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MOLLIE OF THE MOVIES. 7

The'large hall was used. as a sort of
green-room and waiting-room com-
bxped. It was crowded to overflowing
:Yllgl people in every conceivable cos-

e

- There was a,nun reading a maga-

ZIne .1 one corner; there were sol-

diers; there was a girl in a Quaker
costume, poke-bonnet, and shawl;
there were two bums with grotesquely
Painted faces.

All the people, in fact, had heavily

painted faces.” They looked ghastly.
the rear a railing protected a

Tow of doors on which’ various names
were painted. To the right a red-
aired girl presided over a telephone
switchboard and a handsome devil in
. khaki smoked cigarettes and talked to
hef. He had a huge shock of silky
hair which seemed to be his chief care.

Berkley drew near, undisturbed by

e curious stares of the assembled
luminaries, and leaned upon the rail
be§!de the god in khaki. ‘And the red-
haired girl, becoming aware of him,
interrupted her téte-a-téte to inquire
politely : S

“You lookin’ for anybody?”

“Yes,” said Berkley, smiling pleas-
antly. “I'm looking for whoever
engages people for this company.

erhaps you can direct me?”"

The gentleman in khaki glanced
anxiously at Berkley’s hair, and was
reassured to find it merely of normal
grovth.. Whereupon his interest in
Berkley ended. He flicked the ash
from his cigarette and yawned.

“Mr. Murphey engages,” said the
red-haired girl, “ but we’ve got all we
need. -You can leave your name and
address if you wish.””___

Berkley shook his head. .

“No. That won’t do. I want to
see Mr. Murphey anyway. It’s rather
important.” :

“Tl send in your name,” said the
red-haired girl, sticking a small con-
nection plug into a -socket and pressing
a button. '

“Mr. James Berkley—on important
business,” said that gentleman.,

—

“Mr. James Berkley on important
business,” repeated the switchboard-
operator mechanically.

Then she turned, drawing the con-
nection plug out of the socket. “ You
can go in,” she said. ‘ Third door to
your left.” .

‘Mr. Berkley thanked her and
glanced along the row of doors. On
the third, beyond the gate, he found:

J. G. MURPHEY

Private

And he ‘turned the knob.

Mr. Murphey was short and fat.
He had a red face that might have de-
ceived you into thinking that he was
a heavy drinker. He wasn’t. He
never touched a drop. His favorite
beverage~was “ pop,” which he drank
from the bottle.

Mr. Murphey swung round in his
swivel chair and fixed upon Berkley a
pair of sharp, shrewd, green eyes.

“ Well, sir,” he said, “what can I
do for you?”

Berkley advanced with a pleasant
smile.

“You can give me a job,” he said.

“Wha-at? " roared Murphey, lean-
ing back, his arms gripping his chair.,
“1 thought you said you came on im-
portant business? ”’

“1 did,” said Berkley. ‘It’s vastly
impeortant that you give me a job.”

- Important t0 you, perhaps,” said
Murphey grimly. .

- “Important to you, too,” responded
Mr. Berkley. “If you miss this
chance to engage me, you’ll miss one

. of the biggest opportunities that will

ever come to you in life. I’'m not an
ordinary movie actor. .

“T should think you could see that.
I'm the greatest all-around man in the
business. I can ride, shoot, swim, sun

an aeroplane, fall off buildings, dance,

- dive—do anything, in short, that any

man has ever done before. I can play
'any sort of part.
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man in evening clothes, with a yellow
collar and shirt-front, -had an alterca-
tion with' 3 liveried servant at the foot
of the stairs. The liveried servant
was evidently arguing with the dress-
suited gent. -

The latter wanted to mount the
stairs. The servant barred the way.
A girl appeared suddenly in the pic-
ture. She, too, protested, barring the
dress-suited gent from the stairs. He
Put her aside roughly and began to
mount, .

At that instant another man who
had been waiting at the top all this
while, out of the picture, began to de-
scend. _ » ’

He was elderly, wearing a white
wig and heavy, flowing mustache.
And he had a revolver in his hand.
-He was also very weak, which was in-
dicated by his clutch upon the balus-
trade. But he was not too. weak to
level the revolver at the dress-suited
gentleman and cry:. '

“Stop!” ,

“Put down that gun!” ordered
the dress - suited gent. “You can’t
stop me.now! Nothing can stop me
DOW!" ‘ .

He sprang forward, knocking the
revolver out of the old man’s hand -and
sending the old man himself spinning
down the stairs. Then he mounted.

The caméra man stopped grinding in
obedience to a tall man in his shirt-
sleeves, who shouted:

“All right, Frank!” ~

The dress - suited .gent came down
the stairs again. - The old man got up
ruefully, rubbing one shin.

“Take the number;” ordered the
tall man, “ and we’ll try that again.”

A husky chap who" looked like a

scene-shifter advanced. to the foot of
the stairs and held up a-big card, on
which was marked “'579.”
- Afterward Berkley learned that the
scenes are not taken in the order in
which they are finally shown, and that
each one is_identified in.this way. But
at the- moment the business was a mys-
tery to him. = —~_ 4
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- ‘““All right now — lively, please,”
called the tall man. “ Take that
again, please—Mr. Hale? ”

Mr. Hale, who was evidently the
servant in livery, extricated himself
from a conversation with a Chinaman
at one side, and the whole scene was
done over again, even to the flinging
of the old man down the steps.

“Right!” called the director at the
end. “ Now the other scene, please.
Just run it through once without the
camera.” -

Dan approached the tall man as the
actors scattered.

“Mr. Murphey wants to know if
you can use Mr. Berkley?” said Dan.

La Norman, the tall director, looked

" Berkley over critically and apparently

without enthusiasm.

“Leads,” he asked, “or juvenile?”

“ Anything,” answered Berkley
easily.

La Norman stared.

“ Did. Murphey take you on?”

