





























' THE RAJAH'S PRIZE.

She came to me from some big native
establishment or other, where she had
been foster-mother to a native baby, but
.the chit she brought me was from her
previous place with the wife of an officer.
So I took her without further inquiry.

‘You were quite a little mite, a few
months }ld and she seemed to love you
fiercely”“until she knew that the prophet
had erred, and when her last baby was
born, a boy, she almost seemed to resent
you.

She willingly gave you up to me for my
own.

I always 'ﬁad a conviction that she kept
certain facts back from me. She was a
good-looking woman, and would not be
without attractions even to European eyes.

Once I asked her to tell me frankly

whether she had been an unfaithful wife,
and if your father was a white man. She
flamed up and poured out such a torrent
of Hindustani that I could not follow her.
The vehemence of her denial seemed un-
warranted, but I never found out any-
thing else. You can never make natives,
tell the truth when they have made up
their minds to lie.
* And then there i5 that mark upon your
foot. It faded as you grew, and now it is,
so indistinct that you yourself would not
notice it.

Mootima made me promisc never to
speak of it. She said it was a secret sign,
and would bring down trouble upon her.
In the East there are so many meanings
and marks arid symbols that it may mean
anything or nothing.

A man reading this letter would say it
was full of a woman’s illogical reasoning.

I dare say it is. Most intuitive feelings
are illogical. And I have intuitions about
you.

Perhaps it is because I am fanciful; more
likely because I have watched over you
and know you so well. I should not éven
be surprised if Mootima were not-your
real mother.

All this is very vague, I know. I wish
I could be more definite. :

Try and imagine I am with you as you
read this, and forgive me for what I was,
not for the sake of all I have been. And
—I must write the dear word once more—
it is the last time I shall play at make-be-
Ileve——-your loving mother,

. . €ara ELPHINSTONE.

Jacynth read the letter again before
she locked it up.

Once she glanced at herself criti-
cally in the glass, almost with distaste.

The idea that she might be that uni- -
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versally scorned thing, a half-caste,
was more repellent to her than the
thought of being a true-born native.

And there was Tom to be told.

To that task she nerved herself at
once. She could not link her life with
Tom’s. He was well off, of good
birth, a kinsman of a noble family. He
must choose a wife from his own class.

She faced the stigma of her own
birth very bravely. It was the best
way to get herself used to it. Her
course was quite clear to her, and so
shé wrote:

My answer might have been different,
but it is impossible for me to marry you
now, irrespective of my inclinations. My
reasons are very strong ones, though I did
not know them myself untxl I returned
from seeing Mr. Vannam this morning.

If you insist as a right upon hearing
them, you shall; but I should gmch prefer
you dxd not msxst

Don’t come and see me for a little. I
want time to make some plans. I have to
earn my living now. Oh, Tom, I—

Her pen was running away with
her. = She scratched out the last three
words, and ended conventionally, re-
membering that he might want to
show_the letter to his mother.

That Tom Lucas was not the sort
of man to take his dismissal without
protest did not occur to her.

But she did not know Tom really.
Very few people did. He seldom
spoke of - hlmself or of his ambitions,
if he had'any.

Jacynth’s mind was in a chaos. Her
world for the time ‘being had been
turned upside down, and she had to
accustomn herself to the new angle of
vision.

The most important problem to be
solved, because it affected the present,~
was where to go and how to earn a
living. She had a certain facility
with her pen, and had published a few
little stories in mushroom nragazines,
but these had never been paid for, so

she assumed there was no money in

writing.
The-stage did not attract her, She
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. THE RAJAH’S PRIZE.

words, her phraseology was vague.
He did not therefore accept her words
as final,- and wrote to that eﬁect

There : appears to be no good reason why

you should ‘not marry me if you love me..

1 will come and see you directly I return
to town. By that time you will probably
.bave made up your mind how to earn a
hvmg, and T shall be able to.dissuade you
from it.

Jacynth Jliked the masterful tone,
the absence of ‘loverlike -expression.
A man’s love seldom rings true when
he makes protestation of it on paper,
and she preferred Tom’s straightfor-
ward, dogged sentiments.

But she dreaded seeing him. In
his presence she became weak, plainly
showing that he was her master. She
might be weak enough to marry him,
weak enough to tell him the truth 1f
she came within fingers’ touch, or
lips’ touch, of his crisp, fair hair.

