
ARGOSY
ALL STORY WEEK!? HPRICE^ 

10*
IN CANADA /L 1Se

D E cl
L I'" J

Thrilling
Rocket -JIero Adventure !

The Girl 
in the Moon 
by Garret Smith '

Talbot Mundy 
Ralph R. Perry 
Arthur G. Brodeur 
Charles Alden Seltzer



Mellin’s Food—A Milk Modifier
Phosphatic Salts and Iron

One of the many good reasons for using Mellin’s Food as a 
modifier of milk for infant feeding is an assurance of a constant and , 
adequate supply of Phosphatic Salts and Iron, for these elements are a 
necessary part of the diet—Phosphatic Salts that work together with 
Calcium of cow’s milk to form bones and teeth, and Iron for enriching 
the blood. e

The Phosphatic Salts and Iron contributed by Mellin’s Food are 
derived from wheat and barley from which Mellin’s Food is made and 

i, are therefore natural salts capable of being appropriated by the body for 
the important purposes mentioned.

Babies who are fed upon cow’s milk properly modified with 
Mellin’s Food receive in the daily diet full measure of the natural salts 
so essential for continued growth of the framework of the body and so 
necessary for normal blood supply.

............. . I ■ ■■ ............. .....................................f 
b.................................................................................................................................................... el

Mellin’s Especially suitable Mellin S
Food when it becomes time to wean Food

Biscuits baby from the bottle Biscuits
b A sample box sent free, postage paid, upon request. 4

Mellin’s Food Co., 177 State St., Boston, Mass.
$ e’
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NEW BONES in24 Hann.
HAVE you ever watched a magician pick 

wrigglmg rabbits out of a high hat ' A 
wonderful trick, you say. Well. I’m i 

magician of a different: sort—a magician 
that builds health and strength into your 
body in just 24 hours. Mid it is no trick. It 
took me 19 years of tireless planning and 
experimenting to be able to do it.

People call me the Muscle-Builder, be­
cause 1 take weak, run-down bodies and 
transform them into strong, virile, hand­
some bodies in double-quick time. .-Ind / 
actually do it in 24 hoins.

In the Privacy of Your Own Room
By this I do not mean that you must e 

ercise 24 hours continuously. My scientilic 
short-cut to healthy, handsome, broad- 
shouldered bodies must be taken in short 
15 minute doses. Because, if you exercised 
more than that in my high-pressure, quick 
development way. von would tear down 
more than I can build up. So all 1 ask of 
you is 15 minutes o-f your spate time each 
day for 90 days (actually only 221 hours' 
timet doing simple, easy exercises under 
my guidance. Vou can do them in the 
privacy of yottr rootp, if uni wish, but you 
must do them every day to get the best 
results.

And What Results!
In the first 30 days I guarantee to add 

one whole inch of real, live muscle on each 
of your arms, and two whole inches of the 
same revitalizing strength across your 
chest. I’ll take the kinks out of your back, 
strengthen and broaden your shoulders, give 
you a wrist of steel, and a fighting. peppy 
personality that iust yells youth, vigor and 
vitality all over.
I Work Inside As Well As Out

Your heart, your liver, your kidneys. your lungs—all 
your internal organs get the jolt of their young lives

EARLE LIEDERMAN. The Muscle Builder
Author ot ' Mu^ele limitdina.'' " >< ien<e of II rest if He,'' 

"Secrets o.t St f emrih." " he>es /ieatth." " Endurance." El..

when I ~tart to work on them. And they settle down to an orderly, well-manner ed existence that means a new kind of happiness
for you —the joy of living that only a healthy, vir ile body can give you. And the headaches, constipation troubles, aches and 
pains chat are always caused by weakened, flabby bodies somehow miraculously disappear.

You’ll See It in Her Eyes
And will your friends notice the difference! Just watch that girl you love so dearly open her eyes, and .Aunt to hold your 

attention! And the men in your crowd —they'll look up to you as a real leader. Instinctively’ they worship strength and 
leadership that must go with it. But let me tell you all about it. All you have to do is

SEND FOR
MY NEW 
64-PAGE BOOK

| EARLE LIEDERMAN
I do not ask you to send me a single cent until you are convinced 

that I can help you. All I do ask is that you write today for try free 
64-page book 'Muscular Development” so you will be able to read 
for yourself just what I do for you and what I have done for others. 
This book contains 18 full page photographs of myself and many prize 
winning pupils I have ’rained. Many of these were pitiful weaklings. 
Look at them now ’ You will marvel at their physiques. This book will 
thrill you. I want you to have a copy for the sake of your future health 
and happiness, so send today—do it now before you turn this page.

EARLE LIEDERMAN
DEPT. 1112 305 BROADWAY, NEW YORK

IT IS
FREE

Dept. 1112, 305 Broadway, New York City

I Dear Sir:—Please send me. absolutely FREE and 
without any obligation on my part whatever, a copy of 
your latest book, ” Muscular Development.”

' Name................................................................... AGE.................
I Address.....................................................................................
I City..........................................................State......................
1 (Please write or print plainly.)
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to
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and a miort. One ot v aston.
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Order by No. C-25F. Terms $1.00 with 
coupon. Then, if satisfied. $1.85 a month. 

Total Price only $29.95.

Try this easy payment plan. See how delightful it 
is to have this stunning new latest style coat and 
never miss the money for it. You’ll never notice the 
small amount you pay each month for six months. 
Send only $1.00 deposit now. No risk (see coupon). Get this 
lovely model on approval and judge it for yourself. Compare the 
style and value. Then if perfectly satisfied take 6 months to pay.

Send Only $1.00 Now!
Elmer Richards Co. Dept. 2839

West 35th Street, Chicago
I enclose $1.00. Send me All Wool Broadcloth Coat No. C-25F; If I 
am not satisfied I can return it and get my money back. If I keep it I 
will pay $4.85 a month until I have paid $29.95 in all.

Size______ Black Q Middy Blue □
(Be sure to state size and color wanted)

Only 
84.85 

a 
Month

Send 
for 

Free 
Style 
Book



(Tassified Advertising'
The Purpose of this Department is to put Cla*»ltl«d Advertising Rate f l /

the reader in touch immediately with the In The Munsey Combina- g
newest needfuls for the home, office, farm.
or person; to offer, or seek, an unusual 
business opportunity, or to suggest a service 
that may be performed satisfactorily through 
correspondence. It will pay a housewife or 
business man equally well to read these 
advertisements carefully.

tlon Comprising: 
Munsey’s Magazine. . 
Argosy-Allstory W'kly

Minimum apace four tinea.

Combination line rate 
$3.00 

less 2 oar cent caab 
diecount.

Jany. 5th Classified Forms Close Dec. 8th.

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED
AMAZING SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERY offers you $15 a day 

sure. No-Frost Keeps auto windshields, show windows, mirrors, 
ejeglasses, etc., absolutely clear of rain, sleet, snow, frost, 
mist and steam. Quickly demonstrated. Motorists, bus drivers, 
motormen, storekeepers, hotels, restaurants, housewives buy 
on sight. Pocket package—large profits—tremendous field. Write 
for special Introductory Offer. .AMERICAN PRODUCTS CO., 
2169, Monmouth. Cincinnati, Ohio.

$12.00 Daily Showing New Table Cloth. Looks like Linen. 
Wash like oilcloth. No Laundering. You just take orders. We 
deliver and collect. Pay daily. Write at once for Free Sample. 
“ BESCO,” 4319-NW Irving Park, Chicago.

BIG MONEY AND FAST SALES. EVERY OWNER BUYS 
GOLD INITIALS for his auto. You charge §1.50, make $1.35. 
Ten orders daily easy. Write for particulars and free samples. 
AMERICAN MONOGRAM CO., Dept. 54, East Orange, N- J.

GET OUR FREE SAMPLE CASE—TOILET ARTICLES, 
FLAVORINGS AND SPECIALTIES. Wonderfully profitable. 
LA DERMA CO., Dept. D, St. Louis, Mo.

SELL PRINTING 33 ITEMS NECESSARY TO EVERY 
BUSINESS. HIGHEST QUALITY, LOWEST PRICES, easy, 
profitable sales. Portfolio free. KAESER & BLAIR, INC., 
Dept. 1, Cincinnati, Ohio. (Established 1894.)

Don't Sell For Others. Employ Agents Yourself. Make your 
nwn products. Toilet Articles, Household Specialties, etc. 
500% profit. Valuable booklet free. NATIONAL SCIENTIFIC 
LABORATORIES, 1961W Broad, Richmond, Va.

SELL BY MAIL DURING SPARE TIME! Earn 90c profit on 
dollar orders. Our line consists of Books. Novelties. Bargains. 
Ready made Circulars at great savings. Large 4$ page catalogue 
FREE. U. ELFCO, 525 S. Dearborn St., Chicago.

NEW INVENTION—400% PROFIT. LIQUID QUICK MEND 
FOR FABRICS AND HOSIERY. STOPS RUNS. EVERY 
WOMAN BUYS. HUNDRED OTHER FAST SELLERS. 
J. E. JOHNSON CO.. Dept. 5172, 6129 Wentworth Ave., Chicago.

AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS
SONG POEMS WANTED: WRITE AT ONCE. VALUABLE 

INSTRUCTION BOOK GIVEN FREE. BELL MUSIC CO., 
D-3, ST. LOUIS, MO.

WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG. WE COMPOSE 
MUSIC. OUR COMPOSER WROTE MANY SONG HITS. 
MONARCH MUSIC COMPANY, 236 WEST 55th ST. (NEAR 
BROADWAY), DEPT. 209, NEW YORK.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES
USED CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL COURSES rented, sold 

and exchanged. Bargain Catalog Free. (Courses Bought,) 
LEE MOUNTAIN, Box 75, Pisgah, Ala.

CAMERA AND PHOTO SUPPLIES
MAKE MONEY IN PHOTOGRAPHY. LEARN QUICKLY 

AT HOME. SPARE OR FULL TIME. NEW PLAN. Nothing 
like it. Experience unnecessary. AMERICAN SCHOOL OF 
PHOTOGRAPHY, Dept. 145-B, 3601 Michigan Ave., Chicago.

CACTUS
LIVE CACTUS PLANTS MAKE A FINE CHRISTMAS 

PRESENT. FOUR VARIETIES $l.U0. FIVE VARIETIES $1.25. SIX VARIETIES J1.5O. MENTION THIS MAGAZINE AND 
RECEIVE A MEXICAN INDIAN POTTERY BOWL FREE. 
Cactus Seeds 25c a package. Everything post paid in the United 
States. CACTUS ACRES, Dept. 258, Route One, El Paso, Texas.

TOBACCO
TOBACCO HABIT BANISHED. NO MATTER HOW LONG 

YOU HAVE BEEN A VICTIM, no matter how strong your 
craving, no matter in what form you use tobacco, there is 
help for you. Just send postcard or letter for our Free Book. 
It explains everything. NEWELL PH ARM AC AL CO,, Dept, 
812 Clayton Station, St. Louis, Mo.

Tobacco Habit Cured er No Pay. Any form, cigars, cigarettes, 
pipe, chewing or snuff. Guaranteed. Harmless. Used by over 
600.000 people. Full treatment sent on trial. Costs $1.50 if it 
cures; nothing if it fails. Superba Co., N14. Baltimore, Md.

Reliable: aggressive agents needed to sell 
HOLLEY SUCTION AND FORCE PUMPS. USED IN CLEAR­
ING PLUGGED PLUMBING FIXTURES. SIZES FOB EVERY 
NLLII. READILY SALEABLE. AND SHOW GOOD PROFIT 
TO CONSISTENT WORKERS. THE HOLLEY IS PRICED 
BELOW COMPETITION AND OFFERS. AT THE SAME TIME. 
EXCEPTIONAL QUALITY. Worth-while lor worth-while men. 
ALERT PRODUCTS, INC.. DEPT. 0, HOLLEY, N. Y.

AGENTS: $13.80 DAILY (IN ADVANCE). Spare time will 
do. introduce 12 months Guaranteed Hosiery. 57 styles. 39 
colors, for Men. Women. Children. “Silk to the Top” Ladies’ 
Hose; Men’s Fancies. No capital or experience needed. We 
furnish samples. Silk hose for your own use free. NEW PLAN. 
MACOCHEE HOSIERY' COMPANY, Park 27026, Cincinnati, O.

AGENTS—$250 MONTH. RAINCOATS. ALL COLORS. 
YOUR CHOICE $2.65. PART TIME $2 HOUR. COMPLETE 
LINE CO PATTERNS, SILKS. SUEDES. TWEEDS. LEATHER- 
LYKE. OUTFIT SENT FREE POSTAGE PREPAID. WRITE 
COMER MFG. CO., DEPT. 421-L, DAYTON, O.

MAKE $45 TO $100 WEEKLY- -full or part time—and liberal 
bonus, selling BETTER QUALITY all-wool made-to-measure 
suits and overcoat*. Save $18.50 per suit. No experience neces­
sary. Commissions paid in advance. We furnish handsome larg- 

: swatch samples and complete instructions FREE. Write today! 
W. Z. GIBSON, 5t'0 Throop St., Dept. Z-499. Chicago.

SELLING LIKE BLAZES’ ALLIGATOR RAINCOATS. 
TRENCH, LEATHERETTES. ETC.; COMPLETE LINE 
RAINWEAR; NETS $85 WEEKLY. BIG FREE OUTFIT.
CONSUMERS MFG. CO., 724 ROOSEVELT. CHICAGO.

SALESMEN WANTED—Making smaller towns for live side 
line. Big hit. Pocket samples. Liberal commissions, paid when 
orders received. Good opiHirtunity for workers. BANKERS 
BUSINESS SERVICE, 22-A, Woodbury, New Jersey.

STRANGE BATTERY COMPOUND CHARGES BATTERIES 
INSTANTLY. GIVES NEW LIFE AND PEP. IMMENSE DE­
MAND. BIG PROFITS. GALLON FREE. LIGHTNING COM­
PANY. ST. PAUL, MINNESOTA.

DANCING BY MAIL
DANCING HOME STUDY. COMPLETE COURSE TEACH­

ERS AND DANCERS. TECHNIQUE, BALLET, CLOGGING, 
Musical Comedy, Finished Dances, Entire Course $5.00. 
HAINES MORTON SCHOOL, 1739 St. Charles, New Orleans, La.

HOW TO ENTERTAIN
( Plays, musical comedies and revues, minstrels, comedy and talk­
ing songs, blackface skits, vaudeville arts, monologs, dialogs, reci­
tations. entertainments, musical readings, make-up goods. Catalog 
free. T. S. Denison & Co., 623 So. Wabash, Dept. 43, Chicago.

MICHIGAN FARM LANDS FOR SALE
MONEY MADE IN MICHIGAN POTATOES. $10 DOWN 

NOW AND EASY TERMS BUYS LAND NEAR MARKETS, 
LAKES, STREAMS. WRITE TODAY. SWIG ART & CO., 
M-1276, FIRST NATIONAL BANK BUILDING, CHICAGO.

SONG AND POEM WRITERS
SONGWRITERS. I PAY’ CASH FOR POEMS AND STORIES

ACCEPTED. F. W. FORD, Suite 209, 311 Fifth Ave., New York.

STORIES WANTED
BIG DEMAND for Photoplay and Magazine Stories.

We revise, develop and copyright. Sell on commission. Estab- 
; lished 1917. Booklet on request. UNIVERSAL SCENARIO CO., 
। 409 Western and Santa Monica Bldg., Hollywood, California.

STAMPS AND COINS
OUR BOOKLET. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS, 

and 1,000 all different fine stamps for $1.00. 1928 Price List 
Free on Request. THE HOFFMAN STAMP CO., INC,, 18-20 
West 34th Street. New York.

Classified Advertising continued on page 6.



Blue Jg 
Corduroy
Sheep-lined with 

wide Shawl 
Lamb Collar

brings 
k it!

Men, here’s quality and 
value for you. Only 
$1.00 deposit with cou- 
pon below brings thisg^M^WivO 
favorite outdoor coat
to you on approval. MHBml 
Judge the material 
and workmanship for
yourself. Note the extra^^^^ |y 
fine quality narrow ribbed cordu-fe 
roy; the extra fine sheepskin pelts; || 
the wide shawl lamb collar. Coat E 
is full cut double breasted style.Jg 
Fastens with loops. Reinforced 
horsehide leather tipped Dock-ZwJg 
ets. Knitted wristlets. An^^M 
unusual value that can’t be 
beat for comfort and serv- MSUi 
ice. 36 inches long. Sizes Mm 
36 to 46. j ’ 1

Order by No. M-2F. Terms igM 
$1.00 with coupon, then, if IwmR 
satisfied, only $2.20a mnn.th.9ffg 
Total price only $13.95,

^^Special 
F Value

Only

$13.95
No

C. O. D. 
to Pay!

P Send for 
Free Catalog

6 Months to Pay
Why pay cash when we offer you “ 7”i" ” "9" "7'i " ■
this big bargain in such liberal ] Elmer Richards Co. 35th st. Chicago » 
terms. You’ll never miss the »1 enclose $1 deposit

n . 11 , , 3 Send Corduroy Coat ■small monthly payments—only 9 no. m-z f. Name............................... ■
$2.20 a month. Try it and see. “ size
Send only $1.00 deposit with coupon 3 If I am not’sati's'fied’i I
now. No risk (see coupon). s can return it and get Address-------------------------- _-------------------------- I

' 1 ' | my money back. Other- I
Send Only $1'22 Now! ■ monthJuntiUhave paid r q

■ ■ ■ ■ ■■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ J



Classified Advertising continued from page 4.

HELP AND INSTRUCTION

A Sensational Offer! I I 
Only SI.00 and you get 
the famous21-Tewel Studebaker I
Watch direct from factory. Bal- H
ance in easy monthly payments! . jKHBL 

Lowest named
on similar quality. You save
30$ to 50%. DOWN

21 JEWEL-Lxtra Thin
Studebaker

The Insured Watch
Ladies* Bracelet Watches, Men’s Strap Watches. 
Diamonds and Jewelry also sold on easy payments. 
This company is directed by the Studebaker Family 
of South Bend, known throughout the world for 
three-quarters of a century of fair dealing. 100,000 
satisfied customers. Send coupon at once for full 
Sarticulars of our amazing offer. Studebaker 21- 

ewel Watches have 8 adjustments—heat, cold, 
isochronism and 5 positions. An insurance policy is 
given free—insuring the watch for your lifetime!
WHITE FOR FREE CATALOG!

." * A copy of our beautiful, new, b!x-
color catalog will be sent Free to anyone sending the cou­
pon below. Shows 80 magnificent, new Art Beauty cases and 
dials. Latest designs in yellow gold, green gold and white 
gold effects. Exquisite thin models. Masterpieces of the 
watchmaker’s craft.

Special Offer; Watch Chain FREE
To those who write at once for free Catalog we will In- >£§9 
elude particulars of our special offer of an exquisite 
Watch Chain free. This offer is for a limited time 
only. Send coupon at once—before It expires.

Studebaker Watch Co.
Directed by the Studebaker Family—three- 

quarters of a century of fair dealing
KTCWVS, - DIAMONDS - JEWELRY 

Depth 1094 South Bend, Ind. 
Canadian Address: Windsor, Ont.

SPECIAL OFFER COUPON
STUDEBAKER WATCH COMPANY

Dept«N 1094South Bend. Indiana 
□ Please send "me your free Catalog of Advance 

Watch Styles and particulars of your $1 down offer 
|—| Please send mo Jewelry Catalog free.

Name............................. ......................................................

City or Post Office.

Stats.

WANTED. MEN—WOMEN, 18—55. TO QUALIFY FOR 
GOVERNMENT POSITIONS. $95—8250 MONTH. Permanent. 
Write, INSTRUCTION BUREAU, Dept. 198, St. Louis. Mo.

U. S. GOVERNMENT JOBS. $1260—$3400 year. Men—women, 
18—50. Steady work. Vacation. Experience usually unnecessary. 
Full particulars with sample coaching FREE. Write immediately 
—today. FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. K-l, Rochester, N. Y.

HELP WANTED-MALE
MEN—INTERESTED OBTAINING INFORMATION ABOUT 

WORK ROMANTIC. WEALTHY SOUTH AMERICA WRITE 
FOR FREE LIST. GOOD PAY. SOUTH AMERICAN SERVICE 
BUREAU, 14,600 ALMA, DETROIT. MICH.

HELP WANTED-FEMALE
WOMEN MAKE $9 DAILY WEARING AND SHOWING NEW 

INVENTION that prevents shoulder straps slipping. Real com­
fort at last! Free Sample Offer. LINGERIE “V” CO., 
16 Lake St., North Windham, Conn.

SONG POEMS
RELIABLE FIRM WANTS GOOD SONG TO CONTRACT 

FOR PUBLICATION. WRITE SONGS. MAKE MONEY. 
POEMS SET TO MUSIC. SONG WRITERS. AND COM­
POSERS. MAIL IN YOUR MANUSCRIPTS OR POEMS AT 
ONCE FOR OUR EXAMINATION. SEND $2.00. AND EIGHT 
OF OUR BEAUTIFUL SONGS. WITH OUR PROPOSITION. 
WILL THEN BE MAILED TO YOU POST PAID. MAYER & 
MAYER MUSIC PUBLISHING CO., Box 2403, Boston, Mass.

PATENT ATTORNEYS
PATENTS—Write for our free Guide Book. "How To Obtain 

A Patent" and Record of Invention Blank. Send model or 
■ketch and description of Invention for Inspection and Advice 
Free. Reasonable Terms. Prompt Service. Highest References. 
VICTOR J. EVANS 4 CO., 762 Ninth. Washington, D. C.

INVENTORS—WRITE FOR OUR GUIDE BOOK, " How to 
Get Your Patent," and evidence of invention blank. Send model 
or sketch for Inspection and Instructions Free. Terms reason­
able. RANDOLPH &. CO., Dept. 412, Washington, D. C.

PATENTS. BOOKLET FREE. HIGHEST REFERENCES. 
BEST RESULTS. PROMPTNESS ASSURED. SEND DRAW­
ING OR MODEL FOR EXAMINATION AND ADVICE. 
WATSON E. COLEMAN. REGISTERED PATENT LAWYER, 
724 NINTH STREET, WASHINGTON, D. C.



10 minutes

How many people you know end their 
colds with Bayer Aspirin! How often 
you’ve heard of its quick relief of sore 
throat and tonsilitis. No wonder mil­
lions use it to conquer colds, neuralgia, 
rheumatism; and the aches and pains 
that go with them. The wonder is that 
anyone still worries through a winter 
without these tablets! Friends have 
told you Bayer Aspirin is marvelous; 
doctors have declared it has no effect 
on the heart. All drugstores.

©\SPIRIN
Aspirin is the trade mark of Bayer Manufacture 

of Monoaceticacidester of Salicylicacid

WONDER 
GEMS

Compare these 
with any

$100.00 DIAMOND RING
on the market

Your monel; 6ac£, if not satisfied.

A Sparkling Fountain of Brilliancy 
nesting in a basket design setting of 10 & 14 1c. 
Solid White Gold mounting, creating passion­
ate admiration from every one. Designed 
especially for the up-to-the-minute La­
dies. You will love them 1 Send measure of finger 
with order. Address —

MID-WEST JEWELRY CO.
SPRINGFIELD, ILL.

“Mary and I had been married four years, but we couldn’t 
save a cent. Fact is, we were constantly in debt and I was 
always worried for fear I would lose my position.

“Then one night I saw that something must' be done, so I 
told Mary I was going to take up a course with the Inter­
national Correspondence Schools. ‘I’ve been hoping you would 
do that,’ she said. ‘I know you can earn more money if you 
really try.’