“Yes,” answered Berkley.

“I'll try you. You look about the
type I want for an English officer.
Mr. Grant!” he called, turning away
toward the dress-suit gent, who was
chatting with a colonial belle.

“Yes?” said Grant promptly.

“Show Mr. Berkley where to get
his costume—and -find him a dressing-
room, please.”

Mr. Grant offered his hand with a
smile, evidently considering this an in-
troduction. ~ ‘

- “This way,” he said pleasantly.

Dan went whistling back to his desk.
Berkley followed his new guide in the
opposite direction, where a second
spiral staircase led downward.

- They passed through a carpenter’s
shop first, where much hammering
and sawing and planing accompanied
the building of a paneled court-room
scene. Adjoining it was a paint-shop
where a brick wall was being painted.
- Then came a sort of storeroom
where every conceivable sort of object
was placed.~ It was called the prop-
crty-rcom, and could produce almost
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He strode forward into the picture

and faced Betkley. -

“I've been in the business since it
started,” he said, “but I have never
S¢en anything to equal you. You are
vile, rotten, impossible. ~‘Tell Mur-
th-y I said so—and get out!

“Grant!” he yelled, turning away
and raising his voice.
9rant was riowhere to be 'seen.
_ Where is G_rant? ” yelled La Nor-
man, '

Berklev drew near him.

0 you mean I'm fired?” he-

asked.

“Fired?” roared Li Norman, be-
side himself. * Somebody take him
away before I kill hxm! ”o

‘You, terrify me,” said Berkley.

You really terrify me.  I'm trem-
blmg!”

" “Boys!”" shouted La- Norman
wildly, nervously, “ help Mr. Berkley
down-stairs! ”

Three big, husky grips started to-
ward Berkley. He saw that he was
outhumbered.

._‘“ All right, boys!?’ he said, draw-
ing his sword. ““I’'m on my way. I
see I'mnot apprecnated here.”

Melodramatically he backed toward
the door, his- sword covering hls re-
treat.

“Thank you,” he ‘said, then, ad-
dressmg La Norman ¢ for a very
Pleasant morning. Au revoir.”

He passed out- of the swinging-
}t]icl)ors, first saluting with his ‘sword
1t

And he descended: the stairs to the
dressing-rooms.

His first attempt to woo the lady
had failed. But he,was not discour-
aged. He hummed llghtly to himself
as he went.

CHAPTER V.
The Hlah Sign.

THE business of getting off his
make-up” and reentering” his own
clothes kept him busy~fqr tlie, next

half-hour or more—so busy that he
had no time to think about what he
should do next.

But once he was-back .in his taxi,
which was waiting all this time, he
leaned back upon the cushions thought-
fully. A scowl darkened his brow—
a reflective scowl.

He had not been disillusioned by a
nearer view of Mollie. Rather, if
possible, more fascinated than before;
for, bewitching as she had been on the
screen, she was a hundred times more
so in person. '

There was her coloring, for one
thing, so fresh and lovely! And there
was her musical voice! And there was
the warmth and firmness of her little
hand trembling beneath his ardent
kisses.

Oh, decidedly, she was more at-

tractive than he had imagined her—

and he was in no mood to give up the
“pursuit of her.

But how to proceed now? That was
the question.

The interviewer stunt was no longer
possible, since she knew him by sight.

The mash-note system was equally

“dead.” "And he no longer had any
desire to be a film-actor.

How, then, to come in daily contact
with her? Could he find out where
she lived and live in the same place?
No; she probably was at home very lit-
tle, and then, if she had an apartment
somewhere, only brief glimpses of her
would be vouchsafed him.

But who saw her bes:des her fellow
players?

Her maid, probably; her famlly; the
directors and scene-setters. But he had
no desire to become one of them.

Her employers! Again came the
solution. An msplratxon!

He sat up in the taxi, radiant. His
eyes flashed. He smlled and he vent-
ed his delight audlbly in a prolonged
whistle.

The chauffeur turned, expecting
new directions, but Berkley shook his
head and motioned for the man to go

-on.
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above water? Or should she pitch in
and help make the High Sign a big
and lasting success?

Obviously that was the more sen-
sible plan — for as long as the High
Sign lasted her five hundred a week
was good. Moreover, the bigger the
success it made the more she would
be worth.

She returned to the Velvograph
studios with her head in the clouds,
but she did not slight the picture she
was doing. She was too thoroughly
imbued with the spirit of her art for
that.

She was a moving-picture actress
first .of all; she was a moving-picture
actress before she was a wage-earner—
even before she was a woman.

So “The Baby’s Birthday”. pro-
gressed to ‘a brilliant conclusion, to
La Norman’s delight. It finished late
Friday night, the last scenes being
photographed in the studios under the
.mercury light. ‘

On Saturday Mollie did not work.
But she reported at the studio as usual,
said “ good-by ” to all of her old asso-
ciates, received her pay-envelope (the
hundred and fifty in it looking very
small now), and got her mail.

There was a letter from Berkley.
It ran:

Dear Miss EDWARDES:

The High Sign Film Company has rent-
ed a suite of offices in the Jamaica Build-
ing temporarily, where the executive work
will be done. Desk room is reserved in my
private office for you. I have taken pos-
session this afternoon (Friday), and will
be here eyery day.

I expect to see you Monday. However,
if you find yourself free any part of Sat-
urday, I am sure your presence herc would
prove most helpful.

Very sincerely yours,
JaMEs BERKLEY.

Mollie thrust the letter into her bag
and went back to the dressing - room
floor where she found Miss Talmadge.
A short, very earnest confal) ensued,
at the end of which Miss Talmadge
went and made excuses tn La Nor-
man. and got the rest of the dryv off.

Meanwhile Mollie approached Ger-
ald Waine. Another mysterious con-
versation—and Waine had himself ex-
cused.