It curled a little at the temples, and
bis mouth curled at the corners.” She
always had a temptation to kiss them
both.

Jacynth bid fair to be a passionate
woman when she was older, if her
emotions were not diverted into some
other channel than love.

Just now she was going through
the transition stage. She wanted,
like so many of us,- “all the presents on
the world’s great: Christmas-tree done
-up in one parcél; an ambition that
cannot be gratified. The luckiest of
us can only expect one boop at a time,
and that so seldom is the one we have
set our hearts upon.

As a compensation, however, it gen-
erally wears longer than the other
toys, and is therefore most appreci-
ated.,

At nine she had wanted the fairy
doll at the tep of the tree; at nineteen

she knew its charm to be meretncmus,'

and appreciated -the fact that distance
‘and height had lent enchantment to
its value. But she had not -yet
reached the age of philosophy.

Time hung heagily, ctyher hands.
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A good many of Mrs. Elphinstone’s
friends came round to see her and to
ask her to their houses.

But there were the hours in be-
tween, the dull evenings. = No one ap-
preciates how dull an evening can be
unless he has had an experience of a
boarding house.

Mrs. Elphinstone’s death had cast
a gloom over this one. None of the
boarders liked to show himself cheery
in the face of Jacynth’s mourning,
though she herself would have much
preferred it.

Voices which had dropped to a sub-

~dued key out of sympathy for her

had not yet been raised to their nor-
mal pitch. In the evening the men
who stayed in did not clamor for
Jacynth to sing, as had been their
custom. Old Colonel Blow did not
like to ask her to play her customary
nightly game of cribbage with him.
The youngest of the party refrained
from whistling in his bath.

Miss Ayres was the only one who
had remained unchanged. A hundred
deaths could not divert her from her
normal cheerfulness.

Narain could not help seeing that
Jacynth was affected by this air of
gloom. He had effaced himself
during the first few days, not intrud-
ing upon her, content to see her at
meal-tlmes, worried to notice how lit-
tle she ate.

For himself, he began to thrive

‘upon a vegetable if unvaried, diet.

One evening after dinner he found
himself practically alone with her. _

It was the end of September. The
day. had been remarkably warm and

nearly everybody had gone out. In

the drawing room two old ladies
played -patience; Miss Ayres was
taking a nap. It was the only time of
the day when she could snatch a mo-
ment’s rest. B

Jacynth Occupied the sofa. She
had been reading the Situations-
Vacant Column in the Daily Tele-
graph.

A “skirt-hand” was wanted. All


































































_ THE WAY OF

~ .
the apartment. She passed swiftly to
the deor and opeped it, and, in a mo-~
ment, was engulfed in a ‘bearlike em-
bface by a great, fair-haired young
~giant who, tall as Monica was, quite
towered over her. ]

“ Why, mother,” he cried.

Monica’s eyes shone with admira-

tion and love. <

“ Frank, dear,” she cried, “ come
" right in and stt down.”

Frank flung himself into the same
“rocking - chair in which Alexander
- Hendrie had sat, and gazed up at the

beautiful woman he called mother
with a radiant smile on his handsome,
i uous face..
“Gee, I'm tired,” he exclaimed.
“Two nights and a“day in a train.”

Monica abandoned herself to the de-
lights of the moment. The boy could
not have been more to her if he had
really been her son. Her eyes were
full of a maternal adoration. He was
so tall, she thought; and his bright,
shrewd, good-natured blue eyes full of
half-smikng seriousness. How hand-
some he was with his fmely cut, re-
gular features, his abundant fair hair.
‘And then his hugely muscular boedy.
‘Eighteen! Only eighteen! Little won-
der, she thought, this Phyllis Raysun
was ready to dance so often with him.

“Got any lunch, mother,” he cried.
“Oh, I forgot. Your wire was
‘rushed.” You wanted to see me at
once. There’s—there’s nothing wrong,
i there?” s

Now it was Momica’s turn to urge.
All the joy had gone out of her eyes.
He had reminded her of the 4issue of
falsehood she had prepared for him.

“T'H—T1 tell you about it when
you've eaten,” she said hastily. “We've
~—we've got to have a serious talk.
But aot—now. Afterward.”

- Frank gave her a quick, sidelong
glance. \

" Right-o!” he said simply. But a

shadow had crept into his eyes.