“So I started studying after supper at night, in the spare 
time that used to go to waste. It wasn’t hard and pretty soon 
I began to see it was helping me in my work. In three 
months a new position was open and the Boss said he’d give 
me a chance at it because he’d heard I was studying with 
the I. C. S.

“Well, that was the start. Before the end of the year I 
received another raise in salap" and we began to save a little 
each week. We’ve got $500 in the bank now and we’re going 
to have a lot more soon. The Boss says he’s going to give me 
a still better position if I keep on studying with the I. C. S.”

For thirty-five years the International Correspondence Schools 
have been helping men to win promotion, to earn more money, to 
get ahead in business and in life.

You, too, can have the position you want in the work you like 
best. Yes, you can.

At least, find out how by marking and mailing the coupon 
printed below. It doesn’t cost you a penny or obligate you in 
any way to do tills, but It may be the means of changing your 
entire life. Do it now.

Mail This Coupon for Free Booklet
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 

“The Universal University”
Box 2241-D, Scranton, Penna.

Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your book­
let, “Who Wins and Why,” and full particulars about the subject 
before which I have marked X in the list below:

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
□ Business Management
□ Industrial Management
□ Personnel Management
□ Traffic Management
□ Accounting and C. P. A. 

Coaching
□ Cost Accounting
□ Bookkeeping
□ Secretarial Work
□ Spanish □French

TECHNICAL AND
□ Electrical Engineering
□ Electric Lighting
□ Mechanical Engineer

B Mechanical DraftsmanMachine Shop Practice
□ Railroad Positions
□ Gas Engine Operating
□ Civil Engineer □ Mining
□ Surveying and Mapping
□ Plumbing and Heating
□ Steam Engineering

□ Salesmanship
F Advertising

Business Correspondence
□ Show Card and Sign Lettering

B Stenography and Typing
English □ Civil Service

□ Railway Mail Clerk
□ Common School Subjeots
□ High School Subjects
□ illustrating □ Cartooning

INDUSTRIAL COURSES

S Architect
Architects' Blueprints

□ Contractor and Builder
□ Architectural Draftsman
□ Concrete Builder
□ Structural Engineer
□ Chemistry □ Pharmacy
□ Automobile Work
□ Airplane Engines
□ Agriculture □ Navigation
□ Mathematics □ Radio

Name............................................. ............................................................

Street Address......................................................................................-•
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home again . . .
Five o’clock. Home you come, a little 
fagged, a little chilled, at the end of a 
winter’s day.

Then up to the welcoming white tub 
and the warmth of a tropical sea!

The world may whistle shrill and bleak 
without, but snugly within the bath­
room mounts the gentle steam! Drift care­
free . . . while contentment seeps to the 
fingertips and the cold prickles melt quite 
away.

Into an outstretched hand floats a cake 

of gleaming Ivory Soap. Generously it 
furnishes foam as light as a cloud, as 
comforting as summer sunshine! Then as 
the lazy body sinks down into the water 
again, each tiny bubble lightly swishes 
away—leaving you warm, relaxed and 
pleasant-tempered.

Ivory’s ready foam soothes and pleases 
the most sensitive skin. Isn’t it the uni­
versal baby soap? Ivory just seems to be 
a pleasant habit millions of Americans 
never outgrow!

. . . kind to everything it touches • 994%OO % Pure • "It floats”
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■■tune strained her eyes for a further glimpse of the monster

The Girl in the Moon
Out of the sky it came, a flaming meteor with a strange cargo—bringing 

in its fiery train a startling adventure and oddly tangled destinies

By GARRET SMITH
Author of “ You'vt Killed Privacy,” ” Thirty Year* Late,” etc.

CHAPTER I.
THE BLAZING METEOR.

FROM the dark bungalow porch 
silently slipped a dim shadow 
form and sped across the grassy 

slope toward the brink of the low bluff 
overlooking the sea. A moment this 
eerie spirit of midnight paused on the 
rocky verge. The white graceful out- 

1 A i 

line of a slender girl’s figure was sil­
houetted against the star-lit sky.

At her feet the slumbering Atlantic 
gurgled drowsily as the flood tide 
swept around the islet. Somewhere 
over the water a bell buoy tolled monot­
onous warning. Then, just before the 
beam of the lighthouse on the mainland 
threw its spotlight upon her, she 
swayed forward and dived.



Sea fowl, roused from slumber by 
the sound of her clean-cut plunge, 
squawked raucously. There was a 
rustle of wavelets against the rocks, 
followed by the rhythmic splash of a 
strong swimmer, as the young woman 
bobbed to the surface and struck boldly 
out into open water.

“Tom! What’s that?” came a 
startled feminine voice from the 
bungalow. “Tom, wake up!”

There was a rumble of protest in 
slumberous masculine tones.

“Tom Medridge! Wake up, I tell 
you!” the first voice repeated, a voice 
middle-aged and wifely, a voice of one 
having authority. “ There’s some one 
landing on the island.”

A light flashed on. From the bun­
galow emerged a second figure and 
headed toward the rock point, followed 
a moment later by a third. Mrs. Med­
ridge overtook her spouse as he reached 
the edge of the little bluff and clung to 
his arm shivering.

“ Sounds like a man swimming,” he 
whispered. “Who’s that?” he de­
manded in a loud tone.

The swimming ceased. There came 
to them a mellow gurgle of mirth from 
that direction.

“ Why, hello, dad!” called the girl. 
“ Don’t be alarmed, old dear. This is 
your only child, naked and un­
ashamed.”

“Anne Medridge!” gasped her 
mother. “ You shameless girl! What 
are you up to now? Yrou come right 
in this instant.”

The wifely voice had turned mater­
nal and lost a little of its authority. 
It was echoed by a fresh gurgle of glee 
out of the sea. A swish, a swirl and 
Anne turned over on her back. Secure 
under her plush mantle of darkness, 
she floated dreamily up and down on 
the swells.

“ No, momsy, I can’t come till 
I’ve had my swim out,” she replied 
coolly when she had herself adjusted to 
her satisfaction.

“You needn’t worry, though. It’s 

quite safe and frightfully decent. I’ve 
done it nearly every night since we’ve 
been here while you were sleeping the 
sleep of a righteous chaperon.

“ I’ve got to have a little freedom 
and privacy once in awhile, something 
to wash out the taste of those deadly 
afternoons and evenings over at the 
Club. Trying to horn into a bunch of 
snobs where I’m not wanted! I’m hop­
ing some hi-jacker will come along and 
kidnap me. I’d like to be a lady pirate. 
Wouldn't that give the rocking chair 
fleet an objective! Dear! Dear!”

“ You terrible girl!” wailed her 
mother. “ That's all the thanks I get 
for trying to arrange advantages for 
you! If you don’t come in at once 
we’ll go back to town to-morrow.”

“ Is that a promise, darling?” the 
imperturbable young woman asked. 
“ Lack to the apartment and the Y. W. 
tank! Well, it couldn’t be more stupid 
than this. Y’ou know it wasn’t I who 
kidded the Brewsters into letting us be 
glorified caretakers of their cottage. 
I’m no little sister of the rich. I—oh, 
look! Look! In the sky back of you! 
A perfectly wonderful meteor!”

ANNE swung upright treading 
water to get a better view of the 
fiery apparition that had sud­

denly invaded the midnight sky. It 
was halfway between the eastern hori­
zon and the zenith when Anne caught 
sight of it, a long tail of light in its 
wake, and mounting with almost light­
ning speed. It was a giant among 
shooting stars, seemingly almost a 
comet in size and many times as bril­
liant, like a comet about to collide with 
earth.

But as it neared the zenith it became 
evident that its nearness to earth was 
no mere illusion. The roar of its pas­
sage reached their ears, first a remote 
hissing, increasing to a snoring rumble, 
till it passed over their heads in a 
thunderous tumult like a mountain 
cataract.

Under the light of it the little island 



stood out clearly as at noonday, the 
man and woman on the bluff looking up 
half paralyzed with terror, forgetting 
their extreme dishabille. The girl lay 
back inert on the surface of the water, 
lost in the wonder of the spectacle.

Then suddenly the mammoth rocket 
did a strange thing, belying all recorded 
history of the habits of meteors. A 
little beyond the island it seemed to 
slow down in its swift straight course 
toward the mainland. The next in­
stant it veered sharply to the left and 
swooped back and down toward them 
in a wide curve. Three times it 
spiraled about the little ridge of rocks, 
dropping lower with each circuit and 
drawing in closer to the breathless 
watchers.

With the last circuit it passed direct­
ly over the roof of the bungalow and 
barely missed the wooded summit 
beyond. Mrs. Medridge screamed and 
went limp in her husband’s arms. There 
was an echoing scream in the bungalow 
from the Medridge's maid of all work, 
who had evidently just awakened.

Anne again swung upright in the 
water, straining her eyes for a further 
glimpse of the monster.

She had just made up her mind that 
it had dived into the sea beyond her 
range of vision when she was blinded 
for an instant by a great glaring eye 
flashing out from behind the point of 
rock and coming directly toward her, 
almost on the surface of the sea. In­
stinctively she whirled and dived. She 
was not an instant too quick. She felt 
rather than heard a terrific impact on 
the water where her head had been a 
moment before.

A giant hand seemed to seize her and 
toss her out into the open air. She 
fell back into the heaving waves and 
righted herself just in time to see the 
flashing light, a long shadowy form be­
hind it, bounce twice over the surface 
of the water and then finally sink.

“Anne! Anne!”
Her father’s terrified voice aroused 

her from her daze of amazement.

“ All right, dad! Coming.”
Her own voice was tremulous now. 

With the peril over, she realized she 
was frightened herself.

“ Hurry,” called her father. “ Your 
mother has fainted.”

“ Yes, dad. Be there in a second.”
She pulled herself together and 

struck out for the shore. Then sud­
denly she stopped and listened. Had 
her overwrought nerves tricked her 
imagination? No. She heard it dis­
tinctly this time, only a few rods away, 
seemingly from the very spot where the 
meteor had at last disappeared, the 
faint voice of a man in pain.

“Help! Help! Quick!”

ONLY an instant Anne hesitated, 
while she got the bearings of the 
voice.

“All right!” she called. “Coming. 
Dad, somebody’s hit out there. I'm 
going to help them,” she added.

She took a dozen swift overhand 
strokes, then paused again.

" Where are you?” she called.
“ Right here.” the voice came back 

to her again. Now it was only a few 
yards away. She could hear the sound 
of some one struggling in the water. A 
moment later she bumped against a 
squirming body and sheered off just in 
time to escape the frantic clutch of a 
heavy hand that barely grazed her 
shoulder yet jarred her whole sensitive 
body and filled her with a momentary 
chill of horror.

But she recovered instantly and 
whirled about. There was a choking 
gurgle immediately in front of her. 
She reached out cautiously and her 
fingers closed in a shaggy mat of hair. 
Again a thrashing arm beat against 
her. She slipped out of its reach and, 
treading water behind the struggling 
body, drew the head to the surface.

“ You’re all right now. Lie still,” 
she commanded.

Her voice reached the man’s panic- 
stricken senses and he obeyed, becom­
ing inert in the water, and after a 



moment of choking effort finding his 
voice.

“ Broke an arm when we fell,” he 
gasped. “ Two more in there.”

Without stopping to puzzle over this 
mysterious thing, Anne went into swift 
action. If there were two other vic­
tims she had no time to waste. She 
could count on no assistance from her 
ineffective, half invalid father or her 
hysterical mother. She guided the 
man’s uncrippled hand to her shoulder.

“ Just lie quiet in the water and hang 
on,” she ordered, and struck out for 
the shore.

A few minutes later she pulled the 
half-limp figure out on the beach.

“ I’ve got one,” she called to her 
father, who had turned his wife over 
to the maid and was returning to the 
shore with a flash light. “ There are 
two more out there. You look out 
for this one,” she added, and plunged 
in again.

“ Hello, out there!” she hailed as she 
swam hesitantly in the direction of her 
previous course as nearly as she could 
guess it. But there was no answer. 
She pushed out for several rods, calling 
as she went, then paused and listened.

There was no sound in reply but the 
soft lapping of the water and the dis­
tant tolling of the bell buoy. Again 
and again she hailed without results. 
She had lost her bearings completely 
now, except as the dim outline of the 
little island bulked against the sky be­
hind her in the periodical flash from the 
distant lighthouse. She had probably 
drifted far away from the spot where 
the men had been hit.

It occurred to her now to wonder 
just what had happened. Probably 
three men prowling about the island in 
a boat and hit or capsized by the 
meteor. Bootleggers or hi-jackers or 
worse, perhaps. She recalled now the 
hairy, sinewy arm of the man she had 
rescued and his unkempt mat of hair, 
her only dear impressions of him. His 
choking words had been too few and 
indistinct to add anything.

She thought of her helpless father 
and mother back there on the island 
with him. Perhaps he was not as far 
gone as he seemed. She might have 
done better to let him drown. But the 
distant rumble of her father’s voice on 
the shore partially reassured her. He 
had something important to do now 
and was alternately issuing orders to 
the maid and shouting inquiries to 
Anne as to her safety.

But where were the other two vic­
tims? “In there,” the first man had 
said. In what? The boat perhaps. 
She swam around slowly in a wide 
circle, calling in vain.

Finally she gave it up reluctantly 
and turned back toward the shore. She 
realized suddenly that she had been ex­
hausting her strength and that further 
effort might be dangerous as well as 
useless. Then she bumped sharply 
against some hard, bulky object just 
awash of the surface.

Anne knew the waters around the 
island well. There were no outlying 
rocks on this side of the island, only 
a low sandbar some two hundred feet 
offshore, partially exposed at low tide. 
Her next thought was that this might 
be the bottom of an overturned boat 
resting on the bar. If so it had a 
metal hull, as her exploring touch told 
her. This was what the first victim 
had meant by “ in there.”

SHF, let herself down in the water 
beside it, hoping to get footing on 
the bar, but it was high tide and 

too deep for her. The heavy metal 
mass resisted her feeble efforts to 
right it. Possibly, she thought, a little 
air had been imprisoned under the 
overturned hull. The shipwrecked men 
might still be alive.

Next she tried pulling herself down 
under water in an attempt to reach up 
under the gunwale. To her bewilder­
ment, she found no gunwale, only a 
smooth continuation of metal casing. 
It gave her the impression of being a 
small submarine.



Now, completely exhausted for the 
moment, she drew herself up on the 
wreck in despair. There seemed to be 
nothing she could do but rest till she 
dared risk the swim back to the island.

But at that it occurred to her, for 
the first time, to try tapping signals on 
the metal. She beat on the surface 
beside her with all the force she could 
put back of her knuckles, then listened.

There was an answering tap!
Anne's heart leaped with relief. She 

gave a final reassuring signal.
“ All right,” she called, “ I’m getting 

help."’
And as she did so, she realized how 

futile it was. Of course they could 
not hear her voice. And by the time 
she sailed the dinghy over to the main­
land and brought men back they would 
be smothered. But she would make 
every possible effort. Then as she 
started to slip off into the water, she 
gave a startled scream and clutched at 
the slippery surface for support.

A section of the metal on which she 
sat had thrust upward and a hand 
reached out and clutched her arm.

“That you, Sutton?” demanded a 
man’s voice. “ Just in time. Colby’s 
all in. Help me with him. I’m pretty 
groggy myself.”

In the momentary flash from the 
lighthouse she saw dimly a man stand­
ing beside her, dragging a limp figure 
through a hole in the wreck.

Sutton must be the man she had 
rescued and Colby the helpless one. The 
face of the ’speaker, she judged, was 
that of a young man. Both face and 
voice belied her momentary fear of hi­
jackers.

“ No, I’m not Sutton,” she told him. 
“ I took him ashore. Can you swim ?”

“Good Lord! A woman!” he ex­
claimed. “ I’m afraid I can’t swim 
far. I got a bad welt on the head, and 
this man’s insensible."’

“ You’ll have to hold him there then 
till I can get a boat out here,” she told 
him. “ I won’t be long.”

Anne swam swiftly ashore and 

slipped into her room by way of the 
window without exposing herself. She 
pulled on a dress and shoes and 
presented herself to her family in the 
living room, where her father, with the 
dubious assistance of the maid, was 
applying his idea of first aid to a big, 
swarthy, ill-favored man, evidently 
Sutton, while her mother fluttered 
about hysterically.

“ Oh, there you are, young woman,” 
she squealed, pouncing on Anne. “ It’s 
a wonder you had the grace to cover 
yourself! Pretty mess you’ve got us 
into! Help your father now. He 
has no more idea of setting an arm than 
a pussycat, and I can’t get any sense 
into his head.”

Anne ignored her.
“ Dad, we’ll have to take the boat 

out to the wreck. There are two men 
there badly injured."'

The invalid was eying her intently.
“ So you are the young woman who 

pulled me in? Thanks,” he said with 
an effort to make a gruff voice sound 
gracious. Instinctively Anne disliked 
him, but she saw that he was not the 
uncouth ruffian of her first snap judg­
ment.

“ Don't mention it,” she replied 
briefly, and hurried out to that wharf 
followed by her agitated father.

It was the work of only a few min­
utes to row over to the wreck and 
bring in the other two survivors. The 
man called Colby came to his senses a 
few moments after he was deposited 
on the divan in the bungalow living 
room. Anne gave a little gasp of ad­
miration as she looked at him. He 
was as handsome as Sutton was ugly, 
a blond giant of a man. but with an 
aristocratic face suggesting something 
of the scholar. He was not much over 
thirty, she would judge.

“Gage, are you there?” were his 
first words.

“ Right here, sir.”
The third member of the party came 

forward. He was the man Anne had 
first seen emerging from the wreck, 



dragging- Colby after him. Nice but 
nondescript, Anne classified him, a 
man slightly younger than the other 
two, and of a modest, retiring manner. 
He had quietly bandaged his own head 
and kept out of the way till now.

“ Where are we and what time is 
it?” Colby asked, eagerly trying to rise.

“ You’re about thirty miles north of 
Portland on a little island two miles 
offshore,” Anne told him. “ It’s just 
two o’clock now. It was about one 
when you landed.”

“Do you mean Portland, Maine?” 
he asked. “ You see. our instruments 
went bad and we had to go by guess 
the last hour.”

“ Portland, Maine, of course,” Anne 
told him wonderingly.

“ Do you hear that, Gage, Sutton ? 
I told you we were making the North 
American coast. And one o’clock, eh ? 
Let’s see. Allowing for difference in 
time that would be just three hours 
since we left. Hear that, you fellows? 
Made exactly the time we calculated 
on. Now will they call me a mad 
dreamer?” Colby was wildly elated.

The Medridges listened wonderingly 
to this talk. It sounded a little ram­
bling to them, but the man’s com­
panions seemed to be taking him seri­
ously.

“ Have you come far?” Anne asked 
politely.

“ As far as one can on earth,” Colby 
said. “ From the Plain of Irquits in 
Central Asia. Halfway round the 
earth in three hours.”

CHAPTER II.
THE METEOR'S FLIGHT.

At this startling announcement of 
their uninvited guest, Mrs. Med- 

k ridge snorted indignantly and 
her husband blinked with surprise, 
then chuckled feebly at what he evi­
dently took to be a display of ill-chosen 
humor. But Colby had addressed 
Anne and she paid him the courtesy 

of giving him the benefit of the doubt. 
She studied his face for a moment. 
There was enthusiasm, but there was 
intelligent sanity as well.

In the eyes of his companions was 
the same look, that of men who risked 
their lives in a great cause and had 
won gloriously. The other two caught 
something of her questioning look. 
Sutton nodded agreement with Colby.

“ That’s right,” he said. “ Made a 
little better than four thousand miles 
an hour for three hours straight.”

“ And we could have kept right on 
around the world if our powder hadn’t 
given out. Could have gone to the 
moon and back, for that matter,” Colby 
spoke up. “ We were well out of the 
earth’s atmosphere a good half the 
way. Our instruments will prove that 
if they’re not broken.”

“ Perhaps you don't realize that this 
is Mr. Morton Colby,” Gage suggested.

“Oh!” Anne exclaimed, suddenly 
understanding why there had been 
something familiar about that hand­
some face. She had seen it many times 
in the papers, of course.

“ What! Morton Colby, the avia­
tor ?” shouted Tom Medridge, sudden­
ly dropping his deprecatory smile.

“ Exactly,” said Gage, “ and the in­
ventor of the greatest flier yet, the one 
that lies wrecked out there in the sea 
at the present moment.”

Mrs. Medridge’s skeptical indigna­
tion turned to bewilderment again. 
Her knowledge of current aviation his­
tory was very vague, but she had a 
suspicion that she was entertaining a 
lion unawares and was not quite cer­
tain whether a flying lion was ait fait 
in the social world.

“ Oh, we’re so glad to have you here. 
Mr. Colby,” she chanced. “ So sorry 
for your accident. You and your men 
must rest here till you're quite well. 
Tom, you must arrange to get a doc­
tor and nurse here at once. Mary, get 
the guest rooms ready for the gentle­
men.”

“ Thanks a lot,” Colby told her.



“ but, if you don’t mind, the first thing 
is to get the news through to the pa­
pers. What are our chances to-night? 
We don’t have to consider cost at 
all.”

At that Anne took matters in hand 
again.

“ It will cost only the price of a 
motor boat for an hour or so and the 
telegraph tolls,” she said. “ I happen 
to be a stenographer by trade, though 
not working at it at present. Suppose 
you dictate your story to me while 
father rows over to the village on the 
mainland, arranges for a wire at the 
railroad station where I know they 
have a night man, and brings a doctor 
back in a hired launch. Then I’ll take 
my notes back in the launch and dictate 
direct to the wire. Wc can have it off 
to the papers by three thirty if you can 
dictate your story rapidly.”

Colby gratefully accepted the sugges­
tion and Tom Medridge, adding a col­
lar and tie to his hasty toilet, bustled 
off importantly in the only craft the 
islet afforded. Anne got a pad of note 
paper and pencil and proceeded to 
business.

From the speed and fluency with 
which Colby dictated his story of in­
vention and air adventure, his own 
biography included, it would appear 
that he had his publicity pretty well 
in mind beforehand and was no novice 
in the art. His two companions sat 
by and listened intently as the story un­
folded, ready with suggestions, but 
were seldom called upon.

Anne, as she transcribed, was in­
creasingly conscious that the eyes of 
Colby and Sutton rested on her face 
almost continuously. In Colby’s gaze 
she read respectful admiration, but the 
burning black eyes of the other man 
were inscrutable.

She was first baffled, then annoyed 
by them. It was a relief to steal an 
occasional glance at, the shy counte­
nance of Gage who kept his gaze avert­
ed except for an occasional look in her 
direction, purely impersonal, almost un­

interested, it seemed. She decided that 
he was a comfortable young man, 
though not at all thrilling.

Anne Medridge was not unused to 
masculine admiration which her fresh 
beauty highly merited. So far she had 
not proved susceptible to any man in 
particular. Her mother’s numerous 
matrimonial campaigns in her behalf, 
and the ardent pursuit of several young 
eligibles, had left her unmoved.

But now she found herself unusually 
thrilled by the personality of Alorton 
Colby, as well as by the astounding 
story he unfolded. Even the touch of 
egotism he displayed in his account was 
robbed of offensiveness by the merit of 
his achievements.

COLBY had just graduated from an 
engineering school when the 
World War broke out. He had 

enlisted in the French army as an avia­
tor and there had met Gage and Sut­
ton. The three had become fast 
friends. All had distinguished them­
selves in the service, and after the war 
took up commercial aviation together. 
Colby had kept himself more or less 
in the limelight ever since, both by his 
inventions and the establishment of 
several new flying records.