Accordingly, when Mollie entered
the new offices of the High Sion Film
Company, it was to introduce two
fellow members of her profession.

Berkley had been leaning hack in his
swivel-chair, smoking, dreaming, and
hoping against hope that she would
show up. He leaped to his ifeet de-
lightedly when the new stenographer
brought in her name.

But he was a little disappointed,
upon going to the door to welcome her,
to find her accompanied by her two
associates.

‘“'This Berkley,” she had explained
to them on the way over, “is the fel-
low who nearly played Captain An-
struthers in ‘ Mistress Quaker.” You
remember the one?”

“Really: ” gasped Miss Talmadge.
‘“’The one that was so funny?”

“Yes. As it turns out, he was not
an actor at all, but a millionaire. He
was looking for pointers and meaning
to go into the business himself. Now,
the thing for you both to do is to ask
for double the money you are getting.”

“I'm getting seventy-five,” said
Miss Talmadge.

“ Ask for a hundred and fifty,” said
Mollie.

“I'm
Waine.

“ Ask for two hundred.”

“If he can get two hundred, surely
I can,” said Miss Talmadge. ‘

“No. You can only play mothers
or aunts or chaperons,” said Mollie.
“ Gerald can play heroes. He’s really
worth more to the High Sign Com-
pany. Now you be satisfied with a
hundred and fifty. You never got that
much before in your life. did you?”

“No-o0,” admitted Miss Talmadge.

“And Gerald got more than you,
even with Velvograph.”

“‘That’s right,” pointed out Gerald.
“Let's not hust the bank before the
game gets started. you know.”

getting a hundred,” said



































































































TITHNE WAY OF

ity. San Sabatano stood agog with
breathless expectancy for weeks.

Then came the humanity staggerer.
It occupied a whole page of the Daily
Citizen. It was a competition. Yes,
a mere ‘competition. That was the

fust d:sappomtmg thought of every-

body.

Then Ehgestlon set in and hope

dawned. Yes, it was not so bad. As
a competition it was rather good.
_Good? Why, it was splendid! A
competition for women clerks. Speed
and “accuracy in stenography .and
typing. . Twelve prizes of equal valde.
Five hundred dollars each or a month’s
tfip to Europe, including Paris, Vi-
enna, Berlin, Rome, London. And
the final plum of all. ‘The winning
twelve to compete among themselves
for a special prize in addition. A
clerkship in the office of the Daily
‘Citizen at two hundred dollars a
month, an. office to herself, and a
year’s contract! )

At the closing of the entries it was

found there were just two thousand .

competitors. Success for the scheme
was assured, and quarts of ink told
the gaping multitude that this was SO. _

~ Then came the day of the competx-
tion. It was held in the town hall
The competition lasted all day, and it
was late at night when the last weary,
palpitating competitors finally reached
homes; which were still in a state of
anxious turmoil.

A week passed, and then a special
edition brought the long-awaited an-
noumcement which dashed the hopes of
Jone thousand nine hundred and eighty-
eight bursting feminine hearts. It
gave the list of the twelve winners of
the competition and invited them to
meet at the editor’s office at noon next
day fo compete for the special prize.

* Among the names of the winners
was that of Monica Hanson.

The following day Monica attended
the final competition. She did her ut-
most, spurred on by the driving ne-
cessity which had just been thrust

upon her brave young-shonlders. Now

~and rose with a start.
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she was sitting in the San Sabatano
Horticultural Gardens, waiting for the
evening issue of the paper which was
to tell her the news which was either
to crush her eager young soul in de-
spair or uplift her to realms of ecstatic
hope and delight.

Oh, the teeming thought of those
strajning moments! It flew through
her brain with lightninglike velocity,
spasmodlc, broken. One moment she
had visions of pleasures hitherto de-
nied her in a solitary career, eked out
on a wholly inadequate pittance doled
out to her monthly by her dead moth-
er’s executors in far-off New York.
At another she was obsessed by the
haunting conviction that such good
fortune was impossible. Yet she felt
she had done well in the examination,
and, anyway, she would certainly take
that five hundred dollars she had al-
ready won in preference to the Euro-
pean tour. It would mean so much to
her, especially now — now that this
fresh call on her resources had come.

She made a pretty picture there
amid a setting of fantastic tropical
vegetation. The cacti, great and small,
with their wonder - hued blooms and
strange vegetation, were a fitting back-
ground to the girl’s golden beauty.
Her waving, fair hair shone with a
rich, ruddy burnish, crowning a face
of perfect oval, lit -with eyes of the
deepest blue.

She heard the cry of a newsboy,
With heart
hammering violently against her young

‘bosom, she darted off to catch him.

She reached the gates and slackened
her pace to a decorous walk. The
boy had just handed an elderly man
his paper, and looked admiringly up
into Monica’s pale face.

His shrewd eyes grinned impishly.

“ Say, ain't you Miss Hanson,
miss?” he inquired with the effront-
ery of his kind.

Monica’s heart beat harder. But she
replied with an icy calmness:
“Yes. That's my name. But—"

The boy’s eyes sparkled.















60 ~ ALL-STORY CAVALIER WEEKLY.

lips tightly compressed, her blue eyes
gazing out unflinchingly before her.

How well the editor of the Daily
Citizen had judged the competitors
for the special prize was quickly dem-
onstrated. Monica’s zeal was backed
by the-suddenly aroused acuteness of
an unusually cleéver brain, and, before
a month had passed, the complacent
individual in the editorial chair had
excellent reason for again congraty-
lating himself. He had intended from
the outset that the winner of the prize
and salary should earn every cent of
it, but he fqund in his new clerk an in-
satiable hunger for work, and a ca-
pacity for simple organization quite
astounding. _

In this beginner he quickly detected
a highly developed germ of commer-
cial instinct; that germ so coveted, so
rare. He tried her in many ways,
seeking in a more or less fumbling
way for the direction in which her
abilities most surely pointed. Stenog-
raphy and typing, he quickly saw, were
mere incidents to her. She had other
and larger abilities. Frequently in
dictating letters he found himself dis-
cussing matters pertaining to them
with her, and she never failed to cen-
ter her mental eye upon the point at
issue, driving straight to the heart of
the matter in hand. The man was
frankly delighted with her, and, in the
shortest possible time, she became a
sort of confidential secretary.