Frank was seated on the lounge be-
side the window.(¥lis afjgude was
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one of intense, hard feeling. His blue
eyes were full of bitterness as they
stared out at the coppery sheen of the
telegraph wires, which caught the win-
ter sunlight just outside the sitting-
room window.

Monica had just finished speaking.
For some minutes the low pleading of
her voice had reached him across the
room. She was as far frem him as
the limits of the room would permit.

Her story was told. She had
branded herself with her sister’s
shame. The curious twist of her mind
held her to her promise even to this
extent. - Now she waited with bowed
head for the judgment of this youth
of eighteen who had been taught to
call her “ mother.”

As the moments passed and no word
came in answer, Monica’s apprehen-
sion grew, and she urged him. She
could face his utmost scorn better
than this suspense. -

“That is all, Frank,” she said with
a dignity she was wholly unawase of.

The man stirred. He stretched out
his great limbs upon the couch and
drew them up again. . Then he turned
his eyes upon the waiting woman.
They were unsmiling, but they had
no condemnation in them. He had
fol).;ght out his little battle with him-
self.
~“I ‘have' always known—at least
suspected it,” he said” slowly.

Monica, suddenly buried her face in
her hands. He had known. He had
suspected. And all these years she had
endeavored to keep tHe secret from
‘him. The thought of it all hurt her
as much as if the shame of it were
really hers. ’

Presently he left his seat and came
to her side.

‘“Don’t worry, mother dear,” he
said, with one hand ténderly laid upon
her shoulder. “ You see, we mever
talked much of my father. You were
never easy when you spoke of him. I
gesed there was something wrong,

"and I found the truth without much

guessing. Still I didn’t ask questions.
























THE WAY OF

unspoken. He knew he could not
promise anythmg in his mother’s namé
—now.

CHAPTER XILI.
. Happy Days.

ANGUS MORAINE was a dour,
% hard-headed business man such as
Alexander Hendrie liked to have about
him. He was alse an agriculturalist
" from his finger-tips to his backbone,
and the millienaire’s great farm at
Deep Willows owed most of its pros-
perity to this hard, raw-boned descend-
ant from the Crofters of Scotland.

When he heard of his friend and
employer’s forthcoming marriage he
shook his head and his lean face took
on an expression of added sourness.
He saw visions of his own sphere of
administration at Deep Willows be-
coming narrowed. He felt that the
confidence of his employer was likely
to be diverted into another channel.

Quite apart from his own interests
he felt that Hendrie was making a
grave mistake, and when he learned
that he had married his secretary his
conviction became permanent. This
time his disapproval was directed at
the map of Alberta, which hung upon
his office wall. He shook his bony
forefinger at the silent witness, his
narrow eyes’ snappmg with angry
scorn.

“Female secretaries are pemxclous-,
he - cried angrily. “They’re worse’n
a~ colony of gophers in a wheat
patch. You want a temperature of
forty below to keep your office cool
with a woman working in it. Hendrie
always hated the cold.”

Later he learned that Deep Willows
was to be Monica’s future home, and
the place was to be lmmedlately pre-
pared for Rer reception.:

“T'll need to chase a new job, or the
old one’ll chase me,” he muttered.

. But there was far too much of the
old Crofter’s blood in Angus’s veins
to let him relinquyish. the,|gold-mine
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which Hendrie’s affairs were to him.
With all the caution of his forefathers
he awaited developments and refrained
from any precipitate action.

The preparations were duly put in
hand, and Angus supervised every-
thing himself. Every detail was car-
ried out with that exactness for which
Hendrie’s manager was noted. He
spared no pains, and that was his way.
His native shrewdness had long ago
taught him how best he could serve his
employer’s interests, and consequently
his own. So he gave Monica and her
husband a royal welcome to Deep
Willows.

After all Monica was not permitted
to explore Deep Willows by herself.
Hendrie contrived to get his business
in Chicago temporarily adjusted, and,
as a surprise, explained at the last
moment to his bride that he could not
bring himself to permit her going to
Deep Willows for the first time with-
out him.

The news at once pleased and terri-
fied Monica.. Her thoughts flew to
Frank and her appointment with him,
and it became necessary at once to des-
patch a ““ rushed ”’ wire to put him off.

Then came her arrival at Deep Wil-
lows; and at once she learned to her
delight the chief reason of her hus-
band’s accompanying her.

She had expected a fine farm. She
had expected the rush and busy life of
a great commercial undertaking, won-
derful organization, wonderful ma-
chinery, wonderful, crude buildings
for the surer storing of crops.