A year before this he had created a 
fresh sensation by setting a new alti­
tude record in a machine of his own 
devising, the secret of which he had 
not revealed. Shortly after that he 
and his two partners had disappeared 
from sight.

Now, for the first time, Colby was 
revealing the secret of that year. They 
had sought out a remote spot in the in­
terior of Asia with tools and material, 
where they could experiment in priva­
cy, perfecting this new type of plane 
without danger of having their unpa­
tented devices stolen or their work dis­
credited by premature publicity.

The basic principle was not new. It 
was the rocket idea, on wfflich inven­
tors had been working for some years, 
but so far without practical success, 



though the German experiments in 
1928 with the rocket device attached 
to an automobile had attracted wide 
attention. But popular faith had been 
considerably shaken by the explosion 
of the car during a test.

At last Colby and his fellow-work­
ers had completed the big rocket in 
which they had just landed in a stream 
of fire from halfway around the world 
and had nearly lost their lives. After 
a few successful short flights they had 
been ready for the big spectacle and 
the announcement of their achievement 
to the world.

“ We took pains to have our start 
properly witnessed and reported,” 
Colby paused in his dictation to ex­
plain here. “ That is why I am anxious 
to get off to-night the story of our ar­
rival. By now every news agency in 
the world will have the wires hot with 
inquiries at to our whereabouts.

“ I brought the nearest American 
consul and an intelligent native official 
over to our field in a plane to watch 
the start and take the news to the out­
side world. Just before we took off 
they signed an affidavit which I have 
with me, certifying to the time and 
place of our departure.”

The flight itself, however, had been 
practically devoid of incident until a 
half hour before their drop into the 
sea at its end. Comfortably inclosed 
in the hermetically sealed cylinder body 
of the plane, well heated and supplied 
with air from an oxygen tank, they 
might have been taking a brief ride in 
a closed automobile during the first 
two-thirds of the trip: a ride over a 
perfect roadbed at that. Hydraulic 
shock-absorbers between the rocket­
tubes and the sealed fusilage protected 
them from the shock and roar of the 
propelling explosions.

“ The crucial moment, both from the 
standpoint of comfort and safety, is at 
the start of the flight.” Colby ex­
plained. “ You see, our plane has no 
motor and propeller aboard. It is 
driven by a succession of powder ex­

plosions in gunlike tubes projecting 
from the stern, like a giant rocket.

“ Without my special starting device 
it would start with a jerk, almost like 
a shell from a cannon. The shock 
might kill the occupants. On my first 
successful test before I invented the 
starter, I recorded our speed at the end 
of seventeen seconds from a standing 
start. We were making thirteen hun­
dred and twelve feet a second or nine 
hundred miles an hour. Thirty-five 
seconds later I took it again and we 
had doubled that speed, doing almost 
two thousand miles an hour. Then I 
had to quit and volplane back to earth. 
I was all in from the shock. Took me 
two days to get over it.

“ But when we took off to-night we 
did the first mile on a track on the top 
of a fast motor truck. That gave us 
a gradual and easy pick-up, but a swift 
one. We left the truck and the track 
at the end of the mile going at two 
hundred miles an hour. At that speed 
we took the impulse of the first ex­
plosion easily. We shot up at an angle 
of seventy degrees. Ninety seconds 
later our altimeter recorded a height 
of thirty-one miles. Fortunately the 
air below us was clear. I took sights 
on the earth’s surface and found we 
were making forty-four hundred and 
seventy-one miles an hour, and were 
already over fifty miles from the start­
ing point.”

Anne Medridge thrilled to the tips 
of her swift-moving fingers as the nar­
rative unfolded. Her mother sat 
breathless. Even Sutton who had been 
pacing the floor nursing the pain in 
his broken arm paused at length and 
listened intently to his associate’s vivid 
description of the experience they had 
shared together. Only the shy Gage 
seemed unmoved. He sat by himself 
in a corner of the room studying his 
chief's face at intervals, his own coun­
tenance immobile.

Once Anne glanced his way and 
wondered briefly at his seeming lack of 
interest. But Colby’s next words tore 



her away again and she forgot Gage’s 
very presence till the end of the story.

AND Colby himself forgot his au- 
dience as he lived over again the 
momentous experience. First 

the map of Asia, then of Europe, un­
folded swiftly below him. The plane 
had continued on up and passed out 
over the Atlantic at fifty miles altitude, 
maintaining that height till a half hour 
before the descent.

They had left the opposite side of 
the earth in mid-Asia at ten o’clock in 
the morning. That would be ten 
o’clock at night on the coast of Maine. 
He had intended putting off at dawn, 
arriving over New York City three 
hours later, at what would be early 
evening there when he could attract the 
most attention. But there had been 
innumerable small delays at the start.

Over mid-Europe, they passed 
through a brief sunset and into dark­
ness of night. Low clouds obscured 
the Atlantic when they reached it and 
they had to take their course purely by 
the stars and the gyroscopic compass. 
They began descending preparatory to 
landing. In a little over half an hour 
more, they expected to be across the 
ocean.

Then they found themselves in a fog­
bank and almost at the same instant the 
compass went out of commission. 
From there on they steered by dead 
reckoning. At their terrific speed it 
was possible to get far off the course 
in a few minutes. They found, too, 
that their powder supply had been ex­
hausted much faster than they had cal­
culated and it would be necessary to 
make a safe landing soon.

When they sighted the light on the 
Maine coast soon after emerging from 
the fog bank, they could only guess 
that it was somewhere on the Amer­
ican continent. But their search light 
revealed a narrow strip x>f high rocky 
coast and seemingly endless miles of 
unbroken forest, no safe place to land.

So they swung sharply about, pre­

paratory to dropping in shoal water. 
At that they sighted the Medridges’ 
island and made for it, believing that 
it would be safer. Then something 
seemed to have gone wrong.

“ We were making the last spiral be­
fore landing,” Colby went on. “ I or­
dered Sutton to fire the forward tube. 
That is intended, by back-firing, to slow 
down the speed of the plane so that it 
will land easily. It didn’t go off for 
some reason. The machine pitched 
violently just before we struck. I was 
hit on the head and wasn’t conscious 
again until I found myself here. You 
gentlemen can supply the rest.”

Gage and Sutton looked at each other 
inquiringly. Some secret communica­
tion seemed to pass between them, 
Anne thought. Finally it was Gage, 
the silent, who spoke first:

“ I was knocked out about the same 
time,” he said. “ I barely knew when 
we struck. The next thing I knew Sut­
ton was opening the hatchway. I saw 
one of his arms was hanging limp and 
I helped him a little. A lot of water 
rushed in and I thought we might be 
sunk deep. I yelled to him to go for 
help if he escaped and then I pushed 
him through and slammed down the 
hatch.

“The ship was half full of water 
then. I held Captain Colby’s head 
above water till I heard the young 
lady’s signals, then I pushed the hatch 
open again. That's all I know.”

He paused and regarded Sutton once 
more. It seemed to Anne that the lat­
ter was reluctant to speak.

“ I don’t know much more,” he said 
finally. “ I was thrown against some­
thing and broke my arm. I saw Colby 
and Gage were senseless, so I decided 
to make a try to get help. I slipped 
off into deep water when I got out and 
with my broken arm couldn't seem to 
get back to the wreck again. I got 
confused as to direction then and was 
nearly all in when the young lady 
caught me.”

Colby was studying him intently.



Gage’s eyes were on the floor now. It 
seemed to Anne that there was almost 
a glare of defiance in the look that 
Sutton gave back to the captain.

She was puzzling over it as her fin­
gers automatically took down Colby's 
concluding statement. Without know­
ing just why, she felt little chills of 
horror pass through her. Several times 
the sensation recurred as she glanced 
up now and then at the men around 
her.

Sutton and Colby were no longer 
looking at her, but stared at each other 
in a steady, unwavering gaze. Only 
once again did she look in Gage's di­
rection. This time her eye caught his. 
And for a fleeting instant she fancied 
she saw in his face a look of mute 
suffering and appeal.

What had really happened aboard 
the rocket plane in that last few min­
utes before the nearly fatal plunge? 
She was still puzzling over it as she 
gathered up her notes and went out 
into the night to take the hired motor 
boat for the mainland.

Sutton stood by the door staring in­
tently after her vanishing form. At 
the other end Colby and Gage sat close 
together, watching Sutton.

“ What had we better do about it?" 
Gage whispered, nodding toward Sut­
ton.

Colby was silent for a moment.
“ Nothing at present," he said finally. 

“ He knows too much. Just let him 
think we know nothing. A remarkably 
fine young woman, that little Miss 
Medridge," he added, abruptly chang­
ing the subject.

CHAPTER HI. 
gage’s ultimatum.

ANNE returned at dawn with a 
. wrecking tug which she had 
k chartered at Colby's directions, 

after getting his story on the wire and 
making sure it was in time for extra 
editions of the morning papers.

The castaways were waiting for her 
at the little dock. Sutton had suffered 
even greater pain after the process of 
setting his arm and had not slept, but 
he insisted on watching the work of 
rescuing the plane from the sandbar. 
Colby and Gage had slept almost as 
little, but they seemed no worse for 
their temporary knockouts.

The tide was out now and the wreck 
was entirely exposed. At a little dis­
tance it looked not much different from 
an ordinary flying boat, except that 
there was no propeller in evidence and 
a series of tubes like large rifles pro­
truded from under her rudder.

Closer inspection showed other 
marked differences. In place of the 
propeller shaft in the nose there was 
another of the powder tubes, the one 
Colby had spoken of as being used to 
slow down the speed of the plane while 
landing by firing a reverse charge.

The metal wings were hollow and 
served as tanks for liquid oxygen. 
Radiators connected with the firing­
tubes kept the fusilage warm. There 
was a powerful little storage battery 
for light and auxiliary heat when nec­
essary.

The fusila&e had a ti^ht inner shell 
separated by three inches from the out­
er skin, with the hydraulic shock ab­
sorbers in between. The little cabin 
was comfortably fitted with collapsible 
chairs, tables, and bunks. Half a dozen 
passengers could have ridden com­
fortably.

The pilot was protected by a glass 
dome over his head and could look 
out below through a plate glass window 
in the floor at his feet. The tubes were 
fired automatically by a contrivance 
which fed cartridges into them as if it 
were an ordinary machine gun.

Anne watched the work of salvage 
with intense and intelligent interest. 
She had a mind for mechanics and her 
pertinent questions steadily increased 
Colby’s respect and admiration for her. 
He took pleasure in giving her ex­
tensive explanations.



Anne was still puzzling over the mys­
tery of what had happened in the plane 
as it fell. The attitude of the three men 
toward each other continued to baffle 
her. Gage and Sutton seemed to ig­
nore each other almost studiously. 
Gage’s attitude toward Colby was re­
spectfully deferential and the pair con­
ferred together frequently.

Colby seemed to value the judgment 
of the other man highly. He was 
equally careful to consult Sutton, but 
his manner toward the latter was quite 
different. It was more that of a man 
seeking to conciliate another whom he 
feared. Sutton in his turn answered 
mostly in gruff monosyllables and con­
tributed nothing valuable in the way of 
advice.

Anne found her admiration for Col­
by growing, but there was something 
about him, too. that baffled her. She 
was unable to analyze her feelings, but 
she found herself intuitively on her 
guard.

The plane had barely been lifted to 
the deck of the barge when a launch 
full of newspaper men arrived. At last 
Mrs. Medridge awakened fully to the 
fact that she had a real lion in tow. 
Also, after listening to a few questions 
from the young news hounds, she gath­
ered that Colby was not merely an av­
iation hero, but a member of a highly 
eligible family of eminent financial 
standing. Thereupon she at once 
launched a new matrimonial campaign.

She called Anne in from the barge 
where the reporters were still exam­
ining the plane and bullied her into a 
new morning gown, then started the 
maid to preparing refreshments and 
dressed herself most elaborately. Tom 
Medridge was routed out of his com­
fortable togs into flannels and sent to 
invite the visitors in.

Anne felt a sick sensation at these 
manifestations. Ordinarily she would 
have rebelled. But she left the float 
readity enough to escape the embarrass­
ment of listening to Colby’s eulogy of 
her heroism in saving him and his com­

panions. Furthermore, she thought it 
wiser to stay on hand and prevent her 
mother from making too great a fool 
of the family.

But rescue came from an unexpected 
source. As the party approached from 
the wharf, Anne and her mother were 
standing on the porch to greet them. 
She caught the eyes of Gage upon her. 
He must have read her distress in her 
face. He stepped forward quickly to 
her mother’s side.

“ Pardon me, Mrs. Medridge,” he 
apologized, “ but Mr. Colby wanted me 
to get some information from you 
about your family, while he is com­
pleting his statement to the newspaper 
reporters.”

He drew her back to the porch and 
held her there until the refreshments 
had been served and Colby was 
launched in a statement of his future 
plans.

BEFORE sailing for Asia last 
year,” Colby said, “ I secured 
options on materials for the 

building of a large ship on the model 
of the rocket plane you have just ex­
amined. I shall begin work immediate­
ly on grounds I have leased near New­
ark, New Jersey. There is a stretch of 
open reclaimed meadows there which 
will give me suitable starting room. It 
will take about six months to complete 
the ship. Then we will make a non­
stop flight around the world for a trial 
run.

” This ship will carry a hundred pas­
sengers and ten tons useful load be­
sides. Such a ship in regular service 
might tour the earth regularly once a 
day, taking six hours for actual run­
ning time and making stops at such 
points as London, Berlin, Constanti­
nople, Tokyo, Honolulu, San Francis­
co, and Chicago, thus connecting New 
York with the farthest possible point 
on earth by a three-hour run. With 
several such ships leaving at different 
hours in both directions and over dif­
ferent routes, the world, for practical 



purposes, will be reduced to the present 
size of the State of Maine.

“ Think of it. A man in New York 
gets a radio at breakfast demanding his 
presence in Tokyo or Peking for a 
luncheon conference. He hops the 
circum-globe express, reaches his des­
tination in ample time, and at three 
or four in the afternoon of the same 
day ships again for home, arriving in 
time for dinner.

“ If Paris or London called him, he 
could run over in less than an hour, do 
a forenoon’s business and be back for 
luncheon. A man could commute be­
tween San Francisco and New York. 
All proved possible now by this flight 
of mine.

“ But think of what it will mean for 
science. As I have shown you, this 
type of ship is not dependent for its 
progress upon the presence of an at­
mosphere. It is driven by the recoil of 
the firing tubes. It will fly even more 
easily in a vacuum where there is no 
air resistance.

“ We flew to the height of over fifty 
miles in our present plane. If we had 
carried enough powder we could have 
gone on to the moon and returned safe­
ly. With the bigger ship I propose to 
build, I could carry a limited number 
of persons and enough powder to go 
to the moon easily.

“ I will tell you frankly, I intend to 
do so some day, and it is not impossible 
that I may make a trip to the nearer 
planets, though even at four thousand 
miles an hour, that means a long- voy­
age, but not relatively more formidable 
than the one Columbus took.”

As he finished his statement there 
was an awed hush for a moment, then 
a rapid fire of terse questions from the 
reporters, which kept up till Colby an­
nounced he must go. He was going to 
return to the mainland with his plane 
and proceed immediately to New York 
and start work on the new ship. Be­
fore Mrs. Medridge fully realized that 
her golden chance was slipping away 
from her, the party was off.

As Anne stood on the wharf with 
her family demurely bidding them 
good-by, Colby held a whispered con­
sultation with Gage for a moment, then 
turned to Anne.

“ Miss Medridge,” he said, “ I can’t 
tell you how much I appreciate all you 
have done and won't try. There is one 
thing I would like very much, though, 
if it isn’t presumptuous to ask it. If 
you are open for such an engagement 
I would like to offer you a permanent 
position as my private secretary.”

“Mr. Colby!" Anne’s mother ex­
claimed in horror. “ You are making 
a mistake. My daughter is not a work­
ing girl.”

“Don’t be silly, momsy!” Anne in­
terrupted. “ It’s the chance of a life­
time. If you will wait a second till 
I get some extra duds, I’ll be with 
you.”

And Anne sped joyfully up to the 
bungalow.

As Anne disappeared in the bunga­
low Sam Gage gazed after her with a 
mixture of surprise, chagrin and some 
alarm in his countenance. He had not 
expected Anne to accept Colby's offer 
or he would not have advised him to 
make it. He had taken it for granted 
that here was a newly-rich girl, who, 
though a good . sport, would never 
dream of working for a living. And he 
avoided disagreeing with Colby when­
ever possible.

“ Shows how much I know about 
women!” he growled to himself. 
“ Maybe then she’d like to have that 
dope printed after all. But I don’t like 
this a little bit.”

Sam Gage had his reasons for not 
wanting Anne Medridge to become an 
employee of Morton Colby. He pulled 
out of his pocket a photograph of Anne 
that her mother had eagerly given him 
for use in the papers, together with 
copious notes of an interview with that 
lady. He had purposely not turned 
them over to the reporters yet. They 
had been too busy with Colby to get at 
the Medridges and had been grateful 



for his suggestion that he would look 
after that end for them.

ANNE returned in a few minutes 
k and after a half defiant, half re­

gretful good-by to her parents, 
went aboard the tug.

“ Remember, momsy, I’m free, 
white and twenty-one,” was her parting- 
shot as the boat pulled out. “ I’ll see 
you every day as soon’s you’re back in 
town.”

Sam Gage had thrust his publicity 
material hastily back in his pocket when 
Anne appeared. Now he watched for 
an opportunity to speak to her alone, 
as the boat plowed away toward Port­
land, dragging after it the barge con­
taining the wrecked plane. A half hour 
later he saw her standing by herself on 
the after deck and approached her shy­
ly-

“ Pardon me, Miss Medridge.” he 
said, “ but I took the liberty to try to 
save you and your people a little annoy­
ance by the reporters. I thought you 
would like to be pretty careful about 
what was put in the papers. Your 
mother gave me this to use at my dis­
cretion. I somehow got the idea that 
you wouldn’t care for it.”

He handed the material to the girl, 
who looked it over with a mixture of 
mirth and indignation.

“ I should say I wouldn’t care for 
it,” she exclaimed. Then she studied 
Gage’s face for a moment and seemed 
really to see it for the first time.

“ Mr. Gage,” she said, “ it was 
mighty fine of you to do that for us. 
Mother was naturally pretty excited 
and I’m sure wouldn’t for the world 
have this printed, particularly the pic­
ture, after she calmed down. Mr. Col­
by has already been too generous in his 
praise of what we did. It wasn't any­
thing that could be called heroic, just 
common courtesy to unlucky strangers. 
You would have got ashore by your­
selves at low tide.”

“ I appreciate how you feel about 
publicity,” Gage told her. “ I thought 

you’d feel that way. I’ll just tell the 
boys you people had nothing to say ex­
cept that you were glad to be of serv­
ice and thought Captain Colby was 
overgenerous in his praise. Is that all 
right ?”

“ Quite, thank you.”
“ I want to say myself, though, Miss 

Medridge, that I know and so do Col­
by and Sutton, that you saved the lives 
of all three of us, and I for one will 
never forget it. If I can ever repay 
you by any sendee at any time, please 
let me know.”

And Sam Gage, blushing furiouslv 
after such an unwonted speech, backed 
awkwardly away.

But the Sam Gage who confronted 
Colby that night in the latter’s state­
room on the train bound for New York 
was a different sort of being. There 
was no hint of shyness or hesitancy 
now.

“ Captain Colby,” he began evenly, 
“ I've got something to say that you 
won't like, but I’m going to sav it just 
the same. I want to know why you 
decided so suddenly to hire a woman 
secretary. You’ve told me more than 
once you would never hire a woman 
for such a job. You’ve been keeping- 
up the salary of your old secretary. 
George True, during your absence, with 
the understanding that he'd renew his 
duties when you got back. Don’t tell 
me it’s none of my business. I’m mak­
ing it my business.”

Colby stared at his usually subservi­
ent lieutenant in amazement. Never 
before in the eleven years of their as­
sociation had Gage ventured to talk to 
him like that.

“ What in hell’s got into you. Gage?” 
he demanded. “ After all, just what 
business is it of yours whether I choose 
to change my mind, or whom I hire 
for my own personal secretary?”

“ Colby, you saved my life over the 
German lines eleven years ago at the 
risk of your own life. I pledged my­
self then to repay you as far as pos­
sible even if I spent my life doing it.



It was an easy promise to make and 
it would have been easy to keep if you 
had been what I thought you were, if 
you had remained what I still think you 
really were then.

“ I was a shy, romantic youngster; 
you were my ideal hero. Well, Colby, 
I’m not much on hot air and it sounds 
silly—but for years I came pretty near 
worshiping you.

“ You took advantage of it, full ad­
vantage, fair and foul. It took me 
years to wake up to what a slave you 
had made of me. Why, before I re­
alized it, you had taken iny ideas and 
made them your own without credit to 
me. I never protested even after I got 
wise to what you were doing. I'm not 
protesting now—just telling you I 
wasn't such a boob as I seemed. I felt 
that 1 owed it all and more to you. 
And I did, till now.

“ But last night. Colby, changed ev­
erything between us. I saved your life 
at the risk of mine last night, and paid 
the score in full. Mind you, I'm not 
quitting yet—just serving you notice. 
I pledged myself to see you through 
this experiment and to grant you full 
credit for everything up to date: and 
I’ll keep my promise. But when the 
new ship’s done and the trial trip over 
I’m through. I’ll be on my own from 
then on.

“ And last night, Colby, I had a new 
obligation thrust on me. That little 
girl who’s going to work for you, Cod 
help her, saved my life as well as yours 
and Sutton’s. She’s not only a brave 
youngster, but she’s a fine little 
straight-shooter, if I’m any judge. 
You’re not going to hurt her if I can 
help it.”

AS Gage went on, Colby’s face had 
first turned chalk white, then 
suddenly became livid with im­

potent rage. He started to speak when 
Gage paused, but the younger man 
stopped him with an abrupt gesture of 
impatience:

“ Don’t try any bullying now, Col­

by. I'm not Sutton. You haven’t any 
club to hang over my head as you have 
over his. I’ve nothing to fear from you 
and you know it. And by the way, you 
know now that your control over Sut­
ton is slipping. He’d have got you last 
night if it hadn’t been for me. He will 
yet if you don’t watch your step. You’d 
better not let your attention be divert­
ed by an affair with a woman.”

Colby controlled his rage with an ef­
fort.

“ But why should my hiring a young 
woman as secretary start this tirade?” 
he asked.

“ Colby, I know your reputation 
with women. I know all about that 
little French girl, dead now because 
you played with her till you found a 
new toy, then threw her away. It isn't 
her skill as a typist that made you hire 
little Miss Medridge. I don't insist that 
you change your arrangement with her 
immediately. That would be embar­
rassing and disappointing to her. But 
if you don’t play fair with her, Colby, 
I swear I'll kill you.”

And Gage turned on his heel and 
left the stateroom. He hurried down 
to the smoking compartment and sat 
all night burning up one cigarette after 
another, dozing at intervals and each 
time waking with the merry-eyed, sun- 
browned little face of Anne Medridge 
dancing before his eyes.

Was he falling in love with a wom­
an at last, but for the first time in his 
life? Instantly he dismissed the thought 
with contempt. Nothing to it. He was 
simply standing by, ready to repay, 
with life-long service if need be, an­
other human being who had saved his 
life. He’d do the same if she were a 
man. Hadn’t he done it in the case of 
Colby until the debt was cancelled ? It 
was Gage’s way.

