 
message but rational query was like a 
ray of light streaming into a dark place; 
it changed the whole aspect of things. 
As for Seaton, he received it as if heaven 
was speaking to him through Wilson.

His sullen air relaxed, the water stood 
in his eyes, he smiled' affectionately, and

said in a low, tender voice, “ Tell her I 
heard some bad characters talking about 
this house—that was a month ago—so, 
ever since then I have slept in the tool­
house to watch. Yes, I shot the robber 
with my revolver, and I marked one or 
two more; but they were three to one; 
I think I must have got a blow on the 
head; for I felt nothing------”

Here he was interrupted by a violent 
scream from Wilson. She pointed down­
ward, with her eyes glaring; and a little 
blood was seen to be trickling slowly 
over Seaton’s stocking and shoe.

“ Wounded,” said the general’s serv­
ant, Tom, in the business-like accent of 
one who had seen a thousand wounds.

“ Oh, never mind that,” said Seaton. 
“ It can’t be very deep, for I don’t feel 
it;” then, fixing his eyes on General Rol­
leston, he said, in a voice that broke 
down suddenly, “ There stands the only 
man who has wounded me to-night, to 
hurt me.”

The way General Rolleston received 
this point-blank reproach surprised some 
persons present, who had observed only 
the imperious and iron side of his char­
acter. He hung his head in silence a 
moment; then, being discontented with 
himself, he went into a passion with his 
servants for standing idle. “ Run away, 
you women,” said he, roughly. “ Now, 
Tom, if you are good for anything, strip 
the man and stanch his wound. Andrew, 
a bottle of port, quick! ”

Then, leaving him for a while in 
friendly hands, he went to his daughter, 
and asked her if she saw any objection 
to a bed being made up in the house for 
the wounded convict.

“ Oh, papa,” said she, “ why, of course 
not. I am all gratitude. What is he 
like, Wilson? for it is a most provoking 
thing, I never noticed his face, only his 
beautiful beard glittering in the sun­
shine ever so far off. Poor young man! 
Oh, yes, papa! send him to bed directly, 
and we will all nurse him. I never did 
any good in the world yet, and so why 
not begin at once?”

General Rolleston laughed at this 
squirt of enthusiasm from his staid 
daughter, and went off to give the requi­
site orders.

But Wilson followed him immediately 
and stopped him in the passage.



“ If you please, sir, I think you had 
better not. I have something to tell 
you.” She then communicated to him 
by degrees her suspicion that James 
Seaton was in love with his daughter. 
He treated this with due ridicule at first; 
but she gave him one reason after an­
other till she staggered him, and he went 
down-stairs in a most mixed and puzzled 
frame of mind, inclined to laugh, in­
clined to be angry, inclined to be sorry.

The officer had just arrived, and was 
looking over some photographs to see if 
James Seaton was “ one of his birds.” 
Such alas! was his expression.

At sight of this Rolleston colored up; 
but extricated himself from the double 
difficulty with some skill. “ Hexham,” 
said he, “ this poor- fellow has behaved 
like a man, and got himself wounded in 
my service. You are to take him to the 
infirmary; but, mind, they must treat 
him like my own son, and nothing he 
asks for be denied him.”

As for Sarah Wilson, she went to bed 
discontented, and wondering at her own 
bad judgment. She saw, too late, that, 
if she had held her tongue, Seaton would 
have been her patient and her prisoner; 
and as for Miss Rolleston, when it came 
to the point, why, she would never have 
nursed him except by proxy, and the 
proxy would have been Sarah Wilson.

However, the blunder blind passion 
had led her into was partially repaired 
by Miss Rolleston herself. When she 
heard, next day, where Seaton was gone, 
she lifted up her hands in amazement. 
“ What could papa be thinking of to 
send our benefactor to a hospital?” 
And, after meditating awhile, she di­
rected Wilson to cut a nosegay and carry 
it to Seaton. “ He is a gardener,” said 
she, innocently. “Of course he will 
miss his flowers sadly in that miserable 
place.”

And she gave the same order every 
day, with a constancy that, you must 
know, formed part of this young lady’s 
character. Soup, wine, and jellies were 
sent from the kitchen every other day.

Wilson concealed the true donor of all 
those things, and took the credit to her­
self. By this means she obtained the 
patient’s gratitude, and he showed it so 
frankly, she hoped to steal his love as 
well.

But no! his fancy and his heart re­
mained true to the cold beauty he had 
served so well, and she had forgotten 
him apparently.

This irritated Wilson at last, and she 
set to work to cure him with wholesome 
but bitter medicine^ She sat down beside 
him one day, and said cheerfully: “ We 
are all ' on the keyjeet ’ just now. Miss 
Rolleston’s beau is come on a visit.”

The patient opened his eyes with as­
tonishment.

“ Miss Rolleston’s beau?”
“ Aye, her intended. What, didn’t you 

know she is engaged to be married? ”
“ She engaged to be married? " gasped 

Seaton.
Wilson watched him with a remorse­

less eye.
“ Why, James,” said she, after a while, 

“ did you think the likes of her would 
go through the world without a mate? ”

Seaton made no reply but a’moan, and 
lay back like one dead, utterly crushed 
by this cruel blow.

A buxom middle-aged nurse now came 
up, and said, with a touch of severity, 
“ Come, my good girl, no doubt you 
mean well, but you are doing ill. You 
had better leave him to us for the 
present.”

On tlys hint Wilson bounced out, and 
left the patient to his misery.

At her next visit she laid a nosegay on 
his bed, and gossiped away, talking of 
everything in the world except Miss Rol­
leston.

At last she came to a pause, and 
Seaton laid his hand on her arm directly, 
and looking piteously in her face spoke 
his first word.

“ Does she love him? ”
“ What, still harping on her? ” said 

Wilson. “ Well, she doesn’t hate him, I 
suppose, or she would not marry him.”

“ For pity’s sake don’t trifle with me! 
Does she love him?”

“ La, James, how can I tell? She 
couldn’t love him quite as much as I 
could love a man that took my fancy ” 
(here she cast a languishing glance on 
Seaton) ; “ but I see no difference be­
tween her and other young ladies. Miss 
is very fond of her papa, for one thing; 
and he favors the match. Aye, and she 
likes her partner well enough; she is 
brighter like, now'he is in the house, and 



she reads all her friends’ letters to him 
ever so lovingly; and I do notice she 
leans on him, out walking, a trifle more 
than there is any need for.”

At this picture James Seaton writhed 
in his bed like some agonized creature 
under vivisection; but the woman, spur­
red by jealousy, and also by egotistical 
passion, and had no mercy left for him.

“And why not? ” continued she; “he 
is young, and handsome, and rich, and 
he dotes on her. If you are really her 
friend, you opght' to be glad she is so 
well suited.”

At this admonition the tears stood in 
Seaton’s eyes, and after *a while he got 
strength to say, “ I know I ought, I 
know it. If he is only worthy of her, as 
worthy as any man could be.”

“That he is, James. Why, I’ll be 
(found you have heard of him. It is 
young Mr. Wardlaw.”

Seaton started up in bed. “ Who? 
Wardlaw? What Wardlaw? ”

“What Wardlaw? Why, the great 
London merchant, his son. Leastways, 
he manages the whole concern now, I 
hear; the old gentleman, he is retired, by 
all accounts.”

“Curse him! curse him! curse 
him!” yelled James Seaton, with his 
eyes glaring fearfully, and both hands 
beating the air. •

Sarah Wilson recoiled with alarm.
“That angel marry him!” shrieked 

Seaton. “Never, while I live; I’ll 
throttle him with these hands first.”.

What more his ungovernable fury 
would have uttered was interrupted by 
a rush of nurses and attendants, and 
Wilson was bundled out of the place 
with little ceremony.

He contrived, however, to hurl a word 
after her, accompanied with a look of 
concentrated rage and resolution.

“Never.. I tell you—while I live.”
After a few days and having a piece 

of news to communicate to Seaton, with 
respect to Arthur Wardlaw, Wilson 
asked to see that patient.

“ Left the hospital this morning,” was 
the reply. ..

“What, cured?”
“ Why not ? We have cured worse 

cases than his.”
“ Where has he gone to? Pray tell 

me.”

“ Oh, certainly.” And inquiry was 
made. But the reply was, “ Left no 
address.”

Sarah Wilson had cause to tremble; 
for that tongue of hers had launched two 
wild beasts—Jealousy and Revenge.

That day, Arthur Wardlaw dined 
with General Rolleston and Helen. 
They were to be alone for a certain 
reason; and he came half an hour before 
dinner.

They walked arm-in-arm on the lawn, 
talking of the happiness before them, 
and regretting a temporary separation 
that was to intervene. He was her 
father’s choice, and she loved her father 
devotedly; he was her male property; 
and foung ladies like that sort of prop­
erty, especially when they see nothing to 
dislike in it.

He loved her passionately, and that 
was her due, and pleased her and drew 
a gentle affection, if not a passion, from 
her in return.

And, on the other side of the hedge 
that bounded the lawn, a man lay 
crouched in the ditch, and saw it all with 
gleaming eyes.

Just before the affianced ones went in, 
Helen said, “ I have a little favor to ask 
you, dear. The poor man, Seaton, who 
fought the robbers, and was wounded— 
papa says he is a man of education, and 
wanted to be a clerk or something. 
Could you find him a place?”

“ I think I can,” said Wardlaw; “in­
deed, I am sure. A line to White & Co.' 
will do it; they want a shipping clerk.”

“ Oh, how good you are! ” said Helen, 
and lifted her face all beaming with 
thanks.

The opportunity was tempting; the 
lover fond; two faces met for a single 
moment, and one of the two burned for 
five minutes after..

The basilisk eyes saw the soft col­
lision; but the owner of those eyes did 
not hear the words that earned him ^hat 
torture. He lay still and bided his time.

.General Rolleston’s house stood clear 
of the town at the end of a short, but 
narrow and tortuous lane. This situation 
had tempted the burglars whom Seaton 
baffled; and now it tempted Seaton.

Wardlaw must pass that way on leav­
ing General Rolleston’s house.



At a bend in the lane two twin elms 
stood out a foot or two from the hedge. 
Seaton got behind these at about ten 
o’clock, and watched for him with a 
patience and immobility that boded ill.

His preparations for this encounter 
were singular. He had a close-shutting 
inkstand and a pen, and one sheet of 
paper, at the top of which he had written 
“ Sydney,” and the day of the month 
and year, leaving the rest blank. And 
he had the revolver with which he had 
shot the robber at Helen Rolleston’s 
window; and a barrel of that arm was 
loaded with swan shot.

CHAPTER V.
The moon went down; the stars shone 

out clearer.
Eleven o’clock boomed from a church 

clock in the town.
Wardlaw did not come, and Seaton 

did not move from his ambush.
Soon after midnight, General Rol­

leston’s hall door opened, and a figure 
appeared in a flood of light. Seaton’s 
eyes gleamed at the light, for it was 
young Wardlaw, with a footman at his 
back holding a lighted lamp.

Wardlaw, however, seemed in no 
hurry to leave the house, and the reason 
soon appeared; he was joined by Helen 
Rolleston, and she was equipped for 
walking. The watcher saw her serene 
face shine in the light. The general 
himself came next; an<J, as they left the 
door, out came Tom with a blunderbuss, 
and brought up the rear. Seaton drew 
behind the trees, and postponed, but did 
not resign his purpose.

Steps and murmurings came, and 
passed him, and receded.

The only words he caught distinctly 
came from Wardlaw, as he passed. “ It 
is nearly high tide. I fear we must make 
haste.”

Seaton followed the whole party at a 
short distance, feeling sure they would 
eventually separate and give him his op­
portunity with Wardlaw.

They went down to the harbor and 
took a boat; Seaton came nearer, and 
learned they were going on board the 
steamer bound for England, that loomed 
so black, with monstrous eyes of fire.

They put off, and Seaton stood baffled.

Presently the black monster, with 
enormous eyes of fire, spouted her steam 
like a leviathan, and then was still; 
next the smoke puffed, the heavy paddles 
revolved, and she. rushed out of the 
harbor; and Seaton sat down upon the 
ground, and all seemed ended. Helen 
gone to England! Wardlaw with her! 
Love and revenge had alike eluded him.

He looked up at the sky, and played 
with the pebbles at his feet, stupidly, 
stupidly. He wondered why he was 
born; why he consented to live a single 
minute after this. His angel and his 
demon gone home together! And he left 
here! «

He wrote a few lines on the paper he 
had intended for Wardlaw, sprinkled 
them with sand, and put them in his 
bosom, then stretched himself out with a 
weary moan, like a dying dog; to wait 
the flow of the tide, and, with it—• 
Death. • Whether or not his resolution or 
his madness could have carried him so 
far cannot be known, for even as the 
water rippled’ in, and, trickling under 
his back, chilled him to the bone, a 
silvery sound struck his ear. He started 
to his feet, and life and its joys rushed 
back upon him. It was the voice of the 
woman he loved so madly.

Helen Rolleston was on the water, 
coming ashore again in the little boat.

He crawled, like a lizard, among the 
boats ashore to catch a sight of her; he 
did see her, was near her, unseen himself. 
She-landed with her father. So Ward­
law was gone to England without her. 
Seaton trembled with joy. Presently 
his goddess began to lament in the pret­
tiest way. “ Papa! Papa! ” she sighed, 
“ why must friends part in this sad 
world? Poor Arthur is gone from me; 
and, by and by, I shall go from you, my 
own papa.” And at that prospect she 
wept gently.

“ Why, you foolish child! ” said the 
old general, tenderly, “ what matters a 
little parting, when we are all to meet 
again, in dear old England. Well then, 
there, have a cry; it will do you good.” 
He patted' her head tenderly, as she 
clung to his warlike breast; and she took 
him at his word; the tears ran swiftly 
and glistened in the very starlight." *

But, oh, how Seaton’s heart yearned 
at all this 1



What? Mustn’t he say a word to 
comfort her; he who, at that moment, 

' would have thought no more of dying to 
serve her, or to please her, than he would 
of throwing one ‘ of those pebbles into 
that slimy water.

Well, her pure tears somehow cooled 
his hot brain, and washed his soul, and 
he knelt down and thanked God he 
had not met Arthur Wardlaw in that 
dark lane.

Then he went home to his humble 
lodgings, and there buried himself; and 
from that day seldom went out, except 
to seek employment. He soon obtained 
it as a copyist. z

Meantime the police were on his 
track, employed by a person with a gentle 
disposition, but a tenacity of purpose 
truly remarkable.

Great was Seaton’s uneasiness when 
one day he saw Hexham at the foot of 
his stair; greater still, when the officer’s 
quick eye eaught sight of him, and his 
light foot ascended the stairs directly. 
He felt sure Hexham had heard of his 
lurking about General Rolleston’s prem­
ises. However, he prepared zto defend 
himself to the uttermost.

Hexham came into his room without 
ceremony, and looking mighty grim. 
“ Well, my lad, so we have got you, after 
all.”

“What is my crime now?” asked 
Seaton sullenly.

“ Jarirs,” said the officer, very sol­
emnly, “ it is an unfieard-of crime this 
time. You have been—running—away 
—from a pretty girl. . Now, that is a 
mistake at all times; but, when she is as 
beautiful as an angel, and rich enough 
to slip a fiver into Dick Hexham’s hands, 
and lay-him on' your track, what is the 
use? Letter for you, my man.”

Seaton took the letter, with a puzzled 
air. It was written in a clear but fem­
inine hand, and slightly scented.

The writer, in a few polished lines, 
excused herself for taking extraordinary 
means to find Mr. Seaton; but hoped he 
would consider that he had laid her 
under a deep obligation, and that grati­
tude will sometimes be importunate. She 
had the pleasure to inform him that the 
office of “Shipping-clerk at Messrs. White 
& Co.’s was at his service, and she 
hoped he wouldztake it without an hour’s 

further delay, for that she was assured 
that many persons had risen to wealth 
and consideration in the colony from 
such situations.

Then, as this wary but courteous 
young lady had no wish to enter into a 
correspondence with her ex-gardener, 
she added:

Mr. Seaton need not trouble himself 
to reply to this note. A simple “ yes ” 
to Mr. Hexham will be enough, and 
will give sincere pleasure to Mr. 
Seaton’s

Obedient servant and well-wisher, 
Helen Anne Rolleston.

Seaton bowed his head over this letter 
in silent but deep emotion.

Hexham respected that emotion, and 
watched him with a sort of vague sym­
pathy.

Seaton lifted his head, and the tears 
stood thick in his eyes. Said he, in a 
voice of exquisite softness, scarce above 
a whisper, “ Tell her * yes ’ ahd ‘ God 
bless her.’ Good-by. I want to go on 

'my knees and pray God to bless her, as 
she deserves. Good-by.”

Hexham took the hint, and retired 
softly.

CHAPTER VI.
White & Co. stumbled on a treasure 

in James Seaton.
He omitted no opportunity of learning 

the whole business of White & Co., 
and was also animated by a feverish 
zeal that now and then provoked 
laughter from clerks, but was agreeable, 
as well as surprising, to White & Co. 
Of that zeal, his incurable passion was 
partly the cause.

Fortunes had been made with great 
rapidity in Sydney; and Seaton now con­
ceived a wild hope- of acquiring one, by 
some lucky hit, before Wardlaw could 
return to Helen Rolleston.

And yet his common sense said, “ If I 
was as rich as Croesus, how could she 
ever mate with me, a stained man? ” And 
yet his burning heart said,' “ Don’t listen 
to reason; listen only to me. Try.”

White & Co. were employed to ship 
a valuable cargo on board two vessels 
chartered by Wardlaw & Son—the 
Shannon and Proserpine.

Both these ships lay in Sydney harbor, 
and had taken in the bulk of their 



cargoes; but the supplement was the 
cream; for* Wardlaw, in person, had 
warehoused eighteen cases of gold dust 
and ingots, and fifty of lead and smelted 
copper.

They were all examined, and branded, 
by Mr. White, who had duplicate toys 
of the gold cases. But the contents as 
a matter of habit and prudence were not 
described outside, but were marked 
Proserpine and Shannon, respectively; 
the mate of the Proserpine, who was in 
Wardlaw’s confidence, had written in­
structions to look carefully to the stow­
age of all these cases, and was in and out 
of the store one afternoon just before 
closing, and measured the cubic contents 
of the cases, with a view to stowage in 
the respective vessels.

The last time he came he seemed 
rather the worse for liquor; and Seaton, 
who accompanied him, having stepped 
out for a minute for something or other, 
was rather surprised on his return to 
find the door closed, and it struck him 
Mr. Wylie (that was the mate's name) 
might be inside; the more so as the door 
closed very easily with a spring bolt, but 
it could only be opened by a key of 
peculiar construction.

Seaton took out his key, opened the 
door, and called to the mate, but re­
ceived no reply. However, he took the 
precaution to go round the store, and see 
whether Wylie, rendered somnolent by 
liquor, might not be lying oblivious 
among the cases; Wylie, however, was 
not to be seen, and Seaton finding him­
self alone did an unwise thing; he came 
and contemplated Wardlaw’s cases of 
metal and specie.

He eyed them with grief and with de­
sire, and could not restrain a sigh at 
these material proofs of his rival’s 
wealth; the wealth that probably had 
smoothed his way to General Rolleston’s 
home, and to his daughter’s heart.

This reverie, no doubt, lasted longer 
than he thought, for presently he heard 
the loud rattle of shutters going up be­
low : it was closing time; he hastily 
closed and locked the iron shutters, and 
then went out and shut the door.

He had been gone about two hours, 
and that part of the street, so noisy in 
business hours, was hushed in silence, 
all but an occasional footstep on the 

flags outside, when something mysterious 
occurred in the warehouse, now as dark 
as pitch.

- At an angle of the wall stood two 
large cases in a vertical position, with 
smaller cases lying at their feet: these 
two cases were about eight feet high, 
more or less. Well, behind these cases 
suddenly flashed a feeble light, and the 
next moment two brown and sinewy 
hands appeared on the edge of one of the 
cases—the edge next the wall: the case 
vibrated and rocked a little, and the 
next moment there mounted on the top 
of it a sailor; and need we say that 
sailor was the mate of the Proserpine? 
He descended lightly from the top of 
the case behind which he had been 
jammed for hours and lighted a dark 
lantern, and went softly groping about 
the store with it.

Then from out of the large pockets in 
his jacket he took a bunch of eighteen 
bright steel keys, numbered, a set of 
new screw-drivers, a flask of rum, and 
two ship biscuits.

He unlocked the eighteen cases 
marked Proserpine, etc., and, peering in 
with his lantern, saw the gold dust and 
small ingots packed in parcels, and sur­
rounded by Australian wool of the high­
est possible quality. It was a luscious 
sight.

He then proceeded to a heavier task; 
he unscrewed, one after another, eighteen 
of the cases marked Shannon, ^md the 
eighteen so selected, perhaps by private 
marks, proved to be packed close, and on 
a different system from the gold, viz., in 
pigs, or square blocks, three, or in some 
cases four, to each chest.

Now, these two ways of packing the 
specie and the baser metal, respectively, 
had the effect of producing a certain uni­
formity of weight in the thirty-six cases 
Wylie was inspecting: otherwise the gold 
cases would have been twice the weight 
of those that contained the baser metal; 
for lead is proverbially heavy, but under 
scientific tests is to gold as five to twelve, 
or thereabouts.

In his secret and mysterious labor 
Wylie was often interrupted. Whenever 
he heard a step on the pavement outside, 
he drew the slide of his lantern-and hid 
the light. Notwithstanding these oc­
casional interruptions, he worked so hard 



and continuously, that the perspiration 
poured down him ere he had unscrewed 
those eighteen chests containing the pigs 
of lead.

The next thing was, he took the three 
pigs of. lead .out of one of the cas^s 
marked. Shannon, etc., and numbered 
fifteen, and laid them very gently on the 
floor. Then he transferred to that empty 
case the mixed contents of a case 
branded- Proserpine 1, etc., and this he 
-did with the utmost care and nicety, lest 
gold dust spilled should tell tales.

And so he went on and amused him­
self by shifting the contents of the whole 
eighteen cases marked Proserpine, etc., 
into eighteen cases marked Shannon, etc., 
and refilling them with the Shannon’s 
lead. Frolicsome Mr. Wylie! Then he 
safdown on one of the cases Proserpined 
and ate a biscuit and drank a little rum; 
not much; for at this part of his career 
he was a very sober man, though he 
could feign drunkenness, or indeed any­
thing else.

The gold was all at his mercy, yet he 
did not pocket an ounce of it; not even 
a pennyweight to make a wedding-ring 
for Nancy Rouse. Mr. Wylie had a con­
science. And.a very original one it was; 
and, above all, he was very true to those 
he worked with. He carefully locked 
the gold cases up again, and resumed the 
screw-driver, for there was another heavy 
stroke of work to be done; and he went 
at it like a man.

He carefully screwed down again, one 
after another, all those eighteen cases 
marked Shannon, which he had filled 
with gold dust, and then heating a 
sailor’s needle red-hot over his burning 
wick, he put his own secret marks on 
those eighteen cases—marks that no eye 
but his own could detect.

By this time, though a very powerful 
man, he felt much exhausted, and would 
gladly have snatched an hour’s repose. 
But, consulting his watch by the light 
of his lantern, he found the sun had" 
just risen. He retired to his place of 
concealment inthe same cat-like way he 
had come out of it—that is t’o say, he 
mounted on the high cases, and then 
slipped down behind them, into the angle 
of the wall.

As soon as the office opened, two 
sailors, whom he had carefully instructed 

overnight, came with a boat for the 
cases; the warehouse was opened in con­
sequence, but they were informed that 
Wylie must be present at the delivery.

“ Oh, he won’t be long,” said they; 
“ told us he would meet us here.”

There was a considerable delay, and 
a good deal of talking, and presently 
Wylie was at their backs, and put in his 
word. 9

Seaton was greatly surprised at find­
ing him there, and asked him where he 
had sprung from.

•“ Me! ” said Wylie, jocosely, “ why, I 
hailed from Davy Jones’ locker last.”

“ I never heard you come in,” said 
Seaton thoughtfully.

“ Well, sir,” replied Wylie civilly, “ a 
man does learn to go like a cat on board 
ship, that is the truth. I came in at the 
door like my betters; but I thought I 
heard you mention my name, so I made 
no noise. Well, here I am, anyway, and 
—Jack, how many trips can we take 
these thundering chests in? Let us see, 
eighteen for the Proserpine, and forty 
for the Shannon. Is that correct, sir?”

“ Perfectly.”
“ Then, if you will deliver them, I’ll 

check the delivery aboard the lighter 
there; and then we’ll tow her alongside 
the ships.”

Seaton called up two more clerks, and 
sent one to the boat, and one on board 
the barge. The barge was within hail; 
so the cases were checked as they passed 
out of the store, and checked again at 
the small boat, and also on board the 
lighter. When they were all cleared out 
Wylie gave Seaton his receipt for them, 
and, having a steam-tug in attendance, 
towed the lighter alongside the Shannon 
first.

Seaton carried the receipt to his em­
ployer.

“ But, sir,” said he, “ is this regular 
for an officer of the Proserpine to take 
the Shannon’s cargo from us?”

“No, it is not regular,” said the old 
gentleman; and he looked through a 
window, and summoned Mr. Hardcastle.

Hardcastle explained that the Proser­
pine shipped the gold, which was the 
more valuable consignment; and that he 
saw no harm in the officer who was so 
highly trusted by the merchant (on this 
and on former-occasions) taking out a 



few tons of lead and copper to the 
Shannon.

“ Well, sir,” said Seaton, “ suppose I 
was to go out and see the chests stowed 
in those vessels ? ”

“ I think you are making a fuss about 
nothing,” said Hardcastle.

Mr. White was of -the same opinion, 
but, being too wise to check zeal and cau­
tion, told Seaton he might go for his own 
satisfaction.

Seaton saw the chests marked Proser­
pine stowed in the Proserpine, and 
brought back Captain Hewitt’s receipt 
of forty cases on board the Shannon, and 
Captain Hudson’s of eighteen on board 
the Proserpine.

As he landed he met Lloyd’s agent, 
and told him what a valuable freight 
he had just shipped. That gentleman 
merely remarked that both ships were un­
derwritten in Sydney by the owners; 
but the freight was insured in London, 
no doubt.

There was still something about this 
business Seaton did not quite like; per­
haps it was in the haste of the shipments, 
or in the manner of the mate. At all 
events, it was too slight and subtle to be 
communicated to others with any hope 
of convincing them; and, moreover, 
Seaton could not but own to himself that 
he hated Wardlaw, and was, perhaps, no 
fair judge of his acts, and even of the 
acts of his servants.

And soon a blow fell that drove the 
matter out of his head and his heart. 
Miss Helen Rolleston called at the of­
fice, and, standing within a few feet of 
him, handed Hardcastle a letter from 
Arthur Wardlaw, directing that the 
ladies’ cabin on board the Shannon 
should be placed at her disposal.

Hardcastle bowed low to Beauty and 
Station, and promised her the best pos­
sible accommodaton on board the Shan­
non, bound for England next week.

As she retired, she cast one quiet 
glance round the office in search of Sea­
ton’s beard. But he had reduced its ad­
mired luxuriance, and trimmed it to a 
narrow mercantile point. She did not 
know his other features from Adam, and 
little thought that that young man bent 
double over his paper was her pre­
server and pratege ; still less that he was 
at this moment cold as ice. and quivering 

with misery from head to foot, because 
her own lips had just told him she was 
going to England in the Shannon.

Heart-broken, but still loving nobly, 
Seaton dragged himself down to the har­
bor, and went slowly on board the Shan­
non to secure Miss Rolleston every com­
fort. • •

Then, sick at heart as he was, he made 
inquiries into the condition of the vessel 
which was to be trusted with so precious 
a freight; and the old boatman who was 
rowing him, hearing him make these in­
quiries, told him he himself was always 
about, and had" noticed tire Shannon’s 
pumps were going every blessed night.

Seaton carried this intelligence direct- 
,ly to Lloyd’s agent; he overhauled the 
ship, and ordered her into the graving 
dock for repairs. ,

Then Seaton, for White & Co,, 
wrote Miss Rolleston that the Shannon 
was not seaworthy and could not sail 
for a month, at the least.

Wardlaw had made Miss Rolleston 
promise him faithfully to sail that month 
in his ship the Shannon. Now, she was 
a slave to her word, and constant of pur­
pose ; so, when she found she could not 
sail in the Shannon, she called again on 
Messrs. White and took her passage in 
the Proserpine. The essential thing to 
her mind was to sail .when she had prom­
ised, and to go in a ship that belonged to 
her lovers

The Proserpine was to sail in ten 
days.

Seaton inquired into the state of the 
Proserpine. She was a good, sound ves­
sel, and there was no excuse for detain­
ing her.

Then he wrestled long and hard with 
the selfish part of his great love. Instead 
of turning sullen, he set himself to carry 
out Helen Rolleston’s will. He went on 
board the Proserpine and chose her the 
best stern-cabin.

General Rolleston had ordered Hel- 
'en’s cabin to be furnished, and the agent 
had put in the usual things, such as a 
standing bedstead with drawers beneath, 
chest of drawers, small table, two chairs, 
wash-stand, looking-glass, and swinging 
lamp.

But Seaton made several visits to the 
ship, and effected the following arrange­
ments at his own cost: He provided a 



neat cocoa mat for her cabin deck, for 
comfort and foothold: he unshipped the 
regular six-paned stern windows, and 
put in single-pane plate glass; he fitted 
Venetian blinds, and hung two little rose­
colored curtains to each of the windows; 
all so arranged as to be easily removed 
in case it should be necessary to ship 
dead-lights in heavy weather.

He glazed the door leading to her 
bathroom and quarter-gallery with plate 
glass; he provided a light easy-chair, 
slung and fitted with grommets, to be 
hung on hooks screwed into the beams 
in the midship of the cabin. On this 
Helen could sit and read, and so become 
insensible to the motion of the ship. He 
fitted a small bookcase, with a button, 
which could be raised when a book might 
be wanted; he fixed a strike-bell in her 
maid’s cabin, communicating with two 
strikers in Helen’s cabin; he selected 
books, taking care that the voyages and 
travels were prosperous ones. No “ Sea­
man’s Recorder,” “ Life-boat Journal,” 
or “ Shipwrecks and Disasters in the 
British Navy.”. *

Her cabin was the after-cabin on the 
starboard side, was entered through the 
cuddy, had a door communicating with 
the quarter-gallery, two stern windows, 
and a dead-eye on deck. The maid’s 
cabin was the port after-cabin; doors 
opened into cuddy and quarter-gallery.

And a fine trouble Miss Rolleston had 
to get a maid to accompany her; but at 
last a young woman offered to go with 
her for high wages, demurely suppress­
ing the fact that she had just married 
one of the sailors, and would have gladly 
gone for nothing. Her name was Jane 
Holt, and her husband’s Michael Don­
ovan.

In one of Seaton’s visits to the Proser­
pine he detected the mate and captain 
talking together, and looking at him with 
unfriendly eyes.

However, he was in no state of mind 
to care much how two animals in blue 
jackets received his acts of self-martyr­
dom. He was there to do the last kind 
offices of despairing love for the angel 
that had crossed his dark path, and il­
lumined it for a moment, to leave it now 
forever.

At last the fatal evening came; her 
last in Sydney.

At nine in the evening he crept upon 
General Rolleston’s lawn, where he had 
first seen her. He sat down in sullen 
despair, upon the very spot.

Then he came nearer the house. There, 
was a lamp in the dining-room; he 
looked in and saw her.

She was seated at her father’s knee, 
looking up at him fondly; her hand 
was in his; the tears were in their eyes: 
she had no mother; he no son; they 
loved one another devotedly. This, their 
tender gesture, and their sad silence, 
spoke volumes to any one that had 
known sorrow. Poor Seaton sat down 
on the dewy grass outside, and wept, be­
cause she was weeping.

Her father sent her to bed early. 
Seaton watched, as he had often done 
before, till her light went out; and then 
he flung himself on the wet grass, and 
stared at the sky in utter misery.

The mind is often clearest in the mid­
dle pf the night; and all of a sudden, 
he saw, as if written on the sky, that 
she was going to England expressly to 
marry Arthur Wardlaw.

At this revelation he started up, stung 
with hate as well as love, and his tor­
tured mind rebelled furiously. He re­
peated his vow that this should never be; 
and soon a scheme came into his head 
to prevent it; but it was a project so 
wild and dangerous, that, even as his 
heated brain hatched it, his cooler judg­
ment said, “ Fly, madman, fly! or this 
love will destroy you! ” and in another 
minute he was out of the premises.

He found himself at the harbor, star­
ing with wild and bloodshot eyes at 
the Proserpine, he who a few moments 
ago had seen that he had but one thing 
to do—to try and forget young Ward­
law’s bride. He groaned aloud, and ran 
wildly back into the town. He hurried 
up and down one narrow street, raging 
inwardly, like some wild beast.

By and by his mood changed, and he 
hung round a lamp-post, and fell to 
moaning and lamenting his hard fate, 
and hers.

A policeman came up, took him for a 
maudlin drunkard, and half advised, 
half admonished, him to go home.

At that he gave a sort of fierce, de­
spairing snarl, and ran into the next 
street, to be alone.



In this street he found a shop open, 
and lighted, though it was but five 
o’clock in the morning. It was a bar­
ber’s whose customers were working 
people. Hair-cutting, sixpence. 
Easy-shaving, threepence. Hot 
COFFEE, FOURPENCE THE CUP. Seaton’s 
eyes fell upon this shop. He looked at 
it fixedly a moment from the opposite 
side of the way, and then hurried on.

He turned suddenly and came back. 
He crossed the road and entered the 
shop. The barber was leaning over the 
stove, removing a can of boiling water 
from the fire to the hob. He turned at 
the sound of Seaton’s step, and revealed 
an ugly countenance, rendered sinister by 
a squint.

Seaton dropped into a chair, and said, 
“ I want my beard taken off.”

The man looked at him, if it could be 
called looking at him, and said, dryly, 
“Oh, do ye? How much am I to have 
for that job?”

“ You know your own charge."
“Of course I do: threepence a chin.”
“ Very well. Be quick then.”
“ Stop a bit: that is my charge for 

working folk. I must have something 
more off you.”

“ Very well, man, 1’11 pay you dou­
ble.”

“ My price to you is ten shillings.”
“ Why, what is that for? ’’.asked Sea­

ton, in some alarm: he thought, in his 
confusion, the man must have read his 
heart.

“ I’ll tell ye why,” said the squinting 
barber. “No, I won’t: I’ll show ye.” 
He brought a small mirror, and sudden­
ly clapped it before Seaton’s eyes. Sea­
ton started at his own image; wild, 
ghastly, and the eyes so bloodshot. The 
barber chuckled. This start was an ex­
torted compliment to his own sagacity. 
“ Now wasn’t I right? ” said he ; “ did I 
ought to take the beard off such a mug 
as that—for less than ten shillings? ”

“ I see,” groaned Seaton; “ you think 
I have committed some crime. One man 
sees me weeping with misery; he calls 
me a drunkard; another sees me pale 
with the anguish of my breaking heart; 
he calls me a felon; may God’s curse 
light on him and you, and all man­
kind ! ”

“ All right,” said the squinting bar­

ber apathetically; “my price is ten bob, 
whether or no.”

Seaton felt in his pockets. “ I have 
not got the money about me,” said he.

“Oh, I’m not particular; leave your 
watch.”

Seaton handed the squinting vampire 
his watch without another word, and let 
his head fall upon his breast.

The barber cut his beard close with 
the scissors, and made trivial remarks 
from time to time, but received no re- 
piy-

At last, extortion having put him in 
good humor, he said, “ Don’t be so down­
hearted, my lad. You are not the first 
that has got into trouble, and had to 
change faces.”

SeatOx. ouchsafed no reply.
The barber shaved him clean, and was 

astonished at the change, and congratu­
lated him. “ Nobody will ever know 
you,” said he; “ and I’ll tell you why; 
your mouth, it is inclined to turn up a 
little; now a mustache it bends down, 
and that alters such a mouth as yours en­
tirely. But, I’ll tell you what, taking 
off this beard shows me something: you 
arc a gentleman.' Make it a sovereign, 
sir.”

Seaton staggered out of the place 
without a word.

“Sulky, eh?” muttered the barber. 
He gathered up some of the long hair he 
had cut off Seaton’s chin with his scis­
sors, admired it, and put it away in 
paper.

While thus employed, a regular cus­
tomer looked in for his cup of coffee. 
It was the policeman who had taken 
Seaton for a convivial soul

CHAPTER VII.
The Proserpine was to sail at two 

o’clock; at a little before one, a gen­
tleman boarded her, and informed the 
captain that he was a missionary, the 
Rev. John Hazel, returning home, after 
a fever;. and wished to take a berth in 
the Proserpine.

The mate looked him full in the face; 
and then told him there was very little 
accommodation for passengers, and it 
had all been secured by White & Co. for 
a young lady and her servants.

Mr. Hazel replied that his means 



were small, _^pd moderate accommoda­
tion would serve him; but he must go to 
England without delay. -

Captain Hudson put in his gracious 
word: “ Then jump off the jetty at high 
tide and swim there; no room for black 
coats in my ship.”

Mr. Hazel looked from one to the 
other piteously. “ Show me some mercy, 
gentlemen; my very life depends on it.”

“ Very sorry, sir,” said the mate; “ but 
it is impossible. There’s the Shannon, 
you can go in her.”

" But she is under repairs; so 1 am 
told.”

“ Well, there are a hundred and fifty 
carpenters on to her; and she will come 
out of port in our wake.”

“ Now, sir," said Hudson roughly, 
“ bundle down the ship’s side again if 
you please; this is a busy time. Hy! 
—rig the whip; here’s the lady coming 
off to us.”

The missionary heaved a deep sigh, 
and • went down into the boat that had 
brought him. But. he was no sooner 
seated than he ordered the boatmen, 
somewhat peremptorily, to pull ashore 
as fast as they could row.

His boat met the Rollestons, father 
and daughter, coming out, and he turned 
his pale face and eyed them as he passed. 
Helen Rolleston was struck with that 
sorrowful countenance, and whispered 
her father, “ That poor clergyman has 
just left the ship.”

She made sure he had been taking 
leave of some beloved one, bound for 
England. General Rolleston looked 
round, but the boats had passed each 
other, and the wan face was no longer 
visible.

They were soon on board, and received 
with great obsequiousness. Helen was 
shown her cabin, and, observing the min­
ute and zealous care that had been taken 
of her comfort, she said, “ Somebody 
who lovqs me has been here,” and turned 
her brimming eyes on her father. ,He 
looked quite puzzled; but said nothing.

Father and daughter were then left 
alone in the cabin, till.the ship began to 
heave her anchor (she lay just at the 
mouth of the harbor), and then the boat­
swain was sent to give General Rolleston 
warning. Helen came up with him, pale 
and distressed. They exchanged a last

embrace, and General Rolleston went 
down the ship’s side. Helen hung over 
the bulwarks and waved her last adieu, 
though she could hardly see him for her 
tears. f>

At this moment a four-oared boat 
swept alongside; and Mr. Hazel came 
on board again. He presented’ Hudson 
a written order to give the Rev. John 
Hazel a passage in the small berth 
abreast the main hatches. It was signed 
“For White & Co., James Seaton”; 
and was indorsed with a stamped ac­
knowledgment of the passage money, 
twenty-seven pounds.

Hudson and Wylie, the mate, put their 
heads together over this. The mission­
ary saw them consulting, and told them 
he had mentioned their mysterious con­
duct to Messrs. White & Co., and that 
Mr. Seaton had promised to stop the ship 
if their authority was resisted. “ And I 
have paid my passage money, and will 
not be turned out now except by force,” 
said the reverend gentleman quietly.

Wylie’s head was turned away from 
Mr. Hazel’s, and on its profile was a 
most gloomy, vindictive look, so much 
so, that Mr. Hazel was startled when 
the man turned his front face to him 
with a jolly, genial air, and said, “ Well, 
sir, the truth is, we seamen don’t want 
passengers aboard ships of this class; 
they get in our way whenever it blows a 
capful. However, since you are here, 
make yourself as comfortable as you 
can.”

“ There, that is enough palaver,” said 
the captain, in his offensive way. “ Hoist 
the parson’s traps aboard; and sheer off, 
you. Anchor’s apeak.”

He then gave his orders in stentorian 
roars; the anchor was hove up, catted, 
and fished; one sail went up after 
another, the Proserpine’s head came 
round, and away she. bore for England.

General Rolleston went slowly and 
heavily home, and often turned his head 
and looked wistfully at the ship putting 
out wing upon wing, and carrying off 
his child like a tiny prey.

As soon as he got home he lighted a 
cigar, and set to work to console himself 
by reflecting that it was but a temporary 
parting, since he had virtually resigned 
his post, and was only waiting in Sydney 



till he should have handed his papers in 
order over to his successor, and settled 
one or two private matters that could 
not take three months.

When he had smoked his cigar, and 
reasoned away his sense of desolation, 
Nature put out her hand, and took him 
by the breast, and drew him gently up­
stairs to take a look at his beloved 
daughter’s bedroom, by way of seeing 
the last of her.

The room had one window looking 
south, and another west; the latter com­
manded a view of the sea. General Rol­
leston looked down at the floor, littered 
with odds and ends—the dead leaves of 
dress that fall about a lady in the great 
process of packing—and then gazed 
through the window at the flying Proser­
pine.

He sighed and lighted another cigar. 
Before he had half finished it, he stooped 
down and took up a little bow of ribbon 
that lay on the ground, and put it quietly 
in his bosom. In this act he was sur­
prised by Sarah Wilson, who hid come 
up to sweep all such waifs and strays 
into her own box.

“ La, sir,” said she, rather crossly, 
“ why didn’t you tell me, and I’d have 
tidied the room? It is all hugger- 
mugger, with Miss a leaving.”

And with this she went to the wash- 
hand-stand to begin. General Rolles­
ton’s eye followed her movements, and 
he observed the water in one of the 
basins was rather red. “ What! ” said 
he, “ has she had an accident; cut her 
finger? ”

“ No, sir,” said Wilson.
“Her nose been bleeding, then?”
“ No, sir.”
“Not from her finger — nor------

Let me look.’.’
He examined the basin -narrowly, and 

his countenance fell. “ Good heavens! ” 
said he; "I wish I had seen this before; 
she should not have gone to-day. Was 
it the agitation of parting?”

“ Oh, no, sir,” said Wilson; “ don’t go 
to fancy that. Why, it is not the first 
time by a many.”

“Not the first!” faltered Rolleston. 
“In heaven’s name, why was I never 
told of this? ”

“ Indeed, sir,” said Wilson eagerly, 
“ you must not blame me, sir. It was as 

much as my place was worth to tell you. 
Miss is a young lady that will be obeyed; 
and she gave me strict orders not to let 
you know; but she is gone now; and 1 
always thought it was a pity she kept it 
so dark; but as I was saying, sir, she 
would be obeyed.”

“ Kept what so dark? ”
“ Why, sir, her spitting of blood at 

times: and turning so thin by what she 
used to be, poor dear young lady.”

General Rolleston groaned aloud. 
“ And this she hid from me; from me! ” 
He said no more, but kept looking be­
wildered and helpless, first at the basin, 
discolored by his daughter’s blood, and 
then at the Proserpine, that was carrying 
her away, perhaps forever; and, at the 
double sight, his iron features worked 
with cruel distress; anguish so mute and 
male, that the woman Wilson, though 
not good for much, sat down and shed 
genuine tears of pity.

But he summoned all his fortitude, 
told Wilson he could not say she was to 
blame, she had but obeyed her mistress' 
orders; and we must all obey orders.

Only he hurried his matters of busi­
ness ; and took his passage in the Shan­
non.

It was in something of a warrior’s 
spirit that he prepared to follow his 
daughter and protect her; but often he 
sighed at the invisible, insidious nature 
of the foe, and wished it could have been 
a fair, fight of bullets and bayonets, and 
his own life at stake.

The Shannon sailed, but not until an 
incident had occurred that must not be 
entirely passed over. Old Mr. White 
called on General Rolleston with a long 
face, and told him James Seaton had 
disappeared.

“ Stolen anything? ”
“Not a shilling. Indeed the last 

thing the poor fellow did was to give 
us a proof of his honesty. It seems a 
passenger paid him twenty-seven pounds 
for a berth in the Proserpine, just be­
fore she sailed. Well, sir, he might have 
put this in his pocket, and nobody been 
the wiser: but no, he entered the trans­
action and the numbers of the notes, 
and left the notes themselves in an en­
velope addressed to me. What I am 
most afraid of is that some harm has 
come to him, poor lad.”



“What day did he disappear?”
“The 11th of November.”
“ The day my daughter sailed for 

England,” said General Rolleston 
thoughtfully.

“ Was it, sir ? Yes, I remember. 
She went in the Proserpine.”

General Rolleston knitted his brows 
in silence for some time; then he said, 
“ I’ll set the detectives on his track.”

“ Not to punish him, general. We do 
not want him punished.”

“ To punish him, to protect him, or 
avenge him, as the case may require.” 
was the reply, uttered very gravely.

Mr. White took his leave. General 
Rolleston rang the bell, and directed his 
servant to go for Hexham, the detective.

He then rang the bell again, and sent 
for Sarah Wilson. He put some 
searching questions to this woman; and 
his interrogatory had hardly concluded 
when Hexham was announced. General 
Rolleston dismissed the girl, and, look­
ing now very grave indeed, asked the 
detective whether he remembered James 
Seaton. , ' -

“ That I do, sir.”
“ He has levanted.”
“ Taken much, sir? ”
“ Not a shilling.”
“ Gone to the diggings? ” -
“ That you must find out.”
“ What day was he first missed, sir? ”
“ Eleventh of November. The very 

day Miss Rolleston left.”
Hexham took out a little greasy note­

book, and examined it. “ Eleventh of 
November,” said he, “ then I almost 
think I have got a clue, sir; but I shall 
know more when I have had a word with 
two parties.” With this he retired.

But he came again at night, and Gen­
eral Rolleston went on board the Shan­
non, charged with curious information 
about James Seaton; and sailed for 
England Tn the wake of the Proserpine, 
and about two thousand miles astern.

CHAPTER VIII.
There are men, who seem stupid, yet 

generally go right; there are also clever 
men, who appear to have the art of blun­
dering wisely: “ sapient er descendunt in 
in j er num,” as the ancients have it; and 
some of these latter will even lie on 

their backs, after a fall, and lift up their 
voices, and prove to you that in tjie na­
ture of things they ought to have gone 
up, and their being down is monstrous.

. Arthur Wardlaw was not quite so 
clever as all that; but still he miscon­
ducted the business of the firm with 
perfect ability from the first month he 
entered on it. Like those ambitious rail­
ways which ruin a goodly trunk with 
excess of branches, not to say twigs, he 
set to work extending, and extending, 
and sent the sap of the healthy old con­
cern a flying to the ends of the earth.

He was not only too ambitious and 
not cool enough, he was also unlucky, or 
under a curse, or something; for things 
well conceived broke down, in his hands, 
under petty accidents. And, besides, his 
new correspondents and agents hit him 
cruelly hard. Then what did he? Why, 
shot good money after bad, and lost 
both.

He could not retrench, for his game 
was concealment; his father was kept in 
the dark, and drew his four thousand a ( 
year, as usual, and, upon any hesitation , 
in that respect, would have called in an 
accountant and wound up the concern. 
But this tax upon the receipts, though 
inconvenient, was a trifle compared with 
the series of heavy engagements that 
were impending.

The future was so black that Wardlaw 
junior was sore tempted to realize 
twenty thousand pounds, which a man 
in his position could easily do,’ and fly 
the country. But this would have been 
to give up Helen Rolleston; and he 
loved her too well.

His brain was naturally subtle and 
fertile in expedients; so he brought all 
its powers to bear on a double problem— 
how’ to marry Helen, and restore the 
concern he had mismanaged to its former 
state. For this a large sum of money 
was needed, not less than ninety 
thousand pounds.

The difficulties were great; but after 
much hard thought he conceived his 
double master-stroke; and it was to exe­
cute this he went out to Australia.

We have seen that he persuaded Helen 
Rolleston to come to England and be 
married; but, as to the other part of his 
project, that is a matter for the reader 
to watch as it develops itself.



His first act of business, on reaching 
England, was to insure the freights of 
the Proserpine and the Shannon.

He sent Michael Penfold to Lloyd’s, 
with the requisite vouchers, including 
the receipts,of the gold merchants. Pen­
fold easily insured the Shannon, whose 
freight was valued at only six thousand 
pounds. The Proserpine, with her cargo; 
and a hundred and thirty thousand 
pounds of. specie to boot, was another 
matter.

Some underwriters had an objection 
to specie, being subject to theft as well 
as shipwreck; other underwriters ap­
plied to by Penfold acquiesced; others 
called on Wardlaw himself to ask a few 
questions, and he replied to them cour­
teously, but with a certain nonchalance, 
treating it as an affair which might be 
big to them, but was not of particular 
importance to a merchant doing business 
on his scale.

To one underwriter, Condell, with 
whom he was on somewhat intimate 
terms, he said, “ I wish I could insure 
the Shannon at her value; but that is 
impossible; the City of London could 
not do it. The Proserpine brings me 
some cases of specie, but my true treasure 
is on board the Shannon. She carries 
my bride, sir.”

“Oh, indeed! Miss Rolleston?”
“ Ah, I remember; you have seen her. 

Then you will not be surprised at a pro­
posal I shall make you. Underwrite the 
Shannon a million pounds, to be paid 
by you if harm befalls my Helen. You 
need not look so astonished; I was only 
joking; you gentlemen deal with none 
but substantial values; and, as for me, 
a million would no more compensate me 
for losing her, than for losing my own 
life.”

The tears were in his pale eyes as he 
said these words; and Mr. Condell eyed 
him with sympathy. But he soon re­
covered himself, and was the man of 
business again. “ Oh, the specie on 
board the Proserpine? Well, I was in 
Australia, you know, and bought that 
specie myself of the merchants whose 
names are attached to the receipts.

“ I deposited the cases with White 
& Co., at Sydney. Penfold will show 
you the receipt. I instructed Joseph 
Wylie, mate of the Proserpine, and a 

trustworthy person, to see them stowed 
away in the Proserpine, by White & 
Co. Hudson is a good seaman, and the 
Proserpine a new ship, built by Mare. 
We have nothing to fear but the ordi­
nary perils of the sea.”

“ So one would think,” said Mr. Con­
dell, and took his leave ; but, at the door, 
he hesitated, and then, looking down a 
little sheepishly, said, “ Mr. Wardlaw. 
may I offer you a piece of advice? ”

“ Certainly.”
“ Then, double the insurance on the 

Shannon, if you can.”
With these words he slipped out, evi­

dently to avoid questions he did not 
intend to answer.

Wardlaw stared after him, stupidly at 
first, and then stood up and put his hand 
to his head in a sort of amazement. Then 
he sat down again, ashy pale, and with 
the dew on his forehead, and muttered 
faintly, “ Double—the insurance—on 
the—Shannon! ”

Men who walk in crooked paths are 
very subject to such surprises; doomed, 
like Ahab, to be pierced, through the 
joints of their armor, by random shafts.

It took a good many underwriters to 
insure the Proserpine’s freight; but the 
business was done at last.

Then Wardlaw, who had feigned 
insouciance so admirably in that part of 
his interview with Condell went, without 
losing an hour, and raised a large sum 
of money on the insured freight, to meet 
the bills that were coming due for the 
gold (for he had paid for most of it in 
paper at short dates), and also other 
bills, that were approaching maturity.

This done, he breathed again, safe for 
a month or two from everything short 
of a general panic, and full of hope from 
his coming master-stroke. But two 
months soon pass when a man has 
a flock of kites in the air. Pass? They 
fly. So now he looked out anxiously for 
his Australian ships; and went to 
Lloyd’s every day to hear if either had 
been seen, or heard of by steamers, or by 
faster sailing vessels than themselves.

And, though Condell had underwrit­
ten the Proserpine to the tune of eight 
thousand pounds, yet still his mysterious 
words rang strangely in the merchant’s 
ears, and made him so uneasy, that he 



employed a discreet person to sound 
Condell as to what he meant by “ double 
the insurance on the Shannon."

It turned out to be the simplest affair 
in the world; Condell had secret infor­
mation that the Shannon was in bad 
repairs, so he had advised his friend to 
insure her heavily. For the same reason, 
he declined to underwrite her freight 
himself.

With respect to those ships, our 
readers - already know two thngs, of 
which Wardlaw himself, nota bene, had 
no idea: namely, that the Shannon had 
sailed last, instead of first, and that Miss 
Rolleston .was not On board of her, but 
in the ‘ Proserpine, two thousand miles 
ahead.

The good ship, homeward bound, left 
Sydney with a fair wind, but soon en­
countered adverse weather; and made 
slow progress, being close-hauled, which 
was her worst point of sailing. She 
pitched a good deal, and that had a very 
ill effect upon Miss Rolleston. She was 
not seasick, but thoroughly out of sorts; 
and, in one week, became perceptibly 
paler and thinner than when she started. 

. The young clergyman, Mr. Hazel, 
watched her with respectful anxiety, and 
this did not escape her feminine ob­
servation. She noted quietly that those 
dark eyes of his followed her with a 
mournful tenderness, but withdrew their 
gaze when she looked at him. Clearly, 
he was interested in her, but had no de­
sire to intrude upon her attention.

He would bring up the squabs for her, 
and some of his own wraps, when she 
stayed on deck, and was prompt with his 
arm when the vessel lurched; and 
showed her those other little attentions 
which are called for on board ship, but 
without a word. Yet, when she thanked 
him in the simplest and slftrtest way, his 
great eyes flashed with pleasure, and the 
color mounted to his very temples.

A ship, like a distant country, thaws 
even English reserve, and women in gen­
eral are disposed to admit ecclesiastics 
to certain privileges. No wonder then 
that Miss Rolleston, after a few days, 
met Mr. Hazel half way; and they made 
acquaintance on board the Proserpine, 
in monosyllables at first ; but, the ice 
once fairly broken, the intercourse of 
mind became rather rapid.

At first it was a mere intellectual ex­
change, but one very agreeable to Miss 
Rolleston; for a fine memory, and om- 
niverous reading from his very boyhood, 
with the habit of taking notes, and re­
viewing them, had made Mr. Hazel a 
walking dictionary, and a walking essay­
ist if required.

One day they were discoursing of 
gratitude; and Mr. Hazel said he had a 
poor opinion of those persons who speak 
of “ the burden of gratitude,” and make 
a fuss about being “ laid under an obli­
gation.”- •

“ As for me,” said he, “ I have owed 
such a debt, and found the sense of it 
very sweet.”

“ But perhaps you were always hoping 
to make a return,” said Helen.

“That I was; hoping against hope.”
“ Do you think that people are grate­

ful, in general?”
“ No, Miss Rolleston; I do not.”
“ Well, I think they are. To me at 

least. Why, I have experienced grati­
tude even in a convict. It was a poor 
man, who had been transported, for 
something or other, and he begged papa 
to take him for his gardener. Papa did, 
and he was so .grateful that, do you 
know, he suspected our house was to be 
robbed, and he actually watched in the 
garden night after night; and what do 
you-think? the house was attacked by a 
whole gang; but poor Mr. Seaton con­
fronted them and shot one, and was 
wounded cruelly; but he beat them off 
for us. And was not that gratitude ? ”

While she was speaking so earnestly, 
Mr. Hazel’s blood seemed to run 
through his veins like heavenly fire, but 
he said nothing, and the lady resumed 
with gentle fervor, “ Well, we got him a 
clerk’s place in a shipping office, and 
heard no more of him; but he did not 
forget us; my cabin here was fitted up 
with every comfort, and every delicacy. 
I thanked papa for it; but he looked so 
blank I saw directly he knew fiothing 
about it; and, now I think of it, it was 
Mr. Seaton. I am positive it was. And 
I should not know him if I saw him.”

Mr. Hazel observed, in a low voice, 
that Mr. Seaton’s conduct did not seem 
wonderful to him. “ Still,” said he, 
“ one is glad to find there is some good 
left even in a criminal.”



“ A criminal! ” cried Helen Rolleston, 
firing up. “ Pray, who says he was a 
criminal? Mr. Hazel, once for all, no 
friend of mine ever deserves such a name 
as that. A friend of mine may commit 
some great error or imprudence; but that 
is all. The poor grateful soul was never 
guilty of any* downright wickedness; 
that stands to reason.”

Mr. Hazel did not encounter this fem­
inine logic with his usual ability; he 
muttered something or other, with a 
trembling lip, and left her so abruptly 
that she asked herself whether she had 
inadvertently said anything that could 
have offended him; and awaited an ex­
planation. But none came. The topic 
was never revived by Mr. Hazel; and his 
manner, at their next meeting, showed 
he liked her none the worse that she 
stood up for her friends.

The wind was steady from the west 
-for two whole days, and the Proserpine 
showed her best sailing qualities, and 
ran four hundred and fifty miles in that 
time.

Then came a dead calm, and the sails 
flapped lazily, and the masts described 
an arc; and the sun broiled; and the 
sailors whistled; and the 'captain drank; 
and the mate encouraged him.

During this calm, Miss Rolleston fell 
downright ill, and quitted the deck. 
Then Mr. Hazel was very sad; borrowed 
all the books in the ship, and read them, 
and took notes; and, when he had. done 
this, he was at leisure to read men, and 
so began to study Hiram Hudson, 
Joseph Wylie, and others, and take a 
few notes about them.

From these we select some that are 
better worth the reader’s attention than 
anything we could relate in our own 
persons at this stagnant part of the story.

PASSAGES FROM MR. HAZEL’S DIARY.
Characters on board the Proserpine.

“ There are two sailors, messmates, 
who have formed a unique friendship; 
their names are John Welch and Samuel 
Cooper. Welch is a very able seaman 
and a chatterbox. Cooper is a good 
sailor, but very silent; only what he does 
say is much to the purpose.

“ I asked Welch what made him like 
Cooper so much. And he said, ‘ Why, 

you see, sir, he is my messmate, for one 
thing, and a seaman that knows his 
work; and then he has been well eddy- 
cated, and he knows when to hold his 
tongue, does Sam.’

“ I asked Cooper why he was so fond 
of Welch. He only grunted in an un­
easy way at first; but, when I pressed 
for a reply, he let out two words—1 Cap­
ital company,’ and got away from me.

“ Their friendship, though * often 
roughly expressed, is really a tender and 
touching sentiment. I think either of 
these sailors would bare his back and 
take a dozen lashes in place of his mess­
mate. I too once thought I had made 
such a friend. Eheu !

“ Both Cooper and Welch seem, by 
their talk, to consider the ship a living 
creature. Cooper chews. Welch only 
smokes, and often lets his pipe out, he is 
so voluble.

“ Captain Hudson is quite a char­
acter ; or, I might say, two characters; 
for he is one man when he is sober, and 
another when he is the worse for liquor. 
Captain Hudson, sober, is a rough, 
bearish seaman, with a quick, experi­
enced eye, that takes in every rope in the 
ship, as he walks up and down his 
quarter-deck. He either evades or 
bluntly declines conversation, and gives 
his whole mind to sailing his ship.

“ Captain Hudson, drunk, is a gar­
rulous man, who seems to have drifted 
back into the past. He comes up to you, 
and talks of his own accord,' and always 
about himself, and what he did fifteen 
or twenty years since. He forgets what­
ever has occurred half an hour ago; and 
his eye, which was an eagle’s is now a 
mole’s. But the surest indicia of in­
ebriety in Hudson are these two. First, 
his nose is red. Secondly, he discourses 
upon a seaman’s duty to his employers.

“ N. B. Except when his nose is red 
not a word about his • duty to his em­
ployers.’ That phrase, like a fine lady, 
never ventures into the morning air. It 
is purely post-prandial, and sacred to oc­
casions when be is utterly neglecting his 
duty to his employers, and to everybody 
else.

“ Joseph Wylie, the mate, is less ec­
centric, but even more remarkable. He 
is one of those powerfully built fellows 
whom nature, one would think, con-



strutted to gain all their ends by force 
and directness. But no such thing; he 
goes about as softly .as a cat; is always 
popping- out of boles and corners; and 
I can see he watches me, and tries to 
hear what I say to her. He is civil to 
me when I speak to him; yet I notice he 
avoids, me quietly. Altogether, there is 
something about him that puzzles me. 
Why ,was he ■ so reluctant to let me on 
board as a passenger? Why did he tell 
a downright falsehood? For he said 
there was no room for me; yet, even now, 
there are two cabins vacant, and he has 
taken possession of them.

“ The mate of this ship has several 
barrels of spirits in his cabin, or rather 
cabins, and it is he who makes the cap­
tain drunk. I learned this from one of 
the boys. This looks ugly. I fear Wylie 
is a bad, designing man, who wishes to 
ruin the captain, and so get his place.

“ But, meantime, the ship might be 
endangered by this drunkard’s miscon­
duct. I shall watch Wylie closely, and 
perhaps put the captain on his guard 
against this false friend.

“ Last night, a breeze got up about 
sunset, and H. R. came on deck for half 
an hour. I welcomed her as calmly as 
I eould; but I felt my voice tremble and 
my heart throb. She told me the voyage 
tired tier much; but it was the last she 
should have to make.

“ How strange, how hellish (God for­
give me tor saying so 1) it seems that 
she should love him. But, does she love 
him? Can she love him? Could she 
love him if she knew all? Know him 
she shall before she marries him.

“ She soon went below and left me 
desolate. I wandered all about the 
ship, and, at last, I came upon the in­
separables, Welch and Cooper. They 
were squatted on the deck, and Welch’s 
tongue was going as usual He was talk­
ing about this Wylie, and saying that, in 
all his ships, he had never known such a 
mate as this; why, the captain was under 
his thumb.

“ * Grog 1 ’ suggested Cooper in ex­
tenuation.

“ Welch admitted Wylie was liberal 
with that, and friendly enough with the 
men; but, still, he preferred to see a ship 
commanded by the captain, and not by 
a lubber like Wylie.

“ I expressed some surprise at this 
term, and said I had envied Wylie’s 
nerves in a gale of wind we encountered 
early in the voyage.

“ The talking sailor explained, ‘ In 
course, he has been to sea afore this, and 
weathered many a gale. But so has the 
cook. That don’t make a man a sailor. 
You ask him how to send down a 
to’-gallant yard or gammon a bowsprit, 
or even mark a lead line, and he’ll stare 
at ye like Old Nick when the angel 
caught him with the red-hot tongs and 
questioned him out of the Church Cate­
chism. Ask Sam, there, if ye don’t be­
lieve me. Sam, what do you think of 
this Wylie for a seaman? ’

“ Cooper could not afford anything so 
precious, in his estimate of things, as a 
word; but he lifted a great brawny 
hand, and gave a snap with his finger 
and thumb that disposed of the mate’s 
pretensions to seamanship more expres­
sively than wo.rds could have done it.

“ This morning the wind shifted to 
the southwest; the captain surprised us 
by taking in sail. But his sober eye had 
seen something more than ours; for at 
noon it blew a gale, and by sunset it 
was deemed prudent to bring the ship’s 
head to the wind, and we are now lying 
to. The ship lurches, and the wind 
howls through the bare rigging; but she 
rides buoyantly and no danger is appre­
hended.

“ Last night, as I lay in my cabin, 
unable to sleep, I heard some heavy 
blows strike the ship’s side repeatedly, 
causing quite a vibration. I felt 
alarmed, and went out to tell the captain. 
But I was obliged to go on my hands 
and knees, such was the force of the 
wind. Passing the mate’s cabin, I heard 
sounds that made me listen acutely; and 
I then found the blows were being 
struck inside the ship. I got to the cap­
tain and told him. ‘ Oh,’ said he, ‘ ten 
to one it’s the mate nailing down his 
chests, or the like.’ But I assured him 
the blows struck the side of the ship, 
and, at my earnest request, he came out 
and listened. He swore a great oath, 
and said the lubber would be through 
the ship’s side. He then tried the cabin 
door, but it was locked.

“ The sounds ceased directly.
“ We called to the mate, but received 



no reply for a long time. At last Wylie 
came out of the gun-rooip, looking 
rather pale, and asked what was the 
matter.

“ I told him he ought to know best, 
for the blows were heard where he had 
just come from.

“ ‘ Blows ! ’ said he; ‘ I believe you. 
Why, a tierce of butter had got adrift, 
and was bumping up and down the hold 
like thunder.’ He then asked us 
whether that was what we had disturbed 
him for, entered his cabin, and almost 
slammed the door in our faces.

“ I remarked to the captain, on his 
disrespectful conduct. The captain was 
civil, and said I was right; he was a 
cross-grained, unmanageable brute, and 
he wished he was out of the ship. ‘ But 
you see, sir, he has got the ear of the 
merchant ashore; and so I am obliged 
to hold a candle to the devil, as the 
saying is.’ He then fired a volley of 
oaths and abuse at the offender; and, not 
to encourage fbul language, I retired to 
my cabin.

“ The wind declined toward day­
break, and the ship recommenced her 
voyage at 8 A. m. ; but under treble­
reefed topsails and reefed courses.

“ I caught the captain and mate 
talking together in the friendliest way 
possible. That Hudson is a humbug; 
there is some mystery between him and 
the mate. .

“ To-day H. R. was on deck, for sev­
eral hours, conversing sweetly, and look­
ing like the angel she is. But happiness 
soon flies from me; a steamer 'Came in 
sight, bound for Sydney. She signalled 
us to heave to, and send a boat. This 
was done, and the boat brought back a 
letter for her. It seems they took us for 
the Shannon, in -which ship she was ex­
pected.

“ The letter was from him. How her 
cheek flushed and her eye beamed as she 
took it. And oh, the sadness, the agony 
that stood beside her unheeded.

“ I left the deck; I could not have 
contained myself. What a thing is 
wealth! By wealth, that wretch can 
stretch out his hand across the ocean, 
and put a letter into her hand under 
my very eye. Away goes all that I have 
gained by being near her while he is far 
away. He is not in England now—he 

is here. His odious presence has driven 
me from her. Oh, that I could be a child 
again, or in my grave, to get away from 
this hell of Love and’Hate.”

At this point, we beg leave to tak 
the narrative into our own hands again 

Let us stay by the lady’s side, am 
read her letter with her.

Russell Square, Dec. 15, 1865.
My dear Love:—Hearing that the 

Antelope steam-packet was going to 
Sydney, by way of Cape Horn, I have 
begged the captain, who is under some 
obligations to me, to keep a good 
lookout for the Shannon, homeward 
bound, and board her with these lines, 
weather permitting.

Of course the "chances are you will 
not receive them at sea; but still you 
possibly may; and my heart is so full 
of you, I seize any excuse for overflow­
ing; and then I picture to myself that 
bright face reading an unexpected let­
ter in mid-ocean, and so I ’taste before­
hand the greatest pleasure my mind 
can conceive—the delight of giving 
you pleasure, my own sweet Helen.

News, I have little. You know how 
deeply and devotedly you are beloved 
—know it so well that I feel words are 
almost wasted in repeating it. Indeed, 

- the time, I hope, is at hand when the 
word “love” will hardly be mentioned 
between us. For my part, I think it 
will be too visible in every act, and 
look, and word of mine, to need repeti­
tion. We do not speak much about 
the air we live in. We breathe it, and 
"speak with it, not of it.

I suppose all lovers are jealous. 1 
think I should go mad if you, were to 
give me a rival; but then I do not un­
derstand that ill-natured jealousy 
which would rob the beloved object of 
all affections but the one. I know my 
Helen loves her father—loves him, 
perhaps, as well, or better, than she 
does me. Well, in spite of that, I love 
him too. Do you know, I never ice 
that erect form, that model of courage 
and probity, come into a room, but 1 
say to myself, “ Here comes my bene­
factor; but for this man there would 
be no Helen in the world.” Well, 
dearest, an unexpected circumstance 
has given me a little military influence 
(these things do happen in the city), 
and I really believe that, what with his 
acknowledged merits (I am secretly 
informed a very high personage said, 
the other day, he had not recc ed jus­
tice), and the influence I speak of, a 
post will shortly be offered to your, 
father that will enable him to live, 
henceforth, in England, with comfort, 
I might say, affluence. Perhaps he 
might live with us. That depends 
upon himself.



Looking forward to this, and my 
'own still greater happiness, diverts 

my mind awhile from the one ever­
pressing anxiety. But, alas! it will re­
turn. By, this time my Helen is on the 
seas—the ' terrible, the treacherous, the 
cruel seas, that spare neither beauty 
nor virtue, nor the longing hearts at 
home. I have conducted this office 
for some years, and thought I knew 
care and anxiety. But I find I knew 
neither till now.

I have two ships at sea, the Shannon 
and the Pros^pine. The Proserpine 
carries eighteen chests of specie, worth 
a hundred and thirty thousand pounds. 
I don’t care one straw whether she 
sinks or swims. But the Shannon car­
ries my darling; and every gust at 
night awakens me, and every day I 
go into the great room at Lloyd’s 
and watch the a’nemometer. Oh, God! 
be merciful, and bring my angel safe 
to me! Oh, God! be just, and strike 
her not for my offenses!

But I must not sadden you with my 
fears; let me turn to my hopes. How 
bright they are! what\joy, what hap­
piness, is sailing toward me, nearer 
and nearer every day! I ask myself 
what am I that such paradise should 
be mine.

My love, when we are one, shall we 
share every thought, or shall I keep 
commerce, speculation, and its tempta­
tions away from your pure spirit? 
Sometimes I think I should like to 
have neither thought nor occupation 
unshared by.you; and that you would 
purify trade itself by your contact; at 
other times I say to myself, “Oh, 
never soil that angel with your miser­
able business; but go home to her as if 
you were going from earth to heaven, 
for a few blissful hours.” But you 
shall decide this question,“'and every 
other.

Must I close this letter? Must I say 
no more, though I have scarcely be­
gun?

Yes, I will end, since, perhaps, you 
will never see it.

When I have sealed it, I mean to 
hold it in my clasped hands, and so 
pray the Almighty to take it safe to 
you, and to bring you safe to him who 
can never know peace nor joy till he 
sees you once more.

Your devoted and anxious lover, 
Arthur Wardlaw.

Helen Rolleston read this letter more 
than once. She smiled over it, all beam­
ing and blushing; she kissed it, and read 
it again, and sat with it in her lap.

But by and by her mood changed, and, 
when Mr, Hazel ventured upon deck 
again, he found her with her forehead 
sinking on her extended arm, and the 

lax hand of that same arm holding the 
letter. She was crying.

The whole drooping attitude was so 
lovely, so feminine, yet so sad, that 
Hazel stood irresolute, looking wistfully 
at her.

She caught sight of him, and, by a 
natural impulse, turned gently away, as 

■if to hide her tears. But the next mo­
ment she altered her mind, and said, 
with a quiet dignity that came naturally 
to her at times, “ Why should I hide 
my care from you, sir? Mr. Hazel, may 
I speak to you as a clergyman? "

“ Certainly,” said Mr. iHazel, in a 
somewhat faint voice.

She pointed to a seat, and he sat down 
near her.

She was silent for some time; her lip 
quivered a little.; she was struggling in­
wardly for that decent composure which 
on certain occasions distinguishes the 
lady from the mere woman; and it was 
with a pretty firm voice she said:

“ I am going to tell you a little secret: 
one I have kept from my own father. 
It is—that I have not very long to 
live.”

Her hazel eye rested calmly on his 
face while she said these words quietly.

He received them with amazement at 
first; amazement, that soon deepened 
into horror. “ What do you mean? ” 
he gasped. “What words are these?"

“ Thank you for minding so much,” 
said she sweetly. “ I will tell you. 1 
have fits of coughing, not frequent, but 
violent; and then blood very often 
comes from my lungs. That is a bad 
sign, you know. I have been so for 
four months now, and I am a good deal 
wasted; my hand used to be very plump, 
look at it now—Poor Arthur! ”

She turned away her head to drop a 
gentle, unselfish tear or twro; and Hazel 
stared with increasing alarm at the love­
ly but wasted hand she still held out to 
him, and glanced, too, at Arthur Ward­
law’s letter, held slightly by the beloved 
fingers. '

He said nothing, and, when she 
looked round again, he was pale and 
trembling. The revelation was so sud­
den.
r “ Pray be calm, sir,” said she. “ We 
need speak of this no more. But now, I 
think, you will not be surprised that I 



come to you for religious advice and 
consolation, short as our acquaintance 
is.”

“ I am in no condition to give them," 
said Hazel, in great agitation. “ I can 
think of nothing but how to save you. 
May heaven help me, and give me wis­
dom for that.”

“ This is idle,” said Helen Rolleston 
gently, but firmly. “ Mr. Hazel, I shall 
never be better. So aid me to bow to 
the will of heaven. Sir, I do not re­
pine at leaving the world; but it does 
grieve me to think how my departure 
will affect those whose happiness is very, 
very dear to me.”

She then looked at the letter, blushed, 
and hesitated a moment; but ended by 
giving it to him whom she had applied 
to as her religious adviser.

“ Oblige me by reading that. And, 
when you have, I think you will grant 
me a favor I wish to ask you. Toor fel­
low ! so full of hopes that I am doomed 
to disappoint.”

She rose to hide her emotion, and left 
Arthur Wardlaw’s letter in the hands 
of him who loved • her, if possible, 
more devotedly than Arthur Wardlaw 
did; and she walked the deck pensively, 
little dreaming how strange a thing she 
had done.

As for Hazel, he was in a situation 
poignant with agony; only the heavy 
blow that had just fallen had stunned 
and benumbed him. He felt a natural 
repugnance to read this letter. But she 
had given him no choice. He read it 
carefully to the end, and was examining 
the signature keenly, when Miss Rolles­
ton rejoined him, and, taking the letter 
from him, placed it in her bosom before 
his eyes.

“He loves me; does he not?” said 
she wistfully.

Hazel looked half stupidly in her face 
for a moment; then, with a candor 
which was part of his character, replied 
doggedly, “ Yes, the man who wrote 
that letter loves you.”

“ Then you can pity him, and I may 
venture to ask you the favor to------ It
will be a bitter grief and disappointment 
to him. Will you break it to him as gent­
ly as you can; will you say that his. 
Helen----- Will you tell him what I
have told you?”

“ I decline.”

This point-blank refusal surprised 
Helen Rolleston; all the more that it 
was uttered with a certain sullenness, 
and even asperity, she had never seen till 
then in this gentle clergyman.

It made her fear she had done wrong 
in asking it ; and she looked ashamed 
and distressed.

However, the explanation soon fol­
lowed.

“ My business,” said he, “ is to pro­
long your precious life; and, making up 
your mind to die is not* the way. You 
shall have no encouragement in such 
weakness from me. Disease of the lungs 
is curable.”

“ Mr. Hazel,” said the lady, “ we will 
drop the subject, if you* please. It has 
taken an uninteresting turn.”

“To you, perhaps; but not to me.”
“ Excuse me, sir; if you took that 

real friendly interest in me and my con­
dition I was vain enough to think you 
might, you would hardly have refused 
me the first favor I ever asked you; 
and,”, drawing herself up proudly, 
“ need I say the lakt? ”

“You are unjust,” said Hazel sadly; 
“ unjust beyond endurance. I refuse you 
anything that is for your good? I, who 
would lay down my life with unmixed 
joy for you?”

“ Mr. Hazel! ” And she drew back 
from him with a haughty stare.

“ Learn the truth why I cannot, and 
will not, talk to Arthur Wardlaw about 
you. For one thing, he is my enemy, 
and I am his?”

“ His enemy? My Arthur’s? ” .
“ His mortal enemy. And I am going 

to England to clear an innocent man, 
and expose Arthur Wardlaw’s guilt.”

“ Indeed,” said Helen, with lofty 
contempt. “ And pray what has he done 
to you? ”

“ He had a benefactor, a friend; he 
entrapped him into cashing a note of 
hand, which he must have known or sus­
pected to be forged; then basely de­
serted him at the trial, and blasted his 
frfend’s life forever.”

“Arthur Wardlaw did that?”
“He did; and that very James Sea­

ton was his victim.”
Her delicate nostrils were expanded 

with wrath, and her eyes flashed fire. 
“ Mr. Hazel, you are a liar and a slan­
derer.”



The man gave a kind of shudder, as 
if cold steel had passed through his 
heart. But his fortitude was great; he 
said doggedly, “ Time will show. Time, 
and a jury of our countrymen.”

“ I will be his witness. I will say, 
this is the malice of a rival. Yes, sir, 
you forget that you have let out the mo­
tive of this wicked slander. You love 
me yourself; heaven forgive me for 
profaning the name of love! ”

“ Heaven forgive you for blasphem­
ing the purest, fondest love that ever 
one creature laid at the feet of another. 
Yes, Helen Rolleston, I love you; and 
will save you from the grave and from 
the villain Wardlaw; both from one and 
the other.”

“ Oh,” said Helen, clenching her 
teeth, “ you wretch! ”

Her throat swelled with a violent 
convulsion, and she could utter no more 
for a moment; and she put her white 
handkerchief to her lips.

“ Ah! you love me,” she cried; “ then 
know, for your comfort, that you have 
shortened my short life a day or two, 
by slandering him to my face, you mon­
ster. Look there at your love, and see 
what it has done for me.”

She put the handkerchief under his 
eyes, with hate gleaming in her own.

Mr. Hazel turned ashy pale, and 
glared at it with horror; he could have 
seen his own shed, with stoical firmness; 
but a mortal sickness struck his heart at 
the sight of her blood. His hands rose 
and quivered in a peculiar way, his sight 
left him, and the strong man, but ten­
der lover, staggered, and 'fell heavily on 
the deck, in a dead swoon, and lay at 
her feet pale and motionless.

She uttered a scream, and sailors came 
running.

They - lifted him, with rough sym­
pathy; and Helen Rolleston retired to 
her cabin, panting with agitation.

CHAPTER IX.
After this, Helen Rolleston and Mr. 

Hazel never spoke. She walked past 
him on the deck with cold and haughty 
contempt. He quietly submitted to it; 
and never presumed to say one word to 
her again.

One fine night he sat on the deck, 

with his back against the mainmast, in 
deep melancholy and listlessness, and 
fell, at last, into a doze, from which 
he was awakened by a peculiar sound be­
low. It was a beautiful and stilly night; 
all sounds were magnified; and the 
father of all rats seemed to be gnawing 
the ship down below.

Hazel’s curiosity was excited, and he 
went softly down the ladder to see what 
the sound really was. But that was not 
so easy, for it proved to be below decks; 
but he saw a light glimmering through 
a small scuttle abaft the mate’s cabin, 
and the sounds were in the neighborhood 
of that light.

It now flashed upon Mr. Hazel that 
this was the very quarter where he had 
heard that mysterious knocking when 
the ship was lying to in the gale.

He stood still a moment, listening 
acutely; then took off his shoes very 
quietly, and moved with noiseless foot 
toward the scuttle.

The gnawing still continued.
He put his head through the scuttle, 

and peered into a dark, dismal place, 
whose very existence was new to him. 
It was, in fact, a vacant space between 
the cargo and the ship’s run. This 
wooden cavern was very narrow, but not 
less than fifteen feet long. Th.e can­
dle was at the farther end, and between 
it and Hazel a man was working, with 
his flank turned toward the spectator.

This partly intercepted the light; but 
still it revealed in a fitful way the huge 
ribs of the ship, and-her inner skin that 
formed the right-hand partition, so to 
speak, of this black cavern; and close 
outside those gaunt timbers was heard 
the wash of the sea.

There was something solemn in the 
close proximity of that tremendous ele­
ment and the narrowness of the wooden 
barrier.

The bare place, and the gentle monot­
onous wash of the liquid monster, on 
that calm night, conveyed to Mr. 
Hazel’s mind a thought akin to David’s.

“ As the Lord liveth, and as thy soul 
liveth, there is but a step between me 
and death.”

Judge whether that thought grew 
weaker or stronger, when, after straining 
his eyes for some time, to understand 
what was going on at that midnight 



hour, in that hidden, place, he saw who 
was the workman, and what was his oc­
cupation.

It was Joseph Wylie, the mate. His 
profile was illuminated by the candle, 
and looked ghastly. He had in his 
hands an auger of enormous size, and 
with this he was drilling a great hole 
through the ship’s side, just below the 
water-mark; an act, the effect of which 
would be to let the sea bodily into the 
ship and sink her, with every soul on 
board, to the bottom of the Pacific 
Ocean.

When Hazel first saw what Wylie was 
doing, obstupuit, he was merely be­
numbed; but, as his mind realized the 
fiendish nature of the act, and its tre­
mendous consequences, his hair actually 
bristled, and for a few minutes at least 
he could not utter a word.

In that interval of stupor,,/ matters 
took another turn. The auger went in 
up to the haft: then Wylie caught up 
with his left hand a wooden plug he 
had got ready, jerked the auger away, 
caught up a hammer, and swiftly in­
serted the plug.

Rapid as he was, a single jet of water 
came squirting viciously in. But Wylie 
lost no time; he tapped the plug smartly 
with his hammer several times, and then, 
lifting a mallet with both hands, rained 
heavy blows on it that drove it in, and 
shook the ship’s side.

Then Hazel found his voice, and he 
uttered an ejaculation that made the 
mate look round; he glared at the man 
who was glaring at him, and, staggering 
backward, trod on the light, and all was 
darkness and dead silence.

All but the wash of the sea outside, 
and that louder than ever.

But a short interval sufficed to restore 
one of the parties to his natural self­
possession.

“ Lord, sir,” said Wylie, “ how you 
startled me! You should not come upon 
a man at his work like that. We might 
have had an accident.”

“ What were you doing? ” said Hazel, 
in a voice that quavered in spite of him.

“ Repairing the ship. Found a crack 
or two in her inner skin. There, let me 
get a light, and I’ll explain it to you, 
sir."

He groped his way out, and invited 

Mr. Hazel into his cabin. There he 
struck a light, and, with great civility, 
tendered an explanation. The ship, he 
said, had labored a good deal in the last 
gale, and he had discovered one or two 
flaws in her, which were of no imme­
diate importance; but experience had 
taught him that in calm weather a ship 
ought to be kept tight. “ As they say 
ashore, a stitch in time saves nine.”

“ But drilling holes in her is not the 
way,” said Hazel sternly.

The mate laughed. “ Why, sir,” 
said he, “ what other way is there ? We 
cannot stop an irregular crack; we can 
frame nothing to fit it. The way is to 
get ready a plug measured a trifle larger 
than the aperture you are going to make; 
then drill a round hole, and force in 
the plug. I know no other way than 
that; and I was a ship’s carpenter for 
ten years before I was a mate.”