But a miniature.palace was awaiting
her. A palace standing in its own
wide grounds of park-like trees and
delicious, shaded gardens. She found
a home in which a king might have
dwelt—one that had been designed by
one of the most famous archxtects of
the day.

it was set on the banks of a river,
high\ up on rising ground, whence,
from its windows, a.wide view of the
almost illimitable wheat-fields spread
out before the eyes, and, directly be-






















































































































































































































































PLAIN BETTY DEANE.

“ Betty,” he said, and something
stern was in the tones, “I came back
tith say—"

He checked ‘the words, catching
sight of Farrell, and for a strained
moment the three remained looking
from one to the other, an expression
of mingled pain and accusation cross-
ing Tavish’s face.

Betty was the one who lifted the
tension, ignoring Farrell as he stood
somewhat self-consciously by his horse.
Putting her pony in motion, she passed
between the two men.

“ Somethin’ ’bout dinner?”’ she sug-
gested evenly “I'm goin’ back tuh
get it now.’

Tavish did not avail himself of the
hint, and the girl, with an impercepti-
ble shrug, rode on. It left the two
men face to face.

For an instant each hesitated about
to speak. Then Tavish in silence
turned his horse, and Farrell mounted
his; but it was in contrary directions

that they rode, and they had said no -

word.

. That afternoon Watkins appeared
at the door of Betty’s kitchen.

“ Well!” she cried at sight of him.
“ What is it, Mooly? I've no time tuh
wait fur echpses, an’ yuh’re blockin’
my daylight.”

“That’s - easy helped,” answered
Watkins as he stepped inside the door-
way. “I've somethin’ tuh say tuh
yuh, Betty Deane!”

CHAPTER VI.'
A Blundering Play.

A QUICK .color mantled Betty’s

cheeks at the man’s impertiness.
She said nothing for the moment,
washing her pared potatoes and drop-
ping them in the pot before she faced
the intruder,- drying her hands the
while.

“ Take that pipe out yo’ mouth »

she said curtly. “ An’ get what words
yuh may have beltind it out also double

quick, Mooly Watkins; an’ then get-

. question.
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out ‘yo’self. Some folks has hides
tougher ’n shoe-leather. The gall er
yuh!” :

“Go easy, Betty.” Watkins pock-
eted his pipe. “I seen fur er long
time past that yuh remember seein’ me
before. I knowd you the moment my
eyes sot on yuh the night yuh come
yere. I come tuh yuh now as yo
friend. Yuh ain’t none better on the
X Y »

“Then the Lawd kelp me!” cried
the girl, standing arms akimbo.

“Yuh ain’t lovin’ Dan Tavish still,
is yuh, Betty Deane? "’ asked Watkins
abruptly.

The girl recoiled, her breath coming
sharply in the surprise of the man's

“Yuh sneakin’ buzzard!” she
breathed. She turned from him then,
taking down from a shelf pots and
pans and resuming her work.

“Sho’,” he ventured suddenly, “.I
don’t love Dan Tavish. I ain’t no
cause tuh. An’ I know you ain'’t,
neither, Betty. I hate er man what
thinks he’s Gawd A’mighty an’ every
one else only er tumble-bug! I s’pose
yuh wouldn’t mind havin’ him in the
way—tuh squash,” he went on, cov-
ertly eager. “’T'ween you an’ me,
Betty, we could spread Dan Tavish
out flat—flatter 'n blazes!” he added,

‘his caution lapsing.

The girl lifted her eyes from the

. big bowl of corn-meal she was stirring

for the pone. The flash of contempt
in them was quickly veiled by a subtle
wariness.

“How?” she asked, bending her
head as though to test the mixture in
the bowl.

“With what you knows an’ with
what I knows,” said Watkins, “ we’ve
got him dead tuh rights, Betty.”

“Yes,” murmured the girl, and in
his obtuseness Watkins thought she

“assented in fact as well as in word.

He lifted his shoulders as though re-
lieved of a burden.

“ There ain’t no use in tryin’ tuh
queer him with Geoffrey Farrell,” he
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a nettle in the skin of the young ranch
owner. ‘

. She pointed now over her pony’s
ears with the gold-handled riding-
whip she carried to the figure of a rider
some little distance ahead of them.

“Is that the new cock? Your
mother was telling me about her.”

“ That is Miss Betty Deane,” replied
Farrell.