But all through the days that fol­
lowed, during the long series of ova­
tions that accompanied their tour of 
triumph, Gage, in the background, 
watched the radiant Anne and daily 
found the watching more and more a 



necessary part of his life. And his hurt 
grew as he saw in her face and manner 
her admiration for the new air-hero 
whenever Colby was about.

Gage tried to tell himself that it was 
nothing but hero worship. Anne had 
been taken by storm by Colby’s per­
sonality, just as he had been. There 
was certainly nothing flirtatious about 
her; she simply did her work efficiently 
and quietly, and seemed to be content 
with his unfailing praise of her work.

And Gage could find nothing alarm­
ing in Colby’s manner toward her. It 
was simply the impersonal attitude of 
an appreciative employer, as far as ap­
peared on the surface. Nevertheless, 
as time went on, Gage suffered more 
and more from jealousy—and con­
tinued ignorant of what really ailed 
him. He deceived himself consistently 
with the belief that he was impelled by 
chivalry and gratitude only.

Anne, having discovered something 
of the real Gage behind his barrier of 
shyness, started out to get acquainted 
in a spirit of boyish comradery. She 
was discouraged by his lack of re­
sponse—he seemed to be always avoid­
ing her. So she made up her mind he 
didn’t like her, and left him alone.

That threw Gage into an inner panic.
He in his turn decided she didn’t like 

him, and was more miserable than 
ever. He wanted her to like him, but 
he was afraid to talk to her, except in 
the way of business. As long as he 
kept on business topics he was fluent 
enough.

His relations with Colby remained 
outwardly the same. Their conversa­
tion on the train that night was never 
referred to again. Between Sutton 
and the other two there was tacitly a 
state of armed truce. But under the 
surface of Colby’s calm, Gage repeat­
edly saw signs that their chief lived in 
constant fear of the indispensable Sut­
ton, who was slated to be the engineer 
in charge of the new ship on its trial 
flight. Sutton’s own dour countenance 
told nothing.

Sutton was the engineering genius 
of the partnership. While Gage had 
supplied the general ideas, it was Sut­
ton whose expert brain had worked out 
the details and made the thing practi­
cal. Gage had lacked the technical 
education for that, and Colby’s own 
knowledge was superficial. But Gage 
had foreseen the possibility of a break 
between Sutton and Colby, and had 
been applying himself closely to tech­
nical study at every opportunity ever 
since the project was started. He had 
pledged himself to see this thing 
through, and was working now as 
faithfully to that end as though no 
crisis had occurred between him and 
Colby.

Only once since the nearly tragic 
termination of their first great flight 
had Colby mentioned his fears to Gage.

“ I dread the idea of trusting Sutton 
with the new ship,” he said one day 
shortly before the great flier was com­
pleted, “ but I don’t see any way out 
of it. Neither of us could manage it 
alone if anything went wrong. It 
needs all three of us anyhow, for 
safety.”

So, with this state of acute tension 
in the minds of the prime movers, the 
first of the Circum-Globe Liners 
reached completion.

“ What are you going to name it?” 
Anne asked one day at the close of a 
conference between the three. “ Seems 
funny to have a ship almost done and 
no name for it. I’m getting tired of 
having the reporters ask me and hav­
ing to tell them you haven’t decided 
yet.”

“ Why, I haven’t been able to hit on 
anything yet that seems dignified 
enough and yet has the right snap tp 
it for publicity purposes,” Colby ad­
mitted. “ I’d thought of calling it 
Rocket II, after the first one, but this 
big fellow ought to have a name all its 
own.”

“ Of course it had,” Anne agreed. 
“ And don’t call it a fellow. It’s a 
lady. Why not call her Diana ? Diana 



was the goddess of the moon, and you 
intend to sail to the moon some day. 
Besides, she’s going to sail around and 
around the earth, just like a second 
moon. She’ll really be a little man­
made moon when she gets going.”

“ Why, that’s an idea, Anne. Diana 
it is!” Colby exclaimed enthusiastical­
ly, and neither of them seemed to no­
tice that he had called her by her first 
name, a thing Colby had hitherto scru­
pulously avoided, in Gage’s hearing at 
least.

But Gage did not fail to note it, and 
he left the conference with a feeling of 
panic in his heart.

CHAPTER IV.
THE ROCKET LINER TAKES OFF.

AS it turned out, it fell to Gage’s lot 
to show Anne about the ship on 
her final visit to the completed 

work, the day before sailing. She had 
been so busy at the office for the last 
month that she had not kept in personal 
touch with the progress of the build­
ing.

Colby had intended to act as her 
escort, but just as they arrived he had 
suddenly been called away on an im­
portant errand connected with the next 
day’s ceremonies.

“ Mr. Gage,” she said after Colby 
left them, “ 1 want to ask your advice. 
You were of great help once before 
when a publicity problem came up. 
And you and I have the same ideas 
about this publicity bunk. Captain 
Colby has been at me for a week in­
sisting that I be the one to christen the 
ship to-morrow, stand beside the run­
way under a battery of movie cameras 
and break a bottle of near-champagne 
or spring water or something over her 
bow. I tell him a bottle of hot air 
would be more appropriate.

“ But seriously, it seems to me to be 
very bad taste. There’s no excuse for 
it, except that I happened to suggest a 
name he liked, and he seems to feel 

still that he owes me something. Some 
prominent woman like the wife of the 
President ought to do the christening, 
not a little stenographer. What a time 
I’d have trying to laugh that off! And 
what a nuisance being pestered by re­
porters and pointed at on the street. I 
barely escaped that before, thanks to 
you. But how’ll I get out of it? I 
can’t make Captain Colby understand 
my viewpoint. I suppose a lot of peo­
ple wouldn’t understand it.”

“ Why, I can’t advise you in that,” 
Gage stammered, trying hard to con­
trol his inner tumult. “ Captain Colby 
is my superior officer. It would not be 
loyal to advise against his wishes, 
whatever I think.”

“Oh, bother!” Anne exclaimed. 
“ You’re second in command, aren’t 
youIn the captain’s absence you have 
authority to decide things.”

But Gage couldn’t see the humor of 
it, and Anne gave it up.

“ I suppose I could be sick to-mor­
row and not able to be here,” she said. 
“ I can’t bear not to see Diana sail, 
though. Do you know, Mr. Gage—of 
course you do, but you won’t tell me— 
there’s something very mysterious 
about this sailing. There are a lot 
more provisions going aboard than are 
needed for a six-hour trip around the 
earth. I have a hunch Captain Colby 
is secretly planning to take that trip to 
the moon before he comes back.”

“ That’s simply making wise provi­
sion against accident,” Gage told her. 
“ We might be forced down in an iso­
lated spot, like one of the polar seas, 
and would need emergency provi­
sions.”

“ You’re so good at keeping secrets,” 
Anne replied, “ that I’m almost tempt­
ed to trust you with one of mine. Come 
on, let’s look Diana over.”

Gage led the way, puzzling over this 
last cryptic remark as he pointed out 
the wonders of the finished flying ship. 
The principle and general form of the 
Diana were the same as of her proto- 
tvpe, the Rocket. She was five hun-

1 A 



dred feet long over all, and cigar 
shaped like a Zeppelin, but with no gas 
bags to make her lighter than air.

She had two sets of huge planes fore 
and aft, measuring five hundred feet 
from tip to tip. These were to give 
her lifting power like an ordinary air­
plane in starting, and to help slow her 
down when volplaning to a stop. In 
addition to an ordinary rudder one of 
her firing tubes in the rear was swung 
on a pivot to steer her when she went 
beyond the effective reach of the at­
mosphere.

She was equipped with a wireless, 
a heating plant, an ample supply of 
liquid oxygen, a plant for neutralizing 
carbonic acid gas, and all the ordinary 
conveniences of a first-class ocean 
liner.

“ Anybody could live comfortably 
aboard for months and have plenty of 
room for exercising,” Anne remarked. 
“ You see, I’m still thinking about that 
trip to the moon.”

“ It would take only a little over two 
days to reach the moon,” Gage told 
her, “ going at her estimated maximum 
speed. The trouble would be in land­
ing and taking off again. We have a 
series of pneumatic-tired wheels under 
her keel, and she can float on water, 
but the rough rock surface of the moon 
would bother her a lot.

“ I guess we’ll have to be content 
with just flying up around the moon 
and coming back again after an ex­
ploratory cruise over its surface with­
out landing. We couldn’t see much, at 
that. There’s no atmosphere on the 
moon for her wings to take hold of and 
buoy her up. If we got very near the 
moon we’d fall on its surface.”

“ Well, it’s a complete little habit­
able moon all in itself, as I said when 
I named her Diana,” Anne concluded.

A FEATURE of the new ship, was 
k the cabins to be used as living 
’ quarters of the passengers and 

crew. They were a series of independ­
ent structures inclosed in spherical
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cases that took the places of the' gon­
dolas on a dirigible. These cases were 
hung in spherical frames on ball bear­
ings so that they could turn freely 
through a quarter arc in every direc­
tion, thereby keeping the cabin floors 
horizontal, no matter what slope the 
main body of the ship took in ascend­
ing or descending at a sharp angle. 
They were connected with each other 
and with the keel deck by flexible lad­
der bridges.

" You see,” Gage explained to Anne. 
“ We could point the Diana straight up 
in the air suddenly without so much as 
spilling a cup of coffee in the dining 
saloon.”

“ I still think you’re planning that 
trip to the moon,” Anne laughed as she 
departed. “ Wish I was going. But 
if I were I’d get still more publicity. 
I don’t know yet what to do about that 
christening. I’ll see you here to-mor­
row night unless I decide to play sick 
at the last moment.”

Anne was very much in Gage’s trou­
bled thoughts all the rest of the day. 
She was still there when he awoke next 
morning. But where her literal physi­
cal presence was that morning proved 
presently to be a mystery that spoiled 
the thrill of sailing day for at least two 
people. Gage went direct to the hangar 
that morning without stopping at Col­
by’s office. A half hour later Colby 
rang up and asked if Anne was there. 
She was not.

“ That’s strange,” Colby said. “ She 
hasn’t reached here, and they say at 
her home she left there more than an 
hour ago.”

But Anne Medridge remained 
among the missing all that day. 
Neither at her home, the office, or the 
hangar was any word received from 
her. Gage smiled to himself and con­
cluded that Anne had taken this method 
of avoiding the embarrassment of pre­
siding at the christening of the Diana. 
She would probably show up at the 
last moment after some other sponsor 
had been selected.



Sailing time—and still no word of 
Anne. Her parents were frantic, and 
Gage could see that the missing girl 
was uppermost in Colby’s mind in spite 
of all the distractions of the eventful 
day. Gage himself caught the infec­
tion before night. It didn’t seem like 
Anne to frighten every one so thought­
lessly. He began to think something- 
had actually happened to her. And yet 
he half expected up to the last moment 
to see her standing somewhere in the 
throng of invited guests on the big- 
platform beside the ship’s body.

The Diana was due to leave her 
hangar on her giant electric car at nine 
o’clock. At half past eight Colby made 
the last round of the ship to see that 
every one was stationed properly, and 
that all was in readiness. Gage was on 
the bridge. He was to take the helm 
till the Diana was under wav, as Colby 
was needed to superintend the starting 
below. Sutton was in the machine 
cabin in the stern in charge of the fir­
ing tubes.

On the promenade' decks ranging be­
side the cabins were fifty passengers, 
sailing as invited guests. These in­
cluded, besides newspaper men, several 
prominent aviators and scientists, 
among them Professor Henrv Mil­
drum, the famous astronomer. A small 
but powerful telescope had been 
mounted aboard, and the professor was 
expecting great results from observa­
tions taken at an altitude of fifty miles 
above sea level, with no atmosphere ob­
scuring the pictures.

Nine o’clock came. Gage stood on 
the bridge with his hands on the con­
trol levers, waiting for the warning 
gong, immediately after which the ship 
■would begin to move out on her car­
riage. He had just taken one last look 
through the windows on each side in 
hope of seeing Anne’s face among the 
spectators. The wife of the mayor of 
New York had been selected at the last 
moment to act as sponsor, and now 
stood at the end of the platform with 
her christening bottle upraised: Some­

where near by Colby would be sta­
tioned, ready to give the starting order 
and then leap aboard. Gage thought 
that if Anne arrived at the last mo­
ment she might be near Colby. He was 
not able to locate cither of them, how­
ever.

A minute passed, then five, and Gage 
began to wonder why the starting was 
being delayed. Another five minutes 
and still no signal. At a quarter past 
nine he was about to order the watch 
stationed with him on the bridge to go 
and find out what was the trouble, 
when the hoarse voice of the siren 
sounded the belated starting signal at 
last. Instantly the big carriage began 
to move, smoothly, almost impercepti­
bly at first. Without a jar it began to 
accelerate. The bow of the ship 
emerged into the open. By the time 
the stern left the hangar, the speed­
ometer in front of Gage registered fifty 
miles an hour.

AHEAD of him lay a two-mile 
straightaway track. Gage had 
nothing to do until half that dis­

tance was covered but look out for ir­
regularities. At the halfway point 
they were moving at two hundred miles 
an hour, the acceleration planned be­
forehand. Then Gage began ringing 
on the firing tubes, one after another. 
He felt the ship leap forward under 
him. Twenty seconds later they struck 
the sharp rise at the end of the run­
way, at four hundred miles an hour.

Gage threw down the controls. All 
the stern tubes fired at once. The nose 
of the ship shot up at an angle of sev­
enty degrees and leaped into the air. 
With his hands tensely holding the con­
trols he watched the altimeter and the 
speedometer. They were making an 
automatic record of height and speed.

In less than a minute the ship struck 
the twelve-mile level at two thousand 
miles an hour. At the end of two min­
utes Gage threw the controls back 
again. The Diana took an even keel at 
a height of thirty miles above sea level 



and began zooming along in its trail of 
flame toward San Francisco at forty- 
five hundred miles an hour.

Gage’s nerves relaxed and he looked 
around at the watch with a grin of re­
lief. The ship had performed per­
fectly.

He felt a little limp now after the 
intense nervous strain of the start. It 
would be a relief to have Colby take 
the bridge as he had agreed to do as 
soon as the ship was in the air. Colby 
had his own ideas as to the details of 
the course. Pending his arrival, there­
fore, Gage merely kept the ship on a 
general westerly course.

But minutes passed, and Colby did 
not appear. Gage called Sutton in the 
machine room over telephone.

“ Is Colby in there?” he asked.
“ Nope. Haven’t seen him since just 

before we started. Are we all right ?”
“ O. K., but I wondered why Colby 

didn’t take the bridge as he said he 
would. All right down there?”

“ O. K.”
“ Go find Captain Colby and ask him 

what his orders are,” he told the watch.
Then, holding the ship to its course, 

he began enjoying the thrill of the 
spectacle below. Cities, seen at this 
height as little clusters of light from 
which puny rockets shot up in greeting, 
passed under him with the swiftness 
and regularity of telegraph poles beside 
a railroad track when seen from an ex­
press train. It was a clear night, as 
they had hoped, and all the nation was 
watching their flight, directly or indi­
rectly.

Fifteen minutes after they took the 
air he saw a larger cluster of lights off 
at the right. Chicago, probably; and 
far to the left an illumination he took 
to be St. Louis. Then the vast black 
plains, dotted here and there with pin­
point flecks of light. Then the jagged 
outlines of the Rockies.

They were halfway to San Francisco 
now, and still no word from Colby, and 
the watch had not returned. He wait­
ed a few minutes longer, and was just 

beginning to feci a foreboding that 
something was wrong when the man 
appeared, an expression of bewilder­
ment and alarm on his face.

” Captain Colby is not aboard, sir,” 
the fellow stammered.

“What! You’re crazy! Where did 
you look?”

” Everywhere, sir. And everybody 
else had been looking. Nobody has 
seen him since before we started. He’s 
certainly not aboard.”

MEANWHILE, in the company of 
privileged guests who thronged 
the great hangar on the Jersey 

meadows, as well as in the crowds 
about the city and in a wide belt all 
around the world along the line of the 
Diana’s proposed route, intense excite­
ment prevailed. It had begun to seethe 
at starting time early in the evening 
when the crowds started to gather in 
the open. As the announced hour of 
flight approached it reached fever heat. 
Then, when nine o’clock came and 
went and nothing happened, the rumor 
spread that something had gone wrong 
aboard the big flier.

The guests in the hangar stirred 
restlessly. “ Where is Captain Colby?” 
ran the whisper through the crowd. At 
the end of the platform by the star­
board bow of the Diana, the electrician 
who controlled the mechanism of the 
big automatic electric carriage that was 
to start the ship on its way, stood at 
the switch, ready, at Colby’s word, to 
sound the warning siren and pull the 
starting switch. In the bow of the 
ship opposite was an open hatchway, 
through which Colby was to appear, 
give the signal, and retreat again when 
the carriage started.

In front of the switchboard were 
ranged the committee of honor, includ­
ing the mayor’s wife with her poised 
christening bottle. The band which 
had been helping pass away the time 
fell silent. There was an air of breath­
less waiting which broke into an un­
easy rustle as the minutes passed.



At length, just when Gage, up on 
the bridge, was about to investigate the 
delay, a quartermaster appeared in the 
hatchway.

“ Captain Colby is detained inside,” 
he called to the electrician. “ He says 
to go ahead,” and the quartermaster 
disappeared behind the closing hatch­
way.

In the thrill of elation over the pros­
pect of the immediate start, the visitors 
quickly swallowed their disappoint­
ment at not getting a last glimpse of 
the master genius. The siren sounded; 
the Diana began to move. The mayor’s 
wife duly broke her bottle on the bow, 
and, amid wild cheers and a blare of 
trumpets from the band, the epoch- 
making flight began.

The guests poured onto the field be­
yond the hangar and watched the 
mammoth rocket until it disappeared 
in the distant sky. Then they returned 
to an entertainment to be given on an 
improvised platform at the other end 
of the hangar to while away the six- 
hour watch-meeting until the Diana re­
appeared in the eastern sky after her 
twenty - five - thousand - mile journey 
around the globe.

There would be a banquet for the 
guests at midnight, followed by more 
entertainment. All through the night 
they would be kept in constant touch 
with the progress of the flight by radio 
messages both from the great ship it­
self and from cities all along the route.

The guests were barely seated when 
the first message came in from Roches­
ter, New York:

Circum-Globe Liner Diana passed 
over Rochester at nine twenty headed 
due west.

The messages followed thick and 
fast, breaking into the entertainment 
which was postponed for the time be­
ing while the guests listened breath­
lessly.

She was sighted at Buffalo at nine 
twenty-one, and at intervals of a min­
ute or two at Cleveland, Detroit, Chi­

cago and other points during the next 
fifteen minutes.

Then a whisper passed through the 
group.

“ \Ve haven’t heard from her own 
wireless yet.”

A few minutes later the local an­
nouncer broke in:

“ The wireless on board the Diana 
seems to be out of order at present. 
Efforts by this and several other east­
ern stations to get in touch with her 
have failed. She makes no answer to 
our signals.”

This caused momentary anxiety, in­
creased when western stations began to 
report failure to get any direct word 
from the flier. But 'worry over her 
safety was considerably allayed by the 
steady stream of reports from cities 
that had sighted her on the way to the 
coast, true to her announced course, 
flying at an estimated height of from 
thirty to fifty miles, and the advertised 
speed of from four thousand to four 
thousand five hundred miles an hour.

San Francisco sighted her at nine 
fifty-three, Eastern Standard time, and 
then the Diana passed out of the range 
of earth vision above the fog banks of 
the Pacific. There was an interval of 
waiting for possible reports from ships 
at sea, then, when none came, the 
guests settled down to listen half-heart­
edly to the entertainment.

During the next hour and a half no 
word was received. It was now defi­
nitely decided that the Diana’s wire­
less had failed to work. Honolulu re­
ported cloudy skies, so the absence of 
news from there or from ships at sea 
was discounted. Nevertheless the com­
pany stirred uneasily in their seats and 
took little interest in the entertainment 
provided for them. In the streets of 
the watching cities rumors began to 
spread that the Diana had been 
wrecked.

If all went well the ship should be 
over the Asiatic coast by eleven thirty, 
Eastern Standard time. Stations in 
Manila, in Japan and on the China 



coast reported a clear sky. The watch­
ers waited hopefully for good news 
from those quarters. But eleven thirty, 
then midnight, came and went, and 
still the Diana had not been sighted 
anywhere over Eastern Asia.

Perhaps the ship had got off her 
course over the Pacific, it was rea­
soned. But the hours passed and no 
word came from any point on the 
globe. At three o’clock, barring acci­
dents, the flying ship should have re­
turned to her hangar from the other 
side of the world. Hope persisted 
until then that somehow she had 
escaped observation in the upper at­
mosphere and would come in true to 
her schedule.

But three o’clock, four o’clock and 
five o’clock came without sight of her 

or any encouraging news, beyond wild, 
unverifiable rumors. By daylight the 
conviction had become fixed that the 
ill-fated Diana had plunged to destruc­
tion somewhere in the lone reaches of 
the Pacific.

Relief planes were sent out to scour 
the sea. The wireless was kept busy. 
Optimists with glasses ranging all the 
way from small binoculars to astro­
nomical telescopes scoured the sky. All 
that day and the following days and 
nights for a week the search was kept 
up. Cruisers and aircraft scoured the 
seas for trace of wreckage. Incoming 
ships were questioned. All in vain. 
Like those daring earlier adventurers 
lost in the polar seas, these pioneers of 
the sky seemed to have passed into the 
realm of fathomless mystery.

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK

u n u
The Phantom Ships of Dead Man's Cove

THE fishing smack Audacious with a crew of seven men. including the cap­
tain, while cruising for herring off the Maine coast anchored for the night 

in Dead Man’s Cove.
A thick fog lifted at dawn and revealed to the fishermen's eyes a strange 

ship at anchor in the mouth of the Cove; a boatful of men was making trips 
between ship and shore, several men remaining on the beach each trip and dig­
ging in the sand. The men wore gold hoops in their ears, gaudy handkerchiefs 
bound on their heads, and sashes from which knives and pistols protruded.

At first the captain of the Audacious supposed they were sailors from 
a foreign ship digging for clams, until he noticed they were too far up the 
beach for that. Then he observed something peculiar about the ship—she was 
all a misty gray, like fog. Bringing his glasses to bear on her, he uttered a 
cry of horror, which was echoed by his crew—a gull flew through the ship as 
if she was not there.

All the smack’s crew fell on their knees and began to pray. Presently the 
captain cried : “ Get up, she’s gone."

Another sea specter that has haunted the Cove for a century appears only 
before a storm, a full-rigged ship, its decks swarming with men, all sails 
drawing, though there may not be a breath of wind. Suddenly she is seen 
running down the ship that sights her, there is a clap of thunder, her masts 
go by the board, and she sinks.

Maine fishermen believe she is the ghost of a ship that foundered with all 
on board when she was speeding for the Cove to ride out a storm more than a 
hundred years ago, and that she appears to warn them when a storm of unusual 
violence is approaching. Minna Irving.



Men’s Business

Novelette—Complete
CHAPTER I.

THE CUT FENCE.

CL I N G-T C H U N G ! Tchung- 
tchung-tchung! The snarling, 
discordant ring of taut barbed 

wire suddenly cut, many times repeated 
as panel after panel of his fence was 
severed, awakened Dan Bogart from 
the sound sleep which comes with the 
dawn.