This explanation, and the manner in 
which it was given, removed Mr. Hazel’s 
apprehension for the time being. "It 
was very alarming,” said he; “ but 1 
suppose you know your business.”

“ Nobody better, sir,” said Wylie. 
“ Why, it is not one seaman in three that 
would trouble his head about a flaw in 
a ship’s inner skin; but I’m a man that 
looks ahead. Will you have a glass of 
grog, sir, now you are here? I keep 
that under my eye, too; between our­
selves, if the skipper had as much in his 
cabin as I have here, that might be 
worse for us all than a crack or two in 
the ship’s inner skin.”

Mr. Hazel declined to drink grog al 
that time in the morning, but wished 
him good night, and left him with a 
better opinion of him than he had ever 
had till then.

Wylie, when he was gone, drew a 
tumbler of neat spirit, drank half, and 
carried the rest back to his work.

Yet Wylie was a very sober man in a 
general way. Rum was his tool; not his 
master.

Hazel went to the captain that after­
noon, and first told him what he had 
seen, offering no solution. The captain, 
on that occasion, was in an amphibious 
state; neither wet nor dry; and his re­
ply was altogether exceptional. He re­
ceived the communication with pompous 
civility; then swore a great oath, and 



said he would put the mate in irons. 
“ Confound the lubber! he will be 
through the ship’s bottom.”

“ But, stop a moment,” said Mr. 
Hazel, “ it is only fair you should also 
hear how he accounts for his proceed­
ing."

The captain listened attentively to the 
explanation,- and altered his tone. “ Oh, 
that is a different matter,” said he. 
“ You need be under no alarm, sir; the 
thundering lubber knows what he is 
about, at that work. Why, he has been 
a ship’s carpenter all his life. Him a 
seaman! If. anything ever happens to 
me, and Joe Wylie is set to navigate this 
ship, then you may say your prayers. He 
isn’t fit to sail a wash-tub across a duck­
pond. But I’ll tell you what it is,” 
added this worthy, with more pomposity 
than neatness of articulation, “ here’s re- 
speckable • passenger brought me a 
report; do my duty to m’ employers, and 
—take a look, at the well.”

He accordingly chalked a plumb-line, 
and went and sounded the well.

There were eight inches of water. 
Hudson told him that was no more than 
all ships contained from various causes; 
“ In fact,” said he, “ our pumps suck, 
and will not draw, at eight inches.” 
Then suddenly grasping Mr. Hazel’s 
hand, he said, in tearful accents, “ Don’t 
you trouble your head about Joe Wylie, 
or any such scum.

“ I’m skipper of the Proserpine, and a 
man that does his duty to ’z employers. 
Mr. Hazel, sir, I’d come to my last 
anchor in that well this moment, if my 
duty to in’ employers required it. 
B—my eyes if 1 wouldn’t lie down there 
this minute, and never move to all eterni­
ty and a day after, if it was my duty to 
in’ employers! ”

“No doubt,” said Hazel dryly. “ But 
1 think you can serve your employers 
better in other parts of the ship.” He 
then left him, with a piece of advice; 
“ tn keep his eye upon that Wylie.”

Mr. Hazel kept his own eye on Wylie 
so constantly, that at eleven o’clock p.m. 
he saw that worthy go into the captain’s 
cabin with a quart bottle of rum.

Tlte coast was clear; the temptation 
great.

These men then were still deceiving 
him with a feigned antagonism. He 

listened at the keyhole, not without some 
compunction; which, however, became 
less and less as fragments of the dialogue 
reached his ear.

For a long time the only speaker was 
Hudson, and his discourse ran upon his 
own exploits at sea. But suddenly Wy­
lie’s voice broke in with an unmistak­
able tone of superiority. “ Belay all 
that chat, and listen to me. It is time 
we settled something. I’ll hear what 
you have got to say; and then you’ll do 
what I say. Better keep your hands off 
the bottle a minute; you have had 
enough for the present; this is business. 
I know you are good for jaw; but what 
are you game to do for the governor’s 
money? Anything?”

“ More than you have ever seen or 
heard tell of, ye lubber,” replied the ir­
ritated skipper. “ Who has ever served 
bis employers like Hiram Hudson?”

“ Keep that song for your quarter­
deck,” retorted the mate contemptuously. 
“No; on second thoughts, just tell me 
how you have served your employers, you 
old humbug. Give me chapter and verse 
to choose from. Come now, the Nep- 
tujie ? ”

“Well, the Neptune; she caught fire 
a hundred leagues from land.”

“ How came she to do that?”
“ That is my business. Well, I put 

her head before the wind, and ran for 
the Azores; and I stuck to her, sir, till 
she was as black as a coal, and we 
couldn’t stand on deck, but kept hopping 
like parched peas; and fire belching out 
of her port-holes forward: then we took 
to the boats, and saved a few bales of 
silk by way of sample of her cargo, and 
got ashore; and she’d have come ashore 
too next tide and told tales, but Some­
body left a keg of gunpowder in the 
cabin, with a long fuse, and blew a hole 
in her old ribs, that the water came in, 
and down she went, hissing like ten 
thousand sarpints, and nobody the 
wiser.”

“Who lighted the fuse, I wonder?” 
said Wylie.

“ Didn’t I tell ye it was ‘ Some­
body’?” said Hudson. “Hand me the 
stiff.” He replenished his glass, and, 
after taking a sip or two, asked Wylie 
if he had ever had the luck to be boarded 
by pirates.



“No,” said Wylie. “Have you?”
“ Aye; and they' rescued me from a 

watery grave, as the lubbers call it. Ye 
see, I was employed by Downes & Co., 
down at the Havana, and cleared for 
Vera Cruz with some boxes of old worn- 
out printer’s type.”

“To print psalm-books for the 
darkies, no doubt,” suggested Wylie.

“ Insured as specie,” continued Hud­
son, ignoring the interruption. “ Well, 
just at daybreak one morning, all of a 
sudden there was a rakish-looking craft 
on our weather-bow: lets fly a nine- 
pounder across our forefoot, and was 
alongside before my men could tumble 
up from below. I got knocked into the 
sea by -the boom and fell between the 
ships; and the pirate he got hold of me 
and poured hot grog down my throat to 
bring me to my senses.”

“ That is not what you use it for in 
general,” said Wylie. “ Civil sort of 
pirate, though.”

“ Pirate be d—d. That was my con­
sort rigged out with a black flag, and 
mounted with four nine-pounders on one 
side, and five dummies on the other. 
He blustered a bit, and swore, and took 
our type and cabbages (I complained 
to Downes ashore about the vagabond 
taking the vegetables), and ordered us 
to leeward under all canvas, and we 
never saw him again—not till he had 
shaved off his mustaches, and called on 
Downes to condole and say the varmint 
had chased his ship fifty leagues out of 
her course; but he had got clear of him. 
Downes complimented me publicly.

“ Says he, ‘ This skipper boarded the 
pirate single-handed; only he jumped 
short, and fell between the two ships; 
and here he is by a miracle.’ Then he 
takes out his handkerchief, and flops his 
head on my shoulder. ‘ His merciful 
preservation almost reconciles me to the 
loss of my gold,’ says the thundering 
crocodile. Cleared £70,000, he did, out 
of the Marhatten Marine, and gave the 
pirate and me but £200 between us.”

“The Rose?” said Wylie.
“ What a hurry you are in! Pass the 

grog. Well, the Rose; she lay off 
Ushant. We canted her to wash the 
decks; lucky she had a careful com­
mander; not like Kempenfelt, whose eye 
was in his pocket, and his fingers held 

the pen, so he went to the bottom, with 
Lord knows how many men. 1 noticed 
the squalls came very sudden; so I sent 
most of my men ashore, and got the 
boats ready in case of accident. A 
squall did strike her, and she was on her 
beam-ends in a moment: we pulled 
ashore with two bales of silk by way 
of salvage, and sample of what warn’t 
in her hold when she settled down. We 
landed; and the Frenchmen were danc­
ing about with excitement. ‘ Captain,’ 
says one, 1 you have much sang fraw.’ 
‘ Insured, munseer,’ say I. ‘ Bone,’ says 
he.

“ Then there was the Antelope, lost 
in charge of a pilot off the Hooghly. 1 
knew the water as well as he did. We 
were on the port tack, standing toward 
the shoal. Weather it, as we should 
have done next tack, and I should have 
failed in my duty to my employers. 
Anything but that! ‘ Look out! ’. said I. 
‘ Pilot, she forereaches in- stays.’. Pilot 
was smoking; those sandhead pilots 
smoke in bed and asleep. He takes his 
cigar out of his mouth for one moment. 
‘ Ready about,’ says he. ‘ Hands ’bout 
ship. Helms a-lee. Raise tacks and 
sheets.’ Round she was coming like a 
top. Pilot 'smoking.

“ Just as he was going to haul the 
mainsel Somebody tripped against him, 
and shoved the hot cigar in his eye. He 
sung out and swore, and there was no 
mainsel haul. Ship in irons, tide run­
ning hard on to the shoal, and before 
we could clear away for anchoring, 
bump !—there she was hard and fast. A 
stiff breeze got up at sunrise, and she 
broke up. Next day I was sipping my 
grog and reading the Bengal C.ourier. 
and it told of the disastrous wreck of the 
brig Antelope, wrecked in charge of a 
pilot; ‘ but no lives lost, and the owners 
fully insured.’ Then there was the bark 
Sally. Why, you saw her yourself dis­
tressed on a lee shore.”

“ Yes,” said Wylie. “ I was in that 
tub, the Grampus, and we contrived to 
claw -off the Scillies; yet you, in your 
smart Sally, got ashore. What luck! ”

“Luck be blowed! ” cried Hudson 
angrily. “ Somebody got into the plains 
to sound, and cut the weather halyards. 
Next tack the mast went over the side; 
and I had done tny duty.”



“ Lives were lost that time, eh?” said 
Wylie gravely.

“ What is that to you? ” replied Hud­
son, with the sudden ire of a drunken 
man. “ Mind your own business. Pass 
me the bottle.”

“ Yes, lives was lost: and always will 
be lost in sea-going 'ships, where the 
skipper does his duty. There was a sight 
more lost at Trafalgar, owing to every 
man doing his duty. Lives lost, ye lub­
ber? And why not mine? Because 
their time was come and mine wasn’t. 
For I’ll tell you one tiring, Joe Wylie— 
if she takes fire and runs before the wind 
till she is as black as a coal, and belching 
flame through all her port-holes, and 
then explodes, and goes aloft in ten 
thousand pieces no bigger than my hat, 
or your knowledge of navigation, Hud­
son is the last man to leave her.

• “ Duty! If she goes on her beam­
ends and founders, Hudson sees the last 
of her, and reports to his employers. 
Duty! If she goes grinding on Scilly, 
Hudson is the last man to leave her 
bones. Duty! Some day perhaps I 
shall be swamped myself along with the 
craft: I have escaped till now, owing to 
not being insured; but if ever my time 
should come, and you should get clear, 
promise me, Joe, to see the owners, and 
tell ’em Hudson did his duty.”

Here a few tears quenched his noble 
ardor for a moment. But he soon re­
covered, and said, with some little heat, 
“ You have got the bottle again. I 
never saw such a fellow to get hold of 
the bottle. Come, here’s ‘ Duty to our 
employers! ’ ”

Now it was Wylie’s turn. “ Well,” 
said he, very gravely, “ all this was 
child’s play.”

There was a pause that marked Hud­
son’s astonishment. . Then he broke out, 
“ Child’s play, ye lubber! If you had 
been there your gills would have been 
as white as your Sunday shirt; and a 
d—d deal whiter.”

“ Come, be civil,” said Wylie, “ I 
tell you all the ways you have told me 
are too suspicious. Our governor is a 
high-flier: he pays like a prince, and, in 
return, he must not be blown on, if it is 
ever so little. e ‘ Wylie,’ says he, ‘ a 
breath of suspicion would kill me.’ 
‘ Make it so much,’ says I, ‘ and that

breath shall never blow on you.’ No, 
no, skipper; none of those ways will do 
for us; they have all been worked twice 
too often. It must be done in fair 
weather, and in a way------ Fill your
glass and I’ll fill mine. Capital rum this. 
You talk of my gills turning white; be­
fore long we shall see whose keeps their 
color best, mine or yours, my boy.”

There was a silence, during which 
Hudson was probably asking himself 
what Wylie meant; for presently he 
broke out in a loud, but somewhat quiv­
ering voice: “ Why, you mad, drunken 
devil of a ship’s carpenter, redhot from 
hell, I see what you are at now; you 
are going------”

“ Hush! ” cried Wylie, alarmed in his 
turn. “ Is this the sort of thing to bel­
low out for the watch to hear? Whisper, 
now.”

This was followed by the earnest mut­
terings of tv^ voices. In vain did the 
listener send his very soul into his ear 
to hear. He could catch no single word. 
Yet he could tell, by the very tones of 
the speakers, that the dialogue was one 
of mystery and importance.

Here was a situation at once irritating 
and alarming; but there was no help for 
it. The best thing now seemed to be 
to withdraw unobserved and wait for 
another opportunity. He did so; and he 
had not long retired, when the mate 
came out staggering, and flushed with 
liquor, and that was a thing that had 
never occurred before. He left the 
cabin door open, and went into his own 
room.

Soon after sounds issued from the 
cabin—peculiar sounds, something be­
tween grunting and snoring.

Mr. Hazel came and entered the 
cabin. There he found the captain of 
the Proserpine in a position very unfav­
orable to longevity. His legs were 
crooked over the seat of his chair, and 
his head, was on the ground. His hand­
kerchief was tight round his neck, and 
the man himself dead drunk, and purple 
in the face.

Mr. Hazel instantly undid his stock, 
on which the gallant seaman muttered 
inarticulately. He then took his feet off 
the chair, and laid them on the ground, 
and put the empty bottle under the ani­
mal’s neck.



But he had no sooner done all this, 
than he had a serious misgiving. Would 
not this man’s death have been a bless­
ing? Might not his life prove fatal?

The thought infuriated him, and he 
gave the prostrate figure a heavy kick 
that almost turned it over, and the 
words, “ Duty to employers,” gurgled 
out of its mouth directly.

It really seemed as if these sounds 
were independent of the mind, and re­
sided at the tip of Hudson’s tongue: so 
that a thorough good kick could at any 
time shake them out of his inanimate 
body.

Hazel lay awake all night thinking 
what he should do, and early next day 
he went into the mate’s cabin, and said 
to him: “Mr. Wylie, in any other ship 
1 should speak to the captain, and not 
to the mate; but here that would be no 
use, for you are the master, and he is 
your servant.” *

“ Don’t tell him so, sir, for he doesn't 
think small beer of himself.”

“ I shall waste no more words on him. 
It is to you I speak, and you know I 
speak the truth. Here is a ship, in 
which, for certain reasons known to 
yourself, the captain is under the mate.”

“ Well, sir,” said Wylie, good- 
humoredly, “ it is no use trying to de­
ceive a gentleman like you. Our skipper 
is an excellent seaman, but he has got a 
fault.” Then Wylie imitated the action 
of a person filling his glass.

“ And you are here to keep him sober, 
eh?”

Wylie nodded.
“ Then why do you ply him with 

liquor? ”
“ I don’t, sir.”
“ You do. I have seen you do it a 

dozen times; and last night you took 
rum into his room, and made him so 
drunk he would have died where he lay 
if I had not loosed his handkerchief.”

“ I am sorry to hear that, sir,; but he 
was sober when I left him. The fool 
must have got to the bottle the moment 
1 was gone.”

“ But that bottle you put in his way ; 
I saw you; and what was your object? 
To deaden his conscience with liquor, 
his and your own, while you made him 
your fiendish proposal. Man, man, do 
you believe in God, and in a judgment 

to come for the deeds done in the body, 
that you can plan in cold blood to de­
stroy a vessel with nineteen souls on 
board, besides the live stock, the inno­
cent animals that God pitied and 
spared when he raised his hand in wrath 
over Nineveh of old? ”

While the clergyman was speaking, 
with flashing eyes and commanding 
voice, the seaman turned ashy pale; and 
drew his shoulders together like a cat 
preparing to defend her life.

“ I plan to destroy a vessel, sir! You 
never heard me say such a word; and 
don’t you hint such a thing in the ship, 
or you will get yourself into trouble.”

“ That depends on you.”
“ How so, sir? ”
“ I have long suspected you."
“ You need not tell me that, sir.”
“ But I have not communicated my 

suspicions. And now that they are cer­
tainties, 1 come first to you. In one 
word, will you forego your intention, 
since it is found out?”

“ How can 1 forego what never was 
in my head?” said Wylie. “ Cast away 
the ship ! Why, there’s no land within 
two thousand miles. Founder a vessel 
in the Pacific! Do you think my life 
is not as sweet to me as yours is to 
you ? ”

Wylie eyed him keenly to see the ef­
fect of these words, and, by a puzzled 
expression that came over his face, saw 
at once he had assumed a more exact 
knowdedge than he really possessed.

Hazel replied that he had said noth­
ing about foundering the ship; but there 
were many ways of destroying one. 
“ For instance,” said he, “ I know how 
the Neptune was destroyed—and so'do 
you; how the Rose and the Antelope 
were cast away—and so do you.”

At this enumeration, Wylie lost his 
color and self-possession for a moment; 
he saw Hazel had been listening. Hazel 
followed up his blow. “ Promise me 
now, by all you hold sacred, to forego 
this villainy; and 1 hold tny' tongue. 
Attempt to defy me, or to throw dust in 
my eyes, and I go instantly among the 
crew, and denounce both you and Hud­
son to them.”

“ Good heavens! ” cried Wylie, in un­
feigned terror. “ Why, the men would 
mutiny on the spot.”



“ I can’t help that,” said Hazel 
firmly, and took a step toward the door.

“ Stop a bit,” said the mate. “ Don’t 
be in such a nation hurry; for, if you 
do, it will be bad for me, but worse for 
you.” The above was said so gravely, 
and with such evident sincerity, that Mr. 
Hazel was struck, and showed it. 
Wylie followed up that trifling advan­
tage. “ Sit down a minute, sir, if you 
please, and listen to me. You never saw 
a mutjny on board ship, I’ll be bound. 
It is a worse thing than any gale that 
ever blew; begins fair enough, some­
times; but how does it end? In break­
ing into the spirit-room, and drinking to 
madness, plundering the ship, and cut­
ting a throat or so for certain.

“You don’t seem so fond of the pic­
ture as you were of the idea. And then 
they might turn a deaf ear to you after 
all. Ship is well found in all stores; 
provisions served out freely; men in 
good humor, and I have got their ear. 
And now I’ll tell you why it won’t suit 
your little game to blacken me to the 
crew, upon the bare chance of a mu­
tiny.” He paused for a moment, then 
resumed in a lower tone, and revealed 
himself the extraordinary man he was.

“ You see, sir,” said he, “ when a man 
is very ready to suspect me, I always sus­
pect him. Now you was uncommon 
ready to suspect me. You didn’t wait 
till you came on board; you began the 
game ashore. Oh, what, that makes you 
open one eye, does it? You thought I 
didn’t know you again. Knew you, my 
man, the moment you came aboard. I 
never forget a face, and disguises don’t 
pass on me.”

It was now Hazel’s turn to look anx­
ious and discomposed.

“ So, then, the moment I saw you sus­
pected me I was down upon you. Well, 
you come aboard under false colors. We 
didn’t want a chap like you in the ship; 
but you would come. ‘ What is the bloke 
after? ’ says I, and watches. You was so 
intent suspecting me of this, that, and 
t’other, that you unguarded yourself, and 
that is common, too. I’m blowed if it 
isn’t the lady you are after. With all 
my heart; only she might do better, and 
I don’t see how she could do worse, 
unless she went to Old Nick for a mate.

“Now, I’ll tell you what it isy my 
man.

“ I’ve been in trouble myself, and 
don’t want to be hard on a poor devil, 
just because he sails under an alias, and 
lies as near the wind as he can, to 
weather on the beaks and the bobbies. 
But one good turn deserves another. 
Keep your dirty suspicions to yourself; 
for if you dare to open your lips to the 
men, in five minutes, or less than that, 
you shall be in irons, and confined to 
your cabin, and we’ll put you ashore at 
the first port that flies the British flag, 
and hand you over to the authorities till 
one of her Majesty’s cruisers sends a boat 
for you.”

At this threat Mr. Hazel hung his 
head in confusion and dismay.

“ Come, get out of my cabin, Parson 
Alias,” shouted the mate; “and belay 
your foul tongue in this ship, and don’t 
make an enemy of Joe Wylie, a man that 
will eat you up else, and spit you out 
again, and never brag. Sheer off, I say, 
and be d—d to you.”

Mr. Hazel, with a pale face and sick 
heart, looked aghast at this dangerous 
man, who could be. fox or tiger, as the 
occasion demanded.

Surprised, alarmed, outwitted, and 
out-menaced, he retired with disordered 
countenance and uneven steps, and hid 
himself in his own cabin.

The more he weighed the whole sit­
uation, the more clearly did he see that 
he was utterlv powerless in the hands of 
Wylie.

A skipper is an emperor, and Hudson 
had the power to iron him, and set him 
on shore at the nearest port.

He succumbed in silence for two 
days; and then, in spite of Wylie’s 
threat, he made one timid attempt to 
approach the subject with Welch and 
Cooper, but a sailor came up instantly, 
and,sent them forward to reef topsails. 
And, whenever he tried to enter into 
conversation with the pair, some, sailor 
or other was always sure to come up and 
listen.

Then he saw that he was spotted; or, 
as we say nowadays, picketed.

He was at his wits’ end.
He tried his last throw. He wrote a 

few lines to Miss Rolleston, requesting 
an interview. Aware of the difficulties 
he had to encounter here, he stilled his 
heart by main force, and.wrote in terms 
carefully measured. He begged her to 



believe he had no design to intrude upon 
her, without absolute necessity, and for 
her own good. Respect for her own 
wishes forbade this, and also his self- 
respect.

“ But,” said he, “ I have made a ter­
rible discovery. The mate and the cap­
tain certainly intend to cast away this 
ship. No doubt they will try and not 
sacrifice their own lives and ours; but 
risk them they must, in the very nature 
of things. Before troubling you, I have 
tried all I could, in the way of persua­
sion and menace; but am defeated. So 
now it rests with you. You, alone, can 
save us all.

“ I will tell you how, if you will re­
strain your repugnance, and accord me 
a short interview. Need I say that no 
other subject shall be introduced by me? 
In England, should we ever reach it, I 
may perhaps try to take measures to re­
gain your good opinion; but here, I am 
aware, that is impossible; and I shall 
make no attempt in that direction, upon 
my honor.”

To this came a prompt and feminine 
reply:

The ship is his. The captain and the 
mate are able men, appointed by him. 
Your suspicions of these poor men are 
calumnies, and of a piece with your 
other monstrous slanders.

I really must insist on you holding 
no further communications of any sort 
with one to whom your character is 
revealed and odious.

H. R.
This letter benumbed his heart at first. 

A letter? It was a blow; a blow from 
her he loved, and she hated him!

His long-suffering love gave way at 
last. What folly and cruelty combined! 
He could no longer make allowances for 
the spite of a woman whose lover had 
been traduced. Rige and despair seized 
him; he bit his nails, and tore his hair

(To be continued.

with fury; and prayed heaven to help 
him hate her as she deserved, “ the blind, 
insolent idiot! ” Yes, these bitter words 
actually came out of his mouth, in a 
torrent of fury.

As a proof of how little this state of 
mind was natural to him, it stirred up 
all the bile in his body, and brought on 
a severe attack of yellow jaundice, ac­
companied by the settled dejection that 
marks that disorder.

The surgeon shook his head, and told 
Hudson the parson was booked.

“ And good riddance of bad rub­
bish ! ” was that worthy’s gracious com­
ment.

The ship now encountered an adverse 
gale, and for three whole days, was 
under close-reefed top-sails; she was 
always a wet ship under stress of 
weather; and she took in a good deal of 
water on this • occasion. On the fourth 
day it fell calm, and Captain Hudson, 
having examined the well, and found 
three feet of water, ordered the men 
to the pumps. z

After working through one watch, the 
well was sounded again, and the water 
was so much reduced that the gangs 
were taken off, and the ship being now 
becalmed, and the weather lovely, the 
men were allowed to dance upon deck 
to the boatswain’s fiddle.

While this pastime went on, the sun. 
large and red, reached the horizon, and 
diffused a roseate light over the entire 
ocean.

While the eye was yet charmed with 
this enchanting bridal of the sea and 
sky, and the ear amused with the merry 
fiddle and the nimble feet that tapped 
the sounding deck so deftly at every 
note, Cooper, who had been sounding 
the well, ran forward all of a sudden, 
and flung a thunderbolt in their midst.

“A leak!”
)

HUMILITY.
By Charles M. Dickinson.

I ASK not a life for the dear ones,
All radiant, as others have done, 

But that life may 'have just enough shadow 
To temper the glare of the sun.

I would pray God would guard them front evil, 
But my prayer would bound back to myself;

Ah! a seraph may pray for a sinner, 
But a sinner must pray for himself.



THE WAY OF THE TRANSGRESSOR.
By Mary Roberts Rinehart.

QF certain complications that 
befell a souvenir hunter 

with a guilty conscience.

W
HEN Betty came in, with her 

hat on one side as usual, and 
said that the Van Blounts’ 
carriage was down the street 

at the Fentons’, and would probably be 
along in a few minutes, I decided to go 
out.

The Van Blounts are newcomers, 
prodigiously rich, and mama had called, 
of course. She went the very day she 
learned they had a son of marriageable 
age, and it looked almost too evident to 
me. I could shut my eyes and see the 
whole thing—Mrs. Van Blount, fat and 
placid; mama, erect and aquiline, with 
her best shell lornon and her most im­
posing manner:

“ Dear Alicia is so young, so un­
spoiled by all the attention she receives. 
I dread to think of the time when I 
must lose her, and yet it is inevitable. 
You are a mother, too, Mrs. Van Blount, 
and you can understand. I hope our 
children will be friends.”

Betty and I got out of the house 
safely, just as the Van Blount carriage 
came majestically up the street. It was 
a beautiful afternoon in May, and the 
pale green of the new leaves with a bit 
of black branch here and there gave me 
the idea for a gown that did wonders 
later.

I wanted to go down the avenue, get 
tea at the Tea-rooms, and look over some 
hats at Carise’s. But Betty wanted to 
do something really frivolous and un­
usual; so, after a good bit of discussion 
and some discord, we decided on a trip 
on the trolley to one of the street-car 
parks—you know the kind, where they 
have balloon-ascensions and fireworks on 
the Fourth of July, and where the An­
cient Order of Hibernians and the As­

sociation of Grocers’ Clerks hold their 
annual picnics. Betty and I had never 
seen one, and it promised a lark, so we 
hailed a car with “ Edgewood Park ’’ in 
letters a foot high, and embarked cheer­
fully on a sea of troubles that nearly 
swamped us before we emerged.

There were a few people scattered 
through the park when we got there, but 
there seemed to be more relics of past 
festivity, in the shape of paper bags and 
empty boxes, than present gaiety. A 
merry-go-round was circling dolorously, 
with two or three people riding on the 
ridiculous animals, and over at the 
chutes one man, a young one, was pa­
tiently repeating over and over the 
plunge down the slide into the water, 
and the climb up the steps.

Betty and I watched him with fas­
cinated eyes—he looked so pathetically 
lonely. He was a nice-looking fellow— 
quite handsome, indeed—and the queer 
thing was that he seemed to get abso­
lutely no enjoyment out of the perform­
ance, and yet stuck to it as if he couldn’t 
stop. We sat down and watched him.

“ Now look closely, Betty,” I said, 
“ and see if he doesn’t show the least 
bit of excitement just before he hits the 
water—where most people shriek, you 
know.”

But he didn’t. The man at the top 
started the thing down; it went slowly 
at first, then faster, and finally hit the 
water at the third speed with a tre­
mendous splash. And through it all the 
fellow with the melancholy expression 
sat with folden arms and his hat pulled 
down over his eyes, the very picture of 
isolation and despair.

“ It gets me,” said Betty, after a 
while. “ It certainly is a queer place to 
sulk. Come on, I’m getting dizzy.”

We wandered around dolefully 
enough, but as Betty said, having come 
so far, we were bound to see over the 
place anyhow, and besides she was starv­
ing, and there was surely a place where 
we could get something to eat.



It wasn’t at all a bad place when we 
found it. It was a Japanese pagoda­
shaped building, open to the air, with 
blossoming cherry-trees all around it, 
while bamboo boxes everywhere were 
filled with plants and vines, and a bit of 
a brook just outside had one of those 
queer Japanese bridges, raised in the 
middle, and with slats across to keep you 
from sliding back. Betty drew a long 
breath as she hung her leather bag on 
the back of the bamboo chair and sat 
down.

“ Positively, I feel like taking off my 
shoes,” she said, “ and the background 
is perfect for you, Alicia. Why don’t 
you go as Cherry Blossom to the Whit­
ney’s costume ball? You could have a 
pink and silver kimono, and have cherry 
blossoms painted on the sash.”

“ I’ll think about it,” I said, studying 
the menu, which was distinctly United 
States. We got some lettuce sand­
wiches and tea, brought by a little Jap 
in a queer blue cotton blouse, which I 
suspected was his working costume. 
Evidently we were between hours, the 
place was deserted, and there was a 
strong smell of soap and water in the 
air. But it was only necessary to drink 
the tea and look out at that hump­
backed bridge to fancy oneself thou­
sands of miles from the Van Blounts, and 
the Whitneys, and tailor-made clothes, 
and all the other evidences of civiliza­
tion.

The little Jap was leaning against the 
other side of the tea house, his hands in 
his blue cotton sleeves, his eyes almost 
shut. Betty had paid the charge, which 
was enormous—we were paying for the 
cherry blossoms and the bamboo bridge, 
like dining at the Waldorf, where you 
pay for your surroundings. Then Betty 
leaned over and whispered:

“ Don’t go yet. Put on your gloves 
slowly, or do something, while I talk to 
you.’ I want you—don’t look at it—but 
when you get a chance slip that lovely 
little Japanese pitcher into your lap. I 
want it fur my collection of hotel 
creamers.”

“ I won’t do it,” I said firmly. 
“ Steal for yourself, or go and buy it.”

“ It’s directly at your elbow,” she per­
sisted, “ and I don’t want to buy it. It 
would spoil the fun.”

“ I’ll not do it,” I reiterated. “ That 
Jap has his beady eyes on me now.”

At that instant the Jap glanced away. 
Quisle as a flash Betty reached across the 
table and picking up the pitcher tucked 
it into the front of her blouse.
■ “ Good gracious! ” I gasped, and 
looked at the Jap; he was staring di­
rectly at Betty, and, for all his impas­
siveness, I fancied a baleful gleam in his 
slit-like eyes. • As he took a step toward 
us, Betty rose grandly, her head in the 
air, and walked to the door. I followed, 
tramping on her heels in my hurry, and 
expecting a hand on my shoulder any 
moment.

Once down the steps Betty’s dignified 
step changed almost to a run, and we 
were quite breathless when we drew up 
beside a rustic fountain and dropped 
on to a bench well out of sight of the 
tea-house.

“ That’s what you get for stealing,” J 
said severely, trying to fasten up, my 
hair.

Betty drew out the little pitcher and 
looked at it proudly. This is what I 
get for stealing,” she said. “ And now 
it’s almost five, and so let’s start for 
home.”

She tucked the pitcher away and be­
gan to look around for something. Then 
she got up and shook her skirt, and 
looked on the ground under the bench 
and in the grass back of it.

“ What are you looking for ? ” I 
asked, exasperated. “If you’re looking 
to see if the bench is fastened, it's not. 
Only, for goodness’ sake, take it while 
no one is looking.”

But my sarcasm was quite lost on 
Betty. She was looking really fright­
ened, and began to fumble in the pockets 
of her ulster. “ It’s not funny,” she 
said glumly. “ I must have left my 
pocketbook hanging on the back of that 
chair in the tea-house, and I haven’t a 
penny.”

We looked at each other speechlessly. 
I had left my chatelaine at home and 
Betty had left hers where neither of us 
would have set foot again for a dozen 
pocketbooks, and there we were, seven 
miles from home, and without even 
enough money to telephone for assist­
ance.

I was angry enough to cry. but



Betty looked so dismayed that I hadn’t 
the heart to remind her that it all came 
from stealing ridiculous Japanese 
pitchers for souvenirs, x

“ Feel in your pockets,” she said at 
last. “ You may have a dime some­
where.”

But beyond a package of powder­
papers and the bangle of a bracelet, 
there wasn’t a thing. Betty’s pockets are 
always full of things, bits of pepper­
mint. and a pink satchet, and the key 
for her Irish terrier’s collar, but after a 
minute she held up something in tri­
umph. It was a five-cent piece!

“ You take this and go home for some 
money,” she said generously, “ and I’ll 
wait around for you. An hour in and 
an hour out will make it after seven; 
than we can both be home for dinner at 
eight.”

Dinner at eight! It was easy enough 
at Betty’s house, with a dozen people to 
look after one, but an eight o’clock 
dinner at our house, with only Martha 
and Lizzie—whom mama speaks of 
vaguely as the “ servants ”—it meant 
starvation, no less.

“ You would better be the one to go,” 
1 said resignedly. “ If that Jap comes 
nosing around------”

Betty jumped at that and agreed to go. 
So I settled myself as comfortably as I 
could for a two-hour wait, probably the 
most forlorn person in that not very fes­
tive park.

It began to grow chilly as the sun got 
lower,. and I decided to walk around. 
People looked at me curiously, and I 
felt conspicuously alone, and as if I bore 
the marks of shame on my face. But 
the most trying thing was to come.

I had passed a little pavilion where a 
man was blowing glass tumblers in his 
shirt sleeves—that is, the man was in his 
shirt sleeves—when I saw the melan­
choly youth of the chutes. Perhaps I 
looked at him rather closely, but the next 
thing was more than disconcerting, for 
although he had been walking toward 
me, he turned suddenly and began to 
follow me. He was absolutely respect­
ful, keeping at a distance and all that, 
but just the same, he followed me.

I made the round of that wretched 
park, avoiding, of course, the Japanese 
tea-house, and ascertaining occasionally 

that he was still in view. Then a hor­
rible fear seized me in its grip, a fear 
which grew as. I contemplated it, under 
which my knees shook and my hands 
got cold and clammy. The young man 
of the chutes was an official of the park, 
a plain-clothes man, perhaps—I was 
vague about plain-clothes men, but his 
clothes had the plainness of good 
tailoring—or possibly he was one of the 
owners of the park.

The lost pitcher had been reported to 
him, and I was being shadowed, if not 
as the thief, at least as accessory to the 
theft. It seemed a lot of fuss to make 
about a three-inch individual cream 
pitcher, but the Japanese are queer, and 
one never knows the value of a thing be­
longing to them by its size; they worship 
centuries of ancestors with an altar a 
foot or so each way, and of course there 
might have been something very unusual 
about that pitcher.

The guiltier I felt the higher I held 
my head, naturally, and of course I 
stumbled over a stone or something, and 
hurt my foot—girls in stories usually 
manage this at appropriate times and 
places, but was ever time or place more 
ill-chosen than this? I sat down on a 
neaf-by bench and stared straight ahead 
of me, while the man behind came closer 
and closer.

There was one awful moment of inde­
cision when he seemed to hesitate; then 
he stopped and took off his hat.

“ I beg your pardon,” he said, but I 
think you were in the Japanese tea-house 
a half hour or so ago, and I have------”

“ You are mistaken,” I said, as icily* 
as I could, “ and having learned your 
mistake, may I ask you to stop following 
me around in this disgraceful manner? ”

I actually had visions of handcuffs 
and being got out on bail, whatever that 
is, but the young man merely lifted his 
hat, bowed, and sauntered away.

It was a couple of minutes before I 
could take a natural breath, and I wasn’t 
entirely over the shock when I had an­
other, for along the path, her hat tilted 
more than ever, her hands dejectedly in 
her ulster-pockets, came Betty, limping 
rather than walking, and with a world 
of wo in her face. She dropped on the 
bench beside me with a groan.

“ I lost it! ” she wailed. “ I dropped



that wretched nickel. a half mile down 
the car track, and I’ve been hunting it 
ever since. I got off the car with some 
crazy excuse about feeling sick, and I’ve 
walked all the way back. The heels of 
these boots are just boring into my 
feet.” • '

“ There’s only one thing to do, Betty,” 
I said firmly. “ You must go back and 
claim your pocketbook. Offer to pay 
for the pitcher, or return it—anything 
but to be stranded here after dark.”

“ I won’t do it,” she said decidedly. 
“ I did go to the pay station and ask 
the operator if she could change a 
twenty-dollar bill so I could get some 
money for the telephone.” This de­
spairingly.

" Well?”
“ Well, she said she could change the 

bill, but the ’phone is out of order.”
We were gloomily silent. Then 

Betty got up with a long breath.
“ There’s nothing else to do,” she 

said resignedly, “ but to go back to that 
wretched tea-house and try to get my 
pocketbook. Only I won’t go alone.”

So we went together through the 
gathering dusk to* the peach orchard and 
the pagoda. Betty was silent with de­
spair, while I brooded resentfully’over 
our predicament. Once I heard a small 
crash beside the path, and knew the 
pitcher had met a richly merited fate. 
But the tea-house was closed, bamboo 
screens stood before the entrance, and 
the colored lanterns hung dark from the 
ceiling. Betty sat down on the step and 
got out her handkerchief.

“ I wouldn’t care,” she said piteously, 
“if it was for a decent amount, but to 
be tied up in this horrid park for the lack 
of ten cents is too humiliating.”

It was not dark, but the sun had gone, 
and the yellow afterglow was fading. 
In the shadows it was cold, and I de­
termined on one last, final effort. The 
screens were locked into place and re­
fused to move, but as the building con­
sisted of little but a roof and walls four 
feet high, it was not hard to get in.

Once inside, I hunted around as best 
I could in the obscurity, but the pocket­
book was gone, and I climbed out over 
the flower-boxes and dropped to the 
ground again, to come face to face with 
the man of the chutes.

“ I am sorry to intrude,” he said 
meekly, “ but------”

“ You arc intruding! ” I snapped, fu­
rious at being discovered in a ridiculous 
situation, and frightened too. “ I must 
ask you not to speak to me again.”

Instead of being angry, I thought he 
' laughed to himself, as if he was vastly 

amused.
“Can I help you find anything?” he 

persisted, ignoring my snub. “ You 
haven’t lost anything? ”

“ Nothing ”—frigidly.
“ Then I should call it house­

breaking,” he said coolly; “but I’d be 
willing to overlook it if you would allow 
me to ask you a question. I’ve been try­
ing for an hour and a half, with­
out----- •”

Oh, I knew that question—“ Did the 
young lady with you appropriate a val­
uable cream pitcher from the tea­
house? ”

“ You needn’t trouble to ask any 
questions,” I said loftily. " I shall cer­
tainly not answer them.”

Then I walked with dignity around 
the corner of the pagoda, took Betty by 
the arm, and together we flew through 
the darkness toward the trolley line.

The park was almost deserted now. 
Betty wanted to leave her chatelaine­
watch as security with some one, and get 
enough money to take us home, but 
there were only a few attendants in loud 
uniforms, and after watching a group 
of them laughing and talking, we pre­
ferred walking back to town, to being 
exposed to their impertinent grins.

Fortunately I am a good walker— 
golf has done that much for me—but 
Betty doesn’t golf, and she wears boots 
with the most outrageous high heels, so 
we hadn’t gone a mile before she was 
limping desperately. After a while she 
sat down and slipped off her boots, and 
paddled along in her stockings.

It was growing very dark now, but 
the trolley company had strung electric 
lights along the road, and we would 
have done fairly well had it not been for 
Betty’s feet. She sat down at the end 
of the second mile and refused to move.

“Just try it,” she said. “Go for 
years with your heels raised two or three 
inches off the ground, and then try to 
walk flat-footed. I tell you the backs of 



my legs are so sore I can’t take another 
step.”

Things were certainly desperate. A 
trolley car whizzed by us scornfully, and 
off somewhere we could hear the slow 
vibration of the engine in an auto. It 
came into view at last, limping along 
much as Betty and I had done, and it 
didn’t take much observation to see that 
the car was feeling its way lamely, and 
was in danger any moment of sitting 
down beside the road with us. As it came 
abreast it stopped with a jerk, and a man 
got out with a wrench and made a few 
vicious jabs at something. Then he 
threw the wrench into the box and came 
toward us, raising his hat.

“ For the third—and last—time, may 
I offer my assistance?” he said coolly, 
yet civilly. “ One turn down is usually 
enough for a man, especially when he 
has done nothing to warrant it—but I 
am not going to stand by and see you 
young ladies made the victims of your 
own foolishness. My car is at your serv­
ice, and I think you will be wise to ac­
cept it.”

It was the man of the chutes! The 
plain-clothes man of the pitcher! Betty 
made a frantic dive for her shoes, she 
would have ridden in an ash-cart cheer­
fully.

“ Give me a hairpin to button them,” 
she whispered.

“ We are taking a walk,” I said, with 
a last clutch at dignity, “ but it is grow­
ing dark, and perhaps------”

“ Exactly,” he said, and drawing off 
his gloves he assisted me into the car, 
and turned for Betty. “ We won’t make 
very good time—the auto has been at a 
blacksmith shop near that apology for a 
park all afternoon, but it is more com­
fortable than—the trolley.”

Betty snuggled back into the cush­
ions with a groan of relief. As for me, 
I tried to be resentful and indignant, 
but ended by being thankful. The car 
chugged on very deliberately, and. I 
amused myself watching the outline of 
the chauffeur ‘against the sky. He had 
good shoulders, I could see, and a well 
poised head.

After a while I began to resent his si­
lence, the incident of the pitcher had 
faded with the last fences of Edgewood 
Park, but there still remained his mys­

terious connection with the case. This 
was rescue, not arrest. Then what had 
he wanted to tell me?

“ I’m afraid I’ve been making a mis­
take,” I said meekly. “If you still have 
something to tell me------”

“ Oh, it wasn’t of any importance,” 
he flung back at me over his shoulder.

“ Won’t you allow me to judge 
that?” I asked. “You were very anx­
ious----- •”

“ Disgracefully, I think you said.” 
He was still calmly virtuous.

Betty had been listening in a sort of 
stupefaction.

“ What, is it? ” she asked. “ Is there 
something you haven’t told me, 
Alicia? ”

But I ignored her.
“ If you please,” I said meekly, seeing 

that he was bound I should bite the 
dust; “if you please, why were you fol­
lowing me around, and what did you 
wish to ask me? ”

“ I should think it is disgraceful,” 
said Betty severely.

The auto stopped suddenly, with a 
jerk that almost threw us out, and the 
rescuer got out with his wrench.

“ Simply ” (pound-pound) “ I hap­
pened to see the pitcher incident ” (a 
groan from Betty) “ and I was trying ” 
(bing-bung) “ to return a pocket­
book ” (low objurgation, probably 
blasphemous) “ you left in the tea­
house.”

Betty giggled joyously, but I dropped 
from my pinnacle of self-esteem to the 
depths of abasement w.ith an audible 
thud. And I would not allow him to 
tell me! And I had run like a rabbit 
every time he had approached with that 
wretched pocketbook!

Give me that hairpin,” I said to 
Betty fiercely, in an undertone. “ I’m a 
perfect fright.”

The auto gave an expiring gasp and 
died, so we all climbed down dismally 
and stood in the road.

“ I’m afraid it’s the trolley after 
all,” our rescuer said, looking at me. 
“ There’s a car coming now, and here’s 
th? pocketbook.”

He gave it to Betty and stood looking 
dejectedly up the track, muttering 
something about it being his luck to have 
the old thing give out now.



The car stopped and the motorman 
sat down and -got out his dinner bucket, 
so Betty and 1 crawled leisurely on, and 
there, of all people, sat Linda Hansen 
and Teddy Me Knight, both in their rid­
ing clothes, and Linda with a scratch 
clear across her chin and a purple lump 
on her forehead.

It was the time—I suppose every one 
knows about it—when Linda’s horse at 
the Hunt Club meet got tangled in a 
wire fence, miles from any place, and 
had to be laid up for repairs in some­
body’s barn, while they got home the 
best way they could.

The car stood a good while. Linda 
told her story straight through and over 
again backward; then she glanced out 

at our rescuer, who was hammering away 
at the auto.

“ Oh,” she said, “ was it Syd whose 
auto broke down? Call him, Teddy, I 
want to tell him my little story.”

Teddy McKnight lowered the win­
dow.

“ Hey, Van Blount! ” he called, and 
Betty and I gasped.

Of course you know how it turned 
out.

Mama thinks I have been very clever 
about the whole thing; and other people 
think mama has been clever; while only 
two people know that the real match­
maker was a three-inch Japanese pitcher, 
aided and abetted by a missing pocket­
book and a roving five-cent piece!

A GIFT FROM MARS?
By William Wallace Cook.

An astronomical wonder story that does not get all -its plot 
from the stars.

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

S METEOR falls in Coon Hollow, from the middle of which Professor Spriggs, a 
phrenologist, lately arrived and of eccentric demeanor, extracts a small black- 

stone.
Unfortunately the professor’s keepers, from an asylum, having discovered his new 

abiding place, appear at this point and remove him from the scene.
The professor turns the stone over to Jethro Mydus, who, he has foretold, will be a 

Napoleon of Finance. Jethro does not fulfil the prediction immediately, for, having 
sold a gold brick to Deacon Cotter, in order to elope with Luella Easley, the latter 
project is defeated, and the deacon arrests him as a swindler. Jethro, in court, says he 
thought the brick was gold, as his Uncle Ezra sent it from Montana. The brick is 
brought into court, and to the general surprise a second test proves that it is gold.

This is not true, but Uncle Ezra, who has unexpectedly appeared, corroborates 
Jethro’s statement that it was a gift from him and boasts of his fabulous wealth. Later, 
Jethro discovers that Uncle Ezra’s financial magnitude is pure bluff, but realizing the 
advantages of a fictitious source offers him an interest in his role as Napoleon of Fi­
nance, no questions answered.

CHAPTER VI.
MYDUS & MYDUS, LIMITED.

N
EXT morning Uncle Ez waited 

upon Hiram Noggs and pur­
chased all the scrap iron he 
could conveniently carry away, 

dt was observed by Hiram Noggs that 
he had an abstracted air and wore the

•JBenan May A 11-Story Magazine.

look of a man whose uncertainty was al­
most painful.

In the afternoon came.Uncle Ez and 
Jethro, driving through town with sev­
eral boxes in the rear of the lumber 
wagon. Uncle Ezra’s mood had 
changed, for he was now radiant with 
exultation.

He was doing the driving. At his
Single copies, 10 cents. 



side sat Jethro, arms folded, brows bent, 
and a look of stony determination upon 
his face.

They were gone for a week ; and then 
a wondrous contraption came tearing 
into Coon Hollow, frightening horses 
and other live stock and causing as much 
excitement among the people as a circus 
procession.

The machine was on four low wheels 
with wide rubber rims. It was painted 
yellow; there were two brass lamps on 
either side, at the front; it held two 
seats, upholstered with shiny leather. 
On the front seat was a stranger, who 
turned a wheel in front of him and oc­
casionally manipulated a lever; on the 
rear seat sat Jethro, still wearing the ap­
parel in which he had appeared before 
Judge Grimes; and at Jethro’s elbow 
sat

Wonder of wonders 1 Could that im­
maculate person be Ezra Mydus? He 
wore a high hat, tilted the veriest trifle 
over one drooping eye; a black frock 
coat covered his ample shoulders; he 
had a red vest, a green necktie, checkered 
trousers, white spats, patent leather 
shoes—and he wore gloves and carried 
a cane!

Coon Hollow la^r back and gasped. 
And while it trembled, and watched, and 
caught its breath, the strange machine 
swept up to the local bank, halted, and 
Uncle Ez got out with a large satchel.

Sweeping grandly into the financial 
institution, Uncle Ez flung the satchel 
carelessly down in front of the receiving . 
teller.

“ I’d like to open an account here,” 
said he.

The receiving teller opened the satchel 
and dumped upon the counter such a 
stack of bank-notes that his face went 
white and his brain reeled. He called 
the president, who eyed the heap of 
money with a tremor and cast distrust­
ful glances at the bank vault.

Uncle Ez was leaning on one elbow 
at the window—leaning there and 
whistling softly while he polished a 
large diamond in the green necktie with 
a red silk handkerchief.

“ A-hem! ” coughed the president, in 
an embarrassed way, after the heap had 
been counted. “ There’s twenty-seven 
thousand dollars here, Mr. Mydus.”

In the voice there was an obsequious­
ness dear to Uncle Ezra’s soul as manna 
in the wilderness.

“ As a bagatelle,” said he, flicking a 
bit of dust from one sleeve. “ I left 
the bulk of this batch of funds on deposit 
in Shelbyville. It is necessary to have 
something here, however, for current 
expenses.”

“ May I ask you, Mr. Mydus, to step 
into my office? ” sajd the president.

Mr. Mydus stepped into the office.
“ I want your patronage, sir,” ob­

served the president, when they were 
carefully shut in, “ but such a vast sum 
is quite likely to prove a temptation to 
the bank’s employees. Deacon Cotter 
owns a large block of stock and he is—er 
—most conservative.”

“ Is he the only conservative member 
of the board of directors?”

“ There are one or two others, Mr. 
Mydus. I should like to be progressive, 
sir, and have a little more latitude in 
the matter of receiving deposits and 
making loans, but------”

“ Buy up this conservative stock, Mr. 
Prentiss,” said Uncle Ez, “ and call on 
me for funds to pay for it. Get for us 
a controlling voice on the board; then 
we shall build a new bank with a modern 
vault and be in shape to take care of 
the financial affairs of this town when it 
begins to boom.” When he left the 
bank, he was bowed from the front door 
by the president himself.

That afternoon Uncle Ez did several 
more things that kept the town on a tip­
toe of excitement. Chief among these, 
he rented the entire second floor of Than 
Loftis’ tavern as an abiding place for 
himself and his nephew, and he secured 
the storeroom where Clawson, alias 
Spriggs, had delineated characters as a 
garage for his automobile; and he gave 
such orders, looking to the comfort of. 
himself, his nephew, and his chauffeur, 
as caused Mr. Loftis to despatch a mes­
senger post haste to Shelbyville for un­
heard-of articles in the line of provi­
sions and other creature comforts.

That night, in their new quarters, 
Uncle Ez consumed twehty-five-cent 
cigars and expounded high finance for 
the benefit of Jethro.

“ My boy,” said he, “ if I had traded 
Deacon Cotter a hundred shares of min­



ing stock I knew to be worthless for a 
hundred-dollar horse, what sort of a deal 
would you call it ? ”

“ Robbery,” answered Jethro, in a 
flash.

“ No, business,” answered Uncle Ez. 
“ If I waive the useless formality of the 
mining stock and walk out of town with 
the deacon’s horse behind me, what 
would you call that?”

Jethro was somewhat in doubt. 
“ Business?” he queried.

“ No, robbery. To become expert in 
financial affairs you must learn to jug­
gle. Having set your eye on the horse 
you want, don’t go to the barn by night 
and remove him by stealth; simply be­
fool the owner and walk away with the 
animal in broad day. The difference 
lies in the why the thing, is done.”

Jethro rubbed his chin and looked 
thoughtful.

“ Suppose,” went on Uncle Ez, “ I 
take three shells and a buckskin ball, 
and that I make a farmer bet ten dollars 
the ball-is under one shell when I know 
it’s under another. ' What would you 
call that ? ”

“ Robbery.”
“Business, Jethro' It illustrates my 

contention as to ways and means. Now, 
if I thrust a hand into the farmer’s 
pocket and simply take out the ten dol­
lars without the plausibility of the shell 
game, what would you call that ? ”

“ Look here. Uncle Ez,” returned 
Jethro, “what’s the difference between 
a swindler and a thief?”

“ A few millions, generally,” was the 
oracular answer. “ But don’t be so lit­
eral in your application of the term 
‘ swindler.’ Say simply shrewdness, or 
business acumen.

“ Now, Jethro, suppose the deacon 
offers to sell me a good, sound horse next 
September for one hundred and fifty 
dollars----- ”

“ That’s more than a good, sound 
horse is worth, just now,” interpolated 
Jethro.

“ Precisely, but the deacon is taking 
a chance. By next September horses 
may be worth less, or more.”

“ You’re taking a chance too, aren’t 
you? ”

“ I’m speculating, that’s all, and so is 
the deacon. Now we’ll suppose that the 

epizootic, or the glanders, or something, 
breaks out and sweeps all the horses out 
of the country. When September rolls 
around the deacon finds horses have 
risen in value to two hundred, three hun­
dred, perhaps five hundred dollars 
apiece. I have legitimately bled the 
deacon for the difference between the 
hundred and fifty and what he's obliged 
to pay to make his bargain good. .

“ On the other hand, if a train load 
of Western horses are rushed in here, 
and the' price breaks, the deacon wins 
and I quit loser. See? To go further, 
suppose the deacon doesn’t intend to sell 
me a horse, and I don’t intend to buy; 
but next September, if horses are high, 
he pays me the difference; and if they 
are low, I pay the difference to him. 
What would you call that ? ”

“ Robbery by agreement,” answered 
Jethro, after a period of deep thought.

“ My boy, my boy! ” murmured Uncle 
Ez. “ Did you ever go to a church 
sociable, pay ten cents for a whack at 
the grab-bag, and pull out a two-cent 
lead pencil? In the case of our im­
proved horse dicker we are* buying and 
selling air; in the case of the grab­
bag—well, there isn’t anything in it 
that’s worth more’n a nickel.”

“ Look -xere,” said Jethro, “ suppose I 
buy up all the cows in the vicinity of 
Coon Hollow and hire the milk hauled 
to the Hank’s Corners’ cheese factory? ”

“ Poor business! It would cost you 
more for extra hauling than------”

Jethro leaned toward Uncle Ez with 
a glint in Iris eyes. —

“ What would become of the Coon 
Hollow creamery? ” he asked hoarsely.

“ If you bought up all the cows 
around here and sold the milk in Hank’s 
Corners?” queried the startled Uncle 
Ez.

“ Yes.”
“ Sooner or later the sheriff would 

come along and tack up a notice on the 
creamery door.”

“ That’s what you got to do, Uncle 
Ez!-” declared Jethro.

“ But say,” answered Uncle Ez, “ I've 
been thinking of going to. New York and 
taking a fall out of Wall Street. I 
haven’t any time to fool away on the 
dairy business.”

“ Where does this money come from 



that you are handling?” demanded 
Jethro, leaning back in his chair.

“ Blamed if I know! You shut your­
self in the back room with a lot of iron 
scrap, and------”

“ I furnish it, don’t I ? ’’ insisted 
Jethro.

“ It looks that way.”
“ Very good! If you want to stay in 

this firm of Mydus & Mydus, Limited, 
you’ve got to couple your lessons in high 
finance with demonstrations.

“ Break Bud Brackett! Don’t leave 
him with a roof over his head or a coat 
to his back. Nail his hide to the cream­
ery door and I’ll give you money enough 
to fill Wall Street from end to end; fail 
me in this and pur partnership is dis­
solved. More than that, I’ll land you in 
jail for stealing the deacon’s horse.”

Uncle Ez stiffened in his chair. Could 
this stony-hearted tyrant be his dearly 
loved nephew—the lad who, as a child, 
he had dandled on his knee ?

A wave of sorrow rolled over Ezra 
Mydus and left him shivering. Yet in 
spite of the benumbing tendency of this 
flood of .feeling his brain was tremend­
ously alive to the situation.

Jethro, heretofore regarded by his 
uncle as rather.dull-witted and with no 
ambition beyond’ the twenty dollars a 
month and “ found ” of a hired man, 
had suddenly blazed comet-like across 
the murky skies of finance.

Where and how he came by the gold, 
which had stood the tests of the Govern­
ment sub-treasury, was a seven-day won­
der for-Uncle Ez; yet get it he did, and 
so long as • yellow metal of standard, 
weight and fineness was forthcoming 
Uncle Ez was not too critical of ways 
and means.

“And another thing,” pursued Jethro. 
“ Just as we did with our Shelbyville 
bank account we’ll do here: the funds 
will be subject to my check alone. Un­
til you prove by wrecking Bud Brackett 
that you are qualified as an exponent of 
high finance I will give you an allow­
ance.”

Uncle Ezra jumped.
“An allowance?” he gasped. “How 

much of an allowance?”
“ Five dollars a week.”
Uncle Ez fell back, as limp as a 

lashed reed.

“ But I’ll need money to carry on this 
campaign against Bud Brackett,” he ex­
postulated. “ How many cows can I 
buy on a salary of five dollars a week? "

“ I’ll audit your cow-vouchers and 
draw checks in payment,” answered 
Jethro. ,! You may also turn in an ex­
pense account and if I find you have 
been economical it will be O.K.’d and 
settled. Besides, you still have the 
money paid by Barkins for the gold 
brick. If you run short, draw on that.”

“ How—how long am I to be on such 
a miserable allowance ? ” faltered Uncle 
Ez.

“ Until you have landed Bud Brackett 
in the poorhouse.” And with that Jethro 
went off to bed, leaving his uncle to 
gloomy reflections.

CHAPTER VII.
EXTRACTS FROM THE JOURNAL OF A 

MILLIONAIRE.

Your ordinary Napoleon of Finance 
resembles that other Napoleon of Aus­
terlitz, Moscow, and Waterloo in noth­
ing more certainly than this, that he has 
about as much heart as a Fiji cannibal.

Given a youth of agrarian simplicity, 
generous to a fault, honest as the day, 
rich in health, and amply supplying his 
daily needs with the brawn of his arm, 
then hurl a Professor Spriggs across his 
humble orbit, drop into his life a thing 
for which the ancients searched until 
they were gray and which has been re­
ferred to herein as a gift from Mars— 
and what is the result? A transforma­
tion which the reader is invited to step 
to one side and watch.

As a further and powerful influence 
to warp and twist 'a goodly nature, let 
us consider a blighted love affair; and 
in order that we may miss nothing from 
our inventory of evil allurements, let 
us consider1’ Uncle Ez.

The present chronicler, as has. al­
ready been stated, is no apologist, nor 
was he near enough to Jethro to pose as 
his Boswell; yet, given the facts as set 
forth, he makes bold to aver that nine 
out of ten young men would travel 
Jethro’s course.

Unlimited capital, as the world wags 
in these halcyon days, is synonymous with 



unlimited. power; and time never was 
when unlimited power failed to make 
the wielder of it a tyrant. The “ Lim­
ited,” attached to the name of Mydus 
& Mydus, referred solely to the firm’s 
conception of its commercial responsi­
bilities.

Jethro’s diary for this eventful year 
is before the chronicler as he writes. At 
about the period Uncle Ez undertook 
his financial lessons the entries take a 
sordid turn, bordering now and then 
upon plain brutality.

While the young Napoleon’s powers 
were reaching toward maturity, the more 
important events may be set forth 
through the medium of the journal.

Wednesday, June 21. Contracted 
for a train load of pig iron to be sent 
from the Lake Superior country. Dis­
covered that Noggs was buying scrap 
in Shelbyville and Hank’s Corners and 
selling it to me at an advance of two 
cents a pound. I call this robbery, but 
Uncle Ez says it is business.

Noggs is too grasping. A margin of 
half a cent a pound when I took the 
stuff in hundred-pound lots should have 
satisfied him. Realized two hundred 
and fifty thousand dollars out of last 
lot of Noggs scrap. What in the world 
am I to do with all this money?

Parson Kirby called with subscription 
list for new church bell. Gave him two 
dollars and a half and he seemed dis­
appointed. What good will the bell 
ever do me?

Audited vouchers for ten cows at an 
average of fifty dollars each. Brackett 
is out trying to contract for milk, but 
the demand for cows is making the far­
mers wary.

Uncle Ez and Elisha Prentiss went 
into a deal to secure controlling inter­
est in Coon Hollow bank. Repudiated 
transaction; Uncle Ez very bitter. Dis­
owned me, washed his hands of me, etc., 
and left for Shelbyville.

Thursday, June 22. Uncle Ez back 
this morning and buying cows as usual. 
Turned in vouchers for twenty-five 
cows at fifty dollars each. Suspicions 
aroused by his manner. Investigated. 
Found he had only fifteen cows and had 
falsified vouchers for balance. Read 
him a lecture and threatened to cut his 

allowance. Livestock seems to be Uncle 
Ezra’s weak point.

Passed sleepless night trying to figure 
out what I’m to do with all my money. 
Over five hundred thousand dollars al­
ready in the bank. The worry is some­
thing frightful.

Took a spin along Rocky Run road 
to get rid of a headache and motor car 
frightened Farmer Higgins’ team. 
Team ran away. Higgins thrown 
against stake-and-rider fence; arm 
broken and perhaps internal injuries. 
Told Mrs. H. I’d pay doctor bill, if it 
wasn’t too steep.

Jenkins says if Higgins dies I may 
have to put up five thousand dollars; if 
he lives, and is crippled, no telling what 
a jury will give him. Hustled Jenkins 
off to make settlement. Something else 
to worry about. ,

They say Bud Brackett is beginning to 
do a little worrying himself and is can­
celling New York orders for Coon Hol­
low butter. I’ll get him! Passed Mrs. 
Brackett in front of the post-office and 
looked the other way.

Discharged chauffeur and told Uncle 
Ez to sell motor car for old junk.

Friday, June 23. Jenkins settled 
with Higgins for $269. Doctor says H. 
will be laid up for six months and will 
never be “ right.” That’S more money 
than Higgins ever made in a year before, 
right or wrong. Anything seems to be 
legitimate, though, that takes money out 
of a well-filled pocket.

Building sheds on my forty to ac­
commodate cows, but Uncle Ez lias 
struck a snag. Farmers have combined 
and want a flat rate of seventy-five dol­
lars each for cows. No purchases to-day 
and creamery stock looking up. Is 
Brackett behind this?

Saturday, June 24. Discovered 
Uncle Ez is back of cow-combine. Af­
ter heated interview he went out and 
bought fifty cows at old rate of fifty 
dollars. It costs a lot to buy cows and 
fodder, and hire men to look after them. 
Am sending milk to Shelbyville instead 
of to Hank’s Corners. Brackett, they 
say, is almost crazy and has discharged 
his butter maker.

Friday, June 30. Train load of pig 
iron reached Shelbyville yesterday. 
Bought an old foundry in that town 



and had the iron carted from the depot 
and put inside. Had doors and windows 
boarded up and took myself into the 
place by a secret entrance. Results 
even better with pig iron than with 
scrap. Made first shipment from this lot 
to New York.

Coon Hollow creamery closed and 
Bud" Brackett sick abed. Waited on by 
a delegation of citizens holding stock in 
creamery. Offered to buy their stock at 
ten cents on the dollar, providing 
Brackett would sell and I could get all 
of it. Deacon Cotter—he was one of 
’em—almost went into a faint. They 
took the matter under advisement.

Monday, July 3. Rec’d check for a 
trifle over a million for first shipment. 
Am shipping same amount of bullion 
every day. Intend to keep it up and 
have ordered three more train loads of 
pig iron.

Nearly wild to know what I’m to do 
with all this money. A million a day, 
and my personal expenses will not aver­
age more than $2.16 per diem! Think 
I can economize and save the sixteen 
cents. Have jewed Loftis down to the 
last penny on room rent.

Took supper at the Mite Society— 
ten cents. Gave thirty-five cents to 
Ladies’ Aid. Might as well have thrown 
it away. How have the ladies ever 
aided me? Also seventy cents to 
W. C. T. U. '

Have opened an account in a Boston 
bank. Uncle Ez clamored for a raise 
on account of success in creamery deal. 
Am paying him six dollars a week now, 
and that expense account of his is terri­
bly elastic.

He is smoking five cent cigars, but 
Than Loftis has some at two for five 
that are just as good. Suggested this to 
Uncle Ez, but he did not take to it 
kindly. *

Tobe Easley called to see me. Had 
Uncle Ez tell him I was out. Mrs. 
Brackett called. Would not see her, but 
wrote out a check for ten dollars and 
asked Uncle Ez to hand it to her.

She wore a ragged shawl and a last 
year’s bonnet, and I thought she needed 
the money. She tore up the check and 
threw the pieces in Uncle Ezra’s face. 
When was a woman ever consistent?

Am receiving so much mail the Coon 

Hollow post-office has been advanced to 
first class. Cy Lepper is the postmaster. 
(Mem: Could I threaten to make Shel­
byville my headquarters and hold him 
up for half his raise in salary?) Letters 
from polar explorers, missionary so­
cieties, financial agents, people with 
good things, politicians, trust companies, 
life insurance men, cranks, etc. Had to 
have a secretary; advertised for one in 
Boston paper last week. ,

Secretary came on from Boston this 
afternoon and was summoned while I 
was trying to get a little rest in my room. 
Told Uncle Ez to offer him fifty dollars 
a month. Uncle Ez came back and said 
she wanted one hundred dollars. She! 
Great Scott! Went' to see her myself. 
Concluded to give the one hundred dol­
lars.

Squire Bingham called at five o’clock 
p.m. with subscription list for fireworks 
for the 4th. Handed him a coin; found, 
afterward, it was a five-dollar gold 
piece. Overtook him before he had 
gone two blocks, got it back, and gave 
him a quarter.

Just then secretary came around 
corner with suit-case. Didn’t like the 
way she smiled, and handed Bingham 
.twenty dollars.. Secretary’s expression 
changed and I liked it better. That 
smile cost me $19.75.

Tuesday, July 4. Drove over to 
Shelbyville with secretary to see cele­
bration. Ice cream, forty cents; lemon­
ade, twenty cents; cut flowers, two dol­
lars.

Personally welcomed by mayor and 
board of aidermen. Rode with secre­
tary in carriage between brass band and 
fife-and-drum corps during procession.

Was called on for speech. Don’t 
know what I said. Secretary told me af­
terward I had promised to give the town 
a $20,000 dollar library to" be called 
the “ Mydus Memorial ” in case the 
Shelbyville people would raise $19,000 
of the amount. Strange how excitement 
will work on a man’s generosity.

Passed a blind man with hand-organ; 
tucked five dollars into his cup. Secre­
tary pressed my hand. Went back and 
put five dollars more in the cup. Secre­
tary laughed—music, melodeon, Sousa’s 
marches on the phonograph—can’t be­
gin to describe that laugh.



Rode on merry-go-round with secre­
tary. Would have liked to ride all day, 
but she wanted to see balloon ascension. 
Dance in the evening, and home by 
moonlight.

Did not go near foundry to-day and 
so lost a million. Had a good time, 
however, and it was cheap at the price. 
Feeling much better than I have for 
weeks. Wonder why?

Wednesday,. July 5. Spent four 
hours in foundry instead of two. Dou­
bled output of bullion to make up fof 
yesterday. Uncle Ez very sullen, and 
lessons in high -finance discontinued. 
Fallacy that our money comes from his 
Montana mine exploded.

Monday, July' 10. Over ten mil­
lions to the credit of Mydus & Mydus, 
Limited, in Shelbyville, Boston, and 
New York banks. How easy it is to 
make money if you only know how! 
More iron, more bullion, more people 
sitting up and taking notice.

Secretary showed me a, three-column 
write-up in a New York paper, all 
about myself, picture, etc. Most of it 
fiction, but splendid reading. I am 
called the Young Croesus of Coon Hol­
low.

Had secretary busy all morning try-- 
ing to figure out how rich that other 
Croesus was. Some trouble reducing 
talents to American dollars. Have de­
cided to quit when 1 have gone old 
Croesus one better.

Waited on at four p.m. by delegation 
of striking paper-mill men from Shelby­
ville. Said they needed food. Told 
them I’d give them an art gallery, and 
rhey went away cheering wildly.

In the evening addressed Young Peo­
ple’s Debating Society of Hank’s Cor­
ners on “How to Succeed in Life.” Told 
them I had begun as a poor boy with 
tax title to forty acres of land. Now 
look at me. Industry and frugality 
stepping stones to all success in life.

Uncle Ez disowned and washed his 
hands of me again at two p. m. At two- 
thirty he came back, gave me a cigar, 
and went to filing letters.

His persistent clamoring led to the 
rupture. He said something about my 
agreeing to send him to New York with 
money enough to break Wall Street if 
he ruined Brackett. What nonsense.

Visited by a man who turned out to 
be a secret agent of the government. 
Compelled to be very wary. Where can 
I invest all this money so it will be safe?

Lost two pounds last week thinking 
about this. Believe I had better order 
more pig iron before mine owners form 
a pool and boost the price.

Recent-issues of financial papers have 
contained articles to the effect that Coon 
Hollow Croesus is likely to unsettle the 
country with his gold. Preposterous!

Long-haired man with a cigar-box 
came into the office this afternoon. Said 
that if I didn’t give him .a million dol­
lars in two minutes he’d blow me to 
kingdom come. Refused.

He threw cigar-box at me and we 
grappled. Secretary ran in, tossed 
cigar-box through open window, and af­
ter the explosion there was a hole in 
Main Street as big as the Mammoth 
Cave.

Secretary hysterical^ Sent her home 
to recover composure. Long-haired gen­
tleman vanished. Query: Was he the 
tool of frightened financiers?

Thursday, July 27. Since doubling 
foundry’s output have fifty millions in 
various banks. But have received a 
great shock. Letter from Spriggs 
marked “ Private.” Asks me to meet 
him at the old mill at midnight to-night, 
and to come alone.

Is it possible he wants the stone back? 
Can he have the heart to stop me in the 
very height of my career of usefulness? 
I shall go, of course, but the stone will 
be left behind, safely locked in my of­
fice safe. ...

Just here there is a break in the jour­
nal. Friday, July 28, the young 
Croesus was not in evidence, nor could 
he be found in Shelbyville or Hank’s 
Corners. Saturday and Sunday passed 
and still he did not appear. He had 
vanished, as it were, into thin air.

CHAPTER VIII.
BETWEEN THE MILLSTONES.

On the night of Thursday, July 27, 
Jethro departed secretly from his apart­
ments in the Loftis tavern, skulked out 
of town along an alleyway and plunged 



through the thick woods in the direc­
tion of Rocky Run. By twelve he was 
near the old mill.

What must have been his thoughts on 
beholding that ancient and abandoned 
structure! ’Twas here the elder Mydus, 
Jethro’s, father, had plied the trade of 
miller; and of him it was said; in the 
quaint manner of the country people:

“ He never’d t^oll a widder woman’s 
grist, nor a man’s who’d brought it to 
mill on his back.”

It was strange how a man like Jethro’s 
father could have had a brother like 
Uncle Ez.

At that old mill, too, Jethro had met 
Luella, and there they had plumed them­
selves for disastrous flight. This 
thought stirred the stagnant bitterness 
in the young man’s soul and he frowned 
darkly as he stepped toward the door of 
the ruin.

“ Spriggs! ” he called in a low tone.
No answer was returned, and he 

pushed through the dilapidated gap in 
the mill wall. Then from out the opaque 
gloom of the mill’s interior a pencil of 
light - flashed in his eyes; another mo­
ment and he was fiercely beset and over­
borne.

He tried to struggle, but was held as 
in bands of steel; nor could he cry out, 
for two hands were about his throat, all 
but throttling him.

“ Hasten, my lads,” came- a suave, 
mild voice, evidently from him who held 
the lantern. “ Be careful that your zeal 
does not trick you into brutality. Make 
fast the ankle iron, and then release 
him.”

It was not the voice of Spriggs. In­
stantly Jethro realized that he had been 
beguiled' into a trap, and the trap 
sprung.

The prisoner became sensible of a 
pressure about his ankle and heard a 
metallic snap; then he was released and 
rose gaspingly to his feet.

After a brief rest he bounded for the 
door. A chain, rattling at his heels, 
tripped him, and he fell on his knees.

“ Close the door,” went on the same 
voice that had already spoken, “ and let 
us have more light.”

The old door was propped against the 
entrance and two lanterns were lighted 
and hung from overhead beams. Then, 

for a little, curiosity and wonder got 
the better of Jethro’s fear.

He was in the presence of five men— 
two of them-burly rascals and the other 
three in high hats and frock coats. All 
wore half masks, or dominoes.

The well dressed trio sat side by si^e 
on an old square timber. 'The ruffianly 
pair stood at Jethro’s right and heft, 
their great arms folded, each of them 
ominously silent and ready.

Encircling the prisoner’s ankle was a 
band of steel, to which was attached a 
strong chain. The chain, in its turn was 
made fast to a ring set in the end of a 
bar of pig iron.

“Is Professor Spriggs here?” queried 
Jethro, creeping back and crouching on 
the ingot, vis-a-vis with those on the 
beam.

" I am a professor,” answered the 
smooth-voiced man who had heretofore 
done all the speaking, “ but my name is 
not Spriggs. ' Political economy is my 
forte. The gentleman on my right is a 
humanitarian; the one on my left, a 
capitalist. We have been appointed a 
committee of three, with plenary 
powers.”

“ A committee of three ? ” echoed 
Jethro. “For what purpose?”

“ To investigate the Croesus of Coon 
Hollow and to determine how great a 
menace he is likely to become to the 
affairs of the country.”

“ Particularly to the happiness and 
prosperity of the people,” spoke up the 
humanitarian.

“ And most particularly to the mone­
tary interests,” struck in the capitalist.

“ Our work, in the main,” went on the 
professor, “ is correlative. We are here 
to give you a hearing and to take such 
steps to remedy the evil as may seem 
advisable.”

“ Why didn’t you wait on me like 
honest gentlemen in my office ? ” de­
manded the aggrieved Jethro. “ Why 
did you deceive me with a-forged note, 
and why have you made me a prisoner in 
this fashion?"

“ Because,” said the humanitarian 
grimly, “ before we are done heroic 
measures may be necessary, and it will 
be well to make this investigation in 
secret.”

Jethro’s flesh began to creep. Yet he 



was no weakling, and he was determined 
to stand fast for what he believed to be 
his rights.

“ My business is none of yours.” said 
he defiantly.

“ When your business interferes with 
that of some ninety million people,” 
answered the professor, “ you can hardly 
limit the application of that recognized 
principle. Mr. Mydus, where do you 
get your gold? ”

“ Where a number of other highly re­
spected men get theirs—out of the iron 
industry.”

“ How do you get it? What is the 
secret whereby you transmute so much 
iron into another and more precious 
metal? ”

Jethro was silent. The professor went 
on:

" We have had detectives searching 
your Shelbyville foundry. They find 
nothing but iron. Where are your 
forges, your crucibles, your retorts?”

“ I have none.”
How much money have you in 

bank? ”
“ Upward of fifty millions.”
“ How far do you intend to go in this 

hoarding of wealth?”
“ As far as I please.”
“ Has it never occurred to you that the 

more you make, beyond a certain point, 
the less you will be worth?”

“ Is that the case with other million­
aires?” queried Jethro.

“ Your wealth is tangible, ponderable, 
the thing per sc; that of other million­
aires is potential. You produce the gold 
itself, while others are satisfied with its 
equivalent in paper.”

“ I do not hoard it,” answered Jethro. 
“ As soon as the gold is ready it goes 
into the channels of trade.”

“ Ah, there’s the point! Your pro­
duction of gold is limited by the output 
of the iron mines alone. As soon as 
made you throw it upon the market. Be­
fore long you will have kicked the props 
out from under the gold standard—then 
will come commercial chaos, and you 
will go down to ruin with the rest of 
the country.”

“ I will not split hairs with you on 
that point,” said Jethro.

“ You have already more money than 
a man can spend in the course of his 

lifetime,” proceeded the professor, “ and 
you must desist before the danger line 
is reached.”

“ I will not desist! ”
“ In other words you will not be rea­

sonable.”
“ Are other millionaires reasonable ? 

Do you decoy them into obscure places 
and tell them to quit piling up their 
funds? Why have you singled me out 
for investigation?”

“ 1 have already explained that your 
riches are----- ”

“ Enough I ” cried the humanitarian, 
jumping to his feet. “ He is obdurate, 
and there is nothing left but to take ex­
treme measures. To spare untold miser) 
to the people at large we must make 
an end of him. The old mill-race is 
deep and convenient; let him be hurled 
into it without further delay. Shackled 
as he is to that piece of iron, he will not 
be able to save himself. Over with him, 
my lads! ”

The two strapping rogues stooped to 
pick up the ingot. Just then the pro­
fessor interfered.

“ Wait! ” said he mildly, drawing a 
small phial from his pocket. “ I have 
in this bottle an antidote for the perils 
that threaten us—and it has the advan­
tage of being painless.”

“ And the disadvantage of leaving a 
clue! ” returned the humanitarian hotly. 
“ 1 demand that he be dropped into the 
water.”

“ And I,” answered the professor, los­
ing his temper, “ will not agree to a 
method so coarse and barbarous.”

As the two gentlemen stood glaring at 
each other the capitalist arose and 
stepped between them.

“ My friends,” said he, “ this proceed­
ing may well wait a few days. Let us 
give Mydus a chance to change his mind. 
Reflection, no doubt, will cause him to 
see the matter in a different light. 
Shackled to the ingot, and with our two 
guards to watch him, he will be safe 
enough. And though he is benefiting by 
this period of grace, he is not working at 
his foundry.”

“ His absence will cause comment and 
investigation,” returned the humanita­
rian. “ Searching parties, no doubt, will 
be sent to look for him! ”

“If a searching party heads this 



way/’ parried the capitalist, “ Mydus 
can be gagged and dropped under the 
mill-floor.”—

“ We are playing with fire,” muttered 
tlie humanitarian.

“ If we are careful until Monday,” 
said the capitalist, “ no conflagration will 
be started.”

There was some further talk, and 
while his fate was being discussed Jethro 
preserved a profound silence. In the 
end the capitalist carried his point, the 
three departing and leaving the prisoner 
in the hands of the two ruffians.

Friday, Saturday, and Sunday were 
days of torture for Jethro. Between the 
upper and the nether millstones the life 
was likely to be ground out of him.

No searching parties came near the 
ruined mill during those days. The 
waters of the race rippled unceasingly 
in his ears—humming a dirge that in no 
wise ministered to Iris peace of mind.

Life was sweet to him, but not so 
sweet as the unlimited power this com­
mittee of three was endeavoring to wrest 
from his hands. Food was furnished 
him, but the length of his chain was the 
measure of his liberty.

■ He dared not call aloud because of his 
watchful guards and the weapons they 
significantly displayed. Day and night 
he could but sit on his-ingot and think.

And strangely enough, he gave two 
thoughts to his secretary where, he gave 
one to his Own prospective fate. The 
monotony of the three days was broken 
by members of the committee who visited 
him severally and by stealth.

On Friday night the capitalist came, 
ordered the guards to one side and pro­
posed that Jethro give him a half interest 
in his receipt for transmuting iron into 
gold. This concession was to insure 
Jethro his immediate liberty.

Jethro refused, and the capitalist 
waxed wroth and went away.

Saturday night the professor showed 
himself, tendering a similar proposition. 
He, also, was refused.

And Sunday night, lo the humanita­
rian came and, for an interest in Jethro’s 
business, promised to eliminate the race 
from his perspective. He took himself 
off, baffled and vowing vengeance.

Jethro was not a little amused. While 
the committee, as a whole, was anxious 

to go to any extreme to save the coun­
try, separately its members were most 
willing to prosper themselves at the 
country’s expense.

There were no laws on the statute- 
books making the amassing of legitimate 
wealth a capital offense. The lawmak­
ers might have evolved emergency meas­
ures, but even emergency measures took 
time, and Jethro was proceeding at such 
a rate that anything like a Fabian policy 
invited disaster.

Those who might cavil at Jethro’s at­
titude during this period of his fortunes 
cannot refuse him their admiration. 
Guarded by ruffians, under sentence of 
death and shackled to the very source of 
his mysterious wealth, he could yet re­
main firm, sit on his ingot, and enjoy 
the greed of the committee.

Monday morning Jethro turned his 
batteries on his guards. They were each 
receiving five dollars a day for their 
assistance in the worthy work of freeing 
the country of- its impending “ yellow 
peril.”

If it were possible to bribe their em­
ployers, how much easier would it be to 
subsidize the men themselves? Jethro 
made the attempt and was staggered 
with a- curt refusal.

He offered to turn the ingot to gold 
and give it to them. They would have 
none of it. Then he mounted by hun­
dred-thousand-dollar jumps until he was 
offering the rogues a million apiece, but 
they laughed in his face.

Verily, thought Jethro, the country 
must be on the road to ruin when pro­
fessors, humanitarians, and capitalists 
had their probity discounted by a pair of 
five-dollar-a-day assassins.

Monday noon a messenger came to 
the did mill with a note, brief, but, to 
the point:

Despatch the prisoner immediately 
in any effective way best suited to your 
convenience.

From this, Jethro was tempted to 
think that the committee had allowed 
him three days of grace merely for the' 
purpose of engineering a private deal. 
No effort was made to discover whether 
he had undergone a change of heart. 
The order for execution arrived without 
any frils in the shape of provisos.



A little time was allowed Jethro in 
which to make a will. He drew it him­
self on the back of an old envelope, 
leaving all his funds to his secretary. 
His “ forty,” together with some three 
hundred cows and the good-will of the 
dairy business, he bequeathed to Uncle 
Ez.

The executioners witnessed the instru­
ment; after which Jethro gave one his 
diamond ring and the other his watch, 
shook hands with them gratefully and 
walked toward the race. As he walked, 
his executioners rolled the ingot after 
him.

To this mill, where his father had re­
fused to toll the grain of the poor man 
and the widow, Jethro had‘brought his 
own grist only to have it tolled to the 
uttermost.

Before they had fairly gained the de­
caying platform that overlooked the old 
wheel and the race, voices were heard, 
accompanied by a hurry of footsteps.

Jethro raised a shout, and an answer 
was returned from the other side of the 
ruin. The ruffians swore roundly.

“ Over with ’im ! ” growled one, “ an’ 
then cut for the timber.”

Jethro hung back, struggling with all 
his might. One of the men laid hold of 
him and the other, with tremendous 
energy, heaved at the iron.

So fiercely did they labor that Jethro 
and the ingot slipped from the platform 
at the same identical moment. Without 
tarrying, the ruffians dodged away into 
the sheltering bushes farther along the 
bank of the race.

CHAPTER IX.
LOVE VERSUS . COLD CASH.

The young Croesus of Coon Hollow 
cheated death by a slip of the dice. It 
was the mill-wheel that did it.

The wheel was battered and almost 
gone, but it still held together. In their 
haste the ruffians dropped Jethro on one 
side of the wheel and the ingot of iron 
on the other.