It was about this time that the edi-
tor’s sanctum was invaded by a strang-
er; a big stranger of quite uncommon
appearance. ‘The man was simply
dressed in good store clothes, which
covered a powerful, burly figure. But
the chief interest lay in the man’s face
and head. It was a strong face. To
use Mr. Meakin’s own description of
him to his young clerk some time later,
he possessed a “ tow head and a face
like emery cloth.”" ,

He refused his name. He came to
insert an advertisement in the paper,
and to consult the editor about it.

His objects were so definite that, in

spite of the refusal to give his
Mr. Meakin decided to see him. Moni-
ca was away at dinner, or he would
probably have turned him over to her.
However, when the man finally ap-
peared the editorial mind was pleased
at the study his unusual personality
offered him.

The stranger nearly filled up the
doorway as he entered the inner office.

“ Guess you're the editor? ™ he Dhe-
gan at once, dropping into the chair
Mr. Meakin pushed toward him.

“ Sure,” Mr. Meakin was always
sparing of words to strangers. “ \Vhat
can I do for you?” -

“Don’t gugss you_gan do much.
Maybe you can tell me a deal. I'm
looking for some one who has lately
come to this city. A’ lady. Maybe.
you get a list of visitors to this city in
your paper.”

“ At the hotels—yes.”

“Ah, I don’t guess ‘she’s stoppmg
at a-hotel. Came to visit her sister.
Her name’s Audrey Thorne.”

“Audrey Thorne?” Mr. Meakin
searched the back cells of memory. He
seemed to have heard the name at
some time or other, but for the life of
him he coyld not recall where.

“Guess I'm not wise,” he said at
last, with a thoughtful shake of his
head, while he eyed his visitor shrewd-
ly. ““ Anyway, if I knew of the lady,
’tain’t up to me to hand information to
a .stranger—without a name.” .

The stranger promptly rose from
his seat.

“ Just so,” he said, with a sharp clip
of his powerful jaws. “I’ll ask you
to read this over,” he went on, pro-
ducing a sheet of paper from his
pocket, “and say what it’ll cost to
have it in your news-sheet for a week.”

He handed the paper across the
desk.

name,

Will Audie send her address to Box 4926
P. O. Winnipeg? Sign letter in fnll name.
—Lro. \

Mr. Meakin read it over twice.
{Then he looked up keehly. --
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Ralph’s heart began to beat pdinfully.
It is probable that it never occurred to
Nahnya, certainly not to Charley, what
a refined species of torture they were
inflicting on their prisoner.

There is no terror like terror of the
unseen. “ If anything happens I'll
drown like a cat in a bag,” thought
Ralph. He would not stoop to make
any complaint aloud.

Charley and Nahnya stopped pad-
dling, and talked low-voiced; Nahnya
gave unmistakable orders. The slight,
sharp note of excitement in their
voices shook Ralph’s breast.

‘From the sounds ahead he pictured
a very cataclysm of the waters await-
ing them, w /der indeed than any earth-
ly rapids.

Little beads of persplratlon broke
out on his forehead. Oh! for his
sight! the use of his arms—but he
would not ask it. They started pad-
dling again, The roaring seemed to
be on every side of them now.

Ralph clenched his teeth and his
hands. “ Now we're going to take the
plunge!” he thought. “ Now! Now! "
And still it held off until he could have
screamed with the suspense.

And then the dug-out seemed to
drop from under him, and 1mmed1ately
afterward precipitated itself with a
crash against a wall of water.

A wave leaped aboard drenching
Ralph to the waist. He thought it was
all over, and suddenly ceased to
trouble. Charley yelled with pure ex-
citement ; the dug-out gave a series of
mad leaps and plunges, flinging Ralph
from side to side like a sack of meal—
and suddenly they floated in smooth
water again. b

An uncanny stillness descended on
them. A long breath escaped between
Ralph’s teeth.

here followed what seemed like the
greater part of a day to Ralph, with
scarcely anything to register the pass-
ing of the heavy time. It was per-
haps four hours.

The sunshine grew warm in his face,

and he smelled the pines on shore.

High overhead he heard the eagles
screaming. Charley complained—of
hunger, Ralph guessed—and Nahnya
laconically silenced him. At intervals
a new sound gave Ralph food for
thought. This was the loud, brawling
voice of a stream, now on one side,
now the other.

“The whole character of the coun-
try must have changed,” he thought.
“We must be passing between steep
hills or mountains for the streams to
come down like that.”

The long wait for something to hap-
pen was ended by the voice of another
great rapid ahead. Ralph’s heart be-
gan to beat. “ Must I go through with

-that again,” he thought.

But while he was steeling himself
for the ordeal, the nose of the dug-out
grounded, and Charley sprmgmg out,
pulled her up on shore.

Ralph was lifted out and laxd on a
flat rock. There was a long wait. A
very real hunger began to assail him.
one of the brawling streams came down
near-by.

From the sounds that reached his
ears, Ralph pictured the dug-out be-
ing dragged across the rock on rollers,
and hidden under bushes.

Evidently their journey by water
was at an end. Nahnya and Charley

.sat down near him, seemingly to make

something. Finally Ralph was lifted
up and laid down again, and then, much
to his surprise, hoisted on a litter and
borne away.

A long journey over rough ground
followed, and all up-hill, Ralph judged.