Several men must be plying wire 
cutters in furious haste—ruining his 
little ranch. If he didn’t stop them 
quickly they’d run him off the range, 
and yet, though the nester’s ears told 
him he was being attacked, his amaze­
ment and his inability to understand 
nnv reason for such an assault held him 

paralyzed in his blankets until the last 
wire tchunged apart.

Even then Dan lost more precious 
seconds staring through the window at 
the three punchers who had done the 
damage, so that by the time he had 
located his Winchester he had nothing 
much to shoot at.

The fifty yards of fence which 
closed the mouth of the tiny valley he 
had homesteaded in the Idaho hills 
was all that made it possible for him to 
care for his little bunch of cattle single- 
handed. Now that fence lay in tangled 
ruin. The three men, each flattened to 
the back of his pony, were galloping 
off. From Dan’s shack to the fence 
was a hundred yards, and the three had 
opened a gap of an additional hundred



between themselves and the nester’s 
carbine.

Dan wasn’t the sort of man to shoot 
just for the sake of making a noise. He 
was expert with a rifle, but in the dim, 
tricky light of dawn he doubted if he 
could make a clean hit. Fie didn’t want 
to kill a Rafter L puncher unless he 
downright had to, anyway.

“ All from the Rafter L,” the nester 
muttered to himself. “ The tall, thin 

rowness of his hips, and although he 
was twenty-five, in the prime of his 
strength, the deft sureness of every 
movement made strangers remember 
Dan’s quickness rather than his size.

A woman would have noticed curly 
brown hair and brown eyes with long 
lashes; meh didn’t observe such details 
—their attention lingered over the firm 
chin and the determined set of his lips.

Nester, Dan called himself. Nester
he had been for two years, working 
alone in his little valley, building up 
his Diamond B brand from a breeding

hombre was sure Forty Mile Thomas, 
the foreman. I ain’t positive about the 
others, so they must be their new hands

—Wolf Miller an' that feller Dusty. 
Which means—'

Dan set his carbine against the wall. 
He was thinking of other matters, and 
yet instinctively he placed the Win­
chester where it would be convenient 
in case he were attacked again. 
“ Which means,” he repeated more 
positively, “ that Forty Mile figures 
he’s got an excuse to do me dirt at last, 
and this is his way of lettin’ me know 
I’m plumb undesired on this range 1”

At once the nester began to dress. 
Dan Bogart was a strikingly handsome 
man, a little more than six feet in 
height, weighing a trifle less than two 
hundred pounds, every ounce muscle, 
sinew and bone. The breadth of his 
shoulders was accentuated by the nar- 

bunch to a herd of a hundred nead in 
order that he might be a cattleman de­
pendent on no man's pay roll when he 
asked a certain girl a certain question.

He was alone, but he was no weak 
nester who could be crowded without 
starting trouble in return—lively 
trouble, even for an outfit as big as 
the Rafter E, with its two thousand 
head of cattle, and ten punchers.

Dan knew it. Forty Mile Thomas 
knew it—as he had admitted by the 
way he had hightailed it away from 
Dan’s ruined fence. And because this 
was no casual assault of a big outfit on 
a nester, because Dan could guess ex­
actly what lay belli nd it, his face be­
came more coldly angry with every 
garment he put on his back.



So the Rafter L foreman had de­
cided that Dan might be treated like a 
rustler, a thief, and a cold killer, had 
he? Dan was none of the three—and, 
besides, the indignation of an honest 
man falsely accused he felt the deeper, 
bitterer anger of one who- has been 
judged and condemned without the op­
portunity to say a word in his own 
defense.

That foreman had always hated him, 
but if the Rafter L shared the belief 
that because he was a nester he must 
also be a thief, Dan intended to get that 
idea out of their heads—or rather out 
of the heads of Sudden Bill Cole­
man and his daughter Bess—if he had 
to tangle with the entire outfit in their 
own ranch yard to accomplish it.

Nevertheless, Dan had to 
admit to himself that their sus­
picions were not illogical. In 

May, just one month before, the Raf­
ter L had begun to lose stock. Not in 
large bunches at any one time, but 
steadily; and at a rate which would 
eventually steal the big outfit down to 
a milk-bunch.

Sudden Bill Coleman, the owner, 
who hated a cow thief with the deep- 
seated. fury of the old-time cattleman, 
had scouted over his range night and 
day. Chiefly by accident the old 
ranchman had stumbled at last upon a 
fresh trail.

It was nightfall of a cold, rainy day. 
Sudden Bill had only two punchers 
with him, and the rustlers’ tracks 
showed there were three in the gang, 
but, with characteristic impetuousness, 
the old man went in pursuit without 
sending to the ranch for more men to 
help him.

He came up with the rustlers— 
came up with them in the dense timber 
canon five miles to the north of Dan’s 
ranch—crashed headlong through a 
thicket of scrub pines into the ambush 
the rustlers prepared for any one who 
would follow their trail recklessly.

A storm of lead fired from the shel­

ter of the trees swept the old man from 
his saddle. The two punchers with 
him were killed on the spot. Sudden 
Bill himself was found there the next 
morning. His clothing was drenched 
with the rain; he was half dead of cold 
and loss of blood from two body 
wounds.

The searching party, led by his 
daughter, managed to carry him back 
to the ranch alive, but pneumonia set 
in as the result of exposure, and only 
Bess Coleman's nursing kept life in his 
wounded body. Ele had passed the 
crisis now, but he was still convalescent 
and in danger of a relapse.

All this had happened two weeks be­
fore. Dan had realized then that he 
would be suspected of having had a 
hand in the killing. It occurred near 
his place; he was building up a herd, 
and he was the only nester within 
twenty miles. Yet when nothing was 
done Dan prided himself that his repu­
tation was good enough to set sus­
picion at rest.

In any event, the disaster to old • 
Sudden Bill temporarily put a stop to 
active pursuit of the rustlers. While 
the owner lay wounded and sick the 
direction of the Rafter L fell into the 
hands of the foreman. Forty Mile 
Thomas. The stealing had continued. 
It even increased, but this raid in the 
dawn on Dan Bogart's place was the 
first move the foreman had made.

Forty Mile was a lean, vulpine-faced 
man with close-set calculating gray 
eyes. Ele was cunning rather than im­
petuous, and instead of chasing the 
rustlers in the open, with excellent 
chances of being dry gulched, it was 
characteristic that he should seek to 
stop the stealing by indirect means— 
and that he should select Dan, whom 
he hated, for his victim.

It does no good to steal cattle if they 
cannot be hidden while the brands are 
altered, and marketed afterward. Nine 
times out of ten when persistent thiev­
ing is going on, it means there is a 
nester somewhere in the hills taking 



care of the cattle after the rustlers have 
driven them off the range. If the 
nester can be driven out., the rustlers 
will stop their raids.

Therefore, or so Dan Bogart 
figured, crafty Forty Mile had decided 
that the Diamond B ne-t couldn't he 
tolerated any longer. Dan Bogart was 
the only nester in that district. His 
Diamond B would cover the Rafter L 
brand. Therefore, he was a thief, and 
should be run out. So thought the 
Rafter L.

Logical the conclusion might be, vet 
it made Dan furious. He didn't waste 
thought or profanity on his fence, or 
stop to count the odds. He stamped on 
his boots, buckled on his gun. and 
saddled a pony. He was riding for the 
Rafter L before the foreman and his 
wire cutters were much more than out 
of sight, and he rode so swiftly that he 
came storming up to the ranch house 
before the three had had time to un­
saddle.

AT the sight of the nester Forty Mile 
shouted a warning and came 
running forward. The Rafter 1, 

punchers surged out of the bunk house 
after him. There was a Colt or two 
clear of the holster in that crowd. Dan 
had his back to the gang, but all the 
angry muttering didn’t make him turn. 
He drew rein in front of an open win­
dow on the ground floor of the ranch 
house. That was Sudden Bill’s window, 
and Bess would be there taking care of 
her father. *

“ Coleman—oh. Coleman!" Dan 
called out.

Instantly Bess thrust out her blond 
head. Her finger was on her lips.

“ Shut up, Dan! Yuh’all wake 
daddy,” she protested indignantly. 
“Light down an’ rest yore saddle.”

“ Can’t. What I got to say comes 
fitter from the back of a broncho.” the 
nester refused, yet he lowered his voice. 
Even at such a time Dan couldn't deny 
blue-eyed, smiling Bess Coleman al­
most anything she wanted. She was 

twenty and the kind of girl men love at 
sight, and to that rule the nester was no 
exception.

“ I ain’t here in friendship,” Dan 
went on. “ Yuh’ve got to wake Sud­
den Bill, ’cause I ain’t talkin’ to no 
hired coyote, either 1"

The foreman had reached Dan’s 
bridle hand, and the nester flung that 
last insult square into Forty Mile’s 
foxy face. Cold hostility rose in the 
close set gray eyes, and grimly Dan 
gave back stare for stare.

Inside, the creak of a bedspring, a 
cough, told that the ranchman was 
awake.

“ The next Rafter L puncher to 
touch my wire I’m goin’ to shoot, then 
or later, without no more warnin’ than 
I'd give a hydrophoby skunk,” called 
out Dan. “Let's understand one 
another plain; I ain’t tough, nor 
huntin' trouble. But I started my own 
brand for a damn special reason. I’ve 
always run the Diamond B square, an’ 
the hombre that treats me like a thief 
without havin’ proof stops lead.”

No answer from the window: unless 
a cough and the faint mutter of a sick 
man were a reply.

“ You tryin’ to bluff this outfit?” de­
manded Forty Mile belligerently.

“ Not any.” Dan snapped. “ Yo’re 
welcome to act onery any time yuh 
crave war. I had a bead on yore back 
this mornin’. I just want it understood 
that I wasn’t killin’ no man over a 
measly bit of fence. Any hombre that 
wants war with me personal I’ll ac­
commodate.”

The nester turned toward the win­
dow. “ I’d rather help yuh get the 
coyotes that dry gttlched yuh than fight 
yuh myself, Bill,” he called. The 
sincerity of that offer made the nester’s 
voice husky; he hoped that Bess would 
understand.

Still no reply from the house.
Forty Mile’s close-set eyes narrowed.
“ Mebbe yuh’ll tell us yore ’special 

reason for startin’ yore brand,” he 
sneered. But before he could force a 



quarrel on the nester, Bess Coleman 
stuck her blond head out of the 
window.

“ Daddy’ll do the talkin’ for this 
ranch. Forty Mile, take yore men 
back to the bunk house,” she com­
manded.

“ An’ leave yuh to be insulted by this 
damn—nester?” A stronger word had 
been on the tip of the foreman's tongue.

“That’s daddy’s orders.” retorted 
the girl, and waited imperiously until 
the foreman withdrew. “ Yuh ought 
to be ashamed of yoreself for disturbin’ 
daddy when he’s sick,” she went on 
when the foreman was out of earshot.

The big nester blushed like a school­
boy, and seeing his confusion, a smile 
tugged at the corner of Bess Coleman’s 
lips.

“ First off. he said -you could go— 
well, he ’lowed he didn’t need no help, 
an’ that when he got off his bed he’d 
foller the rustlers right into yore shack 
if the trail led that way.” she quoted 
mischievously. “ For the rest—” Bess 
dropped her voice. She became utterly 
serious, even a little worried. “ Daddy 
didn’t know about cuttin’ yore wire, an’ 
he never set yuh down for a thief.”

“ Thought it was Forty Mile’s doin’. 
Like him,” the nester grunted.

BESS bit her lip; frowned as though 
the words that had risen to her 
lips were unpleasant, and then 

changed her mind. She was no longer 
quoting her father; she leaned out of 
the window and spoke in a whisper too 
low to reach the sick man’s ears.

“ Daddy’s frettin’ constant, Dan,” 
she whispered. “ He keeps wantin’ to 
get up, an’ ride. Yuh know it would 
kill him! Yuh—yuh ain’t no notion 
who plugged him?”

"No, except it wasn’t me,” said Dan. 
He wanted to tell the girl he’d ride 
every thicket in the hills to discover the 
killer, that while old Sudden Bill was 
helpless he’d protect her interests more 
zealously than her father could; he 
wanted to tell Bess she was beautiful, 

that he’d undergo any risk, do anything 
to remove the cloud of worry and 
trouble which shadowed her eyes and 
turned down the corners of her mouth.

But Bess was motioning him to 
leave, and men don’t say such things, 
out loud, with a father within earshot 
and a jealous foreman scowling in the 
background.

“ I—I sure want to help yuh, Bess, 
not fight,” Dan whispered, and swung 
his pony around. As straight and as 
fast as he had come, he rode away.

That day, back on the Diamond B, 
he repaired his fence. On the whole 
he was pleased with his morning’s 
work. He had set his motives straight 
in the eyes of the girl he loved, and he 
believed Bess understood; but the un­
disguised hostility of the foreman 
bothered him.

Sudden Bill and Bess might trust 
him, but one was sick, and the other 
didn't give the orders. There was a 
cold, calculating determination about 
Forty Mile which made him a danger­
ous enemy, and if the fox-faced fore­
man had decided to use the rustling as 
a means to satisfy his grudge against 
Dan, he was not the sort of man to 
change his mind.

Dan didn’t want war. He hoped he 
had avoided it, but that night when he 
turned in he left the Winchester lean­
ing against the wall near his bunk. 
Though the next seven days passed 
quietly, Dan did not relax his precau­
tions. When a ranch is being stolen 
blind, men lose their heads. He had 
declared himself frankly, but the 
topography of the Rafter L range was 
such that his reputation would not be 
freed of suspicion entirely until the 
rustlers were actually- caught.

The Rafter L and one other ranch 
equally large controlled the whole of 
an extensive valley surrounded on three 
sides by high hills. The grass land 
was reserved for winter range. In sum­
mer the cattle were thrown into the 
timber, where big trees, underbrush, 
and a tangle of canons made it impos­



sible for a puncher to see more than 
fifty yards.

In such country a steer could be 
roped, a fire kindled, and the brand 
blotted on the spot without one chance 
of discovery in a thousand. Any man 
in the district could do it. The thief 
might even drive the stolen steer to the 
railroad running across the mouth of 
the valley without once going out into 
the open, and be back at his own ranch 
soon after sundown. For from the 
railroad to the valley’s end, where 
Dan’s ranch was located, was only ten 
miles.

Nor was shipping very difficult. At 
the foot of the hills the railroad main­
tained a water tank, a siding, a loading- 
chute, and a tiny station where a one- 
legged, red-nosed, irascible old-timer 
calling himself Pegleg Sampson acted 
as agent. East-bound trains stopped 
at Piute Crossing to take on water be­
fore the long pull up the grade.

In the fall a good many cattle were 
shipped, but during the rest of the year 
Pegleg led a lonely existence. He was 
there to watch the tank. No one came 
to Piute Crossing except to ship cattle, 
and during the summer the one-legged 
old man might not see a soul in weeks. 
Steers could be brought to his lonely 
siding through the woods, concealed 
near by till a train stopped, and then 
be driven up the loading chute onto 
the cars while the engine was taking 
on water.

At least that was how Dan figured 
the rustlers were working. The cows 
could not be shipped except at Piute 
Crossing. The mountains were too 
high and steep and the markets too 
distant to drive stock across country.

But if the thieves were shipping by 
rail they would be compelled to use a 
brand which was registered in the dis­
trict. That was going to be difficult. 
There weren’t very many of them, and 
the cattle inspectors knew just about 
how manv cows each brand ought to 
ship, and when they usually put their 
stock on the cars.

Dan set the brands down. Coleman’s 
Rafter L, the Bar ND which shared 
the valley, his own Diamond B, then, 
on the other side of the railroad, the 
Mashed O, the Quarter Circle 4, the 
Fishhook, and the Windowsash.

It made quite a list; but the only 
chance to do any brand blotting, as far 
as he could see—and Dan had studied 
those brands for a month—was to 
work the Rafter L over into a Dia­
mond B.

Therefore, Dan slept lightly. More 
than one honest nester has been shot 
mighty dead because of just such cir­
cumstantial evidence as that.

“ Sudden Bill said he didn't set me 
down for a thief,” Dan told himself 
over and over. But the premonition 
that trouble was coming made him un­
easy.

CHAPTER II.
THE BLOTTED BRAND.

IT was on the eighth day, in the thick 
darkness an hour before dawn, that 
he was awakened by the sound he 

dreaded. The faint tchung of barbed 
wire cautiously severed near the post 
by some one anxious to make little 
noise. A very slight sound, which 
would not have disturbed Dan’s slum­
ber if his ears had not been tuned for 
it.

In one swift, premeditated bound he 
was out of bed. The Winchester 
leaped into his hand. He had the 
sights lined on the dimly seen figure 
at the fence before the sleep was out 
of his eyes. Almost he pulled trigger.

But as firmly as he had resolved to 
shoot, now that the moment had come 
the deed was too coldly murderous-for 
Dan’s stomach. There was only one 
person at the fence this time. A little 
chap who crouched low on the ground 
and worked with nervous haste. With 
the utmost care to make no noise he 
severed one panel of Dan’s fence and 
moved on to the next.



When the little fellow straightened 
up, something about the figure and the 
manner of walking startled Dan. The 
nester rubbed his eyes. He could not 
believe he had seen truly—and yet he 
had. The person cutting his fence 
wore skirts I

Dan dropped the Winchester. His 
fingers trembled as he flung on his 
clothes. It couldn't be any one else 
but Bess Coleman: and what madness 
brought her here he could not imagine. 
Why, he’d nearly shot her!

The narrow margin by which the 
tragedy had been averted made Dan 
gasp; the horror of it. now that Bess 
was safe, made him of a sudden furi­
ously angry at the girl. Mix in men’s 
business? Make a murderer of him, 
■would she? He'd show her!

Springing through the doorway he 
threw his carbine to his shoulder when 
the girl uttered a faint cry of alarm 
and ran toward her horse.

“None of that, now!” he called 
menacingly.

She stopped. “ It’s me,. Dan—don't 
shoot,” she cried out.

“ Ain't there no men on the Rafter 
L?” he shouted in reply, and crossed 
the hundred yards of range between his 
shack and the fence with angry strides.

“Forty Mile wouldn’t come! He 
'lowed there wasn’t no hurry to run 
yuh out!” the girl retorted as he came 
to a standstill beside her.

“ Why’d I have to be run out?”
“ Because daddy swore he’d git out 

of bed to do it himself. I knew he 
meant it, if Forty Mile didn't! Bess 
answered vehemently. “ I told Forty 
Mile the ride would kill daddy, an’ 
when he just laughed I sneaked away 
thinkin’ I could cut yore wire without 
wakin’ yuh. Then there wouldn't be 
no one hurt—’’

“That ain’t no answer!”
Bess hesitated. “ 'Tain’t a thing I 

like to tell yuh to yore face, Dan,” she 
went on. She was reluctant to speak, 
but her eyes defied him to deny what 
she had to say.

“ Yo're to be run out because the 
stockyards wired us sixty-nine of yore 
Diamond B's had been shipped in the 
last week. Knowing there was rustlin’ 
goin' on here they looked at the hides. 
Every one of yore sixty-nine was re­
branded from a Rafter L. That’s 
why!”

Dan stared at her. In the first shock 
of that accusation his anger vanished 
like something which had never been; 
he found himself thinking more of 
Sudden Bill Coleman than himself. 
Sixty-nine head—in a week!

No wonder the old ranchman was 
loco; no wonder he was ready to drag 
himself off a sick bed to get square 
w ith one who had not only stolen him 
blind, but lied to him and bluffed him. 
It was true enough that if Forty Mile 
had refused to act, Bess had been com­
pelled to. even at such risk. But sixty- 
nine head, and branded Diamond B!

“I THOUGHT yuh talked like a 
| man, too, that day yuh sassed us,” 

said Bess with sad finality. “ Yuh 
look like a man. I—I sort of figured 
yuh were better than most. But under­
neath, Dan Bogart, yo're just plain 
coyote, so onery yuh’d steal from a 
sick man an’ sling a gun on a girl.”

Bess turned toward her pony. She 
had a foot in the stirrup when Dan 
sprang forward and caught the bridle.

“Wait!” he commanded. “Yuh 
must know I love yuh. Am I goin’ to 
let yuh ride off thinkin’ me a liar an’ 
worse?”

The girl shrugged and shook the 
nester’s hand from her rein.

“ Funny time yuh pick for yo’re 
courtin’,'' she responded, and her with­
ering indifference was hard for Dan 
to endure. His face grew bleak, and 
when he spoke he was as cold, almost 
as impersonal as the girl herself.

“ Ain't courtin’. I been hopin’ to, 
two years—an’ yuh call me onery 
coyote at the end of it,” he said. “ I’m 
just tellin’ yuh the real facts so’s yuh 
kin understand what I’m goin’ to do— 



if yuh care to take that much trouble. 
Hand me the wire cutters."

Speechless Bess passed over the tool. 
Dan walked to the panel of the fence 
where she had stopped work and 
severed the topmost wire. Its snarling 
cling-tchung might have been his com­
ment on the whole affair. Working 
swiftly, in silence, he cut every wire 
from the post.

A Diamond B heifer, which had been 
grazing near the shack, commenced to 
drift toward him. Dan had never had 
money to grade up his stock. This 
cow was a throw-back to the old long­
horn type—what used to be called a 
“ line-back," with red sides and a white 
stripe down the backbone. It snuffed 
at the snarl of wire on the ground, 
snatched a mouthful of the longer 
grass that grew outside the fence, and 
with a flirt of its tail passed out into 
the open range. Other cows of Dan’s 
little herd began to drift after the 
leader.

Bess remained motionless in the sad­
dle. At the end of the fence Dan cut 
a ten foot length of wire from the pile 
at his feet and twisted it into a com­
pact bundle about an inch in diameter 
and eighteen inches long.

“ Go tell Sudden Bill my fence is 
cut an’ the Diamond B scattered. That 
ought to show yuh whether I’m onery 
or not. Anyway, it will keep him in 
his bed,” he called out.

“ What yuh goin’ to do with the 
wire?” Bess faltered.

“ Show whether I’m a coyote an’ a 
thief—an’ prove it quick; so damn sud­
den yuh won’t have time to get set in 
yore crazy idea,” snapped the nester 
savagely.

“ I’ve been thinkin’ all this was just a 
grudge, Bess, but with vuh bein’ 
dragged in this way it must be some­
thin’ a sight meaner. There’s a quick 
way to find out. I’ve been waitin’ an’ 
studyin’ for a week. Now,” Dan’s chin 
set, “ I’m on the prod. Ride back an’ 
nurse yore daddy, Bess. From now' on 
this is men’s business most emphatic!”

Bess Coleman was range bred. A 
bunch of wire is used to blot a brand, 
and for no other purpose of which she 
had ever heard. Every line of Dan’s 
face showed desperation, and whatever 
the evidence against him might be, a 
friendship of tw'o years’ standing can’t 
be blasted by one telegram, even from 
inspectors at the stockyards. More­
over, Dan had cut his own fence. 
Range bred, Bess knew what that 
meant, too.

“ Last night Forty Mile said he’d 
ride this way with Wolf an’ Dusty. 
He'll be lookin’ out sharp,” she warned.

” I said this was men’s business,” 
Dan retorted harshly. “ Git home, 
Bess—if yuh got to think at all. chew- 
on this: how come that yuh could sad­
dle a broncho this mornin’ without 
waking Forty Mile? Why didn’t he 
stop yuh—or come himself?"

DAN turned his back and went, al­
most at a run, for his corral. He’d 
said more than he intended; he 

didn’t want Bess to answer that open 
accusation of the Rafter L foreman, 
and, in his haste, he missed Bess’s sud­
den frown of concentrated thought.