Jethro’s head and body .were half-sub­
merged and he hung in a reversed posi­
tion, held by the ingot on the opposite 
side of the wheel and the section of chain 
between. The mass of suspended iron

caused the wheel to do something it had 
not done for years, and that was to 
turn. _

Yielding to the weight dangling from 
its periphery it started to revolve with 
a creaking groan, attracting the instant 
attention of Miss Mabel Perkins (the 
secretary), Neb Hanchett, and Uncle 
Ez.

These three formed the relief party 
which had arrived upon the scene in the 
very nick of time. Hearing Jethro’s 
shout they had rushed through the mill 
to the platform.

As they stood spellbound, looking at 
the wheel, Jethro was turned into sight 
and gave' a spluttering call for help. 
Uncle Ez grabbed at him, with the re­
sult that both were dragged into the 
waters of the race.

Neb Hanchett caught Uncle Ez, and 
Miss Perkins laid hold of Neb Hanchett. 
Even with so many to aid him it looked, 
for a few moments, as though the ingot 
would accomplish its. fell purpose.

Uncle Ez, clinging with a life and 
death grip’ to his future prospects— 
which were wrapped up in Jethro—was 
hauled out on the edge of the platform; 
then he and the constable, by main 
strength, pulled Jethro, chain, and ingot, 
clear of the waters.

“Well, now,”. muttered the startled 
constable, “ how’d he ever get in that 
fix?”

“My boy, my boy 1 ” whimpered 
Uncle Ez. “ If anything had happened 
to you, what in the world -would have 
become of the firm?”

Jethro was drenched to the’skin, and 
contact with the old wheel had given 
him a partial coating of green moss. But 
he was alive, and as he looked at his 
secretary and saw a suggestion of tears 
in her eyes he was very, very thankful.

Lifting himself, he resumed his old 
seat on the ingot.

“ Thank you, my friends, for rescuing 
me,” he said, holding his head on one 
side and cuffing his ear to free it of 
water. “ You came just in time to be of 
service. Had you delayed a moment, the 
waters would have closed over my head 
forever.”

Miss Perkins shuddered.
“ It was only by the barest chance, 

Mr. Mydus,” said she, tremulously,



“ that we happened to be here. We have 
missed ^tou------”

“ You have missed me! ” murmured 
Jethro.

“ For more than three days,” the 
secretary proceeded. “ A short time 
ago I chanced to find a letter on your 
desk, asking you to come to this place 
alone, last Thursday night. I showed 
the letter to your uncle, and he went at 
once for Mr. Hanchett; then we three 
hurried here as fast as we could come. 
What happened to you ? ”

“ Let us not talk about it,” answered 
Jethro, after a period of thought. 
“ What took place in the old mill is of 
no interest to anybody apart from my­
self. I have been saved.” he smiled. 
“ and that is the main point.”

Nor could he be persuaded to open his 
lips -or breathe a whisper concerning the 
committee of three and their desperate 
attempt to do away with him. Uncle Ez 
returned to the village. When he came 
back Hiram Noggs was with him, and 
Hiram Noggs carried a cold chisel and 
a sledge.

“ It’ll cost ye five dollars, Jethro,” 
said the smith, “ to git rid o’ that chain.”

“Outrageous!” exclaimed Jethro. 
“ Why, man, it won’t take you more than 
ten minutes.”

“ Go ahead. Mr. Noggs,” said the 
secretary; “ it is useless to debate a 
question of so much importance.”

“ But, Miss Perkins! ” - exclaimed 
Jethro. “ Because a man has a little 
money that is no sign------”

“ You can call at the office to-morrow. 
Mr. Noggs,” proceeded the secretary 
complacently, “ and receive your five 
dollars.”

Jethro was silenced. In something 
less than a quarter of an hour the ankle 
iron was removed. *

“ The ingot and chain belong to me, 
Mr. Noggs,” warned , Jethro, as he 
started away. “ I will have an express­
man call and get them.”

When Miss Perkins, J ethro, and 
Uncle Ez had disappeared, Hiram 
Noggs turned to Neb Hanchett.

“ When that there boy hadn’t nothin’ 
in the world fiut that tax title to his 
forty,” said 'he, “ he’d ’a’ divided his 
last -dollar with anybody that asked 
him."

“ That’s so,” said Neb Hanchett.
“ The question is,” proceeded Hiram 

Noggs, “ if he’s as near as that on fifty 
millions, what’ll he be on a hundred?”

“ Don’t fret, Hiram,” said the con­
stable, half closing one of his eyes in a 
suggestive wink. “ You seen what that 
girl done? Mebby Jethro won’t be so 
near by the time Miss Perkins has more 
of a say in his affairs. Haven’t ye no­
ticed------” Neb Hanchett finished
with a telling silence.

“ Sho!” cried Hiram Noggs. “Why, 
I thought that , when Luella Vent an' 
married Bud Brackett------” And the
smith paused with an expressive hiatus.

“ So did I,” chuckled Hanchett, “ but 
it’s hard to figger out these things.”

Uncle Ez, on the. journey townward, 
had fallen behind Jethro and the secre­
tary.

“ Of course, Mr. Mydus,” said Miss 
Perkins, “ you’ll do something handsome 
for Mr. Hanchett.”

“ Of course I will,” remarked Jethro 
generously. “ To-morrow I’m going to 
send him a check for two dollars.”

“ My. Mydus! ”
The secretary’s tone was reproachful 

and she paused and looked at her em­
ployer steadily.

“ Now, Miss Perkins,” said Jethro 
hastily, “ when Neb Hanchett wcufe all 
day he makes two dollars. He didn’t 
work more than an hour for me, did 
he? If I give him a day’s wages for an 
hour’s work isn’t that doing the hand­
some thing? "

“It isn’t the time that counts, Mr. 
Mydus,” said the secretary, “ but the 
work that has been accomplished. You 
must give Mr. Hanchett a check for 
one hundred dollars.”

“ See here, Miss Perkins,” said Jethro, 
“ I’ll admit yqur advice is usually pretty 
good, but Pm not going to set a pattern 
I can’t live up to. If I gave Hanchett 
one hundred dollars, he’d hang around 
the office, day in and day out, trying 
to do something else for me. He gets 
two dollars, that’s what he gets.”

Jethro was wet and out of temper,. 
Perhaps this had something to do with 
the way he spoke.

Miss Perkins walked along at his side 
for a few moments in silence. Then 
she remarked, calmly enough:



“ I believe, 'Mr. Mydus, I can’t work 
for you any longer. Will a week's notice 
be sufficient?”

Then it was Jethro’s turn to stop and 
stare.

"Can’t work for me?” he repeated.
“ Why—how------”

“ I don’t feel as though I wanted to 
work for a man who doesn’t value his 
life at more than two dollars,” pursued 
the girl.

“ Ah) ” said he, grimly, “ you think a 
hundred comes nearer the mark? ”

“ A hundred cents,” said she tartly, 
“ if you haven’t any more heart than 
your actions indicate.”

' Of course, the secretary’s position did 
not warrant any such remark. Miss 
Perkins, however, was a young woman 
who always said exactly what she 
thought.

Jethro made no answer. A-feeling of 
bitterness against Miss Perkins and all 
Ker sex arose in his breast.

Gradually—so imperceptibly, in truth, 
that Jethro had hardly noticed it—Miss 
Perkins had been usurping the niche 
formerly occupied by Luella. But the 
secretary was not yet so firmly enthroned 
that she could wage successful battle 
with a parsimony born of millions.

The young Croesus wondered, at that 
moment, if a millionaire had a moral 
right to love any one, or anything, apart 
from his heaped-up dollars and bursting 
money-bags.

Love opens the door to so many doubt­
ful policies calculated to make inroads 
upon a shrewdly garnered store. No, he, 
J. Napoleon Mydus, was dedicated to 
Mammon. That gift from Mars, falling 
almost at his very threshold, had signed, 
sealed, and delivered him to the God of 
Wealth—body and soul.

A change of garments, a warm meal, 
and a good cigar set the current of his 
thoughts flowing the other way.

He recalled how, when a long-haired 
person had called on him with an in­
fernal machine, Miss Perkins had been 
the one to hurl the deadly contrivance 
from the window. She had saved his 
life; and all it had cost him was fifty 
dollars for having the street repaired! 
He had not raised her salary a penny; 
had hardly thanked her.

And yet, why had it been so pleas­

ant for him to reflect over the emotion 
she had manifested on his account? 
Why was her deep interest in him nursed 
in his heart as a never failing delight?

Then, too, there was that glorious 
Fourth which they two had spent in 
Shelbyville. She had but just entered 
his employ, and yet he remembered how 
he had deferred to her wishes from that 
very hour—and had derived happiness 
from doing so.

Now she was about to leave him, and 
all on account of a little ninety-eight- 
dollar difference between her ideas of 
right and his own.

His night was sleepless. Arising late, 
he dressed, went into his office, sat down 
at his desk and wrote out a check for 
one hundred dollars, payable to the order 
of Neb Hanchett.

He was about to press the electric 
button which summoned the secretary 
from the outer office, when she opened 
the door and entered. Her face was rosy 
and her eyes like stars.

Ah, he thought, she was glad she was 
going to leave. It was pleasant to quit 
the service of a man whose life, judged 
by the amount of heart manifested by 
his actions, was dear at a hundred 
cents.

“ Mr. Mydus,” said the secretary, 
“ Mr. Hanchett is waiting in the other 
room.”

She brought one of her hands into 
sight and he saw that it contained a slip 
of paper.

“Brought his bill, has he?” asked 
Jethro. “ What value does he set on the 
life of a Croesus ? ”

“ It is not a bill, Mr. Mydus,” an­
swered the girl softly. “ It seems more 
in the nature of a hastily executed last 
will and testament. Mr. Hanchett 
found it in the old mill, and------”

Jethro caught it out of her hand.
“Did you read it?” he demanded.
“ I glanced it over,” she answered de­

murely.
“ Oh, you did; you glanced it over.” 

He tore it in pieces and cast it into his 
waste-basket. Then he leaned back in 
his chair, looked into her roguish eyes, 
and laughed. “ Miss Perkins, there is 
a check for Mr. Hanchett. I had just 
finished writing it when you came in.”

She reached for the check.



41 Tell me,” said he, “ must I look for 
another secretary? ”

“ No-m,” she answered slowly. 
Then, after looking at the check and 
starting for the door, she glanced back' 
over her shoulder and added decidedly, 
44 Certainly not'! ”

Then Jethro, .flushed and happy, 
leaned over his desk, balanced a paper­
knife on his finger and allowed his mind 
•to dwell on many things not exactly in 
the line of business.

CHAPTER X.
THE STORM BREAKS.

Monday, September 4. Uncle Ez 
did not sell the motor car after all. Bor­
rowed five hundred dollars on it of a 
man in Shelbyville.

Nice reputation he’s making for 
Mydus •& Mydus. 'One member of the 
firm borrowing money and the other 
member overloaded with funds! Re­
deemed motor car an^ had it brought to 
Coon Hollow. Anticipate some pleas­
ant moonlight rides in it with secretary.

^Various stories afloat concerning my 
three days’ absence. The worst rumor 
has it I intended to commit suicide on 
account of Luella.

Have taken particular pains to con­
vince secretary Mrs. Brackett is only a 
memory. Have purchased a revolver, 
and next time that committee of three 
makes a date with me they will have 
cause to remember it.

Oose to a hundred millions scattered 
around in various banks. A great deal 
•of my gold purchased .by goldsmiths. It 
appears to be of a finer grade and more 
malleable than the ordinary article.

Tobe Easley called. Secretary urged 
me to see him, and did so. Bud Brackett 
did not sign a release, after all. Easley 
explained that his wealth in seven figures 
is late m arriving and that wolf is howl­
ing at Bud’s door. Loaned Easley 
three hundred dollars. Consider it a 
doubtful move.

Some talk of running me for Con­
gress. Asked the gentlemen who sug- 

-gested it how much it would cost. Esti­
mates varied all the way from fifty to 
one hundred thousand. Firmly but re­
spectfully declined to make the race.

Uncle Ez clamoring again. Says I 
gave Hanchett one hundred dollars for 
piling me out of the race and that 
he—Uncle Ez—did as much as Hwn- 
■chett.

Told Uncle Ez we’d, compromise and 
that he could keep the five hundred he 
had raised on motor car. He left of­
fice in a huff.

Uneasiness in commercial circles most 
marked. Find myself wondering if that 
masked professor was talking sense or 
gammon.

Tuesdmt, September 5. Sent Mite 
Society $50, Ladies’ Aid $100, Cwii 
Hollow Association for Relief of Dis­
tressed Africans $25. Presented Parson 
Kirby with diamond ring—$75.

Secretary suggested first three dona­
tions, but seemed doubtful about du­
ring. Gave diamond to parson in morn­
ing and he brought it back in after­
noon.

Was deeply grateful, etc., but Mrs. 
K. needed new dress, the little K’s were 
out at elbows, and the parson himself 
stood in need of shoes.

Would I take back the ring and ten­
der him its equivalent in cash ? Did so. 
If I don’t watch out, people will be call­
ing me a philanthropist.

Waited on by delegation of 'bankers 
from Wall Street, with request that 1 
desist from throwing any more gold on 
the market for six months. Asked them 
if they would also agree not to make any 
money for the same period?

They answered that they could not. I 
returned that neither could L They 
went away wagging their hoary heads 
disconsolately.

Uncle Ez acting very suspiciously. 
Caught him prowling around foundry 
while I was at work, and he could give 
no lucid explanation as to why he was 
there.

Had tiff with secretary on account of 
creamery affair. Milk famine among 
farmers on account of my owning all 
the cows.

Secretary suggested that I sell cows 
back to original owners without any 
stipulation as to where milk should be 
sold. Secretary remarked that, if Mrs. 
Brackett is really a '"memory,” I should 
be willing to do that. What did she 
mean? ■



More signs of an upheaval in mone­
tary affairs. Is it possible the members 
of that committee of three were mj>re 
far-sighted than I?

Wednesday, September 6. Sold 
cows back to their original owners at 
slight advance. Result: Coon Hollow 
creamery reopened and Bud Brackett 
again at the helm. Somehow I don’t 
take it to heart as much as I thought I 
should.

Another tiff with secretary at nine 
a.m. She suggested that, as Farmer 
Higgins would never be able to do 
another day’s work, I should present him 
with one thousand dollars. Quite a 
shock. I left outer office indignant.

At ten a.m. went back with thousand­
dollar check and secretary took it out to 
the Higgins’ place herself. Her eyes 
were red when she got back. Said the 
Higgins family had wept—that every­
body had wept. Was inclined to weep, 
myself. Another thousand gone. Am 
no longer worrying as to what I shall 
do with my money.

More pig iron, more gold. Financial 
circles in a frenzy. Papers refer to me 
as the “ Yellow Pig.” They ought to 
send reporters out here to see what I’ve 
done for Higgins.

Western gold mines cannot compete 
with Shelbyville foundry and are closing 
down. Some syndicate is buying them 
at a tenth of their value and taking 
every mine offered. Who can be back 
of such a syndicate?

Secretary suggests that I close foun­
dry for a while, but she does not realize 
how impossible it is for a man to stop 
making money.

Mail full of threatening letters as to 
what will happen to me if I keep throw­
ing gold upon the market. My business 
is my own, I take it, and I will go my 
own course.

Monday^ September 11. Merciful 
powers! Price of gold is going off and 
my weekly receipts are falling behind. 
Silver now ten to one and looking up.

Gold mines going for a song. Who 
are the fools that are buying them?

Financial and other papers continue 
their frenzied propaganda. They are 
advising the government to put me in 
the penitentiary and confiscate my plant. 
Am considering the advisability.of pay­

ing the national debt, providing the 
United States will keep hands off.

People are refusing to notice me on 
the street. Secretary, Bud Brackett, and 
Farmer Higgins seem to be my only 
friends in this vicinity. Uncle Ez act­
ing queerly, but have not the time to 
give him much attention.

Monday, September 18. Gold still 
falling, banks going under, people melt­
ing up their silver plate and getting as 
much for it as I am for my yellow metal.

Not a silver certificate in circulation—' 
all in deposit vaults. Coon Hollow and 
Shelbyville banks both gone to the wall. 
Feeling very bitter against me all over 
the country. Secretary in great distress, 
insists that I take to the woods; declares 
my life is in danger.

Sent a check for $500,000 to a Boston 
hospital. It was declined with thanks.

Gold reserve of the U. S. worth only 
half what it was when I began oper­
ations. Emperor of Germany fighting 
mad, and declares his war chest all but 
ruined; Bank of England makes strenu­
ous protest against allowing me to live 
and do business; France calls me a 
World-wrecker and threatens to declare 
war if I am not guillotined; every na­
tion is in arms against me.

Yet I cannot stop making money; the 
more gold depreciates the more I must 
turn out in order to keep my .receipts 
from diminishing. Secretary declares I 
am driving nails in my coffin, but she is 
a woman and cannot understand.

Where will all this end?
Thursday, September 21. Thank 

Heaven! For days I have been in a 
panic, but a measure of peace has come 
to me. Uncle Ez has made off with the 
Gift from Mars!

He has been acting very strangely, of 
late. Since the day I caught him. in the 
foundry, lurking behind a pile of iron 
while I was at work, he has been haunt­
ing me—keeping at my heels like my 
shadow. He must have discovered 
where I kept the stone during these last 
few days, for when I entered my office 
this morning the safe was wrecked and 
the relic from the Red Star was gone. 
Now my power has passed from me and. 
into hands that are even more unworthy. 
. . . . It is midnight....................
Secretary, wild with excitement, has just



hurried into the office where I am writ­
ing and informed me that Shelbyville 
foundry is in flames . . . also that 
an armed mob is marching upon Coon 
Hollow to make an end of me. . . . 
The automobile is at the door, having 
been made ready for me by Bud Brack­
ett. . . . Secretary and I are to fly to­
gether, for the mob may not be in a 
mood to distinguish between the culpa­
bility of a confidential lieutenant—even

(To be 

though she be a woman—and the 
Croesus himself.

The outlook is very dark. I am like 
a' man stunned, and my one ray of com­
fort has reached me through Uncle Ez. 
In the midst of my bewilderment the 
thought that the stone is gone arouses 
hope of an anchor to windward. . . . 
But r must be away . . . there is not 
a moment to lose. Delay, at this time, 
is dangerous.

continued. *

ONE M AT I N E E TICKET.
By Bradley Vandaworfcer.

LESSON to wives who have 
a mania for going through 

their husbands' pockets. J*

T
HE worthy Mr. Francis Scarlet 

was one of the city’s most bril­
liant lawyers. Petite Pamelia 
was his wife. Both were fond 

of a- little joke.
Mrs. Scarlet had a mania for clubs. 

She was an active member of several, 
which she attended religiously.

Mr. Francis Scarlet’s one source of 
recreation was comic opera, for which 
he had a—weakness; particularly opera 
of a spectacular nature requiring a large 
and good-looking chorus.

Upon the bill-boards there appeared 
the flaming pictures and large type an­
nouncing the coming of a much talked 
of musical extravaganza. Passing the 
box-office Mr. Scarlet was unable to-re­
sist the purchase of a seat.

The next morning as he donned his 
waistcoat a single thread broke and a 
button fell to the floor.

“ Great Scott! ” he exclaimed. “ I 
can’t go into court with a button off.”

“ Stop at the tailor shop,” suggested 
Pamelia sweetly.

“ Won’t have time. Clear out of my 
way,” he replied desperately.

“ Perhaps I can fasten it,” smiled 
Pamelia.

With a sigh of relief he tore off the 
waistcoat, handing it to her as she re­
turned with needle and thread. Then he 
went to the library to collect some papers 
on which he had spent the greater part 
of the night. These papers were to figure 
importantly in the. trial.

After sewing on the button, Mrs. 
Scarlet gave the waistcoat a shake. A 
small envelope containing a matinee 
ticket fluttered to her feet. Hastily 
looking at the date she remembered the 
bills and pictures advertising the show'— 
also, the nature of the entertainment.

“So! Mr. Francis Scarlet,” she ex­
claimed. “ You think you are going to 
be smart and sneak off to this sort of 
thing when yotfl- poor little wife is en­
gaged with her club work! Well, sir, 
I’ll just teach you a lesson.”

Snatching up Her scissors she cut down 
a postal card to the exact size of the 
ticket. Inserting the counterfeit she 
sealed the envelope, smiling serenely, and 
slipped it into the waistcoat pocket as 
Mr. Scarlet returned. Helping him on 
with his coat, she gaVe him a Judas 
kiss.

•Under her work-box lay matinee 
ticket No. 5; Row 1; Center. Mrs. 
Pamelia Scarlet had made up her mind 
to use this ticket to see for herself jus^t 
what sort of a show Spectacular Extrava­
ganza was, and play Mr. Scarlet a trick 
that would not only teach him a lesson, 
but show him a woman’s brain cleverer 
than his..



After a hard fought battle in the 
court-room Mr. Scarlet hung his hat in 
the office and sat down to talk it over 
with the other members of the firm.

Through the window across the roof 
beneath strayed the eyes of Francis. On 
a distant bill-board “ Spectacular Ex­
travaganza ” were two words that stood 
out clearly in large type. Instinctively 
his fingers drew the envelope from the 
waistcoat pocket.

“ By Jove! Lucky for me Pamelia did 
not find you,” he soliloquized as he 
placed it in a drawer of his desk. 
“ You’ll be safer there.”

Saturday morning Mrs. Scarlet flicked 
a speck of dust from his coat, straight­
ened his tie, and put up her lips as usual.

“Will you be home early, Francis?” 
“ I shall be very busy to-day. Don’t 

look for me till I come,” he hazarded, 
hoping she would not put too many 
cornering questions. Turning in the 
door, he asked:
.“This is your club day?”
" Yes. Shall I stop at the office for 

you? ”
“ No. You better not. I may be tied 

up in the court-room till dark. We’ve 
a tough case on to-day,” he unblush- 
ingly affirmed.

“ Very well,” sweetly replied Mrs. 
Scarlet, with a mischievous1 twinkle in 
her eye.

Precisely at two o’clock Francis Scar­
let, with a flower in his buttonhole, en-. 
tered the theater lobby. Tearing open the 
envelope he drew out the bogus ticket.

“ What in thunder is this! ” he ex­
claimed.

For some weeks small articles and 
loose coin had disappeared from the 
office. Suspicion lay between the clerks 
and the janitor. Naturally he attributed 
the loss of the ticket to the same source, 
for the envelope had lain in his un­
locked drawer for several days.

Having an acquaintance with the 
opera house manager he explained the 
circumstances, with a view to catching 
the thief.

“ Do you remember the location of 
your seat ? ” he inquired.

“No. 5; Row 1; Center.”
“ Go in and enjoy the show,” sug­

gested the manager. “ I’ll watch for 
the culprit."

“ Should any one appear with the tick­
et have an officer arrest the person,” in­
structed Scarlet, hurrying in.

Shortly a well-dressed lady' presented 
ticket No. 5; Row 1; Center.

At a sign from the manager an officer 
approached.

“ Guess you'll have to come ’long with 
me, lady.”

“ Sir! ” ■
“ You’re under arrest,” he affirmed.
“Arrested!” gasped the lady.
“ I guess you know what that means 

all right. No use to try the innocent gag, 
for it won’t work on this here cop. 
Better go ’long peaceably and save 
trouble,” advised the officer.

“ Not one step, sir,” retorted Pamelia 
firmly, but losing color.

By this time the attention of the late 
comers was attracted and a crowd 
blocked the entrance.

“ You’d better come to the corner and 
git in the hurry-up without no fuss.”

“ Do you know whom you are address­
ing," exclaimed Pamelia bravely.

“ I know you stole that ticket. Per­
haps you can explain what become of a 
lot of other things that have been missed 
from the office,” insinuated the officer.

“ Come, hurry her out of here,” com- 
njanded the manager. “ We can’t have 
this blockade.”

“ I’m Mr. Scarlet’s wife,” informed 
Pamelia.

“ That’s a likely story. If you are 
he don’t know it,” retorted the manager.

“ You can tell that to the sergeant,” 
sneered the policeman, laying a heavy 
hand on her shoulder.

It was no use for her to expostulate. 
No one in the crowd had any acquaint­
ance with clubs or club women;. there­
fore Pamelia was not recognized.

Before she knew it she was rattling 
down the street in the patrol wagon. 
At the station-house she failed to con­
vince any one of her identity. Dire 
threats of vengeance, and pleadings that 
would melt a stone made little impression 
upon the sergeant. The most she gained 
was permission to sit in his office until 
Mr. Scarlet appeared.

“ Can’t you summon him by ’phone?” 
she begged.

“ Madam, Mr. Scarlet is not a man to 
be annoyed. You don’t know him.”



“ Don’t know- him! ” she shrieked. 
“ Why, he’s my husband.”

The sergeant Smiled, replying:
"Mr. Scarlet ordered your arrest. 

When the show is out he may come down 
to have a look at you.”

“ Mr. Scarlet ordered my arrest! " she 
stammered.

“ If he should stop to tank up,” he 
continued, “and forget to come, you’ll 
be locked up until Monday morning.”

The telephone bell rang and he took 
down the receiver.

"Hello! Yes, this is the police sta­
tion. That you, Mr/ Scarlet? We 
got her safe enough. Says she is your 
wife. What’s that? Wife gone to 
a club meeting. Describe her? Short, 
about a hundred and ten pobnds, 
red hair and squinty eyes. Nose turns 
up a' trifle. Well dressed, but looks as 
though she wasn’t used to good clothes. 
You know they are all alike. What? 
Oh, yes, I’ll hold her till Monday morn­
ing. Good-by.”

Calling the matron, the sergeant gave 
orders to have the prisoner held for trial.

Back- to his seat went Mr. Scarlet for 
the final act. No one laughed louder 
or applauded the comedians more than 
he. After the show he met a number of 
friends and took on a few high-balls. 
By the time he reached home it was near­
ly eight o’clock. The telephone bell was 
ringing furiously as he entered the house.

“ Hello! ”
“This is the police-station,” an­

swered the sergeant. “ The lady has 
club membership cards with your wife’s 
name----- ■”
-“ Why didn’t she show them in the 

first place? ” interrupted Scarlet. “She’s 
trying to'fool you.”

■ " Says she didn’t think of it,” con­
tinued the sergeant. “ Of course she is 

lying but you’d beter come down and 
see about it. Don’t look just right to 
me. Has your wife returned yet?”

“ I guess so. Wait till I see. That 
will settle it.”

The servant informed him that Mrs. 
Scarlet had not been home since early 
in the afternoon. Calling up the presi­
dent of the club, he learned, to his as­
tonishment, that Pamelia had not at­
tended the meeting.

Securing a cab he drove to the sta­
tion* at break-neck pace. •

When he entered the sergeant’s office 
Pamelia threw herself into his arms, ex­
claiming :

“ Francis! how'could you do it! Take 
me away from here.”

“ It’s all a mistake, sergeant. Come, 
Pamelia.” In the door he turned and 
said sarcastically: “ By the way, that 
was a damned good description you gave 
me. I hope you’ll keep this quiet,” and 
he hurried into the cab.

Not a word was said till they were- 
nearly home.

Pamelia’s hand stole quietly into his. 
Cautiously he gave it a gentle squeeze.

“ Pamelia,” said Francis, “ did you 
take that ticket out of my pocket ? ”

“ Yes,” she timidly replied.
“ Well, I guess after this, if you can 

spar 6 the time from the clubs, we’d bet­
ter attend matinees together.”

“ I’m going to resign from every one 
of them,” she replied. Then looking up 
out of the tail of her eye she asked: 
“ Do you think my hair red, and do my 
eyes squint ? ”

“ That sergeant is a fool. Certain­
ly not? ”

“ Really now, tell me the truth. Does 
my nose turn up ? ”

“ Not to me, Pamelia.”
“ Then I don’t mind, dear.”

A MEMORY.

By Theodosia Garrison.

You came into my life for one brief day— 
Gave me the laughter of your lips and eyes, 

Touch of your hand in mine, then turned away, 
Yet left these memories.

Ah, child, you brought strange sunlight to my gloom—
So carelessly you gave a thing so fair;

As though one passed through some closed, haunted room, 
And dropped a flower there-.



THE MAN IN HIS SHIRT SLEEVES.*
By Charles Edward Barns.

A serial of the sea and the strange adventures that befell a 
coatless hero.

V • •» x

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

ACCORDING to the papers, Lieut. Daniel Mountjoy, after forty minutes’ tardiness, 
deserts his bride, Marcia Van Brunt, in the middle of the marriage ceremony, and 

disappears.
As it chanced, an unexpected turn in the market had delayed Mountjoy, who was 

obliged to dress for the wedding in a cab as he drove from Brooklyn Heights to Gra- 
mercy Park.

A few days after the catastrophe Marcia is visited by Haydon Barr, who tells a 
remarkable story. Barr, an old friend of Mountjoy’s, in severe straits, had come to New 
York to find him; not succeeding, he tried to commit suicide on Brooklyn Bridge. As 
he grasped a cable he suddenly heard his name called, as a half-dressed man rushed from 
a cab, stopped by a block in traffic, and attempted to seize him, failed, and shot over 
the bridge.

Barr got into the cab, put on the clothes’ he found, and waited to see what would 
happen, arriving presently at the church, where he was hailed as the bridegroom. He 
dared not carry the deception to a conclusion, but departed in haste, and after a severe 
mental shock awoke to find himself ensconced in luxurious hotel apartments. He found 
too that he had some stock certificates and sufficient memoranda to use them intelli­
gently, and that the man whose place he ha

He read an account of the desertion in 
which is confusing the government, but wh 
is apparently in jeopardy.

He convinces Marcia that there is some 
ington to sift the mystery.

I usurped was his old friend Mountjoy.
the paper, and also of a wireless message 

ch he thinks is from Mountjoy, whose life
hope in the situation, and leaves for Wash-

CHAPTER VIII.
LETTING SLIP THE DOGS OF WAR.

T
HE Secretary of the Navy was at 

breakfast. His thoughts were 
busy with a telegram received the 
night before from New York.

Even now, over his coffee and toast, he 
glanced again at the yellow sheet with 
curiosity.

“ So he has solved the mystery of the 
Roanoke wireless message, has he ? ” 
murmured the statesman. “And it ‘ dis­
closes a gigantic conspiracy which in­
volves the United States government,’ 
does it, indeed? Well, we shall see be­
fore the day is over what sort of a mad­
man this extraordinary person is----- ”

“ Excuse me, sir,” said the butler, en­
tering. “ A stranger has been here twice 
to see you this morning. I told him

♦Began May All-Story Ma

that you did not receive visitors before 
eleven o’clock, and then only at your 
headquarters. But he says that it is a 
matter of extreme importance, and he 
must see you.”

“Docs he look sane, William?”
“ Quite so, sir, although you can never 

tell. However, you can depend upon 
me in any emergency. He seems greatly 
agitated, but I think he is harmless, sir. 
He says he has solved some sort of a 
cipher despatch for you------”

“Oh, that’s the man, is it? Let’s 
see, what’s his name?” The secretary 
referred again to the telegram.

“ Barr—Haydon Barr, is it? Well, 
tell Mr. Barr to come in for a moment, 
and mind you, keep close to his heels 
till I get a good look at him."

“ Depend upon me, sir,” returned the 
butler.

g a t i n e. Single copies, 10 cents.



A moment later the door was opened, 
disclosing a rather tall, determined, and 
altogether . well-groomed person, who 
made a military salute and advanced a 
few steps. The butler dropped back, 
for he saw that all doubt of the stranger 
had left the secretary’s mind.

“ Mr. Barr ? ” said the secretary, mo­
tioning the stranger to a seat.

The visitor bowed acknowledgment.
“ Thank you, Mr. Secretary.”
“The man whose telegram I received 

last night, and who claims to have solved 
the Roanoke riddle, I presume. Well, 
you Will oblige me by being as brief as 
possible. In fact, this is rather an ex­
traordinary concession------”

“ T realize that, sir,” broke in the 
stranger, “ and I am grateful. Yet, 
when I have told you my story, I fancy 
you will realize that this errand is an 
extraordinary one, and the one justifies 
the other.”

He gave the butler a frown.
“ William, you may go. If I re­

quire you I will tap this bell,” com­
manded the secretary, as if to hint that 
his uniformed flunky might remain quite 
within hearing, though beyond doors.

“ Proceed at once, please. Your des­
patch says that the solution of the 
strange message unearths a gigantic con­
spiracy which involves this government. 
This is a most alarming assertion, to 
say the leas?, sir.”

“ And yet, I assure your excellency,” 
returned Barr, “ that the statement is 
entirely borne Out by the .facts and by 
the investigations which I have made 
in more directions than one.”

“ You might as well begin a’t the be­
ginning;” said the host. “ I believe I 
have a copy of the cipher despatch in 
question—yes, here it is. Well, sir, you 
might read that off for me, if you will,' 
as you have unraveled it.”

“ Here is the entire message, with all 
the lapses restored,” said Barr, drawing 
a sheet from his pocket and laying it 
upon the table under the secretary’s eyes.

There was a long pause. Three times 
the secretary ran his eyes carefully along 
every line,, as if half convinced upon 
one reading, but sorely doubtmg with the 
succeeding. Then he gave utterance to 
an expression of surprise and mystifica­
tion as he turned toward the stranger.

“ Most extraordinary—indeed, noth­
ing short of a miracle,” he exclaimed.

The other’s face lightened. He had 
expected a rebuff, and here at the outset 
he was at least favored with a degree of 
credence.

“ Would that every chapter in history 
were as demonstratable and clear as 
this,” said Barr. “ I have sounded every 
doubtful point. All I can say, sir, is— 
try me. Take up the sentences one by 
one. I will explain—indeed, I will ver­
ify everything.”

The secretary readjusted his glasses.
“ What about this brigantine Ariel, to 

begin with ? ” he asked, fingering the 
document. “ Did you discover her 
owners? ”

“ A firm of lumber dealers from 
Maine. She has for some years been in 
the habit of making regular trips from 
Bath down the coast to New York, 
thence down to the Bahamas and even 
farther, taking on cargoes of dye-woods, 
returning to New Vork, landing her car­
goes at a Greenpoint dock, above Brook­
lyn Bridge, in East River, then clearing 
again for Bath.”

“ And yet on this occasion------”
“ That’s just it. According to that 

despatch, instead of heading for the 
northwest as soon as she passed Sandy 
Hook in the fog, she turned about and 
struck off to the southeast.”

“ And this message? ”
“ Was sent from a distance, I should 

say, of three or four hundred miles east 
of Roanoke, about twelve days out.”

“ And how do you account for a ves­
sel not fitted with the,wireless system, 
as it seems impossible thqt this one could 
have been, delivering a message to the 
Rdanoke station? ”

“ The imperfect transmision, sir, to­
gether with the fact that there were prob­
ably no receiving instruments on board 
the Ariel proves to me that there was 
a man on board to whom an expedient 
of this kind was as natural as' for you 
to solve a problem in diplomacy.”

“ It would appear from this message 
that he is in a predicament just now 
that will cost him his head,” said the 
secretary. “You know him?”

“Like a brother, sir. He once tried 
to save my life, and in so doing, came 
within a hairbreadth of losing his 



own. It is with the hope of saving him 
that I wish to undertake, with the help 
of your excellency and the government, 
an expedition at once to overhaul the 
Ariel before she lands her cargo, and 
before my friend and comrade of years 
is taken out like a dog and shot.”

“ And this arch-conspirator ‘ Roder­
iguez ’—who is he? ”

“ That, my dear sir, is a story of great 
length. But I know him well.”

“ Unfortunately, press of time forbids 
a long recital., Can you not sum him up 
in a nutshell? ”

“ Ah, sir, it is such a nut as will re­
quire all of Uncle Sam’s ingenuity to 
crack. He is positively the most brazen, 
far-reaching, fearless and skilled mu­
tineer that ever scuttled a ship of state 
or plotted the overthrow of a kingdom.”

“ But the island republic, whither the 
bark is bound with its cargo of conspir­
ators and arms, as the message affirms, is 
not a kingdom------”

“Sir, most Latin republics to the south 
of us are republics in name, but little 
kingdoms in fact. Take this one, for 
instance.

“ The constitution of this island re­
public provides that no president shall 
serve more than two consecutive terms. 
The present executive is now in his 
fourth.

“ He has unlimited power of life and 
death over his people, all nominally free, 
but actually subjects. He has bonded 
the island for some thirty millions, a 
bare two per cent of which has ever 
reached the government treasury. The 
balance, after paying extortionate com­
missions and legislative bribes, has gone 
to his own private purse.

“ He travels under armed guard like 
a sixteenth-century knight-at-arms, elects 
his own legislature, appoints his own 
ministers. Any subject of his power, 
rich or poor, who is at variance with his 
will, is invited to dine with the executive. 
Voila! he is never heard of again. Hun­
dreds of citizens have been thus ‘ disci­
plined,’ their estates confiscated by the 
government, which means its ruler, and 
hundreds more have been exiled through 
his tyrannies. Among these, I may name 
this rebel, Roderiguez.”

“ It looks like a case of jackal eating 
jackal, does it not? ”

“ Perhaps; and yet, can even this be 
permitted with tacit assistance from the 
United States? Is this not a direct vio­
lation of the Foreign Enlistment Act 
for any individual or body to conspire 
against a foreign country with which the 
United States is at peace, to arm and 
equip a vessel here for such a filibuster­
ing enterprise, and to sail on an expedi­
tion of war flying the American flag?”

“ It is certainly a grave offense,” 
granted the secretary. “ And yet, are 
you quite certain that such is the case ? ”

“ I have proved every allegation in 
that wireless message. The Ariel was 
bought by the conspirators through a 
Philadelphia firm. The money was paid 
in cash.”

“Where did this money come from?”
“ It came from dupes of Roderiguez. 

I myself, sir, I may confess, lost my en­
tire fortune to this same rascal, escaping 
barely with my life.”

“ But these arms and munitions of 
war—;—”

“ 1 have investigated that, and find 
the message speaks true. The Franklin 
Arms Company supplied three thousand 
rifles of their latest make. . One firm in 
Connecticut sold the conspirators several 
million cartridges, which were smuggled 
in the night down the Sound to the brig­
antine.

“ A Massachusetts manufacturer sup­
plied the field guns and the^ammunition 
for their use. Another furnished cloth­
ing; another saddles and bridles for the 
cavalry; another surgical instruments 
and necessities for a field hospital; and 
still another, thousands of machetes, pis­
tols, and daggers.

“ I challenge investigation by the 
secret service, your excellency, for 1 
have been more than conservative1—in­
deed, I have underestimated the strength 
of the invading mutineers.

“ The expedition may cause the viola­
tion of the Monroe Doctrine by some 
foreign power, and more vital to me, it 
will be the certain death of my best 
friend. Moreover, your excellency, 'I 
have sworn to save him. Will you not 
help me to my duty, sir, by doing your 
own duty speedily and with decision? ”

The secretary meditated long before 
he answered. “ I believe you are telling 
the truth and the whole truth,” he said



firmly. “ Personally, I am satisfied. 
However, this is a grave matter. It in­
volves nations. I must consult, I must 
set the secret service at work. All of 
this takes time------”

“ Delay will be fatal, sir—fatal to 
the cause, fatal to my friend. There is 
barely time to intercept the expedition. 
You have two fast cruisers at Havana.”

“ Yes, but------”
“ If you will only order them put in 

instant readiness! Meanwhile, within 
an hour, I shall take a special train for 
Tampa. By the time I have reached 
Tampa, sir, you will have sounded the 
wisdom of my advice and verified the 
truth of my every statement.”

“ I have intimated that I believe you 
incapable of deceit. And yet there is 
for me no alternative. I must investi­
gate.”

“ Good; if I may say it, sir, I in­
vite it.”

“ What is your full plan, then?” said 
the secretary, taking notes.

“ To take a special at once, making 
all speed to Tampa. Thence proceeding 
to Havana, I can- receive there such or­
ders as'you see fit to entrust me to exe­
cute. I know the islands perfectly—just 
where I can obtain pilots to pass the 
difficult channels and make a short cut, 
just where the rebel stronghpld is, al­
most the exact spot where the landing 
will naturally be made, where the con­
spirators will unite with those who are 
awaiting them, and where the first stroke 
will be made. Cannot one cruiser, well 
equipped, be placed entirely under my 
command? In the circumstances, is this 
too much to ask? ”

The statesman thought deeply.
“ It is the most extraordinary request 

ever made of this department,” he said 
at last. “ I will not answer you now. 
I will merely counsel you to proceed at 
once to Havana. What will await you 
there will depend upon what I find out 
in the meantime, and upon what the 
President decides. This matter must be 
laid before him.”

“ Thank you, thank you! ” cried the 
visitor.

“ I need not enjoin you to the utmost 
secrecy,” added the secretary.

" Secrecy and hard work—these shall 
attain all.”

“You have funds?”
“ Yes, more than enough for any emer­

gency. God bless you, your excellency! 
I begin to live again. I shall be doing 
my government a service. I shall save 
a friend, and shall restore him to a good 
woman’s love.”

“ Good-by, sir 1 And if we never meet 
again, I can at least say, in all sincerity 
and truth that I have believed from 
your lips a story I should believe from no 
other.”

CHAPTER IX.
WHAT HAPPENED TO A GROOM ON HIS 

WEDDING-NIGHT.

The man in his shirt sleeves opened 
his eyes.

A cluster of bright stars blinked down 
through a rift between a silvery lace of 

-cloud. He seemed to be waking from a 
trance. In his ears was the sound of 
waters. What did it all mean? Where 
was he ? How came he here ?

Then he began vaguely to recall 
things.

At first, memory came in shreds and 
patches. Then there dawned whole 
scenes, episodes, designs; Wall street— 
Amalgamated Silver—the flight over the 
big bridge—the hasty toilet in the slow- 
moving coach; then the silence was 
broken by his weak cry.

“My wedding-day—great God! it is 
my wedding-day! ”

The dreamer struck at the sides of 
his canvas prison. Peering over the 
verge, he saw through'a forest of masts 
and sails a vast stretch of rolling sea. 
A hoarse voice came out of the stillness 
far below.

“ Ho, ready about there—station for 
stays! Ease down helm ! Haul spanker 
boom. Man weather an’ lee crossjack 
braces! Man th’ burtons! Ho, clew 
down that skysail there!”

A' shudder ran along the mast, and 
the half-furled sail in which the man in 
shirt sleeves was cradled, began to rise 
slowly, rolling its burden toward the 
edge. A moment more, and he would 
have fallen into the midst of a most as­
tonished crew below.

There was barely time to seize a rope 
and’ throw one leg over the topgallant 
y?rd-arm, drawing himself up and bal-
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ancing there like a culprit riding a rail, 
clinging for dear life. Yet here new ter­
rors assailed him.

The ship had tacked to the southward. 
The flapping of the mist-drenched sails 
ceased. The man in his shirt sleeves 
raised his eyes. Over the horizon, and 
above the fog, shot a shaft of white 
light. Then the man on the yard-arm 
realized that beyond it lay America, 
home, friends—all that he held dear, and 
dearest of all, Marcia.

Little by little it all came back to him: 
that chase from Wall Street, that halt 
half way across the bridge, that glance 
out of the window, the familiar figure 
on the great cables—the man contem­
plating tire last desperate act of a ruined 
life. Haydon Barr'

He recalled how he had burst open the 
door and in shirt sleeves and stocking 
feet, leaped forward to seize his old com­
rade ; how he had missed him by a fin­
ger-tip, and, slipping, had made that 
headlong plunge into the fog, to land in 
very midair flat on his back in the sails 
of a passing ship.

Wllat would the world think of this 
desertion of a bride at the very altar? 
Still more, what would Marcia think? 
What were the poor girl’s misgivings, 
her misjudgments, her terrors? Madden­
ing as were these inner queries, they 
nerved him to further action. At least 
he must live to tell her the tale!

Little by little the man rallied and be­
gan to plan. He would climb to the 
flecks below, go straight to the skipper, 
unfold the truth and offer him a thou­
sand dollars—yes, ten thousand—to turn 
back to land. By daybreak the vessel 
would be within signaling distance.

Then he began his perilous descent.
To climb from a swaying ship’s upper­

world dowm the breadth of the topgal­
lant topsail and through an intricacy 
of tarred rope and a confusion of ladders 
in the murk of fog and night is a task 
that would challenge any man in his 
full senses and strength. To the man 
in his shirt sleeves, weakened by shock, 
the ordeal was trying indeed.

Time and time again he paused in the 
downward course, and was half tempted 
to cry. out for help. Still, not knowing 
what manner of people manned the 
decks below, he hesitated, gathering 

strength and struggling on to the end. 
At last he reached the deck and sank to 
his knees. He glanced -weakly up and 
down the fog-obscured spaces, but the 
great decks seemed all deserted. Only 
the lapping of the waves against the 
ship’s sides and the occasional creak­
ing of the stays and yard-arms above 
broke the silence.

For a long time he sat there in doubt. 
Then, during a slight clearing of the 
mist along decks, he espied a light burst­
ing through a skylight from a cabin be­
low.

“ They are there,” he muttered. “ Let 
me creep over and see what manner of 
creatures these are' who have become, 
without knowing it, my rescuers.”

So, saying, he crept over the damp 
decks toward the comforting gleams.

Beside the cabin skylight he paused, 
-and, craning his neck cautiously over the 
nearest of the little windows, he looked 
into a wide cabin crowded with men. 
Ai first he could not distinguish forms 
and features, but after wiping the mist 
from the heavy pane, he bent closer, and 
his heart leaped. The picture below him 
was enough to turn the tide of confidence 
into new channels, and to drive away in­
stantly every assurance of safety and 
hope. ■

Surrounded by a circle of, perhaps, a 
hundred men, each armed, with drawn 
sword in one hand and revolver in the 
other, stood a trio. They were bent over 
a blindfolded and shackled figure. The 
muzzles of two revolvers were pressed 
to either temple, and a sword’s keen 
edge rested upon his sallow neck, while 
before jiim was a man in the full military 
uniform, who seemed to be administer­
ing an oath, which the poor creature be­
neath him was repeating with shudder­
ing and halting accents.

The eavesdropper huddled down clos­
er, laying his ear against the pane. Even 
with his imperfect knowledge of Span­
ish, he caught some of the following de­
tached phrases:

“And you solemnly swear . . . . 
upon penalty of death .... your 
wife and children removed by the sword 
.... and all your goods and proper­
ties confiscate....................... that you
will stand by the flag of the new repub­
lic .................swearing allegiance in aii



things to . . . its new chief execu­
tive ............................doing his bidding
in all things and at all times ..... 
vowing with him to overthrow the pres­
ent tyrant ruler of Santo Morro and all. 
his aides and officers in power ,................
removing -them by shot and sword 
.r. . . . or driving them into the jun­
gles to perish- .... and that on the 
promise of myself, the chief executive 
of the new; administration, to reward 
your faithfulness to him and to his cause 
 I will stand ready to lay 
down my life at the command of my 
superiors................... or if need be to up­
hold my oath to the new constitution. 
 And further do I pledge my­
self ..................”

The eavesdropper started, for- he 
thought he heard a step beside him. 
Tremblingly he looked about him as if 
he expected a desperado to leap out of 
the shadows and pounce upon him. .

But no; there were no eyes upon him 
from the gloomy depths, and for the mo­
ment at least he was safe. The decks 
had evidently been cleared of all the 
sailors save the watches during these 
ceremonies, and all who might turn 
eavesdroppers and thus learn the desper­
ate aim of this strangest expedition that 
ever left American shores, were safely 
locked up in the cockpit far forward, 
where they would remain safe till the 
solemn rites were done. The man in his 
shirt sleeves was the sole witness beyond 
the pale, and he realized it.

“ What sort of a ship of demons have 
.1 blundered into?” he muttered, as he 
sank down again and watched the otfth- 
bound crew at their Satanic ordinances. 
Long he gazed and listened, catching 
phrases here and. there, watching intently 
every secret ceremonial.

Then, at last, the conviction came that 
he was indeed a prisoner; that to make 
himself known was useless, perhaps 
fatal; that hope of turning back was 
vain; that he was bound on a long and 
terrible voyage to war and not to some 
haven of peace; and that fortunate in­
deed would he be ever to touch dry land 
even in chains.

“ To hiding! ” he muttered, perceiv­
ing that the ceremonies were about to 
close, and fearing that the decks would 
soon be alive with the armed and desper­

ate rebels. “ I must find refuge and 
think out a course, for to give myself up 
now would mean death.”

Then, as he slunk into the shadows, 
he added bitterly:

“ And this is my wedding-night, my 
wedding-night—my God !• can it be true, 
can it be true? ”

CHAPTER X.
A SHIP DIVIDED AGAINST ITSELE.

'Men searching for some expedient in 
a desperate extremity will be satisfied 
with small favors from Providence when 
at other times and under less perilous 
circumstances they would 'reject ■ greater 
bounties.

Often the first thing to come to hand 
may be turned to good account by one 
skilful enough to seize upon its saving 
grace, and so was it with the man in his 
shirt sleeves. Making his way over the 
decks, keeping well out of the starboard 
lantern’s betraying beams, he pursued 
his search here and there till he hap­
pened upon the great barrel at least four 
feet in diameter, with its canvas-top 
cover, which holds fresh water for the 
crew.

In order to cool his parching throat, 
he raised the lid, reaching the hollow of 
his hand down into it to scoop out a 
comforting draft. But the furthest 
stretch of his arm did not bring up water.

“ Well,” he whispered, “ if it cannot 
serve one purpose, perhaps it can 
another.”

Raising the lid still higher, seizing the 
stays of the davits above, he drew him­
self up over the verge, and then let him­
self down slowly till his feet touched 
bottom. There he stood upright neck­
deep in the hollow cylinder which to the 
bottom was dry as a bone.

“ A safe hiding for the night,” he 
said with a chuckle, forgetting for the 
moment his physical ailments, his fear 
of what might take place on the morrow, 
his hunger and thirst. Crouching down 
in his strange prison, he folded his arms 
and thought.

Eight bells!
“ Midnight I ” exclaimed the solitary 

in his cell more narrow than ever an­
chorite’s in the caves of the Nile.



Twelve o’clock, but was all well? 
How little do we know indeed what a 
day will bring forth! That very morn­
ing more than joyous in the prospect 
of the happiest hour in a man’s'career, 
lingering throughout the day to gather 
just one more shred of Wall Street qud- 
tation, perhaps achieving just one more 
coup for her dear sake, and then, because 
of this very chase after phantom success, 
brought face to face with death and 
ushered through the valley, as it were, 
into a purgatory of perils and uncertain­
ties such as heroes seldom face unflinch­
ingly.

And Marcia! Where was she? Sob­
bing her heart out, praying, hoping, 
doubting, trusting, listening still for eve­
ry sound near or afar that might bring 
tidings of him she so loved. Realizing 
her sorrow and doubt, and yet powerless 
for all his wealth and youthful strength 
to accomplish the miracle of her enlight­
enment, the situation was maddening. 
Restlessly he chafed the side of the bar­
rel, resolving once more to tempt fate, 
if only for a moment’s respite. He was 
only too glad, as will appear, to hurry 
back to his shelter.

The patter of bare feet along the 
decks proved to him that it was no phan­
tom ship upon which he had unwilling­
ly embarked. Rising, he peered from 
under the canvas cover of his hiding 
place. Men in sailor-garb, swarthy and 
rugged, barefooted and bare of arms, 
were running hither and thither in an­
swer to commands.

“ Ho, lay aloft the quarter watch! 
Clear the riff-points! Man topsail hal­
yards, tend braces! Hoist away, trim 
yards. Reef out o’ course! Ease away! 
Aye, aye ! Lay down from aloft! ”

At intervals these gruff calls sounded, 
and the creaking of the great tackles 
told of the unreefing of the sails to 
make better speed in a light breeze.

The man in his shirt sleeves tried to 
scan the faces of the sailors as they ran 
up and down the decks, but he could not 
make out their nationality.

“ At least they understand good 
Down-East marine dialect,” he said to 
himself with somewhat of reassurance, 
for the scene below decks had given him 
more and more a feeling of remoteness 
from his native land and his fellows.

The voices died down and the patter­
ing of feet ceased, and again the desire 
to steal from his hiding place and take 
a final peep into the cabin below over­
came the lone watcher.

*“ It may help me solve my problems 
the sooner,” he said; for two_passions 
now consumed him, making him forget 
all else—to remain in hiding till he could 
see his way clear to make himself known 
without danger to his life, and,then, more 
difficult task, to devise some method of 
reaching land with all safety and speed.

He stole from his concealment, creep­
ing almost on all fours back to the 
gleaming cabin skylights.

The scene was as before, save that in 
place of a crouching novice taking the 
oath of allegiance to his chief, there was 
a small table upon which were spread 
sundry maps and documents, about which 
was gathered the same determined body. 
Their swords were now sheathed and 
their revolvers hidden.

One of the skylights had been raised 
to admit the air, and beside it the eaves­
dropper now crouched, not daring watch 
lest he be himself watched, but hearing 
all and gathering the import of every 
syllable “ Then it is understood? ” said 
the leader in uniform, raising his flam­
ing black eyes.

“ It is, Mr. President,” said a voice 
in muffled tones.

“ We shall approach the island from 
the north. There we shall find the trail, 
the speediest into the thickest of the 
jungles where our two thousand com­
rades-at-arms await us.”

“But if they fail, general?”
“ Fail? How is it possible? There 

are no cowards among my adherents. All 
they want is arms and ammunition, cold 
steel and hot lead. With our three thou­
sand stand of arms, our four million 
rounds of ammunition, our five field 
guns, our machetes—everything----- ”

»' True, true! They cannot fail us." 
They love liberty too much------”

“ And hate tyranny. Have I not 
planned it all, my comrades? Ah, night 
and day all the best years of my youth 
and manhood, I have been dreaming of 
this hour when I should gather about me 
such brave men and dedicate my life with 
theirs to the cause of the fatherland, the 
most glorious country of all the earth.”



“ Heaven preserve her I ” broke in a 
voice,'vibrant with enthusiasm.

“ Yes, my heroes?’ continued the 
speaker, in his grandiloquence so char­
acteristic of Latin-America, “ I have 
ferreted out every secret of the present 
accursed government, learned every vul­
nerable spot whereon to strike. I have 
made myself familiar with every trail 
across country to the capital. I have 
leagued with my cauje thousands of the 
peasantry, who will rise up and follow 
me to victory.”

“Victory, my general! Nothing short 
of complete .victory, overwhelming------”

“ Tell me, have I left undone any­
thing that human ingenuity could devise 
or that skill and daring could avail to 
achieve so great a triumph ? ”

. “ Nothing, nothing! ’’
“ So be it! Who can fail with God 

and these right arms to the rescue of a 
downtrodden people? 'Wine, more 
wine! Fill to.the brim, my comrades— 
more, more! I am drunk with patriot­
ism to-night, mad with joy, for I have 
faith in our victory. Drink, to the new 
republic, drink! God save her! ”

“To the new republic1 ” '
“ To its chief executive! ”
“ To all of us—one and all, forgetting 

none! ” cried the commander.
It was a wild, weird scene, and made 

a deep impression upon the eavesdrop­
per, who could not restrain a desire to 
steal now and then a glimpse into that 
orgie of rebellion and battle. The man 
in gold lace and epaulets ran on like 
a torrent that had burst its confines.

“ Ah, my heroes, fame, wealth, glory, 
all await you—the rewards that follow 
great deeds of valor and sacrifice, re­
wards worthy of emperors, warriors, and 
kings. What have we to fear?’’

“Nothing, nothing!"
“ Truly, nothing! We have slipped 

out of the ‘ great white republic of the 
north,’ our vessel laden with enough 
powder and dynamite to blow Santo 
Motto into eternity if she does not yield.

“ And now the parting toast; for al­
ready it is growing late, and we have 
work in secret to do as soon as we are 
well out to sea, which will be on the 
morrow. Thus', heroes, let us drain to 
the last drop this token to the victories 
that shall come after, in proof of the 

precious oath to the fatherland, for even 
so did our noble Spanish forebears in 
elder days on the eve of battle. To the 
new republic! Victory! victory! ”

A great shout shook the venerable hull. 
AH drank to the dregs, returning their 
glasses to the table bowl down.

“Bravo, bravo!” cried, the, chief 
gratefully. “ Gentlemen, remembej that 
we shall recall this glorious hour many 
times when we shall have achieved our 
high estate. You, general; because of 
your fidelity to my cause for many years, 
shall be my Minister of War.”

“ I thank you, your excellency.”
“ And you, my worthy compatriot of 

the mountains, shall be m/ Minister of 
the Interior. And you, worthy son of 
a noble Spanish line, shall be my Min­
ister of State.”

“ Long live your excellency! ”
“ And as for the others, each shall 

have his due reward. Trust me and fear 
nothing. There is one propitious hour 
of promise in every man’s life: behold, 
beloved comrades, this hour is mine! ”

“ May it lead to victory!
“ And now, noble brothers, the pledge! 

Then we shall part fpr the night. I 
shall remain on watch till the darkest 
hour before the dawn, for sleep has been 
denied me these many days. Come; is 
the last mooted point covered? Is the 
final word said?”

“ It is, your excellency.”
“Then, the pledge! Up, heroes all!

The pledge! ” . *
“The pledge, gentlemen!”
“ With drawn sword, remember, thus! 

Now, altogether! ‘Before the God of 
our fathers, do we here, collectively and 
individually, solemnly and devoutly 
swear that we will follow our leader and 
chief .executive, by the will of the people, 
Don Isodore Roderiguez, president of 

'the new republic of Santo Morro, in 
his conquest of the fatherland now fallen 
into the bands of a tyrant usurper, stand­
ing by him and his cause through flood 
and fire, recognizing no other temporal 
authority above his, promising faithfully 
to maintain him in office and power once 
attained, to support his constitution, by 
force of arms if need be, against foreign 
or other foe, faithful unto death! ’ ”

“ So be it! ”
“ Hark! brothers. Who is there?”



“What is it? Why this interrup­
tion?”

“ One of the guards is at the dotJr. 
He demands instant admission.”

“ Let him enter. Hush, gentlemen 1 
Senor, have I not given orders that n6 
one shall interrupt our council?” The 
executive spoke in tones of great dis­
pleasure.

“ But, your excellency, there is cause 
for some alarm,” said the guard, advanc­
ing into the silent circle.

“Speak! What is it?”
“ My comrade on the port side of the 

vessel fears a spy is aboard.”
“ A spy? Impossible! Was not every 

nook and cranny "searched before bur 
clearing? Was not every man in­
spected as he came aboard?”

“That may be, your excellency; but 
a stranger has been seen, neither a sailor 
nor one of us, darting hither and thither 
in the mist and darkness—a man in his 
shirt sleeves.”

“ Impossible! However, we will 
search the ship; and if a spy is found, 
you know the penalty: he shall be 
burned at the stake—burned alive. That 
is the law.”

“ Some vagary of the sentinel’s mind, 
general. I myself went from garboard- 
strake to skysail, and found nothing 
suspicious. He dreams.”

“ But he swears to it, gentlemen. He 
.says that even now the spy in hiding 
may be listening to this very confer­
ence—;—»”

“ Then he shall answer to me! ” bel­
lowed the chief, shaking with rage. 
“ What, spies aboard?—eavesdroppers, 
mouchards, traitors? Prepare, gentle­
men ! search the ship, and no quarter 
without the password, mark you that! 
Shoot down the first man aft without 
the password! Come; to the search! ”

With drawn weapons the conspirators 
made a dash for the various exits, each 
intent on murder to prove the .sincerity 
of his pledge.

“ Back to the barrel for me! ” mused 
the man in his shirt sleeves above, creep­
ing silently along the deck among the 
shadows like a crab, lifting the cover 
of his prison house and swinging himself 
in again by the aid of the davit-stays.

Then, as he heard the tramp of many 
feet and, peering out, saw the flash of 

weapons through The murk, he crouched 
low in his bulging den, scarcely breath­
ing.

“ Enough excitement for one man’s 
wedding-night ’̂ he mused ironically. 
“ There is only one way out of this now 
for Danny Mountjoy. That is to turn 
rebel and join the mutineers!”

CHAPTER XL
A MEAL THAT ALMOST COST A LIFE.

The noise of feet over the deck soon 
died away. Now and then a sailor came 
aft, scuffling up the rigging at the com­
mands of his superiors, but otherwise 
the monotony was unbroken.

The weary and distressed prisoner in 
his cramped position in the barrel fell 
into slumber, but it was full of troubled 
visions and fears that brought a quak­
ing chill with every suspicious sound. 
At last the bells sounded, two o’clock. 
Rising from his cramped position the 
man in his shirt-sleeves peered out along 
the decks. He was again seized with an 
irresistible desire to explore.

The more he glanced about him, the 
greater became his wish to leap out at 
all hazard. Besides, hunger and thirst 
urged him on almost to any risk.

“ I’ll just see if there is not at least 
a drop of water in sight,” he muttered, 
growing bold through very familiarity 
with the situation. Men in like predica­
ments have accomplished the heroic, first 
of all through sheer stress of necessity.

Climbing over the edge of the barrel, 
he moved along the deck until he stood 
once more beside that open skylight. He 
peered within the cabin. All was silent 
now, but there was still a single lamp 
burning above the table, littered still 
with the remains of an informal feast.

The sight of the viands,, the tempting 
fruits and the wines ravished him witH 
such a desire for food and drink that 
he did without hesitation what at first 
he would have considered certain death 
to attempt—he raised the skylight softly, 
braced it, then thrust his head and shoul­
ders down into the silent chamber.

Oh, if he only had something with 
which to reach the food and drink! As 
it was, thinking the cabin untenanted, he 
softly. slid through the open skylight, 



seized the lamp-hanging and swung free, 
dropping on his tiptoes upon a soft rug.

What joy! What relief 1 He poured 
a glass of wine with great care, drinking 
the full goblet almost at a gulp. It was 
like a saving grace from high heaven.

Another bumper; and then reaching 
for an inviting cake just beyond, he mur­
mured to himself, “ at least these muti­
neers know what is good to eat and 
drink. Well, they may enjoy it while 
they can. God knows how long their 
honeymoon with the God of War will 
last----- ”

Bang I
Out of the obscurity rang a pistol- 

shot. — e 
. Bang!

Another.
- The man in his shirt sleeves turned 
abruptly, thrusting his arms into air, one 
hand clenching a biscuit, the other palm 
outward in token of submission. A slight 
sting at his elbow apprised him that he 
had been hit, and blood began to run 
down his upraised arm.

“ Gentlemen, I surrender I ” he said. 
“ Don’t shoot, for God’s sake I *’

“ Por Dio! Who' are you?”
“ Come out of your hiding and I will 

tell you. I am an American—I am a 
gentleman.”

“ You lie! You are a spy------’’
“Shoot him down!” cried a voice in 

Spanish.
“No; he cannot move save on peril of 

his life. Let us inquire further. It may 
be to our interest."

Advancing a step, the man in the 
uniform of a general disclosed himself, 
never once lowering the two cocked re­
volvers which were aimed straight at 
the stranger’s breast.

“ Drop what you have in your hand 
there! ” he commanded in English.

The biscuit fell to the floor.
“ Do not fear,” said the unwelcome 

visitor.. “ I am well able to pay you for 
my little repast------"

“ Pay for it ? ” answered the appre- 
hender, savagely making a thrust for­
ward as if to lunge the very pistol’s 
muzzle through his vitals. “ Spy that 
you are—traitor, dog! You shall pay 
dearer than you know. Come forward, 
men. Search him! ”

It now seemed as if the whole rebel

band had heard the shots, for by scores 
they came stampeding into the cabin; 
half-attired, but all armed and eager 
for combat. :

They met only one stalwart and com­
posed American in his stocking feet, hat­
less, in evening-dress shirt and broad­
cloth trousers, facing them with calm­
ness. Rough hands were laid hold of 
the stranger. He was quickly searched.

“ Any weapons? ” said the general.
“No; your excellency.”
“ Anything at all. that will serve as 

a clue to his identity—anything where­
by we may connect him with a plot to be­
tray us?”

“ Nothing, sir.”
The chief advanced. “ Who are 

you?” he demanded in fair English.
“ I am Lieutenant Daniel Mountjoy.- 

an American------”
“ Ah, he is an officer. That looks 

bad,” said a bystander in Spanish to a 
disrobed comrade.

“ An army man, eh? ”
“No; I was, years ago. At present 

I am merely a Wall Street broker, and 
this is my wedding-day,” was all he could 
stammer. There was a strange pause. '

“ He is insane, your excellency. His 
wedding-day—piff! ”

“ Insanity is sometimes a good cloak,” 
said the leader ip Spanish. Then to the 
prisoner, “ How did you come here?”

“ I fell from Brooklyn Bridge, sir," 
was the prompt response.

The general ground his teeth.
“ I warn you, be careful! I have the 

power of life and death over you. Such 
senseless replies as these drive me fran­
tic------”

“ But I protest, sir, I am telling the 
truth------”

“ Silence! Why did you come here— 
what was your object?”

“ I tried to save a friend from com­
mitting suicide on the big bridge. I 
reached for him, missed him, fell, and 
landed in the sky-topsail of your brigan­
tine.”

“You landed where?”
■ The general fairly frothed at the 

mouth. Laying down one of his revolv­
ers, he drew his sword and slapped the 
stranger straight across the face with the 
flat of the blade. It left a scarlet mark 
across the drawn whiteness.



■ “ Coward, traitor, spy! ” he screamed, 
“ what have you to answer to that ? ”

■ “ Nothing,” said the other, “ except— 
except, sir,” he added in scathing tones 
an instant later, “ whatever happens to 
me through your brutalities must be an­
swered for to my government. I rather 
think you know ‘ the great white repub­
lic of the north ’ by this time----- ”

“ He insults you! Run him 
through------”

“ Cut him down, the spy! ” cried 
another.

“ At your peril! ” said the stranger, 
straightening, for he saw that the mere 
mention of that phrase which serves as 
a firebrand to all Latin republics had 
inflamed the conspirators beyond their 
control, and most of all their chief, who 
stood perfectly rigid, evidently wavering 
by a hairbreadth whether to commit 
murder or suffer the stranger t-6 live and 
elucidate the mystery of his presence. 
Finally the better sentiment ruled.

“ I spare your life for the moment,” 
said the leader in solemn tones, “ not 
through any fear of any cofisequences 
should I shed your piggish blood, mark 
you that, but because there is some mys­
tery here, and I wish to unravel it.”

“What do you mean?” cried an el­
derly man from the rear, advancing with 
some authority. “ There is no mystery 
here. He is a plain madman----- ”

“ Madman or knave, he may have con­
federates,” said the chief in Spanish. 
“Are you alone here?” he added, turn­
ing to the prisoner and speaking in Eng­
lish.

“ Save for yourselves, I am alone.”
“ No aides or confederates? ”
“ Not that I am aware of. When men 

fall from bridges into the sails of pass­
ing vessels, they are not usually accom­
panied by comrades.”

“No more of that bridge business,” 
commanded the leader. “ We are 
neither children nor fools. You will dis­
cover that before you are done with us. 
Men, bring the irons. We will shackle 
him down here and study his case like 
surgeons at a clinic; and if we have to 
use the knife to diagnose his malady, 
well, then—the knife, that’s all.”

“If you use the knife on me, you will, 
have to cut clean through the Stars and 
Stripes first,” admonished the captive.

“Great God! he understands Span­
ish------”

“ And I perceive you undertsand 
English,” answered the man in his shirt 
sleeves, bitterly.

The mainstay of the new republic 
merely glowered and waved his hand. 
“ The irons, I said,” he commanded. 
Then to the prisoner, “ Do you know 
who we are ? ”

“No; but I can imagine. You are 
men of spirit and good intentions who arc- 
bound to free some country from tyran­
ny,” was the diplomatic answer.

“ He seems to grasp the situation,” in­
terposed an officer.

“ But beware lest you supplant a worse 
tyranny in its stead,” added the captive.

“ What do you mean?”
“ I mean that a stranger, unarmed and 

without even a penny or a passport, and 
yet a gentleman of honor, finds scant 
welcome among your people under your 
new administration. Such treatment as 
I have received, for instance, does not 
encourage the most desirable foreign im­
migration. You have probably noted 
that our people’s welcome is much more 
gentle and brotherly.”

The Spaniard was touched on the 
Latin’s sensitive spot—pride in his liber­
ality and hospitality toward strangers.

“ But we are not yet a nation—we 
soon shall be, but.until then we lead— 
what you call it ?—the strenuous life.” 
He showed his teeth with savage irony.

The chains were brought. They 
clanked ominously.

“See here!” said the man of expe­
dients, grasping at a straw. “ I tell you 
the truth of my coming; you do not be­
lieve. Very well. I admit that it is 
most amazing—unprecedented, indeed, 
almost beyond belief.

“ But truth has that advantage over 
fiction, for we can work from fact back 
to imagination. Now, do I not look like 
a man of intelligence ? Well, then, were 
I indeed a spy, could I not have invented 
some better—some more plausible tale to 
account for my presence here?”

“ To what end is all this argument? ”
“Just this. Investigate my story. If 

you do not find every word true, I will 
renounce my allegiance to Old Glory and 
become a subject of your new republic. 
How is that?”



The chief leered.
“ We will go into consultation on 

that,” he said craftily. “ In the mean­
time, the chains.”

“Chains!” echoed the prisoner, stiff­
ening haughtily. “No man shall chain 
me----- ■”

“No?” was the cutting retort. 
“Why not?”

“ Chains for criminals,” argued the 
stranger. “ As for me------”

“'Then perhaps a spy is a guest of 
honor, and should be given the freedom 
of the ship, the bridal suite, the larder, 
the wine-cellar. Well, you shall have 
all that is coming to you, my fine in­
terloper. Sergeant, the chains, I tell 
you,” he continued in Spanish to the 
aide at his left. “ If there is resist­
ance, you know well your business.”

Instantly two of the insurgents leaped 
upon the unarmed.captive. There was a 
struggle, and a third advanced, shoving 
the muzzle of a six-shooter full into the 
defiant countenance.

Two handcuffs of antique design, with 
a foot-long chain connecting them, were 
locked upon the white wrists. Then 
came the query, what were they to do 
with, their white elephant, now that they 
had secured him.

“ Below with the informer! ” called 
out a graybeard insurgent. “ He is al­
ready hearing and seeing too much 
here.”

“ Yet in the lower decks we drill, and 
there he would see and hear more. 
What’s the matter with the forward 
quarters? ”

“ Too near the crew. He might stir 
up a mutiny.” ,

“ Overboard with the renegade! ” said 
one rebel, more persistent in his fury 
than the rest. “ Sharks tejl no tales.”

“ Yes, yes! Overboard with him! ” 
came the chorus.

Hands/were laid upon the prisoner. 
He saw their intentions. “ If I go over­
board, some others go with me,” he said 
in English, proving that he had un­
derstood their murderous resolve. 
“ And first, there will be others to suf­
fer------"

Snatching a short sword from the 
nearest of his enemies, he dashed to the 
deck and, turning about, defied the band, 
hampered though he was with the irons.

“ Cotne on, you cowards I Come on,- 
I say!" * ;

Crack! crack!
Thg revolvers sputtered in the dark, 

ness as the band poured from the cock­
pit and made a dash for the escaping 
prisoner, slashing wildly as they ad­
vanced, steel striking steel and sending 
sparks along the deck. *

Fortunately the shots went wild, and 
the skill of an expert swordsman kept 
the furious crowd at bay for a time. But 
their numbers increased, and the man in 
his shirt, sleeves was obliged to fight 
more desperately at greater odds, 
though firing was stopped for fear that 
the rebels would wound their own 
men.

The decks were in an uproar. A 
screaming, bellowing mob had taken 
possession, and the sailors, piling pell- 
mell out of their quarters, skurried over 
the decks and darted into safe nooks-, 
below. * . j

The man in his shirt sleeves, seeing- 
himself about to be overwhelmed by 
numbers, threw down his sword and took, 
refuge in flight. Right forward of the, 
foremast, he fell exhausted against they 
door of what seemed to be a forecastle.

The door was locked, but, lunging 
against it, he succeeded in bursting it 
open. Leaping in he closed the door 
again, feeling about in the gloom for 
some movable piece of furniture of size’ 
and weight for a barricade.

“ At last! ” he cried, finding a heavy 
packing-box loaded heavily, and with all 
his remaining strength edging it over 
against the door.

Then another chest, containing what 
he knew not, and still another reen­
forced the larger. Bracing himself 
against the whole, the beleaguered pris­
oner sank to the floor as he murmured:

“If I am to be taken, it will be only 
after a struggle? Let them come, the,, 
rebels! ”

And come they did, scuffling down the. 
decks and peering into every cranny and 
nook, ready to fire at the first sign of a,1 
white shirt sleeves, till finally One of the 
insurgents made 'the discovery that the 
man they sought was safely -fortressed 
in the little cabin. He rushed back to 
his leader.

“ The spy has broken open the wire­



less telegraph station and barricaded 
himself in. What shall we do?”

“ Ah, there could not be a better 
prison,” said the leader, running for­
ward. Instantly the little cabin was 
surounded by the infuriated band.

“ Shall we drive him out ? ” called 
one.

“No, no! We will let him lie there 
and starve him into submission.

“ But at Turk Island we are to pick' 
up a pilot and a man who can work 
the wireless to communicate with the 
land forces.- What then?”

“ Time enough,” was the answer.
“For the present, let him stir out of 

there at his peril.”
The leader went to the tiny window.
“ Renegade ! ” he called out threaten­

ingly, “ you have saved yourself in the 
nick of time. You will remain there un­
til we can dispose of your case with 
fitting dignity.” .

He gave a hard laugh.
“ Fool of a spy,” he added, thrusting 

the muzzle of his revolver through the 
open rift, “ stir at your peril. It will 
mean instant death.”

The leader turned to his men.
" It is better so,” he said. “ I haven’t 

the nerve to shoot down a shackled man 
who puts up such a good fight against 
odds. Ho, captain, is that you?”

“Yes; what’s the riot?” said a gruff 
voice from beyond.

“ Oh, only a scoundrel whom we had 
to put in the brig.”

“ There is a better brig than this be­
low,” said the captain.

“ This will do for the present,” re­
joined the leader guardedly. “ I say, 
captain, can you spare me a man to stand 
guard over this prisoner for the pres­
ent? ”

“Yes; choose your man.”
“ The biggest and brawniest as well 

as the best shot,” said the insurgent 
chief.

“Ho, Tom! Come here. You are 
wanted.”

A square-shouldered seaman shuffled 
forward. “ Carry out the orders of the 
general,” said the bearded skipper.

“ Aye, sir! ” responded the sailor, 
saluting. “What is it, sir?”

“ Take this pair of pistols and patrol 
the deck around this little cabin. If the 

prisoner inside attempts to move out, 
shoot him down, do you understand? 
Shoot to kill! ”

“ As you command, sir,” responded 
the sailor, taking the weapons.

The insurgents filed down the decks. 
“ A day or two of confinement there will 
put him in a docile mood, I think,” said 
the chief. “Come; this is a most un­
fortunate affair. The crew will begin 
to wonder what it all means. Let us go 
below and solve the problem. Come; 
all hands below! ” His voice died in the 
distance.

The man in his shirt sleeves heard 
the retreating footfalls and felt a deep 
sense of relief.

“ At least I am safe until daybreak.'1 
he mused aloud, trying to gain his feet. 
Torn, bruised, and • bleeding, he crawled 
toward the little window, reaching up 
and drawing his body forward till he 
stood staring out at the starlit sea over 
the bowsprit.

He was trembling, breathing hard af­
ter his struggle, perspiring at every pore, 
but hopeful still of seeing some solution 
of his problem with the coming of the 
dawn.

Once or twice he made a circuit of. his 
little den, passing his hands over the 
various objects, but gathering little 
knowledge of the various implements 
and chests strapped together here and 
there and piled up on all sides.

However, he was alone and, save for 
a few cuts and bruises, none the worse 
for his late encounter. The chief’s bullet 
had barely broken the skin of his elbow. 
With the coming of the gray of morn­
ing, he began to feel a return of his 
fighting spirit.'

“ I wonder what my sailor jailer looks 
like?” he said to himself during one of 
the moments of loneliness and medita­
tion as he. saw-the armed man pass and 
repass the little port which gave the in­
terior its only shred of light. Then he 
drew himself up closer to the window 
and awaited the coming of the warder 
on his next round.

Suddenly their faces stood opposite 
each other, and in the first gleams of 
the morning each bent forward, staring. 
For a full moment the burning eyes of 
guar4 and prisoner met.

The mutual recognition was instant 



and (Overwhelming. 'Then the prisoner 
thrust out his blood-streaked hand 
toward his armed custodian.

“ Hello, Tom! ” he said nonchalantly.
“ Great God! Lieutenant Mount­

joy—not you ? ”
“ Yes, it is I.”
“ May I be struck dead in my 

tracks----

..CHAPTER XII.
A THREATENING SECRET OUT.

“ Sh-h-h ! Not so loud. Let no <5he 
see you talking to me. It is forbidden 
on -penalty of my life.”

“And it is you who are my prisoner? 
I cannot believe it.”

“ And yet the impossible sometimes 
happens.”

“ But what is the meaning of it ? I 
.can’t understand. Did you know these 
people—these , in the aft of the 
ship----- ”

“ Not till yesterday. I wish it had 
been otherwise, but it was a toss of a 
penny betweejj that and a bath in East 
River after a hundred-and-ten foot fall. 
Heads came up, and here I am.”

The sailor crept closer.
“ I must understand.”
“ First tell me about yourself,” said 

the lieutenant. “ Your enlistment at 
Fort Donaldson was for three years, if 
I remember rightly. How about it ? ”

The sailor dropped his eyes. It was 
an -unexpected question.

“Not a deserter, Tom?” pursued the 
prisoner.

“ You will not report me, will you, 
lieutenant? Say that you will not, and 
I will do anything on land or sea for 
you------”

“ Did I intimate that I would report 
you? ”

“No, but every deserter always fears 
that, above all. A man never thinks of 
the consequences when he makes the 
dash to break parole. Yes, I deserted. 
In fact, lieutenant, when you and Ser­
geant Haydon Barr------”

“ Sergeant Barr! ” echoed the man in 
chains.

“ Why do you look so strange when I 
mention that name?”

“ Go on, please.”
“ Well, when you and the sergeant 

left, it seemed as if there .was nothing, 
left in the regiment for me. I heard, 
that you had gone to the Klondike. ‘ If ■ 
I could only reach^him,’ thought I, 1 he 
would befriend me.’

“ Then I deserted, and nearly per­
ished in the Northern wilderness. I 
searched the Yukon, but you were gone, 
and the sergeant had gone to Nome. 
I then went back to Portland and 
shipped as common seaman down coast; 
later, around the Horn and tip to New 
York. Here, in terror of being recog­
nized again, I signed papers on this brig­
antine bound for Bath------”

“ Bound for wherq? ”
“ For Bath, Maine.”
“ But you are sailor enough to know 

by this time that you are sailing almost 
due south.” *. .

“ I know it—we all know it. How­
ever, it is not a sailor’s business to in­
quire—only to follow orders. The pilot; i 
certainly knows his business------”

“ Yes; shall I tell you why? ”
■ “Well------”

“ There is a man sitting beside him 
in the pilot-house watching both pilot! 
and compass. He is armed to the teeth)' 
Five points to the east or west, and the 
pilot gets a bullet through him.” •

“What do you mean? Mutiny?”
“ No;-the most perfectly planned fili­

bustering expedition that ever left a 
peaceful port.”

“ Filibustering? We are on a filibus­
tering expedition? You are mad, lieu­
tenant.”

“ Verify my statement, if you will, 
but keep close-mouthed. It has nearly 
cost me my life to discover it. Mark 
you, I know what I am talking about. 
Keep it very secret, or there is sure to be 
bloodshed on board------”

“ But does our skipper know the 
truth?”

“ He met the alternative of accept­
ing a ten thousand dollar bribe, or walk1 
ing the plank. He took the ten thoul 
sand.”

“ And we, poor devils! where arb 
we? ”

“ You are at the mercy of one hun­
dred and sixty armed rebels against the 
government of Santo Morro, who are 
bent on returning to their native land 
and butchering the administration, and 



setting their chief who ordered you here 
—one General Roderiguez—in the presi­
dency."

“ But will the United States permit 
such a thing?”

“ Governments no more than individ­
uals can meet situations they know not 
of, nor hinder belligerents they do not 
recognize.”

“ Ho, aloft, topgallant an’ royal­
yard men! Aloft, topmen! Lay out, 
lay out! ” reverberated the skipper’s 
voice from afar. It sounded weird in 
the misty air.

“ Tom,' you will 'stand by me—you 
must,. old comrade, or I will perish. 
You wish me to keep your secret, so 
keep mine. ’ Each will help the other in 
extremity.”

“ To the -end of the earth, with my 
very life! ” exclaimed the seaman, seiz­
ing the shackled man’s arm. “ Why, 
lieutenant, there is blood!”

“Yes; I got it last night when they 
daught me. Only bad marksmanship 
3aved my life. If they continue to shoot- 
ats badly as that at short range, I see 
fhe finish of this administration------”
' “But this vessel will never reach 

Santo Morro, I swear to that! ”
“What makes you think so?”
“ There will be mutiny on board the 

minute the sailors know that we are 
bound on any such expedition.”
"“And you will tell them?”

“ Certainly. It is a duty I owe to 
my comrades before the mast------”

“ But first your duty to me.”
He eyed the sailor, who made a mili­

tary sign of obedience.
" There is time enough to inform the 

ship and ‘ let slip the dogs of war,’ if 
necessary. But first of all, I must in­
form the United States Government.”

“ How, in heaven’s name—how is it 
possible ? ”

“ I have a plan. Will you help me? ”
“On my oath!”
“ It will not jeopardize you in the 

least, and it will be my salvation.”
“ You are going to try to escape in a 

life-boat? ”
“ Madness! I am not going to leave 

the ship—I cannot. But I am doomed 
to be burned at the stake, mistaken for 
a spy, Tom. On arrival at Santo 
Morro----- ”

“You—burned at the stake? Good 
God! lieutenant——”

“ But I never shall be. My govern­
ment will attend to that, never fear.”

“ But how can you inform them of 
your predicament ? ”

“ I have made a discovery here in my 
prison,” said the other. “ Keep my 
secret till to-night, then I will unfold 
the plot to you.”

The voice of the captain sounded 
nearer.

“ Go now, Tom, or we shall be dis­
covered talking together, and it will 
mean disaster.”

“ Keep courage, lieutenant. Your 
secret is safe, God bless you! ”

He seized the prisoner’s hands and 
clenched them in silence.

“ The clouds are breaking,” mused the 
captive, with a glow of renewing com­
fort in his heart. “ Thank God! I be­
gin to live again.