They never. passed out of hearing of
the voice of the small stream. They
stopped often to rest. Even so it was
wonderful to Ralph how easily they
went. '

He was no light-weight. Oncé or
twice Charley grumbled at taking up
the load, and Nahnya angrily silenced
him,

There was no faltering in her. In
spite of his resentment against her
Ralph felt a kind of compunction at
being carried by a woman. Anyway
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“ My mot’er’s husband, he not care
if we go. He got a young wife now.

“ All winter we are making ready,
and when the ice go out in the spring
we start up the river in three canoes.
We travel many days on the big river.
The weather is fine, and the children
are happy to be traveling.”

““One day Charley and I are hunt-
ing a bear on shore.

“He is wounded, and we follow
him a long, long way up a mountain.
He goes into a cave. We are much
afraid to go after him, but we have
followed far and there is no fresh
meat, so we go in.

“We follow him under the moun-
tain, and that is how we find this
place. I am much glad when I see it.
It is what we want. No white man
will ever find us here, I say.

“Here is everything we need to
live. We will live here and die here,
and forget the white man. And me,
I think then I have found happiness.”

Nahnya came to a conclusion, and
there was a silence by the fire.

“So that is why you wanted to
keep me out,” said Ralph very low.

“You are a white man,” murmured
Nahnya. “ St. Jean and I have sworn
to keep the children from the white
men.”

Ralph was moved to the bottom of

his soul.

“ Nahnya,” he said in a low, shaken
voice, “in all my life before I never
made an oath. Hear me now. I swear
to you by all I hold dear, by my honor,
by my hope of heaven, that I will
never do anything to bring unhappi-
ness into this valley!”

“You mean good,” she said. “I
do not doubt you. But who can tell
what will follow? I have a feeling
of evil to come. Once I heard a wise
man say: ‘ The white men are like a
prairie fire and the red men are the
grass. Who shall stop the fire from
consuming the grass!”

At a certain point in the telling of
this tale Ralph’s intuition had warned
him that something was left out; this

feeling pursued him to the end.
“ Nahnya,” he said presently, “you
told me you had Deen in Winnipeg.”

Her eyes darted a startled, pained
glance on him, and her head fell a lit-
tle lower.

“Never mind if it's too painful,”
Ralph said quickly.

“Yes,” she said in the same dead,
quiet voice, “I will tell you that too.
That part I have never told. Not to
St. Jean Bateese.”

After a while she went on:

“When I couldn’t get a job in
Prince George any more it is not true
that I come back to my mot’er’s peo-
ple right away. First I go to see my
father.

“When things get so bad I think
maybe my father will help me. My
mother have tell me his name. I ask
one and another, and by and by I find
out he lives in Winnipeg. I have save
a little money, and I go to Winnipeg
on the railway. It is a big city.

“I have not been there at all before
I learn my father is now a rich, great
man, and the king has put a sir before
his name. Then I am scare to see
him.

“I do nothing to see him. I get a
job. I get many jobs. I can take
care of myself better in such a big
city.

“One day in the street I hear a man
say my father’s name. ‘That is he,
he said, and I look and I see my father.
He is riding in a fine motor-car with
his white wife and his white children.
My heart beat fast to see him.

“He is a handsome, proud man,
not very old yet. He was just a boy
when he was in our country; my
mot’er tell me so. A boy with yellow
hair, who laugh all the time and play
jokes, she say. Still he likes to laugh
I see by the lines in his face.

“ After I see him in his fine motor-
car I am more scare. What does he
want with a poor girl like me, I think,
and I do nothing to see him. But all
the time I read the newspapers to find
out about him.
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Dr. Vidnor led the way out into the
‘space before_the vault and continued
his terse account. Throughout his
vivid description of how Paulding had
been murdered with the improvised
slungshot and the expert manner in
which the. vault had been blown,
neither Cameron nor Rance betrayed
a trace of emotion, though each
watched the other with alert scrutiny.

At last the physician paused. Rance
jmmediately relaxed and spoke to
Cameron with friendly concern:

“T’ve been watching you, old man.
It's certain you do not recall your part
in ‘what happened. I take it Dr. Vid-
nor hoped that bringing you here
would revive your memory. How-
ever, I have added information, and
it may jolt your recollection. Must
tell it in private, though. Suppose
we go up to the athlétic club.”

" “I.must be in my office,” remarked
Dr..Vidnor. “ But if he wishes to go
with yoir'it would do no harm.”

Cameron roused from his gloomy
contemplation of the spot where the

-murdered Paulding had been found
outstretched. He drew out a watch
that was as thin as Rance’s, but much
larger.

“ Stopped- again,” - he grumbled
“ lel have to send it on for. repairs.’

“It's only ten-thirty,”” said Rance.
“You'll run up to the club with me
for an hour.
ple time to get home for lunch.”

“Well, .if you insist,”. Cameron
rather ungraciously accepted the invi-
tation,

Rance toek him out through the
front of the bank and called a taxicab.
The chauffeur drove them along the
traffic-crowded business streets with a
leisureliness that gave Rance ample
time to relate to his companion a de-

tailed account of the proofs that the
criminal had stolen the vault combi-
nation and opened the door before
blowing the lock..

Hig companion listened with the
Same impassive expression and hard-

~ eting of the eyes that he had shown at

That will leave you am- -

“the bank. But Rance seemingly paid

no heed to the other’s lack of re-
sponse.

The only things he omitted to men-
tion were the missing key and his
theory that the teller had committed
the double crime while temporarily
insane. He finished as the taxicab
drew up before the entrance of the

- athletic club.

Owing to the time of day, the club-
house was almost deserted. Rance
ordered -cocktails and led the way into
the library. When the colored stew-
ard who served their drinks withdrew
they were left alone in the silent, se-
cluded room. '

Rance had seated himself at the
small, highly polished table in such a
position that a ray of reflected sun-
light slanted down over Cameron’s
shoulder and struck the mirrorlike
surface of the mahogany before him.
While they sipped their drinks he be-
gan to talk to the silent guest about
the affairs of the club in a smooth,
quiet monotone.