“ Miss Betty Deane!” repeated Miss
Vinson, ironic emphasis on the title
Farrell had used of a purpose. “ How
funny, Geoffrey!”

“ Oh, doubtless she ‘could have made
it ¢ Mrs.’ many a time had she cared
to,” Farrell said, laughing.
some woman.”

“ She looks more like some man,”
observed Zora Vinson, disapproval in
voice and eye. “ Need we overtake her,
Geoffrey? I think I shall not care for
your Miss Betty Deane.”

“I am sure,” said Farrell, for he
was a man, “that you will like her,
Zora. I want her to know you.”

Betty Deane turned in her saddle at
the sound of galloping hoofs upon the
plain behind her. At sight of Farrell
and his companion she pulled in her
pony.

The girls acknowledged Farrell’s in-
troduction with instinctive restraint.

“T've been hearing your praises
sung,” said Zora, looking at Betty with
critical eyes and speaking with a de-
liberate manner of formal condescen-
sion.

“ Cooks are important people on
ranches,” answered Betty. ‘ Like sto-
kers on an injin,” and she smiled under
the drooping brim of her sombrero.

“Yes,” assented the other. “ I guess
that is so.” ‘

“ Where are you riding, Betty?”

The girl glanced at the sun.
was perfectly at her ease.

“Tuh pots an’ pans in er few min-
utes,” she answered, and she turned
her eyes upon Zora Vinson’s city-made
habit. “ We're havin’ cabbage an’ ba-
con fur dinner,” she added, “ an’ cab-
bage takes long.”

“ Betty's

She’
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“ Horrible!” cried Zora, and shud-
dered nicely.

“Do yuh think so? I like it my-
self,” said Betty demurely. ““ An’it’s
so fillin’.”

Farrell led the way on. He was con-
scious of an atmosphere rather subtly
charged between his companions. On
a plateau beyond a slight rolling of the
land he could see some of the men
busied in rounding up the beeves he
had just sold for the slaughtef-house.

As though the brutes had a fore-
knowledge of their destination, they
were proving refractory, and the
shouts of the cow-punchers with their
loud cracking of their whips came
clearly across the intervening space.

“Isn’t it dangerous, Geoffrey, to go
too near?” asked Zora Vinson.
“ What awful looking horns!”

Farrell reassured her. It was Betty
who said with some malice:

“There’s always “danger where
there’s good, healthy fun, Miss Vin-
son. ’'Course ’tain’t like croquet or
cyards, ' though there’s danger in
cyards, too, when they’s played lively.
Didn’t Bud Standish do that clever?”
she asked, turning to Farrell. ‘

The girl’s eyes were sparkling. Her
color glowed. Neck and neck, bellies
to the ground, Dan Tavish’s horse
chased along with a bolting steer, ugly
with fight and perversity.

" ‘Farrell checked the advance of his

_little party lest the creatures swerve in

its direct dash across their path. Lean-
ing forward-over his pony’s neck, Tav-
ish rained blows of his blacksnake
across the steer’s shoulders and chest,
but the animal would mot wheel
Straight on he headed for the distant
wooded lands about the creek.

In his interest in the race before
him, Farrell forgot his companions,
until, like a shot from a cannon, Betty's
pony leaped -forward under his horse’s
nose, and tore across the plain at an
angle to the racing steer.

“God!” cried Farrell. “What
made her do that? * and he stood in his
stirrups, frightened by her daring.













































PLAIN BETTY DEANE.

ing noiselessly down the stairs and outr
'of the house.

The plains were not dark this night.
Under the sinking motn they lay in a
spectral light, their - distances magni-
fied, shadowy and gray. At the end
of the lane Betty paused, uncertain.
She thought she saw a moving blot.
far out upon the plain’s vastness, and
she turned toward it, walking with
free, quick steps. But as she drew
near it the object she had seen proved
to be merely a solitary cactus.