“ Now for the test!’ Let us see what 
wit and despair united in one enterprise 
can accomplish for a man shackled in 
midocean among mutineers and in hour­
ly peril of his life, with but a single 
ray of hope, and that from a deserter 
from the ranks of his country’s de­
fenders.”

Later in the morning was heard the 
tramp of feet along the decks, and 
through the little window was passed 
a half loaf of black bread and a little 
pail of water. The captive 'seized his 
rations and had quite refreshed himself 
when there appeared at the only open 
port a cluster of insurgent faces. The 
man in his shirt sleeves arose and faced 
them. The chief was in the van. •

" Sir,” began the leader, in a voice 
now tempered with diplomacy, speaking 
in acceptable English, “ who you are 
and what your business here may be, 
we have no means of knowing. That we 
do not believe your absurd story goes 
without saying. We shall, however, 
spare your life-----”

“ Thank you, general------”
“ for the present. Until we con­
fer with our comrades when we reach 
land we cannot tell what disposition to 
make of a spy, although we can well 
imagine what their verdict will be.”

“ Why not tell him at once what we 
do to spies?” said a voice in the rear.



“ No; finish the business now,” broke 
in another, more desperate in his hatred 
of - a supposed' betrayer.

“ Burning at the stake on shipboard is 
not a safe proceeding,” said the com­
mander, “ even if there were no danger 
from mutiny in consequence as well as 
fire.”

“Why burn?” persisted the other. 
“ The sword is efficient ? ”

“ We have accepted (the constitution, 
we must abide by it. The decree is 
plainly, * spies shall be tried by a court 
appointed by the chief executive; and 
if found guilty, shall be burned at the 
stake.’ Voila! The matter, stands.” 
lie turned to the culprit.

“ Spy, as I decreed before, you shall 
remain a prisoner in chains until we 
reach land. What disposition will be 
made of you then will depend upon 
Providence and the will of our comrades.

“ I may say, however, that at any time 
you feel like rendering a strict and ac­
curate account of yourself, tell who you 
are, how you came here and what your 
business is, even if you betray principals 
in so doing, be they who they may, you 
have the chance of saving your life and 
Being accorded treatment more in har­
mony with mercy at the hands of those 
whom you have sought to* wrong. Have 
you anything to say, sir? ”

“ Nothing. If you- do not believe me 
now, how would you then? Man can 
tell no more than the truth and stand 
by it to the end, come what may,” an­
swered the prisoner with a challenging 
glance through the little window.

“ A pretty speech, but desperate busi­
ness such as ours admits of no time for 
such dalliance. Nothing more?” asked 
the insurgent.

“ Nothing! ”
“ Then rot there in your dungeon, 

spy! Some day somebody will have the 
time and patience to discover who you 
are. As for us, we have business more 
important.”

The speaker led his band away again, 
leaving the prisoner to his solitude.

The man in his shirt sleeves now 
passed one of the most terrible days of 
his life. He counted wearily the bells 
throughout the long day, then into the 
night—eight o’clock, nine, ten, eleven, 
and at last midnight, when, to his infi­

nite relief, he heard the coming of his 
armed warder, and when all was still, 
the rapping at the tiny window.

“ Thank God! ” he murmured softly. 
“ At least one friend proves true.” He 
seized the casement. “ Ho! Tom, how 
is it ? ” he called.

“Careful! Not so loud, lieutenant.
I may be watched." x '

“ How is it, I say? ”
“ Good—and bad.”
“ How 'so? ”
“ Wait and I will tell you. First of 

all, are you hungry?”
“ As a lost pigeon in a snow-storm. 

Have you food for me—real food?”
“ Plenty. Wine, bread—everything.”
“You are my life-saver, bless your 

heart! What’s the matter ? ”
“ I hear the captain bellowing. The 

wind has changed.”
“ Well, what of it? ”
“ It means that I cannot talk to you 

here but a few moments more. The 
sailors are coming on deck.”

“ Don’t go till I have had at least a 
morsel, Tom.”

Dpwn through the window a wine­
flask, some rolls of bread, and a cake of 
chocolate fell into welcoming hands.

“How’s that?”
“ Like a raindrop on the tongue of a 

shipwrecked sailor,” said the prisoner. 
“Tom, you will.be well paid for this, 
if God spares us both------”

“ Don’t talk like that, lieutenant. 
There is much in store for us before 
we see land, if we ever do.”

“What? What’s the matter?”
“ I never saw the barometer cut such 

capers—yes, I did, once. It was just 
before a typhoon struck us off the Bar­
bary coast. We‘ shall be plunging into 
the jaws of hell before the week is out, 
mark you that! ”

“ Well, what of it? We shall bob up 
serenely on the other side, I fancy. The 
vessel is well manned, is she not?”

“ That’s just it. They are a lot of 
sap-hearted, unlicked hyenas, these 
sailormen. They would steal the last 
life-boat from a hospital ship. Well, 
what could you expect, recruiting for 
such an expedition ? ”

“ But do they know ? ”
“ I have suspicions that some of them 

do—at least, they suspect. They know 

will.be


that something strange is on, and that we 
have a queer lot of cjxrgo on board. You 
can’t fool these old sea-horses.”

“ Here, Tom, take this flask, I have 
emptied it, and it must not be found in 
here. What call is that?”

“ The captain again. I must not let 
him grow suspicious. I must keep up 
my guard duty, lieutenant.”

“ But I have something ' to ask you.
It is most important.”

“No time like the present. Out 
with it! ” '

“ I want an ax, chisel, files, and 
crowbar, if you can find them.”

“What can you do with them?”
“ Prepare to signal to shore,” an­

swered the prisoner.
“ You are mad,” rejoined the sailor, 

after a pause.
“ You shall see that I am very sane 

before this voyage is over.”
“ But how is it possible? Why, we 

are a hundred miles or more from 
land.”

(To be

“ I care not if we are fifteen hundred. 
I can signal to the coast and the mes­
sage will go to Washington. By the 
time we arrive at Santo Morro, perhaps 
sooner, we shall be intercepted by a 
United States man-of-war.”

The mariner sniffed, but he was in­
dulgent.

“ I’ll do what you say, lieutenant,” he 
acquiesced after a moment’s hesitancy. 
“ But I do not understand.”

“ But you will, mark my. word, you 
will. And what is more, so will some 
others on board who least suspect.”

“ So be it,”, was the prompt response. 
“ I will keep you posted as best I can. 
You trusted me of old, trust me now.”

“ I trust you—I swear by you now, 
Tom.”

He reached his hand through the win-, 
dow. Tom grasped it heartily. Then 
the sailor went back to his duty, and 
the prisoner settled down to plan the 
most daring and ingenious expedient 
that ever man devised.

continued.)

THE CYLINDER.
By George Allen England.

STORY that is nothing 
more, nothing less, than a 

a dire tragedy in real life.

“IOOK here, Malcolm, you’ve got to 
a tell me! She’s my wife, and----”
I — “Hush! Not so loud!”

“She can hear, then?”
“ Yes, she’s conscious—how much 

longer she will be I can’t say.”
“Sinking, Malcolm?” *
“Now, now, no questions! You’d 

better go out in the hall.”
“Never!” Mark’s reddened eyes 

glinted defiance. “ No, no, I’m not go­
ing to leave her while she’s gasping like 
that! ” His voice shrilled hysterically.

“ But you’re only harming her by stay­
ing ! ”

“ No, no, she’s my------"
•Malcolm slid a broad palm over the 

protesting mouth; his other hand gripped 
Mark’s elbow.

“ Out you go! ” he commanded, try­
ing to thrust Mark into the hall, but 
Mark clung and the doctor could- not 
shake him off. He. had perforce to drag 
him out. When they were both in the 
hall and the door was shut;

“Hang you!” said the doctor in a 
voice tense as steel, “ you get out and stay 
out! Don’t be a crazy fool! ”

“ Maliy, Maliy! She’s my wife and 
you’re my friend—my best, oldest------”

“ All the more reason why I’m going 
to keep you out of there till she—rallies! 
Till then, I'm not your friend—I’m the 
doctor, nothing else, nothing. Remem­
ber ! ”

The hand-grip was gone from Mark’s 
angular elbow; the hall-door was shut, 
the man was alone. He leaned against 
the wall for a minute, shivering as he 



heard the windows rattle with the Janu­
ary gale; then he shuffled to the stairs 
and sat down.

His air was that of a man who has 
been painstakingly mangled on the rack 
and then given five minutes’ respite. The 
gas flame over his head cast a high-light 
on his salient cheek-bones. After a while 
he nodded and dozed, with pendant arms.

Malcolm’s hand on his shoulder wak­
ened him in half an hour; he started up 
wild-eyed and shivering.

"What—what time is it?’’ he stam­
mered in confusion, “ Is Dorry—is 
she——”

“ Come, now, pull yourself together,’ 
said the doctor sternly. “ I’ve got some 
work for you. Get your things oft quick! 
You’ve got to go down to the dispen­
sary.”

“What! And leave------”
“ Yes. I can’t go, Miss Abbott here 

can’t go, and somebody’s got to go, so 
you see how it is. We’ve got to have a 
tank of oxygen, right off! ”

“What?”
“ Oxygen. It comes in big steel cyl­

inders like soda-water tanks, painted 
blue, with a valve at the top—you’ve seen 
’em. The quicker you can get ’one up 
here, the better it will be.”

“ What—what are they for, those 
tanks?”' •

“ Well, when there isn’t anything else 
to do, we giv oxygen to aerate the blood 
and stimulate the heart; sometimes it 
keeps the patient up until the congestion 
begins to resolve, and then------”

“ Her lungs, you mean, are------” he
began; but Malcolm interrupted.

“Now you see here, Mark, if you want 
your wife to die, stand right there where 
you are and discuss things. If you want 
her to live, hustle into your overcoat and 
get a wheelbarrow and bring up a cylin­
der cf oxygen from the dispensary just- 
as quick as the Lord will let you! Un­
derstand? ’’

“ Yes, yes—but can’t you telephone? 
Can’t I? We can save no end off time 
that way.”

“ Tried it, and .can’t. Central says 
the wires are going down all over Hamp­
ton. This storm’s a record-breaker. No, 
you’ve got to go for it yourself. Hustle 
out with a wheelbarrow and follow the 
car-tracks. The snow-plows have prob­

ably kept ’em clear. There’s a fellow 
named Timothy Foley for night-orderly 
down there this week. He knows me.- 
Just say I sent you, and he’ll let you have 
it all right. Now get along! If you’re 
not back in half an hour------”

“All right! All right!” said Mark, 
and tiptoed shakily down-stairs.

II.
Tim Foley, reading an old magazine 

in the dispensary office, under the yellow 
circle of a hooded electric light, became 
vaguely conscious of a curious sound as 
of some one struggling and floundering 
up the steps with a burden; then, after 
a minute or two, he heard a fumbling 
at the door.

Tim dropped the magazine and lis­
tened; then he got up, went silently to 
the door and opened it.

Through the snow-eddy that swirled 
in he saw *something that looked like 
a man standing outside—a snow-man, 
thin and tall, with teeth that chattered 
like castanets.

This man had neither hat nor gloves; 
he was gripping the handles of a wheel­
barrow. He stammered with bloodless 
lips:

“Oxygen! I’ll take it home on this.’’
He tried to drag the wheelbarrow into 

the vestibule, but Fojey restrained him.
“ Hould on, man—hould on ! Youse 

can’t bring dat in here! ”
“ Eh?”
“ I say youse can’t bring dat wheel- 

barrer into de hall, see ? ”
The man stared, but said nothing.
“ Say, what d’youse want, annyway? ”
“ Malcolm sent me.”
“ W’at? ”
“ It comes in blue tanks.”
“ Say, youse is way off, ain’t you? 

Drop dat autermobile of yours, an’ come 
in an’ tell me all about it! I can’t keep 
dis here door open all night—dey’s sick 
folks in here, see ? ”
- “ That’s so, that’s so! ” Mark let the 

barrow handles fall and came into the 
corridor blinking.

“ Now, w’at is it youse want? Who 
sent you? ’’

“ Malcolm—that is, Dr. Miller.”
“ Yes? ”
“ And he said for me to get oxygen in 

a tank, right-away.”



“ Say, are you Mr. Andrews? ”
“ Andrews? Yes, that’s my name. My 

wife’s sick—pneumonia----- ”
“ Oh, yes, now I know. Say, sit down 

a minute. I’ll get it! ”
He padded away on his rubber soles. 

“ Plumb dotty 1 ” he said to himself as 
he unlocked the storeroom and switched 
the light on.

Mark, left alone, stared unblinkingly 
at the incandescent, clenching and un­
clenching his bony hands? Once he 
swallowed hard and tried to wet his lips 
with his dry tongue. After a certain time 
he heard a metallic rolling noise, and 
saw in a dream the orderly propelling a 
long blue cylinder down the hall.

“Here you are!” said Foley, “an’ 
here’s de tube an’ inspirator. I'll put 
’em right here in your pocket, see? Now 
you wait one minute, an’ I’ll fix youse 
a good dose of whisky an’ git a "hat an’ 
some gloves. I guess one pneumonia 
case at a time’s enough for anny fam- 
’ly! ”

“No, no! I don’t want it, I won’t 
have it! Let me------”

“ Shut up ! if youse goes hollerin’ like 
dat you’ll wake up all me patients! You 
keep still, see? ”

Mark, cowed, leaned against the wall 
and waited. In two minutes he was hat­
ted, gloved, and ready for the home 
trip, with a gill of whisky burning his 
stomach.

“ Lend a hand now,” commanded Fo­
ley, “ an’ we’ll load it on de wheelbarrer. 
That’s right. Easy down de steps now! 
I’d send somebody wid youse, if dere was 
annybody here, but dere ain’t. Now den, 
I’ll hold de door open till you reach de 
tracks. All right? Got it? Good luck- 
to youse 1 ”

III.

It was a nightmare, that freezing dark 
wallow back through the blizzard. 
Shrieking wind-devils buffeted Mark and 
snatched the breath from his lips; snow­
devils clogged the barrow-wheel; cold­
devils shot him through and through 
with long stinging arrows.

His clothes, stiffened and frozen, made 
every movement doubly painful. Twice 
he was blockaded and had to kick the 
snow away with numb feet.

Once a snow-plow jolted past, glaring 

and sputtering; it forced him to drag 
his load off to one side and almost buried 
him in a smother of snow. The man’s 
reason and thought staggered down and 
out; he became nothing more than an 
automaton, lunging onward, sobbing, 
thrusting the barrow on and on through 
the tumult.

Sight and sound faded; cold faded; 
darkness and wind and everything faded 
from his consciousness—everything but 
the lash of his idea. Time, too, was blot­
ted out; the universe was just a whirl, a 
whirl, a whirl.

Suddenly a light broke through the 
whirl and stopped it; then the man saw 
some steps and felt a thrill of recognition 
—the steps were his.' Some one was com­
ing down those steps—a voice was calling 
(it seemed miles and miles away) : :

“Hurry! Hurry!”
Oh, it was Malcolm, dear old* Maliy, 

and—the cylinder was lifted; it was car­
ried up the steps. Mark followed. Then 
Iris own self surged back again, with 
sickening pains of memory, and Mark 
stood shivering, gasping in his own 
house.

See! Malcolm was carrying the cylin­
der up-stairs on his shoulder. Mark fol­
lowed again, shuffling up the stairs. At 
the sick-room door the nurse repulsed 
him. ,

“No, no! You can’t come in here!’* 
she whispered, laying her hand on his 
thin chest. “No, no! You’re all wet 
and cold. Keep out! ”

Mark made no answer, but stood silent 
at the door.

“ Quick! ” he heard Malcolm whisper 
to the nurse. “ Hurry! Get that in­
spirator on! She’ll be gone in a min­
ute ! ’’

Then there came a little silence and 
the click of a metal snap.

“Now let’s have it—easy at first! 
Just turn the valve till you hear it hiss! ” 

Another silence.
“ Well, what’s the matter? Why 

don’t-you turn the valve? ”
“ I am turning it, doctor! ”
“You are? H-m, that’s odd; there’s 

no gas coming. Throw it wide open! ”
“ There, it won’t go any further! ”
“ Say, what the------ Why, there’s

nothing in it! Foley must have given 
him an empty! ”



“ An empty 1 ”
Mark appeared in the doorway. His 

face was the color of old ivory.
"Empty, was it? Empty?" he 

shouted.
" Hush! Get back 1 ”
“ And she’s dead—dead I”
Malcolm started toward him, but the 

man tossed up his arms, and whirled 
about and laughed, laughed, laughed— 
screamed:

“It’s an empty one! It’s empty! Ha, 
ha! What a joke! Ho, ho! He gave

me an empty one, and she died! Ha, ha, 
ha! Capital! Cap------”

His arms dropped, his head dropped, 
he doubled, up like a pocket-knife and 
fell distorted on the carpet.

Malcolm jumped to him, knelt over 
him, tore open his clothes, put his ear to 
the narrow chest.

“Hypodermic?” asked the nurse,
“ No, no, not the slightest use,” Mal­

colm answered. “ Cardiac rupture. He 
was stone dead when he struck the 
floor.”

BUGLES AND BUTTERFLIES.*
By J. Aubrey Tyson.

A story of army life wherein Love and War march to the music 
of battles.

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

LIEUTENANT FORBES, of the 23d U. S. Cavalry, in Manila, and his friend Captain 
Longaker, are leading an expedition to bring in Pacheco, a Filipino leader, who is 

hiding farther down the coast.
Longaker has previously .received an appointment to General Purdy’s staff, which 

has been withdrawn to give him this hazardous command. He feels that some inimical 
personal motive is behind it, as his colonel, Secor, disapproves of his friendship with Miss 
Secor, and an old enemy of his, Florence Endicott, has lately made her appearance.

On the transport bearing them down the coast, Forbes and Longaker learn that 
Lieutenant Tappan a few weeks previously had landed a similar expedition, thirty of the 
79th Cavalry, under Forrester, and that the detachment is supposed to have been de­
stroyed. Hardly has he made this explanation when they intercept a heliograph, appar­
ently from Forrester, with a warning to beware of Devoges, who is to be their guide, 
and the information that Miss Secor and another lady are prisoners of Pacheco.

Longaker examines his orders and concludes that they have been tampered with, 
as there is an injunction to report to Carrero, the head of a native constabulary, which 
he does not think genuine.

Longaker informs Devoges and his subordinate, Perigo, that the transport, con­
trary to custom, will remain in the bay until the expedition returns. In .the light of 
these 'remarks, it seems to Forbes hardly a coincidence that after the little expedition is 
landed on the beach, a flash of light is seen, and, with a jiull boom, the transport becomes 
the center of a terrific explosion.

CHAPTER XL1
“ MAN OVERBOARD! ”

A
 QU ARTER of an hour before 

the occurrence of the incident de­
scribed at the close of the last 
chapter, Lieutenant Tappan, lean­

ing against the deckhouse of the 
Bojeador, puffed a Manila cheroot and 
looked thoughtfully toward the shore.
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The members of the party that- had 
just landed were in the shadow of the 
cliff, and, therefore, were invisible to his 
eyes; but sounds travel fast and far 
over the water, and Tappan, who secret­
ly had little faith in the success of the 
expedition, was listening for some audi­
ble indication of a hostile reception.

The apprehensions of the commander 
of the Bojeador had so far got the better 



of him that he had ordered twelve of his 
bluejackets to arm themselves and stand 
ready to lower a couple of boats at a 
moment’s notice. But for twenty minutes 
the stillness of the night was unbroken. 
Then he heard the voice of. the lookout.

“ Two sampans from the shore.”
Tappan remained motionless. The 

boxes and bundles which were to be sent 
ashore were on the deck, and the ten 
cavalrymen who had been left behind by 
Longaker were below. There was noth­
ing more to be done until the sampans 
came alongside, so the lookout’s informa­
tion was received with the same stolidity 
with which it was given.

Suddenly Tappan started as a mur­
mur rose from a little group of sailors 
who were in the bow.

“ Man overboard! ” came the cry.
“ He’s all right—swimmin’ strong! ” 

shouted another, who was evidently at­
tempting to persuade his comrades that 
there was no necessity for leaping in to 
the stranger’s aid.

“What’s up, boys?” called Tappan, 
as he hurried forward.

“ Man swimming to the ship, sir,” ex-, 
plained a bluejacket who was in the act 
of flinging a life-buoy over the rail.

“ Lower a ladder,” the lieutenant 
commanded.

The life-buoy, hurled by a strong and 
accurate hand, had struck the water 
about thirty feet from the vessel’s side. 
In a trice the swimmer had it in his 
grasp, and while a ladder was being 
lowered a half dozen arms were hauling 
in the line attached to the buoy.

A score of bodies leaned over the rail 
as the dark head of the swimmer came to 
the ladder. They saw a well-thewed 
arm reach upward, and the hand of its 
owner closed around one of the rungs. 
Then a pair of bare shoulders, gleaming 
white in the moonlight, rose from the 
water, and the swimmer looked up to 
measure the distance he had to climb.

“By God, it’s Forbes!” Tappan ex­
claimed. “What has happened, man?”

But Forbes did not answer .then. He 
mounted the rope ladder slowly and 
sturdily, but with the awkwardness of a 
landsman. Not until, puffing heavily as 
a result of his exertions, he stood, as 
naked as when he was born, on the deck 
of the Bojeador, did he speak.

“ Tappan, they’re coming out to sink 
your ship.”

The commander of the Bojeador 
glanced toward the approaching sam­
pans.

“ We’ve got eight or ten minutes yet,” 
he drawled, and started toward the 
bridge, then he added cheerfully: 
“ Come with me, and tell me about it.”

They quickly mounted the steps to 
the bridge, but before Forbes had a 
chance to offer any further explanation, 
Tappan was pressing one electric button 
after another and calling orders down 
various speaking tubes. These orders 
were to the effect that the anchor was to 
be hoisted immediately and that the 
Bojeador was to be made ready to get 
under way in two minutes.

“ Now, Forbes,” said Tappan, quietly, 
as sounds indicative of a suddenly awak­
ened activity began to rise from al] parts 
of the ship.

“ That’s all right as far as it goes,” 
Forbes answered grimly. “ The Bojea- 
dor’s safe enough now, I guess, but we 
want those brown devils over there on 
the shore to think she’s gone down.”

Tappan glanced up at the moon.
“ It’s pretty bright I know, but I 

thought of all that while I was swim­
ming out,” explained Forbes. “ All we 
want is smoke. Fill your galvanized 
fire pails with oil, and------”

“All right,” said Tappan, whose 
mouth already was at one of the tubes.

The dripping mustache • that Forbes 
was stroking failed to hide the grin of 
its owner as, cocking one eye toward the 
sampans, he heard Tappan elaborating 
his plan—an elaboration which, ex­
pressed through different speaking tubes, 
took the following form: ,

“ Walsh, call to quarters, and fill all 
fire buckets with petroleum and bring 
them' on deck. McGrath, send up all 
your oakum to the deck. Nelson, cover 
your fires with wood and coal—we want 
smoke—yes, the hell of a smoke—got to 
have it quick. Simpson, get up your iron 
coal barrows and fill ’em with the oakum 
you’ll find on deck.”

Then, turning to Forbes, he added 
wearily:

“Coming out to sink us, eh? How 
were they going to do it?” • ...

“ They are sending out a loaded sam­



pan. The Bojeador is all Devoges is 
afraid of just now. He knows Long- 
aker is on to his game, and he thinks you 
are in communication with some des­
patch boat or transport out yonder. He 
won’t let you get away from here if he 
can help it.”

“ If he’s afraid of us, why do you 
want him to think we’ve gone under? 
What good will .that do Longaker?”

“ It will make the little brown devil 
less wary, give Longaker a chance to 
see his hand, and cause Devoges to think 
there is nobody on his trail.”

“ You are going after him then? ”
“ Yes.”
"With only your corporal and ten 

men? ”
“ We’ll make them do.”
Tappan chewed his cigar thoughtfully 

for several moments, then he said:
“ I’m a little short of men myself just 

now, but I’ll lend you five.”
“Thanks,” Forbes replied. “ I’ll 

take them.”
“ Well, here are your sampans. The 

anchor’s up. Now what’s your game?”
“ Sink the boats, but----—”
“ All right. . A couple of shots 

through their cargoes from one of our 
three-pounders ought to do the trick.”

“ They’ll see the flash from the 
beach.”

“ We’ll get them around to starboard 
—our offshore side.’.’

“ They’ll hear the report.”
“ The explosion will come too quickly 

afterward."
Tappan picked up a megaphone and, 

in Spanish, shouted to the crews of the 
sampans:

“ Ship your cargo on the starboard 
side.”

As Forbes looked about him he saw a 
dark figure crouching by each ■ of the 
Bojeador’s guns. Others, moving quick­
ly and silently to and fro, were placing 
buckets and metal wheelbarrows on the 
side of the vessel that was next to the 
land.

By the time the sampans had weath­
ered the stern of the gunboat every­
thing on deck was still. Slowly the little 
vessels wore around to the starboard, and 
as they did so Tappan left Forbes’ side 
and walked over to where a midshipman 
stood by the starboard rail. The Bo­

jeador’s commander exchanged a few 
quiet words with this young subordinate, 
then hurried to the bridge. A few mo­
ments later Forbes felt the vibration of 
the slowly-turning screw. The the mid­
shipman. spoke.

“ All ready—Number Six—Number 
Seven—Fire."

Two guns flashed almost simulta­
neously, then there came a crash and roar 
with a concussion that sent Forbes reel­
ing against the deckhouse. A hot, fiery 
blast, charged with noxious odors, swept 
over the Bojeador with a force that well- 
nigh smothered all who turned to view 
the great crater that seemed to have 
opened up in the sea.

A great wave threw the Bojeador al­
most on her beam-end. Though almost 
deafened by the sound of the explosion. 
Forbes heard a vigorous voice shouting 
above the tumult, and he knew that Tap­
pan was speaking.

“No fire on the oil till the sea goes 
down! ”

Two or three more heavy waves 
rocked the ship, .and moved shoreward.

“ Now, the blaze, boys—altogether!”
Two or three minutes later, Tappan, 

bolting into the cabin, saw Forbes rub­
bing his bloodshot eyes. The Bojeador’s 
commander chuckled.

“Think the smoke will do?”
"Do!” Forbes gasped. “Gad, man, 

it makes one think he’s sitting on the 
chimney of Hades! ”

“ Things move quickly on your Uncle 
Samuel’s ship of war,” said Tappan with 
another chuckle. “ But, say, old man,' 
how would you like to have a suit of 
clothes? ”

Forbes gave a start.
“ Great Caesar, Tappan! ” he ex­

claimed. “ I quite forgot that I had 
left my outfit on the shore! ”

CHAPTER XII.
WHAT THE SMOKE-CLOUDS BROUGHT.

Of the two sampans not a vestige 
seemed to remain on the surface of the 
sea. Several seamen who were watching 
them at the time the shots were fired 
from the Bojeador asserted that only 
one of the little vessels appeared to have 
been laden with explosives. Its con­



sort was so near, however, that the force 
of the explosion completely annihilated 
both.

Fortunately there was a fairly strong 
breeze blowing toward the land, and as 
the Bojeador moved slowly southward 
the dense smoke that rose from her deck 
and funnels rendered her invisible to 
all who were on the shore.

A few minutes after the destruction 
of the sampans, and while the Bojeador 
was off the promontory, four boats- were 
lowered from the port side of the ves­
sel. These contained Forbes, ten cav­
alrymen, the five seamen who had been 
assigned to short duty, twenty extra 
rifles, fifteen thousand rounds of am­
munition, two weeks’ rations, three sig­
nal lanterns, and enough men from the 
Bojeador to take the four boats back.

Under cover of the smoke of the 
Bojeador, the four boats made their way 
to the point of the promontory. As the 
bow of the first boat grated on the nar­
row strip of sandy beach, a voice issued 
from a group of bushes.

“ Don’t fire, boys. I’m Yost.”
“ Come on out, corporal,” commanded 

Forbes, in a low, sharp voice.
The sturdy figure of the cavalryman 

stepped out into the moonlight.
“Are you alone, Bill?” Forbes asked 

as he leaped ashore.
“ Well,” drawled Yost, “ I’ve got your 

clothes.”
Forbes, whose only garment was a 

pair of seaman’s trousers, looked search- 
ingly around the beach.

“What have you done with them?” 
he growled.

“Just took ’em into the thicket, lieu­
tenant,” Yost replied. Then he led the 
way to the place of concealment from 
which he had emerged. “ Is the Bo­
jeador on fire? ”

“ No.”
Yost heaved a sigh of relief.
“ I thought you’d win out. When 

I saw your clothes on the beach I knew 
you had gone to warn them of some­
thing.”

“ Flow did you know the clothes were 
mine?”

“ The captain told me I was to meet 
you here. Then, too, when I examined 
the coat I saw the places where the 
chevrons had been.”

“ How long has it been since you saw 
the captain? ” asked Forbes, who was 
now quickly donning the garments he 
had doffed when he started to swim out 
to the Bojeador.

“ About ten minutes before the sam­
pans put off. He was standing on the 
beach with the boys. All’s been quiet, 
over there since then, but since the ex­
plosion there have been several lights 
moving about the beach. What was it 
that blew up, Forbes?”

“ The sampans. But we haven’t time 
to talk of the explosion now. Yon had 
a look at the horses ? ”

“ Yes. There were about sixty of 
them, and, so help me God, Forbes, ten 
of them have the * U.S.A. ’ brand on 
their hides.”

“ Eh? ”
“ And one of the nags is wearing a 

saddle-clpth of the Seventy-Ninth Cav­
alry.”

“ The devil! It looks as if Forres­
ter had come to grief, then.”

“ Major Forrester! Has he been 
here? ”

“ Yes—came up six weeks ago with 
thirty men.”

Yost gave a long, soft whistle.
Forbes, who had now finished dress­

ing, laid1 a hand on Yost’s shoulder.
“ Let’s sit down here on this rock, 

Bill,” he said. “.I’ve got something to 
say to you, and it must be said quickly. 
It’s just as well, perhaps, that the boys 
should know what sort of game it is that 
we are up against.”

When they were seated, Forbes re­
sumed :

“ The situation is this: We’ve" been 
ordered up here to take Pacheco—a task 
that was secretly assigned to Forrester 
six weeks ago. The military depart­
ment of the Philippines seems to be a 
bit up in the air, and our expedition has 
been sent off half-cocked.

“ Nothing was said to Longaker about 
Forrester’s expedition by the colonel, 
but in his written order there are some 
forged lines that make it appear as if 
Longaker was to report to a renegade 
Spaniard named Carrero. Purdy seems 
to have been completely taken in by 
Devoges, one of Carrero’s agents, for 
Purdy thinks that Devoges is working 
in our interests.”



“ Is that the fellow who met our 
party?”

“ Yes. Though Longaker knows that 
Devoges is playing double, he and his 
ten men are going off with the mestizo 
into the hills. Devoges says they will 
be with Carrero in four hours. He also 
says that Carrero will aid us in our at­
tempt to capture Pacheco.”

“ It looks bad for Longaker.”
“ He’ll take care of himself—there’s 

no fear as to that. The captain may be 
a little slow sometimes in finding a trail, 
but when he gets it—God help the man 
he’s after.”

“ Well, what are we to do back 
here? ”

“ We’re going to shadow Devoges and 
Longaker.”
. “ They are mounted.”

“ So will we be when we cut out the 
horses we need.”

“ But they’re started already.”
“ Some of Devoges men will stay to 

watch the beach. Anyhow, they’ve 
brought more horses than they need, and 
if they are going to take those buffalo 
carts with them we dan soon overtake 
them.”

“ We’d better be getting off then.”
“ Yes. But there is one other thing 

that I’d better tell you, for only Long­
aker and I know it now, and if we get 
put out of the game, you fellows will 
have to play out our hands. After we 
left Manila Bay, Longaker and I learned 
that two American women had been kid­
napped in that city by agents of 
Pacheco. They were put ashore here 
yesterday and taken inland, where they 
are now held either for ransom or as 
hostages.”

“Two American women! Damna­
tion ! Who------”

“. The name of one we have been un­
able to learn. The other, Bill, is the 
daughter of the colonel.”

Yost gasped and leaped to his feet.
“JMiss Harriet! Great God, Forbes, 

are you crazy? ”
“JNo, but I guess you can about size 

up my feelings by your own.”
For several moments Yost was speech­

less.
“ But how the deuce did they------”

he faltered.
“ We’ll learn all that when we get 

Pacheco in our grip. But first we must 
see the captain safely through to Car­
rero. - Then it may be necessary to wring 
the necks of Carrero and Devoges be­
fore we get the truth.

“If we don’t find the women with 
Carrero, why we’ll probably have to 
wait until we come to our grapple with 
Pacheco. In the meantime we’ll have 
to keep our eyes and ears open for signs 
of Forrester.”

“ I thought you told me Forrester was 
dead? ”

“ That’s the story Devoges tells, but 
there’s some chap out there among the 
hills who is working a heliograph in a 
fashion peculiar to the American army. 
I want to find him before I reconcile 
myself to the idea that Forrester and 
thirty boys from the Seventy-Ninth have 
been caught napping by these brownies.”

“ Well, lieutenant, where do we be­
gin? ”

“ With the horses. I think you and 
I can cut them out if we find them over 
in the valley.”

“ What are you going to do with the 
boys?”

“ Take them with us as far as they 
can go without being seen. I don’t want 
the brownies to know they’ve landed. 
They know, however, that we are some­
where along the coast.”

“If we make off with the horses, 
won’t they send in to Devoges and tell 
him to look out for us? ”

“ They may try, Bill, but I guess we 
can give the messenger an entertainment 
on his way that will keep him from dis­
turbing the peace of mind of Senor 
Devoges.”

The smoke blown ashore from the 
Bojeador now hung like a pall over the 
cove and beach. The four boats had 
discharged their passengers, and fhe im­
pedimenta was piled on the narrow strip 
of sand. The men, huddled together in 
a group, with their rifles in their hands, 
were gasping for breath in the murky 
atmosphere and looking impatiently 
toward the thicket when Forbes and 
Yost emerged.

After directing a couple of his men 
to bury under a light covering of earth 
in the thicket the box containing the 
three signal lanterns, Forbes, with Yost 
and eight cavalrymen, climbed the prom­



ontory and started, by way of the top 
of the cliff, toward the little valley in 
which Yost had seen the horses.

Despite the firmness and evenness of 
the ground over which the little party 
now made its way, its progress was so 
slow as severely to try the patience of 
its leaders.

Though the growth of bushes and low 
trees was less formidable than that 
which usually is encountered in the low­
lands of tropical countries, it was suf­
ficiently dense to offer a series of serious 
obstacles. Nearly half an hour passed, 
therefore, before Forbes, pushing aside 
the branches of the last bush, saw the 
site of Devoges’ encampment.

A moment later he stepped back sud­
denly and caught Yost by the arm.

“ Look! ” he said.
The corporal saw that they were by 

the side of a road. Scarcely more than 
twenty paces from where they stood, a 
big water buffalo, drawing a rude, heavi­
ly laden cart, was moving slowly after 
a little party of white-clad horsemen 
who were disappearing around an angle 
of the road.

“ They’re off,” Yost muttered.
“ Not all of them," Forbes answered 

in a hoarse whisper. “ They’ve left 
----”
He stopped abruptly as he heard the 

hoof-beats of a horse. A few moments 
later two mounted men, riding after the 
buffalo cart, reined in their steeds direct­
ly in front of the place where the Ameri­
cans were crouching.

The riders were Devoges and Perigo.
“ No, don’t leave the beach until you 

run them down,” Devoges said vehe­
mently. “ They can’t have gone far. 
They evidently expected a boat to put 
in from the Bojeador to take them off. 
Now that she’s gone, they’ll come back 
to look for their captain. 'They’ll be 
here by dawn. Shoot them down with­
out any preliminary ceremonies, then 
bury them in the sand. When this is 
done, ride after us.”

Perigo nodded and turned the head of 
his horse toward the sea. Devoges rode 
after the buffalo cart.

“ Plain talk that—from General Pur­
dy’s friend, eh?” Forbes muttered.

“ I wonder_if they’ve begun to dig 
the holes! ” said Yost.

Forbes waited until the hoof-beats of 
the two steeds had died away;, then, 
finding that all was still, he stepped out 
cautiously.

As he peered about him he saw sev­
eral horses tethered among the trees on 
the other side of the road.

“ I wonder how many of these Fili­
pinos we have against us! ’’ Forbes 
soliloquized. " We’ve got to have some 
of that stuff that we’ve landed over at 
the point, and we can’t get any horse 
through the jungle we’ve just left. 
Yost, we’ll have to clear the beach as 
soon as Devoges and his people are far 
enough away to enable us to fire without 
being heard.”

On the farther side of the road, 
among the trees to which the horses were 
tethered, Forbes saw the outlines of a 
long, low building thatched with nipa 
palm. Against the lintel of the opened 
door leaned a man, clothed in white, 
who was lazily puffing a cigar or ciga­
rette. In front of the house a buffalo, 
hitched to a cart, stood munching some 
forage that had been placed in front 
of him.

“We can’t get out of here while he is 
watching,” Forbes muttered, but even as 
he spoke the Filipino turned and dis­
appeared inside the house.

“ Come when you hear me whistle,” 
Forbes said abruptly, and the words had 
scarcely passed his lips when he stepped 
to the side of the road. After looking 
cautiously to the right and left, he dis­
appeared from the view of his compan­
ions.

CHAPTER XIII.
HOW SOME HOLES WERE DUG.

The minutes dragged on slowly as 
Yost and his eight companions, crouch­
ing in the bushes, awaited the reappear­
ance of their leader. Clouds of mos­
quitoes hovered around their • lair and 
attacked them with such persistent vigor 
that several of the cavalrymen removed 
their coats for the purpose of shielding 
their heads and necks from the on­
slaughts of the voracious pests.

At length, at the expiration of nearly 
a quarter of an hour, a low whistle 
reached their ears. The coats were 
quickly replaced, and each man gripped 



his rifle. Then, as the whistle was re- 
peated, Yost led a crouching khaki line 
in the direction from which the signal 
camef

Half-concealed by the trunk of a 
palm, about fifty paces from where they 
had been lying, the members of the lit­
tle party saw the figure of Forbes. By 
a gesture he commanded them to follow 
him, then he entered the undergrowth.

For five minutes they fought their way 
through the brushwood. Occasionally, 
however, they came to openings that 
comYnanded a view of the sea. Glanc­
ing through these, the men saw, far in 
the distance, a mass of dark smoke? But 
the outlines of the Bojeador were no 
longer visible.

Suddenly Forbes stopped.
“ When I give the word^ rush the men 

I am going to point out to you, but do 
not fire,” he said in a low voice.

The cavalrymen moved forward more 
cautiously for a distance of about .fifty 
feet. Then they saw that they 'were at 
the line at which the woodland stopped 
at the beach. Twenty paces distant a 
half score of natives were standing in 
a group around Perigo.

A' hoarse whisper issued from the lips 
of Forbes.

“ Charge! ” '
If leaves rustled or twigs snapped as 

the Americans cleared the forest’s 
fringe, the sounds failed to reach the 
ears of the chattering Filipinos.

“ Guns down and hands up! ” cried 
Forbes, leaping forward with an army 
revolver in his right hand.

The command was expressed in Span­
ish, and was obeyed almost involunta­
rily, as the brown men, gasping with as­
tonishment, turned toward the cavalry­
men.

Assured that every hand was in the 
air, Forbes spoke again.

“ Back—ten paces—all of you! ”
The smoke of the Bojeador had 

cleared away, and the moonlight was 
gleaming on nine leveled rifle barrels.

The limbs of the natives were trem­
bling, but the ten paces were measured 
fairly, and no word was spoken.

“ Senor Perigo,” Forbes said quietly.
For several moments there was no re­

sponse, then Perigo stepped forward 
from the group.

“ Yes, Senor Lieutenant,” the Taga­
log replied politely.

“ Senor,” Forbes went on, “ it was my 
privilege a few minutes ago to over­
hear your parting instructions from our 
friend Devoges. You have remained be­
hind, I believe, for the purpose of dig­
ging some holes in the sand.”

And by the great start Perigo gave 
then, the Americans saw that he appre-., 
ciated the significance of the lieuten­
ant’s words. But the Tagalog was 
game.

“Alas, yes, senor,” he answered• sad­
ly. “ Senor Devoges saw the tide was 
coming in, and it was his wish that we 
remain here to give decent burial to such 
bodies as might be washed ashore from 
the unfortunate Bojeador.”

“ That is what he meant, then, when 
he said: ‘ Shoot them down without pre­
liminary ceremonies, then bury them in 
the sand ’ ? ”

Perigo shrugged his shoulders slight­
ly, as he answered:

“ It is a custom of the Tagalogs, 
senor, to put a ball through the head of 
every man who, appearing to be dead, 
is buried on the field. The Senor Lieu­
tenant is aware that many hapless , sol­
diers are buried alive.”

“ It is a pleasant custom,” said, 
Forbes approvingly. “ But while you 
are waiting for the bodies, why do you 
not dig the holes?”

PerigO1 hesitated, then he glanced sea­
ward.

“ Well, senor, it has just occurred to 
us that perhaps the Bojeador is not des­
tined to go down off this coast.”

“ There is no telling, Senor Perigo. 
It is better to dig the holes.”

“ We have no spades, senor.”
“ Some of these boards and flat stones 

that strew the beach will serve the pur­
pose. The sand is light and easily 
turned.”

“ How many shall we dig? ”
“ One„ apiece will do.”
Perigo turned away disconsolately 

and addressed a few words to his men. 
Then, still covered by the ' American 
rifles, they collected the boards and 
stones of which Forbes had spoken.

As they began to dig, Forbes bade 
them pause; then addressing Perigo, he 
said: < .



“ Senor, masked, by your pretended 
friendship, you planned to get us in your 
power, then, in defiance of all rules of 
civilized warfare, shoot down, like dogs, 
your helpless prisoners and bury them 
in the sand. For this the officers of any 
other army than that of the United 
States would line you up against yon­
der cliff and shoot you down without 
mercy. But it is contrary to our prac­
tise to slay in cold blood unarmed men.” 

- Then, turning to Yost he said in a 
voice that was heard by Perigo and his 
men:

“ When the holes are dug, move with 
your men two hundred paces down the 
beach, leaving the rifles of Senor Perigo 
and his companions here where they 
have dropped them. When they have 
regained their weapons, open fire and 
pursue them until all are slain. As I 
am going to take two men with me, 
Senor Perigo will have the advantage of 
numbers.”

Then, calling by name the men he 
wanted to accompany him, he led them 
to the head of the little valley.

Having succeeded in corralling the 
leader and the more active members of 
the Filipino band, Forbes promptly de­
cided to carry out the rest of his scheme 
without any attempt at concealing his 
purpose. Accordingly he and two men 
boldly approached the low building in 
front of which the meditative buffalo 
was still munching its hay. Three Fili­
pinos, hearing their steps, came hastily 
to the door.

“ Americanos! ”
And as the cry rang out, one of the 

Tagalogs raised a revolver, while the 
others reached for rifles. But the na­
tives never drew the triggers. Forbes 
and his companions fired almost simul­
taneously and the Tagalogs fell to the 
floor.

Entering the building, the Americans 
found that it consisted of one large 
room in which many stools, three cots 
and several tables were placed. This 
was now deserted.

As they left the house and looked 
around no other native met their view.

Hurrying to the little cluster of trees 
on the seaward side of the house, the 
cavalrymen found six horses, apparently 
of an American breed, and fourteen na­

tive ponies, all of winch were saddled. 
The buffalo turned a pair of pensive eyes 
toward the men in khaki and continued 
his munching.

Forbes turned to his men.
“ Well, boys, our work here is done 

I guess,” he said. “ The buffalo has 
awaited a long while for his load, so 
I think one of you had better drive him 
along the beach to the men on the prom­
ontory. There are some impedimenta 
down there that may find him useful. 
Woodville, mount one of these nags, ride 
down to the beach and promontory and 
tell all the rest of our comrades to hurry 
up here as fast as they can.”

The man was scarcely out of sight 
when there came from the beach the 
sound of two rifle volleys, then a series 
of scattered shots.

Forbes’ companion looked at him 
questioningly.

" Wait,” said the lieutenant. “ To re­
turn now after what has been said would 
be a. breach of faith. Yost is capable of 
handling them alone.”

Forbes, gazing watchfully up the road 
along which Devoges had gone, smoked 
silently for several minutes. He did not 
turn/his head until he heard the hoof­
beats of a hojse approaching him from 
the direction of the beach.

It was Yost. .
“ The holes in the sand are filled,” the 

Corporal said.

CHAPTER XIV.
“AMIGO----MUCHA AMIGO!”

When the moon attained its meridian 
that night, a Filipino of middle age. 
clad in a badly soiled white shirt which 
hung down over the tops of his trousers, 
emerged from a cluster of high ferns, 
and stepping cautiously on a rude road­
way that wound along through the trop­
ical forest, looked around him search- 
ingly.

From the branches above him came 
the expostulating squawks of drowsy 
parrots, but all else was still. After as­
suring himself that he was not likely to 
be observed, he advanced boldly into the 
road, and bending over it, he examined 
its surface attentively.

Suddenly he gave a start, rose quickly 



and looked along the road to his right. 
Then he shook his head gravely and once 
more made his way into the thick tangle 
of the -wilderness. For a distance of 
fifty-feet he had to struggle with a mass 
of tangled vines and bush-branches that 
barred his way.- At length he came to a 
small, round clearing about twenty feet 
in diameter. Here the bushes were 
either uprooted or beaten down.

From this clearing a little path, two 
feet in width, led in through the brush­
wood. Along this path the Filipino now 
made his way at a rapid trot till, about 
sixty yards farther on, he came to a 
second clearing, at one side of which 
rose a tree that is peculiar to the Phil­
ippines.

This tree, in many respects resem­
bles a mangrove. The roots grow out 
of the trunk above the ground in a man­
ner which gives to the base the appear­
ance of that spider which is familiarly 
known to juvenile America as the “ dad­
dy-long-legs.” As the tree increases in 
age new roots grow out above the old so 
that in course of time the bottom of the 
trunk is often as much as twenty feet 
above the surface of the ground. At the 
ground the roots sometimes have a pro­
jection of thirty feet, and form a series 
of roofless chambers.

Into one of these chambers the Fili­
pino crept and, stooping, he raised from 
the ground a short, thick and heavy 
club. Stepping back he smote one of 
the roots with the club at irregular in­
tervals, thereby producing a series of 
deep, booming sounds that reverberated 
through the forest in a manner that had 
the effect of distant.peals of thunder.

At the expiration of five minutes he 
stopped and, with one of the overhangs 
of his shirt, he wiped the beads of per­
spiration from his brow. Then squat­
ting on the ground at the foot of the 
tree, he lighted a cigar and waited.

At length, with a quick movement, he 
snatched the cigar from his mouth and, 
falling forward he placed . one ear to 
the ground. Then he heard a low 
“ chug-chug, chug-chug ” that resembled 
the hoof-beats of a galloping horse. He 
leaped quickly to his feet, fan down the 
path, through the clearing and plunged 
into the tangle which lay between the 
clearing and the roadway.

Many minutes went by—five, ten, 
then twenty. The parrots ceased their 
chatter. Doubtless they thought the 
man who lay with one side of his head 
to the ground, and with only a thin 
fringe of brushwood between him and 
the road, was sleeping, or had crawled 
into the tangle to die like other natives 
they had known. But assured that he 
meant no harm to them, the birds grew 
still.

From a distant point somewhere in 
that mighty forest there suddenly rose a 
succession of sounds similar to those 
which this watchful native had produced 
from the strange tree. The Filipino 
raised his head, and listened attentive­
ly. When the sounds ceased he put one 
of his ears to the ground again.

A few more minutes passed, then once 
more he started and raised his head. 
Now he heard the sound of human 
voices—the voices of two men who con­
versed in ordinary tones. At first the 
words were indistinguishable, then they 
became more plain.

“ There are no more, senor,” one voice 
said.

“ No. One was all he dropped.”
“ He expects his lieutenant to follow 

him.”
“ Ha, ha, ha! The lynx-eyed Perigo' 

win see to that! ”
“ But if another is found along the 

road and is taken to Devoges, what are 
we to say ? ” **

“ It is night,” replied the other, petu­
lantly. “ In these shadows it is as vain 
to look for a little shell as to seek at 
this hour a lost ruby among the sands 
and stones of yonder beach.”

“ True. Let us return to Devoges."
Creeping farther forward the Fili­

pino saw two figures, clad in white, 
standing in the road. Each of the men 
was leading a horse by the bridle. And, 
as the old native gazed, they mounted^ 
and rode away to the right.

As the sound of the hoofbeats died 
away, the Filipino stole out cautiously.

“ A shell—a shell! ” he muttered in 
the language of the Tagalogs. “ They 
were looking for it in the road.”

Almost involuntarily his gaze swept 
the ground around him. Then some­
thing caught and held it. The object 
was lying in a rut in the road. The na­



tive moved toward it, stooped, and 
picked it up.

It was an empty cartridge.
The old Tagalog looked at it medita­

tively, turning it over and over in his 
hands. He held it to his nose, then 
scratched his head.

He was about to throw it away when 
a new thought srtuck him. He raised 
his shirt that overhung his trousers and 
took a small revolver from his belt. 
From this he abstracted the little rod 
that held the chamber cylinder in posi­
tion, then he thrust the rod into the car­
tridge. A moment later a little slip of 
paper was before his eyes.

He gave utterance to a little excla­
mation of disgust.

The written words were English, and 
he could not read them.

He was still fingering the paper du­
biously when he was startled by a series 
of sounds that came to him from the 
left. He listened for a moment, then he 
forthwith plunged again into the bushes. 
From above his head there rose harsh 
mutterings. The parrots also had heard 
the sounds—the hoof-beats of approach­
ing horses.

This time the Filipino had not long 
to wait. The sound .of pounding hoofs 
rapidly grew louder, then around a curve 
in the road there swung two horses and 
their riders. ' The riders were white and 
were clad in khaki.

“ Amigo—mucha amigo! ” cried the 
man in the bushes.

The riders drew rein with an abrupt­
ness that almost sent their mounts back 
on their haunches.

The men were Forbes and Yost.
"Amigo—mucha amigo!” (a friend 

—a great friend) the unseen Filipino 
cried again.

“A friend of whom?” Forbes called 
out, in Spanish.

“ Senor Forrester.”
“ Come out, then,” answered Forbes, 

as, turning, he saw his little band sweep­
ing toward him along the road. Then, 
in a low voice, he said to Yost. “ Ride 
back and put the boys on their guard.”

Yost had scarcely wheeled around his 
horse and started back, when the Fili­
pino left the bushes and advanced with 
upraised hands.

"•Where is Forrester?” Forbes de­

manded as he directed a searching gaze, 
full of suspicion, on the Filipino.

" An hour’s journey over there,” the 
native answered, pointing to the lieuten­
ant’s right. “ He is hard pressed and 
needs your aid.”

" He knows that we are here? ”
“ Yes, senor.”
The expression of distrust deepened 

on Forbes’ face.
“ We only lapded to-night. Who has 

told him ? ”
“ I, senor."
“ But if he is an hour’s journey from 

here how could you have covered the 
distance between the beach and his 
camp ?

“ I’ve made the trees talk, senor.”
“ The trees! ”
Forbes shook his head incredulously.
“ Who has sent you here to stop me? ”
"No one, senor. I am a scout in the 

service of Major Forrester.”
" What is your name? ”
“ Sanchez, senor.”
"Ah!”
It was the name of the man mentioned 

in the heliograph message—the name of 
the man who was to be trusted.

“ You can make the trees talk, you 
say?”

“ Oh, yes, senor.”
“ Then tell Major Forrester that you 

have seen Crosby Forbes—that our de­
tail is' divided, and that the second di­
vision is following the first, which is 
with Devoges. We are going to join 
Carrero. The division detail cannot 
leave the first.”

The Filipino leaped backward, and an 
expression of alarm crossed his face.

“ You know you are going to Carrero? 
Do you go as friends? ”

Forbes stroked his mustache thought­
fully, then he answered:

“ Yes, we go as friends.”
“ My God, senor! You walk into the 

open mouth of the serpent! ”
“ That is my suspicion, Sanchez, 

but------”
“ Carrero is the arch enemy of you 

all.”
“He has promised to aid us in our 

attempt to take Pacheco.”
“ Pacheco is his slave.”
“ He has two prisoners—American 

women.”



“ Carrero will wed one to-morrow. 
He has captured a priest. It is very ter­
rible.”

The face of Forbes grew livid.
“Which one does he purpose to make 

his wife?”
The Filipino shook his head and 

shrugged his shoulders.
“ I don’t know,” he said, “ but it is 

the more beautiful of the two! ”
“ The devil! ” Forbes muttered, then 

looking over his shoulder, he said: “ We 
must push on then.”

The eyes of the Filipino brightened, 
as he said: ,

“ Carrero is with the force that is now 
surrounding Major Forrester, and the 
major’s ammunition is gone.”

“How many men has he left?”
“ Only ten, an hour ago.”
“ But if Devoges ft going to meet Car­

rero------”
“ I know a shorter way than that 

Devoges has taken, senor.”
“ We will overtake Devoges by the 

way you know?”_
“ Perhaps. But you will see Major 

Forrester first?”
Forbes hesitated, then shook his head 

negatively.
“ We must ride on,” he said. “ Our 

men ahead may need us.”
Sanchez gave a little start as he sud­

denly thought of the cartridge and piece 
of crumpled paper that he held in one 
of his hands.

“ Two of Devoges’ men came back 
looking for shells in the roa<r,” he be­
gan.

“Looking for shells!" Forbes ex­
claimed, with ^n accent of alarm.

“ Yes, senor. I heard them talking. 
They abandoned the search. Then I 
found this.”

And as . he spoke he gave to Forbes 
the cartridge and slip of paper.

By the light of the moon Forbes read :
The mask is off. We are disarmed 

and covered by the rifles of the enemy. 
Under the circumstances a fight was 
hopeless, but we would have gone to 
the end did we not believe you would 
relieve us. Why they have spared us • 
I don’t understand. Longaker.
Underneath this was written the word 

“ durable.” This corresponded with the 
ninth day of the month, in the manner 

indicated on the list Forbes had given 
to Longaker on the Bojeador.

Forbes slipped the note into his 
pocket, then bending down he extended 
a hand to the Filipino.

“ Up with you, Sanchez! ” he cried. 
“ Give me your hand—now, your foot, 
on my stirrup. We’ll ride on a little 
way together, so climb up here behind, 
me. Forrester shall see us before day­
break, but he will see our whole detail 
together.”

As the little Filipino, sitting behind 
him, gripped him round the waist, 
Forbes wheeled around his horse and ad­
dressed his men.

“Longaker and his boys are taken!” 
he cried. “ They’re on ahead of us. .We 
must get them. So let us ride—ride and 
fight as we have never done before, for 
the honor of the Twenty-Third and the 
daughter of its colonel! ”

* * * *
Several hundred yards in the rear, 

two American bluejackets, driving a 
slow-plodding buffalo, which drew a 
cart filled with rations, rifles, and am: 
munition, heard a sudden clatter of 
hoofs ahead of them—a clatter -that 
grew fainter and fainter and finally died: 
away in the distance. .

“I wonder what struck the ,boy$, 
ahead of us,” one muttered.

“ Hanged if I know,” replied the 
other stolidly. “ Danged if I , ever 
thought I’d come down to driving a 
white elephant and a rhinoceros. But 
when I’m told to keep him going right 
along this road, why right along this, 
road he goes. We don’t know nothing. 
But orders is orders.”

CHAPTER XV.
THE TALE THE TREES TOLD.

“ Another, senor.”
And ■ the speaker placed a cartridge 

shell in the hand of Devoges, who was 
riding at the head qf his little cavalcade.

The brow of the leader darkened as, 
reining in his steed, he allowed his men 
and their prisoners to move past him. ,

“ This is the second,” he murmured. 
“ Senor Longaker lias one of the qualities 
of an excellent correspondent, for he 



does not wait for answers to his com­
munications before he writes again.”

As his two buffalo carts moved by him, 
he drew a slip of paper from the car­
tridge and read as follows:

Devoges has picked up ten more 
men. There are now - sixty in his 
force. , Longaker.

And underneath was written the word 
" durable.”

Devoges seemed to be lost in thought 
for several moments, then thrusting his 
spurs into the sides of his horse, he rode 
on rapidly until he came to the side of 
Longaker.

“ Sehor,” he said, “ if you are so un­
fortunate as to drop another of your 
empty cartridges in the road, we will 
be compelled to leave your body beside 
it.”

Without waiting for an answer he rode 
on until he reached the head of his troop.

“ Senor Perigo is late,” said one of his 
lieutenants.

“ Yes, Senderon, his search on the 
beach has taken him longer than I 
thought,” Devoges answered gloomily.

There was a pause, then Senderon 
said:

“ These Americans do not seem to be 
greatly affected by the loss of their rifles 
and the knowledge of the fact that they 
are our prisoners.”

“ They are a strange people,” Devoges 
replied. “ It is hard to read their 
thoughts. Sometimes I think——”

He stopped suddenly.
From a point directly ahead of them, 

and apparently scarcely more than three 
hundred yards distant, there came the 
ringing notes of a bugle!

Every Filipino bridle came back with 
a jerk, and a murmur of alarm spread 
through the ranks.

“What does it mean,-senor ? ” Sende­
ron asked breathlessly as he looked into 
the startled eyes of Devoges.

“ Forrester is out! ” Devoges gasped.
“ He doesn’t know that we are here, 

else he wouldn’t sound------”
There was a sudden raising of fright­

ened voices behind them. Then there 
came the sound of a rifle shot—a babel 
of shouts—then a rifle volley—a volley 
that seemed continuous.

It was in vain that Devoges drew his 

sword and called to his men to stand— 
that they outnumbered the enemy. His- 
white-coated adherents flung down their 
rifles and as, with uplifted hands, they 
started .toward the brush, they fell to 
the earth like singed flies.

The panic of his followers gripped the 
heart of the leader, and, smiting his horse 
with his spurs, he pressed forward. 
Once more the notes of the ghostly bugle 
rang out ahead of him. He hesitated 
and looked over his shoulder. Amid the 
■plunging, snorting steeds, and the mass 
of shrieking, cursing, praying Filipinos, 
the men who had been their prisoners 
were grabbing rifles. The fire slackened, 
and, charging with drawn sabers, Forbes 
and his cavalrymen and three bluejackets, 
rode into the frenzied mob.

Devoges hesitated no longer. Once 
more he turned the head of his horse to­
ward the place from which the notes of 
the mysterious bugle still were rising. 
As he rounded an angle in the road, a 
jet of fire issued from a thicket bn his 
right. His horse stumbled and he saw 
a single horseman move forward from 
where the shot had come. The steed of 
the Filipino leader went down, and, as 
he freed himself from the stirrups, he 
heard a shout of triumph.

“Well done, Yost! You can rest the 
bugle now. You’ve winged the man we 
want. Now you little, lying runt------”

And Forbes, leaping from his horse, 
seized Devoges by the collar.

“ Here—take him, Yost,” Forbes went 
on. “ There’s plenty of good clean 
work cut out for him to-night. He’s 
promised to take us to Senor Carrero and. 
by God, we’ll see he keeps his word! ”

Then, delivering the trembling mestizo 
into the hands of the corporal; Forbes 
remounted hi£ horse and rode back to 
the scene of carnage.

It was ugly saber business—this work 
of the men of the Twenty-Third, for only 
one prisoner was taken-r-Devoges.

In less than five minutes all was still, 
and the cavalrymen and bluejackets were 
collecting fallen rifles and rounding up 
the best of the uninjured horses. While 
the men were thus employed, Forbes 
turned to Longaker.

“ How did it happen, lad, that you and 
your men of the Twenty-Third gave up 
your arms? ” he asked coldly.



' Longaker- turned to bis friend a face 
that was expressive of grim reproach.

" Eleven of us were looking into forty 
rifles, Forbes,’’ he said. “ They had us 
in a bunch. There wasn’t one of the 
boys who wouldn’t have died game, with 
his gun gripped in his hands, if I hadn’t 
commanded them to give them up.”

“You gave the order to surrender, 
then,” Forbes muttered, as he pulled at 
his mustache.

Longaker hesitated.
“ There’s a woman over there with 

Carrero or Pacheco------” he began.
“ Yes. I know,” sighed Forbes. 

“ There’s always a woman at the bottom 
of it.”

“ Well,—I thought of Harriet Secor, 
and I knew that if she was to be taken 
out of the hands of her captors, no Amer­
ican soldier that is up here now could 
be spared from the task,” Longaker went 
on.

" When the explosion occurred, I had 
an idea that you had suspected that De­
voges was going to>destroy the Bojeador, 
and had planned to save her. You fooled 
the brownies, Forbes, but I know that 
if-an explosion like that hits a ship, she 
isn’t going to drift out to sea on an in­
coming tide."

" True, lad—true. I hadn’t thought 
of that.”

“ So I felt sure you would be after me 
with your men. When I saw that those 
tffownies had us covered, I didn’t tell 
my. men to surrender. ‘ Let ’em have 
the guns, boys,’ I cried. And by the way 
I spoke they knew we would have them 
back again In a little while.”

“You lent the rifles, then?” Forbes 
queried.

“'That’s all,” Longaker replied.
" BraVo, bravo, lad! ” Forbes ex­

claimed, as he slapped his comrade on 
the back. “ I knew that no man of the 
Twenty-Third------”

He stopped and listened.
“ What’s that ? ” he muttered.
From a point somewhere near them in 

the forest there came a succession of 
booming sounds like those of distant 
thunder or the breaking of heavy seas.

Glancing toward Devoges, Forbes saw 
that he was listening attentively. The 
lieutenant gripped the mestizo by the 
shoulder, as he said:

“ Speak, you little weasel! What 
noise is that we hear over yonder ? ”

“ It is some one making the talking 
trees tell of your victory.”

Forbes, releasing Devoges from his 
grasp, heaved a sigh of relief.

“Ah!” he exclaimed. “It is only 
Sanchez talking to Forrester.”

CHAPTER XVI.
IN THE HANDS OE CARRERO.

The first faint glints of dawn were 
beginning to appear above the hills as 
a young’ Filipino horseman crossed’the 
ford of a clear mountain stream, and 
drew rein in front of a large nipa 
shack.

At the door of the shack sat a drowsy 
Tagalog sentinel who, hearing the ap­
proach of the horseman, quickly roused 
himself and brought bis rifle to bis shoul­
der.

“Who goes there?” he demanded in 
a tone that plainly indicated- that the 
challenge as well as his belligerent atti­
tude were more or less perfunctory.

“ A friend,” the rider answered.
“ Advance, friend, and give the coun­

tersign,” demanded the sentinel, with a 
yawn.

The rider laughed lightly and leaped 
from the back of his Timor pony.

“ Is Senor Carrero sleeping? ” he 
asked.

“ No,” the other answered, as, turn­
ing, he rapped on the door. Then, 
thrusting in his head, he addressed a 
few words to some person within.

“ Senor Carrero will see you, Qppas,” 
the sentinel said.

Oppas, without further add, pushed 
open the door and entered the hut.

The room was lighted by a couple of 
wicks that floated in cups of cocoanut 
oil. This light revealed a tall, admira­
bly proportioned man, seated beside a 
rude table that was covered with papers 
and writing materials. His dark, oval 
face was well molded, his brown eyes 
were large and lustrous, his chin was 
firm and his mouth was partly concealed 
by a carefully trained black mustache.

He appeared to be about thirty-five 
years of age, and his erect figure indi­
cated that at least a part of his life had 



been passed in military service.
was Jukn Antonio Carrero.

As Oppas entered, Carrero quickly 
raised his eyes from a paper that he 
held in his hands.

“ Well? ” he asked abruptly.
“ I come from Senor Devoges,” 

Oppas explained.
“ I am aware of that,” the other re­

torted curtly. “ If you have a message 
from him, let me have it as quickly as 
you can.”

“It is a verbal message, senor. He 
did not have time to write.”.

“ Then tell it."
“ Senor Devoges has met Captain 

Longaker’s party from the Bojeador. 
Besides the leader there are ten men. 
All are prisoners and are disarmed. 
Sefior Devoges is bringing them to you.”

Carrero smiled faintly and nodded in 
a manner that was expressive of thor­
ough satisfaction.

“ What time am I to expect them ? "
“ By dawn, senor.”
“ Was there a fight ? ”
“ None. But Senor Devoges de­

stroyed the Bojeador and all who had 
remained aboard after Longaker’s party 
disembarked.”

Carrero started and bit liis lower lip.
“ That is a little too serious, I am 

afraid,” he muttered, with a grave 
smile. “ These Americans are more 
sensitive concerning the loss of a ship 
than of a whole army corps. If the 
Maine had not been destroyed at Ha­
vana the Spaniards would still be in 
Cuba.” •

Oppas started to speak, but Carrero 
silenced him with a gesture.

“ It is now almost dawn,” he said. “ I 
will get the details of his work from 
Senor Devoges himself. Does the in­
formation you have just given me cover 
all that you have to tell?”

“ Yes, senor.”
“ That will do, then.”
Carrero nodded, and Oppas turned to­

ward the door.
“ Wait,” said Carrero.

; Oppas drew nearer the table. The 
Spaniard looked meditatively for several 
moments at one of the walls, then he 
went on:

“ Go to the quarters of Senor Fer­
nandez and tell him it is my wish that

This ' he inform Senora Endicott and her 
friend that I will visit them in ten
minutes.”

“Yes, senor.”
“ When you have done this, return 

here.”
Oppas saluted and withdrew.
For several minutes Carrero sat im­

movable, staring at a pile of papers on 
the table. He was in this position when 
Oppas returned.

“ Senor Fernandez directs me to say, 
senor, that the ladies will see you.”

Carrero nodded.
“ Wait here till I return,” he said.
He picked up his hat, and as he 

placed it on his head he left the hut. A 
short walk along the, banks of the 
stream that flowed through his camp 
brought him to the -door of a nipa hut 
that was somewhat larger than the one 
he had just left. He found a little 
group of armed guards on duty. He 
returned their salutes, then knocked on 
the door. There was a pause; then a 
woman’s voice bade him enter.

He opened the door, and, removing 
his hat as he crossed the threshold, he 
bowed profoundly to two women who 
stood together in the middle of the 
floor. . • . • i

Both of the women were of medium 
height, but one was at least ten years 
older than the other. The older was the 
woman who had been observed by Forbes 
while he was conversing with Band­
master Kumpel on the Luneta, in Ma­
nila. -

To-night, however, as she stood with 
one arm around her younger companion, 
she seemed even more beautiful than she 
had been in the capital. There was 
something haughty in her mien; her 
cheeks were flushed, and her dark eyes 
flashed ominously, as, with a slight in­
clination of her head, she acknowledged 
the profound bow made to her by Car­
rero.

The woman who stood beside her was 
of an altogether different type of femi­
nine beauty. Her slight figure lacked 
the queenly dignity and magnificent out­
lines of the widow of Major Endicott. 
Indignation had given to the features 
of her companion the color of a rose, to 
her it had given the whiteness of the 
lily. While the dark eyes of Flora En­



dicott flashed with proud, uncompromis­
ing scorn, the deep blue eyes of Harriet 
Secor were clear and cold. Her deli­
cately molded features were those of a 
carefully reared girl, but, withal, a girl 
who was the daughter of a brave soldier.

Carrero, the first to speak, addressed 
the two women in perfect English. _

“ Ladies, we change our camp to-mor­
row,” he said. “ It is better that before 
we go we arrive at an understanding on 
the subject which I submitted to you 
yesterday. Let us sit down.”

As he finished speaking he placed two 
chairs near his fair prisoners.

The two women hesitated, then seated 
themselves.

*' I shall not detain you long," Carrero 
went on. '" But it is essential that what 
I would have you do be done to-night.”

The Spaniard took from one of his 
pockets a paper wjiich he unfolded with 
perfect deliberation. Then turning to 
Miss Secor he said:

"Senorita, yesterday I suggested to 
you the propriety of writing to your fa­
ther, Colonel Secor, for the purpose of 
informing him that you are in the hands 
of Carrero, and begging him to use his 
influence with the Department of the 
Philippines in such a manner as to 
cause the Washington authorities to give 
me a clear title to fifty thousand acres, 
the location of which I have specified, in 
Central Luzon—a title which the revolu­
tionists have consented to give me in re­
turn for my support.”

" The American army needs no sup­
port of the character that Senor Carrero 
is prepared to give it in putting down 
the insurrection,” Harriet answered 
coldly.

Carrero nodded and smiled gravely.
" I believe that is the substance of 

what you told me yesterday,” he said. 
“ For your sake I regret to say, however, 
that you are not altogether well- 
informed concerning the needs of that 
organization. It will surprise the senorita 
to learn, therefore, that Juan Carrero 
holds the honor of that army in his 
hands.”
• Harriet’ shrugged her shoulders.

" Senor Carrero is not strong enough 
to hold his own,” she retorted coldly.

The Spaniard’s face grew pale with 
anger. But he answered quietly:

“ When you know him better you will 
not be so bold, my charming senorita. 
In your army there is no secret so well 
covered that I cannot dig it out.

“ I do not deal with underlings. It 
is only among those of higher rank that 
I work my will. A.score have been dis­
honored through my agents. Honorable 
men, you say? Ah, but not sufficiently 
astute to learn the workings of my game.

“ They know my name, but don’t 
know me. They feel my hand, but never 
see it. They know that I am in Luzon, 
why do they not attempt to take me? 
They are striking at Pacheco now, but, 
senorita, how wildly they are striking! 
They trust men who are my lieutenants 
—men who lead their paltry, perfunc­
tory expeditions into the snares I spread 
for them.

“ I have threatened that I will ruin 
any civil or military officer who leads or 
sends an expedition after me. So, be­
lieving me to be in the west, *they strike 
at my poor Pacheco, who is in my serv­
ice in the east.”

Chuckling as be leaned further for­
ward, he went on:

“ Important documents have been 
missed by those in authority—docu­
ments whose loss means a loss of the 
tenure of office of those responsible for 
their keeping. Can these military and 
civil' departmental chiefs prove that they 
were stolen and not sold to me? If 
they were stolen, what have their cus­
todians to say of their vigilance, and 
their ability to keep state secrets?

“ Among these high officers who trem­
ble at my name is your father, senorita. 
But he and General Purdy have been 
bold enough to send two expeditions 
after Pacheco, and I have resolved to 
punish them.”

“ It is for them to punish—not a rene­
gade from the Spanish army who, hav­
ing a price put on his head, dares not 
show his face where European civiliza­
tion holds sway! ” said Harriet, rising 
with flushed features.

“ Ah, the senora has been exerting her 
influence over you, I see,” replied Car­
rero, who also rose. “ Well,, then, 
senorita, since you have partaken so 
much of the Senora Endicott’s spirit, you 
shall share her happiness. When she be­
come my wife, three hours hence, you 



will become the bride of my deaf friend, 
Senor Pacheco.”

Harriet gave utterance to a cry of 
dismay and ran to Mrs. Endicott, who 
caught her in her arms.

Mrs. Endicott, now trembling with 
emotion, turned her flashing eyes on the 
Spaniard.

“ You coward! ” she said in a low, 
vibrant voice. “ Your successful de­
struction of Major Forrester’s expedi­
tion has turned your brain. Beware of

(To be c

the fate that will be meted out to you 
by a second.” .

Carrero smiled as he bowed low be­
fore her.

“ The second has come, senora,” he 
said. “ Captain Longaker and his com­
mand have been taken and are on their 
way to die at your feet this morning, if 
you and the senorita turn back from the 
altar when I bid you go.”

Then, with another courtly bow, he 
left her.
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ON THE STEEPLE.
By Charles Francis Bourke.

a remarkable and thrilling 
situation on a church spire 

that pierced the very clouds. -j*

O
NE job brings on another in my 

business. That’s the advantage 
of working in the open air, “ in 
the eyes of all men,” as the Good 

Book says.
It was on Monday morning that I 

rove the new halyards to the flagpole on 
the Trinity Building. Twenty-two 
stories from the sidewalk it was, and ten 
thousand people jamming the streets 
watching.

And there I was shappering ’round up 
there on top of that forty-foot pole, like 
a toy monkey on the end of a mighty 
slim fishing rod.

It was blowing a gale, and the flag­
pole bent .over with my weight—I’m not 
very heavy, either—so that I teetered 
right over the middle of the street, which 
looked about two feet wide. It was tick­
lish work, but just the same I had to 
laugh to see ’em making plenty of room 
down there for me to drop.

I only mention that to show you how 
a steeple-jack does his own advertising. 
Very next morning after the Trinity job 
I had a call from the sexton of St. 
Paul’s.

“ You’re the man that climbed Trinity 
flagpole yesterday ? ” «.

I had to own up.
“ Can you work up on top of a church 

steeple without scaffolding ?” he asks 
again.

I knew what was coming. I’d had my 
eye on that St. Paul’s job since last 
summer.

“ I can rope myself up the steeple and 
sit on top of the cross, if that’s what you 
mean,” I said.

“ They don’t want you to sit on it; 
they want you to gild it,” he says. “ Ves­
try pays fifty dollars and stands the gold 
leaf. I’ve brought the surface measure­
ments.”

“ I’m your man I ” I said, jumping 
up. “ I’ll get the leaf at Simonson’s 
and be on the job at noon.”

“ Simonson can send the bill. I'll 
meet you at the church. Don't hurt any 
of my pigeons. Good morning! ” And 
out he goes.

There was a mighty good business 
man lost in that sexton.

I needed a helper on the job, so I 
started out hunting up “ Diver ” Larsen:

Carl Larsen, his real name was, but 
he was a deep-sea diver before his lungs 
went back on him. He said if he 
couldn’t live 'way down below, he’d live 
’way up top, so he took to helping 'me, 
odd jobs. He was a big husky' bully, 
lithe as a panther on rope wOrk, though.-

I found him at .Connor’s Corner, half 
asleep over a pint. He began to make 
excuses. '

“ You know hot days hurts my head,”



he said. "It is so since the Morocco 
Prince, when those greenhorns pumped 
too much air into my helmet. I dived 
after the Morocco Prince------”

“ Then you can go back to diving, 
for all of me,” I said sharp. I wasn’t 
going to pass up a fifty for his laziness. 
He took it all right though, and that’s 
what surprised me a little at the time.

"So?” he said, looking at me more 
puzzled-like than mad. “ I shall go, and 
I hope we shall not be sorry.”

He went off after the tackle and tools 
and I got the gold leaf and met him 
at the church door. The sexton let us 
in and took us up into the belfry where 
the big " open work ” lattice windows 
are. He looked close at Diver Larsen.

“ You know your business, but I know 
faces,” he whispers. “ Watch out you 
don’t come down faster than you go up. 
There’s cross-pieces on the center beam 
to climb up by,” he says. “ Mind what I 
told you about my pigeons.”

He trotted off, and Larsen and I got 
on the platform oyer the big bell. There 
was a stampede up there right off; the 
place was full of wings and whistling.

That’s the worst about spire work; 
all the city pigeons live in church 
steeples and when you climb the center 
beams they go on crowding ahead of you 
until they can’t get up any higher; then 
they just fold their wings and drop like 
a bullet—and look out you don’t get one 
on top of your head!

Diver Larsen and I was dodging them 
all the way up the beam. There was one 
thing funny—he kept mumbling to him­
self.

“ They was a whole crate of ’em on 
the Prince,” he says. “ They was blue 
rocks an’ they was pouters, too, an’ they 
was carriers. Them had notes tied on 
their legs from the passengers. . . Pore 
devils I All drowned an’ wet, they was.”

“ What the deuce you growling 
about? ” I sings out finally. " You want 
to let the beer alone next job,” I says. 
I just thought he was sojering on me.

“It ain’t beer,” he says, scrambling 
up after me. “ It’s the air they pumped 
into my helmet. . . But they was all 
drowned, every one of ’em. . . . 
There goes a blue rock now. He was 
drowned along of the pouters an’ car­
riers.”

“ Hold your yarning," I told him, 
half thinking I’d send him .back. We’d 
got up top, though, far as I could work, 
and I went boring through the sheath­
ing to cut out a man-hole. When I 
pulled out the first plank I saw we were 
ten feet from the foot of the big gilt 
cross.

" We’ll run out a string-piece and lash 
it to the center beam,” I told him. " You 
steady it while I lasso the cross-arm and 
swing a straddle seat.”

St. Paul’s was mighty high from that 
man-hole! Either that or Diver’s 
grumbling got on my nerves. It was 
blowifig great guns up there, too, a.nd 
the up-draft from the steeple nearly 
pulled me through the hole.

I wasn’t taking any chances, so I 
rigged a waist line and fastened it in­
side higher up, in case of missing my 
footing: The spire swayed a good five 
feet,' too, though I didn’t mind that, be­
ing used to flagpbles.

I missed the cross-piece first throw, 
but made it the next time. Then we 
hauled up the block tackle and made 
fast to the beam inside. I stuffed a roll 
of gold paper in my pocket and strapped 
the size box round my waist.

“ I’ll do the top arm first, Diver,” I 
said.. " That’ll be enough for to-day. 
Haul me up to the cross-arm, and I’ll 
give word when I want to come down. 
Look sharp now, and see you don’t keep 
me waiting.”

“ I’ll look sharp and see you ain’t kept 
waitin’,” he said in the same queer way, 
looking out through the man-hole at me 
where I stood on the stringer. “ Just 
give the word, an’ I’ll let you down.”

“ Then hoist away! ” I sings out.
1 don’t know if you ever did work on 

a steeple top; if you didn’t I can tell you 
it’s crampy up there, with the wind 
cutting your face, and the swaying 
’round, and The sizing sticking up your 
hands, and the- gold blowing off just at 
the wrong time.

When your head gets singing you’ve 
got to quit work and look ’way off in the 
distance to straighten up again. Up 
there you could see the river winding 
miles up into the hills, and the whole 
panorama of the big town, and the 
streets running like white threads away 
off and losing themselves.



About two hours is all an average 
jack can stand, and it took me that to do 
both sides of the top arm of the cross.

Then something struck me that I 
hadn’t given a thought to all the time. 
I had signalled Diver once or twice the 
first hour, and once he had stuck his 
head out of the man-hole, looking up 
and nodding. Then he went to hammer­
ing awhile, and I got busy and forgot 
him.

I now slapped the rope against the 
side of the steeple. He didn’t make any 
move.

“ Suppose he’s gone to sleep and 
fallen down inside,” I thought. That 
wasn’t comforting, so I slapped the 
rope some more.

No reply, and a little chill ran up 
my back. I took a turn of the hoist 
over the cross-arm and began cautiously 
to pull in. It came 1

“ He has gone to sleep, or he has 
fallen down,” I thought. “ Only I’d 
sure have heard him. What's he cast 
the hoist rope loose for?”

I was getting cramps bad, and knew I 
had to get down, if I ever expected to 
make it. I didn’t really need his help 
for that, only it was safer, and it made 
me mad, the way he’d let the fall get 
cast loose.

I didn’t want to risk scaring him off 
that scantling, either, if he was asleep; 
I needed that for a foothold, and I just 
made up my mind, pretty quick, to give 
it to Mr. Diver Larsen when I got down 
there.

I cast loose the lashings, took a half 
turn round my leg, and lowered away. 
It was no child’s play, either, for, mind 
you, it was a good twenty feet from the 
cross-arm to the man-hole; and it was 
the longest twenty feet I ever made in 
my life, too!

Half way down, my feet caught the 
out-slant of the steeple dnd I gripped it 
with the inside of my shoes to take the 
strain off my hand?. I looked down and 
saw the end of the scantling—just four 
or five inches—sticking out below and 
aimed to land on it.

I saw the scantling—and I saw some­
thing else!

Diver Larsen’s big hand shot out and 
grabbed the hoist rope, jerking it out of 
my grip. It snapped up against the 

spire as he jerked it in and made fast, 
and then Diver’s big red face leered up 
at. me from the man-hole, just on the 
level with my shoes, where my legs 
dangled down from the swing-board.

“What the devil you up to?” 1 
yelled when my heart quit jumping.

“ I’m makin’ you stop there when 1 
talk to you,” he aays perfectly calm. 
“ You wouldn’t let me tell you about the 
Morocco Prince, so now you got to 
listen. Then we’re both goin’ to dive 
right down to the bottom of the sea 
an’ see what them pore folks is doin’ all 
this time in the wet.”

Then I knew Diver Larsen had gone 
mad—high-climber’s madness.

I tried to keep a grip on myself. 
That’s part of my trade, too.

“ This ain’t no time for foolin’,”. I. 
says, trying to grin it off. “ Let me 
down; I’m' all cramped up.”

“ It is crampy, in deep water,” he 
said, nodding slow and solemn. “ Es­
pecially in cold weather. I been there. 
Them pore passengers on the Prince was 
all cramped, an’ wet—mighty wet. -They 
was lots o’ pigeons too, on’y they comes 
back here to the steeple to see us dive.”

I saw how it was, and my stomach 
went cold, cold as ice. It all came back 
to me in a flash: his talk and his crazy 
way, and about his head and the air-., 
pump.

I thought quick—mighty quick. So: 
would you if you was swinging good and: 
fast between the sky and the street and. 
a looney helper half way between. :,... .

Steeple-jacks have got to think fast, 
most times, and I saw he wasn’t going to 
do anything right away; steeple-jack 
madness always starts cool—nothing 
wrong only the talk.

“ All right,” I said, pleasant ‘and 
cool; “ I always wanted to know about 
that Morocco Prince. You went down 
and got the gold and the bodies, didn’t 
you?” .

“ That’s just what I did,” he said, 
nodding again at every word.

“ She went down in twenty fathom 
and they blowed air into my helmet and 
choked me so I couldn’t see.

“ They was a box of pigeons and 
boxes of gold, and sixty passengers, all 
dead and wet. She was French and the 
women an’ children was in the cabins..



They wasn’t no boat, an’ they wasn’t no 
crew.”

“ Crew jumped the boats—I see,” I 
said, when he stopped. I was measuring 
the distance all the time.

Then I thought of something. It 
came to me like a flash—though I knew 
it was either him or me,J didn’t want to 
kill him if I could help it.

“ Take a turn of that hoist line round 
your middle and make it fast to the cen­
ter beam,” I said careless like.

He looked surprised and some sus­
picious.

“ What’s that for? ”
" And you a diver! ” I says, trying to 

laugh, though my side was pounding like 
trip-hammers. “ How are you going to 
signal up top ’less you take down a rope 
when you dive? ”

He ■ brightened right up. “ That’s 
right,” he answers me. “ We don’t need 
air pipes, ’cause my helmet is too full 
now. Wait a bit! ”

I heard him fumbling inside; then he 
puts his face out again, working with 
one hand at his waist, knotting the rope.