The cocktails failed to enliven his
talk or to stimulate Cameron out of
his moody reserve. - The guest sagged
down in his chair with an air of bore-~
dom as Rance continued with his mo-
notonous recital of uninteresting club
business and routine.

But, though the reporter’s talk was
dull, his eyes were far otherwise.
They shone with a cold, mesmeric
light that told of intensely concentra-
ted will-power. -

Presently he placed his hand on the

-table with just enough obtrusiveness

to attract Cameron’s gaze to the big
blue diamond of his solitaire ring. It
flashed and sparkled dazzlingly in the
ray of reflected sunlight.

Cameron’s glance became fixed. He
sat staring at the beautiful scintilla-
ting stone as if fascinated by its won-
derful play of light. Rance’s eyes
shone brighter than bef0re—they sent
out a stream of mesmeric light upon
the down-bent face of the silent man
across the table. -
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“That is what books on rhetoric
call hyperbote,” parried Grace. “ Pray
be seated and rational.”

The steel glinted through the golden
ardor in Rance’s eyes.

“Have you: looked for that key
where I said?” he asked almost
sharply. N

. “Yes. The casters are loose, but
there was nothing inside the posts. I
scraped all around under the skirting
board with a hairpin ever so carefully
—-and in every other crack, too. The:
only things I found were two needles,
eleven pins, a gold dollar, the missing .
face from my mother’s cameo comb—
I'm ever so glad of that!—and a lot
of lint. It's impossible to attend to
those thin cracks, no matter how care-
fully the housekeeping is done.”

“Very true,” agreed Rance some-
what absently. He studied the backs
of his white hands. ‘ Yes—that leaves
only the one possibility. He has
found it.” )

“How mysterious!” rallied Grace.
‘“ Pray enlighten me!”

Rance met her banter with a pro-
found gravity that sobered her.

" “Dear Miss Grace, it is most un-
fortunate!” he exclaimed. “ The key
must have been either in one of the
bedposts or under the skirting board.
There ‘was no other place left. Vet
you have not found it. He has been
in the roorn, Therefore he must have
found it. We must get it from him at
once, else there’ll be the devil to pay.”

“ I—-don t—understand ”  faltered
Grace. _
“Not understand, when it’'s so

plain? Haven't you suspected? Don’t
you realize the truth? This Cameron
is a sham—an impostor. He is no
more your brother than I am!”

The girl took this vehement state-
ment with a coolness that he had not
expected.

“You remember what Uncle Len
told us,” she replied. “We were to
hold in mind that as Bruce Cameron
he would be qulte a* distinct person-

ality—a stranger.” ‘
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“ Distinct, indeed!” exclaimed
Rance. “ Are you still so blinded by
your uncles hypnotic suggestions?
This man— .

“I do not believe people can be
hypnotized into thinking what is not
true,” interrupted Grace.

“They can!” asserted the young
man. “Why, I myself have made
people believe—  But that’s not the
point! You must be made to realize
that this man Cameron is a rank im-
postor. He is not a double personality
of your brother. I suspected it from
the first. I know it now. We sparred
at the Athletic Club, and he rolled up
his sleeves. He hasn’t that mark of
Tom’s below the left elbow.” '

“Indeed?”  murmured  Grace.
“ That would seem to prove he cannot
be Tom.”

““It’s absolute proof!”

“ Well, then—I promised Uncle
Len not to tell, but since you haye al-
ready found out—it is quite true that
Mr. Cameron isn’t Tom. Uncle Len
knew it all along, and I” — the girl
blushed vividly, hesitated, and con-
cluded with a vain attempt at a tran-

"quil tone—‘ I found it out last eve-

ning.”

Rance’s usually soft eyes flared with
furious light; a wave of angry red
flooded his face.

“The sneak! The sneaking cow-
ard!” he denounced. ‘ What—how
was it? The beast! He took advan-
tage of your belief— You thought
him Tom! Insulted you! I’ll kill him
~—kill him! The damned—

The girl'c outflung hand pressed
across the mouth of her enraged cham-
pion. . ‘
“Hush!” she cried. “ It wasn’t!
No, no, he didn’t! No, no, #o! You
have no right— He didn’t do any-

- thing. It was only—only the thought.

Besides, right there at the first—you
heard him—he told us he was not
Tom. He insisted. It was all my
fault.”

The young man’s rage-quivering
muscles had stilled to sron rigidity.
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- 1-8-8-1.

It looked as if Munroe, in receiving

the same set of numbers, was not in
the fat man’s power as the banker had
,supposed. It was -even possible that
Penbrook’s case must be viewed in the
same light.
-1f he - eliminated Brodwitch, he
wondered where his hunt might lead:
Of course he could still try to land
McCarthy; thus.the man who had sent
the Irishman to his_father, also the
man who had attacked McGuire.

Suddenly a new idea came {o him.
- Was it possible that the numbers—
1-88-1—had nothing to do with his
father’s death? He had been so cer-
tain that they had—and that the slip
of paper bearing them had been
brought by McCarthy—that he had
been unable to conceive of any other
explanation. _

Now he pictured this situation:
McCarthy -had come with just an
ordinary message. After his departure
some one, the same man who had at-
tacked his footman, had appeared
through the secret passage, killed his
father and fled. .
_In considering this new view point
a good many questions and conflicting
theories developed.. Why had Mec-
Carthy fled when he heard Brewster
call out that his master was dead?

Was there a chance that both Mun-
-roe and Penbrook had been playing
with him?

Were they working together, both
telling him the same story, for a pur-
pose he could not fathom, while one
or both of them knew more than they
pretended? How had it happened that
Munroe had looked for. the bottle .of
laudanum ? ' :
"Had he put it there himself as a

blind? Had Penbrook and Munroe

visited his father that night, using the
underground route? - :
. He fell to pacing the room, answer-
ing his self-put questions and finding
a dozen answers to each and a dozen
and more new questions.