Beside it Betty paused again, scan-
ning the spaces about her, made one
glad, relieved sfep, and then stood still,

the rigidness of death seizing upon her .

pliant young body.
A little way beyond the cactus where

the prairie rolled gently into a wide:

valley stood Tavish with another, one
who clung to him with low, running
words of passionate entreaty. His
own arms were outstretched to the
woman, his own voice soothing and,
to Betty,'te}lderly caressing, answered
her. - : ' )

For a moment Betty could not move. °

So violent was the shock, coming, too,
just in that hour of her complete
surrender to her love, that she was

stunned. Life ceased in her veins. In-

her ears a booming silence seemed to
be crushing her down.
. She could feel the lack of all sensa-
tion, as though dead she yet lived. -
Then fury—swift, passionate, over-
powering—rushed through her. Eve
nerve swelled to -bursting with the
leaping blood, and she sprang forward,
running across the intervening ground,
and stopped in front of Tavish, who,

with upraised face, looked into her own"

in a speechless understanding. )
The woman ‘whose hands yet clung
to Tavish’s shoulders had not moved.
Either she was unaware of Betty’s
swift approach, or aware of it, stood
overwhelmed. Upon her shoulder
Betty’s hand fell with the strehgth ot
a’ man’s. R ,
“Iet me see yo' face,” she panted,
“both ye’ faces that I may be sho’
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this time!” She jerked the woman
around, peering into the frightened
eyes. -

“You!” she cried. “I knew it!”
and she laughed, falling back a pace.
Her voice sank to a deadly bitterness
as she turned to Tavish. “ Yuh've
fine taste, Dan Tavish,” she said,
cruel in her scorn. “Er false wife
an’ every man’s pick-me-up! Good
luck tuh yuh both!” - -

Across the plain Tavish’s call fol-
lowed the maddened flight of the girl.

“ Betty—Betty-—fur the love er
Gav'v,d-—fur yo’ own sake—listen tuh
me!”

CHAPTER XV:
The Two Women.

ALTHOUGH nothing had been
heard on the X-Y from Watkins,
the man was neither dead nor sleep-
ing. It suited his purpose very well
that he might be temporarily for-
gotten, for he was not~ forgetting.

In a brooding sullenness not un-
mixed with uneasiness he was waiting
his time, holding his life an uncertain
thing so long as Tavish held the
knowledge of his secret, shared now,
he knew, through his own folly, by the
woman Tavish loved.

Moreover, he hated Tavish far
more than he feared him. There were
many debts of scorn and open con-
tempt and insult which he sought the
opportunity of settling, and, until the
woman Nell Granson had appeared,
Watkins had had a fatuous hope that
with Tavish out of the way he might
make progress in what he called his
love for Betty Deane. -

Nell Granson was very much yn the
way. She haunted Watkins with her
unhappy importunities.

She _left the town, and secured
work on Bludsoe’s ranch that she
might be near the man she Ioved,.and
she killed the last vestige of Watkins’s
tenderer sentiment for her by her un-
welcome devotion to him. ‘
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He had sterner things to think of
just then than a played-out infatua-
tion which had cost him dear and
might yet cost him all.

He had told her so the day before,
purposely exaggerating to her the risk
he was in from Tavish’s revenge,
striking a cold terror to her soul by
his own braggart threats of harm to
Tavish.

“ One er us.has got tuh die,” he had
told her, “an’ whichever one it may
be, it’s you that's brought it about

with yo’ runnin’ tuh him that night-

back there in Eagle Tail an’ puttin’
him wise tuh our love. ’Course he
knews you ain’t shot Jim—yuh
couldn’t hit er house! ’'Course he
knows he ain’t done it! ’Course he
knows I did!” .

“Yyh wouldn’t kill him, Jed, an’
after he’s kep’ silence 'bout us!”

“ P’r'aps yuh'd rather see him kill
me,” he sneered. “He’s swore he
will. It’s all yo' doin’s, anyhow,
whichever one ér us gets potted!
Yuh kin smoke that in yo’ pipe!”

He had left the woman utterly ter-
rified; and that night she had gone to
the X-Y, meaning to see Tavish if
she might, and plead with him, or fail-
ing that, to go to Betty herself.
Tavish’s habit of strolling before he
turned in at his cabin played into Nell’s
hands this night with disastrous result.

Tavish had little enough cause to
feel kindly toward the woman:

Through her he had suffered the
eclipsing of the dearest hopes of his
life, and her open devotion to the 'man
whose just penalty had in so large
measure fallen upon Tavish’s own
shoulders killed sympathy in disgust.

Yet Tavish could never turn a deaf
“ear to a woman'’s cry for help; and as
Nell Granson had pleaded with him
this night, illogical enough in her ter-

ror and pain, he had soothed her until -

she had clung to him weeping. And
so Betty had found them.

Tavish turned now to the awed
woman standing miserable beside him.
In his own pain he spoke sternly.