I knew there wasn’t more than six- 
foot play of line between him and thd 
end round the beam, because he had 
to cast it loose and he held the hoist 
in his hand, only just below where I 
was hanging on to it myself.

I was ready for him then, but didn’t 
dare let go too soon. That kick meant 
life or death to me—and maybe to him, 
if the rope let him down inside. I 
played for time, coaxing him.

“ Now tell me about the Prince, like 
you started,” I said teetering with my toe 
against the spire.

Lord, but I was glad I hadn’t changed 
my street shoes!

“ The Prince went down twenty 
fathom,” he says, leaning his chin on his 
hand (his eyes right level with my toe, 
too).

“ I goes down in twenty fathom where 
she knocked her bottom out on' the 
rock. . . One fat gentleman in a w’ite 
wesket came floating right out o’ his 
cabin door and bumped into me. I 
couldn’t see ’cause they was givin’ me too 
much air.

“ ‘ Who might you be?’ says I.
“ ' I owns the pigeons an’ I’m guardin’ 

the treasure down here,’ he says.

“ * I ain’t goin’ to have no one in­
terfering with my job,’ I says, an’ 
pushed him back in the cabin.

Then I goes on to the saloon cabin. 
A awful sight that was!

“ The steward he says to me, ' Have 
you got a ticket ? ’ he says. . . ‘ Divers 
don’t need tickets,’ I tells him. . . 
‘ Then down below you goes, an’ shovels 
coal,’ he says. So I goes to the captain, 
drowned up on the bridge------”

I couldn’t stand that any longer. He 
was just mumbling along you know, 
talking slow and never moving. I felt 
myself going looney too, and I know 
enough about men going mad up high 
to know he would make me take that 
dive with him when he got through. So 
I breaks in, very cautious and cool:

“ Are you sure you got that hoist rope 
good and fast on you? ” I says. He 
holds off a little and lets me see it round 
his waist. That scared me—his moving 

, back—but he put his chin back on his 
hand,' and I breathed deep again. His 
squinty eyes burned like two coals.

“ Don’t interrupt, ’cause you ain’t got 
much time,” he growls. “ I sees the 
captain on the bridge------”

It was now or never!
Thud! I let him have it.
The toe of my heavy shoe caught 

Diver between the two red eyes, right 
where I aimed. He just gurgled and 
went back slow. Then the hoist rope 
jerked like a mule kicking; I could feel 

' the big cross up top wabbling, and I 
went up three feet with his weight pull­
ing me up on the board. But it’s funny 
—a regular picture went through my 
mind of Diver Larsen hitting the bell!

He bit the cross-piece instead, because 
the rope slacked, and my feet came down 
on the end of the scantling. I knew it 
was all over then, and I got loose and 
crawled in through the man-hole.

Limp ?
I just doubled over a cross-beam like 

an old coat. Things floated between my 
eyes, and I thought I was going to flop 
right there; only a minute, though, be­
cause I heard him stirring right under 
me and beginning to gasp. But he was 
fast to the hoist line, so I knew he was 
safe for a few minutes, and I didn’t 
want that much time to shin down and 
go hunting the little sexton.



The sexton was in the vestry, when I 
came wobbling along, holding on to any­
thing in reach.

“ I thought you’d have some trouble,” 
he says as soon as he saw my face. 
“ Where’s the crazy man? ”

“ Up top,” I gasped. “ Get the fire 
boys over.” Then I tumbled—first and 
last time since I’ve been climbing.

* * * * *
Well, that’s all. The laddies found 

him counting his fingers and talking of 

the Morocco Prince to the pigeons up 
there at the man-hole. They let him 
down in a sling and took him to the 
hospital, where he was out next week 
O.K. Doc said he had temporary brain 
congestion.

He isn’t my helper now, though—not 
with that kind of a head! Steeple-jacks 
have plenty to bother them without 
looney helpers with helmets full of air. 
Diver Larsen’s working for Connor now. 
at the Corner—and that’s the best place 
for him!
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A romantic love story of the Western mountains and lumber- 
camps.
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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

SYLVIA WEAVER and her six-year-old brother, Dunny, are on their way to Tama­
rack, in the mountains of the West, where her father once lived and where she is to 

marry Jerry Kirk, a middle-aged friend of his. On the train she meets Allan Kennedy, 
and a mutual love springs into being, though loyalty seals her lips.

Sylvia and her brother take up their abode in Tamarack, and Jerry, with silent 
suffering, sees the obvious situation in which Sylvia and Allan stand.

Tid Flack, the Tamarack cobbler, in the recesses of his shop, comes upon a pair 
of boots which belonged to Sylvia’s father, and, in the toe of one, discovers his long 
lost will, which makes Asa Craig, Jerry’s partner, guardian of Sylvia and her brother, 
until she shall marry some man of over thirty-five years of age. The property—timber 
country—will enable Craig to drive Jerry out of business.

Kennedy reports the state of affairs to Sylvia, and she insists that it is her duty to 
marry Jerry immediately. In spite of Allan’s fervent declaration and protestations, she 
sends him to the mill some miles distant to bring Jerry home.

CHAPTER XXL 
jerry’s hour arrives.

J
ERRY KIRK and his partner, that 

Sunday morning, had been having 
a bitter engagement of words, in 
the interchange of which Asa 

Craig had revealed the full extent of 
his power. The man’s amazing clever­
ness and ingenuity had proved to be 
second only to his jealousy and frankly
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avowed intention to thrust Jerry out of 
the business.

A new sort of Jerry, somewhat 
stunned, but wholly calm and self-reli­
ant, greeted Allan Kennedy when at last 
the younger man appeared again at Mill­
site and delivered Sylvia’s message.

“ Miss Weaver wishes to see you at 
once,” was all that Allan said.

Already beset by accumulated trou­
bles, Jerry believed that more were now 
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about to be added to his burden. The 
flash of emotion in Allan’s eyes, as he 
thus fufilled what he felt to be a final 
service to Sylvia, was interpreted by 
Jerry as a sign of the younger man’s 
success in love. He was certain that 
Sylvia wished to see him only for the 
purpose of asking to be released from 
her promise to become his wife.

He merely said, “ All right.”
' But the ride to Tamarack was a long, 

hot ride, and conflicts raged in the breast 
of the mountaineer, leaving- his heart 
in soreness that he felt could have no 
healing.

Yet when he came at length to Hank’s 
abode and‘beheld little Dunny, back by 
the shed, petting and fondling his 
blinded burro, a change came upon the 
man and brought him something that 
was almost happiness.

His horse he had left at the stable. 
Standing there. in the • road, to watch 
little Dunny for a moment, he was un­
aware that Sylvia was coming toward 
him from the porch till she opened the 
gate, a rod or so away.

“ Why—how soon you came! ” she 
said. “ Isn’t it glorious, a day like this? 
I wanted to tell you something, Jerry. 
Shall we walk up the trail, to the tree 
with a seat ? ”

He saw that she was nervously ex­
cited. The.Cdlor was burning radiantly 
in her face; her eyes were shining in all 
the luster of which their gray was pos­
sessed. He had never seen her look so 
beautiful.

“ All right,” he answered. “ How 
are you? ” and he held out his big, strong 
hand.

It seemed to do her good to feel the 
-pressure of his grip upon her fingers. 
She was steadied. • n

“ Let’s go around the other way,” she 
said, “ and Dunny can stay with his don­
key.”

Jerry’s heart was beating with a heavy 
stroke. He felt confirmed in his former 
belief tjiat Sylvia wished to tell him of 
her happiness with Allan Kennedy.

They walked in silence toward the 
pine tree where they had paused that 
day when Jerry had come to Tamarack 
to talk of their marriage. He wondered 
why she would seek the place, and 
vaguely he wished she would not. Yet 

why should an item so insignificant mat­
ter to him now?

“ Jerry,” she said, before they came 
to the tree, “ I didn’t know my father’s 
will could make such a difference to you. 
I didn’t know it till to-day.”

“ Your father’s will? ” he said. 
“ But—I haven’t said it makes any dif­
ference to me.”

“ I know you haven’t. Of course you 
haven’t,” she answered. “ You never 
would. But it does—it does make a very 
great difference indeed. Mr. Kennedy 
told me about it this morning. I never 
knew till then.”

“ Kennedy—ought not to talk about 
company business—I mean my affairs— 
the will—anything, outside of school,” 
he stammered.

“ He had to,” she said. “ I’m glad he 
did! He wouldn’t have been your 
friend—or mine—jf he hadn’t let me 
know.”

“ He may not have known what he 
was talking about,” said Jerry. “ The 
will is all right. What has Allan been 
telling you anyway?”

“ Everything! ” she said.
They had come to the tree, at the base 

of which the seat was provided, but they 
stood beside it, face to face.

There—wasn’t much to tell,” Jerry 
faltered.

“ Yes there was—if you are being 
ruined!” she insisted. “He likes you 
so much he had to tell. He’d have been 
such a coward if he hadn’t. Jerry, for­
give me for all my thoughtlessness, but 
I didn’t know—I couldn’t know of all 
this going on. But—you can handle all 
the property. You can beat Mr. Craig— 
and be trustee and guardian—and every­
thing ! ”

She was blushing hotly. To her it 
was almost as if she herself were pro­
posing marriage to Jerry, but her sense 
of right and loyalty and gratitude bore 
her out in it bravely. >

Jerry looked at her, puzzled. He 
failed to grasp her-meaning, so many 
and so poignant had been his feelings 
recently.

“ But—but Craig is guardian—trus­
tee,” he stammered.

“ Yes—of course—I know,” she said 
courageously, “ but the will says if I 
should marry a man over thirty-five 



years of age, and you—I wrote you I 
would. I wrote it, Jerry—and I meant 
it—only—only-  Don’t you see what 
I mean? ”

“ Sylvia—let’s sit down,” he. said in a 
voice grown suddenly thick.

He took a place on the seat and 
stared at tire ground. His face was red, 
but it paled peculiarly.

“ Let’s sit .down,” he repeated, as he 
strove to collect his thoughts.

A great wave of joy had surged so 
swiftly through his being that it made 
him weak.

“ Sylvia—tell me,” he said, speaking 
with obvious emotion, “ did Allan know 
why you sent for me to-day? ”

She colored instantly.
“ Yes,” she confessed, “ he did.”
He was silent for a moment, then he 

said:
“No wonder you like him, Sylvia.”
“But the will,” she insisted. "We 

came here to talk of that.”
“And you could do it—marry me?” 

he said, looking fairly in her eyes.
She returned his gaze unflinchingly.
“ Oh, Jerry,” (she said, “ I ought to 

have done it before, but I 'Couldn’t 
help------ I want to, now, I mean.
You’ve been so good to us—you’ve done 
so much 1 I’ve been selfish and thought­
less and—everything else. But I 
couldn’t let you be ruined. I won’t! I 
won’t! ”

Jerry was gazing on the ground again. 
His two big hands were tightly clasped 
together. A wonderful happiness pos­
sessed him, touching his nature with 
sublimity. His hour had come.

“ I knew it, Sylvia—I knew you were 
always just this kind,” he said slowly. 
“ I knew it—even when I felt the worst.”

She was very pale. The implied con­
fession hurt her conscience deeply.

“ I am sorry if I made you feel un­
happy,” she said. “ Forgive me, Jerry— 
please.”

“ Oh, don’t say that,” he begged. “ I I 
didn’t want you to say a thing like that. 
I knew at last—I mean 1 sort of felt 
I didn’t have the right, dear child, to 
ask you to—go ahead with the notion 
of marrying me.”

“ But you did have the right," she 
answered warmly. “ Of course you had 
the right. And any day you say——’’

He raised his hand in a kindly ges­
ture of interruption.

“ If Allan hadn’t shown himself a 
man—it might have been another story,” 
he said. “ God bless you, Sylvia, you’ve 
made me feel like a boy again—happy 
as yonder singing lark—but 1’11 have to 
be a sort of father, I reckon, to you and 
Allan and Dunny.”

"Oh, no, no, no!” she said. “You 
can’t throw away your property like 
that. I came all the way from the East 
to—to be Mrs. Kirk. I couldn’t let all 
your life work go. I couldn’t be happy 
anywhere in the world! ”

He took her hand for a moment and, 
laying it in his palm, placed 'his other 
hand above it fondly.

" Sylvia, don’t be thinking of any 
mere property, or business, against the 
things in your heart,” he said. “ Don’t 
make that mistake. I couldn’t let you 
do it. I’ve been getting, to like Allan 
better and better in spite of myself. I 
like him mighty well—to-day. It’s got 
to be you two. It couldn’t be helped.”

“ Please don’t say it—please,” she 
said. “ Think how I should always feel. 
Give me a chance to do a little some­
thing, Jerry, please.”

He put down her hand and leaned 
against the tree, gazing off at the moun­
tains beyond—the mountains that to him 
were mother, counselors, all.

Sylvia looked at him, conscious of the 
struggle of emotions going on in his be­
ing. Never had he seemed so splendidly 
strong, so vigorous, so handsome in his 
way of rugged beaxfty.

" No,” he said slowly, “ it wouldn’t be 
fair to you, in the years to come. The 
day would arrive when you would reach 
your very prime, and I should be old 
and tired. «•

“ It isn’t so much for just the present; 
we could sort of pretend there wasn’t 
so very much odds, but you see, folks 
should marry for to-day and to-morrow 
and twenty years and fifty years from 
now, and you and I, in twenty years 
from this—it couldn’t be fair.

“ I’m happy—that’s enough. I never 
knew I was coming in for such a happy 
time as this in all my life.”

“ But I came here for this,” she 
insisted earnestly “And if Mr. 
Craig------ ”



“ Don’t worry, Sylvia—don’t worry,” 
he interrupted. “ He can’t scare me out 
of the country. I’ll get on my, feet'all 
right. I did it once—I can do it again. 
And work is what J like.” .

He did not deny that Craig could and 
would accomplish his ruin. She noted 
this. She could fancy him starting 
afresh with his naked hands, toiling to 
build up the structure ’of a business once 
again, in his patient, steadfast way.

It hurt her to think of such a labor, 
after all he had done with his life. *

“ I mustn’t let you do it! ” she said. 
“ I couldn’t accept the sacrifice. Jerry, 
don’t try it, please. Let me help you 
now and do my part.”

“ But what about my standing by and 
seeing a sacrifice?” he asked. “What 
is a handful of property or gold, com­
pared to a handful of hearts? You and 
Allan------”

“ Please don’t speak of me—and Al­
lan,” she implored. “ I can’t endure .to 
think of it now.”

“ But don’t you like him, Sylvia? ”
“ We can’t have everything we like," 

she answered, crimsoning, yet meeting 
his gaze courageously. “ I’d rather you 
wouldn’t think of Allan any more.”

He smiled reassuringly. “ Can’t help 
it,” he said. “ But by the way, speak­
ing of having what we want reminds me 
that Craig wants little Dunny sent to 
Millrite right away. He says he wishes 
to see him.” '

Sylvia turned pale. Asa Craig to her 
was a monster whose every intention was 
sinister.

“ Is he doing this to irritate you 
further?” she asked.

Jerry smiled grimly. “ It sounded a 
little that way,” he admitted.

“ Then Dunny cannot go. I won’t let 
him go! ”

Sylvia rose to her feet in sudden anger.
“ He’s got the right,” said Jerry. “ I 

thought I’d take the little feller up there 
in the morning, for I’ll have to go off 
on a three-days’ trip pretty soon.”

“ Oh, Jerry—why .don’t you make 
yourself Dunny’s guardian?” she cried. 
“ Why don’t you beat Mr. Craig? ”

“ Why? ’’ repeated Jerry, smiling 
peculiarly. “ Why, I guess because I’m 
most too fond />f you to do it.”

He too was standing. He took her

face between his hands and kissed her on 
the forehead. .

“ Come on,” he said. “ We’ll go back 
down to the house and you can write 
for Allan to come and see you soon.”

“ I can’t! ” she answered. “ I can’t. 
I don’t consent to that arrangement. I 
want you to change your mind."

“ I knew what kind of a girl you’d 
prove to be,” he answered. “ Bless your 
heart, I’m glad.”

And so the two went home, but she 
would not, and did not, accept his selfp, 
denial.

CHAPTER XXII.
DUNNY MEETS MR. CRAIG.

It was not without misgivings that 
Sylvia kissed little Dunny good-by, on 
the following morning, and placed him 
in Jerry’s charge on the seat of the black­
board in which they would drive to the 
summit. *

“ You must be real nice to Mr. Craig,” 
she said. “ He must be a good, kind 
man, or papa would never have, liked 
him so much.’’ . • . •

“ I’ll tell him about my donkey,” an­
swered the little fellow earnestly, “ and 
tell him he can have a ride.”

He was very much excited by the.en­
terprise, for Jerry had told him won­
derful tales of all the things to be seen 
at Millsite camp.

“ I’ll come home pretty soon," he 
called to Sylvia when at last the buck­
board started. “ Good-by.”

She stood there to see them go, the big 
fond-hearted man, with all his cares, 
and the quaint little chap, with all his 
joys, sitting together on the seat.

The ride was a wonderful experience 
to Dunny, for the road nearly paralleled 
the flume and the path it took was 
fraught with engineering marvels.

The flume was a wooden “ ditch,” as 
Dunny described it, half filled with 
swiftly running water. It was really a 
V-shaped trough, over fifteen miles in; 
length, winding around the massive base( 
of the mountain range and up through) 
a canon of tremendous proportions, to’, 
the heights above.

At times it lay on the level of the 
earth, supported in its brackets; again 
it dived through a tunnel. Across a. 



number of chasms and ravines it 
spanned the distance like a slender 
bridge, on its stilt-like trestles, fre-' 
quently as much as a hundred feet in 
the air.

Now and again the road lay fairly be­
side the flume; here and there the 
wooden trough lay beneath a bridge 
that the buckboard passed, so that 
Dunny had many opportunities to see 
it close at hand.

He saw that it was as wide across as 
he was long, while its depth was about 
two feet. Along its length, at distances 
varying from a mile to three miles or 
more, were stationed little cabins, and 
in each of these a man was living.

All these men were “ lookouts,” paid 
to remain at points where troubles oc­
curred from time to time, and to do their 
utmost to prevent catastrophes.

In reply to Dunny’s questions, Jerry 
explained that the floating e wood that 
came so swiftly down, and sometimes the 
lumber as well, would “ jamb ” in the 
flume and halt.

At such a moment the “ lookout ” 
must hasten to the spot and work like a 
.giant, with his hook, or “ picaroon,” tak­
ing out the wood as rapidly as possible, 
to prevent very serious complications.

At times these “ jambs ” had wrecked 
whole sections of the flume, the four-foot 
logs of fuel-wood leaping and ramming 
like panic-stricken animals, and piling 
up in chaos and damming the water till 
it rose above the sides of the structure 
and began to sluice away the sand and 
rocks beneath, till a hundred yards or 
more of the slender trough, with sup­
ports and all, would buckle, collapse, 
and fall to pieces like a thing constructed 
of straw.

Already this morning the lumber was 
coming down that wooden ditch in 
planks nearly twenty feet in length, that 
lay together in “ drives,” like narrow 
rafts, held together by the weight of 
the planks themselves.

These drives were scudding down­
ward with amazing rapidity, tossing up 
a spray of water from their noses, and 
trailing foam behind them as they went. 
The darkish water was redolent of pine, 
as it seethed and slipped along in the 
trough; and the wonder of it never 
ceased for little Dunny Weaver.

All in the mountain world about was 
gloriously huge and warm and inviting. 
Far up on the slopes were splendid for­
est trees. Here in the bed of the canon 
were alders, willows, and aspens, sweet 
as hay.

Prodigious turrets and walls and bat­
tlements of rock stood on either side at 
one of the passes and everywhere on the 
acclivities the mazanita flourished.

Here and there the canon’s floor was 
flattened out to form a little meadow. 
Through it all, in its endless way, the 
flume continued, like a wooden serpent 
of incredible length.

At last they came to the one superb 
and amazing plunge that the waterway 
took in its .course.

Here the flume came down a hill that 
a horse could scarcely climb in an hour. 
It was built as straight as an arrow, and 
its water gleamed from afar like a pol­
ished lance of steel, for it raced so swift­
ly as to foam to snowy whiteness.

Up this hill the road was made, but 
it zigzagged back and forth, so steep 
was the climb. Three times it crossed 
the flume on bridges, and then wound 
tortuously hither and yon along its way 
to the summit.

Down at the foot of this hill big 
Jerry halted his horses for a moment of. 
rest before they should face the ascent. 
And Dunny, seeing the drives of lumber 
shooting down that fearful track, held 
to his fond, protector in alarm.

What if the planks should leap from 
the flume and hurtle, spear-like, at a 
fellow’s head? He w'as awed and fasci­
nated.

Flinging its spray six feet to right and 
left, a raft of planks came down the 
watery chute as if from a cannon. The 
speed of the thing increased at every 
second.

It shot ahead of the water itself. 
Mere water was incapable of dropping 
down So swiftly as the raft could move.

Therefore when it presently arrived at 
the bottom, where the grade was easier 
again, the “ drive ” slowed its awful 
flight and slowed and slowed till it 
actually stopped, for sheer lack of water 
to tide it along. Then the fdaming 
liquid glided down upon it, took it up in 
the force of the current and swept it 
onward as before.



This was the 'hill that one of -Sylvia's 
admirers,-he of the -snow-white hair, had 
described that night that Dunny re­
membered so vividly. This was the 
thing down which that man had ridden 
when his hair turned gray with fear.

Dunny nestled closer to Jerry's side 
as the sweating horses started up the 
hill. He clung on tightly till the climb 
was finished, and then at last they came 
to Millsite, on the mountain’s top, and he 
found himself too thoroughly engrossed 
and excited to think.

The camp was not particularly large. 
It consisted of a score or so of cabins; a 
lofty trestle on which the locomotives 
hauled t^ie cars to be unloaded; a flag­
pole with a semaphore on top, to be used 
as a signal to the “ lookouts ” below—in 
cases of emergency; the sawmill, shrilly 
screaming at -its toil, and heaps of wood 
and lumber, piled on a slanting platform 
ribbed with skids, at the base of which 
was the flume.

A score or more of men were swarm­
ing here, moving lumber down the skids 
and dropping it into the flume in raft­
like “ drives,” so soon to shoot that fear­
ful acclivity

All this in his childish way little Dun­
ny saw with wonderment and swiftly 
increasing interest. He had never seen 
anything like it, or a place that promised 
so much pure delight or so many mar­
velous localities for a busy little man to 
explore.

But Jerry, nodding to the men they 
passed, drove on to the office, where Asa 
Craig held the reins and wires of -gov­
ernment by which the lumber enter­
prise was conducted and controlled.

And the reach of those wires extended 
far into virgin forest and far across the 
ranges of mountains, where other men 
were sweating and toiling with axes, 
saws, and teams of oxen that they goaded 
to frantic endeavor.

“ Good morning, Craig,” said Jerry, 
as he and Dunny entered the insignifi­
cant appearing place. “ I’ve brought 
your ward. This is little Dunny 
Weaver. Dunny, this is Mr. Craig.”

Dunny went up to the iron-hearted 
man without the slightest hesitation and 
screwed his tiny fist inside his guardi­
an’s hand before its owner was aware 
of what was happening.

“I’m awful glad I came,” said the 
little fellow eagerly. “ I’ll let you ride 
on my donkey, if you’ll let me ride on 
the cars.”

“‘Dunny’?” said Mr. Craig, with 
an ominous scowl on his overhanging 
brow, “ what sort of a name is ‘ Dun­
ny’?”

# “ It’s the kind that’s easiest to say,” 
replied his small and unembarrassed vis^ 
itor. “ You can call me 1 Dun,’ if yotl. 
want to. Tid says ‘ Weaver.’ ” '

“ What’s your real name? ” demanded 
the hawk-nosed man in his brusk, un7 
compromising way.

“ When I go to Sunday school it’s 
Donald,” said Dunny. “ What did they 
call you at Sunday school? ”,

“ Donald,” repeated the man. “ All 
Night, Donald, how do you like the 

place? ” he inquired somewhat severely. 
“ How do you like your guardian— 
me?”

“ One thousand thousand dollars.” 
answered Dunny in childish candor, pla­
cing Iris. estimate very high indeed.

“ Me and my. father like nice people 
all to pieces.”

He had suddenly remembered that 
Sylvia had told him his father must 
have liked Mr. Craig very much indeed; 
hence his observation.

“ Well, sit down, Donald—that chair 
over there,” said the man, pointing to a 
bit of office furniture six or seven sizes 
too large for his guest. “ We’ll get ac­
quainted in a minute.” He turned to 
Jerry. “Anything to talk about this 
morning, Kirk?” .

“Not just this minute,” answered 
Jerry. “ I’ve got to look for Croson. Be 
back a little later.” He cast a glance 
at Dunny, sitting already in the office 
chair, and went his way.

Mr. Craig sat down at his desk and, 
taking up his pen, began to drive it as he 
drove his men. Dunny sat there content­
edly, studying everything in sight, from 
the maps on the wall to knots on the floor/ 
while waiting in patience for the further 
process of getting acquainted to com­
mence.

From time to time Mr. Craig cast a, 
furtive glance in the little chap’s direc­
tion. He began to wonder what he should 
do with a child so small, now that he had 
him at the place.



Perhaps his plan of piquing Jerry 
Kirk was about to prove a species of 
boomerang. He finally concluded in a 
vague, uneasy way that the child would 
probably be diverted to some extent by 
a look around the camp. He would 
presently put him through this process, 
and then could have him returned to 
Tamarack somewhat promptly.

But inasmuch as he could not seem 
to work, with Dunny sitting there so 
quietly, the man grew restive, and al­
most immediately put on his hat.

" Donald,’’ he said, in his way of 
harshness, “ we’ll go out and see the 
place.” ■

“All right,” said Dunny; “I’d like 
to see the thing that makes a noise.”

He came to his guardian’s side, and 
possessed himself of two of the man’s 
bony fingers, to which he held stoutly, 
in confidence and trust.

Craig Jooked down at the sweet little 
face upraised to his own. A flush came 
into his own cheeks at the thought of per­
mitting the men to see him hand in hand 
with the little boy. But he shut his 
jaws and determined to see it through.

Out into all the glory of the sunlight 
they went, and the scent of new-sawn 
lumber came on the breeze to give them 
royal greeting.

"The thing that makes a noise?” re­
peated Mr. Craig. “Sawmill, Donald; 
come on.” 

CHAPTER XXIII.
WHEN A HEART BEGINS TO SOFTEN.

There being sixty healthy men and 
seven healthy dogs in Millsite camp, lit­
tle Dunny Weaver had sixty-seven 
friends at the end of three days of resi­
dence here upon the summit. Asa Craig 
himself had a friend or two more than 
formerly among the men, and this gave 
him possibly four in all the place.

He had not sent Dunny home. In­
deed he had entertained no such thought 
since the first morning of the little chap’s 
arrival.

The man was amazed at the way in 
which he was going about all day with 
his small companion.

As a matter of fact, however, there 
was no such thing as going about alone, 
for Dunny could apparently detect his 

intentions from afar, and darting to his 
side at any moment^ of the day, would 
get him by the fingers and trudge at 
his side in the greatest delight.

He liked his guardian just exactly as 
he might have liked a bear or an eagle, 
captured from the hills and safely caged. 
As any little fellow, is pleased to hear 
the growling of a big, harmless pet, so 
hfe liked the grumbling, cross-sounding 
manner of Mr. Craig, who never, as far 
as he could see, was guilty of scratching 
or biting.

Moreover, Mr. Craig knew everything 
and every one about the camp. He 
called the workers “Jack” and “Bob” 
and “ Tod ” and other familiar names, 
so that any small and optimistic boy 
would presently know them for him­
self.

Mr. Craig was likewise “ boss,” and 
where is the normal little chap who 
doesn’t like to know the boss so well 
that he can lead him around by the 
fingers and put him through his tricks?

Never had Dunny found a settlement 
affording such a gorgeous field for ex­
plorations in his life. It was one grand 
excitement all day long to live in such a 
place.

He chatted from morning till night 
with Asa Craig, asking his quaint, boyish 
questions and making his even more 
quaint observations in a way that was 
all his own and forever irresistible.

A spark of feeling awoke in Craig’s 
bony fingers. If he started off by him­
self, his hand felt peculiarly as if he 
had left off a glove. But his heart was 
apparently as cased in steel as ever, 
while his face became, if possible, more 
scowling and forbidding than before.

The scene of never-ending fasci­
nation for Dunny was the one present­
ed by the men at. work on the great plank 
“ apron ” of the flume, where they 
tossed the wood or lumber into the pow­
erful stream of water, to be floated down 
to Tamarack below.

Here there was always sunshine, ac­
tivity, smell -of pine, and the turgid, 
magnetic water itself. A dog or two of 
the camp was ordinarily about, helping 
to start off the cargoes of wood by lusty 
barking, while now and again a chip­
munk ot a squirrel appeared and frisked 
his tail and saucily invited a race.



To lead Mr. Craig to the platform, 
and stand there clutching his fingers, 
while watching, the labor of loading the 
flume, was the little fellow’s greatest 
joy.

The flagpole, topped by the sema­
phore was here, and at its base stood 
a small loaded cannon, to be fired when­
ever- there was need that attention be 
directed to the signaling apparatus 
proper.

The hope in the breast of Dunny 
Weaver was that something might hap­
pen to necessitate the use of cannon and 
signals while he was watching, but he 
waited in vain expectation.

Jerry Kirk had gone twenty miles or 
more away in the mountains on a mission 
to raise the necessary funds to oppose his 
partner's aggressions. Daily Asa Craig 
was closing in upon the business, bend­
ing his every resource to the purpose of 
crowding Jerry out.

Kirk, was battling for his very exist­
ence in the company. The fight he was 
making aroused a certain sort of admi­
ration in the mind of Asa Craig, and 
lent a deeper grimness to his smile as he 
planned to overwhelm him at the end. .

Jerry had gone away without suggest­
ing Dunny’s. return to the home in 
Tamarack, aware that Craig would have 
balked the plan at once. A letter had 
therefore been forwarded to Sylvia, ex­
plaining that Dunny would remain at 
Millsite for at least a week, and that 
meantime all was- going well.

Neither Jerry nor Dunny had seen 
Allan Kennedy, owing to the fadt that 
he was off in the forest, superintending 
the work of securing water for the flume 
from the Weaver possessions, now in the 
hands of Mr. Craig.

But he came the morning after Jerry 
went away—and he came in a way that 

■ thrilled little Dunny to the marrow of 
his bones, for he rode down the flume 
on a log, standing straight upright, a 
figure of dominating power.

This was a method of traveling fre­
quently employed by the men on the 
flume, either above or below that dreaded 
hill where the water made its plunge. It 
afforded a swift, safe, pleasant way of 
moving in the down direction, provided 
a man had steady nerves and the ready 
ability to -jump, should occasion arise.

When Allan arrived at Millsite and 
lightly leaped out of the flume, at the 
upper end of the apron, Dunny and Asa 
Craig were standing there by the skids in 
the morning sun.

No sooner had the little man discov­
ered who the daring rider was than he 
dropped the fingers to which he had just 
been clinging, and ran with all his might 
to meet his loved acquaintance.

Craig beheld the meeting of- the twc^j 
the gladness of the clasp in which th^, 
joyous Allan caught the little fellow up,, 
against his breast, and the sheer delight 
and admiration betokened by little 
Dunny himself.

A sharp pang of jealousy darted into 
Craig’s very inmost being. Never had 
Dunny so run to his protection, never 
had he thrown his stout little arms about 
his neck like this.

The man was staring fixedly at the 
picture presented by the two. The eager 
flood of questions that Dunny was asking 
fell on hjs ears, but were hardly heard, 
for Craig was utterly perplexed.

He wondered what it meant to have 
himself perturbed by such an incident— 
to have some mad, unidentified desire 
come stirring up his nature.

His face was flushing at the very, 
thought of ordering Kennedy to put. the 
little fellow down and return to his 
work, where he could not again win the. 
small boy’s hand from the two bony', 
fingers, feeling so oddly naked and de­
serted.

Shutting his jaws together rigidly, the 
man denied the presence of emotion in 
his heart. He advanced to meet Allan 
Kennedy calmly, bruskly demanding 
his mission here at “ home,” and how the. 
work was progressing out beyond.

Dunny, having found a hero who. 
dared to ride in the flume, as well as a. 
friend whose qualities and traits vyere. 
firmly established, clung to Allan’s hand, 
with all his strength as the two men 
stood conversing.

He remained at Allan’s side, looking- 
up at both his friends, patiently waiting, 
for the business talk to cease and thus 
permit a chat about that wonderful ven-;- 
ture on the log.

Craig, despite his utmost endeavors, 
could not concentrate his mind upon the 
business of the water. It was not pre­



cisely that Dunny intervened; it was 
more that a species of hunger preyed 
upon the man.

He had hardly realized that a little 
chap could leap to a pair of arms in ut­
ter abandonment to natural affection in 
such a way as he had seen, and now it 
seemed as if his own starved nature de­
manded just such a boon.

In his crabbed way he tried to squeeze 
the longing from his breast, to drive 
Such a silly sentiment afield, but the 
thought was there and it would not go. 
Nevertheless the dominant will was 
present and if yearning came it could 
be denied, even as a beggar would be 
told to seek his needs in other quarters..

In his stubborn way the man made up 
his mind that nothing could drive him, 
now to take little Dunny in his arms, 
even should both the invitation and the 
opportunity be afforded.

In earnest of his harsh resolution, he 
sent his ward and Allan off together for 
their lunch. Yet something almost 
wolfish in its fierceness prompted the 
spirit’ of tyranny in which he ordered 
Kennedy to'get again to the forest at 
his labors so soon as the noonday meal 
should be concluded. He wanted the 
quaint little chap once more to himself.

Meantime, Dunny had a wonderful 
hour in Allan’s company. Perhaps be­
cause of the scanty encouragement re­
ceived, he repeated faithfully, from 
time to time, with worthy reiterance-;

“ Allan, I wish I could ride in the 
flume. You can’t stand up on a donkey. 
I’d like to ride on a log.”

But he did not get the ride in Allan’s 
company. 

CHAPTER XXIV.
DUNNV’S FEARFUL EXPERIENCE.

Allan went, and Asa Craig was once 
more all-important to his little visitor. 
Two long days of that summer month 
went by with work neglected at the of- 
ffice, while the man controlling all the 
^enterprise was drawn into courting the 
friendship of a stub-tailed dog that 
heretofore had met but scorn and epi­
thets from the source of local govern­
ment.

The dog was a friend of Dunny’s and 
occupied a canine sphere of influence not 

to be ignored or despised. And reluc­
tantly as Craig began his overtures, he 
nevertheless found himself enjoying cer­
tain sensations of pleasure in the new 
experience, in a shame-faced, guilty- 
way inseparable from any such maneu­
vers.

Toward various men whose rough and 
candid demeanor had endeared them to 
Dunny the guardian was also softening. 
He found there were joys of labor in 
the outside air, exactly as he found there 
were keen delights in grinding less at 
the office affairs and breathing more of 
the tonic zephyr from the mountains.

He caught himself cudgeling his 
memory for words and tune of a song at 
which, unawares, he began to hum as 
he and little Dunny made the rounds 
of the camp together.

This morning, as they came hand in 
band from the sawmill toward the flume, 
the man was unconsciously droning at 
his tune when he presently heard his 
small companion at his side joining 
happily in on the over-repeated theme.

Across the harsh old visage a smile 
of amusement played in a wistful way 
of uncertainty strange to see. His 
heart-beat dared to increase its measure, 
and the hunger of his arms came sud­
denly upon him. He looked alertly 
about and saw that they were quite 
alone.

" Donald, what would you like to do 
this morning?” he inquired. “Would 
you kind of like to ride on my back?”

“I’d rather ride in the flume,"-an­
swered Dunny candidly. “ Any feller 
can ride on somebody’s back.”

“ Well, maybe that’s so,” agreed 
Craig, not a little disappointed. “ But 
you’ll have to grow for a few more days 
before you should ride in a flume. It’s 
dangerous.”

Nevertheless, he secretly wished he 
had the youth of Allan Kennedy, and 
the strength and daring which would 
readily enable him to take the small 
man up in his arms and give him the 
coveted ride. His thought must have 
someway communicated itself to his lit­
tle companion.

Dunny said: “ Couldn’t you ride and 
hold me on? We could have a bully 
time.”

" I guess—I’m most too old,” the man 



confessed, with a twinge in his stiffened 
form as he spoke. “ We’ll see if we can’t 
do something else.”

“ Maybe we can catch a chipmunk,” 
Dunny suggested readily. “ I’d like a 
chipmunk first rate. Tod says he had 
one once and kept him in his pocket all 
the time.”

" We’ll see,” replied the man, plan­
ning to have some one of the men trap 
a squirrel without delay, but when they 
had come to the flume where the men 
were at work he found a sub-contractor 
waiting there for a consultation.

Dunny called the stub-tailed dog and 
ran to the downward end of the great 
plank apron, where he "knew a number 
of-chipmunks were always to be found. 
Craig and his man sat down to talk.

Square-cut timbers, fully twenty feet 
in length and twenty inches through, 
were being skidded to the flume and sent 
upon their way.

The thudding noise of their falling, 
as the men rolled them roughly down 
the way, came incessantly.

One after another they were dumped 
into the purling stream of water, splash­
ing it widely as they fell to place and 
began to forge' ahead. In their bulk 
they nearly filled the flume, riding in 
the V-shaped “ ditch ” with a corner for 
a keel and, therefore, with the opposite 
or diagonal corner uppermost, as a sort 
of dorsal fin.

Like white, untapered whales they 
Abated, starting at first at a leisurely 
speed, and then swiftly gathering mo­
mentum and scudding away with the 
force and swiftness of a ram.

Dunny had frightened a chipmunk 
from one of the heaps of lumber to an­
other. - He knew the timid bit of fur and 
animation would be anxious to escape to 
safer lodgings, hence he ran about the 
loosely constructed pile, with the dog, 
in lively spirits.

Craig was watching the quaint little 
figure intently as he listened, or pretend­
ed to listen, to the talk of his sub-con- 
tractor. He presently saw the chipmunk 
darting from cover toward the flume.

Calling for the dog, little Dunny 
scampered swiftly in pursuit. In a 
twinkling the tiny squirrel disappeared 
at the edge of the apron. Dunny raced 
the faster.

Just at the brink of the flume he sud­
denly stubbed his toe and plunged head­
foremost, arms extended, toward the 
water.

A monster timber, taking on its speed, 
was moving by. The little fellow landed 
face downward, full length, upon its top, 
and clutched it frantically with his 
hands.

Like a madman Asa Craig leaped up 
and screamed at the top of his voice.

" Dunny 1 Dunny! Dunny! ” he cried, 
chasing insanely after the timber with 
its helpless little burden on its back.

A half dozen stalwart laborers yelled 
in chorus and ran, as if in abrupt 
stampede, to overtake the log.

It shot away and gained with fearful 
swiftness; it flung up a spray from its 
blunt, half-buried nose and swung about 
the curve—the little figure flat upon its 
ridge.

Craig was nearly crazy. He ran, he 
shrieked, his face as white as chalk. He 
fell on the apron, bruising hands and 
knees, and men raced past him in frenzied 
might.

It was Craig who knew they could 
never catch up with the timber; Craig 
who thought of everything at once; 
Craig whose heart was tied in a spasm of 
anguish and horror.

“ Ten thousand dollars! • Ten thou­
sand dollars,” he screamed, “ to any man 
who’ll save my little boy 1 ”

He wrung his hands; his face was dis­
torted with pain. He thought of the 
semaphore—the signal to the men far 
down in the canon. True, every “ look­
out ” was far below the awful hill- 
true, they could do no good unless the 
little man should take that hideous 
plunge in safety, but it was1 something.!

He ran to the pole and threw down the 
lever that hoisted the arm.

“Fire the gun! Fire the gun! Fire 
the gun! ” he bawled, and, madly throw­
ing off his hat, he ran once more down 
the way of the flume and disappeared.

That Dunny could ride in safety down 
the hill he knew was out of the question.

A slip, a little roll aside, and the tim­
ber would grind him to death in an in­
stant between itself and the planking 
of the trough; a flutter of fright, or the 
momentary twitching of a muscle no 
longer in control in the little fellow’s 



dizziness, and. the end would be horri­
fying !

A man could hardly ride a timber such 
as this, and many a timber leaped the 
flume entirely when half way down that 
declivity. But the man, in his madness of 
despair, ran on, and the cannon behind 
him boomed out its ominous signal to the 
startled mountain world.

A single horseman, two hundred yards 
or more on the up-hill side of the terrible 
chute of the flume, was riding in the road 
toward Millsite when the cannon roar 
came clattering on the air. It was Jerry 
Kirk.

With an instinct of protection for the 
flume he turned his horse aside from the 
road and galloped hotly to a cut through 
which the waterway was laid, dismount­
ing instantly and peering up the length 
of the curving trough.

Around the bend came the timber, 
little Dunny holding on with strength 
that was fast departing in his terror. A 
clammy sweat broke out on Jerry’s brow. 
He knew that little form.

And he knew he would never dare at­
tempt to snatch the little fellow from his 
place as the timber passed. Such an 
error would be certain to be fatal—per­
haps to them both, for the log’s momen­
tum was tremendous, and the second of 
its transit past himself would afford no 
chance for clutching anything in safety. 
He knew the one and only thing the mo­
ment demanded.

Like a panther crouching to spring 
upon its prey, the mountaineer leaned 
forward where he stood beside the flume, 
his head so turned’ that he could see the 
oncoming timber, now so nearly in reach.

A second later the huge white thing 
was shooting past. He lurched abruptly 
forward, made a motion of diving, and 
sprawled full length upon the log behind 
little Dunny’s tiny feet.

The jolt of the sudden acquisition of 
speed all but rendered him helpless. His 
leg was slightly scraped by the planks of 
the flume before he could right himself 
and find his balance.

“ Dunny, Dunny, don’t be fright­
ened I ” he cried above the swish of air, 
and he crawled slowly forward on the 
beam till he had the two little legs in his 
powerful hands.

Then he knew they were come to the 

brink of the awful hill down which they 
must shoot in a moment, and the strength 
seemed swiftly to fade from his thews, 
and his brain began to reel.

He 'shut his eyes involuntarily for a 
moment and caught a gasp of breath as 
they swung about the last great curve 
to take the fearful descent.

The timber was going already like a 
white torpedo, mad for destruction. It 
quivered from end to end, and shouldered 
from side to side as it entered the seeth­
ing froth of the chute.

Feeling, hearing, seeing — all the 
senses save a consciousness of dropping 
through a rush of air—abruptly ceased. 
There was something akin to a roar in 
the ears, although the flight was well- 
nigh noiseless.

Spray flew right and left and back 
upon the stiffened figures on the timber. 
A chaos of green and gray flung by, as 
if the hill itself were lifting upward in 
meteoric devastation.

Faster, faster, faster dropped the log. 
A horrible winking out of daylight oc­
curred—a bridge had been left behind.

Rigid, immovable, paralyzed by fear 
that he could not overcome, Jerry Kirk 
remained in place by sheer inertia. But 
Dunny was suddenly limp as a string. 
His senses had gone. He was slipping, 
starting ever so slightly to roll against 
the edge of the flume. .

With strength galvanic and wholly in­
stinctive, Jerry held the helpless little 
form in place, and then began himself to 
feel a horrible blackness—a sinking 
death of his will-force—descending upon 
him.

With a harsh and deafening increase 
of the roaring, one, two, three more 
bridges were run, each one winking out 
the light for the fraction of a second, like 
a photographic shutter.

. Subconsciously the man was aware 
that the bridges were those of the wagon 
road, and, therefore, that the timber was 
nearing the base of the hill.

He gathered the flickering strength of 
desperation upon him by a mighty effort, 
and down they shot the last remaining 
hundred yards of awfulness, and the 
quivering timber, like a creature that 
knows it has finally outstripped the 
hounds—having distanced the water in 
the trough—was slowing its speed.



Incapable of moving, Jerry Kirk re­
mained full length upon the beam, hold­
ing the limp, unconscious little Dunny 
in his rigid arms.

Slowly and yet more slowly glided the 
timber. It was presently powerless to 
race, so far had it left the water up the 
hill. It halted, moved a yard, and came 
to a stop.

Trembling in every thew of his big, 
strong body, Jerry rose to his knees on the 
timber, and, weakly lifting little Dunny, 
rolled himself out of the flume to the 
sand and lay there, white as milk, and 
closing his eyes as if for very life.

The water, foaming and gnashing in 
its rush, came down and caught the log 
again, and, raising it up, in its lust of 
power swept it along on its way down the 
winding trough and past the wondering 
“ lookouts,” waiting to see some sign of 
calamity, due by now, .since the signal 
gun had spoken on the summit.

For nearly half an hour big Jerry lay 
upon the earth and clung to the child. 
He was cold as iron. He arose to -his 
knees at last, and weakly flirting water in 
the white little face, beheld the two 
dulled eyes slowly open.

They closed again, however, almost at 
'once. The man then bathed his own 
dizzy head and stood on his feet, but his 
legs were shaking in palsy beneath him 
and his arms'were heavy as lead.

At length he took the little man 
against his breast and started slowly up 
the hill toward the camp.

A yell from the trees above came shrilly 
on the air, and down through the shrub­
bery ran Asa Craig, hatless, torn, and 
wild of aspect. He had seen Jerry’s 
horse above, and now he knew what had 
happened.

Calling incoherently he darted down 
the trail to meet his partner. He was 
crying like a child.

“ Jerry 1 Jerry! Jerry! ” he said, in his 
wildness. “ The little boy! My little 
Dunny! My little; Dunny! ” and he 
clasped the two in his frenzied arms and 
sobbed convulsively.

And when at length the little chap was 
slowly coming to himself again and Jerry 
and Craig were toiling up the hill to 
where the horse was waiting, the pale 
and weakened bit of a man was attempt­
ing to hold to both in fond affection.

“ We—-had a ride,” he feebly an­
nounced. “ We had a ride in the flume 
—all the same.”

CHAPTER XXV.
A VISIT TO TAMARACK.

It was Asa Craig himself who brought 
little Dunny down to Tamarack and saw 
him fly to the arms of his sister.

The eager, wistful man that Sylvia 
presently had time to greet and notice 
had come without an announcement.from 
any one, and no description heretofore 
supplied her of Jerry’s partner came to 
tier mind as she noted the visitor’s ap­
pearance. She did not know him in the 
least. ■
. “ My name is Craig—Asa Craig,” he 
therefore said. “ I have come to meet 
little Dunny’s sister.”

“ Mr. Craig? ” she repeated in aston­
ishment that was not unmixed with dis­
trust and repulsion. “ Oh, of course we 
had to meet at last—sometime—natur­
ally.”

She had not intended to say just that, 
and was, therefore, confused and ill at 
ease, as soon as the words were spoken.

" I’m afraid you didn’t care to meet 
me—very much,” said the man, smiling 
in a way that revealed a manner of pain 
and self-abasement. “ I don’t believe 
I’ve made, a great many friends who 
would spread kindly stories of my char­
acter. I wish you would get an opinion 
from Dunny. He seems to like me—a 
little."

But Dunny had rufl to Mrs. Hank to 
give her a kiss, and thence to his donkey 
to give him a hug. '

“ I—I’m sure he would,” said Sylvia, 
as a comprehension of betterment in 
Craig was, swiftly vouchsafed to her in­
tuitions. “ He must have had a very 
nice time at Millsite, I am sure.’^

“ I think he did—except for the— 
fearful thing that happened yesterday 
morning,” said the man.

She saw him turn suddenly pale; she 
noted the beads of perspiration instantly 
appearing on his brow, and the shaking 
of his hands. A vague alarm made her 
heart-beat quicken painfully. His aspect 
gave her a fright she could not endure.

“ What was it?” she asked him. fear­



ing to hear some dreadful story of acci­
dent, possibly involving Jerry Kirk or 
Allan Kennedy.

“ He—took a ride down the hill—in 
the flume,” said Craig in obvious horror 
of the episode as it rose in his memory.

And palsied by the ordeal of living 
anew the fear and semi-insanity that had 
claimed him the previous morning, he 
told her the story of Dunny’s accident 
and Jerry’s tremendous heroism.

He quite broke down. The fright­
ened face of the girl before him, tlje 
strain and intensity of feeling that he 
underwent anew, and the weakening re­
action of his nerves, left the man undone, 
exhausted—a pitiable spectacle in the 
tumult of his suddenly liberated affec-' 
tions for his kind and for Dunny and 
Jerry in particular.

“If Jerry hadn’t saved him—I 
shouldn’t have wanted to live,” he added 
to the narrative brokenly. “ I’d have 
flung myself in the flume like a man gone 
insane.

“ I couldn’t get along without him 
now. I want to have some one to like me 
—some one to think I’m human. Dunny 
and I are kind of chums. I want you to 
let me see him often. I wish you could 
like me a little yourself. I’m going to 
see that Jerry is his guardian—he de­
serves it all, and more—but please, Miss 
Weaver, give a cross old man a little 
chance.”

Sylvia offered him her hand in her 
trusting way, so like little Dunny’s.

“ You Western men are all the same— 
at heart,” she said. “ I’d like to be a 
friend.” •

“ God—bless you,” he said in a falter­
ing voice. “ I don’t deserve it. I don’t 
—I know I don’t—but I can change. I 
like that little boy. I like every man and 
every dog he likes. And Jerry and I 
are pards again—and more. ■ -

“ We’re like a pair of boys—and little 
Dunny Weaver did it all. I want to see 
him often—him and you. Can I come 
pretty nearly as often as Jerry does from 
the work? ”

“ I wish you would,” answered Sylvia 
in the frank, straightforward way that 
reminded him so constantly of her little 
brother. “ I am sure that Dunny would 
miss you very much if you should leave 
us out.”

Dunny himself came running in, all 
childish delight and excitement over 
coming home.

“ Unk! ” he*called. “ Oh, Unk, come 
out and see my donkey and the calf! ”

“ I got him to call me ‘ Unk ’ for 
short,” explained the man with a half 
apologetic smile, as Dunny clutched the 
two bony fingers that he loved. “ It sort 
of gives me a chance with his ' Tids ’ and 
‘Jacks’ and ‘Jerrys.’”

“ I’d like to go along,” said Sylvia. 
“ After you’ve &en the donkey I’d like 
you to see my little garden.”

Out into sunshine and comfort went 
the three; and burro and blossoms and 
numerous wonders all came duly in for 
admiration.

Then finally Craig was obliged to 
think of departing and leaving the two- 
here together. He took little Dunny in 
his hungering arms and held him in 
passionate affection to his heart.

“ Good-by,” said the little fellow, kiss­
ing the stern old face in his quaint, sweet 
way. “ Good-by, Unk. And don’t for­
get to come back pretty soon.”

Sylvia said, “ Wait a minute,” and 
running to her flower-bed she plucked a 
beautiful pansy, with a leaf to bear it 
company.

This she pinned to their visitor’s coat 
as she prettily confirmed little Dunny’s 
invitation for him to come again without 
delay.

“ Good-by—Uncle Asa,” she said at 
the end. “ Be sure to come whenever you 
can.”

The man made no attempt to answer. 
He could not speak; but his lips were 
trembling, and Sylvia understood. He 
hastened away, only turning to raise his 
hat and to smile when he came to the 
turn of the road.

CHAPTER XXVI.
WHEN LOVE HATH WAITED.

A letter had come from Jerry Kirk 
in which he told the barest little story in 
the world of Dunny’s accidental ride in 
the flume, but in which there was much 
concerning Asa Craig and the new-made 
friendship between them, as a blessed re­
sult of Dunny’s visit to the camp.

“ And now that we are reconciled,” he 



wrote, “ there will be no more trouble 
concerning the property. Craig is an al­
tered man, ashamed of what he calls 
his greed, of the recent past,- and willing 
to h$ve me boss the whole concern, which 
I hope I'll never have to do.

“ He’s a wonderful fellow in many a 
way, and now that he’s found his heart, 
we’re as/happy as chums in schoolboy 
days. The fondness between us is al­
most comical, but it’s mighty dear to 
me, as you could guess.

“ You will see now that everything 
comes all right for you and Allan. You 
will never know how much I appreciated 
all you said that last day I was down 
in town, and maybe you won’t understand 
how it makes it all so much easier for 
me to like Allan better and better, but 
it does and I know I can care for you 
all as one a little nearer than just a 
friend.

“So be sensible, Sylvia—right down 
sensible. Take him, as you deserve, and 
be happy. I know you two will be 
happy. ■ He’s a fine young fellow—a 
man all through—and I’m proud to be 
able to say it. Craig and I would 
be tickled to death if we could both be 
sort of fathers, to give you away at the 
wedding.

“ We’re going to send Allan down on 
Saturday afternoon—and we don’t want 
to hear of any foolishness about him 
coming back here unengaged.”

An uncontainable happiness crept 
through Sylvia’s heart. She sang, she 
ran out in the sunlight, she sped to the 
woods to throw her arms about a tree— 
in fact, her every look, every action, 
seemed to radiate joy.

On Saturday afternoon she sped away 
to the , aspen grove in the canon, where 
Allan once had found her by the brook. 
Never had all the world been so fra­
grantly warm, so pulsing with natural 
joy, so melodious with bird-note and 
with tinkling runes of the stream.

When Allan came he stood a little 
away, regarding her silently. She was 
dressed all in white, as light and dainty 
as the raiment of a wild, mountain blos­
som.

A vision more lovely he knew lie 
should never behold. The flush of color 
in her cheeks, the light of love in her 
eyes, the flutter of breath that gently 

tossed her bosom, could never again be 
repeated, save by herself.

He came a little nearer. His face was 
pale. He trembled where he stood.

“ Sylvia—dearest,” he said in a voice 
that was shaken with emotion, “ I gave 
you up. I gave you up—and don’t know 
what to say. I love you so—but who 
will give you back again ? ”

She looked very steadily into his eyes 
in her candid way.

“ Allan—I belong to you," she an­
swered faintly.

She felt him quiver as he slowly took 
her in his arms. Then in a moment he 
placed his hand against her cheek—the 
caress of infinite tenderness—and raising 
her face, he softly kissed her on the lips.

CHAPTER XXVII.
TO SEAL A HAPPINESS.

The summer was coming again across 
the mountains—coming in the same new 
way, so infinitely old and sweet. The 
world of lofty peaks and grassy valleys 
received again the heritage of beauty 
from the sun.

Jerry Kirk, the big, gray mountaineer, 
in whom a score of boyish traits had been 
made perpetual, came swinging up the 
little path that led from' a new white 
gate to a new white cottage, standing 
surrounded by its garden full of early 
blossoms.

Across a field he saw a group, com­
prised of Asa Craig and little Dunny 
Weaver, hand in hand, and picking flow­
ers, while just behind them, tagging 
faithfully in their wake, was the little 
dry-faced cobbler, Timonides Flack. 
Jerry smiled at the picture and went on 
into the house.

In the cozy little parlor, awaiting his 
coming, sat Allan Kennedy and Sylvia, 
she with a tiny warm bundle on her 
lap, filling her soul with happiness in­
effable.

Something of chastening awe crept 
quietly to Jerry’s heart‘as he noted the 
look of sublimity come to sanctify the 
face of the beautiful young mother.

He paused for a long time, bending 
down above the .little stranger, contented­
ly moving its feet and sucking at its fist. 
Allan came and leaned on Jerry’s shoul­



der in thoroughly established companion­
ship. .

“ Pretty little rogue,” said the moun­
taineer at last. “ Fine little boy. Has 
he got any name ? ”

(The

Sylvia’s pretty white arm slipped 
quietly about big Jerry’s neck, and she 
kissed him on the forehead as a daughter 
might have done.

“ His name,” she said, “ is Kirk.” 
End.)

BRILL AND THE YELLOW PERIL.
B y W. S. Rogers.

J-JOW a little love affair with 
an almond-eyed beauty 

wound up a certain Westerner. 

something useful,’ he says—* 1 stake some 
of your surplus conduct on a turn or two, 
you know. It’s a cheerful matinee, I be­
lieve, and worth the expense-money of 
standing room. >■

E ? ” said Brill. “ Why ain’t I 
afflicted with a full tide of 
favor for a free and unlimited 
edition of the gentle foreigner 

—meaning unrestricted immigration in 
handfuls, ace-high, and hurrah for all 
the blue blood, tan, and mixed of all the 
countries of Europe, Asia, Canada, Chi­
cago, and others remaining to be heard 
from? Please wait till you get the testi­
mony.

“ To begin with, did you ever hear dis­
respectful mention of a crucified town in 
Ohio named Hamilton? What was I 
floating in Hamilton? Well, myself, 
principally. But no matter. I might 
have been there on a visit, only I wasn’t.
1 dropped down, I guess, from a canal 
boat firebox, an automobile, or a tele­
graph wire.

“ But being there all right—all safe 
and partially sane—I thought I’d inter­
rupt myself long enough to go around 
and supply the town with regrets and 
take a sober squint at its merits. The 
person I conspired with was the chief 
of police, and he was engaged in prying 
a sand wagon out of a fix, but he shopped 
his work to be sociable.

“ Says he: ‘ There^s an auction sale 
this day of the United States Express 
Company’s humble stock of unclaimed 
luggage, and that’s the only excitement I 
know of, unless you’d like to start some 
yourself.

“ 1 You might go down there and do

“ ‘ If I was as big as you are,’ he says, 
‘ with nothing to do and no one to help 
me, I’d go down there and bid.’

“ So I thought I’d succumb to the en­
ticement of seeing how such things were 
carried out and oblige the chief of police 
of the most gullible town in America.

“ I thought I’d like to see the struggle 
between a defective auctioneer and some 
of the partially free citizens of the 
United States, endeavoring to assimilate 
other folks’ property by refunding the 
hold-up charges and some of the effects 
of competition—I thought an unsight­
unseen inventory of some of the strange 
things people shipped to their unwilling 
friends might be worth paying attention 
to—and I chased myself around there to 
see how it worked.

“ A mercenary cuss in a skull hat had 
charge of the performance, and he was 
standing in front of a table with boxes 
and truck around him, stacking the cards 
with one hand and dealing with the other 
two.

“He was a goer—he was throwing 
things loose about as fast as you could 
count—and his stock of goods was pro­
miscuously piled up most all over every­
thing, and holding overflow meetings on 
the floor, too. And there was a gang of 
American citizens present, some trying 
to bid, some tryirig to be funny, and some 
doing nothing in particular except spit.

“ ‘ Ladies and gentlemen,’ says the 
auctioneer, ‘don’t be bashful. If you 
don’t see what you want, ask for it, and 
if the price don’t suit you, buy it anyhow.



" ‘ Now, then,’ he says, ' here’s a simi­
lar small obstacle wrapped up and ready, 
neat, natty, and needful, supplied with 
brown paper, string, and sealing-wax in 
spots.

" '.Who wants it? Addressed to Mr. 
Uriah Uppengutter, 1608 Blotch Street, 
Huckinsburg, Indiana. Now, who wants 
it? Get quick, somebody,’he says. ‘What 
person of distinction has got the insight 
to bid on the little package addressed to 
Mr. Uppengutter—containing gold dust, 
pants buttons, soap, or sedition? Who 
wants it? Stretch up here somehow and 
strangle yourselves making a bid on this 
offering.’

“ That was his graceful style, and he 
was principally driving himself crazy 
and the rest of the population insane by 
his powers of conversation.

“ He didn’t seem to worry any with 
thoughts of pain and sudden death, but 
kept up a conservative use of the English 
language at about the rate of a mile a 
minute, apd threw out good advice and 
suggestions.

“ ‘ Ladies and gentlemen,’ he says, 
^purchase something before you forget 
it. Beware of substitutes, and take no 
imitations. Here’s a maladministered 
melodramatic effect left over for a Chris­
tian lady in Kentucky. Never got it, 
never will.

“ ‘ Who favors an aquiline proposition 
sent by mysterious prejudice to wrong 
address before failure of health and sub­
sequent inability to locate? Who wants 
it? ’

“ He urged it and sent it flying, what­
ever it was, and never stopped for 
breath, but grabbed something else, and 
kept on'grabbing, six in the air and seven 
to come, till you could almost see the 
vibration.

“ And that was the way he kept it up. 
He spilled out more miraculous stuff 
there in a short time than you could put 
in a circus parade, Sundays included, 
and march to the climate of California.

“ There was symptoms of most every 
obstreperous outrage known to science, 
from pancake turners to eight-day 
clocks, hair oil, glue, and toothache 
gum, including agricultural implements, 
household^motives, and different designs 
and disquietude.

. “ He had boxes, barrels, honeymoons, 

and homogeneous effects of every shade 
and longitude. And ’most everybody 
was disastrously happy and doing their 
best to make a riot over some of those 
chattels. It was a holy Moses, sweet 
kind of session of tangled trumps, tri­
umphs, and tribulations.

“ So it was up to me, and what 1 
did for the honor of Arizona was to en­
gage about an armful of those random 
prizes—and then one more. Toward 
the end of the festivities the auctioneer 
came out with a young-looking parcel 
endowed with pink paper, and held it up 
for everybody to take stock of and ad­
mire.

“' Not intrusive or noisy,’ he says, 
* but here, ladies and gentlemen, is an 
innocuous small specimen of deferred 
destination that ought to appeal to your 
habits. It’s an article on the face of 
it that would make most any kind of a 
person wake up and vote. It’s the gid­
diest little premium so far perpetrated 
from this occult collection—as any 
sober or willing person can easily see 
with both eyes shut.

“ ‘ Now, then, ladies and gentlemen,’ 
he says, * please all get rash and come 
up here and. do something for the cause 
of freedom. Patronize beauty, morality, 
and the shiny side of your characters for 
a moment and you’ll never regret it.

“ ‘ Step up and apply for the little 
emblem addressed to—addressed to— 
who the autumn Breezes is it addressed 
to ? ’ .he says; and he had to shut off his 
ideas for a second and take another 
look at it.

“ ’,Well, well, ladies and gentlemen,’ 
he says, * allow me to shakf hands. This 
here is a demonstration of something en­
tirely different. It’s addressed to Miss— 
Miss Yokolado Swinburne Kamchatka— 
as near as I can make out without 
paralysis and a Japanese interpreter,’ he 
says.

“ ‘ Are you next to such a significance 
as that?’ he says. ‘ It’s a spring-heeled 
cinch. Don’t be deaf, dumb, and de­
graded in the face of the evidence,’ he 
says.

“ ‘ This is the only Japanese express 
package on the American market! Must 
be. Then who wants it? Who cares 
for it? Who craves it? Superhuman 
chance of a lifetime,’ he says, * and the 



highest bidder gets the little false alarm 
addressed to the Japanese lady with the 
hard name at Indianapolis, Indiana.’

“ Well, that’s the one I’m speaking 
of. I replevined it. It gravitated to 
me on the fourth ballot. I bought the 
miscalculation addressed to Miss Yoko- 
lado Swinburne Kamchatka (or words to 
that effect), and gathered up that and 
the rest of my plunder and came away 
from that mixed assembly and steered 
for home.

“ I resided in the upper northeast 
corner of a non-partizan arrangement 
called a hotel at the time being, and 
there was where I enjoined myself to. 
I went to my room, and then spread that 
useful collection out and around on the 
furniture and dug down into it to see 
how it melodiously compounded.

“ I opened it all out and it didn’t 
especially disrupt my emotions any till 
I came to the little piece of detraction 
contributed in the interests of Miss 
Yokolado Swinburne Kamchatka, and 
when I got to that I arrested myself 
on suspicion for a minute and paused 
to faint.

“ It was some kind of fairy-work 
jewelry, all packed in pink cotton, and 
it made me wink, almost, to look at it.

“It was most too radiant to be suc­
cessfully gazed at by an ignorant per­
son not accustomed to luxury—there was 
comets on it and star-spangled bunches 
of moonlight, and ensigns and attrac­
tions too vivid to describe.

“ What it was for I couldn’t speechify, 
not being educated much in female frills 
and expenses, but it was to put in the 
hair, I think, nf a cloudless afternoon, 
and strike people stiff with. And it was 
solid rolled gold or brass plated and 
worth either a whole lot of money or 
next to nothing—and 1 didn’t care 
which.

“ ’Cause that wasn’t all I had to deal 
with in conjunction with that little 
pink-complected box—and the rest was 
different but just as invigorating.

“ What I dished out next was a little 
fancy pasteboard card, about the size 
of a postage stamp, and this was what 
splashed the real color for some of my 
subsequent paradoxes.

“ There was handwriting on it, and it 
said: ‘To Miss Yokolado Swinburne 

Kamchatka, 8 Amsley Street, St. Louis, 
Missouri, from her American friend.’ 
That* was what it contained, and I lit' 
a new stogy on the strength of it, and 
sat down to try and intimidate the thing 
and see what it maybe all meant.

“ I thought most of it was about as 
clear as mud. It seemed to be a birthday 
present, or something, gone wrong—but 
I couldn’t quite make even on the ob­
servances in the case.

“ Not to put it too heavy, Miss Yoko­
lado Swinburne Kamchatka’s American 
correspondent seemed to be a little 
strange and diffident in the way he set 
out to accomplish things; and I won­
dered why he hadn’t had the presence of 
mind and the necessary firmness to em­
bellish the outside of his offering with 
the same address that he used in the 
dedication of his works—that he put in­
side where nobody but a train robber 
would be liable to get the good of it.

“ I couldn’t quite see what maybe he 
was trying to line up to unless it was 
a bad case of forgetfulness or' he was 
afraid some vulgar person would see Yo­
kolado S. Kamchatka’s correct address 
and want to write to her and that was 
his way of dodging it.

“ But, anyhow, it didn’t matter par­
ticular to me. It wasn’t my singular 
funeral altogether, what his bright ideas 
were—I thought I had something else to 
attend to. And so I didn’t sit still and 
do absolutely nothing for more than six 
hours in the face of an emergency like 
this. I flustered that paraphernalia all 
up again, and bunched it and put it in 
my pocket and went down to talk with a 
telegraphing outfit.

“ It was on my mind to correspond 
with Miss Yokolado Swinburne Kam­
chatka at her advertised home in St. 
Louis and tell her I’d just subconsciously 
come heir to some of her property by 
means of an auctioneer in a skull cap, 
and to please let me know Jiow bad she 
was interested and if so to state shipping 
directions by return freight.

“ I thought that might induce things a 
little if she was partially authentic, and 
I blazed away at it once for luck, any­
how. And then I went back to my head­
quarters to smoke for a necessary period 
till I thought something ought to hap­
pen.



“ It happened all right—without fear 
of jealous doubts. I got an answer to 
my simple telegram that made me gen­
erally resolve to swear off and think 
twice before taking.

“ It shirred me down to the hoot­
heels and caused a reaction. Miss Yoko­
lado Swinburne Kamchatka sent me a 
reply that was, short but sensational. 
She despatched me just one small com­
mon-sense Anglo-Saxon word, but it 
fetched me colder than if I’d been bit 
in the stomach with the whole un­
abridged.

“ She said, ‘ Come! ’ and that was as 
far as she committed herself.

“ Well—for a few minutes I guess I 
saw things too multiplied to know which 
from which. I was so immorally aston­
ished that I ’most fell out of my chair 
and sunk through to the basement.

“ Such a top-heavy result as that was a 
little too much for my sensitive nature. 
But I recovered. I reckon I’ve been set 
down on and cruelly outnumbered a few 
times too often to throw up an easy 
sacrifice to~a little commodity like a one- 
word telegram. But it made me set up 
and whistle for a minute, and then I 
.began, to laugh.

“ ‘ Well, this is a little the worst yet,’ 
says I. * What do these foreigners 
naturally think we are? A mutual dis­
tribution society ? ’

“ But I surmised that most likely Miss 
Kamchatka was new to the country and 
didn’t comprehend the wrays of freedom 

<—nor the geography of it, either—and 
probably wasn’t making a sagacious'lead 
like that with the intention of doing 
damage to our institutions or hurting 
anybody’s feelings; and I admired the 
situation, and in about six minutes more 
made up my mind to shy out to St. Louis 
and try and carry out the joke.

“ I thought I’d shoot out there for an , 
experiment and see what the young lady 
was like. I couldn’t help but think well 
of her from the form of her request, and 
I wondered if that was the general satis­
factory way she did business at home, 
and if so, I thought I’d like to discuss 
politics with her.

“ Anyhow she showed pretty good 
judgment in picking out a person like me. 
to carry out her plans—a person not 
afflicted with any common sense to speak

of or holding any engagements such as 
work or being married. If I’d have been 
married, now------ But excuse me. I
can’t speak of it.

“So I took a train and punctured 
Indiana and Illinois, and bumped into 
Missouri and the town of St. Louis Jn a 
fajr state of health pretty early the next 
morning. Then I geared myself up with 
a clean face and a new and joyful-look­
ing necktie and went around to seek for 
Amsley Street.

“ I found it without hurting myself 
seriously—and likewise Number 18. 
Both were as pat and easy to come at as 
the wrong-sized shoe in a meat store. 
Miss Kamchatka’s residence was a slash­
ing, foiir-gored flat, ascending high to 
heaven and trimmed all up in the latest 
art and beatitude.

“ A colored lady in a white cap obeyed 
the door-bell, and we looked on one 
another without special terms of re­
proach for about a minute, and I asked 
for the nearest news and intelligence of 
Miss Yokolado Swinburne Kamchatka. 
And then she began to get remorseful, or 
something, and backed out of it.

,“‘Who?’ she says, looking kind of 
strange and askew-like, ‘ who you say? ’ 
She took me for a grave robber, I guess, 
in search of a cemetery, and wasn’t dis­
posed to countenance it.

“ ‘ Which I’m not a profuse linguist,' 
I says ‘ and was never brought up to it, 
but the party I’m trying to gather is 
fortuitously understood to be Japanese, 
and this is where she signs in at.’

“ But ‘that didn’t bring any relief, 
either. That colored lady simply be­
trayed great grief and repugnance, and 
didn’t produce any remarks.

“ ‘ Which I mean is, are there any 
J apanese in the settlement ? ’

“ ‘ Which dey hain’t! ’ says she—and 
the door concluded the argument. It 
slammed so close to my hearing that it 
jarred my nerves.

“ Well—then I thought I’d better go 
for a long smoke and recover the use 
of my countenance. The way they re­
ceived visitors in St. Louis didn’t attract 
me, and I wondered what the Sam Hill 
kind of a wrong reckoning I was plas­
tered up against.

“ So I branched out for a period; and 
then I went back to my so-called apart-



nients and began to tear up letter paper. 
I manufactured an epistle directed to 
Miss Yokolado Swinburne Kamchatka, 
Number 18 Amsley Street, and entrusted 
it to the care of the United States gov­
ernment. 1

“ I informed Miss Kamchatka that 1 
seemed to have arrived safely in the city, 
all trustful and according, but hadn’t so 
far met with much success in trying to 
reach her by means of an Afro-American 
janitress. That was about all, yours to 
command, address as stated. And then I 
went out again in a general way to visit 
the city of St. Louis while I waited for 
the antidote.

"It came the next day and hit me. 
1'he next day I had tidings of Miss 
Yokolado Swinburne Kamchatka in the 
shape of a life-sized letter made out of 
blue paper and perfumery and a bunch 
of the English language all compro­
mised and twisted.

“ She sent me her regards and sym­
pathy, and was mighty proud to hear 
that I was in town and hoped that my 
prosperity was still up to the average; 
and she asked me to please forgive her 
for the unmentionable crimes of her serv­
ants, and meet her, if I could do such 
a thing, on an honorable street corner 
the next day.

" That was it about as well as I could 
translate without standing on my head; 
and she didn’t mention the amphibious 
jewelry whatever, and I wondered why 
but didn’t let it prey on. my mind.

“ Whatever was satisfactory to her I 
thought would do for me, and I wanted 
to see Miss Kamchatka by that time, and 
so I accepted the challenge and was there 
to bear witness.

“ I was there on the day and date— 
and all the good it did wouldn’t do to 
put in a prayer-book. Miss Yokolado 
Swinburne Kamchatka didn’t come—or 
if so, I didn’t see her—and I had the 
happiness of waiting there all by my­
self as long as I wished to.

“ Roosting around on street corners 
with sincere intentions didn’t prove to 
be . profitable, either; and I was over­
come by this fact with a little reluctance 
—and then I went for another long 
smoke.

“ I sort of wished for a few minutes 
that Miss Kamchatka was back in Asia, 

where her ideas of-humor would be bet­
ter appreciated. I thought that for a 
young person engaged in gratitude for 
the recovery of lost property she was 
really coming it a little strong.

“ But I didn’t expect to give up. Ob. 
shucks, no! Little troubles like these 
didn’t alter my desire to persevere and 
be useful.

" I thought she really ought to have 
that piece of jewelry by that time and 
I made up my mind to hand it to her if 
I. had to call in the fire department to 
assist.

“ I couldn’t help regarding Yokolado 
Swinburne Kamchatka with a little sur­
prise, but I didn’t bear her any ill will; 
and I didn’t like to have to write her 
that the only legal thing left to do was 
to pawn her American friend’s love and 
regards and send her the ticket or, other­
wise, resort to housebreaking—I didn’t 
like to shatter her ideals in such a way 
as that—so next I • began to get ready 
for something different.

“ First I expected to stalk around in 
her neighborhood a little and see if I 
couldn’t find out something about her or 
maybe get a detrimental glimpse or two 
to help out my imagination; but it 
wasn’t very popular and I gave it up.

" And then I had another touching 
letter from Miss Kamchatka saying that 
she was sorry all the way down to the 
dregs of her constitution for the un­
fashionable way things had turned out, 
and blaming the unmanly conduct of her 
coachman, or somebody, and directing 
me to please try it all over again at a 
bigger and better street corner.

“ And I respectfully declined, but 
didn’t say so; and what I did do was to 
shimmer around at about the proper time 
near where she lived to try and see what 
her inhuman intentions might be as to 
hanging me up again.

“ Well, things were about ready and 
I didn’t have to wait. First come a de­
scription known as a cabman, in the com­
pany of a sm^ll horse-and buggy, and 
he stopped out there somewhere in .a po­
lite way and waited; and then in a few 
minutes the house door opened up and a 
small spectacle in silk sashes, flowing 
pajamas, and general combined glory 
hallelujah came ambling down the stone 
steps and out to the street.



“ That was the style and appearance 
of,Miss Yokolado Swinburne Kamchatka 
(or significance to that effect) and she 
was an iridescent dream, she was, did 
up in a small package!

*' It made me back water, almost, to 
look at her. I've been yanked over many 
rough roads, but never saw anything like 
that She was the first page of a fairy 
story, all complete and perfect, but twice 
as pretty and enough to make an im­
pressionable person see stars for a week.

“ She was only about four feet high, 
but the most dazzling that was ever 
turned out of the factory. I was— 
switched; and I forgave Miss Yokolado 
Swinburne Kamchatka all of her prelim­
inary crimes and vicissitudes on the spot 
and fell in love without further notice. 
She was the most innocent-looking, neat­
est, sweetest, demurest little pirate that 
I ever came near to.

“ But she seemed to be in a hurry 
just at present, and didn’t notice her 
humble servant standing there on the 
sidewalk. The light of Asia just perked 
up into her cab and was ready to drive 
away and disappear from my mortal 
view, and then I suddenly concluded that 
maybe I didn’t desire to have it just that 
way. I decided in about a second to mix 
myself up with some of the outstanding 
cause and effect and go with her.

“ The cab gentleman had already per­
suaded his horse-article to surge on a lit­
tle, and was making dust, and I didn’t 
interfere with his useful arrangements— 
I just skipped out and took hold of his 
outfit somewhere and touched a hub with 
one foot and came up alongside and 
asked him how he felt.

“ ‘ Hope I don’t intrude,’ says I, 
‘ would it inconvenience you to take a 
close grip on a five spot and keep pretty 
generally quiet ? ’

“ He did. He was willing to accom­
modate me as soon as he felt able, and 
he put the money out of sight and looked 
at me sideways. He wanted to know— 
that guy did—if I was a detective—and 
I didn’t dash his hopes.

“ ‘ Well, don’t advertise it,’ I says. 
‘ I’m just trying to see where you drop 
down your cargo.’

“ So we skimmed along, peaceful as 
an after-dinner cyclone; and the voyage 
wasn’t a very long one. We just mowed 

through a few of the strange streets of 
St. Louis and triangled around for a 
while without being arrested; and then 
came out pretty near the place that Miss 
Yokolado Swinburne Kamchatka had 
mentioned in her last affectionate letter. 
We hauled up by a curbstone; and it was 
me that jumped down and waltzed 
around to open up the door of the cab.

" And then Miss Yokolado Swinburne 
Kamchatka and I were able to diagonize 
each other’s local disfigurements for a 
minute, rfnd *e did it without argument.

“ She was all squidged up like sonie-' 
body’s doll on the edge of the seat— 
which was about a mile ■ too high for 
her—and she looked at me with about 
as much astonishment as a perfectly 
healthy, unstimulated Japanese can ex­
hibit without heart failure.

J‘ I took off my sunshade and benefited 
her with a bright smile—and then it 
was all right. Miss Yokolado Swin­
burne Kamchatka lit up the atmosphere 
with an effort that put mine way back 
and behind things, and she reached me' 
out a cute little hand about the size of 
a tea leaf, and I took it—and we were 
giddy fast friends forever.

" And ’ Oh-h! ’ she says at the same 
time in a little bird-flutter of a voice, ‘ I 
so velly glad you come 1 ’ She took it 
all as a matter of course—made it seem 
like the most gratified occasion of a long 
life.

“ Well—you needn't be surprised— 
the next thing that happened we went 
driving together—without premedita­
tion, preamble or anything else—except 
the cab and driver. Miss Kamchatka 
just made room for me, and said, 
* Come,’ and that’s all there was to it ex­
cept the way that she said it.

“ ‘ Go most anywhere—Omaha for 
preference! ’ says I to the driver, and I 
climbed in beside that pocket edition of 
a young lady from Asia—and we started.

“ That drive was a startling success 
in some ways, and in others it wasn’t. 
There didn’t seem to be any such thing 
as arriving at an understanding. Miss 
Yokolado Swinburne Kamchatka didn’t 
think such a thing in the least necessary.

“ She sat still and looked agreeable, 
and she kept on sitting still and looking 
that way—only more so—and that was 
about all she did.



“ When I came out with my creden­
tials in the case, and handed over her 
American friend’s regards and best 
wishes and tried to tell her all about how 
it happened, she only laughed and stuck 
the jewelry-thing up into her hair with­
out hardly an extra look at it, and that 
was the way we got on.

“ When I tried to ask questions she 
only looked gratified and said, 1 Oh-h, 
velly, velly much! ’ and all I had to do 
was to turn myself down and agree with 
her.

“ I wanted to tell her how glad I 
was that I had come to St. Louis, and 
that I hoped that her American friend 
was entirely worthy of her, but didn’t 
see how he could be; but it wasn’t much 
of a success.

“ Miss Yokolado seemed to be able to 
speak - English a little without feeling 
the effects of it.much, but when it came 
to understanding the thing she wasn’t 
exactly all there unless she wished to be.

“ She seemed to just calculate we’d 
come together by accident for the sake 
of a pleasant drive or to pass away the 
time. When I tried to speak up and find 
out a few troublesome things she agreed 
with me with all the charms she had, and 
surrounded me with sympathy and day­
dazzling smiles—and that was as far as 
1 got.

“We had an elegant time, but didn’t 
specially know for any great interval 
where we were particularly at. Any­
how not me; and Miss Kamchatka didn’t 
seem to consider it necessary.

“ But after a while she had a happy 
thought, and she says, ‘ Oh, I now mus’ 
go home 1 ’ and then we turned around.

“Was I going with her? I was 
blessed if I knew, but I was willing. I 
wanted to see more of Miss Yokolado 
Swinburne Kamchatka. She was a new 
and interesting kind.

“ And besides all that—— But there 
didn’t seem to be any hope of getting her 
mathematically straightened out. What 
could she understand of the graces of 
Ohio, and all I had sacrificed for her 
sake.

“ But she seemed, to know whether I 
was going home with her or not—and 
evidently I wasn’t. She set me down on 
a street corner, and our journey was 
over. But she looked at me over the 

top of her fan from the stairway of the 
cab and says, ‘ I guess we go drive to­
morrow, yes?’ and left me standing 
there undismayed but a little dizzy.

“ Well, that was jusl the beginning. 
My adventures with Yokolado Swin­
burne Kamchatka lasted for several days. 
We went driving together and -walking 
together, and when we drove she affected 
me clean to the roots of my eyebrows 
with her Asian toilette, and when we 
walked she wore corsets and high-heeled 
shoes and had trouble.

“ She liked driving best, because then 
she wasn’t quite so convulsively stared 
at. As near as I could make out about 
her she was in America studying, and 
the flat on Amsley Street was where she 
boarded.

“ But she only laughed and couldn’t 
conform when I tried to get some of our 
mixed circumstances smoothed out. She 
couldn’t see the use of it.

“ It didn’t last. I hadn’t any visible 
business in St. Louis that anybody knew 
of, and I couldn’t imagine myself staying 
around there for more than a hundred 
years or so just to convene with a bright 
but -incomprehensible young lady from 
Asia.

“ So one day—we were in a Chinese 
restaurant, drinking tea, think of that!— 
I told Miss Yokolado that I was going 
far away and couldn’t probably see her 
any more for a while; and then she sat 
up straight and took notice. She looked 
both surprised and regretful.

.“‘You go’n ’way—wha’ for?’ she 
says.

“I didn’t explain very handy, and 
she looked still more regretful. She was 
sorry, and didn’t admire it. Then she 
says:

“ ‘ You not likee me. I guess you not 
velly much likee me some more 1 ’

“‘Which I contingently'do 1 ’ says I. 
‘ 1 approve of you from every point of 
the compass. But the Anglo-Saxon style 
isn’t to remain with its friends, but to 
move onward with regrets. I must 
move on.’

“ ‘ I guess you do’ wanna marry me— 
tha’s all 1 ’ says Miss Kamchatka.

“ That was the little remark she made 
—just about that. And I—well, the 
clock stopped for a minute, I think, and 
I stopped with it. I don’t think I made 



any ornate statements for a brief period, 
and then I pushed the tea table out of 
my range and looked at Miss Yoko­
lado Swinburne Kamchatka with concen­
tration.

“ ‘ What you come see me for if you 
do’ wanna marry me, say ? ’ she says.

“‘Me?’ says I. ‘Are you perfectly 
sure I’m the party you’re talking about? 
I was thinking that I brought you a piece 
of jewelry.’