Then he turned his thoughts to the

girl for, with all these demanding
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questions, her face seemed ever.hefore
him. :
It was the sound of an automobile
going down the drive that started his
mind actively upon her. He wondered
if she was leaving and if Brodwitch
might be with her.

He knew he had had strange
thoughts concerning her. Romance is
bred in the bone of all men, and
Charley was no exception.

One could never have charged him

‘with being sentimental, yet he had

thought that some day out of space one
would come and he would know that
she was the one,

Some such idea had been germ-
inating since that night at the Bain-
tree Road house. Perhaps the mys-
tery of who she was had helped. Pos-
sibly, where she was concerned, no help
was needed. - '

At least he knew that he had re-
ceived a shock which had left him sick
of heart when he had watched her
meeting with Brodwitch.

Hes telling him that she hated him
was less terrible. He had no doubt
but what she did just as surely as he’
knew that what he had given back in
reply was not all true.

He tried to think who she could be.
Then with a start he attempted to find
some solution for Helen Penbrook’s
statement. .

Helen had as good as told him that
she understood that he could not care
for her, caring for some one else; this
girl of mystery undoubtedly being the
one to whom she referred.

He stopped short as this question
leaped into mind. Then he heard a
sound and raised his head with sharp
alertness. :

“When he located it, as coming from
the next room, he lost interest. Again
he sat down and some twenty minutes
later heard footsteps go past his door,
along the hall. They went just a little
ways and stopped.

He was listening for them to move
on or back when he caught another
sound outside his window.


































































DESIREE’S

He was soon‘a familiar part of their
life on the plantation, coming every
-day and staying longer and later when
the moon turned full and it would
have been a sin to do anything but
sit on the porch behind the honey-
suckle vines and listen to the love-
warblings of the first paxr of mock-
ing-birds.

Such nights! The air was like
warm milk so saturated was it with
the. milky moonlight,”and the tum-tum
of Desiree’s guitar and her low con-
tralto, fitted so well to the plaintive
folk-songs of the blacks, wove a veri-
table lotus-spell into the scene.

It was a balm that soothed all the
girl’s resentment, and in her own
satisfaction she could not realize that
discontent might lurk in others.

- And so his'words one night came
like an icy douche of water.

“1 want to ask a favor,” he said
abruptly, angl she let her fingers relax
on the keys, startled but glad that this
self-sufficient person had need of her
at last. “I am going to ask you to
appoint me assistant manager of the
Delacroix plantation.”

“But—I don’t understand,” she
murmured, chilled as she recogmzed
his old, harsh tone—as she termed it,
his business tone.

“I want something to do. I can’t
be idle or I’ll go off my head as Sure
as' I live. It is the way the Lord made
me and even the doctors can’t change
His handiwork. It woild be much
the same as resting for I'd be out in
the air all day.. I'd like it, too. You
don’t know how I'd appreciate being
allowed to help.” _

“ How can you talk of business on
such a night?” she asked regretfully.

He raised clenched fists into the
moonlight.

“I talk of busmess because I'm
afraid of nights like this. I can feel
it overpowering me and I never could
bear to let anything best me. I'm
afraid it will make me contented, and
I fear that more than anything else in

the wor)d.”
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‘““ Afraid of being contented?” she
murmured, shocked. “ I don’t believe
I understand you, as I don’t under-
stand a successful broker wantmg to
work on a ‘ gone-to-seed ’ farm.”

.'The phrase was his, and she used it
maliciously, but he was deaf to the re-
buke.

“I have a passion for efﬁmency,
he told her in a burst of confidence.
“1I can’t bear to see anything ‘ gone to
seed’ without having an overwhelming
desire to raise it to perfection. There
i$ so much here that could be done.”

“ Meaning there is a lot left un-
done?”

"He hesitated only briefly.

“Yes. We agreed on frankness at
the start, you know. There is a lot
left undone, not only here, but in this
whole country. It is dreaming so
much of past grandeur it is blind to
present poverty. I want to open its
eyes.” N

She laughed, spiteful with mortifi-
cation.

“ And you flatter yo’self you could
do it?”

“Yes,” he retorted, squaring his
jaw. I’m positive I could if you let
me try.”

What she consxdered his blatant
egotism brought the anger boiling
from her.

“I can’t prevent you talkmg down
to a helpless country that is older than
you ave, Mistah Gary, but I dp object
to yo’ talking down to me—jes, you
do, all the time! You treat me as if I
were a baby.”

“I am old enough to be your—
uncle,” he smiled. © Please don’t take
offense if I have been tactless again.
I am going to admit that I am not
moved entirely by ideals, if at all. I

* can’t think of anything that I would

enjoy. more than working here with
you——working and planning together!

" Don’t you think that would be fun—a

little?

Working and planning together!
Just what it would mean rather over-
powered her and made her afraid.
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'

In his secret heart of hearts he felt

that he could handle that baby very
much better than any mere woman,
which is the way of a man.

He snatched a hasty bite himself
and hurried down to the office.

Conditions there bordered on a state
of chaos. Clerks hurried about with
anxious faces, the foreman of the pad-
ding department was in conference
with ‘Rogers, Mr. Ratsell’s general
manager, and the chief chemist was
waiting for his turn.

Hibben attacked the correspondence
and was busy most of the forenoon.
iAs soon as he got an opportunity he
went to the manager and asked him
frankly what the situation was.

“I'm afraid, Mr. Hibben, that we’ll
have to let you go,” was the reply.
“ Not at once, of course; there are all
Mr. Ratsell’s papers to be gone through
and put in order.
he has a number of private formulae
among. them of no small value, and
you are the man to sort them out. But
after that—well you know how things
are with us.’