The girl was moved to ride after 
him and speak, but he was throwing his 
saddle on the back of a strawberry roan, 
and the impulse passed. She rode off, 
glancing once at the ruined fence, once 
at Dan’s line-back heifer grazing slow­
ly out into the range.

Her thoughts must have been bitter. 
She lashed her pony with the quirt, 
and streaked away toward the Raft- 
er L.

Once the girl had started Dan aban­
doned his pretense of haste. He 
cinched up slowly, and delayed over 
the examination of his carbine. He 
wanted Bess to be far from the scene 
before he made his next move. He 
was pretty sure he was going to get 
action, but not certain at all as to its 
nature, and his plans were more hazy 
than he had led Bess to believe.

The idea that Forty Mile was mak­



ing the rustling an excuse to settle his 
old grudge remained fixed in Dan’s 
mind, but now that the foreman had 
got bitter enough to risk the lives of 
Sudden Bill and Bess, the nester was 
going to give him a chance to satisfy 
that grudge once and for all. If Forty 
Mile didn't take it. the fault would not 
be Dan's—and it would go far to con­
firm Dan’s sudden suspicion of the 
rustlers’ real identity.

Therefore, it happened that the 
nester took no pains to conceal his 
movements. He waited until the first 
flush of sunrise gave plenty of light, 
then rode ostentatiously out of his val­
ley onto the open range. Within a mile 
of his valley was a shallow wash. Here 
he momentarily reined in his pony. 
Cattle were grazing all about, Rafter 
L’s most of them, though a few' of 
Dan’s own stock had drifted through 
the broken fence to this point.

The nester rose in his stirrups and 
scanned the roiling stretch of sage. Far 
in the distance a tiny dot showed where 
Bess was loping back toward the ranch. 
Elsewhere the range seemed deserted 
to a casual eye. Dan. however, was 
far from casual—his attention centered 
on the wooded hills rising near his val­
ley, and not on the woods, either, but 
on the birds beginning to fly above 
them. A crow, flapping lazily along 
over the tree tops near the edge of 
the timber suddenly veered, cawed 
harshly, and went scooting off at an 
angle.

Dan smiled to himself, shook out a 
loop, whirled it over his head long 
enough to attract the attention of a 
blind man.

“ Somebody hiding in the woods for 
sure,” he muttered. “ Well, look close, 
hombre! There's only one thing I don’t 
want yuh to see: an’ yuh won’t 1"

Three cows were standing on the 
edge of the wash. Dan spurred his 
pony, and his rush sent all three lum­
bering down the sloping sides. His 
rope shot out, but when the loop snaked 
around a rear hoof the heifer he threw 

was hidden from the view of any one 
in the woods.

Two cows lumbered out and escaped, 
but Dan, leaping from his pony, hog- 
tied his own old line-back heifer with 
red sides and a white streak down the 
back-bone, which had been thrown by 
his noose.

Carelessly he pulled the rolls of wire 
from the cantie—very carelessly, con­
sidering that the pony was still stand­
ing in plain sight on the edge of the 
wash; and with even greater careless­
ness the nester kindled a very smoky 
fire. He took pains, however, that it 
burned up quickly.

His rolls of wire were red hot in 
half a dozen minutes, and in a minute 
more the line-back heifer was bellow­
ing in agony as Dan drew a Diamond 
B on her left hip. He had to stop 
frequently to reheat his wire. Each 
time he scanned the edge of the woods, 
but the brand' had been reworked and 
the line-back heifer released before he 
discerned any movement there.

“ I ain't stolen anything. But that 
fresh brand makes it look like I had,” 
Dan muttered, watching the edge of 
the woods anxiously.

NOW an old brand is nothing but a 
scar, covered with hair which 
grows in every direction instead 

of lying smooth with the rest of the 
coat. Rough red hair on a background 
of smooth red hair isn’t easy to dis­
tinguish a mile away. A raw, fresh 
burn is easier to see. Dan’s rebranding 
stood out on the heifer’s hip as clearly 
as the daub of a paint brush; and when 
the animal scampered into sight three 
men promptly charged out of the 
woods.

The same three—Forty Mile Thom­
as, Wolf Miller, and Dusty.

Like a rustler caught red-handed 
and resolved to shoot his way out, Dan 
vaulted onto his pony and spurred after 
the cow he had “ stolen.” Roping it, 
he dragged it back into the wash and 
hogtied it; then caught up his Winches­



ter and set the sights for three hundred 
yards.

Here was a show-down. Forty Mile 
couldn’t know that the nester had re­
branded his own cow; all he could pos­
sibly see was that his enemy was alone 
and discovered in a guilty act. If he 
had a grudge to settle, he could do it; 
on the other hand, if he simply sus­
pected Dan was in league with the 
thieves, he would make every effort 
to capture both the nester and the cow. 
For since the rustlers were using Dan’s 
brand, the stealing would have to stop 
as soon and as long as the nester was in 
jail.

At three hundred yards Dan sent a 
warning shot whistling by the fore­
man’s ear, and grinned sourly to him­
self, when Forty Mile flinched, swung 
his pony to the left, and commenced 
to gallop Indian fashion in a wide 
circle around the wash. At the sec­
ond circuit the three punchers began to 
edge in.

“ Movie stuff,” Dan grunted. He 
aimed carefully, and his bullet, rico­
cheting from the hard ground under 
the nose of the leading pony, changed 
the foreman’s tactics very abruptly. 
The attackers loped out of range, 
and began a heated discussion.

The argument was protracted long 
enough to make Dan’s eyes narrow sus­
piciously. Wolf and Dusty were having 
entirely too much to say. The three 
talked. Forty Mile should have given 
orders at once, but it was fully five 
minutes before he got around to it.

The nester watched the foreman’s 
head wag; saw Wolf, a big, black- 
browed, surly man, wearing a check­
ered red and black shirt and a gray 
sombrero, shrug his shoulders in dis­
approval.

Dusty, who was lean and hard-bitten 
and dressed in gray from hat to pants, 
save for a vest of violent black and 
white checks, disagreed also, but at last 
the two punchers rode off together in 
the general direction of the Rafter L, 
while Forty Mile remained where he 

was, with his Winchester poised across 
his saddlehorn.

“ Which is fair enough,” the nester 
interpreted. ‘‘Punchers go for help; 
foreman rides herd on me till it gits 
here. Either that, or Forty Mile is git- 
tin’ rid of witnesses. Now, is he goin’ 
to fight, or just keep me from ridin’ off 
with this heifer?”

Patiently Dan waited until the two 
punchers were out of sight, a matter 
of more than half an hour, during 
which the fox-faced foreman sat on 
his pony like a statue, a quarter of a 
mile away from the wash. So far, so 
good. Once the two had the range to 
themselves, however, the nester set his 
sights to the highest notch and rode de­
liberately into the open.

Forty Mile whipped up his carbine 
and fired. The bullet fell short and 
was fully twenty feet out of line.

“Wants me personal, huh?” said 
Dan aloud. “Well, he ought to’ve 
tried where he could use a Colt. Never 
saw a six-gun slinger yet who was 
worth a damn over fifty yards.”

There was a strong breeze blowing 
across the sage that would make a bul­
let drift a yard or two, but Dan lined 
his sights directly on the foreman’s 
chest. Except for that intentional over­
sight he shot as well as he could. At 
the crack of his carbine Forty Mile 
flung himself out of the saddle.

“Heard it buzz, huh?” the nester 
grunted. “ Here’s one to show I did 
not shoot wide by no accident.” This 
time Dan allowed for the wind. He 
drew a coarse bead, but his bullet must 
have sung within a yard of the fore­
man’s head. Forty Mile’s pony shied, 
and trotted a yard away.

“ Could plug yore pony any time, 
an’ damn well yuh know it,” Dan 
growled.

THE foreman was shooting stead­
ily. Not an especially good rifle 
shot, his bullets were wide of the 

target, but he was burning ammunition 
as though he intended to keep up the 



battle all day. Firing, Dan saw at 
once, entirely too last, and also remain­
ing at long range where the advantage 
lay all with the better shot. It was very 
poor tactics, and even worse strategy. 
Not in the least what Dan had expected 
from a man as experienced and cool- 
headed as Forty Mile.

If the foreman had retreated to the 
edge of the woods, where he could 
shelter himself and keep Dan and rhe 
rebranded heifer in the open till the 
punchers got back with overwhelming 
reenforcements, his strategy would 
have made sense. If he had charged, 
so that rapid movement and short 
range would have compensated for the 
nester’s superiority with a Winchester, 
his tactics would have been understand­
able.

Forty Mile’s courage was unques­
tioned. Dan didn’t doubt the intensity 
of his hate, either; the foreman would 
not have hesitated to take such a risk 
in order to dispose of an enemy. But 
for him to blaze away like an excited 
tenderfoot was puzzling.

And was it excitement? To test his 
suspicion Dan retreated to the shelter 
of the wash. Nevertheless, Forty Mile 
kept pumping his Winchester; he must 
have fired forty rounds before his 
hammer clicked on an empty chamber. 
Dan watched him fumbling through 
the loops of his belt.

Twice Forty Mile snapped his rifle, 
adding proof to proof that it was 
empty; then he vaulted to the saddle 
and dusted away toward the Rafter 
L; though the nester, as yet, had made 
no move to take advantage of his help­
lessness.

Instead, Dan spat in disgust.
“ Bluffin’,” he said. “ Bluffin’ from 

first to last. There yuh go, with an 
empty belt to show yuh fought me 
down to yore last cartridge, when the 
real facts is yuh didn’t want me killed 
or caught!”

Slowly Dan released the line-back 
heifer. The excitement of the fight had 
passed. He was weary and discour­

aged; he had hoped to clear himself 
by one bold stroke, only to discover 
that the attack on him sprung from 
motives more complicated than person­
al hatred.

Only one fact was self-evident. 
Forty Mile wanted the rustling to con­
tinue. Whether the foreman desired 
it because he was involved in the steal­
ing himself Dan had no means of 
knowing as yet; it was probable, but 
the nester had to have definite proof.

Slowly Dan headed the heifer to­
ward the timber. The trick of the blot­
ted brand had worked once, and if he 
acted swiftly he thought he could use 
it again. He would go to Piute Cross­
ing and make old Pegleg Sampson 
think he was a rustler too.

If the strategem worked, the old- 
timer would blab secrets Dan would 
never learn while the others thought of 
him as an honest man.

For range thieves must work in con­
cert or be caught, and the one-legged 
old man who was shipping their cattle 
must know them every one.

CHAPTER III. 
thieves’ treatment.

ALL that day, therefore, Dan spent 
in herding the heifer through the 
timber which skirted the foot of 

the hills. The cow was allowed to 
browse along at its own pace; the big 
nester was satisfied to keep in motion. 
He had from sunrise until sunset to 
cover ten miles, and there was neither 
a choice of route nor any danger of 
discovery in that thick timber to keep 
his faculties alert.

The fact that there was but one des­
tination for a man who stole a cow 
in that valley would give both Bess 
and Forty Mile a very clear idea as to 
his probable movements; but it did not 
seem at all important to Dan. The 
Rafter L punchers had been watching 
Piute Crossing for a month, and if 
they hadn’t got anv clew to the thieves 

2 A



Dan didn’t see how they were going to 
be able to pin anything on him. Cer­
tain simple and obvious precautions he 
would have to take.

To be on the sale side Dan drove 
the heifer into a thicket of young pine 
trees when he neared his destination, 
and scouted forward cautiously on foot 
to the edge of the timber. He was 
within fifty yards of old Pegleg’s 
shack.

The oil light shone yellow through 
the uncurtained window and gleamed 
on the old man’s bald head. Pegleg 
was dozing by the window with his 
chin on his breast, and his attitude in­
dicated that he was too fed up with 
his own company to remain awake 
much longer.

Dan didn’t want to hail the house or 
identify himself too soon. Instead, he 
whistled, making no more sound than 
was necessary to reach the old man’s 
ears.

The response was electric in its sud­
denness, and quite surprising. Pegleg’s 
head snapped erect. He turned toward 
the sound with a vicious grimace that 
bared his stubs of teeth—and blew out 
the light.

Before Dan could decide what was 
the next move, the old-timer slipped 
out of the door and came stumping 
across the open with irritation dis­
played in every move of his maimed 
body.

Pegleg’s left leg had been ampu­
tated just above the knee. The stump 
fitted into a socket of sole leather, with 
a metal plate running up the outside of 
the thigh, to which the artificial leg 
was fastened by padded straps three 
inches wide.

The shaft of the leg was made of 
hardwood, unusually thick; and at 
about the height of a normal man’s 
ankle Pegleg wore a strong steel spur, 
or hook.

By sticking his wooden leg through 
a stirrup and catching the cross piece 
with this spur he could ride a pony 
fairly well—rather better than he could
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walk, for at every step he had to swing 
his wooden leg awkwardly from the 
hip.

The accident which had deprived 
him of his left leg occurred many years 
ago, but Pegleg had never learned to 
regard his disability with philoso­
phy.

His temper was always ugly, and at 
slight provocation he flew into violent 
rages, during which his dirty white 
beard bristled and curled with anger, 
and his red-rimmed blue eyes became 
suffused with blood, while he damned 
the man who provoked him through 
clenched teeth so that he hissed rather 
than spoke.

In that country every one swore, and 
meant nothing by it. But when Pegleg 
said “ Hell ” he meant flames that 
crackled blue and stank of sulphur; he 
saw his enemies writhing and scream­
ing as the fire curled around them; and 
cowboys who could have broken the 
old man in their hands or shot him in 
two before he could have dragged out 
his huge, rusty old Colt cringed before 
the sheer malevolence of his hissing, 
tight-lipped vituperation.

He was furious now, and gave his 
tongue free rein.

“ Why in the red-hot blisterin’ hell 
don’t yuh hail the house, cowboy?” he 
demanded.

" It’s Dan,” answered the nester, 
stepping into the open. “ Don’t git 
hydrophoby because I busted into yore 
rest. I got a cow to ship.”

“ After sundown ?”
Might be simpler,” the big nester 

insinuated.
“ Can’t ship no sech way.” Pegleg’s 

determined refusal hissed between his 
set teeth, but Dan’s answer was a 
chuckle.

He went on in a slower, milder 
drawl.

“ There’s been plenty of unusual 
shipments,” he insinuated more point­
edly. “ Hell, Pegleg, don’t git uppity. 
Sudden Bill ain’t kept the facts secret, 
an’ the whole range is blamin’ me an’ 



you. I left the cow back in the brush a 
ways.”

“* I 'RYIN’ to git me hung?” sneered
| the old man. “ Sudden Bill has 

been watchin’. May his wound 
fester same as mine did and another 
triple damned doctor start curin’ him 
with a saw—”

“ Rope an’ throw that,” Dan inter­
rupted roughly. “ I ain’t here to listen 
to none of yore meanness, nor ask no 
questions, either, Pegleg. Sudden Bill 
cut my wire this mornin’, an’ I ain’t 
standin’ for that none whatever. He’s 
been stole out, an’ yuh know who’s 
doin’ it. I want my share.” Dan’s 
hand gripped the old man’s shoulder.

“ Yuh don’t run no risk,” he con­
tinued roughly. “ What I ship is 
branded Diamond B, and I kept all 
my cattle on the ranch for two years. 
For all the inspectors know I could 
ship sixty or a hundred head—an’ sup­
pose Sudden Bill is watchin’? He has 
not seen anything yet, has he. Git yuh 
hung, hell, hombre ? They wouldn’t 
waste rope on yuh!”

“ All that might be so. Real fact 
is, yo’re too late,” said the old man 
waspishly. “ I ain’t been uppity, Dan. 
I’m riled, an’ by the devil’s dirty claws 
I got reason! Two locoed fools have 
gone hog wild an’ spoiled the easiest, 
safest bit of rustlin’ that ever happened 
in Idaho! They’ve spoiled it, hombre, 
an’ I’m tellin’ yuh for yore own good, 
turn that cow loose an’ git!

“ I ain’t shippin’ no more. I’d stop 
any more bein’ shipped if I could, but 
I can’t. I’m just keepin’ myself out of 
trouble, an’ tellin’ yuh to do the same. 
Not that I give a damn what happens 
to yuh. I jest want to see a—” Pegleg 
shut his teeth on the name, and went on 
savagely—“ a certain blind, jealous, 
locoed fool git what’s cornin’ to him for 
spoiling my game permanent!”

“Meaning Forty Mile?” the nester 
interrupted.

“ Includin’ Forty Mile, since yuh’ve 
named him,” the old man whipped 

back. “ But yuh come to my shack, 
Dan. Ferget about that cow, an’ picket 
yore pony close to the door. I’m goin’ 
to give yuh the facts. I’ve been help­
in’ the rustlers, but not half as much 
as I’m tryin’ to stop them now. An’ 
you’ve got twice as much reason to stop 
them as me!”

Pegleg stumped back to his shack, 
but when they were inside he did not 
light the lamp. The two men seated 
themselves in darkness, and for a mo­
ment or two the old man swore vicious­
ly to himself under his breath.

Will range waddies can't see noth­
in' that ain't under yore nose," he 
broke out. “ Because Piute Crossin’ is 
the only station hereabout yuh figger 
that's where the cows have got to be 
shipped. Which ain’t so. Trains can 
stop anywheres, an’ it ain't hard to rig 
up a loadin' chute with a couple of 
planks.

.1 seen that fi e ihts was stoppin’ 
constant on the grades east of here. I 
got friendly with a conductor. Then I 
waited for some feller to handle the 
range end. Bein’ as you was a nester, 
I thought fust of you.”

“ Thanks,” said Dan dryly.
But yuh was moonin’ over that 

Bess Coleman—for which I don’t 
blame yuh none—an' wouldn't start 
nothin’ against her pappy,” the old man 
continued with a half sneer at such 
softness. “ It happened, though, there 
was a feller right sore about that. He 
come to me, an’ we started.”

“ I savvy well enough how he could 
get the cows," said Dan. “ But how’d 
yuh ship, if not from here?"

“ We shipped from the track,” 
grunted Pegleg. “ Yuh know where 
that steep grade is at the top of the 
hill? Engines are liable to stop there 
to give the fireman a chance to get up 
more steam. While they were stopped, 
we loaded on the cows we had in the 
brush thereabouts.

“ The whole train crew was in on 
it. They split fifteen dollars on each 
cow. I got two dollars for fixin’ the 



bill of ladin’ with the conductor, an’ the 
rustlers got the rest. Provided we 
didn't ship too many or too often, we 
could ’a’ kept it up for years.”

“ Seems probable,” Dan conceded.

“/^\NLY them triple damned wad- 
dies an' brakemen got greedy,” 
Pegleg hissed through his 

teeth. “ They figgered to clean up an’ 
git—but where could I git to, with rail­
road detectives and Pinkertons after an 
old fellow fair branded with a wooden 
leg?” The old man’s voice rose to a 
falsetto squeak and cracked. “ I hadn't 
got but a few measly hundred dollars. 
They were gettin’ thousands.

“ They stole so fast the inspectors 
got wise that the brand they was using 
didn’t have that many. I told 'em so, 
but they didn’t give a damn. Said they 
was going to have one big clean-up, 
steal the range blind, and quit. An’ 
they made me the goat. My name’s on 
all them forged bills of ladin’. The 
train crew kin swear the cattle was 
loaded regular, by me. an’—”

“ An’ that I was the hombre that 
stole them,” the big nester half shout­
ed, springing to his feet. “ That 
damned Forty Mile was pickin’ on me, 
tryin’ to force me to steal to git even, 
figgerin’ to hang the whole damn steal 
on me neck!”

The nester jumped for the door.
“ Set down,” snapped Pegleg. 

“ That’s just what he done, and what 
yuh done, young feller. But don't go 
hightailin’ it out of here to smoke him 
up with a Colt—because there s two 
Rafter L punchers been hangin’ around 
here since early this afternoon. I won­
dered what Dusty an’ that etarnally 
blasted Wolf Miller was waitin’ for. 
After yuh whistled it wasn't no secret. 
That was why I turned oft" the light. 
They’ve got that cow yuh was fool 
enough to steal. If they can get yuh—”

Pegleg stamped on the floor with his 
wooden leg. " But triple damn them, 
we’ll hold them off till sunrise if they 
try to rush us, and come momin’ we’ll 

hightail it for Mexico or Canada— 
whichever yuh like."

The big nester reseated himself 
slowly. He had started for the door 
in a spasm of rage when he learned 
how he had been tricked. This, then, 
was the reason Forty Mile had only 
made a bluff at capturing him on the 
open range. The rustler’s purpose 
would be served better by catching him 
in the act of trying to ship the stolen 
cow through Pegleg.

Yet he had not needed the old man’s 
warning to keep him inside. Under 
other circumstances Dan would have 
asked nothing better than to open the 
door and shoot the matter out with the 
two rustlers who had cornered him, 
but this, he saw in a flash, was not a 
question a six-gun could settle.

Shooting the two punchers and For­
ty Mile as well would not prove to Bess 
that Dan was not a thief. If anything, 
it would confirm her suspicion to the 
contrary, and he also suspected, that old 
Pegleg would find himself another 
gang of riders and resume the thefts 
on a safer, more cautious scale.

“ What ’ll happen i f we do hightail 
it in the morning?" he asked the old 
man.

” They’ll steal the Rafter E blind— 
an’ be damned to it an’ them. Who 
cares?” Pcgleg grated.

‘‘ Me,” said Dan. “ Furthermore, I 
didn’t steal that cow I brought. I blot­
ted the brand on one of my own—to 
find out who the thieves were.”

Pegleg uttered a profane ejaculation 
of amazement. His wooden leg 
scraped back and forward across the 
floor as he weighed this information, 
but at last he grunted derisively.

“ They kin show a few others that 
was rustled for shore,” he declared 
positively. “ No, young feller. Framin’ 
yuh is easy. They could have done it 
any time—the whole range suspects 
yuh. No, the thing they had to do was 
to prove yuh an’ me was in cahoots, 
and they’ll do it plenty if they can catch 
yuh here, with me. Only,” the beard­



ed old man gritted through clenched 
teeth, “ may I be triple damned an’ 
dragged over forty miles of broken 
glass with every cuttin’ edge of it red 
hot if any two cowpokes is goin’ to 
take me!”

CHAPTER IV.
THE ARREST.

“’T’EIERE'S a feller cornin’ to try.
j I hear his pony,” said Dan, who 

was anxious to interrupt. Old 
Pegleg had just drawn breath for an­
other virulent tirade, but he stopped 
and craned his bald’ head out of the 
window. His breath hissed between 
his clenched teeth as he listened; then 
he sprang to the door, caught Dan’s 
Winchester out of the saddle boot, and 
leveled it over the window sill.

“ There’ll be fresh meat sizzlin’ in 
hell in another half second,” he swore.

At the same instant the big nester 
caught sight of the man riding toward 
them through the darkness. A tall, 
lean man on a white pony. Dan threw 
himself at Pegleg. His shoulder 
knocked the old man sidewise, he 
caught the carbine and twisted the bar­
rel into the air as it exploded, then 
wrenched the weapon from Pegleg’s 
hands.

“ Murder’s worse than rustlin’, yuh 
damned old fool,” he snapped, and 
leaning from the window, shouted, 
“Accident, stranger! We ain’t war­
like none till we know who yuh are 1” 

“ Faith, ’twas an accident near parted 
me hair, Dan Bogart!” retorted a ring­
ing tenor voice. “ ’Tis yerself I was 
lookin’ for, me bhoy, not lead from yer 
rifle.”

Pegleg wrestled in the big nester’s 
grip. “ Sheriff Larry Connors that is.” 
he panted. “ Lemme plug him—he’s 
come for us!”