“ She fetched the little trinket out of 
her hair then and looked at it with dis­
content. ‘I sen’ out seven!’ she said. 
‘ And only one come back! I don’ t’ink 
much Amelican genelmen! ’

“ Well, I may-have opened my mouth 
at this juncture, but I don’t think I 
said anything worthy of notice.

“ ‘ You ought to be shame! ’ she says.
' Now I’m sorry I have you come.’

“ ‘ Seven! ’ I says. ‘ What the 
blazes------ ’ But I must have looked in­
quisitive enough without needing to 
finish.

“ ‘ Uh! ’ says Miss Yokolado. ‘ What 
you t’ink? I Wanna get married— 
course!—same like Amelican girl. 
When I first see you from the window 
I guess mebbe you’ll do, and then when 
you wait on the corner------ ’

“ ‘ Go on, please,’ says I, folding up

my arms. ‘ Then the lady patron of the 
door-bell up there had her urgent rea­
sons, is that it? And the day I ruined 
my digestion holding down the street 
corner------ ’

“‘Oh-h!’ says Yokolado. ‘Then I 
watch you from ,the cab with an opera 
glass, you know! ’ Yokolado was be­
ginning to smile and look happy again.

“ Well, I don’t know exactly how long 
I sat there—I had a few emotions hith­
erto unsubscribed to, but when I came 
out of it I went over to Miss Kamchatka 
and shook bands all over again.

“ ‘ You have my awe and admiration 
in chunks,’ says I to Miss Yokolado 
Swinburne Kamchatka, ‘ and I wish you 
a whole lot better luck than getting mar­
ried. But I wouldn’t advise you to keep 
it up,’ I says—‘ particularly not if the 
jewelry is anyways expensive. And you 
might be suddenly successful, you know, 
and live to regret it.’

“ Well, Miss Yokolado Swinburne 
Kamchatka and I parted with true re­
gards, and I came away from the morbid 
city of St. Louis about as soon as I could 
catch anything moving.

“ I am ’most recovered now, but that’s 
why I say the American is entirely too 
slow and bashful to keep up with the un­
restricted gentle foreigner.’’

DON’T WORRY.
Anonymous.

DON’T worry—though above your head 
The threatening storm clouds meet, 
The rainbow as of yore shall spread 

Its sign of promise sweet.
The flowers fled when winter gray 
Proclaimed again his cruel sway.
Yet early blossoms smile and say, 

“ Don’t worry:”
Don’t worry—though the noon-tide find 

Your footsteps faltering.
The morn’s glad hopes left far behind;

Th<^ day its joy shall bring.
When sunset’s radiant curtains fall, 
Sleep’s angel, ready at the call 
Of night, shall whisper low to all, 

“ Don’t worry.”
Don’t worry—though with little good 

Your eager quest seem fraught
He that has striven as he could 

Has striven as he ought.
Ask not how destiny was planned.
The little that we understand
Is eloquent with the command, 

“ Don’t worry.”



A WHITE STREAK OF DISASTER.* * / 

By Edgar Franklin.

How the swinging pendulum of fortune came almost to a 
dead stop.

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

JOHN GRAFTON has mortgaged his entire fortune to back a traction company pro­
moted by George Colson. At midnight a few days before the settlement it is dis­

covered that the papers showing the company’s indebtedness to Grafton have disap­
peared from his office. Detective Burleigh is immediately summoned, and from vari­
ous clues concludes that the package, sealed and addressed in one of the firm’s envel­
opes, has been dropped down the mail-chute by the thief, and is lying in the general box 
on the lower floor.

Grafton persuades Brady, a politician, to secure the pass-key from the postmaster 
and open the box. His hand is almost on the letter when Brady reads the address, and 
pretending to be overcome with moral scruples, replaces the letter in the box.

Subsequent events point to Brady’s having some personal interest in the envelope, 
and a similar one, addressed by Jennison, Grafton’s secretary, is found in Brady’s waste 
basket. Jennison, however, when questioned, appears entirely innocent and gives a satis­
factory explanation.

Grafton at last resolves to trust himself to Colson’s honor, but finds, when he seeks 
an appointment with him, that the man has utterly disappeared. Shortly after he re­
ceives a telegram to m'eet Colson in Chicago. This he does. Colson appears unusual 
in his behavior and takes Grafton to a hotel, where he begs him to remain until after the 
day of settlement, giving no reason. Grafton refuses. A queer drowsiness comes over 
him, and he wakens the next morning to the knowledge that he has been drugged.

He tries to escape from the wretched little room in which he finds himself, only 
to discover that it is guarded from below. Seizing a piece of furniture he breaks a panel 
of the door. Footsteps are heard in the corridor.

CHAPTER XVIII.
AN ARGUMENT AND AN ARRIVAL.

T
O Grafton, waiting tensely as the 

•steps climbed upward, the sec­
onds dragged wonderfully.

His only means of defense 
stood ready for instant service, but he 
had no intention of putting it into use 
until peaceful means had failed. The 
person, or persons who were coming 
might even now prove amenable to rea­
son and argument—if so, it was better 
than cracking their skulls.

The sound reached his landing, and 
quick steps crossed the intervening space. 
Through the shattered panel, an evil 
face leered at Grafton.

Kenyonville’s millionaire recoiled in­
voluntarily before the snake eyes and the 

* Began February All-Story Magajine.

blue-black jaw; but he caught himself 
and stepped forward again.

“ Are you the owner of this'place? ”
“ Well, if I am, d’ye think I’m givin' 

you the right to smash her up in little 
pieces?”

“ Are you ? —
“ No. Get back, there, and------ ”
Grafton’s temper was rising.
“ I want that door opened at once.”
“Yeah?” -
“ Yes! Get the key and unlock it— 

unless you’re looking for future trouble.”
“ Ob, I guess we ain’t worryin’ much 

about trouble.”
“ Go to work and unlock it, then.”
" And I guess we ain’t goin’ to do no 

unlockin’, neither.”
" Unless you do, my man,” said Graf­

ton, crisply, “ there’s a warm time corn-
Single copies, 10 cents.



ing for you and the people who keep this 
den.”

“ I guess they’ll stand it.”
Grafton bit his lips; he seemed to be 

making little headway as concerned his 
release.

“ Come! ” he said, more sharply. 
“ We’ve had 'enough nonsense as it is. 
Get that door open or I’ll smash the 
rest of it down! ”

The other merely smiled.
“ Are you going for tha key? ”
“ No.”
“ You refuse to let me out of here?”
“ Ye might call it that, mister.”
“ I suppose you know that you’re com­

mitting a criminal offense—that you are 
punishable under the law ? ”

The man in the hallway laughed out­
right.

“ We don’t spend much time botherin’ 
with Idws in this part of town, old 
man I ”

“ Well, you’ll spend considerable time 
getting clear of them when I am once 
out of here, I can tell you that.”

“ Mebbe, mister, but you ain’t out yet.”
“ But I’m going to be, very shortly,” 

said Grafton furiously. “ For the last 
time, are you going to open that door ? ”

“Say, d’ye see it opening?” inquired 
his jailer.

Grafton stepped back and raised his 
club. i

“ I’ll be out there with you in about 
ten seconds! ” he growled.

The post was' swinging around his 
head and ready-to descend, when a hairy 
hand came through the opening, and the 
voice cried:

“ Hold on, there! ”
“What?” Grafton paused, the club 

poised in air. “ Changed your mind, 
have you?”

“ Not special—but it won’t do you 
much good to smash that door, mister. 
You may as well know it before you 
start,”

“ I’ll see what good,it will do! ”
“ Say, I gave ye warnin’, didn’t I?” 

Warning of what ? ” shouted the 
prisoner.

“ This here! ”
The hand disappeared for a moment, 

and c.ame into view again with a revolver 
clutched tight. - _ *

It was one chance in ten thousand!

Like a bolt of thunder, Grafton’s club 
descended upon the fist and missed it 
by an inch as it disappeared once more 
through the panel.

An angry snarl came from without. .
“ Didn’t suppose ye had brains enough 

for that! ”
Grafton 'laughed angrily and raised 

his weapon once more; again the voice 
came to him through the break.

“ Hey, now! You saw it, mister, an’ 
I ain’t the one to stop long about usin’ 
it if you go to work and make it neces­
sary. You get back there an’ sit down 
an’ there ain’t nothin’ goin’ to happen 
to ye. But if you try smashing things 
any more, or kickin’ up a row like 
that------”

Grafton’s answer came swiftly. Witji 
another quick swing, his club crashed 
down upon the panels. New sections of 
the wood gave way—a larger opening 
had been made.

A sharp growl came from the corridor 
but he gave it scant heed. Stepping to 
one side, in preparation for a possible 
shot, the bed-post was whirled about and 
brought down. The upper half of the 
door crashed down to the dingy floor of 
the hallway.

The joy of battle set Grafton atingle. 
Once let him demolish that lower half 
and leap into the hallway, and he was 
ready and willing to try conclusions, 
even with the pistol. Surely with that 
heavy weapon in his hands, his chances 
of shattering the fellow’s arm before he 
,could shoot were almost even.

The club swung about and battered 
upon the lower panels; Grafton drew it 
back with a suppressed shout, for the 
woodwork had splintered again. An­
other rousing blow and------

He dodged back. The revolver and 
an angry face behind it had poked 
through his gap.

For an instant he faced them—then 
dodged quickly. And as his head 
dropped a spurt of flame and a bullet 
passed straight through the spot it had 
occupied!

He crouched lower and the gun fol­
lowed him—he dodged again and an­
other leaden pellet just missed him!

So it was to be warfare in earnest, 
with possible, even probable murder as 
the end! Considering it all with light­



ning rapidity, Grafton saw but one 
course to follow if he expected to see 
Kenyonville again outside of his coffin.

He must surrender. *He threw the 
club from him, as the quickest sign of 
his defeat. The revolver was trained 
upon him for a new . attempt — 
but as the big stick rattled to the floor 
across the room, the muzzle lowered. 
His antagonist stepped through the gap 
and confronted him with an angry scowl.

For a moment they faced each other; 
and Grafton realized bitterly that for 

1 the time he was a beaten man. The other 
: shook his head angrily.

*' Couldn’t take me word for it, hey? ” 
Grafton did not answer.
“ Git up ! ”
The millionaire obeyed.
“ Now, go over on that bed an’ sit 

down 1 Quick! ”
Grafton rose and walked to the 

wrecked bedstead and with a stifled 
groan seated himself on the edge. His 
captor took a chair and with the revolver 
ready for use, stared at him.

“ I guess you’ll bear -tvatching at close 
quarters, mister! ”

“ I guess I will 1 ” snapped his victim.
“ Well, we’ll make ’em close enough, 

don’t you worry! Here, that’ll do! 
Don’t try gettin’ up again. I’ve got you 
where I want you and there you stay, 
mister.”

Grafton regarded him silently. Plain­
ly the fellow was very much in earnest 
and Colson’s money had made him so. 
What was the plan—what should be his 
ultimate disposition? Were they going 
to kill him in this wretched hole and 
dispose of his body in one of the hundred 
possible ways?

Was John Grafton to drop out of ex­
istence in this low den to the nine days’ 
wonderment of all his friends and fel­
low citizens and the eternal sorrow of 
his wife and his few other relatives? Or 
was he to be released when the worst of 
the damage had been done? The prob­
lem was of vital interest and as he grew 
calmer he resolved to learn, by diplomatic 
means if possible, just what the answer 
might be. *"

“ See here, my man,”’ said Grafton 
coolly.

“Well?”
“ What is to become of me? ”

“ Become o’ye? ” The other chuckled.
“ Dunrio, mister.”

“ But------ ”
“ Oh, I guess they ain’t nobody goin’ 

to hurry ye, if ye lie still and keep that 
trap o’ yours closed.”

“ So those were Colson’s orders—to 
keep me here, alive or dead? ”

“ Colson? ”
“ The man who brought me here.’’
“ Oh, the other swell guy? Well----- ”

the thug smiled dryly. “ You seem to be 
pretty wise, mister.”

“ Left word to shoot me if it became 
necessary, did he? ” pursued Grafton, 
thoughtfully.

The other laughed outright.
“ You take it easy, anyway. I dunno. 

All he said was to keep you here.”
“ And he specified a time, of course. 

How long am I supposed to vigit with 
you? ”

“ You’ll see.”
“ I should prefer knowing at the pres­

ent time. What earthly difference can 
it make? You’re sitting there with at 
least one gun and for all I know half 
a dozen more. I am unarmed- as you 
know perfectly well. Why don’t you 
tell me?”

“ Well—I guess you ain’t in shape to 
leave, anyway, are you ? ” The other 
scratched his bristling chin. “ You’re 
just goin’ to be here a couple o’ days.”

“ Ah? To-day is the twentieth, is it 
not? I’m to be allowed to go to-morrow, 
then? ”.

“ Not quite. The next day, I guess.”
Grafton nodded casually. “ The 

twenty-second, eh? ”
“ Somewheres around three or four in 

the afternoon, you kin go,” he conde­
scended. “ That’s the time he said we 
could cut you loose.”

“ Thank you for the information,” re­
plied Grafton, dryly.

He leaned back and studied the grimy 
ceiling for a while. If he were to leave 
it must be accomplished by . a single 
means—bribery. Had he enough to get 
himself clear; could he promise enough 
to take him back to Kenyonville in time?

“ What’ll you take to let me escape?” 
he asked placidly.

“Heyf’
" How much is it worth to you to go 

to' sleep? ”



“ While you walk out ? ”
“ Certainly.”
“Nothin’ doin’!” The round head 

shook sadly. “ It ain’t me, boss. The 
main guy here took de job. Ye can’t 
square him.”

“ Why not?”
“ ’Cause the gent what brought ye 

here had all kinds o’ coin, an’ the boss 
is one o’ these fellers that does things 
on the level.”

“ On the level! ” Grafton laughed in 
spite of himself at the phrase. “ So he 
couldn’t be bought off? ’’

“ Not in a week! ”
“ But you could, eh ? ”
“ Oh, say------”
“ Look here! ” Grafton sat up brisk­

ly. “ I’ve got about two hundred dol­
lars in my pocket. Why your friends 
haven’t stolen it, I don’t know—but they 
haven’t. I’ll give all but twenty dollars 
of it to you for that revolver! ”

“ So’s ye can blow a few airholes in 
me, hey ? ”

“ I won’t touch you or try to injure 
you—I give my word of honor on that! 
All I want is a chance to leave this room 
with a loaded gun in my hand. I’ll at­
tend to the rest.”

” “ Mebbe the rest would attend to you 
instead,” rejoined the other. “ It ain’t 
no use, mister. There’s six or eight o’ 
the boys down-stairs, without the boss. 
They’d make hash o’ ye."

“ Perhaps they would, and perhaps 
they would not. Here! ” He produced 
the money and held it forth. “ Why not 
try it? You can say I overpowered 
you. I’m larger and heavier in every 
wgy and it is not at all improbable. You 
give me that gun and stay here for three 
minutes. That’s all I ask, and it’s an 
easy way to earn money.”

His captor was wavering. Grafton 
saw it and his heart beat fast. Once 
let him get to the dark corridor, even 
without knowing the place, and he was 
ready enough to trust the rest to his own 
powers of fighting.

"Well—going to try it?” he asked 
crisply.

“ I—damned if I know whether to 
do it or not 1 ”

“ You had better. Here’s the cash— 
see it? ”

His captor rose and walked slowly 

toward him, magnetized, as it seemed, by 
the green roll.

“ You’ll swear not to do me? ”
“ I will.”
“ And------” the weapon was poised be­

fore him, butt foremost. “ Here, take 
it! Ye dunno what ye’re doin’ but ye 
want to do it—so go ahead. Only I’m 
tellih’ ye this, mister—it’s the morgue 
for yours, once ye try to go down them 
stairs and get to the street! ”

“ Very well. I’ll take my chances.”
" Ye’re foolish—to-morrow or next 

day ye can walk out without meeting a 
soul.”

“ I understand perfectly.” Grafton 
stood up and buttoned his overcoat with 
a steady hand. “ I think I prefer leav­
ing to-day, nevertheless. Good day.”

The rough shook his hand with some 
admiration and a little sorrow. Perhaps 
it seemed a shame to let so calm a cus­
tomer walk down-stairs to certain death.

Grafton did not pause. Stepping 
through the door he had wrecked, he 
stood in the corridor’s gloom with leap­
ing pulses. His first step to freedom was 
an accomplished fact. Now what should 
he do ?

Was it better to make one grand dive 
for the lower floors and find his way out 
before the alarm could be given, or would 
it be better to steal slowly down and trust 
to fate?

At the end of a few seconds, he de­
cided upon a compromise between the. 
two. He must get down as quickly and 
as noiselessly as possible, make for the 
first door and—vanish !

He groped his way to the stair-head, 
illumined by a small window on the 
court. His foot felt cautiously for the 
step, found it and was followed by the 
other. Within a very few seconds Graf­
ton had passed to the second floor.

But how the old boards creaked! A 
long drawn squeak fairly froze his 
blood, as he hurried to the head of the 
lower flight. What if it had been 
heard? He waited, hardly breathing. 
Some one below shifted a chair on the 
bare floor; then all was still once more.

He essayed another forward step; a 
louder creak ensued. And this one had 
been heard! There could be no doubt 
of that terrible fact. Below, a door 
opened and a head peered out. Grafton



shrank against the wall, but too late! 
He had been seen! ,

Well, it was do or die now! Two 
steps at a time, he made down the shaky 
flight. And before he had half accom­
plished the descent, a crowd of six or 
seven rough figures were in the hallway 
below him. He pulled up sharply and 
raised the revolver.

Three shots, and six men before him! 
Did they fire once, the end of John 
Grafton seemed a mathematical certain­
ty. He drew a long breath, perhaps his 
last, and braced against the wall. It 
was all very weird and sensational, but 
he vowed that if he must be murdered 
in this den, one or two should go with 
him!

Beneath, he saw the flash of pistols. 
Now!

But at the very second he expected the 
shot, a door opened. For an instant, 
he. caught a glimpse of the dirty bar­
room, he heard a muttered word or two. 
And the words were magic, for the men 
in the hallway melted away before them, 
and darted through doors which opened 
readily to them, even in the gloom.

A miracle had been worked for his 
salvation! Grafton gasped as he stared 
below; and, as he stared, the door from1 
the bar opened again, and a blue-coated 
figure pushed through, and then another, 
until four officers of the police were hur­
rying toward him. A fifth figure, in 
citizen’s clothes, came behind.

And as one of the policemen quickly 
lighted a gas jet, and another leaped 
to his side, the light fell upon the ci­
vilian. He was -white and haggard, and 
he glared upward with wild eyes.

“Thank God! You’re alive, sir!” 
Grafton’s shout came involuntarily.
“Jennison!" he cried. “It’s you— 

Jennison!" 

CHAPTER XIX.
THE STAB OF CONSCIENCE.

Of all the remarkable things that had 
happened to Grafton within the eventful 
day or two, the oddest, it seemed to him, 
was the opportune appearance of his 
chief clerk, Jennison.

That he should have covered the hun­
dreds of miles between Kenyonville and 
Chicago, that he should have come so 

accurately to the very spot where Grafton 
was in trouble, was little short of miracu­
lous. The man, saved by so bare a mar­
gin from actual murder, leaned against 
the wall and stared stupidly at his con­
fidential assistant.

The officers were hurrying about; 
lights appeared here and there in the 
gloomy place until one could discern 
without difficulty the whole squalid 
scene. Jennison stared up at Grafton 
with a strange sort of dumb agony.

Then the spell broke as the policemen 
gathered again and talked quickly among 
themselves. Jennison leaped up the 
stairway and seized his employer’s hand 
in* cold fingers.

“Thank God, sir!” he mumbled. 
“ Oh, thank God, Mr. Grafton!”

Grafton shook himself together.
“ I’m inclined to think that the thanks 

are partly yours, Jennison,” he said. 
“ How under the sun did you know— 
what brought you here to the very place, 
at the very time ? ”

“ That’s what I’ve come to tell-—that 
and more, and I shall have to tell it 
quickly, sir. Where can we go in this 
place, to talk? ”

“ I—well, I don’t know. They have 
a very fine dining-room, if I remember 
correctly. Perhaps it’s safe there now.”'

“ It’s safe anywhere now,” the rounds­
man interposed. “ They’ve left, even to 
the owner of the joint.”

“ Then we’ll find it.”
Grafton passed into the bar, Jennison 

at his heels, and in a moment or two had 
located the scene of his own disaster. 
With a long sigh of relief he settled be­
side one of the unappetizing tables and 
stretched himself. In all his • life he 
had never imagined such delicious re­
laxation possible. Business troubles he 
had passed through and troubles of other 
kinds, sickness and personal sorrows ; but 
this, a reprieve from death, was different 
from all.

And Jennison was the responsible par­
ty. He glanced across at the chief clerk 
with more gratitude in his eyes than 
words could express. The secretary 
flushed before the gaze and his mouth 
worked convulsively for a minute.

Then, to Grafton’s amazement, Jenni- 
son’s head sank to his folded arms and 
he sobbed violently!



“ But, my dear fellow 1 ”
“Just a moment, sir—I can’t help it,” 

came thickly.
“ But, Jennison------”
“ Mr. Grafton! ” The other looked 

up miserably. “ Don’t try to comfort 
me------ It isn’t the nervous strain that
set me off, you know. It’s—something 
a great deal worse.”

“ Worse, Jennison?”
“ Infinitely. You—you’ve trusted me, 

sir! God help me, you’ve always trusted 
me! ”

“Of course I’ve trusted you."
“.You brought me out of a cheap, 

hopeless, futureless position and worked 
me into a business man. You gave me 
charge of matters involving thousands 
and hundreds of thousands, and you 
trusted me with them all! ”

“ Indeed I did. I------ ”
“Just a minute more, sir. I’ve come 

to tell you how I have repaid all your 
kindness. Mr. Grafton, I stole those 
Colson papers! ”

“You—you did steal them?” Graf­
ton sat back, literally horrified. De­
spite the episode of the envelope, his 
belief in Jennison’s honesty had hardly 
been shaken. “ You------”

“ Yes, I stole them, sir:—night before 
last.” Jennison straightened up and 
brushed back his damp hair. “ I’ll give 
you the whole story as quickly and as 
briefly as I can, Mr. Grafton, and then 
we shall have to act.”

Grafton watched him wonderingly.
Jennison, taking breath, glanced at 

his watch, and then spoke quickly:
“ I may as well begin at the beginning, 

Mr. Grafton—you’ll understand better. 
This whole Kenyonville Traction bus­
iness has been one mass of graft, from 
end to end! ”

“ Graft! ”
“ Nothing else in the world, sir. The 

full details I can’t tell, for I don’t know 
them, but I have a very fair idea of 
how matters have been going. Colson, 
I think, went into the business originally 
for what he could make out of it, legiti­
mately or otherwise. He has a criminal 
record 1 ”

“ Colson has? ”
“ Yes. It’s a long way back, and I 

believe that he’s been making more or 
less of -an honest living for years; but 

I suppose this was too much for him. 
At any rate, Mr. Grafton, that is the 
fact.

“ Well, and from what I have learned, 
Colson has been making a very good 
thing all through the business—on con­
tracts and rake-offs and so on. He was 
involved in some of it with Brady, in 
a very quiet fashion, and after a time 
they got to talking over possibilities. 
How long they discussed the matter I 
cannot say, either, but between them they 
shaped a plan—the plan that has been 
worked out.”

“ To steal the papers? ”
“ Yes.”
Grafton shook his head.
“ So Brady was in it as well I I’m 

afraid my faith in human nature has been 
misplaced. Go on.”

“ They'did not know how to go about 
it. The notes and the bonds and all 
were, of course, in the safe deposit vaults 
at the bank, and consequently where they 
never could be reached. It was a week 
or so ago that Brady took me aside one 
day, when I went to his office, and 
broached the subject.

“ I’m not saying it to excuse myself, 
Mr. Grafton, for nothing can do that,” 
said Jennison, “ but I did refuse the of­
fer he made at the time and announced 
my intention of revealing the plot to 
you.

“ Brady was furious. He wouldn’t let 
me put of the office—indeed,. I have some­
times doubted if I was not in serious dan­
ger that day. He promised to make 
Kenyonville too hot to hold me, if I told 
you. On the other hand, he promised 
me a large sum if I would help him and 
Colson.”

“ How much? ” said Grafton angrily.
Jennison avoided his gaze.
“ It was one hundred thousand dol­

lars, sir.”
“ And I’ve trusted you with more than 

that—fool that I was! ”
“You can’t make me see the matter 

in any worse light than I see it now,” 
said Jennison wretchedly. “ I under­
stand what a contemptible cur I am, Mr. 
Grafton, and I’m doing what little I 
can to atone for it.

“ Well, we compromised upon my 
promise not to mention the affair, and 
I left. I don’t know how I faced you 



for a week, every day, with that on my 
mind. However, day before yesterday, 
Brady was waiting for me at noon when 
I went to lunch. He knew that the notes 
were in your office, and he knew that 
I was the person most likely to see them. 
He renewed his offer to me, to steal 
them and hand them over to him and 
Colson. That was all he asked, and 
he doubled his original price for the 
miserable work. When I refused, he 
doubled his threats ! He scared me, Mr. 
Grafton! ”

Grafton’s tight, shut lips offered no 
comment.

“ In the end I accepted, sir. At least, 
we left it that if the notes could be 
had without breaking into anything, I 
was to take them. Then you went away 
that night and left them lying squarely 
on the front of your open desk! ”'

“ Yes, that was an absurd trick, I’ll 
admit.”

“ Up to the moment you left, sir, I 
had no intention of complying. I sup­
posed, of course, that you would at 
least lock the wretched things in the 
safe, but when I saw them there the 
temptation was too much, somehow. 
Even then I conquered it and left in a 
hurry before it could return.

“ But all the evening the idea haunted 
me—I may as well be honest—and I 
thought what I could do with two hun­
dred thousand dollars of my own. I 
thought how easy it would be to go a\vay - 
when the first excitement had calmed 
down and live the rest of my life as 
I pleased. Up to eleven o’clock, though, 
I crushed it back; but then the tempta­
tion got the better of me.

“ I went back to the building. By 
chance, Parker was in the basement. I 
managed to sneak in and up by the 
stairs. I found the papers, and was just 
about to pocket them when you came 
up in the elevator. I knew that it must 
be you, for no one else would be likely 
to demonstrate that emergency stop in 
the middle of the night.

“ What was I to do? If you came 
and found me with the papers in my 
possession, it was all over. If you found 
me at all, it would have been bad 
enough. For a moment I felt panic- 
stricken. Then the inspiration came. I 
seized one of your envelopes, thrust in 

the notes, directed it to Brady, dropped 
it in the chute, and darted back into the 
offices. The fire-escape ladders, I found, 
had been taken away. I huddled into 
the corner, and waited for you to find 
me. You didn’t.”

Grafton nodded and smiled tartly.
“ Then you went away and I climbed 

back and turned on the lights for a mo­
ment to see if there were any signs of my 
detection. The desk was closed; I 
turned out the lights, and hurried out by 
way of the elevator.”

“ So it was you, after all, Jennison! ”
“ Yes. The rest of that night’s doings 

I have heard of course, from Brady. He 
had not expected the documents to come 
in that way, nor at that time. Hence, to 
keep up the appearance of perfect friend­
liness, he was willing to help you. He 
opened the box, saw the envelope with 
my handwriting, and—you know the 
rest.”

“ I do indeed. It was Brady whom we 
chased then? ”

“ Yes, he feared that you might be able 
to get the box open somehow, and he 
returned twice in his effort to unlock the 
thing. The last time he dropped the 
key.”

“ And Colson? ”
“ Brady saw him some time after he 

left you, told him that the documents 
were probably in their hands, and had 
him leave. It was Brady’s idea that he 
might persuade you to stay here for a 
day or two, but Colson doubted it. Then 
they decided on the scheme of drugging 
you, and Colson knew this den of old. 
That is the whole story.”

“ And a very .choice story it is,” said 
Grafton bitterly. “ The honest politi­
cian, the great and good and upright 
business man, and the trusted confiden­
tial clerk 1 ”

“ I was the worst of the lot,” said Jen­
nison. “ I’m doing what I can to make 
amends now.”

Grafton looked at him more kindly.
“ I understand that, Jennison. Now 

that you’ve finished with the past, go on 
to the gang’s present—or future—plans.”

“ After you had gone yesterday, sir, 
the thing hit me harder than ever. It 
tortured my very life out—I couldn’t 
rest or eat or think of anything save what 
an unmitigated scoundrel I had been.



Colson reached town again this morning 
and we heard that you had been disposed 
of. That settled it, I’m glad to say. I 
ran for the depot, got here as quickly as 
possible, sought the help of the police— 
and we didn’t come any too soon.”

“ You did not.” Grafton shuddered 
slightly. “ But what is the ultimate 
purpose of all this rascality?”

“ That is all arranged. Did you ever 
hear of Fenmore Carvel ? ”

“Eh? No. Who is he?”
“A forger—escaped from Joliet three 

or four years ago,” said Jennison. “ Col­
son seems to know him, and Brady 
doesn’t regard hiin as an utter stranger. 
At all events he had been somewhere in' 
Kenyonville for nearly a week! ”

“ Awaiting the robbery? ”
- “ Yes. The rest, as I know now, has 
been fixed. Colson, on the strength of 
his reputation, has arranged for some 
very large loans from the banks as soon 
as his notes to you are satisfied! With the 
notes in hand, Carvel will forge your 
signature wherever necessary, and the 
loans will go through within two hours 
after noon to-morrow! ”

“Good Lord!”'exclaimed Grafton. 
“ The thing seems to be worked out in 
detail! ”

“Not a thing has been neglected, sir. 
They reckon on leaving town by three 
o’clock to-morrow, with some three 
million dollars among them! ”

Grafton sat back agape. The thor­
oughness of the whole plot, and the 
revelation of the true characters of the 
men in whom he and many others had 
had such implicit confidence, dumfound- 
ed him.

“ Jennison,” he said slowly. “ You 
have been—well, perhaps no more than 
a very weak fool. You have come within 
an ace of ruining me, and you’ve de­
stroyed my faith in mankind. But you 
have made all the restitution possible, 
and I thank you sincerely.”

“ I don’t deserve that, sir.”
“ And now the thing is to use what we 

know. What is the time ? ”
“ Just five.”
“ Ah! That leaves us ample chance 

to get the six o’clock train then,” said 
Grafton. “ We’ll make Kenyonville by 
midnight. Where do you suppose Brady 
and his brother crooks are operating? ”

“On the papers?”
“ Yes.”
" At Brady’s office, I think. I know 

that Carvel has been there several times, 
and from what they said I believe the 
work will be done there.”

“ Have you told Burleigh about this 
business, Jennison?”

“ No, sir. I had no more than time to 
catch the train that brought me to Chi­
cago.”

“ Um—too bad. He should have 
known it. However, we can wire him at 
the depot, and he can; at least watch the 
crowd until we arrive.” Grafton re­
garded the other very thoughtfully for a 
few seconds. “ You’re sure that you 
have told me all there is to tell, are 
you ? ”

“ I have given you the full account of 
the business. Oh, I don’t blame you for 
doubting' me, Mr. Grafton, but you’ll 
find that I have been honest in this, at 
least.”

“ Perhaps a stronger man than you 
would have succumbed to the temptation, 
Jennison. You gave no hint to Colson 
or Brady of your intention? ”

“ Certainly not.”
“ But they’ll remark your absence, and 

perhaps guess at its cause. Well—I don’t 
know just what harm it will do now. The 
papers can hardly yet have been doctored 
and before banking hours we shall again 
be in Kenyonville if all goes well. I 
hope you’ve got money for traveling ex­
penses, Jennison.” He laughed shortly. 
“ I invested in this revolver, you know, 
and it cost me one hundred and eighty 
dollars.”

Grafton arose and looked about. One 
or two of the police were in the fore 
part of the place. He walked in to them 
to learn what had been accomplished.

Not a man had been caught; even 
surprised as they were, the habitues of 
the den had made good an escape among 
the alleys and byways of the forlorn 
neighborhood.

It mattered very little to Grafton. He 
was alive and free again; he knew the 
full story of the plot against him; he 
had still time to frustrate it if nothing 
went amiss. Later on, perhaps, when 
time did not press, he would return and 
identify some of the crowd that had been 
connected with his imprisonment. For 



the moment, his sole desire was to return 
to Kenyonville.

With Jennison on one side and an 
officer on the other, he left the house and 
struck out rapidly for the depot. In ten 
minutes he stood upon his meeting­
ground with Colson.

Half an hour remained before train­
time. Grafton secured a handful of 
telegram blanks and sat down to the task 
of advising Burleigh as to the situation. 
When he had reached the end of his 
abbreviated message, Jennison was wait­
ing with the tickets. The chief clerk’s 
face was white and weary, but there was 
a quality of happy relief upon it which 
prompted Grafton to stop.

“Jennison,” he said, “ I may be fool­
ish, but I’m going to make you a propo­
sition. If you like, you may come back 
with me, remain in the office, and see the 
thing through. If I decide to prosecute 
Brady and Colson, it will mean that you 
are to be dragged through the courts and 
made to tell your own story to the 
public. It’s going to shatter your repu­
tation for honesty, for good and all. Or, 
if you like, you may stay here and go to 
work, and I shall not try to find you. It 
will be easier/certainly, and perhaps bet­
ter in a good many ways. Which is it to 
be?”

“ I’m going back with you, Mr. Graf­
ton.”

Grafton smiled suddenly.
“All right, Jennison. Come along.”

CHAPTER XX.
BACK TO KENYONVILLE.

Night closed in and the train roared 
along toward Kenyonville.

Grafton and Jennison talked but little. 
The latter sat, half dozing, and spoke 
only when Grafton addressed him. That 
was rarely, for Grafton had much to oc­
cupy his mind.

To all appearances, the end of his 
chase was in sight, and a remarkable 
chase it had been!

Was the trouble really not yet made? 
He turned to the chief clerk.

“ See here, Jennison! ”
“ Yes, sir? ”
“You are sure that none of the forg­

ing has been done? ”

“To the best of my knowledge, they 
had no intention of going to work on 
the papers until late to-night.”

“ I wonder why? ”
“ The man Carvel suggested that. He 

said that so long as the papers were to 
be shown to-morrow afternoon and were 
supposed to be signed at noon, the ink 
should be as fresh as possible.”

“ Ah ! ” Grafton’s eyebrows went up. 
“ I’d forgotten that, Jennison. Your 
forger has a good head.”

“ He is an expert, according to Col­
son.”

“ And that is the same Colson who 
has had such a good reputation in Ken­
yonville this past few years? ”

Jennison nodded silently.
“ Do you know the details of the 

crooked work that has been going on?”
“ Only that Brady and Colson have 

been making about fifty per cent on all 
the work that has been done—and ar­
ranging it so that they boast about de­
tection being impossible.”

“ Pleasant! ” Grafton sat back again.
The hours rolled on slowly; the train 

rumbled ahead with its monotonous clat­
ter. At eleven they drew up at Hastings, 
and Grafton smiled. Just one hour more, 
just sixty more minutes, and he would be 
within reaching distance of the whole 
choice crew.

Toward -the end of that hour he could 
hardly keep his chair. Had it been pos­
sible, he would almost have tried bribing 
the engine crew to greater speed; every 
second seemed dragged out to twenty 
times its usual length. They stopped for 
water, and Grafton drummed with his 
foot, watched the sleepy passengers, and 
swore under his breath until they were 
under way again.

But at last the first straggling lights 
of Kenyonville appeared, grew more nu­
merous, and finally merged into the un­
broken lines of street-lamps that Grafton 
knew so well. He leaped from his chair 
and walked to the door, with Jennison 
close behind.

As the train drew up, he was upon the 
step and before it reached a standstill he 
had jumped to the platform.

A figure ran out of the shadow of the 
station roof and hurried across to him.

Grafton held out a hand.
“ Burleigh! ”



“ Well, Mr. Grafton! ”
“ Back again and alive, although at 

one time the prospect for that didn’t 
seem overbright, I must say.”

“ Ah! and you brought back Mr. Jen­
nison, did you ? ”

“ Yes, he decided to come and see the 
end of the game, Burleigh,” said Graf­
ton, easily. “ You received my wire, of 
course?”

“ At about seven, sir. I was never 
more amazed in all my life! ”

“ That’s not hard to believe.”
“ And Colson really took you to the 

place and managed to drug you, sir, as 
you said?” pursued the detective in a 
low tone.

“Just exactly.”
“ Well, it’s the most daring thing in 

all my experience, sir. I’ve seen tough 
cases, but never the like of this."

“ I hope you’ll see no more of the like 
in which I'm concerned,” said Grafton. 
“ Well, what has been done? ”

“ All that was possible, sir.”
“ You have not given either Brady or 

Colson reason to think that they are 
being watched? " '

“ Certainly not, sir."
“ But you've had them watched, just 

the same ? ”
“ Every minute, sir. One man was 

after Brady, another was keeping track 
of the trains, so that I knew when, Colson 
arrived this morning, at about nine.”

“ Good! ”
" The other fellow whom I have had 

on the case was watching Jennison.” 
Burleigh lowered his voice.

Grafton followed his example.
"Jennison, eh?”
"Yes. He was the'best man of the 

three, too.”
“ But Jennison shook him? ”
“ He did nothing of the sort,” 

chuckled . Burleigh. “ He returned on 
the same train with you. He left the 
smoker just as we were shaking hands, 
and went on home.”

"But was Jennison followed to Chi­
cago?”

“ To the very door of the place where 
he went with the police," said the de­
tective. . “ I waited an hour or two for 
further details, and I may say, Mr. Graf­
ton, that I was on the point of starting 
for Chicago myself when your message 

came. A few minutes later my man’s 
second wire arrived and I knew that you 
were loose again and safe."

Grafton shook his head with admira­
tion that was past bewilderment.

“By Jove, Burleigh! I never had 
much to do with detective work before, 
but in the future you can have my busi­
ness.”

The detective laughed softly.
" However, Mr. Grafton, you are 

here, and that’s the great consideration. 
Now for the rest of the crowd.”

“ Sure enough. You know where they 
are ? ”

“ I had my man on the telephone not 
fifteen minutes before you got in, Mr. 
Grafton.”

“ Well?”
" The fellow you call Carvel appeared 

with Brady to-day for the first time, and 
he puzzled me very much at first. 
They’ve been together since morning, and 
the pair of them spent the ^afternoon 
with Colson. At six they went to the 
Grande, as bold as you please, and had 
dinner.”

“ Yes."
. " They stayed there for a couple of 
hours, then came out and separated. I 
suppose that that was in event of their 
being watched. Well, sir, one of my fel­
lows went after Brady and the other after 
Colson. They just wandered around 
town for a couple of hours, and then 
Brady steered for his office.”

“Just as Jennison expected! ”
“Yes; Brady got there first. Next 

came Colson, about half past ten. They 
had been together about fifteen minutes 
when along comes our Mr. Carvel, as 
you call him.”

" And they are there now ? ”
“ They were about twenty minutes 

ago.”
A hard smile appeared on Grafton’s 

lips.
" Come along, then, Burleigh. We’ll 

interview them, and the quicker the bet­
ter.”

“ You don’t want to get one of the 
judges out of bed and have him issue 
warrants?”

“ I don’t think so. ” Grafton rubbed 
his chin. " What I want is that bundle 
of notes. As for giving them what they 
deserve—I don’t know. It means sev­



eral things that do not appear on the 
surface, Burleigh. For one thing, a trial 
of the crowd would proclaim me in some 
ways the biggest idiot that ever lived in 
the State.

“ For another, it would be necessary 
to sacrifice Jennison, and I’m not anxious 
to do that. For a third, it wouldn’t bene­
fit me to any extent that I can see at 
present. However, that is for time and 
circumstances to decide. We’ll talk 
with them first, I think.”

Grafton motioned Jennison, standing 
apart, and he joined the pair. They 
walked through the depot and stepped 
aboard the waiting car outside. The ride 
was short. Before many minutes they 
stepped down, outside the building where 
Brady’s offices were located.

Burleigh looked about, and from 
within the glass storm-doors a man 
emerged—one of his detectives. He 
came briskly to Burleigh’s side.

“ Well?”
“ They are up there yet.”
“ Sure?”
“I’ve been up twice-by way of the 

stairs.”
“Anything unusual going on?”
“ Only that two pretty tough looking 

citizens have arrived since I had you on 
the ’phone.”

" And what is that for, I wonder ? ”
“ They’re standing guard in the hall­

way, outside Brady’s door.”
“ You don’t say so! ” muttered Bur­

leigh.' “ Looks as if they were taking 
all possible precautions, eh ? ”

“ And I made a trip up the fire- 
escape, on the other side of the court, as 
well, about ten minutes ago. I thought 
it was worth risking, sir.”

“ And was it? ”
“ That smooth-shaven fellow is sitting 

at the table with a green shade over his 
eyes, and a quantity of papers before 
him.”

.“ Is he, really? They’re down to busi­
ness, I imagine. Come along, sir.”

He turned to Grafton as he opened 
the door. Jennison followed, his teeth 
set and his face very white—and Graf­
ton’s opinion of the remorse received fur­
ther confirmation. Burleigh beckoned 
his detective.

“ You may as well come, too, Joe. 
You’re likely th be needed.”

As quietly as possible they passed into 
the silent building and began the climb. 
Each of the four was breathing a little 
more rapidly than usual.

The end of a complicated business 
was at hand. Between them they would 
have to cope with five men of fairly 
proven desperate character. Would 
matters end in a fight—and if they did, 
.where would the fight end? Would one 
or another of the crowd slip through 
with the notes? They would be very 
nearly useless, but their absence might 
mean much in the way of lost evidence.

“ Keep together,” Burleigh whis­
pered suddenly. “If they go to work to 
mix things up, see that none of them get 
clear. We’ll mass around that door as 
quickly as possible, and once we’re there, 
hang tight together and block tjie way.”

The rest nodded, and the climb went 
on.

And then, their heads appeared above 
the floor, and they saw the two men 
whom the detective had mentioned.

Their faces were startled, and with a 
common impulse they turned from their 
slow tramp and broke for the door of 
Brady’s office.

With remarkable agility Burleigh and 
Grafton were between. For a tense in­
stant the two sides regarded each other.

“ Well ? ” said Burleigh coolly.
“ Well, there ain’t no objection t’ our 

passing? ”
“ Isn’t there? I’m afraid that there 

is, though. I shall have to ask both of 
you to remain at this end of the corri­
dor, please.”

“For what?” inquired the less pre­
possessing of the pair.

“ Because we wish to drop in on Mr. 
Brady and his friends without being an­
nounced. Here, don’t try yelling.”

Burleigh’s hand shot up and covered 
the other’s mouth. The man dodged 
back and raised his fist—and lowered it 
again.

“Say, who are you?" he asked.
“ Just a friend.”
“O’ Jim Brady’s?”
“ Certainly."
“Ah, go on! That’s a con!” inter­

posed the other.
“ But------ ”
“ Jim said nobody went in, no matter 

who it was.”



“And that is where Jim was mis­
taken,” Burleigh observed pleasantly. 
“ Are you going to be quiet about it or 
not? ”

A quick glance shot between the two. 
Burleigh observed it, and chuckled in­
wardly. They were estimating the force 
against them, and hesitating; and it be­
came almost certain that they were not 
armed, for had they been, the weapons 
would have appeared before now.

“ You can’t go in there,” said the 
first.

“ Oh, we’ve settled that part, you 
know. The question is whether or not 
you mean to try any interference? ”

“ You can’t go in there—that’s all. 
Mr. Brady’s busy.”

“ I have no doubt of that.”
Still neither of the men moved. Bur­

leigh was satisfied. He turned his back 
abruptly and walked down toward Bra­
dy’s door.

“ Come along, gentlemen; there is 
nothing to prevent our walking in, I 
think. - As for you—^-stay where you 
are.”

At the' moment they .seemed likely to 
obey.

Half a dozen yards were between 
the groups, and still Brady’s henchmen 
had not moved.

“ Good Lord! ” whispered Grafton. 
“ They’re not going to take it as calmly 
as that, are they? ”

“ Give it up—shouldn’t wonder! " 
chuckled the detective. “ They’re not 
the sort for just this kind of business. 
They know that we are two to one, and 
they don’t like risking it. They are not 
provided with guns or they would have 
appeared at the very first.”

“ But------”
.1 “ But we’re not inside yet,” respond­
ed Burleigh, tiptoeing- gently along. 
“ No, that’s very true; and we may have 
a bit of trouble with those chaps within 
a few seconds even now. This crowd of 
heelers are afraid of Brady, and they 
don’t know that his influence is going to 
die to-night. When they see us go 
in-r-—”

“ Look out J ”
It was Jennison’s voice. Burleigh and 

Grafton wheeled around with startled 
eyes.

Working with a skill that bespoke 

long practise, the pair had hurled the de­
tective’s assistant to the floor, where he 
lay stunned.

Jennison was now in their grip.
“By George! That was quick!” 

gasped Burleigh. “ Come on, sir! ”
He plunged forward and clenched his 

fists. One of the men held Jennison.
The other stepped out quickly and his 

fist sped toward Burleigh’s face. But 
the detective was even quicker. His head 
went down, and his hard knuckles came 
up with a force and an aim that sent 
his assailant reeling across the hall.

The other sent Jennison sprawling 
and leaped for Grafton. The million­
aire stepped back in the nick of time, 
and missed a blow in turn. The dazed 
man on the floor was stirring again now 
and the first of Brady’s guards was re­
turning unsteadily to the conflict. Bur­
leigh waited, and Grafton leaped to his 
side.

Jennison, too, regained his feet and 
ran toward the group, and his fists 
found a place on the head of the man 
who had thrown him. The other closed 
in, too, and the fight was on.

And it was a battle! Fists seemed 
to be everywhere, the soft thudding of 
heavy blows grew almost continuous.

Burleigh picked his man and floored 
him, ‘and managed to detach him from 
the mass, but before he could return to 
Grafton’s assistance, the millionaire and 
Jennison were both suffering from se­
vere pounding at the other man’s hands.

And Burleigh’s man was back again! 
He. came in furiously now, and the de­
tective ducked to meet the onslaught.

Jennison had the other about the neck 
and despite a rain of blows was bearing 
him down. Grafton wavered between 
the two and was turning to Burleigh’s 
aid when------

“Here! What the devil’s this? Hey, 
there! Cut that out, boys! ”

Burleigh sent his man staggering 
once more, and turned toward the 
sound with a rush. The others followed.

For the voice was that of big Jim 
Brady, and the politician stood in the 
doorway of his offices.

His face was more than startled. At 
the sight of the men before him he 
turned white and grasped the casing of 
the doorM



But in the minute of his confusion 
Grafton and Burleigh had pushed by.

They were within the office I
“ Good evening, Brady! ” panted the 

former as he rearranged his collar.

CHAPTER XXL
BY A NARROW MARGIN.

Brady’s face was a study.
For a moment he stared from Bur­

leigh and Grafton to the hallway with­
out, where stood the other detective and 
Jennison, and farther down his own two 
ruffians.

The chief clerk appeared to absorb 
more of his attention than the rest. A 
black scowl gathered upon his face as 
he regarded the man, and his lips 
worked slightly.

“ You here, top, Jennison! ”
“ I’m here.”
“ Where’d you go?”
“ To Chicago.”
“ What! ”
“ Yes, and I took the police to the 

dive where Mr. Grafton was locked up, 
too! ”

Brady’s fury rose; his lips rolled back 
and his teeth showed.

“You damned white-livered hound!” 
he screamed. “ You miserable cur! 
Say, I’ll give you------ ”

He dashed from the doorway toward 
Jennison, who stood waiting the on­
slaught with squared shoulders.

But Burleigh was in between and his 
revolver appeared under Brady’s nose.

“ There, there, Jim, you just get back! 
I don’t want to bring the police in here 
with any' shooting, or I’d have given 
your two friends a taste just now—but 
you can’t get at Jennison, and that set­
tles it.”

The politician fell back slowly.
“ Now, into your office,” continued 

the detective. " Just walk right in 
there beside Mr. Grafton.”

The glint in the detective’s eye, 
somewhere behind the convincing pis­
tol, enforced his command. Brady 
turned sullenly and walked back into 
his offices', and the detective came close 
after.

Grafton, recalling his own weapon at 
the sight of the detective’s, wq$ covering 

the pair beside the table in the inner 
office—Colson and a smooth-shaven in­
dividual.

Burleigh nodded approvingly.
“ That’s right, Mr. Grafton. Keep 

’em there and don’t let ’em take anything 
from the table. Now, Brady, just close 
that door.”

He accompanied the other, pistol in 
hand, and at the entrance he called:

“ Jennison, you stay out there with my 
man and watch the other two, will you? ”

The door slammed, and the detective 
smiled.

“ Right into your private office, 
Brady. You don’t mind our using it for 
a quiet little talk, do you?”

“Mind! I’ll show you whether I 
mind or not! I’ll------ ”

“ Well, it doesn’t matter much, any­
way," smiled Burleigh. “ In there, Jim, 
and no monkey business about it.”

Once more the politician obeyed. The 
detective and Grafton followed close 
upon his heels and surveyed the scene 
with much interest.

And it was a sight to absorb one. In 
the center of, the room stood a flat table, 
strewn with paper and documents and 
bits of tracing paper, with inkstands and 
pens of various sorts.

Work had evidently been upon the very 
point, of beginning.

“ Well, Mr. Grafton, is your property 
there?” asked Burleigh.

The millionaire stepped toward the 
table, but Brady’s big. body came before 
him in spite of the pistol in Burleigh’s 
hand.

“ That’ll do you, Grafton—you get 
back!”

“ I want to inspect the papers there, 
Brady.”

“ Mebbe you do, but you ain’t goin’ 
to.”

“ Oh, I think he will,” the detective 
interposed.
• “ Then you got another think corn­

in’ ! ’’
“ See here, you idiot------ ” Grafton be­

gan.
“ Nqw, that won’t do no good! Back 

up there, I tell you! This here is my 
office—see? You ain’t got any right in 
it, in the first place, but when it comes 
to pokin’ over me private' papers------”

“ And’ mine.”



“ There ain't none of your’n here. 
Just keep your hands off! ”

“ Brady, that’s a poor bluff,” said 
Grafton angrily. “ You know what is 
there, and you know why we are here. 
What on earth is the use of------”

Burleigh interrupted suddenly.
“ There is a good deal of use, Mr. 

Grafton,” he said tartly. “ This 
smooth-faced person—Mr. Carvel, I 
fancy — has pocketed no less than 
seven documents in the past thirty sec­
onds.”

Brady turned almost involuntarily.
Carvel’s jaw dropped, and Burleigh 

laughed.
“ It was neat in a way,” he said; 

“ but it wasn’t done deftly enough. Put 
them back, Carvel.”

The forger looked from one to the 
other of his confederates for a possi­
ble cue. Brady’s furious scowl was still 
all fight, but Colson seemed to have 
comprehended the situation perfectly.

His face was drawn and white and 
his eyes rather frightened.
. He turned suddenly to Carvel.

“ Put them back, then,” he said, de­
spite Brady’s fierce glare.

Carvel obeyed, and from several pock­
ets documents were brought and slapped 
upon .the table.

Burleigh chuckled audibly.
“ Now, Mr. Grafton, just look them 

over, please, and see if your property is 
there, and------”

“ Get back there I ” Brady roared.
“ And—so help me!—I’ll blow the 

head off the first man that interferes 
with you! ” Burleigh concluded.

His weapon came up suddenly, and in 
spite of his bravado, Brady stepped back 
a pace or two. His fellows sat very 
still. ,

Grafton advanced and looked over 
the litter; then with trembling hand he 
seized a long, folded document, and an­
other and another. He turned over the 
pile, searched further—and recovered 
two more of his precious papers.

After a minute or two he stepped 
back; and buttoned into an inner pocket 
was the package of papers connected 
with the Kenyonville Traction matter.

“ Burleigh,” he said shakily, “ I’ve 
got every blessed note and bond, and 
not a single one has been trifled with! ’’

“ Thank the Lord for that, sir! ” said 
the detective. He turned to Brady. 
“ You just sit down there, Jim. I have 
a word or two to say, I think. Oh, 
you’re still ready for battle, are you?”

“ D’ye know that you broke into this 
office by force, in the middle of the 
night ? ”

Colson shrugged his shoulders, and 
Burleigh shook his head.

“ Don’t you understand, Jim, that we 
know all there is to know about the 
whole business? Jennison------”

“Damn Jennison! I’ll------” He
started angrily from his chair.

“Here, here! You’ll do nothing of 
the sort! ”

“ I’ll------”
“ You’ll be out of town before you 

have the chance,” smiled the detective. 
“ Jennison gave it all away. We saved 
Mr. . Grafton here—or he did—and 
we’ve recovered the papers. Just a word 
or two more, and we may say good night 
—or we may wait until morning comes 
along and then secure warrants for 
you.”

“Not for me! Good God! Not for 
me! ” broke from Colson.

“ That is what we shall have to see,” 
said Burleigh dryly. “ You don’t seem 
to like the prospect of yourself and Mr. 
Brady attired in stripes ? ” ,

Colson moistened his lips.
“ And perhaps they won’t become you, 

after all. So it’s better to take matters 
calmly at this stage, is it not? All we 
want now is a few facts. After­
ward------” He looked at Grafton.
“ Perhaps you’re the one best qualified to 
find out how tilings stand, sir.”

The millionaire nodded.
“ Colson,” he said, “ there are a good 

many things that I could say to you 
and a good many things that I could 
do to you—and perhaps I’m going to re­
frain altogether. I am quite frank with 
you in saying that the fellow who,com­
mitted the actual theft is one I’m not 
very anxious to .put in prison, much as 
I should enjoy seeing you and Brady 
there. However, there’s a train which 
leaves here for the South at half past 
two, and under certain circumstances I’m 
willing to have you go aboard.”

Colson nodded, and a gleam of hope 
appeared in his eye.



“ Just what have you been doing with 
that railroad? ”

“You mean------”
“ I mean how much money have you 

spent, to whom have you sold the stock, 
and what is the whole business worth 
now? ”

For a moment Colson’s eye wandered 
to the threatening scowl on Brady’s face, 
then to the politician’s intense disgust 
he turned squarely on Grafton and said:

“ We never placed the stock, Graf­
ton. I was holding that for a little 
scheme of my own. No, I didn’t place 
it at all.”

“ In spite of our original agreement, 
of course.”

“ Yes, in spite of that. For the rest, 
there’s close on to a million dollars of 
your money banked in my name in this 
town, Grafton, and as much more in 
Brady’s name. The rest is in the road.”

The magnate rubbed his chin and 
sighed.

“By Jove! you’re a choice pair. So 
the road and the money you have in the 
banks will practically cover your 
notes? ”

“ They would.”
“ And you are quite sure that none 

of the stock has been sold?”
“ The book of certificates is in that 

safe over there, and not a leaf has been 
touched.”

“ And to-morrow, when I was out of 
the way, and you had forged my name 
to paper enough to satisfy the whole 
debt?”

“ We have arranged for a few loans.”
“Amounting to?”
“ A lot of money,” said Colson 

evasively.
“ Well, I don’t know that the exact 

sums concern us greatly. That is easily 
discovered later. The main thing is that 
you’re here and that you still have the 
goods, isn’t it? Open that safe, Colson, 
and get out your bank books, your books 
of the road, and everything else con­
nected with the business.”

“ It’s Brady’s safe.”
“ Then you open it, Brady.”
The boss hesitated for a moment, but 

circumstances had the better of him.
With Grafton close behind, he walked 

to the safe and manipulated the combi­
nation.

The door opened and the millionaire 
bent down. Brady silently dropped 
some smaller keys beside him.

For a few moments Grafton worked 
steadily over the contents. The inner 
compartments were opened one by one, 
and books- and papers removed. He 
carried them all to the table and 
studied them while Burleigh kept a 
sharp eye on the trio and waited.

When Grafton looked up his eyes 
rested on Colson.

“ You were substantially correct,” he 
said slowly. “ Now—just write a con­
fession of the whole business, Colson.”

“A confession! Why, man, I’d 
never------ ”

“ Be able to do the same thing again? 
I hope not—that’s what I want to pre­
vent if possible. However, please your­
self.” He shrugged his shoulders. 
“ You may write it, and both your con­
federates may sign it with you—or you 
all three go to State’s prison.”

Colson collapsed. His shaky hand 
seized pen and legal cap, and for fifteen 
minutes he scribbled hurriedly.

“ There! That’s the whole of it.”
Grafton glanced through it.
“ Yes, that covers the main points.

Your name, Brady, please.”
The boss inscribed his labored sig­

nature and tossed the confession to'Car­
vel; and the forger executed a beauti­
fully flourished name at the bottom.

“ Next, your check, Colson.” Graf­
ton tossed the book of blank checks 
across the table. “ Your balance at the 
First "National is—phew!—nine hun­
dred and forty thousand dollars! Make 
it out to me.”

The slip passed across -the table.
Grafton held it as the ink dried, and 

smiled again.
“ Here, Brady, your loot is divided 

among three banks, I see, so that I shall 
have to trouble you to make out three 
checks. Hurry.”

Brady took the books without a word, 
and. signed back to its original posses­
sor such cash loot as he owned.

“ Now get out! We’ll put you aboard 
the train, and by the Lord! if ever I 
see one of you again, here or elsewhere 
in the State, or hear of you or any one 
of you operating, this whole affair comes 
out, and you go where you belong.”



“ But — Grafton! ” Brady’s voice 
had grown humble.

“•Well?”
“ You ain’t—you ain’t goin’ to make 

me jump the town? ”
“ Yes, sir, -and quick.”
“ Grafton, you’re foolish. It won’t do 

you no harm if I stay, and here’s where 
I belong. Why, say, both parties here 
do just what I tell ’em. Let me stay and 
you can have whatever you like—fran­
chises or contracts or Anything.”

“ The train leaves at two-thirty.”
“ And say, Grafton, let me stay here. 

I’ll live straight. I swear I will, Graf­
ton. You let me stay and keep it quiet, 
and I’ll make you mayor next election. 
Yes, I’ll make you Governor of the State, 
if you say so, Grafton! I can do it, and 
I will do it.”

Grafton smiled slightly.
“ And if you shouldn’t happen to 

catch that two-tliirty, you’ll be abso­
lutely certain to see the inside of a 
cell within an hour,” Grafton concluded.

Brady turned away with a groan.
“ Five minutes past! ” Burleigh an­

nounced. “ Come along, gentlemen. 
Shall we leave Jennison and my man to 
guard these things, Mr. Grafton?”

“ Yes.”
“ Then I’ll call them and tell them, 

while these other gentlemen are prepar­
ing for a trip,” chuckled the detective.

The two-thirty pulled out of Ken­
yonville station, and the old guard at the 
train gate stared somewhat at the sight

(The 

of Kenyonville’s biggest man almost 
skipping to the street at Burleigh’s side.

In the empty square without, brilliant 
with half a dozen arc lamps, Grafton 
stopped.

“ I think I’ll ride home, Burleigh. 
The last time I tried walking I had some 
rather bad luck.”

“ Well, it can hardly happen again, 
sir. Shall I go back with Jennison?”

“If you will, and stay until morn­
ing. Burleigh, >vhat a furore there’s 
going to be to-morrow when the papers 
find out that those two have dropped 
out forever! ”

“ And yet if they hadn’t managed to 
•get Jennison to steal the papers, sir, 

you’d have been a lot more out of pocket 
than you are now. Most likely they 
would simply have withdrawn their 
cash early this morning and vamoosed.”

“ It is probable, certainly. Well— 
then let’s be thankful they were kind 
enough to rob me,” said Grafton lightly.

The half-hour car came down the hill 
and stopped before the depot, and, with 
Burleigh at his side, Grafton walked 
over and laid a hand on the rail.

He turned to the detective with a half­
smile.

“ Two or three days ago I owned a 
hotel or two, some apartment houses., 
some business blocks, some electric 
lights, and a few more odds and ends 
about Kenyonville. Now, by thunder, 
I own all the trolley cars as well! ”

He swung aboard. “ Burleigh, I 
think it’s time for me to stop.”

E n d )

DISCORD.
Anonymous.

XV/HEN I stahts a little chune, 
W Wif de banjo on my knee, 

Boun’ ter notice purty soon
Some one j’inin’ in so free.

Satisfied wif how he sings;
Drowndin’ out de sweetest strings.

Voice is sure ter disagree;
Some one singin’ off de key.

When de loafin’s in yoh heart, 
Dem as- has ter oversee

Alius makes you git a start, 
Alius spiles de jubilee.

Jes’ when dreamin’s full o’ bliss, 
Mammy says “git out er dis!’’

Somehow seems dar’s gotter be 
Some one singin’ off de key.



THE VAUGHN VEL ASQUEZ.
By Frank Marshall White.

A MAN may be a good judge 
of art, but in most cases 

it dosen’t do him much good.

T
HE name of Portman Smythe is 

beginning to be known in art* 
circles and among well-in­
formed amateurs, I am willing 

to admit, but that is no reason why I 
should have been hoodwinked by the ful­
some flattery that made me such an easy 
victim.

I may say, also, that one of the most 
fashionable and exclusive hotels in New 
York is not a place where one is sup­
posed to be on his guard against confi­
dence games, so that personal vanity is 
not to be considered the reason for my 
disgrace.

On the morning of the day that this 
lamentable adventure occurred, I called 
at the hotel to see a friend who was liv­
ing there; and waiting some time for 
him to return from an errand, remarked 
this fellow, who seemed to be sending an 
unusual number of telegrams, besides 
going often into the telephone booth.

Several times men came to the hotel, 
obviously in response to summonses 
from him, and he fairly fell upon their 
necks in his joy at seeing them; but on 
each of these occasions his visitors— 
cordial enough on arrival—seemed to 
freeze up at his eager advances, and each 
one apparently tore himself away with 
all possible expedition.

That should have served as a hint to 
any one—except a congenital dolt!

My friend not returning to the hotel 
during the half hour that I waited in 
the morning, I called again in the after­
noon. Finding that he had not yet come 
back, I again sat down in the corridor 
to await his arrival, for I desired to con­
sult him about a matter of some urgency.

The man whom I had noticed in the 

morning was still about the hostelry. 1 
remarked that he now seemed even more 
restless apd ill at ease than earlier in the 
day.

He walked the corridors with his 
hands deep in his trousers’ pockets, his 
mind evidently far away; and twice I 
saw him go into the cafe to reappear 
with his color slightly heightened.

Once he sat down at a writing table 
and made several attempts to indite a 
letter, finally rising and tearing up his 
final effort, throwing the fragments into 
the waste-paper basket with a gesture al­
most of despair.

However, he passed entirely out of my 
mind, and I had purchased a newspaper 
and read it almost through before my 
attention was again attracted to him. ’

My eye having wandered from the 
sheet, although I was still holding it be­
fore my face, I caught sight of his re­
flection in a mirror and saw that he was 
regarding me with avid interest.

That ought to have been a sufficient 
■warning to me to be on my guard when 
he finally addressed me; but, before I 
complete my narrative, I think I shall 
be able to demonstrate that I ought not 
to be written down as quite the com­
plete and utter ass the bare circum­
stances would make me out.

The moment I laid aside my newspa­
per he swooped down upon me.

“ Portman Smythe! ” he cried, in a 
tone of delight. “ Why this is the most 
extraordinary and the most happy acci­
dent! You are the one man in all New 
York I most want to see. I did not 
know your address, and to find you in 
person is a wonderful piece of luck.”

Before I knew it I had risen and was 
shaking hands with him.

“ But I—er----- ” I began.
" Don’t say you have forgotten me,” 

he interrupted gaily. “ Well, I suppose 
that a famous critic can hardly be ex­
pected to remember all the small fry he 
runs across. I imagine it must be some­



thing of an effort to keep in mind all the 
distinguished men you come in contact 
with—let alone the nobodies. My name 
is Beverley Vaughn, and I believe that it 
was Mrs. Thursby who introduced me 
to you at the Patriarch’s ball last win­
ter.”

Of course the name of Beverley 
Vaughn is familiar to all readers of 
newspapers. I knew its owner by repu­
tation as one of the most ponderous of 
heavy swells, who was also the possessor 
of a famous collection of paintings that 
I had often wished to have the oppor­
tunity to inspect.

I could not recall, however, that I had 
ever met him, and was reasonably sure 
that I would have remembered the cir­
cumstance if it had occurred.

Nevertheless, Mrs. Thursby was a 
grande dame of the highest consequence, 
and I had attended the Patriarch’s ball 
the previous winter and been presented 
by her to a number of her fashionable 
friends.

I will leave it to any unbiased person 
to say whether, in thfe circumstances, it 
was altogether inflated self-sufficiency 
that led me to fall into the trap and pre­
tend that I recalled a previous meeting 
with him.

“ As I was saying,” he went on, with 
a glibness that ought to have ’told me 
that he was repeating a story he had 
learned by- heart, “ you are the one man 
in all New York I wanted to see this af­
ternoon. In fact I came to town mainly 
to look for you.’

" I am determined to have your 
opinion upon my ‘ Velasquez.’ I don’t 
know that you have heard that its gen­
uineness has been questioned, as we have 
naturally kept it very quiet. I tried to 
get Sedgwick to come over and look at 
it when I was in London last month. 
He couldn’t be induced to cross the 
water, but he told me that your opinion 
would be as valuable as his own.”

Every man, woman, and child in New 
York with the slightest pretension to cul­
ture knew about the Beverley Vaughn 
" Velasquez,” the withdrawal of which 
from one of the great European galleries 
had created a sensation only a year 
before.

The impossibility that an old master 
should hang for a century in a collection 

visited by the connoisseurs of the world, 
and then be discovered to be fraudulent 
after its arrival in America, ought to 
have cautioned me that something was 
wrong, had I not been carried away by 
the thought of how much my profes­
sional reputation would be enhanced 
were I the first to announce so stu­
pendous a discovery.

I was, of course, acquainted with the 
reputation of Sedgwick, the eminent 
London expert, but I had never met him 
and I told Vaughn so.

“ My dear Mr. Portman. Smythe,” de­
clared Vaughn, “ surely you must know 
that your reputation is as firmly estab­
lished on the other side as it is in your 
own country.

“ Sedgwick told me that he had never 
had the pleasure of meeting- you, al­
though he made several efforts to get 
hold of you while you were last in Eng­
land. However, he knows all about you, 
of course.”

This was very-gratifying, and I found 
myself warming to Beverley Vaughn as 
he proceeded:

“ Now, I am going to ask you to do 
me a very particular favor. I want you, 
if it is humanly possible, to put every­
thing else aside, send for your bag, and 
come down to Fairoaks with me this af^ 
ternoon to spend .at least the night.

“ I am aware that such a-n abrupt re­
quest must seem almost impudent, but 
if you knew how anxious Mrs. Vaughn 
and I are to have the question of the 
validity of the picture settled, you would 
forgive me.

“ Mrs. Vaughn will be delighted to 
have the opportunity of making your ac­
quaintance, and she is as badly cut up 
over the chance of the ‘ Velasquez ’ being 
a counterfeit as I am. As a matter of 
fact she made me promise not to come 
home without -you.”

“ But,” I protested, “ I scarcely con­
sider myself competent to pass upon the 
genuineness, or otherwise, of what must 
be at the very least a most wonderfully 
clever copy of Velasquez, since it has 
deceived the greatest judges in the 
world.”

“ My dear sir,” asserted Vaughn, “ I 
would rather have your opinion, after 
what I have seen of your writings and 
what people tell me, than that of any 



critic in the United States or anywhere 
else.

“ Who was it—some eminent artist— 
said to me the other day that your pre­
science in these matters was marvelous? ”

It seems almost incredible, on think­
ing this conversation over in cold blood, 
that I should have been gulled by such 
crude flattery; but, fatuous fool that I 
was, I only reflected that my abilities 
were forcing me upon public attention 
more rapidly than I had previously sus­
pected, and I swallowed the dose with­
out a qualm.

After all, I thought, Fairoaks is one 
of the show places of Long Island and 
the Beverley Vaughns are people to 
know, and more than all else—I swear 
that this came first in my mind—I 
ought, as a critic, to be acquainted with 
the Beverley Vaughn pictures.

“ I was waiting here for a friend,” I 
said, after some hesitation. “ However, 
he is not expecting me, and------”

“ Will you do me the great favor to 
induce your friend to run down with 
us?” interrupted Beverley Vaughn 
eagerly. “ Really, Mrs. Vaughn will be 
so pleased.”

But we learned at the desk that my 
friend had left no word as to the time of 
his return, and I finally acceded to 
Vaughn’s request, took a cab to my 
apartments, and packed a valise with the 
essentials for a stay overnight, though 
he begged me to remain for at least 
a week, if possible.

On our way out on the train the be­
havior of my companion caused me some 
surprise. In spite of the feverish con­
cern about the painting he had evinced, 
he now talked about it and about art in 
general in the most perfunctory manner, 
with long intervals of silence.

I attributed his condition to the 
galling suspense he was probably labor­
ing under, now that my verdict upon the 
“ Velasquez ” was so soon to be ren­
dered ; and finding that conversation 
seemed distasteful to him, I gave myself 
up to my own thoughts during most of 
the journey.

A handsomely appointed motor was 
waiting for us when we reached our 
destination, and a run of a couple of 
miles brought us to Fairoaks. It was 
only seven o’clock when we arrived, but 

my host positively refused to allow me to 
see the picture before dinner.

“ I shall be better able to withstand 
the shock after dining, if you should find 
the painting not genuine,” he said.

Vaughn came to my room before I had 
finished dressing and ordered in whisky 
and soda, to which he helped himself 
more than once.

It was not, however, until just as the 
ormolu clock on the mantel was striking 
eight and he suggested that we go down 
and meet Mrs. Vaughn, that my sus­
picions were aroused.

His- manner as he rose and took my 
arm was exactly that -of a man nerved 
to perform a desperate deed.

His face was pale, perspiration stood 
upon his forehead, and in his voice was a 
tremor that told of intense emotion.

As we moved toward the great central 
stairway on leaving the room, a lady 
came unexpectedly through a portiere, 
glanced at us with cold composure, and 
went through another silken hanging 
across the hall.

Vaughn, his face the color of ashes, 
attempted to speak to her as she passed, 
although she had given him no sign of 
recognition. I saw his lips move, much 
like the jaws of an expiring fish, but no 
sound issued from them.

Then—horror of horrors !—he ex­
cused himself from me in the utmost 
confusion, and followed the lady into the 
room, which, from the brief glimpse I 
caught of the interior as he entered, was 
a daintily furnished boudoir.

A moment later there came through 
the curtains the tones of a high, cultured 
voice, enunciating with extreme clear­
ness, obviously in response to an indis­
tinct murmur from the man who had led 
me to believe that he was the master of 
the house, the words:

“ I request you to leave my presence.”
Then I heard my name mumbled in 

tones that seemed to me to be imploring, 
after which the vpice replied as clearly 
as before:

“ I have no desire to make his ac­
quaintance. Oblige me by leaving the 
room instantly.”

A solution of the riddle flashed upon 
me. The man who had called himself 
Beverley Vaughn was one of the gilded 
chevaliers d’industrie. we read about, 



who, probably having some design upon 
the Vaughn pictures, or perhaps the 
Vaughn jewels; had brought me to Fair­
oaks to play an unwitting part in his 
nefarious scheme.

Knowing Vaughn himself to be away 
from home, the rogue had probably sent 
a telegram in his name that had brought 
the Vaughn motor to the railway sta­
tion, and the chauffeur had taken us to 
Fairoaks as a matter of course.

Equally as a matter of course the serv­
ants had assigned us rooms on our ar­
rival.

I remembered that the man who had 
called himself Beverley Vaughn had 
given orders in the hall as if he were 
master there, but that was evidently part 
of the game, since no well-trained serv­
ant would have openly resented such 
conduct on the part of a supposed friend 
of the family.

These circumstances would account 
for the fact that the pretender had not 
yet been unmasked.

His nerve had, however, almost failed 
him when he met a member of the house­
hold—perhaps she was even the 
chatelaine—but he had had the im­
pudence, nevertheless, to attempt to im­
pose himself upon her as an acquaint­
ance, and had brought my name into 
whatever §tory he was telling her to ac­
count for our presence in the house.

These thoughts darted through my 
mind in the merest fraction of a second. 
My first idea was to enter the room, de­
nounce the adventurer, and explain how 
I innocently came to be in his unholy 
company.

My next thought was that it would 
never do for the name of Portman 
Smythe to be involved in the affair, since 
I must appear in it either as an ac­
complice or a dupe—and one horn of 
the dilemma would be as painful as the 
other.

I crept back to the room where I' had 
just dressed for dinner; and, rapidly 
changing back into my traveling clothes, 
took my valise and managed to escape 
unperceived from the house and grounds.

I walked back to the railway station, 
carrying my baggage, though the road 
was up hill most of the way; and only 
stopping in the village long enough to 
telephone the police that they were 

wanted at Fairoaks—which, it seemed to 
me, relieved me of responsibility as to 
any criminal designs upon Beverley 
Vaughn’s property—caught a train back 
to New York.

On the way to town I tried in vain 
to construct a theory by .which the im­
postor could have fitted me into what­
ever plan he might have devised to loot 
Fairoaks.

It was a clever play to divert suspicion 
—appearing on the scene with an emi­
nent critic of art; but I was puzzled to 
account for his evident intention to carry 
out the pretense with me, in Beverley 
Vaughn’s house, that he was Beverley 
Vaughn.

Hot and cold by turns with shame, I 
began to understand how easily I had 
been duped. I remembered now that 
not once, in the hotel, on the train, in 
the house, had any one mentioned his 
name.

He had told me that he was Beverley 
Vaughn; and, in spite of the fact that 
I was all but positive that he was lying 
about a previous acquaintance with me, 
I had accepted him as Beverley Vaughn 
on his mere say-so, as one of the yearn­
ing yokels from the wondering West, 
whom we read about in connection with 
transactions in green goods, might have 
done.

So overwhelming were my emotions 
that even the mortification of having, 
with my own ears, heard a lady de­
clare that she had no desire to make 
my acquaintance, scarcely made an im­
pression upon me. (The report that 
the lady afterward said that she had 
never heard of me before is, of course, 
ridiculous.)

I found myself wondering what part 
the self-styled Beverley Vaughn had 
been playing in the hotel that morning. 
He certainly seemed to be very much at 
home in that exclusive hostelry, and the 
men who called upon him appeared to be 
gentlemen.

Then I remembered the eagerness 
with which he received his visitors, and 
the haste each man made to get away 
after he made known whatever his 
business was with them, and I cursed 
myself the deeper for being the only 
victim of his wiles.

Of course he had made overtures 



under the name of Beverley Vaughn to 
all of them to get them down with him 
to Fairoaks, and all the others had rec­
ognized him as an impostor. It was 
his very boldness in daring to operate 
so publicly that had fooled me—and no 
one else.

But what was the fellow’s game? 
He surely could not have invited all the 
men who called upon him in the morn­
ing to go down and pass upon the gen­
uineness of an oil painting! I could 
devise no theory to fit the circum­
stances.

Before we reached Long Island City 
I decided that the best thing I could 
do to clear my skirts of anything like 
complicity in the plot against the Bev­
erley Vaughns was immediately to in­
form Mrs. Thursby of the occurrences 
of the day, since it was through the 
mention of her name that I had been 
brought into the matter. From the 
ferry I drove to her house, where I 
found a bridge party in progress.

In spite of my dusty traveling gar­
ments, Mrs. Thursby made me come into 
the drawing-room and repeat my strange 
story to her guests after I had hurriedly 
related it to her in the hall, where I had 
insisted on seeing her.

Mrs. Thursby’s guests that evening 
were members of New York’s most ex­
clusive social circle, but I say without 
hesitation that they were as underbred 
a lot of humans as ever I came in con­
tact with.

I am further aware that a certain ruf­
fian, Finlay Vandergraft-Jones by name, 
knows a great many nice people, and has 
been considered a gentleman; but when 
I have exposed his conduct on this occa­
sion I shall not expect him to retain the 
title in polite society.

I was just concluding my narration of 
the encounter between the adventurer 
and the lady in the corridor at Fairoaks, 
my entire story having been listened to 
with breathless and respectful silence 
up to that point, when this Vandergraft- 
Jones ' suddenly sprang to his feet, 
slapped his thigh, and, with the vulgar 
ejaculation, “ Oh, my aunt! ” burst into 
a roar of boorish laughter, in which, 
after he had gasped out his explanation 
of the scene 1 had described, the .entire 
room joined.

I was subsequently compelled to ad­
mit that Vandergraft-Jones had ac­
curately solved the problem. It ap­
peared that Beverley Vaughn, whose 
terror of his wife was the talk of fash­
ionable New York, had ventured, with­
out permission, to remain in town the 
previous night.

Not daring to go home and face the 
wrath of the lady alone that day, he 
had spent the morning in an endeavor 
to organize a house party to accompany 
him, for purposes of protection—which 
accounted for the visitors at the hotel. 
By reason of previous experiences, how­
ever, no one of his acquaintances would 
venture to go down to Fairoaks and 
brave the displeasure of its mistress.

“ The beggar tried this morning to get 
me down there,” said Vandergraft-Jones, 
coarsely, “ but I had too vivid a recol­
lection of my last visit in like circum­
stances, when I participated in the most 
frigidly ceremonious diner a trots I ever 
sat down to, though she sent the wine 
away—said we’d had enough already, 
which wasn’t true, of course, though I’ll 
admit we did take a bracer before we 
went in.

“ After dinner she fold Bev to go to 
his room, and politely requested me to 
go home. I was afraid she might send 
him to bed before dinner this time—and 
then where would I have been?”

The humiliating truth was that, in 
his desperation, Beverley Vaughn had 
invented the falsehood about the 
“Velasquez” (I afterward learned that 
there had never been the slightest doubt 
about its genuineness) as a pretext for 
inducing me to accompany him home.

It seemed that a “ society reporter ” 
who knew who I was, and was also 
aware of my acquaintance with Mrs. 
Thursby, and that I had attended the 
Patriarch’s ball, had happened into the 
hotel that afternoon in search of news, 
and, meeting Beverley Vaughn, had cas­
ually told all that he knew about me to 
that conscienceless scoundrel, who had 
then proceeded to cozen me with his 
lying flatteries, as I have related.

I have received, since that fearful 
evening, several letters bearing the Fair­
oaks postmark and mounted with the 
Beverley Vaughn crest. They have been 
returned unread.



JENNIE’S BROTHER AND THE DOG-WASHER.
By Ralph T. Yates.

PQECESSITY being the mother 
of invention, this story 

needs no further introduction.

D
ID you ever see a dog-churn? Pa 

made one once; and then, be­
cause we didn’t have a cow and 
had to buy all the cream from the 

milkman, and the butter wasn’t very 
food anyway, sort of soft and light col­
ored, he went and turned it into a dog­
washer. Not to wash dogs, you under­
stand; but a washing-machine to run by 
one dog-power.

It was a real clever arrangement when 
it was done. There was a sort of wooden 
vat with a cylinder inside, and you put 
the clothes into the cylinder, and then 
filled the vat with soap-suds, and then 
hitched on the power, when you could 
find it.

Our dog, Bully, was the power, and 
he runs under the wood-shed yet, when­
ever he hears water sloshing.

The way he worked it was like this: 
-Pa made a kind of a wooden wheel, like 
what is on a squirrel cage, and then he 
attached that to the crank on the cylin­
der in the washer; and then he’d put 
Bully in the wheel, and shut him in with 
a sort of a gate, and then make him run, 
and that turned the wheel and the crank 
and the cylinder. See ?

It was awfully hard to teach that dog 
to run, and after he was taught he would 
lie down" and go to sleep in the bottom 
of the wheel whenever there wasn’t any 
one there to poke him up.

I’d just as lief turn- the crank myself 
as to sit around and poke him up all 
the time, and I told Pa so. So then Pa 
got a new idea, and he went and hung 
a piece of meat just beyond Bully’s 
reach, so that he could see it through the 
slats of the wheel.

That worked fine for about five min­
utes; you ought to have seen the old 

wheel spin; and then Bully suddenly 
got bored and sat down to thirik about 
it—that is, he tried to; but the wheel 
wasn’t ready to stop, and say, you never 
saw a circus dog do the stunts that dog 
did without meaning to.

Honestly, you couldn’t tell which was 
wheel and which was dog; and scared! 
say, you could have heard him ten 
blocks!

When finally the wheel stopped, we 
were afraid to let him out, his eyes rolled 
so and he looked so awfully in earnest 
whenever he caught sight of Pa.

We went off and left him for a while, 
and then Pa came back and tied a string 
to the wooden button that kept the gate 
of the wheel shut; and then he opened 
the wood-shed door (the washer was in 
the wood-shed) and then he stood on the 
ladder of the shed loft and pulled the 
string.

Bully came out, and he Icept Pa treed 
on that ladder for three hours, and he 
only quit then because I drove Barker’s 
crumpled horn cow into our yard, and 
he saw her.

The Barkers didn’t like it very well; 
but I had to get Pa off somehow, be­
cause he .hadn’t had any dinner, and 
Ma didn’t like the way he was talking.

But it was something else that I 
started to tell you about.

This all happened a long time before 
Sister Jennie got married, and that was 
more than a year ago.

Pa decided that he wouldn't make 
Bully run the machine any more; but 
he left it there in the wood-shed with 
a lot of other old truck; and then, by 
and by, wjien he got the engine in the 
cellar to run the coal elevator and things, 
he decided to make it run the washer 
too.

He took off 'the wooden wheel and 
made a connection with the other end 
of the cylinder, and it worked fine. 
Ma was awfully pleased, for it was the 
first thing that he had fixed up that was 
any account.



She used to put the clothes in it to * 
soak on Sunday night, and then Mon­
day morning Pa would put on the power, 
and the clothes were all washed by the 
time the breakfast dishes were done. 
Everybody thought it was dandy.

But the time we had the last mix-up 
with the washer was one Monday morn­
ing not so awfully long ago.

You see, Aunt Em had been visiting 
us and was going xhome on the early 
train; so Ma told Pa not to put on the 
power until she and Jennie and Jennie’s 
baby got back from taking Aunt Em 
to the depot.

They thought I was going to the de­
pot, too, to carry the grip; but when 
we’d gone just about a block Ma told 
me to go back home and get a handker­
chief. She said she was surprised that 
I didn’t have one. So I put the grip in 
the baby-carriage, and told them to walk 
along slow and I’d catch up.

When I got into the house I went and 
looked in the sideboard drawers and the 
writing-desk and the shoe-box, and then 
I found I had a handkerchief in my 
pocket all the time. It was in the other 
pocket.