- tuh yuh at Eagle Tail an’ here.
her why yuh come tuh me to-night.
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“Twice yuh have been er curse in
my life, Nell Granson. Are yuh willin’
tuh do what yuh can tuh save it?”

7 “Yes,  Dan, yes!” she cried and
wrung her hands.

“Then go after her,” he said, “an’
tell her all. - Tell her all I've ever b'Ie‘en

ell

Tell her there’s never been er thought
er love 'tween you an’ me.”

She shrank at the words.

“ She hates me!” she moaned.

“She loves me. Tiice, hadn’t it
been fur you, she would ha’ been my
wife.”

The woman struggled with herself.

“ Very well, then. Yul've been good
tuh me, Dan, an’ Il go; but ’twon’t
do no good. She ain't goin’ tuh
b’lieve me.”

And Betty would not. Checking the
slower steps into which she had fallen
after her first leaving Tavish and his
companion, she turned about at the
sound of her name, waiting for Nell
Granson to come up. Creature as she
was of varied impulses, the worst side
of Betty was in evidence now.

“ Well! “ she cried, scorn flaming in
her voice. * This is as near tuh where
I live as I want such as you tuh come.”

“ He ain’t tuh blame, Betty,” panted
Nell. “I come tuh him to-night tuh
beg him not tuh harm Jed Watkins.”

“So yuh wants ’em both,” sneered
Betty. “ Well, I ain’t stoppin’ yuh.”

The other woman drew her shawl
about her shoulders tighter. She was
shivering, ‘though the night was not
cold. ,

“Yuh’ll be sorry some day yuh said
that, Betty Deane,” she cricd. “ Dan
Tavish was never nothin’ in my life
but er friend, an’ any one that says he
was lies.”

Betty’s laughter cut cruelly.

“Have it yo’ own way, Nell Gran-
son..” "Tain’t nothin’ tuh me. I notice
he ain’t never denied it.”

“ An’ yuh'll be sorrier yuh said that!
Listen tuh me, Betty Deane, though it
ain’t easy fur me tuh say. it tuh yuh












might as well be in our beds so fur
ole Mason’s oats is concerned. But
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stealing right along since he left you
in charge here?’

“¢No, sir,’ quavered Regan. ‘This
is the first stuff I ever took.” Then
he fairly fell on his knees before me
on the sidewalk, and,” with his voice
all broken up by sobs and the chatter-
ing of his teeth, implored me to let him
go and not hand him over to the police.

“All right, beat it!’ said I. ‘Give
me the bundle.’

“ He fumbled round on the sidewalk,
picking up the spoons and things that
had fallen out, put them back, and
handed me the swag.

“¢God bless you for a kind-heart-
ed gentleman!’ he muttered. ‘You'll
find the side door unlocked.” Then,
with a terrified glance about him for
a possible policeman, he staggered
away into the darkness, while I, with
the Waterston silverware tucked under
my arm, walked down the passageway
and through the side door into the
Waterston mansion.

“ Now, as I have told you, I follow
the movements of your clan closely—
many hall-roomers do—so I was per-
fectly well aware that you had defi-
nitely decided to be a fixture at Lenox
for a month.

“ So I decided to take a chance and
play a fine little comedy. First I
unanimously appointed myself care-
taker of the Waterston mansion, lest
Regan or some of his stripe should
wish to take further liberties with it
and its contents. Then came the mat-
ter of remuneration.

“1 resolved, in addition to mulct-
ing your larder for food and drink,

to cater to my interest in the four hun-

dred by not only living in the Water-
ston mansion, but by passing myself
off as Vansittart Waterston himself—
not only to myself, but to others, as my
fancy dictated.

“So, during the past two weeks,
whenever I have felt particularly lone-
some, I have been in the habit of
singling out some youth ivho looked
lonesome and friendly, approaching
him as I did you to-day in the library,

ALL-STORY CAVALIER WEEKLY.

getting him into conversation, and then
vouchsafing the fact that I was Van-
sittart Waterston and inviting him up
to your house.

“I made a point of picking out
some one who looked—well, shall I
say seedy and guileless? ”—here the
real Mr. Waterson bowed in mock
acknowledgment—*“ and for that pur-
pose there was no better place than the
public library. There persons congre-
gate who don’t know Vansittart man-
sions and are particularly generous in
their epithets of admiration at the hux-
ury therein.