Dan pushed the old man into a cor­
ner. “ Come on in, Larry!” he called, 
and added in an undertone to Pegleg. 
“ Sheriff, yes—but a square, white 

hombre besides. “ I’m goin' to light a 
lamp.”

Sheriff Larry Connors stepped 
through the door as the light flickered 
up. About forty-five, tall and lean, 
with dark red hair, a long upper lip and 
light blue, twinkling eyes, he bore him­
self like a man who is not even uneasy, 
much less nervous. In those circum­
stances his attitude was a testimonial 
to the Irishman’s courage.

Dan stood frowning by the lamp, his 
shoulders squared and his jaw set. His 
hand was tensed close to his gun; if 
he was not warlike he was primed to 
start. Pegleg, on the contrary, 
crouched with bared teeth in the corner. 
His rusty Colt was lined on the sher­
iff’s stomach; he held the hammer 
thumbed back.

“ The divil an’ the hangman will 
both be busy if yer thumb slips,” said 
the sheriff. “ Put it up, Pegleg. ’Tis 
Dan I’ve come for.”

“ For what?” snapped the nester.
Connors seated himself on the filthy 

bunk and pushed his hat back from his 
red hair. His eyes began to twinkle. 
“ For why is what ye should be askin’, 
Dan, me bhoy?” he replied. “ The an­
swer would be, because if there’s an 
Irishman alive who can say ‘ no ’ to a 
girl when there’s a tear in her blue eyes, 
his name's not Larry Connors. As for 
what—the charge will have to be rus­
tlin’.”

The nester and Pegleg exchanged 
glances. The old man half lifted the 
rusty Colt.

“ Be aisy, now!” the sheriff com­
manded. “ Ye can go on livin’ in yer 
accustomed sinful way, Pegleg. ’Tis 
Dan I’m speakin’ to.” Still with the 
same quizzical smile, the sheriff ad­
dressed the nester. “ I was told that 
this morning ye talked wildlike, and 
started out with a bundle of barbed 
wire to blot ye a few brands. That by 
nightfall I'd likely find ye here. Did 
ye rustle anything, Dan?”

“ That’s my business!”
“ Faith, ’tis the business of plenty 



more than ye," Connors retorted. “ If 
ye were older, or Irish, ye’d know that 
what seems to be man’s business is li­
able to be some woman’s, too. Bess 
was in town by noon to-day. She near 
killed her pony gettiir there, an' when 
she was talkin' to me she could not 
keep the tears out of her eves.

“ She said ye were takin’ some kind 
of wild chance, Dan, and she was 
afraid ye’d get what overtook Sudden 
Bill. She said she was sure ye hadn’t 
done any rustlin’ up to now, but that 
ye was gom’ to. and she asked me, as a 
personal favor, io arrest ye and keep ye 
in jail till ye came to yer senses.’’

“ B-Bess done that?" said the nest­
er. He was stammering, but his eyes 
shone.

CONNORS nodded. “ And I don't 
care if it’s regular or not, or how 
much of a fool I may look,” he de­

clared. “ To jail ye go, if I have to git 
ye there with a Colt, and in jail ye 
stay till we find out who is stealin’ the 
Rafter L cattle, if it takes us a year. I 
own I've suspected ye, bhoy—but Bess 
is too sweet a colleen to love a thief. 
So, will ye come peaceable?”

Dan's willingness was plain on his 
face. He rose, even started toward the 
door, but as the sheriff started to fol­
low the big nester hesitated. Even in 
the exultation of this knowledge that 
the girl he loved cared for him enough 
to take this public step in his behalf, 
even when he wanted to carry out her 
wishes as he had never wanted any­
thing in his life, the probable conse­
quences of his act stopped him with his 
hand on the latch.

While he lay safe in jail Forty 
Mile’s gang would steal the ranch 
blind, and moreover, if he were jailed 
on a rustling charge he would never 
clear his name of the stigma.

“ Don’t yuh go!” rasped Pegleg in 
that moment of indecision. Dan knew 
the old man was thinking that once he 
were in jail it would be a simple matter 
for the rustlers to frame up a charge 

against him, but he shrugged that pos­
sibility aside.

Had that been all, he would have led 
the sheriff to the line-back heifer. The 
hide of the cow would prove he was in­
nocent, and that Forty Mile was try­
ing to frame him; but it would not 
prove Forty Mile's guilt nor protect the 
Rafter L range while the case was com­
ing to trial.

“ Pegleg's right, Connors,” the big 
nester replied at last. “ I started out 
to git those rustlers, an’ I ain’t stoppin’ 
till I do—not even for Bess. I’d like 
to submit to arrest, but I can’t.”

“ Catchin’ rustlers is my business,” 
argued the sheriff.

“ Not these. The case is peculiar,” 
Dan contradicted. “ I’ve got some 
ideas, but no proof shore enough to go 
to yuh with. Only thing is, on my 
range word, I ain’t done nothing but 
blot-brand a line-back heifer that was 
my own cow in order to make the 
crooks think I was stealin’. However, 
there’s two Rafter L punchers got me 
bottled up here, and I’d take it kindly 
if yuh’d ride away with me till I get 
clear of them.”

Slowly the sheriff’s red head nodded 
assent. “ Glad to,” he answered, and 
finishing his thought aloud, answered, 
” Making a crook think yer another 
thief works quick, Dan. But it’s risky. 
If ye pile up evidence against yer- 
self, I might have to act on it official, 
whatever I think personal. Well, if ye 
don’t, ye don't, that's all! Suppose we 
leave Pegleg to stew in his own bile.”

“ Damn yuh to hellI” screamed the 
old man; but Larry Connors had 
stepped out of the doorway, w’ith Dan 
hard on his heels. The two swung in­
to their saddles together and headed 
toward the mouth of the valley and the 
open range.

The sheriff rode in advance. * Not 
that Larry desired to. Starting out at 
a lope, he slackened pace until his pony 
was moving at a walk, but Dan stead­
fastly refused to be drawn abreast. The 
sheriff had a reputation for bringing in 



his man, and he had relinquished his 
purpose so quickly that the big nester 
doubted whether it was actually aban­
doned.

When Connors took a quick look 
over his shoulder, therefore, it was to 
find himself covered by Dan’s six-gun.

“ We part company here,” said the 
nester curtly.

The sheriff raised both hands in a 
mock gesture of surrender, dropping 
them instantly to the saddle horn.

“ Ye read my mind like print—but 
must ye play a lone hand when Larry 
Connors asks ye as a favor to bank yer 
play?” he whispered tensely. “Dan. 
bhoy, ye and Pegleg know something— 
something damn strong and direct. 
’Twas writ large on the sinful face of 
him, an’ why must ye see me riding 
empty-handed into the dark, me that 
came in friendship to Bess and yerself ? 
Are there not two men hereabout gun- 
nin’ for ye—or was that a lie?”

“ I won’t know till yuh leave me.” 
the nester retorted. “ Sheriff, this is 
a man's game and yo’re playin’ the 
hand of a woman. I wish yuh’d tell 
Bess I’m right grateful. I never 
knowed she cared that much.”

DAN stopped. When he went on, 
his tone changed from the deep 
fervency of a man in love to the 

clipped accents of a foreman giving or­
ders.

“ A woman's play in this game will 
gum it complete. I can't tell yuh 
nothin’ except that the thieves are tryin’ 
to frame Pegleg an’ me. I’m goin’ to 
let them, ’cause that’s the quickest way 
of bringin’ them into the open. Then 
yuh can use yore head an’ yore six- 
gun, Larry. Right now I’m goin to 
escape—leavin’ yuh disarmed and 
afoot.”

“ Hell ye say!” began the sheriff in 
vigorous protest, but the big nester 
acted as the words left his lips. He 
lunged forward, throwing his left arm 
about Connors’s waist, and bore him 
from the saddle. As they fell Dan’s 

gun blazed harmlessly into the air. On 
the ground he pinned the sheriff to the 
earth with a leg scissors and a half 
Nelson while he pulled the Colt from 
Connors's holster.

“ I'm droppin’ yore gun on the 
ground an’ turnin’ yore pony loose in­
side of a hundred yards,” he panted 
into the sheriff’s ear. Connors was 
wrestling to free himself, and since he 
was nearly as strong as Dan. the nest-, 
er's double grip gave him no more ad­
vantage than he needed. “ But don’t 
—yuh—follow! Gimme twenty-four 
hours—then think faster than hell 
when somethin’ queer breaks.’’

“ A’ right. Quit bear-huggin’ me,” 
Connors grunted.

Dan unlocked his legs and leaped to 
the saddle, dropping the sheriff’s gun 
into the grass, but snatching the reins 
of the white pony. For half a mile 
he went at a gallop, plying quirt and 
spurs.

Then, slowing down so that the led 
pony would not trip, he dropped the 
reins onto the ground and galloped on, 
heading toward his own shack. He 
figured that Connors’s pony would not 
stray far. He hoped not, anyway. 
Nothing angers a man quite so much as 
being left afoot, and he did not wish 
to try Larry's good will too severely.

The noises of his escape, however, 
must have sounded genuine in case 
Wolf Miller and Dusty were in the 
vicinity. Of course, Pegleg might 
faave lied: and to test his story Dan 
eased his pony’s gait to a lope and went 
on with his chin on his shoulder, alert 
for any movement on the open plain.

A rifle shot fired from the left, be­
tween himself and the timber, was the 
first evidence of pursuit. It was an­
swered by a second shot directly from 
the rear, and far behind. Dan didn’t 
hear the second bullet at all; the first 
hummed five yards behind him. He 
fired at random in the general direction 
of the timber, and increased his pace 
somewhat—though not as yet using 
quirt or spurs. He could see nothing. 



and had complete confidence in his 
ability to hold his own in a running 
fight at long range.

Within a hundred yards a third shot, 
fired by the rider on his left from a 
position abreast of the nester, showed 
that he was losing ground. Again it 
was answered immediately from the 
rear. That rider had closed in also; 
the position of the three had become a 
right angled triangle, the sides of which 
were some three hundred yards in 
length.

“ Wolf an’ Dusty are keepin’ us out 
of the timber, pony. Stretch yore 
legs!” Dan commanded. His quirt 
cracked like a rifle shot, but he re­
frained from wasting powder. His 
enemies were shooting wide, and he 
did not care to have the flash of his 
rifle advertise his position.

For five miles the chase swept at a 
headlong gallop through the star-lit 
darkness, and in those twenty-odd 
minutes of flight Dan learned two 
facts. First, that both pursuers feared 
his Winchester. On the open plain a 
mounted man could be seen, perhaps, 
at a distance of a hundred and fifty 
yards, but neither enemy cared to close 
in to that range.

On the other hand, he could not 
shake them off. Occasional shots from 
the left showed that the rider guarding 
the woods was falling a little behind, 
but not enough to permit the nester to 
make a dash for the shelter of the tim­
ber.

The enemy in the rear had the 
fastest pony of all—he worked for­
ward and somewhat to the right until 
he was in position to intercept a dash 
across the open in the direction of the 
Rafter L.

YO’RE minin’ me a long way 
from the evidence, hombres,” 
Dan chuckled grimly, thinking 

of the blot-branded heifer back in the 
thicket by Pegleg’s.

“ Back to the Diamond B is jest 
where I want to go. Unless, maybe—” 

Dan spurred his pony. There was a 
catch in this cautious pursuit. Perhaps 
they figured the sheriff was after him, 
and wanted to force him by his shack 
and compel him to take to the hills 
without bedding or grub. He had 
nothing but a slicker on his saddle, and 
had eaten all the food he had at mid­
day.

If that was the idea, however, the 
ponies ridden by Wolf and Dusty were 
not quite fast enough. In the second 
half of the race Dan forged steadily 
ahead of the man riding along the edge 
of the timber, until when he neared the 
mouth of his own valley he was able to 
edge in. As he turned into the defile 
he glimpsed his pursuer dimly, spur­
ring and quirting a jaded pony.

Dan sent a shot singing by the fel­
low’s head, and grinned when the man 
emptied his Winchester in answer. A 
fellow shooting from the saddle isn’t 
going to get the best speed out of his 
mount, and Dan was content to let the 
bullets hum around him for the sake of 
an extra second or two when he dis­
mounted. He doubted if either of his 
enemies had guts enough to try to rush 
his shack.

At his own doorway he vaulted to 
the ground, dropped the reins over his 
pony’s head to keep it standing, and, 
flinging open the door, leaped across 
the room to the window. Dimly he 
could see the two men galloping up the 
valley ; he poked his Winchester across 
the sill—

A terrific blow on the back of his 
head, a million stars, blue, white and 
red like a rocket bursting inside his 
brain, a wild thought that the roof had 
fallen in, then blackness.

There followed the slow, painful 
climb back to consciousness. He 
realized first that he had been hurt; 
then that men were talking near by. He 
had been hit too hard to distinguish 
words at first, although he could sense 
the coarse triumph in the tones. A 
dipper of water was flung in his face. 
Dan shuddered and opened his eyes.



He was lying on his back on the 
floor. His hands were bound together 
with two turns of rawhide. Over him 
stood Forty Mile Thomas. Evil 
triumph gleamed in the close-set gray 
eyes and twisted the foreman’s thin 
lips; he stooped to use Dan’s vest to 
wipe the blood off the butt of the Colt 
with which he had struck the nester 
down.

“ —came running across the room 
an’ was goin’ to shoot through the 
winder, never thinking I was standing 
behind the door,” the foreman went on 
gloatingly. “ Thought for a second 
I’d hit too hard an’ broke his damned 
head!’’

“ Wouldn't have made no odds,” 
Wolf Miller growled sullenly. “ Sheriff 
had him arrested at Pegleg’s—”

“Hell it wouldn’t!” said the fore­
man viciously. “ We got to plug him, 
but it’s got to be at Pegleg's, an’ we got 
to drop that triple-damnin' old chuck- 
walla right acrosst him. too! Did yuh 
git that heifer he stole?"

“ Sure enough,” growled Wolf.
“ Then we’re set," gloated Forty 

Mile. “ Come, take this damn girl­
snatchin’ jasper’s feet. We’ll git him 
to the Crossing an’ round up the old 
man—an’ by breakfast Sudden Bill 
will be congratulatin’ yuh for findin’ 
the thieves an’ savin' the county the ex­
pense of a trial!"

The foreman laughed harshly. “ I 
want to see Bess Coleman’s face when 
she hears yo’re good an’ dam’ dead!" 
he sneered at the nester. “ She told 
me I wasn’t fit to marry a squaw, damn 
her; and by sunup”—the foreman’s 
eyes glared insanely—“ I'll be square 
with her an’ her pa an’ yuh. Yuh most 
of all, because I’m goin’ to plug yuh 
through the belly an’ let yuh die slow !"

Wolf Miller had hold of Dan’s feet. 
The foreman grasped him roughly by 
the shoulders, and the two carried him 
outside and swung him into the saddle 
again, tying his feet together under the 
pony’s belly.

“ Now to git Pegleg,” snapped Forty

Mile. “ We’ll be there before mid­
night. Catch him asleep.”

CHAPTER V.
PEGLEG FINDS A DUTY.

AT the Rafter L ranch house the 
afternoon had dragged intermi­
nably. From before dawn till 

noontime Bess had been keyed to the 
highest pitch of her life. The resolve 
to cut Dan’s fence herself, the excite7 
ment of leaving the ranch unobserved, 
the near disaster at the Diamond B, 
followed by the nester’s first outright 
declaration of love, had raised the 
blond-haired girl into a state of mind 
in which it seemed natural to ride to 
the sheriff and force him, by the sheer 
strength of her beauty and personality, 
to arrest Dan before the latter could get 
himself into trouble.

The return, however, was an anti­
climax. Bess did not regret what she 
had done, but she was appalled by its 
possible consequences. All that after­
noon, trying to sew, walking through 
empty rooms whose emptiness mocked 
her because site must stay in them 
while terrible things might be happen­
ing out on the range, trying to nurse 
her father when it seemed to her she 
must scream her secrets at the top of 
her lungs, the strain and uncertainty 
mounted higher and higher.

Shortly after sunset she could endure 
it no longer. Rising abruptly from the 
chair at her father’s bedside she took a 
seat on the bed itself and ran her 
fingers gently through Sudden Bill’s 
hair.

Her father had been half asleep. His 
eyes snapped open.

“ Who’s worryin’ my girl ?” he whis­
pered harshly. Sudden Bill couldn’t 
be gentle if he tried. His voice and 
temper weren’t built that way.

“ Things,” said Bess enigmatically. 
“ Daddy, jest what does a man mean 
when he talks about man’s business?”

“ Why, dirty work, mostly,” an­



swered the old ranchman. He pulled 
himself half erect on the pillow. 
“ Shootin’, an’ stealin’ an’ lynchin’. 
Maybe a cattle deal o’ the kind where 
one feller has to leave town pronto. 
Nothin’ yuh’ve any call to mix into 
a-tall,” added the old man, bristling.

“ Yo’re jest swell-headed, like all 
men,” retorted Bess forcibly. “ I 
have mixed into some men’s business, 
daddy. Only thing is, I don’t reckon 
I’ve mixed far enough. Yuh knowed,” 
Bess colored slightly, “ yuh knowed 
Dan was sweet on me ?”

Her father nodded.
“ So was Forty Mile,” said the girl 

quietly. “ I mind yuh told me once, 
when I wasn’t no more than fifteen, 
that a man wouldn’t treat his woman 
no better than his horses. Reckon 
that turned me against Forty Mile. He 
uses a Spanish bit—an’ uses it.”

“ Yuh didn't need to ruffle my hair 
to tell me that.” Sudden Bill retorted. 
“ What have yuh done I wouldn’t have 
liked?”

“ I think I started Dan Bogart to 
rustlin’. I know I rode to get the sher­
iff to arrest him,” Bess answered. In 
swift sentences, every one stating a 
fact without a word of comment, she 
outlined the events of the morning.

“ Dan told me to git,” she ended. 
“ He said the rest of it was men's busi­
ness.” Bess looked her father squarely 
in the eye and declared evenly: “ It 
ain’t nothin’ of the sort. I don't mean 
because Dan said he was in love with 
me. I’ve knowed that a considerable 
spell. I was just waitin’ to hear him 
tell me.

“ But the rustlin’ an' the fence cut- 
tin’ an’ all of it ain’t men’s business. 
I’ve disliked to tell yuh before, but I 
can’t keep the secret no more. The 
hunch is ridin’ me too hard. Awhile 
ago Forty Mile asked me to marry 
him. I said no. I told him why, when 
he asked me, an’ I made it right sharp. 
It wasn’t two weeks before hell started 
to pop around this ranch.

“ I can’t give yuh no reason except 

a woman’s, but I tell yuh, daddy, I 
know! Either Forty Mile’s trying to 
force me into marryin’ him, or he’s try­
in’ to hurt everything I do love even’ 
way he kin. I want yuh to stop him!”

FOR a long minute Sudden Bill 
thought the matter over. “ I’d 
have fired him if yuh’d told me,” 

he growled at last.
“ That’s why I didn’t tell yuh.”
“ AA'ell, send him in an’ I’ll fire him 

now!”
“ But he ain’t at the ranch!” Bess 

exclaimed. “ He an’ the two new men 
left a half hour after I rode off this 
mornin’. The Chink cook was up, an’ 
he told me. They ain’t come back yet, 
an’ I'm shore they’re spying on Dan. 
tie as good as told me he was goin’ 
to rustle our cows!”

Sudden Bill made an effort to rise. 
He was able to swing both feet to the 
floor, but when he tried to stand on 
his feet he toppled back on the blan­
kets, and Be§s, with a little cry, flung 
herself upon him.

“Yuh can’t do it yoreself, daddy!” 
she cried. “ I—I was hopin' yuh’d let 
me ride to Pegleg’s. That’s the likeli­
est place for things to bust loose, an’ 
there won’t be no shootin’ if I’m 
about.”

“ No!” swore Sudden Bill violently, 
and though Bess begged and stormed, 
she could not move him from that de­
cision. She had done too much al­
ready, he insisted. Going for the sher­
iff was the trick of a fool girl. She 
wasn’t going to do any more. Dan 
was all right anyhow, and he’d fire 
Forty Mile when the foreman came 
back—what more did she want?

Darkness fell while the argument 
went on; they were shouting at one 
another when some one outside hailed 
the house in a clear tenor.

“ Hello! Have ye room inside for 
a human an’ a hell-spittin' tarantula?”

“ There’s Larry Connors, with Dan 
most like,” grunted old Sudden Bill in 
exasperation. “ Tell him to come in— 



but don't yuh tell him no more. Send 
him in to me!”

But it was not Dan whom the sher­
iff had with him when he stepped into 
the ranchman’s sick-room. It was 
Pegleg. o o

“ I’d like to bathe yuh in blue splut­
terin’ brimstone,” hissed the old man. 
“ You, too, Coleman, stuck on the 
spines of a white-hot pitchfork. What 
are yuh takin’ me for—when I’ve a 
train cornin’ at two in the mornin’ an’ 
will lose my hell-sprinkled job if I ain't 
there to report it?”

“ ’Twill be the county then that gives 
ye chow and blankets,” retorted the 
sheriff in exasperation. Connors’s 
good nature was worn thin. A ten- 
mile ride under the lash of Pegleg's 
tongue would have been enough to 
wear the hide of a rhinoceros to the 
quick, and beneath Larry's smile there 
lurked at all times an impulsive, fiery 
Irish temper. He pushed the old man 
somewhat roughly to the side of Sud­
den Bill's bed, nodding curtly to Bess.

“ Dan flung a gun on me an' rode 
off,” he explained briefly, “ but this 
brimstone-spoutin’ grandpop knows 
somethin’. I brought him here so’s 
we can fork it out of his hide.”

“ Mebbe yuh kin talk the heat out 
of boilin’ pitch,” sneered Pegleg. He 
sat himself abruptly on the floor, glar­
ing, and closed his lips forcibly.

It was an unpromising beginning, 
but Connors cleared his throat and be­
gan his argument with Irish persua­
siveness.

“ Rustlers always bust up in the 
end and double cross each other, old- 
timer,” he said. “Ye ain’t nowise 
the principal in this steal. If ye turn 
State’s evidence, right here an’ now- 
no need of ye to go into court—ye kin 
ride free. Them pardners o’ yers are 
goin’ to be caught anyhow. Bet if I 
was talkin’ to, say,” Connors hesitated 
and his eyes wandered as he searched 
his mind for a likely suspect.

“Forty Mile Thomas!” roared old 
Sudden Bill.

“ Fort)- Mile Thomas,” the sheriff 
continued emphatically, though his 
eyes widened in surprise, " he wouldn’t 
think of nothing but his own hide!”

“ Forty Mile is a triple damned 
coyote an’ hog. I ain't.” Pegleg flared. 
“ Think I'm a milkfed calf enough to 
trust yore promises?” The bearded 
jaws shut like a trap.

“ There’s plenty o’ rope here if yuh 
crave to swing from it!” bellowed Sud­
den Bill.

PEG LEG only sneered, and the 
ranchman and the sheriff stared at 
one another. They couldn’t hang 

Pegleg. They could scarcely go as far 
as to keep him in jail, with no grounds 
for their action but their suspicions. 
The old-timer knew it as well as they. 
He wasn't going to be bluffed.

For a moment there was silence, 
while Pegleg glared triumphantly at his 
two inquisitors. In that pause Bess, 
who had been standing in the back­
ground, moved forward and seated her­
self on the floor at the old man’s side. 
She touched his arm gently, and when 
he shrugged and jerked away, she 
caught his wrist so that he could not 
pull himself free without using force.