When I looked at the clock I saw that 
it wasn’t near train time, so I went and 
got some apples and some gooseberries, 
and then I started after the folks. The 
apples had taken some time, and when 
I turned the corner just a block from 
the depot, the train was pulling up to 
the platform.

I ran like blazes; but the train didn’t 
go as quick as usual, and Aunt Em was 
waiting out on the platform of the car, 
and then I stubbed my toe, I stubbed it 
awfully, and had to hop on one foot 
for a ways, and while I was doing that 
and holding my toe, the train went, and 
Aunt Em didn’t have a chance to kiss 
me and squeeze me and make faces to 
keep from crying because she was saying 
good-by.

Ma felt real sorry about it. She said 
Aunt Em was dreadfully disappointed 
and that I mightn’t ever see her again be­
cause she was going to California for 
more than six weeks; but I’m sure I 
couldn’t belo it if I didn’t know I had 
a handkerchief, and stubbed my toe.

Well, when we started for home they 
made me wheel the baby-carriage.

I told Ma I had to go and get a patch 
put on my shoe; but Jen said my shoe 
wouldn’t spoil, if I waited fifteen min­
utes; and then Mrs. DakVt came out 
on her stoop and called them to come 
in and see her new afghan that she’d just 
finished.

The kid was getting uneasy and begin­
ning to fuss, so they told me to take it 
home and get the bottle of milk that 
they’d forgot to take and left on the 
kitchen table, and they’d be home after 
a while.

I didn’t say much only to ask what 
was the use of school letting out so as 
to give a fellow a vacation; and then I 
gave the carriage a shove and followed 
it up and went on home.

By the time I got there the kid was 
yelling, so I took it out of the carriage 
and got the bottle and went and sat on 
the step that leads from the kitchen into 
the wood-shed.

While I was sitting there holding him, 
I happened to notice that I’d left the 
dog wheel on the washer. Joe Baines 
had been over to see me Saturday, and 
I’d put the wheel on just to show him 
how it worked.

I knew Pa would be mad if he saw it 
on again, so I laid the kid on the floor, 
while I went to take it off; but he went 
to yelling right away, so I had to get 
him and take him along.

There wasn’t any place to put him in 
the wood-shed, until I happened to no­
tice what a fine cradle the wheel would 
make. I laid him in it and loosened the 
bearings so that it would swing clear, 
and went to rocking him.

He thought it was great, even if it 
did rock the wrong way, that is, he was 
lying so that first his head would go 
away down and his feet up, and then his 
feet would go way down until he was 
'most standing up straight; but he didn’t 
mind it at all—just crowed and gurgled 
for all that was out.

By and by I took my necktie and tied 
him to one of the slats so he couldn’t 
slip, and say, he had more nerve than 
any kid you ever saw.

Why, I could make him pretty near 
stand on his head, and he didn’t do a 
thing but holler and crow!

However, it didn’t seem to agree with 
him very well, so after a while I tight­



ened up the bearings so that the wheel 
wouldn’t joggle, and gave him his bottle, 
and pretty soon he went off to sleep.

I thought it was about time for Ma 
and Jen to be coming home, so I shut and 
buttoned the gate to the wheel and went 
to the wood-shed door to look.

Sure enough, there they were, about 
half a block down the street, talking 
to Mrs. Palmer over the gate, and she 
was picking some of her pink altheas 
for them. They looked as if they were 
just coming fight along, so I thought 
I’d better go and get that patch put 
on my shoe.

You see, when you’re at home there’s 
such a lot of.things folks want you to 
do; but if you ain’t there, they can’t tell 
you about it, and you ain’t to blame for 
not doing what you didn’t know any­
body wanted you to.

I started to skip in and get the kid and 
put it on the lounge, and take off the 
wheel and get away before they got to 
the house; but just as I turned I heard 
a carriage stop and I looked and there 
was Pa getting out of Jim Thompson’s 
runabout, right in front of the gate.

There wasn’t a minute to lose, for I 
knew that Pa had the radish bed on 
his mind, and I thought I’d better hurry 
about that patch on my shoe.

Just then the kid began to cry, and 
I knew Pa would find him and look after 
him until Ma and Jen came, so I lit 
out through the back gate into the al­
ley. That’s the nearest way to the shoe­
shop.

When I got into the alley I- ran right 
up against Joe Baines and Sam and Bert 
Collins. They all had fruit baskets, 
and were just coming after me to go 
for May-apples with them.

May-apples are fine. You get them 
before they are ripe and put them in a 
box full of sawdust, and in a week of 
so they are just elegant.

I thought I might as well go along, 
and get the patch done the next day, 
because the May-apple season ain’t very 
long and Ma’s awful fond of them. Joe 
had a big basket and he said I could j>ut 
mine in one end of that, so I wo.uldn’t 
have to go back after one, and keep them 
waiting. •

Well, sir, just as we came out of the 
alley on to Wooster Street, if there didn’t 

come Jim Thompson’s runabout again, 
and him and Pa in»it! I tried to dodge 
back into the alley, but he'd seen me and 
he made Jim draw up.

“Where are you x going?” says Pa.
Bert Collins has always such a big 

mouth! - “ After May-apples,” says he.
“ I’m going to get that patch put on 

my shoe,” says I, changing ,my mind 
real quick.

“ No, you ain’t,” says Pa. “ You’re 
going home to weed that radish bed.”

“But look at my shoe!" says I. 
“ You told me to have that done a week 
ago, before it got any worse.”

“That’s what I did!” says Pa, “and 
it ain’t done yet. Gimme that shoe. 
You can walk home through the alley 
bare-footed. It won’t hurt ypu, and I’ll 
leave the shoe at the shop as we drive 
by.”

I gave him the shoe, and they drove 
off. The boys were awfully sorry I 
couldn’t go, and promised to bring me 
a fourth of all they got, and then I 
started back home.

It was too much bother to take off the 
other shoe, so I hopped on one foot down 
the alley, holding on to the fence when 
I had to; and I wasn’t feeling very good, 
either. You ought not to weed things, in 
the heat of the day, anyway. It spoils 
them and makes them wilt.

By and by I got to bur back gate, and 
just as I reached it to unfasten it, I heard 
an awfully funny noise.

It sounded something like a cat squall­
ing, only it "came in kind of gusts— 
“ Wa-yo-ow, wa-yo-ow! ” just as if the 
cat was being squeezed, off and on. I 
could hear it above the chug-chug of the 
engine in the basement.

I opened the gate and there was Ma 
and Jen just coming up the front walk. 
My heart gave a jump. Where on earth 
was the kid?

I made about five jumps to the wood­
shed door and I got there at the same 
moment that Ma and Jen appeared at 
the door that lec^into the kitchen.

Gee, it was awful!
There was that wheel whizzing around 

until you couldn’t see the slats, and in 
it was the kid, doing a loop the. loop 
with every whiz—and yelling! why, say, 
it would, have made your hair stand on 
end 1 . ■



You see, it was going so fast that 
every time it would open its mouth it 
had to try twice to get a yell out; so it 
kept going “ Wa—yo—ow, wa—yo— 
ow! ”—coming down hard on the last 
syllable every time.

You wouldn’t think that a small kid 
could make such a lot of noise; but, Lord, 
it was nothing to Jen! When she man­
aged to grasp what the situation was— 
well, sir, the kid stopped yelling for 
more than a minute. He didn’t have no 
chance against her.

She made a dive at the wheel, but I 
grabbed her.

“ Let it alone,” says I; “ it’ll smash 
you.” %

“ Davie, Davie! ” yelled Jen; and then 
the kid started in again.

“ Say,” says I, “ he’s all right or he 
couldn’t holler that way. We’ve got 
to stop the engine, ^that’s all,” says I.

“ Well, stop it, then! Why don’t you 
stop it? ” howled Jen. “ He’s dying! I 
know he’s dying! Why don’t you stop 
it?”

Of course it was up to me then, but I 
was out of the running. Pa had never 
let me touch the engine, and I didn’t 
know any more about it than a Gatling 
gun. <

“ Go on—stop it! ” says Ma, holding 
her hands as if she had butter on them.

“ I can’t stop it,” says I. “ I don’t 
know anything about it.”

Jen let off another shriek.
“ Where’s Pa? Call Pa.! ” she yelled.
“ Pa’s gone over to Fultonburg with 

Jim Thompson,” says I. “ He said he’d 
be back to dinner.”

Ma just sort of groaned, and right 
then Bob Simmons and Mrs. Simmons 
and the Barkers and Nell came racing 
in from all directions to find out what 
sort of a menagerie we were having.

Then it was worse than ever! You 
ought to have heard those women go on!

Old Mr. Barker, he grabbed up a 
poker, and was going to try to wedge it 
in between the slats of the wheel; but 
his wife nabbed him and called him six 
kinds of an idiot and asked him what 
he wanted to murder a little innocent 
baby for, and Jen howled louder, and 
then Mr. Blake came running and stuck 
his head in the door.

“What’s broke loose?” says he.

Everybody tried to tell him all at 
once.

“ You set of freaks! ” he shouted. 
“ Why don’t you stop the engine? ”—and 
he made a dash for the cellar door. Down 
the stairs he went, three at a jump. Ma 
held Jen up, and Jen kept wringing her 
hands and sobbing:

“ Oh, my baby! my poor baby! ”
I felt awfully small, because in a way 

it was sort of my fault; but, gee! how 
could I help it? I didn’t know Pa was 
going into the cellar by the outside door 
and start the old engine without looking 
to see if the wheel was on, or if the kid 
was in it.

We thought of course the thing would 
stop right off when Mr. Blake went down 
cellar, but we waited and waited, and it 
didn’t even slow down, and by and by he 
came back up, his face and hands all 
black, and his hat stove in.

“ Where’s the idiot that set that en­
gine? ” he shouted. “ It’s the blamedest 
thing I ever saw. 'Tain’t like anything 
else this side of the other place! I can’t 
find any way to shut her off! Where’s 
you Pa? " says he, grabbing my ear.

“ Fultonburg!” I gasped.
He needn’t have grabbed me. ’Twasn’t 

my fault ’cause Pa’d gone to Fultonburg. 
I didn’t send him.

Mr. Blake sort of gnashed his teeth.
Jen was getting kind of loony. The 

kid kept on yelling; but she was moan­
ing and wringing her hands. “ He’s 
dead—oh, I know he’s dead! ” she wailed, 
and all of the rest of the women were 
weeping and wringing their hands the 
same way.

“ I’ll go down to the machine-shops 
for a man,” says Mr. Blake suddenly, and 
he made a dash for the door, and ran 
square into Dave Goss—that’s Jen’s hus­
band. Bob Simmons had been after 
him.

Jen gave a yell and made for Dave, 
and I shinned up the ladder to. the loft 
and peeked through a knot-hole the rest 
of the time.

When Dave grasped what was up, for 
just one second he grinned. Dave’s got 
an awfully keen sense of humor ; but he 
shut it off so sudden that nobody but me 
saw it. *

“ I’ll get him out,” says he, patting Jen 
on the shoulder, and he pushed through 



the crowd to the wheel as if it was the 
easiest thing ever.

Then he just stood there and sort of 
licked his lips. Why, you wouldn’t have 
any idea how that wheel was going—you 
couldn’t hardly see it at all, it whizzed 
so. Everybody had been making fool 
suggestions for ten minutes, and now 
they all stood back to see what Dave 
would do.

“ Gosh! ” said he, and then he went 
down cellar.

Everybody waited, but the thing didn’t 
stop, and Jen began to get worse. She 
went to the cellar door and hollered 

• down:
' “ Stop-it, Dave—I say stop it! Don’t 

you ever come up here again until you’ve 
made it stop! Do you hear me, Dave 
Goss ? ” \

But the machine didn’t stop, and Dave 
did come up, and he looked enough sight 
worse than Mr. Blake did, and mad!

Well, just as he got to the cellar door 
there appeared suddenly at the outside 
door—Pa! ' and behind him . came Mr. 
Blake and the machine-shop man.
' Pa just stood in the door and stared 
at the crowd.

“ What in the name------” he began,
and then all at once he noticed the kid’s 
howls, which had got sort of hoarse and 
squawky. “ What you got in there ? ” 
he demanded, pointing at the wheel.

“Your—your grandson!” wailed Jen.
“The deuce! What you doing it for ? ” 

says Pa, glaring at her.
“ Oo—oh,- we can’t get him out! It’s 

going too fast,” screeched Mrs. Barker.
“Well, of all------ Why don’t you

Shut off the engine ? ” yelled Pa, making 
■for the cellar door. “ What d’you go 
and put him in there for, anyway? ”

There didn’t anybody answer him, and 

in a minute the machine began to slow 
down.

Old Mr. Barker tried to grab the wheel 
when it wasn’t going so fast, and got 
yanked half across the wood-shed and 
upset Mrs. Simmons and some other 
things, and by and by the wheel stopped 
and Dave unbuttoned the gate; and, say, 
that kid didn’t do a thing but grin at him 
and crow for all that was out.

They got him untied and took him out 
and gava him to J en, and she sat on, the 
floor and cried harder than ever, and all 
the rest of the women cried, and old Mr. 
Barker couldn’t find his handkerchief.

Pretty quick Pa came up-stairs and 
looked around ‘contemptuous-like.

“ What’s the matter with you folks, 
anyway?” says he. “Why didn’t you 
shut off that engine? ”

Mr. Blake he steps up as if he was 
going to p^nch some one.

“ What’s the sense of having a fool 
engine like that?” says he. “No one 
that wasn’t a blamed lunatic would know 
how to manage a crazy contrivance that 
hasn’t got no shut-off.”

“ Say,” says Pa, walking up close to 
him, “ couldn’t you see that it was a ga,s 
engine? If you didn’tohave gumption 
enough to stop it any other way, couldn’t 
you turn off the gas? ”

“ Turn off the gas ! ” yelled "Mr. Blake. 
“ How could I turn off the gas when I 
couldn’t find the place where it was 
turned on? Hey? How could I?”

Pa turned away with a disgusted look 
and his chin in the air.

“ Well, s’pose you couldn’t,” says he, 
“ wasn’t the gas-meter there right before 
your eyes? I s’pose you couldn’t gfasp 
the combination enough to turn off the 
gas at the meter, eh? ”

“Pshaw!” said Mr. Blake.

THE MEASURE OF LIFE.
By James B tx e k h am .

TEN years a gracjous heaven gives 
To make man conscious that he lives.

Then twenty- years of ardor sweet, 
And hopes that dance with winged feet.
Another score to strive and weep,
And bind youth’s dreams with gyves of 

sleep.
And last the harvest twenty come, 
Reap, bind, and take the pathway home.



CERBERUS INTRODUCES.
By. Sheppard Stevens.

American girl story in 
which a British background 

completes a very pretty picture.

S
HE stood on .one of the lower steps 

of the stile, looking over into the 
well kept park beyond, with 
something of the expression 

which the Peri must have worn before 
the closed gates of Paradise.

Hesitatingly she rose, step by step, 
until her next forward-movement must 
be a descending one which would carry 
her over the forbidden line. Here she 
paused, surveying the lovely view spread 
before her, fastening her longing gaze 
on the gray and partly vine-draped walls 
of Keswick Manor, of which, from this 
spot one obtained an entrancing view 
through a carefully prepared vista.

Her delicately dainty face showed at 
this moment an expression equally com­
pounded of mischievous daring and 
hesitating fear. The impulse to dare 
was uppermost after a minute-long 
struggle, and a very small foot, in a dis­
tinctly American shoe, was tentatively 
descending from beneath her skirt, when 
around a bend in the pathway bounded 
a brindled bull terrier, who dropped on 
his haunches at the foot of the stile 
and began barking vociferously.

He had all the marks of breeding 
necessary to endear him to a dog fancier, 
and to make him hideous in the eyes 
of the uninitiated: a screw tail, an un­
dershot jaw and threatening fangs, and 
a pair of forelegs that bowed outward 
in such fashion as strongly to suggest 
a Chippendale chair.

The girl eyed him with distinct dis­
favor.

“ Stop barking this instant, Cerberus,” 
she commanded, emphasizing her words 
with a stamp of her foot. “ You Eng­
lish are miserably inhospitable, from 
dogs up to men. Last evening when I 

presented myself at your park gate, shil­
ling in hand, as humble as any tourist, 1 
was curtly informed that his lordship 
was ‘ in residence,’ and that visitors were 
not admitted.

“Think of that; as if I were an or­
dinary cockney tripper, down from Lon­
don on a Bank Holiday.”
‘ The dog, as if impressed by this long 
speech, so gravely addressed to him, had 
ceased to bark, and merely kept a cau­
tious red eye on the strange creature 
above. Mistaking this cessation of open 
hostilities for a sign of peace, the girl 
once more attempted to descend the 
steps. In an instant her enemy was on 
foot, sounding his warning anew.

Stooping, she picked up two or three 
small pebbles, scattered on the top of the 
stile, and launched one. with such un­
feminine skill, that it struck her adver­
sary directly in thte nose.

It was too small to hurt him, but it 
angered him fiercely. A ridge of hair 
arose on his back, and his warning 
“ whoof, whoof,” was instantly changed 
to a snarling bark, which boded the 
young woman ill if she persisted in her 
original design of descending into his do­
main.

Childishly irritated at his nasty re­
ception of her, two more pebbles fol­
lowed in quick succession, so well aimed 
that each told, stinging the dog’s tough 
hide just enough to enrage him further. 
Scarcely had the last one left her hand 
when a man’s voice' inquired, none too 
gently:

“ Here, what are you doing to the 
dog?”

. Utterly taken aback, the girl collapsed 
on the top step of the stile, and for an 
instant it seemed that she had nothing 
to say for herself—a most unusual 
state of things for her, did he but 
know it.

Gathering her scattered wits she met 
the eyes of the newcomer with a small 
defiance, which caused him to think of 
a naughty child.



“ It isn’t what I’m doing to the dog, 
it is what he is doing to me—or rather 
was—for I see that your presence has 
calmed him. He was barking at me in 
a most disagreeable fashion.”

“ But you were throwing pebbles at 
\im. Of course he would bark under 
those circumstances.”

“ He began it—and I threw the peb­
bles because he barked.” Both manner 
and words were absurdly suggestive of a 

•squabbling youngster.
“-I suppose it is superfluous to pbint 

out that he, at least, was on his own ter­
ritory,” the man remarked somewhat 
caustically.

“ Which is to suggest, obliquely, that 
I am not. Well, you are mistaken*” She 
ostentatiously drew in her skirts, which 
had spread about her in her sudden 
downsitting, and ran her finger along a 
crack that evenly divided the top of the 
stile...

“ That is the line, I believe, where 
the sacred domain of Keswick begins, 
and you may observe that I am on the 
far side of it, dress and all. Even the 
common herd, I think, are permitted the 
use of the highways, no doubt by the 
gracious' permission of the Duke of 
Keswick, who allows them to live, 
breathe, and walk the common roads—if 
they give him no further, trouble."

“ Whew! you have got it in for the 
duke. What has he done ? ”

It was not until this instant that the 
girl fairly took stock of the man before 
her, or attempted to reach any conclu­
sion as to his social status.

He wa> rather stocky and something 
above medium height. His features 
were strong rather than perfect, and his 
clean-shaven face showed a firm-lipped, 
well-cut mouth and a good chin. He 
yvas not handsome, but possessed a cer­
tain manly comeliness pleasant to look 
upon.

He was dresse'd in riding breeches and 
leggings far from immaculate, and her 
quick eye took account of' the fact that 
his coat was loose, old, and sagged com­
fortably to the lines of its wearer’s 
figure. A not very respectable cap com­
pleted a toilet far from elegant, and an 
old briar pipe added nothing to his ap­
pearance.

Her summing up was instantaneous, 

and held no element of uncertainty in it. 
The result caused her to answer his ques­
tion with a marked reserve which had 
been absent in the first heat of the-dis­
cussion over the dog.

“ His chief fault is that he is at pres­
ent ‘ in residence,’ ” she answered coldly, 
rising and shaking out her skirts pre­
paratory to departure.

“ Oh, I understand; you are 'a tour­
ist and wanted to see the Manor.”

This time the flush which rose to the 
girl’s face was distinctly angry.

“ I’m not; at least, I’m not just a 
sightseeing, globe-trotter sort. You’ll 
suggest that I am a ‘ Cooky ’ next,” she 
retorted, indignant at being placed in the 
hated category.

“ My interest in the place is very per­
sonal. Although I am an American, 
five generations ago my ancestors in­
habited Keswick Manor, and the por­
traits of my forebears are all in the pic­
ture gallery here.

“ Naturally, I want to see them, and 
naturally, it is rather humiliating when 
one is actually a member of the family, 
though a distant one, that One should be 
barred out with the Bank Holiday trip­
pers,” she concluded haughtily.

“ But if you wrote a note to the-*tuke 
and explained this, I am sure he would 
be glad to grant so slight a request,” the 
man was beginning warmly, when he was 
interrupted with cutting scorn.

“ Never. He would think that we 
were setting up some claim to kinship^, 
and on the strength of it, if recognized, 
would demand something of him. He 
would not understand. These English 
never do.”

A somewhat amused smile flitted over 
the man’s face, and he was about to 
speak when the girl broke out impul­
sively :

“ You are one of the grooms on the 
place, are’n’t you? ”

For an instant her companion seemed 
to hesitate, then with—it appeared to 
her—a wholly unnecessary smile, he fal­
tered : “ I—yes—I have just now come 
from the stables.”

Forgetful of the dog’s late hostility, 
the girl swooped suddenly over the stile, 
pausing persuasively before the man, 
with pink palm extended under his nose 
as if he were near-sighted.



“ Listen to me,” she began, her eyes 
eager, her cheeks glowing with sudden 
color. “ It is early, oh, so early; it can’t 
be more than seven o’clock. Of course 
the duke is in bed and will be there for 
hours. Couldn’t you, couldn’t you take 
me by a side door, or any way, just to 
the picture gallery?

“ I should not be so dreadfully dis­
appointed at not seeing the house, if I 
could only see the picture gallery. If 
you only do it, you shall have this.” The 
this referred to was a gleaming sover­
eign, held out on the before-mentioned 
pink palm.

Her girlish enthusiasm appeared to 
have awakened a gleam of interest in 
him, though he made no motion to accept 
her gold piece, nor did he seem at all 
dazzled by it. He smiled into her eyes, 
however, as he asked:

“ Why are you so sure that the duke 
is such a lazy beggar? You seem to 
have no end of ideas concerning him.”

“Of course he is still abed. This is 
no hour for a duke to be abroad. The 
next thing, you will be trying to make 
me believe that he does not wear his 
strawberry leaf coronet and pretty fur­
trimmed robes every day—now don’t tell 
meMhat I am mistaken, I refuse" to lis­
ten ; to have another darling illusion 
spoiled.”

Being a slow young man, he weighed 
this announcement an instant before de­
ciding that she jested. At last his smile 
deepened into a broad, amused grin.

“ There isn’t any side door to the pic­
ture gallery, but\ I happen to be pretty 
certain of his lordship’s movements this 
morning, and there isn’t the slightest 
fear of encountering him. If you care so 
much to see the pictures, I will take you 
there.”

“ Oh, will you, will you?” ' She was 
like an eager child. “ Then come at 
once before that old duke wakes and 
spoils our plan; ” and almost before he 
knew what he was doihg; he was fol­
lowing rather than leading the way for 
those small, impatient feet that tripped 
along the path sb lightly.

The bull terrier, after a moment or 
two of hesitation and a look toward his 
master to see if all was satisfactory, 
finally trotted up to her, and, having 
given a few tentative sniffs, decided that 

in spite of her unbecoming conduct in 
the early part of their acquaintance, she 
was not a person to be disapproved of.

His tail began to wave back and forth 
in friendly fashion, and the girl, seeing 
it, stopped a second to pat his head and 
so accept the extended olive branch.

When after a brisk walk they reached 
the entrance of Keswick Manor, it was to 
find the broad door wide open to the 
early morning sun, and the hallway be­
yond entirely deserted.

As they entered the girl paused, 
emitting an involuntary sound of pleas­
ure which caused her companion to turn 
toward her.

She stood, mouth smiling and eyes 
dighte^ with admiration, gazing around 
the great, broad, wainscoted hallway, so 
full of the suggestion, of other days, 
from the enormous and beautifully 
wrought parget mantel, to the gorgeous­
ly blazoned Keswick arms, supported by 
two stags, and occupying the far end of 
the hall, at one side of which an ex­
ceedingly broad stairway with magnifi­
cently carved balustrade began its leis­
urely ascent to the floor above.

Absorbed in contemplating her sur­
roundings, she was unaware that she was 
offering as fair a view to the man be­
side her.

“ Do you like it ? ” he asked sym­
pathetically, after a moment in which 
neither of them spoke.

“ Like it! It is perfect. I am so 
glad that he did not spoil it with his 
renovations,” she breathed thankfully; 
then, as if suddenly reminded of her am­
biguous position, she exclain^ed: “But 
we cannot stop here, some one might 
come, and I must see the pictures.”

They crossed the hall and were not far 
from the foot of the stair, when, with a 
sudden gasp of nervousness, she grasped 
his arm, pinching it tightly.

“ I hear footsteps. Some one A com­
ing. Oh, what shall wC do ? ” in a tragic 
whisper.

For an instant he failed to grasp the 
reason for her fright, and when he did 
it did not seem to move him to anything 
save amusement. There was a look of 
boyish mischief in his eyes as he touched 
a spring in the panel of the wainscoting, 
which instantly slid back, revealing a 
dark closet or passage beyond.



“ In here quick,” he whispered, and 
with scarcely a moment of hesitation she 
sought the offered refuge, and saw him 
follow. The'panel slid noiselessly back 
into place, leaving them in total dark­
ness, while Cerberus, who had not been 
allowed to enter, stood outside, his nose 
pressed against the woodwork, taking 
long and exhaustive sniffs of the spot 
which a minute before, he could have 
taken his doggy oath was an open door­
way.

Nearer and nearer came the footsteps, 
rapidly descending the stair, until they 
paused just beside the hiding place. In 
her terrot- she was utterly unaware that 
she was gripping her companion’s arm, 
and by the increased tension of her mus­
cles was telegraphing to him every vari- 
tion of her fright.

“ DonT be alarmed," he breathed 
softly, anxious to reassure her.

“Is it your master?” she questioned 
in return.

“ Em—yes, I think it is.” The dark­
ness hid the whimsical smile on his face.

Outside there sounded a smart cuff, 
which, evidently landed on the dog, and 
an unpleasant voice said:

“ What are you up to, you brute, nos­
ing around the woodwork? Come out of 
that; ” then the sound of retreating foot­
steps of both dog and man.

After a moment longer of continued 
darkness, the man slid the panel so as to 
let in a thin streak of light. Everything 
seemed quiet; yet the girl.still kept to 
her cautious tone in speaking.

“ What ’ a disagreeable voice he has. 
I knew I should not like him—and he 
struck Cerberus.”

“ Cerberus ? What makes you, call the 
dog Cerberus? That isn’t his name.”

“ Well, it ought to' be,” she an­
nounced calmly. “ Anybody has but to 
look at that dog and know that he should 
be named Cerberus.”

This answer should have warned him 
that he was facing feminine logic.

“ I see no appropriateness in the 
name; nofthe slightest. To begin with, 
Cerberus had three heads, and------ ”

She did not wait for him to finish.
“ Yes; but all three of Cerberus’ 

heads were mot more ugly than this 
dog’s one, so that doesn’t count."

“Ugly!” tlis tone was fairly boil­

ing with indignation. “ He is a perfect 
specimen, and has already won two blue 
ribbons.”

“ That does. not make the slightest 
difference; he is one of the ugliest dogs 
I have ever seen. However, that is no 
excuse for his lofdship’s striking him.”

“ A little while ago you would 
scarcely have been taken for the dog’s 
champion yourself,” he reminded her 
grimly, feeling the hopelessness of argu­
ment as to the animal’s points.

“ That was a little while ago,” she 
answered, unruffled by his tone. “ Then, 
Cerberus barked at me, and I did not 
like him; now he wags his tail, and I 
am friends with him. That is the way 
of the world—dog-world or man-world. 
I am only as other people.”

“ Shall we venture forth? I think 
the coast is clear.”

“Are you sure?”—nervously.
“ Quite. I saw him go outside. Come, 

we will make a run for it this time, and 
be there in an instant,” he reassured 
her when he saw that she hesitated.

The panel was open to its limit, and 
‘they emerged into the full light, blinking 
a bit after the gloom.

“ Now, up the stairs and straight in 
front of you,” he directed, and with a 
laughing scurry the girl ran up the 
shallow steps, followed more sedately 
and with little less rapidity by her com­
panion.

Once inside the magnificent gallery, 
which extended across the whole front 
of the building, she could not restrain 
a few “ ohs ” and “ ahs ” of admira­
tion at the display of masterpieces hung 
against a wall covered with priceless 
tapestry.

But she was quick to come to the 
chief matter in hand, for she more than 
ever feared interruption, and the un­
pleasantness of her position should some 
member of the household chance to. turn 
up was momentarily forcing itself upon 
her.

Now show me the portraits. Begin 
at the beginning, if you know them,” 
she commanded briskly. ,

“ Why—the present duke hasn’t been 
painted. His portrait isn’t here,” he 
hesitated.

“ Bother the present duke. I haven’t 
the slightest interest in that very com­



monplace person. I mean begin really 
at the beginning, and I don’t care to 
see anything later than five generations 
back; my own ancestors, in fact. When 
they ceased being that, they ceased to ■ 
have any raison d’etre, so far as I am 
concerned. Now who is this very ugly 
person, for instance? ” .

And then they did begin at the be­
ginning, her companion showing, for a 
mere groom of the stables, a strange and', 
minute knowledge of. the family history. 
After a little the girl remarked this 
fact. z~

“ There is nothing strange in that,” 
he defended smilingly. “ You see I was 
born on the place.”

She gave him a quick, curious look, and 
the thought occurred to her for. the first 
time that he did not seem in the least' 
like a servant; but just at this instant 
her mind was so engrossed with other 
matters that the vague suspicion slipped 
from her and was forgotten almost in­
stantly.

At last her inspection brought her to 
a standstill before a large, life-size por­
trait of a very beautiful woman, whosS" 
flashing eyes and high-mettled look 
caught the attention instantly.

She was clad in a white gown and 
wore a broad black hat with a sweeping 
plume. Her hand rested on the head 
of a slim greyhound, and her eyes chal­
lenged you to say that she was not the 
fairest lady of her day.

The girl, deeply absorbed in contem­
plation of this picture, did not notice 
that her companion had drawn near and 
was equally absorbed in looking at her. 
At last he broke out:

“ Upon my soul, it is a most remarka­
ble resemblance. You are enough like 
her to be her daughter instead of five 
generations removed.”

The girl turned, the slow red burn­
ing in her cheeks.

“ Do you notice it, "too? I thought 
I was like her, but—it seemed such a 
conceited fancy that I was trying not to 
utter it.”

The likeness was decidedly striking, 
and was more strongly accentuated by 
the fact that the living woman also wore 
a white gown of some simple wash ma­
terial, and a large black hat, not unlike 
the hat in the picture. ‘

After a moment of leisurely survey, 
during which his admiration was plainly 
visible on his very frank face, the man 
smiled slowly.

11 That is my------ That is Lady
Kathrine Somers, fifth duchess of Kes­
wick. She was a woman of rare fasci­
nation, but, as one might judge from her 
face, a person of some temper. They 
called her Kathrine the Shrew, but since 
her husband is said to have adored her, 
and to have died of a broken heart six 
months after she was killed in the hunt­
ing field, I doubt if ‘they’ did not do 
her ladyhsip an injustice.”

“ So even her name and mine are the 
same,” mused the girl wonderingly. 
“ My nameTs Kathrine also.”

“Yes? And your family name, what 
is that? ”

“ The same as the duke’s, as hers— 
Somers. It really seems a marvelous 
coincidence that I should look like her, 
and bear her name also, does it not?”

“ Maybe you are a reincarnation of 
Kathrine the Shrew, though I must add 
you do not look the sobriquet.”

She made a faint little grimace.
“ Well, I do not pose as a patient 

Griselda,” she admitted frankly.
A few minutes later the heavy boom 

of a near-by clock startled her into a rec­
ognition of the pas-age of time. She 
insisted upon going, though she went 
with evident reluctance.

When they were safely in the park 
and on the shortest way to the stile, 
she fell suddenly silent. "Her mind was 
busy with the thought of how much, if 
any, of the morning’s adventure she 
should confess to Alicia.

Just before darting over the stile into 
the highway she paused long enough to 
thank the man who had* so patiently 
befriended her, and before he was aware 
of her intention she had thrust a gold 
piece into his hand, and was off.

“ Here, come back, I don’t want this,” 
he called after her, holding out the 
money.

But she did not pause, and only 
looked back to send him a friendly, re­
assuring nod.

He looked whimsically down at the 
sovereign in his open palm.

“ Well, I suppose that is the first 
money that I could ever’be said to-have 



earned, and it was not by such very hard 
work either^’ And whistling to the dog 
who had joined him when he came out 
of the manor, he turned his steps back 
to Keswick and breakfast.

The girl, speeding along the highway, 
soon came in sight of Keswick Inn, 
which stands almost directly opposite 
one of the gates of Keswick Park. As 
to age, the inn much antedates the pres­
ent manor house, having been built 
during the existence of the first Kes­
wick Manor, which, as a picturesque 
vine-clad ruin, now adorns the park, 
standing not far from the Tudor man­
sion which succeeded it.

The inn is a rambling, many gabled 
structure, built of stone—though you 
would guess rather than know it to be 
stone, for to its very eaves it is vine- 
draped, with scarcely a break in the 
dense foliage to betray the structure be­
neath.

The girl did not pause until she had 
run up-stairs and opened a door into a 
private sitting-room. Here, beside a 
small breakfast-table, sat a gray-haired, 
fat, and placid woman, evidently wait­
ing, yet with not the slightest sign of 
impatience ruffling her pleasant pink 
countenance.

One glance at her decided the question 
revolving in the brain of the newcomer: 
Alicia must know nothing -of the morn­
ing. It was no fault of hers that Alicia 
was incapable of understanding; that 
she -made this disagreeable concealment 
necessary.

The truth is, that the more the morn­
ing’s adventure fell into the perspective 
of the past, the less the girl liked the 
look of it herself, and she was now won­
dering how she had ever been led into it, 
and why she had talked and acted with 
such easy familiarity to a groom.

Yet with a fierce throb of joy at hav­
ing, carried her point and seen the pic­
tures, she decided that, if it was to do 
over again, she would do it, only she 
would be more circumspect, less ex­
pansive in her manner, than she had 
been.

“ Kitty, where have you been at this 
ungodly hour of the morning ? ”

“ Alicia, how could you lie abed and 
snore, with such a day and such a world 

around you?” Kitty attacked instead of 
parrying.

“I do not snore, Kitty, and I 
wish------”

“ Now, Alicia, I won’t enter into that 
oft discussed and painful subject; in 
fact I refuse to quarrel,” returned the 
girl airily. Poor Alicia never failed to 
rise to this fly, no matter how often her 
tormenting young cousin dangled it be­
fore her vision.

“ Alicia, I have fallen in love with 
this place-; everything about it. This is 
the most perfect of inns, with the most 
perfect country surrounding it. Just 
look at this dear old tangle of a rose 
garden.” She had gone to one of the 
latticed windows, and was kneeling on 
a chintz covered window seat, leaning 
out into the sunshine, gloating over the 
flowery confusion beneath her.

“ Everything about the place is har­
monious, even Mrs. Pencoddy. Actual­
ly ”—she withdrew the half of her per­
son which had been hanging out of the 
window, and faced her relative—“ ac­
tually, if I had been called upon at a 
moment’s notice to create a landlady to 
match Keswick Inn, I should have made 
round, rosy, aitchless Pencoddy.

“ I could not possibly have done bet­
ter myself, and when she was complete 
and I was ready to bestow a name upon 
her, my lips would have framed the 
word, Pencoddy, without the slightest 
volition—because she is Pencoddy,” she 
concluded, as one who has said the last 
word on a subject.

“ Dear, dear, it is nice to have you so 
absolutely suited. I suppose Mrs. Pen­
coddy and the Almighty can divide your 
complimentary approval between them,” 
remarked Alicia dryly.

»“ Suppose, if you can consider such 
mundane matters, that you come to your 
breakfast. Your eggs and bacon are 
cooling to an indigestible and unpleas­
ant mass.”

Without demur, Kathrine slipped into 
her seat, but not to eat, merely to trifle 
with her breakfast. The excitement of 
her morning, and worse yet, the necessity 
of not speaking of it, was very trying 
to her, used as she was to babble all 
that she knew and did with the freedom 
of a small child.

“ While you have been trapesing the 



countryside, I have been talking to Mrs. 
Pencoddy and making arrangements for 
such sightseeing as we care to do. In­
cidentally, I mentioned our particular in­
terest in Keswick,” here Alicia blushed, 
“ and she tells me that she is positive 
that we need not go away disappointed. 
She says the duke is—I use her own 
words—‘ a most haffable young man,’ 
and that a line or two of explanation 
will be all that is necessary to gain us 
permission to see the house.”

Kitty broke in hotly:
“ Never, Alicia, if we go without see­

ing those portraits until the day of 
doom,” here conscience gave Miss Kitty 
a sharp prod. “ I shall never consent to 
your making any family claim on that 
young man. You don’t know these Eng­
lish ; they never understand, and they can 
be very nasty at times.”

“ I think it is very disappointing to 
have come all this way just for that pur­
pose, and then not succeed” (another 
and bigger prod from conscience), 
“ and I think you are letting foolish 
notions prevent, but I know if you have 
set your mind that way I might as well 
give it up and say no more,” concluded 
the older woman, who had been ruled 
by Kitty so long that she had ceased to 
rebel.

The girl kept her eyes fixed on her 
plate. Conscience now did more than 
prod; it said many and uncomplimentary 
things, and if Alicia had but held silence 
a moment longer, it would have forced 
Miss Kitty to capitulate, for she had a 
keen sense of justice in spite of her wil­
fulness.

But at the critical moment, Alicia be­
gan to explain arrangements for the 
day, and Kitty pushed clamoring con­
science from her until a more conve­
nient time.

“ Mrs. Pencoddy has agreed to let us 
hire the pony chaise and a very gentle 
animal which she drives herself, and this 
morning we are going over to Little 
Widcomb, where there is a small but 
very interesting church; besides which, 
it is market day in Ljttle Widcomb. The 
country around is lovely and I think it 
will prove a profitable morning,” con­
cluded Alicia warmly.

“ It will be far better, Alicia, it will 
be a pleasant one,” agreed Kitty, glad 

to fall in with any plan which her cousin 
advanced. *

When at last the fat and lazy little 
pony came back to the inn door, bring­
ing two very weary women, it was nearly 
two o’clock.

“ Alicia,” remarked Kitty severely, 
" I should refuse positively to pay for 
that beast. We should be -paid, and a 
good price, for having pushed him all 
the way to Little Widcomb and back.

“ I for one feel that I have worked 
my passage, and I only wish this inn was 
run on the American plan; then I should 
be able to balance accounts with the 
Pencoddy by means of my appetite.”

When they reached the little sitting­
room above—having left an order on 
the way up for a prompt and hearty 
luncheon—they discovered on the table 
a box of'roses and a card.

“ Read it, dear; I can’t see without my 
glasses, though I cannot imagine who 
would be sending us flowers in this out- 
of-the-way part of the world.”

“ It’s—it’s—they’re from the Duke of 
Keswick,” stammered Kitty in amaze­
ment.

Before Alicia could do more than ex­
claim, “The Duke of Keswick!” Mrs. 
Pencoddy bustled in, all importance.

“ Yes, miss, I see you’ve found the 
flowers. No, miss, the card did not come 
with them; ’is lordship called in person, 
miss, an’ left the card, and was most dis­
appointed, miss, at not seein’ you, 'e 
’avin’ 'eard that you was related to 'ini, 
so to speak. ’E was most haffable, and 
said ’e would call again, an after ’e left, 
the groom, miss, brought the roses.”

It was not until Mrs. Pencoddy had 
exhausted her interesting budget and 
left the room to hurry luncheon that 
Alicia remarked in a wondering tone:

“ But how—how did he know of the 
relationship? That is what mystifies 
me.”

“ It doesn’t seem such an unsol vable 
mystery, Alicia, when one recalls how 
you have burbled of the .fact to the Pen­
coddy. You can see for yourself that 
information trickles through that porous 
medium, as water through a. seive.”

Oh, Kitty, Kitty, how you should have 
blushed! Instead, it was poor Alicia 
who grew pink and apologetic.



x Oh, I hope not, Kitty. It would be 
so mortifying to have a thing like that 
reach him by way of the servants’ hall.” 
Kitty 'flinched, but said nothing. She 
was fast becoming a hardened sinner.

Luncheon was well under way, and 
Kitty’s appetite was justifying the threat 
which she* had uttered when she alighted 
from her journey to Little Widcomb, 
when again Mrs. Pencoddy fussily en­
tered the room,. with a mere ghost of a 
rap to precede her.
" “ I thought, miss, that you’d be in­
terested to be’old ’is lordship, seein’ as 
’e is related, and so, miss, I took the lib­
erty of runnin’ in to say that ’e is just 
now drivin’ out of the park gate, miss.”

Mrs. Pencoddy had the satisfaction of 
seeing that her news was considered im­
portant, for both women—I had almost 
said dashed to the window, but Alicia 
could never justify the word by any of 
her movements.

Kitty did dash, however, in time to see 
a light dog-cart containing three occu­
pants, two men in front, and her ac­
quaintance of the early morning, Cer­
berus, surveying tlje world from the 
rear.

One of the men, the one driving, was 
also an acquaintance, the groom—yet—■ 
no—Kitty’s heart gave an uncomfort­
ably sudden lunge.

“ The man on the far side is the 
duke.” She made the announcement as 
if she would force it to be the truth.

“ Oh, no, miss, your pardon, miss, you , 
can see by ’is livery, miss, that 'e is the 
groom,” reproved the Pencoddy, shocked 
that nobility and the servants’ hall 
should thus be confused. “ ’Is lordship 
is drivin’, miss.”

Kitty uttered a low cry of dismay; 
then a frown such as Kathrine the 
Shrew might -have worn darkened the 
sunlight of her face.

So he was no groom but the duke him­
self. She felt now that she had been 
stupid not to know it. He had played 
an abominable trick, an unpardonable 
trick.

Every incident of the morning flashed 
before her ‘ angry vision, and she was 
whirled into a sudden helpless rage 
which longed to vent itself on some 
one, preferably the offender. If he had 
been there at that moment, he might 

with some truth have suggested that she 
was a reincarnation of her famous an­
cestress.

Somehow she managed to keep from 
boiling over, through fear of Alicia’s 
knowing that which she was now de­
termined she would never confess. The 
only evidence of her temper flashed out 
after Mrs. Pencoddy had disappeared. 
She flounced into her chair, remarking 
acridly:

• “ If the Pencoddy missed us less, 
Alicia, I believe we might miss her more 
in her brief absences from the room.”

“ So there is one point in which you 
would have altered the Pencoddy, if she 
had been your own creation? ” but Kath­
rine did not vouchsafe to notice the 
gibe.

The meal over, Alicia announced the 
vital necessity of a nap, which had been 
forcing itself upon her recognition for a 
half hour past. Left to herself, Kitty 
took her hat and wandered forth.

After a walk of about ten minutes she 
found herself before a small stone 
church, surrounded by a graveyard, 
which from its look of age held a 
promise of interesting epitaphs.

Turning in under the old lich-gate, 
the girl wandered from grave to grave, 
reading the quaintly expressed inscrip­
tions. Seating herself on the slab under 
the gate-roof, where bearers had rested 
Coffins for a century or more, her 
thoughts wandered into quiet channels, 
when the sound of swiftly advancing 
wheels, and their sudden stop, caught 
her attention.

Her back was toward the highway. 
Before she could turn to see who had 
paused so near, Cerberus came bounding 
toward her, tail waving in friendly 
fashion, followed by his master, whose 
expression suggested some doubt as to 
the warmth of his welcome.

On seeing him, Kitty’s frown came 
back with blackest threat, yet somehow 
it failed to strike as much terror to him 
as she had intended it should. Indeed, 
he laughed—openly, amusedly.

For an instant this.had the effect of 
deepening her wrath, then she felt a sud­
den degire to lauglr also, and to save 
herself from such an ignominious break­
down, she said acidly:

“ I suppose you think it immensely 



funny, but I assure you it presents itself 
in a decidedly different light to me. It 
was a mean trick—and—and you did not 
tell the truth,” she accused.

“Not always and altogether,” he ad­
mitted, sitting down beside her.

“ When I asked you if you were one 
of the grooms, you said yes.” She was 
becoming categorical.

“ You must pardon that. I was so 
flattered.”

Kitty raged, but no evidence of her 
anger disturbed the imperturbable young 
man at her side.

“ Then later, when we hid,” here her 
little fist clenched fiercely, “ when we 
heard some one on the stairs, and I asked 
if it was your master, you said it was.”

“ That was true. It was Withers, my 
valet.”

Kitty turned an indignant shoulder, 
and sulked. He bore it patiently a few 
minutes, then moved so as to face her.

“ I don’t propose to return the sov­
ereign, so don’t ask for it. I’ve just 
been to Little Widcomb to put it in 
bank. It is the first money I ever earned. 
Work is a great thing. I never under­
stood before why men enjoyed it so.”

If there was one thing that Kitty 
could not endure it was to be laughed at.

“ Don’t "fear that I will balk your 
newly awakened ambitions; I am no 
* Injun giver.’ ”

“ I don’t think this is the proper way 
to treat a cousin,” he protested. “ Let’s 
make up.”

He held out an inviting hand, and af­
ter a struggle to retain her resentment 
she yielded, and allowed his to take hers 
into a warm, friendly clasp. Ten min­
utes later she was chattering away as if 
she hfd known him all of her life, and 
before they reached the inn, she had con­
sented to recognize the cousinship in 
spite of its remoteness.

At the inn door they came upon Alicia, 
who was looking out for Kitty with a 
view to more sightseeing.

“ This, Alicia, is your cousin, Archi­
bald Somers, and I can recommend him 
to you as quite a worthy young man, if 
somewhat disagreeable in his ways," was 
Kitty’s introduction, while poof Alicia 
looked at her in shocked surprise. Kit­
ty’s cavalier treatment of young men was 
a matter of wonder for her cousin.

“ Miss Kathrine and I have already 
become good friends,” he explained to 
the older woman. “ You see, we had a 
chance encounter before this meeting.”

“ Why, how strange, Kitty, you did 
not mention it to me.”

“ There is nothing strange about it, 
Alicia.” Kitty’s chin was in the air. 
“ It was such a trifling incident that it 
must have escaped my mind.”

“ My! but that was a nasty one, and 
so undeserved,” murmured the duke.

“ It was altogether deserved. I hate 
people who blab,” she retorted behind 
Alicia’s rotund back.

“ I shall believe in the theory of the 
reincarnation of our renowned ances­
tress------” ।

But Kitty had turned angrily into the 
inn, and was a'scending the stairs to the 
sitting-room, leaving the other two to 
follow as they pleased.

Every day thereafter did Archibald 
Somers plan for the pleasure of his 
newly discovered relatives. There was 
an afternoon spent in the old manor, 
studying the portraits,, with tea after­
ward on the lawn; there were drives and 
motor car journeys to every place of in­
terest within a radius of thirty miles; 
and there were flowers in profusion.

Day after day did they put off their 
departure, until their intended stop of 
three days had grown to be nearer three 
weeks. Mrs. Pencoddy regarded them as 
fixtures, and began to assume proprietary 
rights.

But it was all to end soon, for thc 
duke had announced the date of his de­
parture for London, and to-morrow’s stH1 
would see it. Alicia and Kitty were 
both loath to break into so pleasant a*1 
experience, though of the two, Alicia 
was the more vocal in her regrets.

“ And to think how he has treated us, 
Kathrine, and the abominable way you 
misjudged him at first. If we had ha<^ 
the very strongest of claims, he coul^-l 
not have been nicer,” was dinned into 
poor Kitty’s ears on an average of threO 
times a day.

The evening before the duke’s de­
parture, Kitty, coming in from a wall^ 
with him and feeling strangely lonely 
and forlorn, encountered Alicia in X* 
twitter of excitement.



“ Kitty, I think this is the strangest 
thing I have ever known. Look at 
that! ”

Alicia thrust a copy of the London 
Queen so close under her cousin’s eyes 
that she could see nothing ’but a blur. 
Focusing the paper, Kitty beheld the pic­
ture of a large fair woman in presenta­
tion dress, the long court train giving 
her ouite a regal appearance. Under- 
neatli*was printed:

“ Portrait of Lady Eleanor Blythe, 
who is, in three weeks, to marry Archi­
bald Wetford Somers, eighth duke of 
Keswick.”

Kitty let the paper fall on the table, 
feeling her lips stiffen in her effort to 
keep, her expression from changing. 
Something seemed to catch her heart and 
stop its steady beat. She looked at 
Alicia calmly.

“ It is odd, but it • surely must be 
Arch—-this duke of Keswick, for there 
is no other.”

“ But why shouldn’t he have men­
tioned it, Kitty, and above all, why 
hasn’t he sent us invitations, since he has 
been so more than kind to us? ” twittered 
Alicia.

Kitty shrugged her shoulders with 
easy indifference.

“ Men are so incomprehensible, 
Alicia, I don’t pretend to understand 
them; ” with which dismissal of things 
masculine, she walked into her own bed­
room, where she stood in the middle of 
the floor, staring straight ahead of her, 
and seeing nothing.

Later, when supper was over, she 
made some excuse to Alicia and sought 
the inn garden and a favorite nook under 
a tangle of rose vines. Here she con­
tinued to stare and think until the long 
and peaceful English twilight had faded 
into dusk.

The sound of footsteps startled her. 
It. was Archibald Somers, looking dis­
tressed and troubled, as even this dim 
light showed.

“ Your cousin told me that you were 
here. I find that I must go up to Lon­
don so early in the morning that I shall 
be obliged to say good-by to-night.”

-Kitty expressed perfunctory e regret. 
The conversation languished. Finally 
the young man exclaimed:

“ You are wondering why—why I did 

not -speak of my approaching marriage. 
I tried to, but I could not,” he concluded 
lamely.

“ It did seem a little strange to us, but 
both Alicia and I realize that we must 
make large allowance for the difference 
in English ways.”

.“.Don’t, don’t!” His exclamation 
-was as if he were fending off physical 
blows. .

“^Invitations have been sent to you' by 
my direction. I have no doubt that they 
will reach you by morning post, but for 
God’s sake- don’t go,” he pleaded mis­
erably.

“If you didn’t want us to go, you 
should not have sent the invitations. We 
will be in London at that time, and noth­
ing in God’s world, I am convinced, 
would keep Alicia away,” responded 
Kitty cruelly.

“Oh! Alicia; well, let her go. But 
you, Kitty, for God’s sake spare me that. 
You know what I mean.” His pain was 
so real that Kitty had not the heart to 
gibe. Perhaps her own heart was a little 
sore.

He held out his hand and took hers 
in a fierce clasp, which in spite of its 
pain was a-comfort to her.

“ Good-by, I have—this has been a 
very pleasant time ”—then he dropped 
her hand and turned hurriedly away. 
He could not utter the conventional 
phrases which the occasion demanded.

Kitty, though apparently^ calm and 
self-possessed, had that look in her eyes 
which bespeaks the suffering heart.

Though he turned away, he did not 
go far. Impelled by an emotion stronger 
than his will, he ran back to her. When 
he caught her in his arms, she clung to 
him and gave him kiss for kiss.

But when he would have spoken, she 
stayed him, looking at him wet-eyed and 
miserable.

“ No, no, do not say it, you must not. 
Only go, go.”

He looked into her eyes and knew his 
duty. Sadly he turned and went.

As he passed into the lighted inn, he 
longed to cover his face from the chance 
gaze of curious eyes; it relieved him to 
find the passages empty. Then at the 
front door, he encountered one of his 
own grooms. The man touched his hat 
and offered a blue envelope.



“ This came about ten minutes .ago, 
my lord, and Withers thought maybe it 
might be important, so I came with it 
at once.”

The duke tore it open.
Forgive me if you can, Archibald, 

but even if you do not, I could not help 
what I have done. Jack and I were 

married to-day. Wc leave for the 
Continent this evening.

Eleanor. ,

He crushed the telegram in his hand.
“ Ah,” he murmured, “ God bless

them both!-”
Then joyously he huried back to the 

rose arbor.

THE MAN ON THE TABLE.
By Staern Wheeler.

JN which it is proven that the 
guilty can escape neither man­

kind nor the arrow of fate.

“ I UDLOW,” observed Bradley as 
they paused on the curb and

I - surveyed the comfortable-look­
ing, dimly lighted house across 

the street—“ Ludlow deserves a monu­
ment, even without the formality of 
dying to get it! Think of a lonely, sin­
gle man of sixty keeping up that estab-, 
lishment, almost for the sole purpose of 
feeding his friends the best cookery in 
America! And that Frenchman he 
keeps in the kitchen—a-ah! ”

He ended with a sigh of delicious an­
ticipation, and Hyde chuckled a little.

“ And now, I suppose, that after­
theater supper’s waiting for us. If it is 
as good as the- dinner Ludlow gave us 
four or- five hours ago, I’ll start the 
monument subscription. Pity he didn’t 
go to the opera with us.”

“ Oh, he and Morford wanted to see 
the show at the Empress. I suppose 
they’re back by this time, although 
there’s no 'light down-stairs. Well, come 
along. We don’t want to keep them 
waiting.”

They crossed to the comfortable ap­
pearing house, and Bradley sighed 
pleasurably again. Of the four rather 
elderly cronies who found Ludlow’s 
home the pleasantest rendezvous in the 
city Bradley, perhaps, appreciated most 
the art of the aged Frenchman.

Dinner had been a sort of edible 

dream; the supper would be no disap­
pointment. A wee, hungry hope went 
through him that Ludlow and Morford 
might long have returned from the play 
at the Empress; that they were now- 
waiting impatiently within. He stepped 
up the curb briskly.

And then he paused and looked down 
the street.

“ Hello! Isn’t that Ludlow coming 
now? ”

“ Guess not.” Hyde followed his gaze. 
“ Morford would be with him, you know, 
Dick.”

“ He—well, it is Ludlow, neverthe­
less 1 ” Bradley stepped forward a house 
or two and came face to face with their 
host.

Ludlow seemed quite as astonished as 
themselves.

“ Hello, Dick! Where’s Morford? 
He didn’t back out ? ”

“ Where is he, sure enough? He was 
with you, wasn’t he?”

“ Of course not. He changed his 
mind. He went after you two, to the 
opera.”

“ Humph ! ” Bradley shook his head. 
“ He never caught us, then; we haven’t 
seen a sign of him. He could hardly 
have gone to the opera and been turned 
away, either, for the house was a long 
way from full. He might have had a 
seat easily enough and have caught us 
when we came out.”

“ And he certainly wasn’t waiting,” 
Hyde put in. “ We left almost at the 
end of the line, and there weren’t a 
dozen ' people loitering around the 
lobby."

“Why — that’s queer!” ' Ludlow 



tilted back his opera hat and scratched 
his forehead thoughtfully. “ Oh, well, 
I suppose he’s changed his mind again 
and gone home. Jim’s a great one for 
that sort of thing.”

“ Did he leave here with you?”
"No. I went first, just after you two 

had left. Jim was up-stairs, struggling 
as usual with a necktie that wouldn’t 
stay straight. However, come along.”

He led the way up the steps," and the 
others followed—rather less cheerfully 
than a moment ago, for Morford, as a 
rule, was the liveliest of the quartet.

Ludlow’s latch-key clicked in the lock, 
and the door swung inward. They en­
tered and slipped out of their overcoats.

“ It’s just possible,” said the host, 
“ that he may have decided to stay here, 
you kpow. I’ll run up-stairs and look.”

He ascended quickly, and returned as 
quickly.

“ No, he’s gone. He must have felt a 
yearning for bed.”

He drew the curtains and peered into 
the darkened drawing-room; dropping 
them again, he shook his head.

■ “Not there, either. We’ll go into the 
library, I think, and see what’s under 
way below stairs.”

They followed Ludlow to the rear of 
the lower hall, and came to a closed 
door at' the end.

The master of the house tried it and 
growled.

’ “ My good Mr. Parker seems to feel 
his duties include shutting the air out 
wherever' possible. I don’t know how 
many times' he’s been told to leave this 
door open—something like fifteen thou­
sand to date, I imagine. This time he’s 
even gone to the length of springing the 
catch from the inside—confounded 
idiot! ”

He fumbled at his key-ring, held it 
up to the. light and squinted at it. He 
found the key at last and opened the 
door.

A square of blackness was revealed, 
relieved only by the faintest cherry glow 
of the dying coals in the grate.

The others at his heels, he felt about • 
in the darkness for a little. Then an 
electric switch snapped sharply, and the 
room blazed with the light of a dozen'' 
incandescents.

At once a shout, a gasping shout of 

amazed' horror, escaped from three 
throats.

“ M—Morford! ” cried Bradley, reel­
ing against the casing of the door.

In the center of the room, Ludlow’s 
great, round mahogany table occupied its 
accustomed place,' dominating, with its 
eight-foot top, all the other furnishings. 
But the polished expanse was no longer 
occupied by stray books and papers.

Across the shining surface, Morford 
lay stretched 1 He was flat upon his 
back, his head near the edge, his body 
across the table. His hands rested 
limply on the wood at his sides; his eyes 
stared at the ceiling above!

Three pairs of eyes, fastened upon the 
broad chest, failed to detect any sign 
of fluttering breath. The form was 
ominously still; the cheeks were flushed 
almost to a purple tinge.

Hyde’s speech returned first.
“ It’s—it’s Jim! ” he mumbled.
“ It’s Jim, but—but what------” Lud­

low shook himself together and moist­
ened his lips.

Bradley rubbed his eyes and drew a 
long breath.

“ Something’s radically wrong with 
him! ” the host went on. “ Whatever 
possessed him to climb to that table? 
Whatever—well, we’re not helping him, 
at all events. Bradley, ’phone for Dr. 
Murley. I’ll find out what I can.”

He pressed a button long and hard 
and far below a bell rang. Sounds of 
steps were heard approaching.

Ludlow turned back and went swiftly 
to the man on the table,, but Hyde was 
there before him.

“Jim! Jim!” Hyde shook the un­
conscious form. “Jim—why—why— 
oh, my God! ”

His jaw dropped, his eyes glared. He 
stared at Ludlow, and Ludlow stared 
at him.

At the same instant, they had made 
the same discovery! No mere illness 
was at work upon poor Morford; his 
arms were stiff and rigid; the unseeing 
eyes were .glazed.

“ Bradley!”
The other member of the trio turned 

from his inspection of the telephone 
directory. And as Parker opened the 
door, Ludlow’s voice continued, softly 
and tremblingly:



“You needn’t ’phone. Poor Jim 
Morford’s stone dead! ”

J IL
There was, of course, an inquest.
And, as in many another inquest, the 

coroner’s jury, rather than arriving at 
a verdict, had a verdict forced willy- 
nilly upon them.

The testimony of the coroner’s physi­
cian, an extremely important and polit­
ical-appearing person, ruddy of com­
plexion, harsh of voice and impatient of 
mien, stated flatly that death had been 
due to apoplexy. He was in something 
of a hurry that day; a tempting berth 
had just opened in the Health Board, 
and he wanted to see one or two people 
about it before night;.

Therefore, he stated very tersely that 
the said James Morford, deceased, had 
been attacked, probably too suddenly for 
any outcry, by apoplexy, which had 
brought swift death.' There was no 
doubt about it, and that settled the whole 
matter.

Parker was called and could tell lit­
tle. To the best of his knowledge, Mr. 
Morford had been in the house alone, 
save for the servants, on the evening in 
question. He had supposed that Mr. 
Morford left shortly after Mr. Ludlow 
—but as a matter of absolute certainty, 
he could say nothing. He had not been 
in the library that evening; he could not 
say positively whether or not he had 
closed the door; probably he had.

They cross-examined Parker for some 
two hours, and at the end concluded 
that for sheer stupidity he stood at the 
head of the whole line of domestic serv­
ants.

Ludlow, too, told what he knew, and 
Bradley and Hyde stated briefly their 
own small connection with the case. 
And in the end the inquest settled it 
officially that James Morford had met a 
natural death and that, certainly, no one 
could be blamed.

Yet they left unsolved one point of 
utter mystery. How could—why should 
a man attacked by severe illness, climb 
upon a library table?

It was strange; it seemed, indeed, 
wholly inexplicable. But was it vital 
to the main issue? The coroner tried 
hard and conscientiously to account for 

the phenomenon and at last was forced, 
metaphorically, to throw up his hands in 
despair.

Perhaps Morford had been mentally 
unsettled at the- last; perhaps some 
strange impulse had painted the familiar 
faces of his three friends in their 
wonted places across the table; perhaps 
he had tried, with his fast failing 
strength, to reach them.

Still, it might then have been ex­
pected that he would be found in a 
sprawling posture. On the contrary, 
Morford had lain flat upon his back.

The coroner, however, was in office to 
ascertain causes, rather than their ac­
companying .oddities. The fact of 
natural death having been established, 
he ceased to speculate.

Had there been an iota of suspicious 
evidence, had there'been one stranger in 
the house or even in the neighborhood, 
there would have been some reason for 
further investigation. As it was, there 
seemed no other course than to consider 
the case closed.

But if, officially, doubt had ceased to 
exist, ‘ there was at least one mind in 
which it rankled, and that mind was 
Bradley’s.

As to Ludlow, he was woilt to feel 
things deeply and say very little about 
them, and his nature showed no devia­
tion in this instance. His comments 
upon the awful happening were few, but 
the thing seemed to have made a pro­
found impression on him.

Dinners at the house almost ceased, 
and the club saw more gatherings of the 
remaining three of the old quartet of 
chums. Now and then, to be sure, they 
gathered at Ludlow’s, but the memory 
of that scene in the library dispelled 
forever the old charm.

On Hyde’s part, the matter was 
dropped, for he made it a rule to forget 
unpleasantness rapidly and remember 
pleasures as long as possible.

But with Bradley the question would 
hot down: why had Morford been found 
stretched upon that table?
• He tried and tried again to figure out 
delusions which could have led their late 
friend to believe that the polished top 
was some sort of couch or bed. He was 
forced to laugh at his own lines of 
thought.



The sole possibility remained that. 
Morford, feeling himself going, might 
have dragged himself to the table and 
stretched out and that death had come 
instantaneously thereafter. It seemed 
far-fetched, but there was no other ex­
planation.

Except that the body had been placed 
there!

And if that were really tlie case, 
' Bradley reasoned, many other things 
must follow in natural sequence. For a 
primary consideration, some one. must 
have had a reason.

But who? And what was the reason? 
Except for the doddering old French 
cook and the younger and even more 
stupid Parker, no one had been within 
the house. It was nonsensical to 
imagine that either of them would have 
ascended, hearing the sick man, and 
placed the body where it had been 

-found, or that later they would have 
denied all knowledge of the affair.

Was it thinkable, then, that Morford 
had been murdered?

’ Bradley spent many a meditative pipe 
over that proposition. Supposing it to 
be possible, what was the motive and 
who the criminal? Robbery certainly 
could not have prompted the crime—if 
there had been a crime—for Morford’s 
generous roll of bills had been found 
intact, as well as his diamonds and his 
watch—personal property that might 
easily have netted a thousand dollars.

As for finding the possible criminal, 
that was even more difficult and baffling 
to the would-be solver of the problem.

The servants were obviously out of the 
question; there was no one else. Lud­
low’s substantial locks precluded the 
possibility of an unannounced visitor. 
The house, too, was small, frequently 
covered by its few occupants and very 
openly furnished. There would have 
been very scant chance for one to enter 
secretly, hide away, and wait undiscov­
ered for his chance at Morford.

Still, inferring that one of the serv- - 
ants was responsible, that a crime had 
been committed, how had it been done?

The autopsy had shown no sign of 
poisoning or even of internal derange­
ment other than might have accompanied 
the apoplectic stroke. There had been 
not the faintest sign of a scar, even of 

a bruise, on poor Morford’s body. He 
had not been struck down, or shot, or 
stabbed, or poisoned.

Bradley, at every new analysis, came 
back* to the first conclusion. Apoplexy 
had claimed Jim Morford; unaccount­
ably—for he was a lean, hardy man, care­
ful in his mode of living and abstemious 
—but certainly, nevertheless.

And still—it was queer! Bradley 
could not forget that odd figure, 
stretched in death across the big mahog­
any table. At the end of a week, when 
the time came for his monthly, business 
trip to Boston, he was cogitating as act­
ively and as fruitlessly as ever.

He returned a day or two earlier on 
this occasion, and, finding the hour 
rather late for a visit to the office that 
day, made a fresh toilet and adjourned 
to Ludlow’s’for a brief chat.

Ludlow was not at home, nor was he 
expected immediately. Bradley, how­
ever, having nothing better to do, es­
sayed to wait, and Parker drew aside the 
drawing-room curtains for him.

“ Hum.” Bradley considered for a 
moment. “ No, I think I’ll wait in the 
library, Parker.”

“ In there, sir? ” The man shuddered 
a trifle. “ You gentlemen ain’t been in 
there much since—since----- ”

“ I know it. I’m not afraid of ghosts, 
though.”

He walked to the rear room and him­
self switched on the lights, and Parker 
made for cozier and less gruesome realms.

Seated in one of the big chairs, Brad­
ley stared thoughtfully at the big table.

There it stood—poor Jim Morford’s 
bier! He regarded it intently for a 
while. Finally he crossed the room and, 
resting his hands upon the edges, con­
tinued his brown study.

His fingers rubbed absently at a spot 
or two, along the rim of the circle. He 
frowned a little and bent to examine the 
places more closely; and frowned even 
more.

Then, after a moment, he stooped and 
looked beneath—and started. He 
glanced over his shoulder; he dropped 
to the floor and studied the under part 
of the table.

A little later, his hand reached up­
ward—and a stifled exclamation escaped 
him.



Bradley rose to his feet and, hurry­
ing to the corridor door, listened. He 
shut the door and snapped the catch. 
He went to the windows and drew the 
shades and listened again.

III..
When Ludlow’s key rattled the outer 

latch, the library door stood open again 
and Bradley, a little whiter, was read­
ing quietly. He came to the door as 
the owner of the house passed through 
the entrance.

“Hello, Dick! You here?” Lud­
low held out a cordial hand. “ Any­
thing on for to-night?”

“ No. I thought I’d drop in, have a 
chat with you for an hour, and then we’d 
go up-town for dinner.”

“ All right.”
He discarded his hat and overcoat 

and slowly followed his guest back to 
the library.

“ Settled down in here, did you? By 
George! I can hardly stand the place 
myself, since poor Morford died here! ”

“ The dead don’t return.”
“ I’m aware of that,” said Ludlow, as 

he found his own particular chair and 
lighted a cigar. “ Some pretty clear 
memories of them do, nevertheless; in 
this room, at any rate! ”

“ Oh — I don’t know! ” Bradley 
laughed softly and, perhaps, a trifle nerv­
ously. '

He drew his chair nearer to the table 
and lighted his own cigar.

“ I’ve been looking over this table,” he 
remarked.
'‘So?”
“ I have been studying it very care­

fully, in fact.”
“Really?” Ludlow’s paper dropped 

and a dry smile appeared. “ You’ve got 
a morbid fit on to-day, haven’t you? ”

“ Not particularly, but—well, I noted 
one or two things.”

“Well?”
“ Look at those marks! ” said Brad­

ley suddenly. “ These crushed spots, at 
four different points along the edge— 
see them? ”

“ Why, I see something of the sort, 
yes. Parker has probably been banging 
the furniture around as usual.”

He picked up his paper, but Bradley 
went on with grim persistence:

“ It may have been that, but do you 
know what occurred to me, Ludlow? 
Somehow, it seemed to me that those 
marks might have been made by drawing 
tight certain heavy straps—which might 
even, at some time, have held down poor 
Morford’s body! ”

“What? Bosh!” Ludlow frowned 
impatiently. “ Drop it, Dick! You’re 
enough to take the appetite from a ship­
wrecked man! ”

“ And it’s queer, but when I looked 
underneath, I found filled-up screw 
holes, where little cleats might have been 
fastened to keep the straps in place! 
How do you account for that? ”

“ I don’t account for it! ” said Lud­
low sharply. “ Get off that table theme; 
you’re sending the shivers through me! ”

“ I don’t doubt it! ” cried Bradley. 
“ Ludlow 1 I lay on my back under that 
table for very nearly half an hour. 
Then I found the secret! ’’

“ The—the secret! ” Ludlow shouted. 
“ Dick, have you gone altogether mad?”

“Not a bit of it, but I’ve found that 
the top of this thing revolves as smooth­
ly and as silently and swiftly as a piece 
of watch-making! I’ve found that 
there’s a little concealed panel, under­
neath and over by the pedestal, and that 
the chamber beneath it contains a lever! 
I’ve found that that lever releases the 
top, so that a single push will send it 
spinning around a dozen times.” He 
moistened his lips.

“Ludlow, you killed Jim Morford!”
Ludlow shot' to his feet, and his 

hands came up. As rapidly, a pistol 
appeared under his very nose.

“ I carried down a lot of money, and 
I forgot to leave this at -home, thank 
fortune! ” Bradley said. “ You stand 
still, Ludlow! Look! ”

He bent cautiously and reached be­
neath the pedestal. A low snap an­
swered the move.

He gripped the edge of the table and 
shoved; without hint of jar or sound, 
it began to spin rapidly upon the heavy 
pedestal!

Easily, swiftly as if running upon a 
bed of oil, the top revolved; some twen­
ty full turns it made; then slowly 
reached a standstill, and Bradley’s voice 
came again:

“ Ludlow, I don’t know what devil’s



impulse made you study out such a 
thing; I hope sincerely that you’re only 
mad and that your days will end in an 
asylum. \ *

“ But whatever the cause, you 
strapped Jim Morford to that table, 
stood beside it and kept it spinning at 
top speed; and the centrifugal force of 
the fiendish thing hurled the blood into 
his head until he died! That’s how he 
died of apoplexy. You strapped him 
there and killed him I ”

Bradley ended chokingly. He would 
■rather, almost, have believed himself 
guilty of the crime, than to fasten it upon 
genial, whole-souled Ludlow.

And yet, wild and weird as it all was, 
nightmare-like, almost, the case seemed 
dreadfully clear. The marks of the 
straps and the cleats which had held 
them, the queer mechanism of fhe lever 
and the revolving top, pointed in but one 
strange direction. .

And, if further confirmation were 
needed, Ludlow’s face was not that of 
an innocent man.

His cheeks had gone purple for a mo­
ment, then a deadly white. His lips 
worked ztnd his teeth showed, for.a mo­
ment, almost after the fashion of a wild 
beast. Into his eyes came an expression 
of the most furious, the most intense 
hatred.

Then, as the accuser watched, Ludlow 
grew calmer. His expression set, cold 
and hfird as steel; his hands dropped to 
his sides. He faced Bradley and the 
weapon, with utter disregard of any dan­
ger from either. *

“ Well, I did kill him, then! ” he said, 
In a low voice.

•Bradley caught his breath; before he 
could reply, Ludlow was speaking 
again:

“ I did kill him, and I’m glad of it I 
D’ye hear that? I’m glad of it! Oh, 
I’m not going to* tell you the story, 
Bradley. It’s all of thirty years old 
now, and not an uncommon one, by any 
means—indeed, it’s so wretchedly com­
mon that you may guess it from end to 
end!

" Morford never knew that I—that I 
was connected with it, until that night! 
He knew then, after I’d stolen up be­
hind him and stunned him with one 
blow, and strapped him down before he

could come around! I told him all 
about it then------” Ludlow’s teeth
showed again.

“ I told him just who I was and how 
long I’d waited and how I had cultivated 
him, so that I need never lose sight of 
him! I told him just how many years 
I’d studied to find a way of killing him 
withbut bringing suspicion on myself.

“ I told him how I finally hit upon 
this scheme; I even told him how I had 
stolen back here at night, last winter, 
when you and every one else supposed I 
was in the South and the house was 
closed tight—and how I brought a 
mechanic from—well, never mind where 
—to do the job for me and then dis­
appear ! ” .

He threw back his head and laughed 
heartily; and a cold chill ran down 
Bradley’s spine.

“ And then, when he knew all and 
could appreciate everything, I sat down 
for a minute or two and laughed at him, 
while he tried to plead through the gag 
I’d stuffed down his throat.”

Ludlow replaced his cigar and 
chuckled.

“ And then, I began to twirl her 
about, faster and faster and faster, until 
he was nothing more than a whirling 
bundle of suffering—until he died! 
The—damned—hound! ’’

His voice, almost a shout, died away, 
and he stood trembling with fury.

Bradley’s eyes opened wider. A queer 
wonder ran through him. Could this be 
Ludlow—the quiet, even-tempered gen­
tleman and clubman? Could' this en­
raged, exultant, murderous thing be 
Ludlow ?

. For a moment or two, a strange 
doubt assailed Bradley. The man was 
wholly within his power; yet did he wish 
to turn him over to justice? Some deep 
and terrified justification seemed to exist 
somewhere in the matter. Ludlow be­
lieved himself to have—perhaps did 
actually have—a moral right to take that 
one life.

But there are moral rights and legal 
rights, and Bradley had long been a 
law-abiding citizen. Doubtless, he con­
cluded, after a hard effort at coherent 
thought, the man was simply mad—long 
and unsuspectedly insane. And as such 
his duty toward him was clear.



“ You’ve confessed to me, Ludlow,” 
he muttered.

• “ Well ? ” Ludlow’s glaring eyes 
faced him.

“ There are consequences which you 
will have to take. I have the gun and 
you haven’t. Come and stand beside me 
here, Ludlow, while I ’phone for an of­
ficer.”

“ What? ” screamed the murderer.
“ Yes, you have no choice. Come! ”
“ And you mean—you mean------ ”

Ludlow choked. “ You mean to turn me 
over to the police for that deed? 
Why—you fool! You infernal fool! If 
you'd known Morford—known him for 
what he really was—you’d thank me for 
ridding the world of such a scQundrel! ”

“ Perhaps,” said Bradley quietly.
“ Murder is murder, though. Come! ”

“ Come? I won’t! ”
Ludlow’s hands worked convulsively, 

and the blood was surging to his face; ■ 
his whole body shook.

“ Stand aside, there! I’m going— 
going out! Bradley, if you get in my 
way------ ”

He took a heavy step forward. Brad­
ley leveled the pistol.

“ Stop, Ludlow ! Stop ! ”
“ You fool, I—1------ ”
Bradley gathered himself for what 

seemed the*inevitable encounter; then 
relaxed as suddenly.

Ludlow had indeed stopped short, but 
seemingly not of his own volition.

His eyes stared wildly about for an 
instant, his mouth worked again, thickly, 
but no words came. Then his hands, 
clutching aimlessly, were thrown above 
his head.

For an instant he tottered, swaying 
backward" a little, then forward again. 
His arms outstretched toward Bradley— 
and then he crashed headlong to the 
floor. -

Bradley, horrified, rushed to him and 
turned him over. A brief examination 
and he knew. Whether the immediate 
cause wqs temper, latent disease, or 
retribution—Ludlow had paid the pen­
alty of his crime.

“Oh, you’re there, Parker?” Bradley 
said, as the terrified servant appeared at 
the door.

“ There has been another case of 
apoplexy here, I fear. Your master is 
dead!

THE CASTLE OF FORGETFULNESS.
By Helen Sterling Thomas.

STORY of the sword and 
the shield, of love and hate 

and of splendid forgiveness. d

D
OWN near the coast where the 

villages huddle under the lee of 
the dunes and where the fields 
are bleak, the trees wind-blown, 

lie the lands of the Seigneurs of La 
Rochelle and De Neufville.

From opposite headlands the weather­
beaten fronts of the two castles scowl 
at one another like faces hardened and 
creased by all the winds that blow. No 
friendly signals pass between them, no 
jousting nor merrymaking bring their 
folk together. For once long ago, a 

Blaie of De Neufville stole a daughter 
from a Vandee of La Rochelle; from 
that hour there has been blood between 
the houses.

With fire and sword they have sca>- 
‘tered one another’s lands and, save now 
and then for a little respite, have fought 
without quarter, and for many leagues 
around there has been no place of peace. 
The peasants feared to raise a hand lest 
it should be struck down by a foe, the 
very cattle in the fields grew lean and 
cringing, and the wind blowing in from 
the sea moaned throughout a desolate 
region. The sons of La Rochelle and De 
Neufville forgot to serve God or their 
king, and became slaves to this private 
feud, the source of which lay obscurely 
in the past.

Because of one 'man’s passion and 3
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girl’s dishonor a mighty flame swept' 
through successive generations until the 
days when Mademoiselle Susanne shut 
herself within the castle of La Rochelle 
and prayed the Holy Virgin night and 
morning to deliver her from Gaston 
Blaie, Seigneur de Neufville.

She was a long-limbed, deep-chested 
girl, crowned with fiery hair, and had the 
quick tongue and hot blood,of the south. 
She was all the sons of La Rochelle; had 
been sired in turbulent times, bred upon 
fighting, crooned with the clash of arms 
and could ride a horse or swing a lance 
with the best of men.

Withal she was not without softness. 
She had ever a ready hand to throw 
bread to a hound or tend a broken­
winged hawk, and there.was one of her 
maids, a girl Marie, tawny hued and 
lank, whose eyes followed her mistress 
with more of passion than mildness.

Even so was she loved by her cousin, 
one Henri du Bois. He was a strong, 
bearded man with a vulpine face, a close 
fist, but a good sword arm. He was 
chary- of words or favors, had a sense 
of justice, but no liberality, and was little 
liked by her folk; yet he held by sheer 
prowess a position gainsaid by none 
among them.

Brought to close quarters alone with 
him Susanne had never yielded weakly to 
his will, as most women would have done, 
ghe had not openly defied or quarreled, 
yet her heart had never beat for him. In 
a time when she lacked other aid, she 
had accepted his, and he had wrung from 
her finally a half willing pledge of 
marriage.

Well-a-day! A woman must take 
some man. She could not'wed with one 
of the soft-voiced troubadours who 
halted singing at her gates, nor yet with 
M. l’Abbe. And who else was there?

Henri had fought for her, had kept 
her enemy the Seigneur de Neufville at 
bay. Alack! it took a strong arm to 
keep a roof above one! She chose her 
cousin, a lesser evil than Gaston Blaie. 
For all the fiends in hell were more 
merciful than that man.

The name of Gaston Blaie ever 
brought an oath to the, lips of the vil­
lage folk; the name of Gaston Blaie 
made little children tremble; and it was 
to that name that the topers in the inn 

of the. Good Shepherd drank death and 
destruction without the shadow of a re; 
proof from M. l’Abbe.

For it was Gaston Blaie that had 
raided the lands of Mademoiselle 
Susanne, and week by week crept nearer 
the fastness, leaving a train of fire and 
pillage almost to her very threshold. 
Her people fled before him within the 
walls; aiyl like the murmur of an on­
coming storm his troopers followed.

“ Is the great gate fastened, Fran- 
£ois ? ”

“ I slid the bolts myself, Mademoi­
selle,’’ answered the old serving man.

The girl turned and glanced about the 
hall. Her cousin Henri was beside her; 
they were surrounded by about a dozen 
men-at-arms, an equal number of peas­
ants—stout, awkward fellows from the 
fields hastily armed with casques and 
swords—and, huddling in the comers 
and on the stairs, scared womeir and 
children. A baby clinging to its 
mother’s neck cried fretfully; beside the 
fire an old man shivered, half with cold, 
half terror; up in the mullioned window 
on the landing M. l’Abbe told his 
rosary with hands that shook as the 
beads slipped through his fingers.

“Are you all within, my people?” 
asked the girl.

“How many blades are you?” broke 
in Du Bois.

“ A glass of wine all round,” ordered 
Susanne. “ The women and children 
shall go to the north tower. We’ll drink, 
boys, death to—----”

There was a cry from the priest at the 
window.

“Mademoiselle! M. Henri! the en­
emy! up the village street, and Mere 
Rudal is hobbling to the gate, but they 
gain, they gain! ” . *

“ Quick, Henri, we must open again 
for her! ” cried Susanne.

“ And let the robber in to murder us 
all! Never! ”

“ Would you leave one of our own out­
side at his mercy? A crippled old 
woman! ”

She swept him asidex and started for 
the door; her cousin gripped her hand.

“ Folly, Susanne,'I tell you, folly! ”
“ Let me go! ”
He held her while she struggled in his 

grasp, a bird caught in a fowler’s snare.
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“ I will have the gate opened. Go, 
Frangois, let Mere Rudal in.”

The o'ld man hesitated. “ It means 
death to us if we open again.” He 
glanced fearfully at Du Bois and did not 
move.

“ I’ll have you flogged, Francois,” her 
hands grew red under the cousin’s grasp. 
He looked down at her, smiling coolly.

“ Let me go, Henri, I am still the head 
of this house and as good a man as 
you! ”

She wrenched herself free, seized a 
sword and a casque, and ran down the 
stairs into the courtyard, followed by 
Du Bois, the old servant, and part of the 
soldiers.

Outside in the narrow street the clang 
of hoofs on the stones echoed and re­
verberated, and above the din rose the 
shrill voice of Mere Rudal:

“ Open; open; I shall perish! ”
Susanne was before the others and, 

bruising her own hands, beat back the 
bolts. Slowly the heavy portal swung. 
The old woman stumbled inside and 

crawled away panting.
“ Dieu! Mademoiselle, heaven’s bless­

ing-”
At the same instant a group of horse­

men swept up to the entrance. The 
leader, a man in closely fitting armor, 
pressed ahead; a scarlet plume in his 
helmet flaunted like a challenge. It 
caught Susanne’s eye. Gaston Blaie, the 
fiend, wore such an ensign, her father 
had told her once, cursing as he spoke.

Her blood'stirred, a hot wave of anger 
swept over her, her hand tightened on her 
sword, and, before her men could pre­
vent, she leaped before them and 
crowded into the passage.

Twice did Gaston Blaie charge, twice 
he fell back before the rain of steel 
blows. ’His horse sank under him, 
struggling. Then gathering himself in­
stantly he sprang forward on foot; his 
men closed around him and they threw 
themselves furiously against the living 
barrier. It swayed, yielded slightly.