“It may interest you to know, Mr.
Waterston, that during the two weeks
of my tenancy here you are the tenth
man who has crossed your threshold
and enjoyed my hospitality. Had it
been some one else I flatter myself that
I should have lived the full month here
in utter contentment.”

He reached for his glass and took a
§ip of wine.

“'That is my story,” he continued.
“But before I finish I'll add a few
questions. You seem to be a young
man of sense. I feel very certain
how you will answer them before-
hand.

“Do I look like a crook? Ts there
anything missing from this house?
Why, if what I have just told you

. isn’t true, do I go out and ask a total

stranger in to eat with me? Why
hasn’t Regan denounced me to you at
Lenox?” :

Silence fell in the room.

The young man with the revolver
looked earnestly at his companion.
Neither moved nor spoke for a short
space. It was the self - constituted
dweller in the Waterston house who
broke the silence.

“ Aren’t you going to telephone for
the police?”” he asked.

Mr. Vansittart Waterston rose from
his chair. Tossing his revolver on the
table, he pushed the bottle of Pontet
Canet toward the other young man.

“ You are my guest now,” he said.
“Fill up your glass.” ‘















~—and again in the next inning; buf
he walked in with his head up and his
shoulders back. Maybe he wasn’t a
pitcher, after all; but he’d show ’em

he could take his medicine like a man. '«

If Zimmer wanted to take him out,
all right. For the first time the ided
occurred to him that he wasn’t so
much,- after all—that maybe some of
the other members of the world’s
champion team could play baseball.

He felt like apologizing to every
one of them for. his aloofness; .for
now, in his disgrace, he realized how
asininely he had acted.

And there was not a man on the
team who did not feel a sudden pity
for the awkward Rube, who took his
medicine im-such a manful way.
They wondered how it would end—

Not by a sign did Rube show what

he suffered. He faced the fusillade of .

hits unflinchingly and won the ad-
miration of every one of his team-
mates.

Once, in the sixth inning, he poled
out a clean single, and promptly stole
second and third just as though he
was playing a championship game.
Zimmer was enthusxastxc o

*“That man’s a real ball-player,” he
told Milham. ‘“ And thank goodness
he’s getting some of the ego knocked
out of him. He'll come down to earth
now—and we’ll have one of the best
twirlers in the world.”

The game ended finally—as all
games do.

The Baysides had made fifteen
runs; the W?rnors seven. The small-
town fans hooted at the score, at the
team, and at the gangling twirler who-
had been so mercilessly slaughtered.

As the final “out” was called by
the loud-voi¢ed umpire; the Warriors
made a Wash for the shower-room of
the ~club-house. Lamboll followed
slowly. Right ahead of him walked
two of the.members of the Bayside
team.

“What T don’t understand,” Bou-
ton, the catcher, was saying, “is why
Ward told us exactly what Lamboll:

CROSSING THE SIGNALS.,

_pitcher—"

373

)
was going to pitch. We couldn’t have
touched him without that—

In a flash Lamboll understood. He
strode springily toward the club-
house. - .

The Warriors dlsported themselves
gaily under the showers.

“'Thank - goodness it worked,”
chortled Zimmer delightedly. “I
never saw a man so thoroughly
squelched—"

The door swung open and Lamboll
stepped into the room. Instantly the
babble ceased and the men turned to-
ward - the lanky ' twirler—the man
whose ego they had routed.

“Well?” It was Ward who
spoke—Billy Ward who had given
away the signals. And Billy’s eyes
were twinkling. -

Lambol’s, expression did not
change, but the shadow of a smile
crinkled the corners of his straight-
lipped mouth. He spread his legs
far apart, rested his hands on his
hips, teetered easily back and forth on
the balls of his feet—and stared.

“Well!” he remarked, and there
was a note of challenge in his tone.

He was answered by a chorus of
denunciation..

“ Thought
pitch!”

“ Mathewson would - have
jealous—not! ”

“Some twirler you are!”

“And by a semi-pro bunch!”

“Back to the bushes f'r yours!”

Lamboll smiled indulgently. It
wasn’t at all as they had expected him
to do. Something in his manner
commanded silence.

“You boobs give me a pain,” he
remarked - s]owly and distinctly.
“Why, T wasn’t even trying to pitch
against that team! If y'd think I'd
throw my wing out aFamst them—
yr Afools! Why, I'm the best

you said you could

been

As a man they groaned, and Zim-
mer murmured an expressive:
“ Good night!”




