“But good Lord, Mr. Rogers, I
have a wife and child to think about.
It puts me rather up against it.”

Rogers looked at him not unkindly,
but shook his head.

“ Perhaps later on ‘after we’ve got
things straightened out— Look here,
Hibben, I'll give you a quiet tip. I
happen to know that Strandring is
looking for a private secretary.”

“ Not Alexander?”

Rogers nodded.

“For goodness’ sake don’t
where you heard this, though.
were you I'd try for it.”

Hibben thanked him and went back
to his desk.

Alexander Strandring, head of the
big company that had stolen so much
of this firm’s business! Why not?

He thought of the proverbial sink-
ing ship, and the view-point of the de-
serting rats suddenly occurred to him
with force. Perhaps the rats had
wives and children to think about.

say
If I

I understand that
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It was odd and rather saddening to
sit there in his accustomed place, know-
ing that Peter Ratsell's voice would
never again boom out over the parti-
tion in altercation with a visitor, or
to summon him. He was glad to get
away when the lunch hour came.

“Alexander Strandring.” he thought
again as he walked. 'I'ie name was
one to conjure with in the dycing busi-
ness. He had the reputation of being
a hard man and ruthless, one who I\ept
his week-day business code separate
and distinct from that of Sunday.

Tales were told of the methods he
had used to build up his huge business,
and they contrasted oddly with other
tales of extensive charitable works.

It occurred to Hibben that there is
no time like the present; that he had
time to see Mr. Strandring and put in
his application before he was due back
at the office.’

It would only be necessary to hurry
his lunch, for the rival dye works were
just a few blocks away.

He acted on the impulse at once, and
was soon shown into Mr. Strandring’s
private office.

Hibben knew him by sight. He
was a big man, with heavy, aggres-
sive features and pale eyes that told
nothing of the thoughts behind them,
but that were set off by tiny lines
which hinted at humor.

“Ratsell's private secretary, eh?
Sit down. What can I do for you?”

“Mr. Ratsell’s death has left me
without a position,” said the young
man succinctly, ‘“and I have heard a
rumor  that you have such a position
to fill.” .

“You have, eh? Hum. Know any-
thing about dyeing?”

For ten minutes Hibben answered

‘.questions by the dozen, and they were

of the most searching kind. He out-
lined with some, diffidence his home
conditions in response to the demands
for information.

“Wife and kid, eh? Doctor's bills
and all that? T see. How much are
you getting now?”



\ .
Hibben told him, and the big man
.showed a trace of animatiom.

“Look here, if you are worth any-
thing to me you are worth half as
much again. Either you aren’t or
Ratsell skmned you. I suspect the lat-
ter.”

“He was gomg to give me a raise
as soon as business conditions permit-
ted it,” said Hibben, flushing.

. “Huh, same old stall they used °

when I was a boy. Now I like you,
Mr. Hibben, but my business methods
are different from Ratsell’s.” He
smiled a little.

“ So they say,” said the yourng man,
non-committally.

“They do, eh? Call me a pirate
and robber?” He chuckled. *“The
under dog always finds a lot to squeal
about. Yes, Perkins.” -

“ Smith & Co. have sent that wool,
sir. . They want mordant colors used.”

“ All right. Tell the foreman to
stuff it and sadden it first. See that
they don’t get it back till they pay for
it. And Perkms ”

“Yes, sir.”

“I'm not to be disturbed for a few
minutes. Have a cigar, Mr. Hibben.”

‘Hibben took the weed with mxsglv-
ings, wondering what was commg
next.

“ Now, here’s your situation as I
understand it. Qut of a job, wife and
kid to support, nothing put by, best
fitted for this business, and I'm the
only other man in it in the city.”

The young man nodded.

. “I want good service, Mr. Hib-
ben.” Strandring picked up a paper-
cutter and stabbed at the blotter on
his desk. “ All’s fair in love and busi-
ness. I understand that you are to
put Ratsell’s papers in order before
you leave there. Well, it’s generally
known that he has the formula for
making artificial cochineal. It’s worth
nothing to them now, but it’'s worth a
heap to me.”. He dropped- the knife
and faced the young man. “ Bring
me a copy of that formula and we'll
see about a job.”

GET THEE BEHIND ME,
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Hibben went white and rose from
his chair. “I’'m afraid I—" he began,
but Strandring cut him short.’

“ Don’t decide too hastily, Mr. Hib-
ben. You may be sorry for it. Think
it over and come in agam in a few
days: Good afternoon.” :

Hibben thought it over. In fact he
found it hard to think of anything
else.

“What you worrying about so,
Frank?” his wife demanded that eve-
ning after he had complained twice
about Francis junior’s objections to
going to bed. It was unprecedented..

He had an impulse to lay the whole
case before her and see what her judg-
ment would be, but repressed it.

In the first place it would mean
more trouble for her, and in the sec-
ond she was herself an important fac-
tor in the problem.

“ Ratsell’'s death has left things in
pretty tangled shape,” he explained.

He was ringing the changes among
fits of cold rage at the big dyer’s cool
assumption of his dishonesty and the
way he had taken advantage of his
need, of blank despondency at the al-
ternative of walking the streets in
search of work perhaps for weeks,
and of half-hearted impulses to take
the easier way and do -this thing.

“If I were alone,” he thought over
and over again, chewing on his pipe-
stem, “I'd tell Strandring where to go
and take my chances of finding some-
thing to do in this city or another. As
it is there’s Lottie and the baby—

He tried to plumb the old, old so-
phistry that the end justlﬁes the
means.

“All's fair in love and business,”
Strandring had said.

Was it so? The survival of the fit-
test?” Was there a higher law than
honor where self - preservation, the
protection of his mate and offspring,
were concerned ?

And, after all, it was Lottie who in
all innocence tipped the balance.

“I suppose, now Mr. Ratsell’s gone,