Gaston pressed his advantage, striking 
steadily, blow quickly following blow. 
Like a beast that hooks its jaws in the 
throat of its foe, he worried his oppo­
nents, let them go, gripped at the tender 
spot again, held on, making every inch 
they lost his gain. Again and again 

Henri’s sword clashed with his, but 
neither bent.

Du Bois tried to force Susanne back, 
but she stood firm and struck steadily, 
her eyes fixed on the scarlet plunfe.

Two men fell like reeds, broken; they 
slipped and sank on the blood-soaked 
flags. Old Frangois close, beside her, 
shielding her with his shoulders, his 
breath comipg in great gasps, shrank 
aside once as the swift sword of Gaston 
Blaie aimed at him.

Susanne saw the old man’s ear cut 
neatly away and hang by a tattered 
thread. She uttered a cry. Frangois 
who had carried her as a child, taught 
her to fence, to ride, who had fought 
for her, lived for her! Curse this Gas­
ton Blaie!

She threw back her head, the casque 
which she wore, insecurely fastened, 
slipped off. Her hair, flame colored in 
the strong sunlight, showered about her. 
The Seigneur de Neufville saw what had 
passed unnoticed in the mad haste of the 
fight. Susanne swung her blade with 
both arms; he faltered.

“ God 1 It’s a woman 1 ”
Her voice rang back defiantly:
“ One that can deal a blow! ”
He hesitated, his weapon swerved 

aside unsteadily, grazed her cheek, letting 
warm blood; /while she brought hers 
down with tremendous force just above 
his visor. It took the strength of the 
blow but split open and his headgear 
rolled off. Gaston Blaie sank forward 
into the courtyard. There was a cry of:

“ Mademoiselle Susanne! Has he 
killed her?”

Her followers rallied, fought with 
new vigor. The enemy fell away from 
the entrance and, disordered without 
their leader, they scattered and broke. 
Susanne’s men threw their weight upon 
the gate, some one shoved the fallen out 
of the way, the hinges creaked and 
turned slowly, the bolts were shot.

The living men turned and gazed at 
one another over the dead. Susanne, 
dropping her sword weakly, leaned 
against her cousin. A group of women 
with blanched faces crept out of a door­
way. The girl Marie started forward, 
then turned away with a shriek.

“What is it?” murmured Susanne. 
She put her hand up to her face and 



brought it down with the fingers red and 
dripping. “ It’s bleeding,’’ she re­
peated - wonderingly.

Henri tried to draw her away. 
“Francois, where is Francois?” She 
turned back, stumbled over the body of 
Gaston Blaie.

“ Come away, Susanne.” Her cousin 
took a scarf from one of the women and 
put it to her cheek. Then he glanced 
down and kicked. the body of the Sei­
gneur de Neufville.

“ We are quits at last with this knave.” 
The form stirred slightly.

“ Is he dead, or have we that yet to 
manage ? ” Henri raised his sword, 
“ One more thrust in the heart will make 
all sure.”

Susanne seized his arm.
“ Stop! in pity. I can see no more! ” 
She leaned over arid put her hand on 

Gaston. The white face seemed like 
death, but at her touch' the eyes opened 
and looked out from beneath a closely 
fitting mask of yellow hair. There was 
supremacy in their liquid clearness while 
the body lay inert. Something in her 
gave way before them. A new sensation, 
a hope and pleasure born of anguish and 
akin to fear, fell quivering on her heart.

“ He lives,” she murmured dreamily, 
and glancing hastily about, added: “ I 
would have no man’s death laid at my 
door."

“ You are faint, my child,” cried 
M. l’Abbe, rushing to catch her in his 
arms.

For some' weeks after this all was 
quiet in the castle; outside th’e chill 
spring wind piped across the heath, and 
the sea, like a thwarted enemy, lashed 
the walls in fury. The men buried the 
dead, dressed their wounds, cleaned their 
armor, hugging the fitful sunshine as it 
came and went, while up-stairs in the 
great, empty rooms Susanne sat with her 
women and looked out across the gray 
waters. The' red mark on her cheek grew 
less day by day; and her people came and 
kissed her hand and gazed reverently 
at the scar.

On the moors on three sides of the 
walls still stood the teffft of Gaston 
Blaie’s troopers, and there still fluttered 
his ensign, while he remained a prisoner 
within. There was some skirmishing 
about the gates, some letting fly of ar­

rows from the ramparts, and once an 
embassy from the camp came and de­
manded their lord of Henri du Bois.

“If he be living and delivered to us, 
we pledge to depart in peace."

“ The wall shall crumble first,” came 
back the answer.

“ Then you shall starve within.”
“ So will we then, but Gaston Blaie 

with us.”
While outside Gaston Blaie’s people 

hovered like birds of prey, within he 
tossed delirious and unconscious and the 
sands of his life ran slowly. The blow 
which Susanne had given him had 
thrown him into fever, although there 
was no apparent wound. The thought 
that this man might die, and by her hand, 
struck terror to her heart in a way she 
herself could not have explained.

“ Have we not prayed for his death 
since we were old enough to lisp,” in­
sisted Henri; “ and now ’tis in our 
power.” .

“ Yes, yes; but if he dies ’tis my soul’s 
burden to carry forevershe covered 
her face with her hands.

“ Since when have you become such 
a weakling? You were hot enough for 
his life once.”

She sprang forward and took Henri’s 
arm. “ True, my cousin, but let a 
woman have her way. I would not 
have it said Henri du Bois murdered his 
guested prisoner; moreover ’tis but meet 
this man should die by your sword, not 
a girl’s. Therefore he must live now.”

“ Well, when all is" done, there is rea­
son in your sayings. ’Tis plainly better 
he should fall by my hand, so shall he 
live to meet me. I’ll find his heart, 
Susanne. Have your way. Come here 
to me. No? Saints in Heaven! Was 
there ever woman so hard to tame? ”

. She slipped away with a sudden re­
vulsion of sensation stronger than usual, 
and flew along the corridors to Marie.

“ He shall be carried to one of the 
upper chambers, Gaston Blaie, Seigneur 
de Neufville, and treated as a guest,” 
she charged the girl.

And as soon as Francois was well of 
his own hurt she set him to watch be­
side the prisoner.

“ Swear to me you will let no harm 
■ come to this man! ” commanded Su­
sanne.



The old servant swore with her eyes 
upon him, but muttered, turning away: 
“Not I nor all the fiends in hell could 
ever pay the dog for the scar on your 
cheek! ”

She caught his arm.
“ Listen, Fran$ois, you bear the mark 

of Gaston Blaie’s sword, old friend, even 
as I do. Think not that I forget that 
because I would leave him live. What 
I did in passion down at the* gate I could 
not do now.” She spoke musingly as 
though questioning herself.

‘“You ask much, Mademoiselle, but 
what you ask I needs must do.”

So Francois faithfully executed the 
task his mistress set, but there was no 
love and much loathing in his face as he 
took Iris seat at the bedside of Gaston 
Blaie. But as the Seigneur de Neuf­
ville struggled before him, raving of 
battles fought and lost in lands of no­
where, or of tempestuous voyages and 
shipwrecks made on seas of dream, or 
fell back weak as a child with hollow 
cheeks and hungry eyes, some pity woke 
in the old man’s heart.

It may have been but a reflection of 
Susanne’s attitude; for Marie was sent 
a dozen times a day to know how did the 
seigneur, how he looked, what he ate, 
whether he talked or was still, and when 
she returned Susanne must needs go her­
self to see if the girl spoke truth.

The best wine from the cellar was 
smuggled to the chamber; the first al­
mond blossoms, pale, vaporous, from the 
garden close, must be set near him to 
speed his recovery; M. l’Abbe must say 
a prayer for him, but below the good 
father’s breath, of a surety, and, Dieu! 
not a word of all this to Cousin Henri.

But Du Bois was no' simpleton. His 
ears caught more than once the swish 
of skirts as he approached Gaston’s door; 
it occurred to him sometimes as he stood 
looking down at his prisoner that he had 
heard that fair hair in men was a color 
favored by women, but he turned away 
with a contemptuous shrug.

Tush! the fellow was safe enough; 
quite mad, likely to die straightway. 
Moreover Susanne had never been so 
yielding as of late; he would take her 
when the hour came and make himself 
unquestionably the master of La Ro­
chelle.

Gaston Blaie did not die, but got his 
strength daily. He slept much, ate what 
was given him, slept again, his great 
frame relaxed and quiet.

One morning after a wild night the 
spring broke fair and warm; Francois, 
entering the Seigneur de Neufville’s 
chamber, started to find him risen and 
dressed, apparently in his right mind and 
in perfect health. His back was turned, 
he had thrown open the casement and 
was leaning out. Some small birds twit­
tered about his head, and his hair, 
grown long and heavy in his illness, 
caught the light. He stood looking 
down at a scrap of garden clinging on 
the rocks.

“ On guard! ” muttered the old serv­
ant. “ The beast is himself again.”

The door slammed in the draft. Gas­
ton turned, smiled,’ showing his strong, 
even teeth. He stretched his arms over 
his head deliberately; exultantly.

• He towered above the bowed servant, 
yet there was a singular boyishness and 
grace in his attitude, like a young giant 
unconscious of his strength.

“Dieu! the sunlight—can’t you feel it 
running through your veins, old man? 
I’ve been asleep a lifetime or a thousand 
years for all I know. I’ve been ill, 
haven’t I? You took care of me, and 
some one else; I saw her all through my 
dreams.”

Francois stood staring at him, backed 
against the door, his hand on his small 
sword.

“ Come, take your hand _ off your 
sword! God’s mercy 1 What ails you, old 
man ? Keep you calm while I take 
another look out of this yvindow. I think 
I see her again.”

He sat*down on the window seat, 
crossed his leg, and continued confi­
dentially after a moment.

“ It’s strange; but there’s something 
I want to know. You’ll do as well as 
any body to tell me, and I want to know 
it very much indeed,” he added gravely. 
“ Come over here beside me.”

There was something winning yet 
imperative in his manner, and against his 
will Frangois^advanced a few steps.

“ Can’t you speak, old man ? Or is 
this verily the castle of forgetfulness and 
you’ve lost your tongue here as I my 
memory? Now, I’m not mad; don’t be 



startled; it’s passing strange, but I am 
perfectly sane, perfectly steady, and I 
can’t remember my name.”

He leaned forward, his voice low and 
intent.

“ Mother Mary save us! ” breathed 
Francois.

-“ I can’t remember how I got here, 
where I came from, or; devil’s luck! who 
I am. The past is gone somehow. Now 
just tell me in a few words. If I once 
get the thread the whole big pattern will 
come.”

He .waited. Francois rubbed his hands 
together, his knees trembled.

“ Dog! Can’t you tell a man his own 
name ? ”

Francois slipped from Gaston’s grasp, 
pushed open the door, and fled down the 
corridor screaming:

“Mademoiselle! Mademoiselle!. M. 
Henri! here’s a lunatic will translate us 
all! ”

•Down in the little garden above the* 
sea Susanne leaned over the parapet and 
watched the gulls come and go. Near, 
her women sat spinning, tossing the shut­
tle one to another and singing each in 
turn a ballade of the House of Rose.

“ Your ballade is a woman’s tale, 
Marie.” Susanne spoke petulantly. 
“"Give me a song with the ring of steel, 
a fight without quarter.” She sighed. 
“ I would I had been my father’s son! ”

“ You were truly a man when you 
felled the Seigneur de Neufville with 
your own hand; would you be again a 
man and finish the deed?’’ -Marie looked 
slyly into her face. “ ’Twould be fit 
subject for the next troubadour that 
comes out of the south.” She caught up 
a lute and strummed it mischievously.

“ Thus might it begin.”
“ You forget, Marie, Gaston Blaie’s 

troopers! We are prisoners. None can 
come or go save by the air like the wild 
birds.”

“ Show them this man’s head from the 
ramparts, I vow 'twill bring to some con­
clusion this siege,” Marie flamed hotly.

“ Ah, I could not.” Susanne gave a 
little indrawn breath. “ He is sick and 
in my house.”

“ ’Tis his brave yellow hair and his 
blue eyes have saved him! But a little 
while agone did we not desire his 
death?”

“ But, Marie, we knew not then what 
manner of person he was.' In faith, 
when all’s said, I should have made but 
a feeble man! ”

She turned smiling. Marie sprang to 
caress her cheek, but uttered a little cry 
instead.

“Look! He comes here unguarded. 
Saints have mercy! ”

The women fled screaming in terror, 
stumbling over their yarn. Marie fol­
lowed more leisurely, Susanne stood her 
ground.

“ I’ve faced him once and can again,” 
she muttered fiercely to herself; but this 
tall, fair-haired person of courteous bear­
ing was no longer Gaston Blaie her 
enemy, nor Gaston Blaie her prisoner.-

Her throat grew dry, her body shook. 
She clutched the parapet.

“Am I afraid?” she demanded 
proudly of herself and shook back her 
head.

“ Mademoiselle, I ask your pardon. 
Why do those women run away?”

“ They fear," she murmured, with 
averted eyes.

“ Am I so frightful? ” His voice was 
very gentle as he bent nearer.

Far down below them rose the sound 
of the sea singing. Time seemed to 
pause for- her; her heart ceased to beat 
and hovei'ed motionless as the gulls in 
the sunlight.

Was this the fiend, Gaston Blaie, 
against whom she had clung to Henri? 
Was she herself, Susanne of La Rochelle, 
hanging here on this balustrade, some­
how weakly pleased at his presence?

“Am I then so frightful?” he re­
peated. “ And are you braver than the 
others ? ”

There was that in his voice which de­
manded answer.

“ I do not fear you,” she spoke to re­
assure herself.

But was this terrible new sensation 
fear', or no? In all her life she had 
trembled before no one, not even Henri, 
whom others dreaded; but now in the 
presence of this man her soul seemed to 
wilt, her strength crumble weakly away.

“ It must be hate I feel,” she argued 
to herself. “ He is the enemy of my 
house.”

“ Fear! Why should you in truth ? 
I come humbly to beg a boon,” his voice 



laid hold upon her senses like some old 
familiar tune. “ I have been sick, 
walked in strange places and had un­
holy dreams. In all that blackness, 
Mademoiselle, I can remember but one 
fair thing: a woman’s hand which saved 
a sick soul. In a world of hateful, fever 
shadows, Mademoiselle, I saw that 
woman’s face. I clung to it. The tor­
ments of hell are gone. I can see them 
no longer. I can only see that face; I 
shall see it until I die.”

“What face?” she breathed against 
her will.

“ Yours, Mademoiselle, yours,” his 
words tumbled out tempestuously. “ It 
was you, I know, who passed through my 
dreams. I woke from them and saw you 
here below my window.”

She turned from him.
" Listen, Mademoiselle, you must lis­

ten ”—he caught her hands—“ a strange 
thing has come to pass: my memory is 
gone from me; is swept clean away. 
Nothing matters; nothing is real any 
longer save you alone! There is no 
world, no heaven nor hell without you. 
It is a fierce thing I feel, stronger than 
I am, a flame which has burnt 'all be­
fore it, left me with one thought, one 
desire. By some stronger link than kin 
you belong to me, I to you. Why or how 
I cannot tell. Do you fear me? Do 
you think I rave? I don’t know your 
name, where we are; I don’t know who 
I am; I know I love you."

Slowly she looked into his eyes; they 
were quiet, unwavering.

“ We do not belong together; you 
mistake,” she answered steadily.

“ Nay, I cannot reason with you; my 
knowledge is deeper. I know we do be­
long together.”

She shook her head.
“ Then tell me out of your greater 

knowledge. Tell me who I am, the rest 
will all come back then. I had rather 
you, a friend, knew my plight, than some 
one else who might think me mad, as did 
an old servant I bespoke up-stairs. Tell 
me, Mademoiselle, my name! Did ever 
man ask such a favor of woman! ”

She hesitated, measuring him with her 
eyes. There was something piteous in his 
appeal. In an instant she would tell 
him, and push him from her. The good 
moment would be gone, he would be 

again her enemy. They could never 
stand thus like friends here in the sun­
light of the garden with the sea murmur­
ing far below.

“ He will hate me when he knows,” 
she thought, and still hesitated. Then 
she looked up and saw Henri with his 
sword drawn, coming toward her.

“ Quick! get inside the tower here’and 
close the door.”

She pushed Gaston from her.
“ But tell me------ ”
“ Yes, all; only do as I bid you now.”
The next instant she turned and barred 

her cousin’s path.
“ Wait, Henri! ”
“ Stand aside, Susanne! paston Blaie 

is about again. Let me go, I say! I’ll 
finish him.”

“ Listen to me if you would be wise.”
“ I’ll have his blood first! Which way 

did he go ? ”
She caught her breath. “ A silly re­

venge, too quickly over! I know a 
better."

“ Tell me.”
“ Put up your sword first. This is a 

woman’s way, more cunning.” She 
paused. “ ’Twill take time.”

“ Well? ” he demanded.
She put her hand to her throat. One 

desire overmastered her. She could not 
have explained wherefore, but above all 
things she wished to save the life of 
Gaston Blaie. She thought quickly, 
forcing an idea from her mind in her 
necessity.

“ He is not mad. I see that with cer­
tainty, but his memory is gone. The 
saints have played a jest to aid us, Henri. 
He has forgotten who he is—all the 
past." She hesitated, forcing her 
laughter.

“ How helps that? I see not.”
“Stupid! he’s our tool, clay in our 

hands!”
“ True, perhaps! but what avails? His 

death makes all certain.”
“ Nay, he shall live,” screamed Su­

sanne fiercely. “ He shall live, I tell 
you, and we can make him fight his own 
folk if need be; turn traitor to his 
cause.”

Henri rubbed his chin. “ The idea 
may serve. Think you we could manage 
it?”

“ Leave all to me; it may take time. 



•.ieanwhile, he must be treated not as a 
prisoner here but as a free man, let to go 
and come as he wills.

“ None can leave the castle in any 
case,” responded Henri. “ If the gates 
be guarded he can’t escape.”

“ But he must be our friend, our blood 
brother, so he suspect naught, and none 
must reveal to him his name.”

Henri clapped • his hand on her 
shoulder.

“ I have it. When next his people 
attack, Gaston Blaie shall lead our on­
slaught. 'Tis a pretty revenge, jn truth; 
it takes a woman’s wit; I uncover to you, 
Susaiine. He shall be cut in pieces by 
his own people, cursed by them and us; 
and the crows shall peck his bones ere' 
long.”

Her.face went white; she turned away. 
She was thinking not of this revenge 
upon Gaston Blaie, but of the hate he 
must bear her when he knew her once 
more as Susanne of La Rochelle. Better 
to have told him the truth, put a sword in 
his hand and let him die fighting, rather 
than live thus tricked and cheated. 
Would she buy his love at a price which 
would-make him loathe her at last?

“ I will tell him myself straightway,” 
she thought bravely.

But the spring day passed with its lin­
gering hours of sunlight and shadow, 
then a troubled sunset, and afterward the 
night; and still she had not told the 
Seigneur de Neufville.

At midnight Susanne, with Henri be­
side her, stood in the chapel, their people 
about them. An awed silence was on all 
the company: the thin-faced page shrink­
ing by the door, the gray-beard troopers, 
the dull peasants, the' group of maids in 
clinging white, hovering round Mad­
emoiselle. The blue moonlight shone 
through the tracery of the windows and 
fell in pools of light along the floor. 
Henri continued:

“ Whoever speaks the name of Gaston 
Blaie shall have his joints pulled apart 
and his tongue cut out. Now come 
hither and swear.”

He lifted the cross from the altar 
and one by one all came and touched it, ' 
took’ the oath and passed out, dazed and 
frightened.

Had Mademoiselle bewitched this 
man, Gaston,Blaie, so he had forgotten 

who he was, or had she translated him 
by some magic potion? One thing re­
mained certain: he who spoke that (name 
died; M. Henri had said it, so let them 
all look to themselves.

“Will you swear, too, Susanne?” 
asked Henri when they were alone. She 
was gazing wide-eyed into the black 
reaches of the chapel. She started.

“ Is it needful that I take oath, 
cousin, to be loyal to my. own house? 
Do you rather swear who are an alien.”

She snatched the cross from him, but 
it slipped from her nerveless grasp and 
fell with a clang in that silent place. 
In a sudden fear, a desire to escape from 
Henri’s presence, she fled out of the 
chapel and was gone along one of the 
tortuous passages of the house before he 
could hold her. She missed her way 
somehow t in the shadows and without 
light dashed into an unfamiliar gallery.

“ Marie, Marie! ” she called, “ where 
are you ? ” '

No answer came, and she stood mo­
tionless like a frightened child, that sud­
den nameless terror of the dark upon her. 
She grew cold, a presence in the room 
seemed to envelop her, dissolving her 
will;’ and like a straw caught by suction 
and drawn toward flame, she was swept 
along—into Gaston Blaie’s arms.

“ I have found you,” his exultant 
voice sang in .her ears.

His hands were upon her, her heart 
leaped at his touch, his' caresses melted 
on her face, along her neck and arms.

“ Dark or light, night or day, I seek 
you here in this castle’of forgetfulness, 
where I’ve lost all else. Tell me now 
our souls do not belong together and 
thus I answer you.”

He held her quivering mouth with his 
own.

“ Together,” she breathed, “ only until 
you remember and while I forget.”

She tore herself from him. On the 
ramparts far above a watchman’s hoarse 
call ripped the silence and rang out into 
the night.

“ Wake! to arms! ”
II.

A torch flamed in the distance and lit 
the room. Gaston and Susanne looked 
into one another’s faces. Men started 
out of every corner and flooded the 



house, fastening their armor as they 
ran; night-robed women shrieked and 
clung' to them and fell back fainting. 
Out of the confusion came again the 
choking cry of the dying watchman:

“The enemy-is within! Mercy!”
Gaston sprang forward, Susanne’s 

hand in his. Overhead on the ram­
parts were the noise of combat, the cries 
of wounded men or dying. ’

Out of the uproar came Henri’s harsh 
voice. He was beside them; with a 
quick glance he marked even amid the 
excitement • that Susanne and Gaston 
were alone. A black look gathered on 
his face, as he thrust a sword into Gas­
ton’s hand.

“ Will you hang back, craven? ”
“ No, you must not fight! ” cried Su­

sanne.
“ Death to the enemy! Long life to 

La Rochelle! ” yelled a half crazy peas­
ant running by them.

“ Whoever I am, I am no coward! ” 
Gaston lifted the sword and rushed up 
the stairs to the ramparts. Henri fol­
lowed.

Susanne stood below, her fingers in 
her ears, but she could not shut out the 
sounds.

Thejenemy must have scaled the walls 
and surprised the watchmen before dis­
covery. She knew how in the narrow 
space at the head of the stairs the 
struggle might be close. Gaston was 
there, felled, wounded already, and 
crushed under foot or striking down his 
own followers.

She leaned against the wall, shud­
dering. Why had she not told him who 
he was?

His voice rang out clear and resonant:
“ For Mademoiselle and La Ro­

chelle ! ”
After that it seemed to her she could 

distinguish the blows of his sword; then 
they were swallowed up suddenly in the 
din. Her heart seemed to stop. She 
strained forward. Once a cry of an­
guish, thin and clear, cut the air.

She dragged herself up to a turning 
in the stairs where she could see be­
yond the. narrow doorway. Against the 
sky a shapeless snarl of bodies writhed 
in single combat. She slipped back and 
sank at the foot. -She lay there and 
lost count of time.

Henri’s voice rousedjter finally as he 
stumbled down the stairs, the wildness 
of the broil still in his manner. Su­
sanne raised her head.

“.Gaston?” she breathed faintly.
Henri did not hear. He caught her 

hands and lifted her.
“ A better revenge was ne’er thought 

on! He killed-his men right and left; 
they fell like weeds, no resistance when 
they recognized him. He split his own 
henchman’s skull; the fellows threw 
their swords and ran for the walls like 
mad. I kiss you, Susanne, in honor of 
the victory. Here comes the dog! what 
a strut! ”

Gaston entered from the ramparts; 
the soldiers followed at his heels, gath­
ered round him and raised their swords, 
cheering. What and who this man was 
was wiped clean out of their minds; he 
had led them to success, and they were 
pulp under his hand still, even as they 
had been at the moment of the fight.

“ Why do our men gather round him 
thus?” yelled Henri. "I’ll show them 
who’s master! ”

Gaston turned and looked into Su­
sanne’s face. He put his hand to his 
forehead with a dazed expression.

“ Why did they scream, and curse me 
as though* they had seen a ghost ? They 
were brave fellows, as many as we. Why 
did they fling away their swords in 
panic? Answer! you shall answer!”

“Buck up, man,” roared Henri; 
“ ’twas your gigantic person they fled 
from as though you were the evil one 
himself.- Here, Francois, a pot of ale! 
We’ll drink, Susanne and I, to your very 
good health; or, better still, to the re­
covery of your memory. Perchance it 
may be restored to you ere you think.”

“ In mercy, tell me who 1 am! ” 
Gaston- turned to’ Susanne.

She opened her lips, but before she 
spoke some soldiers entered, crying:

“ Mademoiselle! M. Henri! An em­
bassy from the camp under a flag of 
truce! ”

“Where?” Henri pulled himself to­
gether.

“At the north postern. Shall ,"e 
open?”

“ I come.” Henri was gone.
Gaston turned to Susanne. “ Who 

am I? ”



She did not speak.
“ I ask pity. Have I done aught dis­

honorable • or- brought shame ? Why do 
you place this terrible punishment upon 
me? ” He caught, her hands. “ Who­
ever I am, I love you! ”

“ Hush, only hush,” she moaned; 
but he drew her to him, and seemed to' 
wring the words from her.

“ Gaston Blaie, God forgive me! ”
“ Gaston- Blaie! ” he reiterated won- 

deringly.
’ “ Hate me now if you remember."
“ Hate you! ” He would not ^Jet her 

go. “ Gaston Blaie—the enemy of La 
Rochelle ? ”

She bowed her Jiead. “ You femem­
ber ? There is blood between the 
houses. ' We fought. at the courtyard 
gate, you and I. How long ago! You 
wounded me. I struck you. You fell 
within the castle, prisoner, unconscious, 
had a fever, and forgot. We tricked 
yrfu, Henri and I! ” She hid her face. 
“ I did it to gain time, to save your 
life.”

“ This is the stronghold of La 
Rochelle! Then here to-night those 
men on the ramparts were mine ? "

She opeijpd - her hands in pitiful 
acquiescence.

“ I, against them! God! ”
He broke away from her; there was a 

dangerous light in his eyes.
“Hell fire! Some spell was upon 

me. I know it all now! The feud! I 
took oath none of La Rochelle should 
survive. Let pie go! I’ll leave this 
cursed place,”

“ Think you ,’twas you alone were 
forced to turn traitor? Was it easy for 
Susanne of La Rochelle to play false to 
save your life ? ”

“ My good fellows! Christ! I slew 
them! ’’. His form seemed to break and 
sway like a storm-stricken tree.

“ I have kept your life from, day to 
day by that device or this, what mat­
ter ! ' T have kept you safe, my enemy, 
weakly listened to you. , You have 
struck me down, scarred me, slain my 
family, scattered my lands! Now you 
cry out at having killed a serf or two 
because of me!” Her chest heaved 
stormily.

“ God help us! All’s different now— 
we love one another! ” He gazed at 

her without touching her, then spoke 
again deliberately:

“ Within the gates I am prisoner; 
without, traitor. If there be a way from 
this labyrinth I see it not.”

He touched her cheek- reverently.
“ I wounded you! The sins of years 

are naught to that 1 ”
“ The scar is on my heart alone," she 

cried, clinging to him.
They were silent; the castle was quiet 

for an instant.
Outside the wind whistled thin and 

reedlike and the flying sea-foam struck 
the casement. Hurrying footsteps passed 
in the corridor.

“ Henri may come for you at the in­
stant,” whispered Susanne; “ we must 
think quickly. He must not find us to­
gether. Where can you best hide ? ”

“ I’ve a sword; I’ll face him and die 
if need be.” He raised it proudly.

She struck it down. “ Idle, page’s 
play! there’s a time for bravery, a time 
for cunning. Come, above are my 
chambers.”

She threw open a window on the little 
garden. A blare of ’wind and tide deaf­
ened them as they crossed the open 
space to a tower stair opposite. They 
paused to bar the door, their fingers 
meeting on the bolts.

“ You are cold, Susanne! ”
The captured hand fluttered in his an 

instant, then slipped away. She left 
him at the last turning before the top; 
ran ahead to clear the room of her 
maids. She threw herself down against 
the cushions of the bed and hid her face.

“Leave me; I can no more.”
Her maids, huddled together in a 

corner, sprang up from the shadows 
like a covey of wild game from the 
underwood. Marie gathered her close 
with a cry.

“ You are safe, my dear? We lost 
you. The fight—the enemy? ”

“ Rquted,” muttered Susanne, brush­
ing away the caress. “ I heard from 
the west gallery. I am weary; leave 
me.”

But they loitered. She was cold. 
One would brew a hot drink; another 
brought her night robes. Her hair 
must be tied, and Marie’s fingers passed 
but slowly through the soft plaits.

Would she never be rid of them?



Henri might be back at any moment— 
Gaston discovered on the stair.

How could she get him from the cas­
tle in safety, and where indeed was his 
safety now, since he had done battle to 
his own folk?

Her heart pounded. She pressed her 
fingers against it.

Should she call her people together, 
face them with the truth, trust their 
loyalty to her to save Gaston and her­
self \ pit her strength, her influence with 
them, against Henri’s?

No; she shrank from that. What 
was she against Henri?

The lamp swayed uneasily above, the 
wind moaned about the chamber as the 
door opened for her maids to pass out. 
She sprang to admit Gaston. Her fin­
gers were already on the latch when 
Marie reappeared.

“ I would not leave you this night."
“ I have need of naught,” replied Su­

sanne petulantly, “ save to be alone.”
“Of naught, my heart?” Marie 

looked in her face.
“Oh, Marie, Marie! When had 

woman greater need?” She flung her­
self upon the girl. “ Listen! think with 
me. You know already; I care not. We 
love, this man and I—Gaston Blaie, the 
enemy of La Rochelle. He’s there, hid­
den in the garden stairway. How can 
I cheat Henri of him? Save him? 
Answer, answer 1 ”

She tore herself from Marie, and 
threw open the door.

Gaston entered.
“ Marie, go without; see who’s the 

watchman at the left postern.” t
The girl slipped away. Susanne 

turned to Gaston. “ You must go before 
dawn if at all.”

“ The chance is with my own people, 
if there be indeed a chance,” he an­
swered her.

“ There is—there must be,” she an­
swered fiercely. But her lips, were 
drawn.

He took an earthen ewer from the 
table, poured the wine, held it to her 
lips. They drank from the same goblet, 
looking into one another’s eyes.

“ The feud is done,” murmured Su­
sanne. “ I pledge you, in the cup of 
comradeship.”

“ Nay, of love.”

The wind sucked under the hangings 
as he spoke; they swayed uneasily; in 
the patterns of the arras some knights 
with lowered lances seemed charging 
down upon them. Susanne let fall the 
glass. f

“ Some one is within' the room! ”
She turned to bolt the door. The wind 

gurgled with a sound like laughter, the 
lamp sputtered and grew dim.

“ It burns blue! ”
She turned her white face toward it 

in horror.
“ Susanne! I have need of you! ” It 

was Henri’s voice at the door. She 
startled, clutched Gaston.

“ I have tidings and would speak with 
you.”

“ Have I not had enough for one 
night ?^_ Leave me till the morrow, I 
would sleep,” she responded, while she 
pushed Gaston between the hangings and 
the wall, whispering:

“ Be silent till I call you; then come 
forth.”

“Open; I must enter.” Henri's 
sword hilt resounded on the paneling.

She drew the bolts, fated him with 
burning cheeks.

“ Such news' for you,-and you would 
have slept artd missed it! ” he caught her 
hands, smiling, showing his teeth.

“ Here, just gone, was an embassy 
from Gaston Blaie’s folk. They ask only 
his person, this devil’s henchman,' de­
livered to them; then they depart in 
peace. They would see him swing from 
the nearest tree top, do you compre­
hend? ”

Henri threw himself into a chair, 
chuckling.

“ Hanged by his own folk! Was there 
ever so neat a revenge?”

She turned away crushing down the 
agitation which rose up to ruin her, and 
spoke slowly, choosing her words with 
care. «

“It may be but a hoax to get him 
away! ”

" Fear not. I thought of that, but we 
are invited to the -hanging, you and I, 
with so many of our folks as we choose. 
We deliver him at sunrise.”

Her nails bit into her hands. She 
glanced toward the window; the storm 
had lulled, the clouds were streaked with 
gray.



“ Sunrise! Hanged! ” Her voice was 
hoarse and strange.

“ Yea, and why not, cousin? We shall 
have peace once more: green fields and. 
fat crops. We’ll wed now, Susanne, in 
honor of this ruse.”

He came and looked in her face. His 
eyes held her fascinated.

“ And why not, I say ? Faith! you 
show little mirth. Have you no cheer 
for me ? no word to say me well for what 
I’ve done this night? no cup of wine? 
no kiss ? ” •

She did not move.
“ Come, what will you wear, cousin ? 

We must go to the hanging in brave ar­
ray. Afterward we’ll come home to the 
chapel, M. l’Abbe shall light his candles, 
have a mass and marry us. What say 
you? But first for the stringing of Gas­
ton Blaie. He’s a big devil, will die 
hard. The limb must be a stout one. 
I’ll see the rope is sound myself.”

The wild beast in her broke loose. 
She uttered a cry—swift, agonized.

“ No,” she caught Henri’s arm. “ We 
tricked him. I’ll none of it.”

“ You will none of it ? And where­
fore? Have the sly ways of this fool 
worked a spell upon you? I find you 
lingering in corners with him these days 
past. Where is he now? Last seen be­
side you. I am no blind man; you be­
long to me, I tell you, Susanne, and are 
to look at no other man. He hangs at 
sunrise, hangs, and I bear you to witness 
it. ’Twill be better sport than a mo­
rality ! ”

He. grasped her face between his 
hands, turned it upward to the light 
slowly, cruelly, as though to read the 
secrets behind it.

“ To the hanging of Gaston Blaie you 
shall go,” he reiterated slowly.

She • grew weak under his hold. He 
flung her away.

Where is this man ? I see all now, 
fool! false! a woman’s trick. You lied 
to me. Has he been here in this place ? ” 
He lunged-about the room piercing the 
arras with his sword. “ I’ll have my 
hands upon him.”

“ Stop! ” screamed Susanne, throwing 
herself in front of him. “ Gaston! ”

At her cry Gaston Blaie appeared and 
stood before Henri, his sword in his 
hand,

“ Surrender to me,” demanded Henri.
“ You will answer me here in single 

combat, Henri du Bois.” x
“ If I raise my voice a dozen men will 

enter and run you through.”
Susanne rushed to the doors and 

bolted them.
“ But were you my blood brother and 

I found you here I should kill you my­
self,” Henri shouted and lunged for­
ward.

Instantly the swords met, spit fire, cut 
apart; they clashed again. The men 
were equally matched in size,'straight of 
limb and long of reach, but Gaston was 
but fresh from the fever, his strength 
untried, while Henri’s puissance re­
mained intact.

Susanne leaned against the door, her 
hands clutched the tapestry, her nostrils 
like a horse’s under a curb, distended and 
closed rapidly. A jewel on Henri’s 
hand glittered under the dying lamp Tike 
a malicious eye. With a kind of dull, 
impersonal fascination she watched it 
burn and glow as he thrust and parried. 
The ring of steel seemed to strike her.

The blades shivered together, there 
was a quick pass, then separation. Gas­
ton sprang forward the next instant, 
driving Henri before him.

Gaston struck hotly, fought headily, 
pressing every advantage he made. To­
gether they made the circuit of the room, 
neither gaining in ascendency. They 
paused, the table in the center dividing 
them.

Henri drove his sword across it; Gas­
ton responded. A jug of wine upset, 
an angry stain splotched the white cover 
and trickled on the floor.

“ Just so shall your blood run, Gaston 
Blaie.”

“ But you shall never Jive to see it, 
Henri du Bois.”

Again they sent their weapons toward 
one another’s hearts. The air grew 
heavy in the chamber.

Their breath came in great gasps: fast­
er—faster flashed the blades. Henri 
forced Gaston into a corner behind the 
bedstead; he leaped out from it, with 
one bound, escaped Henri’s sword, but 
his boot caught in the window-hanging; 
the curtain loosened, gave way.

He tripped, struggled to extricate him­
self, and fell with it on the floor. Su­



sanne uttered a choking cry. Henri 
stood passive.

“ Get up, blunderer; fight me till you 
drop by my sword.”

They faced each other orice more. 
Henri’s blade touched Gaston’s shoulder. 
Again Susanne cried out.

Marie’s voice on the other side of the 
door answered.

“ Open, open, Susanne! Who harms 
you? ”

Only the clash of sabers responded.
“Mademoiselle, Mademoiselle! He 

kills her! ”
Other cries answered Marie’s. Hurry­

ing footsteps clattered on the stone floor. 
People clamored at the door.v Old Fran­
cois’ feeble voice rose and was over­
borne.

“ Help! Open! ” screamed Marie. .
“Mademoiselle! Speak to us if you 

livg.”
There was no answer.
“ Break the door! ”
“ An axf ”
“ My children, patience------” M.

l’Abbe’s querulous tones were cut short 
as the .blow struck the oak paneling.

There was a tense silence in the cor­
ridor for the next moments as the crash 
of the ax outside alternated with the 
thin, sharp ring of steel within.

“ Courage! I come,” screamed Marie.
“ The door gives! ”
“ Susanne, I am with you! ” The 

girl’s flute-like tones rose quivering and 
flew like a homing swallow straight to 
Susanne’s heart.

“Robber! Traitor! You thought to 
take a woman of La Rochelle! ” cried 
Henri.

“ Not against her desire,” retorted 
Gaston, panting. ■ '

“And thus shall you die for it!”
“ Dieu! the sacrament first! ” ex­

claimed M. l’Abbe.
The oak door crashed forward. The 

people surged through it.
“Get back!” called Susanne. “Sin­

gle combat decides.”
The sudden draft swept in, the 

lamp flared, went out, leaving the place 
in darkness. The blades struck together, 
there was a frenzied cry of pain, then 
the. sound of a body falling.

“Gaston! No!” Susanne’s anguish 
gathered and broke.

Quick, a light! ”
Some one ran for a torch. It spurted 

blue; wai lost in the windy air. No one 
.stirred; a kind of paralysis possessed 
them before the unknown thing in the 
room.

Then light again. It flashed on the 
mass 'of dazed, frightened faces; on Su­
sanne crouching in a corner; on Gaston 
leaning heavily against the table, his face 
dripping sweat abd blood, and on a still 
figure on the floor. The people stumbled 
forward, a pack of hounds, leaderless.

“ What is it? ” Their voices rose and 
gathered strength like an oncoming tem­
pest.

Susanne cast herself between them and 
Gaston.

“’Twas done in fair fight!” She 
turned to. him and clung to his knees. 
“ The stronghold surrenders to you, my 
heart! ”

“ God be praised! ” breathed Marie.
" Miserere nobis! M. Henri! he is 

dead! ” said tjie priest, bending over the 
body and making the sign of the cross.

An hour later, outside the castle the 
sea grew light, then purple, changing 
steadily to sapphire and gold; a dark­
hulled fishing-boat fled like a bird of 
night from the brightening dawn. The 
sun turned the rocks pink and orange, 
shone through the windows and lay in 
narrow streaks along the floors.

After the tumultuous night, after 
spent strife and passion, all was still­
ness and inertia. The women with awed 
faces silently washed the bloodstains 
from Mademoiselle’s chamber; the men 
snored at the gates, in the halls, the 
courtyard, where they had fallen from 
exhaustion; Gaston Blaie was stretched 
heavy and unconscious, but grasping 
even as he slejit the hand of Susanne 
as she sat beside him; while in the chapel, 
with none to keep vigil save only M. 
l’Abbe, Henri du Bois lay stark and cold.

Gently, slowly, one at a time, Susanne 
loosed her- fingers from those which 
clung to them. Gaston stirred in his 
sleep. She relaxed her hand instantly.

“ Marie,” she breathed.
Marie started up from the floor at 

Susanne’s feet. Susanne snatched at her 
hand and dexterously replaced her own 
with it in Gaston’s.

“ What would you? ”



“ Keep that for me, Marie, till I 
come.”

“ Whe?e go you ? ” the girl clung to 
Susanne’s frock.

“ Soft I let me free. I leave you to 
watch.” She touched Gaston lightly.

“ How if I act too faithfully your 
part? ” Marie’s voice was playful. “ If 
my hand should serve as well, nay, better 
than your own——”

“ Loose it if he wake!”
“ I’ll promise naught.”
“ Alack, how can you jest! Henri 

dead in the chapel} we prisoned here! 
Gaston’s folk without, hungry for his 
life! I go to bring him back his fol­
lowers or ne’er to come back again my­
self.”

“ Sweet Christ! You go not without 
alone! ”

Susanne snatched a cloak, drew the 
hood close about her face.

“ I’ll go a poor pilgrim to his people, 
Marie, with a flag of truce in rqy hand. 
They shall hear how I served him; hear 
why he turned against them through no 
disloyalty of his own.”

“ ’Tis not safe, the barbarians! They 
might e&t you! ”

“ Did we not once so speak even of 
Gaston Blaie! I have no longer any 
fear of his followers. His army shall 

come back to their lord, for I go to de­
liver up the keys of this castle.”

Marie caught her breath.
“ The stronghold is his own, to do 

with as he wills, and this shall I make 
plain to them. Let me pass.”

She was gone from the room.

Across the moors in the burning noon 
of the same day wound the long train 
of the Seigneur de Neufville’s men. The 
sunlight glittered on a hundred lances 
and the jangle of bit and armor sent 
the larks fleeting from the path. With 
a blare of trumpets they made straight 
to La Rochelle.

Leading them all rode a girl, her red 
hair flying loose like.a fiery gonfalcon. 
No mount was swift enough for her 
eagerness; no trooper could keep pace 
with her desire. She pulled her horse 
up at the entrance.

“ Open! Open in peace, to the fol­
lowers of the Seigneur de Neufville! I 
have surrendered.”

The horse bounded into the courtyard, 
she sprang to Gaston.

“ I have brought you back your peo­
ple.”

Before her he knelt humbly as he made 
answer:

“ Nay, they are your own."

CAPITAL PUNISHMENT.
By W. A. G.

How the law took its course 
in a*domplicated case of un­

usual legal aspects.

O
LD Judge Marlowe—“ Hanging 

Charlie,” as he was called—was 
intolerant of sentimentalists who 
wished to do away with the 

death penalty, and when the high sher­
iff’s chaplain after dinner began to speak 
about “ judicial errors ” and inferred the 
desirability of abolishing capital punish­
ment, “ Hanging Charlie ” let himself 
go 'in an argument so vituperative that 

at last the chaplain claimed the respect 
due to his cloth. Then the judge burst 
into a boisterous laugh.

“ Well, well, Mr. Chaplain,” he said, 
“ if I’ve hurt your feelings, I’ll tell you 
a story to make up for it, though to 
be sure the story is an unanswerable ar­
gument for capital punishment.

“ You forget when you make these un­
seemly attacks on the law and its adminis­
tration that they claim to be under divine 
patronage. Now my story shows quite 
plainly that verdicts like marriages are 
made in heaven, and that when mortals 
are in danger of committing judicial er­
rors Providence interferes and sets them 
right.



“ I don't suppose you could find a like­
lier .opportunity for a judicial error than 
this case which I have in mind. In fact, 
there was material enough in the evi­
dence for one and perhaps for two ju­
dicial murders. But—here is the point— 
not even one was perpetrated! ”

Marlowe glanced quickly round his 
guests and continued:

“ Some of you may have heard of the 
case, though I think it must have been 
before the time of any of you, except 
perhaps the high sheriff. At all events, 
none of you knows the true facts of the 
* Primrose Hill mystery,’ as it used to 
be called.”

The mayor leaned forward and ex­
claimed :

“ I remember hearing about that, sir— 
the murder of a foreign woman—a singer ____»

“ Ah! ” interrupted the judge. 
“ Then, sir, some of the facts would not 
be new to you; but the most important 
would be.”

He sipped from his. glass and waited 
for an invitation to proceed, which soon 
came from every one.

“ Well, gentlemen, it was in my early 
days at the bar, when I was almost as 
young as my friend the chaplain here. 
The case was defended by Henry Strat­
ton, the most successful criminal pleader 
of those days.

“ The nearest approach to Stratton, re­
cently, was poor Monty Williams. Both 
of them were actors first, and lawyers 
afterward—literally, I mean; for Strat­
ton, like Williams, was a favorite figure 
on the amateur stage before he distin­
guished himself at the bar.

“ They resembled each other very 
much in their styles of pleading, too, 
though Stratton was more highly col­
ored and melodramatic. But that be­
longed to his times; rodomontade of 
all kinds was more in fashion then.

“ And they were like each other in 
another point: "each of them had a dis­
ease which he aggravated by his work, 
and which cut him off before his prime— 
throat trouble in Williams’ case; heart 
in Stratton’s.

“ As they first came to light, the prin­
cipal facts were these. The woman, a 
public singer named Irma Filiputti, lived 
on Primrose Hill.

“ One foggy night a policeman pa­
trolling the district heard a shot fired 
and set off in the direction of the sound. 
Sound, you know, travels very distinctly 
in a fog.

“ When he had gone a short way a sec­
ond shot informed him that the singer’s 
house was the scene of the disturbance. 
The door was standing open, and, hurry­
ing in, he found in one of the rooms 
a woman lying- insensible on the floor 
and a man standing over her with a 
double-barrelled pistol.

“ He knocked the-pistol to the ground 
and then seized the man, and there was 
a violent struggle. In the end the man 
got the best of it and escaped through 
a window into a garden beside the house.

“ Before the officer was able to give 
chase the fugitive had disappeared hope­
lessly in the fog. Accordingly he soon 
returned to attend to the woman. She 
was dead.

“ The. Filiputti kept two maid servants. 
Neither of them was in the house at the 
time of the tragedy, but they both were 
able to give important evidence at the 
inquest.

“ They had gone out half an hour 
before to a local entertainment for which 
their mistress had bought them tickets. 
She herself had no engagement that eve­
ning, and was staying at home because— 
so the servants said—she felt unwell.

“ The girls testified that just before 
they left the house—in fact, while they 
were unfastening the back door to go 
out—some one knocked at the front, and 
the Filiputti, thinking they had started, 
went herself to see who it was. ’

“ As soon as she had opened the door, 
they heard her trying to close it again, 
and there seemed to be spmething like 
a scuffle. They heard her protesting, and 
then a man’s voice answering inside the 
hall; uptm which one of the maids 
slipped into the back'of the hall.

“ The Filiputti, finding they were still 
in the house, called them both and told 
them to show the intruder out. The 
stranger behaved very violently, they said, 
and used threatening, blood-thirsty lan­
guage, vowing that he would visit the 
Filiputti whether she wished it or not ; 
but finally he gave in and went.

“ One of the maids said she had seen 
the man once before in Paris, though 



she knew nothing else about him, and 
that he had annoyed her mistress there.

“Now there was no doubt, from their 
description of him and the policeman’s 
description of his antagonist, that this 
intruder was identical with the man who 
was afterward discovered standing over 
the body with the pistol. He had evi­
dently waited about the house till the 
servants were gone and then had ob­
tained admission again.

“ The supposition of suicide was high­
ly improbable in these circumstances, and 
the medical evidence excluded it entire­
ly. Of the two shots, one, which had 
glanced aside on the corset without 
touching the body, had been fired from 
so near that it had singed the dress, 
b^t the other-y-the fatal shot—had cer­
tainly been fired from some distance, and 
besides, its direction was such that the 
wound could not have been self-inflicted.

“ The theory of accident seemed 
equally untenable.. Indeed, taking the 
circumstances into account, it was suf­
ficiently contradicted by the simple fact 
that two shots had been fired, both hit­
ting the woman. Had they even come 
in rapid succession, an accident might 
have been slightly more conceivable, but 
the interval between them suggested 
plainly a deliberate purpose. The serv­
ants, by the bye, had never seen the 
pistol in their mistress’ possession. Her 
jewelry and money did not seem to have 
been touched; in fact, so far as was 
known, nothing was missing. The evi­
dence, however, supplied a quite sufficient 
motive for what the Trench call a 
crime passionel.

“ On these grounds, then, the < coro­
ner’s jury—ah, l' was forgetting one 
other point. A note without any address 
or date was found lying on a desk with 
two or three words in it something like 
this:

I will come on Tuesday.
Abelahd.

“ Tuesday was the day of the fatality. 
There was nothing beyond the name 
Abelard to identify the sender, and no 
one of that name could be discovered 
among her acquaintances. It was not 
certain of course that the note had any­
thing to do with the tragedy.

“ Well, then, on this evidence the jury 

returned a verdict of wilful murder—a 
very proper verdict in the circumstances.

“ A year passed and then, thanks to 
one of the maids, the suspected man was 
arrested at Baden, *where she happened 
to meet and recognize him.

“ He turned out to be a young Cana­
dian in good circumstances, called Fer- 
rars. He was brought to London, and 
Stratton was retained for the defense, as 
a matter of course. His reputation was 
such—he was then at the climax of his 
career—that any important case of tins 
sort was quite sure to be pressed on him.

“ Stratton was married to a very beau­
tiful and good woman, the elder daughter 
of the Earl of Wight. They were de­
voted to each other and to their one 
child, and she took the tenderest care of 
him. The full extent of his heart trouble 
was not known to her, but she knew quite 
enough to be very anxious at times, and 
I remember that when this' case was com­
ing on she did her best to keep him 
out of it.

“ He was looking wretchedly ill just 
then, and when she begged me to dissuade 
him, I did what I could, but it was to 

‘fto purpose. Stratton declared he 
couldn’t possibly drop the case. When 
I asked him why not, he answered, to 
my surprise:

“ * Because the man is innocent, and 
I should never forgive myself if I didn’t 
do my. best for him.’

“ I asked what grounds he had for 
thinking his client innocent, adding that 
so far as I could see everything pointed 
pretty plainly the opposite way. I sup­
posed of course that the prisoner had 
disclosed some fresh fact, but Sfratton 
wds not communicative. He merely 
begged me to wait till I heard what he 
had to say at the trial.

“ In the preliminary inquiry, before 
Ferrars was committed to the assizes, 
nothing 'startling came out. His iden­
tity with the fugitive was established, and 
it was shown that he had been leading 
a wild life. •

“ The only new element in the case was 
his attempt to explain away the facts, 
and a sorry attempt if proved to be 
in the opinion of every one. He ad­
mitted having called at the house earlier 
in the evening, but he denied that he 
had been violent and threatening.



“ He suggested that the servants had 
unconsciously exaggerated his behavior, 
looking back on it in the light of the sub­
sequent fatality. He alleged—what 
seemed to be true—*that his acquaint­
ance with the Filiputti had been ex­
tremely slight, and that he had gone to 
her house that evening in a mere fit of 
bravado, after dining rather too well.

11 After leaving the house, he said, he 
entered the garden and walked up and 
down there for some time with the idea 
that she would be driving into town soon, 
for he supposed she was to sing- that 
night; in which case he hoped—without 
much reason he admitted—to persuade 
her to let him accompany her.

“ While strolling about, he stumbled 
against a garden-seat and sat down on 
it, and became drowsy, or, perhaps, fell 
asleep for a few minutes, till he was 
wakened by the first shot. Then he ran 
to the window facing the lawn and set 
to work to open it.

“ The second shot was fired just as 
he managed to lift the sash,

“ He stretched his hand through to 
push the curtains apart, and caught a 
glimpse of a man hurrying from th®- 
room. Before he could climb in, the man 
left the house by the front door.

“ Ferrars particularly mentioned the 
front door, alleging that he heard him 
open it. When he got into the room, 
the discovery of the prostrate woman 
horrified him so that he stood spell­
bound.

“ He picked up the pistol, which was 
lying on the floor, without thinking what 
he was doing, and then the policeman 
came in and tried to arrest him, and 
in fear of his life he freed himself by 
force and ran away.

“ The corner-stone of this defense, im­
probable as the whole structure was, was 
knocked out by the policeman’s evidence. 
The officer was positive that no one could 
have left the house by the front a short 
time—however short—after the second 
shot, without being seen by him. He 
was only a little way from the door when 
the second shot was fired, and was com­
ing on rapidly, and the door was stand­
ing open with the hall-light showing 
everything up.

“ A man might possibly have escaped 
his notice if he had turned off short into 

the garden instead of coming out into the 
road, but this loophole for Ferrar’s case 
was blocked by the fact that he would 
have had to cross a flower-bed, and that 
all the foot-pripts in the garden, without 
exception, belonged to one and the same 
man, namely, the prisoner.

“ Besides, no trace whatever of this 
supposed fugitive could be shown,.and, 
on the other hand, the prisoner’s two 
appearances on the scene covered all the 
facts to a nicety. In short, his story was 
generally regarded as the baldest of 
fictions.

“ I supposed, then, that after this pre­
liminary inquiry Ferrars had produced 
other information, not yet published, 
which had convinced Stratton of his in­
nocence, anti to which he was trusting 
for an acquittal.

“ However, the main trial came on and 
not an iota of new evidence was forth­
coming. Moreover, it was clear that the 
prisoner personally made a bad impres­
sion on the jury, and if ever I expected 
to see a judge put on the black cap, 
it was for that man.

“ In cross-'examination Stratton’s chief 
effort was directed to shaking the police­
man’s assertion that no one could have 
left the house by the front within the sup­
posed limits of time without being seen 
by him.

“ But, as I have said, there was nothing 
to support the hypothesis of- this other 
fugitive, and all the probabilities favored 
the policeman’s statement. In fact, peo­
ple wondered why the prisoner had not 
invented a likelier story.

“ It would have answered his purpose 
quite as well, and been much safer, if 
he had simply said he had seen a man 
leave the room, without specifying where 
he had gone to., Then it might have 
been assumed that he had hidden in the 
house. till the policeman left it in pur­
suit of Ferrars. k.

“But it nearly always happens it> 
criminals’ stories that they overlook some 
central absurdity, even if they make the 
rest of the invention more or less prob­
able.

“ On the first day of the trial—in the 
afternoon, when the proceedings were 
well under way—Stratton had a faint­
ing attack. After that, not only his wife 
but his medical man and his other



they were listening to a tissue of suppo­
sitions.

“ I can’t give you any idea of his vivid­
ness, but I must try to recall the bare 
outline of his tale.

“ Stratton supposed, then, that this 
alleged principal was a young English­
man who had met the Filiputti some 
years ago while traveling abroad,' and 
had formed an acquaintance with her, 
which to him was merely a passing icfyll,. 
though it became to her the great ex­
perience of her life.

“ When he left her she could not for­
get him. He returned home, began his 
life-work, and married a woman of his 
own .country. Then a professional en­
gagement brought the Filiputti to Lon­
don, and she tried in some way to ap­
proach him? He became alarmed for 
the happiness of his home and told her 
bluntly that he could have nothing more 
to do with her.

“ He went further, and, displaying a 
suspiciousness which was unwarranted, 
for the woman loved him too well to 
harm him intentionally, he insisted on 
her returning all his old letters.

“ The request and the manner of it 
cut her to the heart, but she did not 
refuse. She asked him to come to her 
house" to fetch the letters, promising that 
no one should see him there—that she 
would even send her servants out.

“ In his eagerness to get them he con­
sented. The plan had some advantages, 
such as avoiding the transmission of the 
letters by other hands; and if she was 
nursing any hope of other results, he 
could trusty himself to deal with that.

“ She kept her word about sending 
the servants out, and waited for him. 
While she was waiting the interlude took 
place in which Ferrars figured, as to 
which Stratton accepted his client’s 
statements cn bloc.

“ Ferrars was turned out of the house 
and went into the garden. Then the 
other man arrived. He made haste to 
secure his letters, and even looked 
at the dates of them to see if they were 
all there, and so on.

i “ Then, without the least sign of the 
tenderness of other days, he went away. 
.The Filiputti had decided what course 
to pursue if his behavior at this meet- 

■•ing left her no hope.

friends urged him to hand the case over 
to one of his juniors.

“ We all told him he was running a 
useless risk by persisting in the defense, 
since it must fail, whatever he did. How­
ever, he refused to listen to us.

“ On the last day, after a’speech for 
the prosecution which, I believe, left the 
jury decided to a man, Stratton rose to 
make his reply. That, gentlemen,. was 
by far the most eloquent speech I ever 
listened to in a court of law.

“ He used every art at his disposal, and’ 
you may imagine how he swayed not only 
the public*but the bench, when I tell you 
that he took liberties in the form and 
matter of several parts of his speech, 
which would have been reprimanded 
quickly enough on any other occasion.

“ I -was sitting beside his wife and 
her sister, and even while I was enjoying 
his. eloquence, I couldn’t help sharing 
their anxiety for his health. For Strat­
ton, as you may suppose, did not spare 
himself in this final attempt'to save a 
man whom he believed to be innocent; 
though his reasons' for that belief I 
couldn’t fathom even at .this stage of 
the proceedings.

“ At moment his face was gray with 
exhaustion, and between many of his 
periods he had to stop and gasp for 
breath. Whether or not it was merely 
art, making the best of circumstances, his 
speech became vastly more impressive 
through these signs of distress. They 
gave it an earnestness, a solemnity, a 
veracious air which were indescribable.

“ The bulk of the speech was a de­
tailed exposition of the role .which might 
have been played by ’the hypothetical 
person who, according to Ferrars, should 
have been standing in the dock in the 
prisoner’s stead; for Ferrars implied, of 
course, that this hypothetical person was 
the assassin.

“ Stratton, curiously enough, didn’t go 
so far as that. He confirmed Ferrar’s 
story at every point, but in an ingenious 
way, as you will see in a moment, he re­
introduced the theory of accident in fa­
vor of the puppet he was setting up.

“ He narrated his story, not as what 
might have been, but positively as what 
had happened, and with a tone of con­
viction and a minuteness of circumstance 
which made people forget that, after all,



“ As soon as he was out of the room, 
she took a pistol, which she had kept 
concealed from her servants, and while 
he was in the hall putting on his hat 
and coat, she held it to her side and 
fired with suicidal intention, though (as 
it happened) the shot only tore her cloth­
ing.

“ He ran back and before she could 
fire again snatched the weapon from her, 
and* when she tried to recover it he held 
it up in one hand and keeping her off 
with the other backed away toward the 
window.

“ Suddenly a noise behind him—be­
hind the curtains covering the window— 
made him turn around.

“ Some one was shaking the' wincMw 
from outside.

“ While he was looking. away from 
the Filiputti he let the hand with the 
pistol down a little. Whether the trig­
ger had not been pulled back securely 
and released itself under some shock, or 
his fingers unconsciously pressed it, the 
pistol went off, and she staggered and 
fell.

“ He dropped the pistol, and at the 
same moment the window-sash was flung 
up. Then a hand appeared between the 
curtains; an arm followed it. The in­
stinct of self-preservation and< the 
thought of his home, which would be 
ruined if he was found there, made him 
fly from the witness behind the curtains 
out into the night.

“ He left the door of the house open 
behind him, its light streaming on the 
fog. As he passed through the gate 
he heard the steps of the policeman 
coming up, and wheeled off quickly in 
the opposite direction. The light from 
the door, falling on the fog between 
them, instead of revealing him, served 
him as a screen.'

“ A score of clever touches which 
Stratton put into his tale I should have 
to leave out, even if I remembered them 
distinctly, and all were wonderfully en­
forced by his look, his voice, his ges­
tures. In short, he really created the 
impression that he was not simply sug­
gesting possibilities, but relating facts.

“ Well, the story and the way it was 
told had an evident and very considerable 
effect on the jury. For all that, it was 
certain that as soon as they retired and 

were able to talk together, the purely 
imaginary character of the narrative 
would recur to^them and its influence 
vanish.

“ Stratton was not deceived as to the 
extent of his success, and he threw his 
whole heart- and soul into his peroration. 
He made an effort then which plunged 
his poor wife into an agony of anxiety. 
I ha^ the feeling myself, and I dare say 
others had it too, that I was watching 
something like a gladiatorial combat in­
stead of the bloodless routine of a law 
court.

“ He began with a quite irregular at­
tack, which you, Mr. Chaplain, would 
have sympathized with, on the institution 
of capital punishment. The judge al­
lowed it to pass; in fact, Stratton spoke 
with such fire of imagination and gran­
deur of language that no one with any 
soul for eloquence could have brought 
himself to interfere.

“ It was a superb outburst, a true work 
of art, and while it lasted, but hardly 
for any longer, it hypnotized his listen­
ers. ’ t

“ Then he was absolutely unable to 
go on, and I thought from his looks it 
must be the end of his $gfech. I pitied 
him from my heart, for he seemed driven 
by a frenzied desire to win the case, and 
in spite of all his atteinpts I felt sure 
he had not won it.

“ He looked incapable of saying an­
other word. He was leaning on his desk 
as if he hadn’t the strength to sit down, 
and his face was ghastly.

“But I was mistaken; Stratton had 
not done yet. He lifted his head slowly 
and pointed one hand at the jury. Then 
his lips began to move, but there was 
no more oratory in the speech. What fol­
lowed was simply the low, broken, ut­
terance of a sick—a very-sick—man.

“ With a terrible effort and a strangely 
truthlike accent he brought out these 
astonishing words:

“ ' My lord, gentlemen, believe what I 
now say! I see what you cannot see. I 
hear what you cannot hear. And I swea-1 
to you, on my soul, the prisoner is innO' 
cent!’

“ While the last syllable was still or 
his lips he fell forward, struck a come- 
of the desk, and dropped on his ba<^ 
to the floor.



“ A doctor hurried to him; for several 
minutes the court sat motionless; then 
it was whispered round the room that 
Stratton was dead.

“ The sensation was intense, of course. 
His wife was carried out in a lifeless 
state. Several other persons fainted. 
However, it was early in the dayrand late 
in the session, and it was decided not to 
postpone the conclusion of the case.

“ After a very brief summing-up the 
jury went out and returned almost at 
once with a verdict of ‘ not guilty.’

“ The verdict was a foregone conclu-. 
sion. Stratton’s extraordinary declaration 
while he was dying was changed by his 
death from a pure piece of insanity into* 
—well, it was irrational, of course, but 
I believe every one in court experienced 
the same feeling. ,

“ Looking on the words immediately 
afterward they seemed—one didn’t say 
it to oneself, one didn’t believe it, but 
one [elt it—they seemed to have some­
thing supernatural about them, as if they 
had been spoken from another world.

“ It was his death, at all events, which 
changed the minds of the jury; there can 
be no doubt about that. Before it the 
feeling of the court—since those days I 
have had some practise in diagnosing 
these symptoms —was unmistakably 
against the prisoner. If Stratton hadn’t 
died, Ferrars would have been hanged.”

“ But, sir,” said the chaplain, who 
seemed waiting for a chance to make a 
criticism, “ I don’t see how there was any 
providential interference to prevent a 
judicial error. To make that out you 
would' have to assume that it would have 
been a judicial error if the prisoner had 
been sentenced.”

“If Ferrars had been sentenced, it 
would have been a judicial murder.”

“ But, according to all the evidence, 
surely------ Why do you say that?”

“ Because,” Marlowe replied, “ Fer­
rars’ story was true. Another man -was 
the principal in the tragedy. Who that 
was you can probably guess.”

“ Not’’—ventured the mayor—“not 
Stratton?”

“ Yes,^ir.”
“How do you know?” asked several 

voices. ‘,J~
“ It was proved afterward by Ferrars 

with my assistance. Something Stratton , 

had said to him soon after his arrest re­
curred to him during that last speech and 
gave him a sudden idea that this vivid 
imagining*of another’s experience might 
be a literal statement of his own. His 
strange words at the end strengthened the 
idea, and when Ferrars was released, he 
followed it up. Between us we proved 
the thing beyond a doubt. ■

“ You remember a note found in the 
room signed ‘ Abelard ’ ? That was Strat­
ton’s ;. it was in his hand.

“ We traced out the whole story. He 
met the woman at a French watering- 
place one summer. In fact, it was all just 
as he told it himself. She used to call 
him Abelard; Stratton had, rather the 
look of a priest; that may have been 
why. Whether her death was an acci­
dent or not, is another question. It may 
have happened as he made out in his 
speech. Heaven alone knows that, but 
I doubt that he could have persuaded a 
jury of it. Anyway, his connection with 
the affair was a striking instance of a 
train of events being quite hidden till the 
first flash of suspicion and then com­
pletely laid bare.

“ He must have understood his position 
perfectly, must have foreseen that if sus­
picion so much as touched him, every­
thing would crumble away. He would 
not only be disgraced and ruined, espe­
cially after his original silence, but be 
in extreme danger of his life. For the 
evidence would' have been eVen stronger 
against him than against Ferrars.

“ Yes, gentlemen, Stratton had good 
reason to hold his tongue, but I prefer 
to think that, though he was guilty of a 
grave injustice, in his own mind he had 
set a limit to the silence, and didn’t mean 
to let Ferrars hang.

I fancy he may have made a sort of 
wager with himself, backing his own 
powers as a pleader—that he said to him­
self :

“ ‘ If you can get him off, you may 
keep your secret! If you fail, you must 
speak!’

“ Of course he may not have meant 
to confess, but, even so, he couldn’t let 
his silence myrder a man without an 
agony of compunction. It is no wonder- 
he didn’t spare' himself in that speech.

“ Well, gentlemen,” Marlowe added 
with a smile, “ you see now where the 



Divine Providence came in. Not only 
was a judicial murder prevented, but 
capital punishment was inflicted on the 
man by whose hand—though the court 
knew nothing about it—the woman actu­
ally fell, and who was perhaps contem­
plating at that moment—for what will a 
man not do for life and love?—another 
assassination.”

“ Then,” asked the mayor after a mo­
ment, “ Ferrars didn’t publish his dis­
coveries? ”

“ No, sir. As I told you, the facts have 
been known to very few besides myself. 
Stratton’s widow died last month; his 
son a long time ago. Neither of them had 
a suspicion of the truth. Ferrars respect­
ed their ignorance.”

AN IMPLACABLE WARDER.
By Edgar White.

ABOUT a certain checkered 
" career and the manner in

which a visitor took a hand.

T
HE crime of Martha Trueman’s 

unattached loveliness was laid 
without reservation at the door 

, of-her .tall and soldier-like aunt,
who was a spinster, and who, it was said, 
had ordained that the fair-haired orphan 
should travel in her own austere foot­
steps. It was a matter of common knowl­
edge that quite a number of eligible 
young men of Prairie Valley had visited 
the Trueman mansion, in the suburbs, 
and then had, from unknown causes, lost 
interest.

No one ever hinted that the object of 
their visit was at fault—not at all. She 
was admittedly the prettiest girl in town, 
and the most, popular. The amazing 
tiring about it was that she didn’t droop 
away and lose her buoyancy under the 
rigid blockade her grim aunt seemed to 
have established against-all mankind.

At church, at social gatherings, and on 
the, streets her blue eyes sparkled’ with 
good nature and seemed to invite confi­
dence. But that was only a baleful il­
lusion, as the eligibles were willing to 
make affidavit to. The details, however, 
they kept to themselves. Miss Martha 
was on their black list, in spite of her 
sunny disposition, her bright curly hair 
and her pleading blue eyes.

But they didn’t charge her with the 
cause of her being there—not in the least. 
Every single one of them had an abiding 

'conviction down deep in his lacerated 
heart that things would, be different if 
he was ever so fortunate as to meet her 
away from the blighting shadow of her 
unassailable guardian.

One night, when the subject of Aunt 
Naomi’s reprehensible conduct was being 
quietly discussed by several young men 
in the Prairie Valley Club room, Robert 
Compton, a newcomer, who was assistant 
superintendent of the local electrical ma­
chine works, casually • remarked that he 
had been introduced to Miss Martha that 
day, and had been very courteously in­
vited to call.

“ Better not go,” s'aid Lloyd McPher­
son, with an ’ expressive look at the 
other members of the party; “it only 
means trouble for you.”

“ How so? ” inquired Compton.
McPherson shrugged his shoulders, 

and laughed bitterly.
. “ You’ve had fair warning,” he said, 

“ and all the boys here will bear me 
out.”

They promptly echoed the doleful 
statement.

Compton was sitting with his feet on 
the edge of the window. He meditative­
ly knocked the ashes off his cigar, and 
said:

"■Well, my head’s set on being initi­
ated. Then I can be one of you. I’m 
going out.”

No further attempt was made to dis­
suade him. Truth is, the others were se­
cretly glad of his decision, on the ground 
that those who have seen tribulation are 
desirous others would enjoy the' same ex­
perience.

Compton was a city mjm, having been 



reared in Chicago and there learned his 
calling. He was of medium size, a trifle 
dark and the owner of a couple of pleas­
ant brown eyes. His disposition was 
mild, and his strength of character only 
appeared during a crisis. Up until the 
talk at the club his purpose to visit the 
fiercely guqyded young lady was only 
half formed, but now he intended to go. 
The trip was made the next evening.

Martha received him graciously and 
showed him into the parlor, where Aunt 
Naomi was sedately awaiting him. She 
was attired in black and wore spectacles. 
Her hair, instead of’being in long cork­
screw curls, according to the alleged 
fashion of very old maids, waved back 
from an intelligent brow, and was neatly 
caught up behind.

Compton decided she couldn’t be as 
black as some had painted her. Martha 
sat dutifully beside her, and let her aunt 
do most of the talking.

The visitor was enjoying quite a pleas-* 
ant evening and was beginning to won­
der where the baleful influence came in. 
While he was conversing interestingly 
with the master of ceremonies, the fair­
haired girl quietly arose and began stir­
ring tha fire in the grate. As she did sq 
a tiny cloud of smoke was wafted toward 
her and she coughed slightly, l>ut hastily 
covered her mouth with her apron. Aunt 
Naomi requested her to get the checkers 
and board before She sat down again.

“ You play checkers, I presume, Mr. 
Compton?” inquired Aunt Naomi.

“ I can, though I don’t,” said the 
young man, boldly; “ but I’ve got a deck 
of cards in my pocket; let’s play Some­
thing we can all three join in.”

“ I don’t play anything but checkers,” 
said Aunt Naomi, sternly. “ I think 
cards are wicked.”

Instead of being crushed by this re­
joinder the visitor simply looked at Mar­
tha and sfniled.

“ You won’t play checkers with me?” 
demanded Aunt Naomi, in astonishment.

“ Let’s talk; that’s nicer,” said Comp­
ton, ingratiatingly.

He had but lately returned from a tour 
to the Isthmian countries, and without 
further reference to the proposed checker 
game began a graphic narration of the 
strange people and scenes he had wit­
nessed.

So absorbed did Aunt Naomi become 
in the story that she asked all sorts of 
questions, and then related some experi­
ences of her own, for she, too, had trav­
eled some. It was nearly eleven when 
Compton arose to leave, and as he did 
so he renTarked apologetically to Aunt 
Naomi:

“ You mustn’t think hard of me be­
cause I didn’t play checkers. It’s a great 
game and some- other time you and I will 
have a bout.”

“ Oh, that’s all fight,” she said; “ I 
enjoyed your talk better, anyway.”

They accompanied him to the. door and 
Martha’s bright eyes warmly seconded 
her aunt’s invitation to repeat the visit.

“ Well, Miss Martha met him with 
smiles at the door,” remarked McPher­
son dreamily, when Compton joined 
them in the cozy corner of the club room, 
next evening.

“ And she ushered him into the little 
parlor, where Aunt Naomi received him 
like a captain of the old guard,” added 
Harry Guthrie, reminiscently. •

“ You’ve, guessed right,” returned 
Compton, smiling.

“ They’re not guessing,” said Charles 
Wilson, a serious-faced young lawyer; 
“ they’re speaking out of the depths of- 
a miserable experience.”

“ Since you fellows are so wise,” said 
Compton, good-naturedly, “ you may go 
on and relate the entire episode.”

“ You all sat down for a quiet little 
chat,” McPherson went on, “ and just as 
you began feeling you were glad you 
came, and that you would be still gladder 
if her royal and somewhat ancient high­
ness would get sleepy and go to bed, she 
challenges you to play a game of check­
ers.”

“ She did that very thing,” said Comp­
ton, easily.

“Of course, and you being a gentle­
manly sort of fellow, and naturally want­
ing to get into the good graces of the 
old dame, said you would be delighted.”

“ You’re off on your lines there,” inter­
rupted the novitiate.

“What!” exclaimed McPherson, and 
the others echoed his astonishment.

“ I simply told her I wouldn’t play 
checkers with her,” remarked Compton, 
quietly.

“ Do you mean to tell me that you re­



fused to play checkers with Aunt Nao­
mi?” demanded McPherson, sternly.

“What’s wonderful about that?” 
asked the new citizen. “ I merely told 
her I wouldn’t play any game all three 
couldn’t take part in, and so we just sat 
and talked. She’s an exceeditfgly inter­
esting old lady. She insisted on my go­
ing back again.”

The other young men exchanged puz­
zled glances. Compton was at a loss to 
understand the significance of their be­
wilderment, but ima'gined that in some 
way his experience at the Trueman home 
had been unique. Finally McPherson 
spoke up candidly and delivered this 
load from his soul:

“ Bob, if you’ve turned that female 
grenadier down on her checker game, 
you’ve shown more nerve than any of 
us. It has been the death blow to the 
ambitioi^ of every * eligible ’ in this man’s 
town, for every blessed one of ’em has 
fallen in love with Miss Martha on sight, 
but that jealous aunt has rolled ’em all.”

“ WhaFdo you.mean?” inquired the 
man who had temporarily, at least, es­
caped rolling.

“ You see,” said McPherson, earnestly, 
“ it’s a put-up job. She don’t want her 
•good-looking niece toe have company. 
When a man goes out to see the girl— 
a gentleman in every way suitable—hon­
est, industrious and all that a man like— 
er—those around you here—Miss Mar­
tha meets him all smiles and dimples and 
does her best to make him happy and 
feel at home, but just as they are getting 
along like two turtle doves the old lady 
chips in with a proposition to play check­
ers.

“ Of course the man is dead anxious 
to please Aunt Naomi, and he falls into 
the trap, thinking after a game or two 
she will get enough of it and retire from 
the room. But she don’t get tired and 
the man dare not. Miss Martha’s the 
one who gets tired. She yawns, gets up 
and walks around and finally says it’s 
getting late and she believes she’ll go to 
bed.

“ The man grits his teeth and plays 
the game out with Aunt Naomi; then 
grabs his hat and hikes out for home. 
Now, how many times do you suppose 
a sane American citizen would care to 
go up against a game like that?”

“ It is cruel,” murmured Compton, 
sympathetically. “ Suppose you defy 
her.” ' ;

“ That’s just what I’m going to do,” 
said McPherson, boldly. “ She’s bull­
dozed that poor girl long enough, and 
I’m going to tell her to her face, and 
see that the child has some pleasure in 
life! ”

The manly course was unanimously in­
dorsed, and Martha’s emancipation was 
then and there proclaimed by some half 
dozen “Joyal'hearts and true.”

The next day business called Compton 
away from Prairie Valley, and he was 
detained a couple of weeks. Not long 
after he returned he called at the True­
man home, and was let in by a most in­
dignant maiden. He saw the time of day 
and started, to back out.

“Come in; I’ve something to tell 
you,” said Miss Martha, in a voice indi­
cating a strong effort at control.

Compton meekly followed. The 
“ guardsman,” it happened, was not on 
duty.

“ You’ve been away? ” she said, and he 
drew a great sigh of relief, at what he 
thought presaged his exculpation from 
the sin of causing the shadow on the girl­
ish face.

“ I was in New York two weeks,” he 
said.

“ While you were away Aunt Naomi 
was grossly insulted ‘by four of your 
friends,” exclaimed Miss Martha, pas­
sionately.

Compton started and then looked at 
her in amazement.

“ They surely didn’t------
“ But they did,” she said, impetuously. 

" They came out here to see us, and when 
Aunt Naomi was good enough to invite 
them to play checkers with her they 
declined—positively declined! ”

Compton quickly averted his head, and 
bit his lips till the blood came.

“ I don’t see anything to laugh at,” and 
Miss Martha’s blue eyes looked injured.

“ I’m not laughing,” said Compton 
seriously; “I think they were cads for 
treating her so.”

“ I’m sure they are,” she rejoined with 
hearty emphasis; “and I told them they 
needn’t come here any more.”

" Well, that ought to settle it.”
“ But it won’t! ”



“ It won’t? ”
“ No, it won’t. There are fully twen­

ty to come yet, arid I’m satisfied all are 
going to act in the same ungentlemanly 
way. It’s a conspiracy—that’s what 
it is! ”

Miss Martha arose from her chair and 
paced nervously up and down the floor. 
Compton didn’t know just how far he 
stood from the precipice, and resolved to 
feel his way carefully.

“As many as that?” he hazarded.
“ Yes, as many as that; there were 

twenty-four before.”
“ Twenty-four what? ’’
He felt safe there, but when he saw 

the red blood mounting to her temples 
he knew he had put his foot in it.

“Don’t you know what I mean?”
She stopped and eyed him suspiciously, 

but one of Compton’s business qualifica­
tions was a smooth and unreadable coun­
tenance.

“ Er—you don’t mean------”
“ Yes, I do! ” she admitted as prompt­

ly as if he had said “ admirers.” “ And 
the whole thing will hav.e to be gone all 
over again 1 ”

“ Y—e—s.” ,
“ I don’t believe you understand me 

at all,” she said, in some disdain.
“ Indedd, I do! ” protested the awk­

ward-father confessor, earnestly. “You 
make ‘it as clear as daylight.”

. “ Then what do I mean? ”
Comptori recalled a dim and distant 

day when the Sunday-school superin­
tendent had asked a certain boy in jeans 
who looked strangely like himself to 
enumerate Job’s various afflictions, and 
his self-confidence now was no stronger 
than it was then. He silently studied 
the floor, and then looked up, with a 
mighty resolve in his heart.

“ Miss Martha,” he said, “ to be can­
did with you, L don’t know what trouble’s 
ahead of you, but if you’ll tell me, and I 
can help you out any I’ll do it if it ruins 
me! ”

At these gallant words a faint smile 
chased the frowns away, and then the 
fair face became gloomy again.

“ I don’t know what you can do,” she 
remarked,, discouragedly; “I guess 
they’ll all come and the little farce will 
be played with each one. There’s no 
Help for it.” • —

Here light broke in on the man of elec • 
tricity, and he was surprised at the glow 
it produced about his heartstrings.

“You mean there’s twenty to come 
yet?”

The bright head nodded, resignedly.
“ And you don’t want ’em to come? ” 

he went on with a boldness that aston­
ished' him.

A vigorous negative shake of the same 
head.

“ I know a way to fix that,” with ex­
cessive confidence.

She looked inquiringly.
“ Yes, I do,” he said, approaching her. 

“ I’ll see Aunt Naomi and ask her to 
let us get married.”

The blue eyes were mirthful now as 
they looked over the handkerchief she 
had been holding to her eyes.

“ I cjon’t see what your marrying Aunt 
Naomi would do to help matters,” she 
said sweetly—“ even considering that 
she might consent.”^

“Me marry Aunt Naomi! Good 
Lord! ’’

He stepped back / and ran his hand 
through his hair. Miss Martha regarded 
him reproachfully.

“ I think Aunt Naomi is good enough 
for the best man that ever walked,” she 
said with quiet dignity.

“ I know she is,” he said hurriedly, 
repairing the break—“ too good; far too 
good for me. But what I meant to say, 
Miss Martha, is that if it would save, 
you from—from—these fifty----- ”

“ I said twenty.” ,
“ Yes, you did. .These twenty visitors 

who won’t play checkers with Aunt Nao­
mi—that if you and I were to get en­
gaged it would stop all that foolishness. 
I love you------”

He was very, very close to her now, 
and she wasn’t trying to. get away.- As 
he took her hands she looked jjp at him 
with a mischievous smile.

“ You forget—you wouldn’t play 
checkers with Aunt Naomi, either, sir.”

“ But I will; I’ll play with her morn­
ing, noon, and night. If that won’t do, 
I’ll shut down the works and play be­
tween times.”

“ That’s good of you, Robert,” whis­
pered Martha, fluttering the white flag of 
surrender, “ but the truth is, Aunt Naomi 
don’t care much for checkers, and it was 



only at my urgence she agreed to play 
with them when they made me tired.”

“ Then you’re the—ah—the----- ”
stammering over the astounding dis­
closure.

“ The sinner,” she said, demurely.
“ Well, I never! ” Then remembering 

something, he added, distrustfully: “ She 
wanted me to play the first night.”

She shrived him with a pair of warm, 
tremulous lips.

“ It was all a mistake, Robert,” she 
said; “ when they weary me I- cough $nd 
auntie gets out her checker-board. The 
night you came, -I got up to stir the 
fire, and the smoke-2-1 tried so hard, to 
keep from it, but auntie heard me and 
like the good old soul she is she under­

stood the time had come to relieve me, 
and she went about it in the usual way.” z x* * * * *

When the details got around to the 
club, McPherson offered a resolution, 
which was unanimously adopted:

“ Resolved, That appearances are al­
ways misleading and deceptive, and we 
hereby retract all the mean things we’ve 
said ’ and thought about Aunt N aomi 
these years past, and wish to say that we 
regard her as merely an innocent and 
guileless instrument in skilful hands, 
and, furthermore, that as long as we, in­
dividually, couldn’t get Miss Martha we 
congratulate our fellow member, Robert 
Compton, on his luck."

"IF.”
By James King Duffy.

IF trouble were a feather
A breath might blow away, 

And only sunny weather 
Came to us day by day, 

We’d laugh away the wrinkles •
That tell of life’s decay,

If trouble were a feather •
A breath might blow away.

If age were always mellow
And brought no carking care;

And Time a jolly fellow, 
Would touch us unaware;

Then down life’s gentle gradient
We’d glide as light as air; 

If age were always mellow
And brought no carking care.

If maids would set the fashion 
Never to answer “ nay,”

When love, the tender passion, 
Spoke in its pleading way;

Then thro’ life’s leafy by-ways 
In lovers’ mood we’d stray, 

If maids would set the fashion
To never answer “ nay.”

If only kindly sinners
Could run this world’s affairs, 

We’d sit at better dinners
And spend less time at prayers;

And at life’s sparkling banquet 
We’d drown corroding cares, 

If only kindly sinners
Could run this world’s affairs. .

If fame were worth the striving, 
And all were in the race,

And each of us were driving 
A horse well backed for place;

Then round life’s race course speeding, 
We’d set the devil’s pace. 

If fame were worth the striving, 
And all were in the race.