“ I'm not threatening you, Pegleg. 
I think yo’re doing right in standing 
by yore pardners,” said the girl softly. 
“ Look at me, Pegleg—would yuh let 
any one double cross me?”

“ Triple damn—” began the old man 
automatically, but snapped the oath off 
short. His beard bristled and his 
shoulders moved irritably. Pegleg was 
accustomed to threats and force, but 
the great power of gentleness had never 
been used against him in all his sinful 
life. Guessing at its power, he fore­
saw dimly that he was going to yield, 
little as he wished to.

“ Ain't no one double crossin’ yuh,” 
he grumbled.

Bess smiled. “ Shouldn’t yuh be as 
fair to me as to the others, Pegleg?” 
she persisted. “ I ain’t askin’ yuh to 
turn coyote toward those men, I ain't 



askin’ yuh to name names or nothing, 
but just to keep them from usin’ coyote 
tricks to hurt me. I think a power of 
Dan, Pegleg. He’s fightin' the thieves 
alone, an’ if he got shot, wouldn't that 
hurt me?

“ There’s Forty Mile that's asked me 
to marry him,” Bess hesitated. She 
didn’t like to lie, yet the circumstances 
justified a little diplomacy. Pegleg was 
weakening. She shot a glance of warn­
ing at her father before she continued.

“ Dad don’t like him, but I ain’t said 
yes or no yet,” she continued confiden­
tially. “ I don’t know what to tell him 
—if it should be him or Dan doin’ the 
stealin'. I’m shore headed for one big 
mistake. ’Tain’t square for yuh to let 
me go foggin’ ahead. Pegleg."

“ Triple damn it, can't yuh make 
her stop talkin’?” growled the old- 
timer to Sudden Bill. “ I never been 
pestered by women that couldn t look 
after themselves. It ain’t fair!”

“ Is it, Pegleg ?" Bess whispered.
“ Dunno!” snapped the old man. To 

put a stop to her pleading he jumped 
to his feet and confronted the sheriff. 
“ Take me outside where we kin talk 
man-fashion !” he demanded. “ Yuh 
kin rub me in gunpowder an’ touch a 
match to my clothes before I name any 
hombre, but if yuh’ll ride back to my 
shack I’ll give yuh one tip—an’ may 
I be triple damned if I know who I’m 
double crossin'!

“ The rustlers ain’t shippin’ at my 
place. Go to the foot of the steep 
grade halfway up the mountain after 
yuh’ve left me at my shack, an’ yuh 
might find out something! But git me 
out o’ here—’cause I’d rather be sawed 
crosswise along ten miles of barbed 
wire than have to be guardeen to any 
female whatsoever!”

“ Suits me,” said Connors briskly, 
and moved toward the door before the 
old-timer could change his mind. “ Sure 
ye want to go to yer shack alone ?” 
he demanded as they passed out into 
the night. “ Them gunmen might be 
back.”

“ Burn me in hell if I ain’t sure!” 
Pegleg rasped. “ What I crave prin­
cipal is quiet, an’ to deal with men!” 
But of a sudden the irascibility left the 
old man’s voice.

In a tone that had been strange to 
his lips for years, a tone he had not 
used since the days when he had been 
young, with two strong legs to walk 
on, when for him the future had been 
full of hope and promise; the days be-, 
fore the accident, old age, and disap­
pointment had embittered him, he 
added:

“ Yuh don’t suppose Bess would 
really marry Forty Mile, do yuh, sher­
iff? ’Cause triple damn me if it ain’t 
men’s business first of all to look after 
the womenfolk!”

CHAPTER VI.
THE DARK SHACK.

IT was considerably before midnight 
when Forty Mile, Wolf, and Dusty, 
with Dan riding bound in their 

midst, halted just out of earshot of 
Pegleg’s shack at Piute Crossing. The 
windows were dark, and with a grunt 
of satisfaction the foreman swung 
from the saddle and walked forward 
alone. The six-gun in his hand made 
his intentions manifest.

Dan strained at the bonds on his 
wrists. He believed it would be no 
more than minutes before he would be 
led helpless to slaughter; he would have 
taken any chance for a dash into the 
darkness merely for the sake of dying 
in hot blood, doing something for him­
self.

But the rawhide pigging string that 
secured his wrists only' cut into the 
flesh. His hands were tied in front, 
but though he was able to use all his 
strength, the thin cords would not 
stretch in the slightest. Wolf held the 
reins of his pony, and with his feet 
bound under the animal’s belly, he was 
robbed of the long chance of leaping 
to the ground and dodging the armed 



horsemen who could certainly cut him 
off from the timber.

He waited for the sound of a shot 
from the shack. Instead, he heard the 
slam of a door and saw the starlight 
gleam on the foreman's six-gun as 
Forty Mile came striding back.

“ Vamosed. Blankets ain’t been 
slept in,” rasped the gray-eyed man. 
His breath whistled angrily through his 
nose. “ Couldn’t one of yuh hombres 
kept him there? Did it need both of 
yuh to sashay a nester back where he 
was goin’ anyhow. Blue thunderin’ 
blazes, if I jest had some pardners with 
some savvy an’ guts—”

“ Can that,” growled Wolf roughly. 
“ Told yuh the sheriff was hangin’ 
around, didn't I ? When Dan here got 
away the sheriff arrested the old 
skunk.” The puncher chuckled. “ All 
the info Connors gits out of Pegleg 
I’ll put in my eye,'’ he jeered, “ but it 
sure knocks yore scheme into a cocked 
hat. Forty Mile!”

“ Don’t either!” the foreman 
snapped. He mounted and led the way 
to the shack. At the door he cut the 
cord binding Dan's legs, pulled him 
from the saddle, and threw him inside. 
“ Take the ponies into the woods an’ 
picket them, all but mine." he growled. 
“ I’m ridin’. If Connors has gone off 
with the old rat we’ll jest get Connors 
and Pegleg both.”

While the horses were being led 
away Forty Mile paced back and forth 
in the dark shack, kicking at Dan each 
time he passed. Once he stopped at the 
water bucket and drank greedily.

The gurgle of the water in his throat, 
the sound of the gourd striking the 
rim of the bucket, reminded the big 
nester of his own thirst.

“ Givin’ me a drink?” Dan requested.
“ What for? Yuh ain't got long to 

be thirsty,” snapped the foreman. He 
refilled the gourd, drank, and tossed 
the drops that remained into the nest­
er’s face. The act was meant as an 
insult, but from the touch of cool 
water on Dan’s cheek was born an idea.

It was true that Forty Alile might 
lure Pegleg back, but he could not pos­
sibly do it quickly. He must ride to 
the Rafter L, if not to town. The 
nester drew a long breath; he almost 
whistled aloud. If he could just get the 
foreman mad enough now, he might 
forget the gourd—

“ Figured yuh was scared of me,” 
Dan sneered. “ Yuh run like a sheep 
this mornin’! Hombre, I’m tied—and 
I'll promise not to bite yore pretty lit­
tle tootsie wootsies when yuh .pass me 
the gourd.”

He sttcceeded in angering Forty 
Mile, but not in the way that he hoped. 
The foreman kicked him in the ribs.

“ Probably that’s why Bess Coleman 
ain’t got no use for yuh,” the nester 
went on, stifling an almost involuntary 
ejaculation of pain. “ Knows yo’re a 
coward.”

OUTSIDE, Wolf and Dusty .were 
returning. Forty Mile refilled 
the gourd, and squatted on the 

floor so close to Dan that the nester 
could distinguish his features. They 
were contorted with half insane rage; 
the foreman’s close-set eyes gleamed in 
the dark.

‘'Feller,” Forty Mile answered,.his 
voice hoarse with passion, “ before sun­
up I’m goin’ to plug yuh. Yuh ain’t 
goin' to come into the Rafter L no 
more, grinnin’ an’ braggin’ an' settin’ 
that gal against better men. Yuh ain’t 
never goin’ to need no more water, but 
yo're goin’ to get this—so.”

Savagely Forty Mile flung dipper 
and all into Dan's face, cutting his lip 
and drenching the front of his flannel 
shirt. “ But while yo’re sittin’ in the 
dark waitin’ for me to ride back an’ 
drill yuh,” the hoarse voice growled 
on, “ I’m goin’ to tell yuh why I’m go­
in’—’cause I reckon it ’ll be worse than 
bein’ shot.

“ Bess did turn me down. Probably 
the whole damn range knows it,” 
rasped the foreman, his voice rising 
insanely. “ I told her right then I’d 



make her regret it. I asked if it was 
yuh she liked. She never said nothing, 
but I knowed.”

“ Wish I had,'’ Dan muttered. In 
the darkness he was rubbing his bound 
wrists back and forth across his sodden 
shirt, forcing the water into the raw­
hide. Once it was thoroughly wet it 
would stretch—just a little. If he 
could tug long and hard enough.

“ Think of that, while yo’re waitin’,” 
Forty Mile snarled. “ I made up my 
mind I’d fix yuh. Reckon I have—an’ 
I squared accounts with Sudden Bill 
while doin’ so. He an' that daughter 
of his thought I’d work on fer them for 
wages, did they?”

The foreman snorted. “ Not one 
day after she told me I wasn’t fit to 
marry. I’ve made more money an’ had 
more fun the last three months than 
ever in the five years I been workin’ 
for them. An’ the cream of it will be 
to-morrow,” Forty Mile ended in a 
savage whisper, “ when I tell Bess I 
caught yuh rustlin’, but that before we 
could git yuh, yuh shot old Pegleg an' 
the sheriff. When she finds she’s fallen 
in love with a thief an’ a killer maybe 
she'll look at things different. I don't 
reckon a woman's ‘ no ’ is permanent.”

“ Yuh tarantula!” Dan panted. He 
would have given his chance at liberty 
at that instant if the rawhide had 
stretched enough for him to have got 
a fist loose to smash into the foreman’s 
sneering face. Even bound, he swung 
his two hands awkwardly at the fore­
man’s head. Forty Mile dodged, and 
kicked the nester again.

“ Think it over fast, hombre—be­
cause I won’t be gone long,” he jeered, 
and rose to his feet to give his last in­
structions to his punchers.

“ Pegleg bein’ away don’t change 
our plans more than a mite.” he point­
ed out crisply. “ T uh two wait here, 
in the dark, with this jasper. I’m go­
in’ back to the ranch. Won't be gone, 
altogether, more than two hours.

“ Be a long ride to take a prisoner to 
town—sheriff must have stopped at the 

Rafter L for the night. I’ll tell him I 
saw a rustler drivin’ cattle here. Con­
nors ’ll come to git the thief, an’ I’ll 
want Pegleg along to flag the train 
down the line. That way, if I had seen 
rustlers, they’d still be here waitin’ for 
the train in case we was late.”

“ Yeah, but that Connors is a cata­
mount with a six-gun,” Dusty de­
murred.

“So was Billy the Kid—an’ Connors 
won’t have no more chance," the fore­
man snapped. “ Sit here, in the dark. 
Yuh'll hear us cornin'. We’ll scout 
around an’ finally we’ll open the door. 
Shoot the first feller to open the door. 
If they’s two of them, git them both. 
That ’ll be Connors an’ Pegleg. Don’t 
stop to recognize faces. I ain’t goin’ 
to be nowhere near the door—but if 
yuh should miss, I’ll crack down on the 
jaspers from behind. Savvy?”

Wolf grunted assent. “ Only we 
better gag this hombre,” he growled. 
“ It would spoil the play for him to 
sing out while yuh was sashayin’ 
around.”

“Knock him on the head, if yuh’ve 
a mind to,” Forty Mile snapped. “ But 
don’t be in no hurry. Wolf. I sure hate 
that feller, and I want him to set there 
thinkin' in the dark. So long."

Impatiently the foreman flung open 
the door and vaulted into the saddle. 
At a gallop he departed for the Raft­
er L.

WOLF gave his leader time to get 
out of sight, then lit a cigarette 
—so unexpectedly that Dan, 

who had been too busy rubbing his 
bonds against his wet shirt and tug­
ging, tugging. tugging to stretch them 
as rapidly as possible had a moment of 
nervousness lest his action had been 
observed. But it had been too dark in 
the shack for him to see Wolf fumbling 
with Durham and papers.

“ Sure hate to quit this rustlin’. Nev­
er stole ’em faster nor easier.” grum­
bled the burly puncher.

Dusty stirred restlessly. “ Forty



Mile is too set on gittin’ square," he 
complained. “ What say we strike out 
for ourselves, 'Wolf. We can easy 
square Pegleg.”

The big puncher’s answer was a dubi­
ous grunt, but Dusty rose and prod­
ded Dan with his toe. “ S’posin’ I was 
to cut yuh loose, hombre,” he proposed. 
“ We three kin skip out an’ hide in the 
timber. Forty Mile will have to high- 
tail it then. He’s shore poked his arm 
too far down a wolf’s den! We lay 
low awhile, then start operatin’ again 
the same way—only takin’ it easy?”

The moistened rawhide had stretched 
the least bit. Dan had worked the 
cords from his wrists as far as his 
knuckles. He could not pull them over 
the bones, though he had tugged hard 
enough to break the skin on the back 
of his hands. Forty Mile meant busi­
ness, Dan knew; Dan could join the 
rustlers, though taking to the hills un­
der the conditions Dusty proposed 
would blacken his reputation for life, 
even if he refused later to steal Bess’s 
cattle.

“ Yuh can go to hell,” he said quietly.
“ But looka here !” Dusty began, only 

to be silenced by his partner.
“ I ain't trustin' this jasper none 

whatever,” Wolf growled. “ Yo’re 
talkin’ loco, Dusty. Thi-s racket is 
played out, an’ nothin' will cover our 
tracks like a nice fresh corpse. We’re 
goin’ to play the deck like Forty Mile 
stacked it.”

“ But if he’d join us,” whined 
Dusty.

“ Shut up. I ain't,” Dan snapped. 
He had found a little puddle of water, 
no more than a couple of tablespoons, 
collected in a hollow in the uneven dirt 
floor of the shack. He pressed his 
wrists into the mud.

** Which will be all from yuh,” said 
Wolf harshly, and fumbling on Peg­
leg’s bunk found a rag and a bit of 
scrap. With these he gagged Dan till 
the nester could hardly breathe, felt 
the bonds, and found them still in place, 
then, shoving the nester prone on the 

floor, Wolf ground his cigarette out 
under his heel and settled back to wait.

Dan twisted on the floor to find the 
moist spot in the dirt.

“ Shut up!” snapped Dusty. “ I hear 
a pony!”

“ Hell, it’s too soon—but yo’re 
right!” whispered the bigger outlaw. 
He drew his six-gun and moved to one 
side of the door; here he could fire the 
instant it opened. Dusty, after a sec­
ond’s hesitation, took his position on 
the other side.

The pony swept up to the shack at a 
gallop. At the door the rider jumped 
to the ground.

“ Psst! Wol f! Dusty ! Don’t 
shoot! It’s Fort}7 Mile!” he whis­
pered. “ Hell’s popped an’ damned if 
it ain’t popped straight into our hands! 
I hadn't gone two miles when I sky- 
lined two fellers cornin’ over a rise— 
Pegleg an’ Connors. I goes to the edge 
of the timber. They stop near me, and 
damned if they don’t separate. Con­
nors goes on up the tracks, an’ Pegleg 
heads this-away. He ain’t five minutes 
behind me.”

“ Sheriff followin’?” Wolf growled.
"He ain't!” crowed Forty Mile. 

“ ‘ Shore yuh don’t want me to go to 
yore shack?” he sings out. ‘Triple 
damn it. no,’ says Pegleg. ‘ Yuh watch 
the railroad—I’m old enough to go 
home in the dark !’

“ Git ready, now. hombres! That 
calf Dan branded this mornin’ is all the 
evidence we need. I’ll put my pony in 
the brush an' be ready behind the house 
in case the old skunk gits suspicious.”

AS he spoke the foreman galloped
L off. Almost instantly, it seemed 

to Dan, he came running back. 
The thump of his boot heels on the 
ground stopped at the rear door— 
stopped just as the faint thump-thump 
—thump-thump of a loping pony 
warned of Pegleg’s approach. There 
was a double click as both the. outlaws 
ambushed behind the doors cocked 
their six-guns. Then utter silence.



The rawhide on Dan's wrists was 
stretching—but it still held.

In desperation the big nester curled 
up and lowered his bound hands over 
his left knee and down to the foot, un­
til the sprocket of the spurs caught in 
the rawhide. The spurs were old, yet 
he doubted if the wheel had been worn 
sharp enough to cut—what he wanted 
was to add the strength of his leg to 
that of his arms. Careless of the way 
the spur was lacerating his wrists he 
ground his hands' into the dirt with his 
heel while all his strength went into 
one last wrench.

Loud in the silence sounded the snap 
of a broken strap. Dan had broken 
the buckle of his spurs, but just as it 
broke, his hands pulled clear of the 
rawhide. His shoulders thumped back 
against Pegleg’s bunk.

“ What the molten, gold-runnin 
hell! That ain't no pack rat!" ex­
claimed Pegleg suspiciously from out­
side the door. “Whoa, pony! Yore 
back’s the best place for a cripple!’’

“ Slug the nester, Dusty,’’ Wolf 
growled under his breath.

The rustler dropped to hands and 
knees and came crawling across the 
floor; Dan had rolled against the bunk, 
and his head was hard to locate in the 
darkness.

Dan could not see his enemy clearly, 
either, but he doubled up his legs, and 
when Dusty’s breathing sounded close, 
kicked out viciously with both feet. His 
left boot missed the rustler's shoulder, 
but his right heel smashed into Dusty’s 
throat, flinging him half across the nar­
row shack. The Colt clattered to the 
floor, but even if Dan could have seen 
it he had no time for gun-play. He 
shoved himself feet first across the 
floor toward Wolf.

Just once the burly rustler fired into 
darkness, and fired too high, thinking 
Dan was on his feet. The revolver flash 
revealed the position of both men, but 
as Wolf raised his gun again Dan 
kicked his feet from beneath him, and 
the big man fell heavily into the nest­

er's arms, his gun roaring harmlessly 
in mid-air.

With a smothered oath Wolf went 
for the nester’s throat, found it, and 
dug sinewy fingers into the windpipe. 
Flashes of red and black danced be­
fore Dan's eyes as his breath was shut 
off, but he resisted the impulse to de­
fend himself. Let Wolf choke him! 
He had caught the rustler’s gunhand 
by the wrist; Dan wanted to attack, 
to kill.

Thrusting his left arm across his 
body Dan seized the Colt by the barrel 
and twisted it upward, then struck with 
his right fist at the under side of Wolf’s 
wrist. Not a very hard blow—Dan 
was lying on his back and his fist did 
not travel six inches. Yet his knuckles 
raked crosswise against the muscles and 
tendons of the rustler's forearm. It 
does not need a heavy blow in that 
spot to paralyze a man’s grip.

Wolf released the gun, and Dan. al­
ready holding it by the barrel, smashed 
it once into the rustler’s face, and, as 
Wolf toppled backward, reversed the 
butt and brought it crashing down on 
his head. The big puncher stiffened 
convulsively and went limp. Dan flung 
his body aside and sprang to the door. 
Four shots left, and Forty Mile still 
to attend to. The nester wished he 
could shout to warn old Pegleg, but 
the gag was still tight.

The salty old-timer, however, need­
ed no warning in words. The fight in 
the cabin had not taken ten seconds; 
Pegleg didn’t know who’d shot or why, 
and didn’t stop to figure out. To be in 
the open was unhealthy. Pie spurred 
his pony for the edge of the woods so 
promptly that Fortj- Mile, who was 
thunderstruck by the sudden gun-play 
inside the shack, had only time for a 
shot at a swift-moving figure already 
thirty yards away in the darkness.

The foreman’s bullet zapped by Peg­
leg’s head. The old-timer flung him­
self out of the saddle at the edge of the 
brush, fired once in the direction of the 
cabin on general principles, and flat- 



tenecl himself on the ground where he 
could be safe until he could find out 
what was what.

“ There’s a triple damned hellion 
outside! Sing out, yuh in the shack, 
whoever yuh are!” he shouted.

DAN wasn't able to sing out just 
then, but nevertheless he’d never 
heard a more welcome sound than 

old Pegleg’s voice. Dan wanted to set­
tle with Forty Mile, and if the old- 
timer was still unhurt he could insure 
them an even break. The nester squat­
ted on the floor, where he wouldn’t be 
too much exposed to a shot in the back 
through one of the windows, until he 
had loosened the knots of his gag.

“It’s Dan inside, Pegleg! Stay in 
the brush." he shouted when his mouth 
was free, and added in a penetrating 
whisper. “ Forty Mile—hey, Forty 
Mile, yuh tarantula!”

“ Yeah ?” rasped the foreman.
“ Connors is coinin’ an’ yore two 

men are dead. I can't hear either of 
them breathin' none, so yore busted 
like a flush, feller.”

The foreman swore. “ How'd yuh 
git loose." he wanted to know.

“ By thinkin’—like yuh said,” an­
swered the nester grimly. “ Now, fel­
ler, are yuh the plumb coyote an' cow­
ard I called yuh. or will yuh shoot it 
out with me, with Pegleg only seein’ 
fair play. I set out to make this valley 
a place where a man could live honest 
an’ a girl could ride alone safe, which 
it ’ll never be while yo’re livin’, even in 
jail,” Dan went on grimly.

Outside the foreman laughed softly. 
“ I’d admire to send yuh to hell. 
How'll we fix it?”

Dan raised his voice. “ Pegleg!" he 
shouted. “ Forty Mile’s goin’ to walk 
straight toward yuh. Git him to the 
edge of the brush, an’ see his gun is 
bolstered. Then I’m coinin’ out, an’ 
we’ll walk together, shootin’ when we 
please. Don’t yuh cut down on him 
yoreself, ’cause he’s said and done some 
things I crave to settle personal.”

Yo’re a triple damned fool—but all 
right!” old Pegleg howled back, and 
a minute later added, “ He’s ready, 
Dan!”

The nester shoved the gun he had 
taken from Wolf into the waistband of 
his trousers and stepped through the 
door. Though his eyes were accus­
tomed to the darkness he could not see 
Forty Mile at once. He walked for­
ward slowly with perfect confidence.

Forty Mile was vicious, but he was 
not yellow. He was quick and accu­
rate with a six-gun; but it seemed to 
Dan, with the memory of Bess at the 
cut fence and the cold-blooded shoot­
ing of Sudden Bill vividly before his 
mind, that he could not fail. His hatred 
was so intense he would be able to 
shoot with Forty Mile's bullet in his 
heart.

In the starlit darkness the foreman’s 
figure materialized, walking forward 
slowly and erect like Dan himself— 
but with his six-gun drawn in his hand.

“ Coyote to the end, ain’t yuh?” The 
nester jeered. He gripped his gun 
without drawing it. He wasn’t going 
to shoot first.

Forty Mile walked onward without 
reply. Confident in his advantage he 
was seeking point-blank range. Less 
than twenty feet separated the two 
when the foreman jerked up his gun 
and fired. Something tugged at the 
open flap of Dan’s vest: something hot 
burned along his ribs. Like a live thing 
his gun swung up and outward in a 
cross-arm draw, leaped and flamed in 
his hand as it swung in line with Forty 
Mile, one fractional second before the 
foreman’s gun blazed the second time.

The nester fired again, not realizing 
his enemy was tottering—Forty Mile 
had staggered back, his gun falling 
from relaxed fingers as he crumpled 
up, shot through the body.

He raised a white face as Dan 
reached him.

“ Yuh got me through the stomach, 
Dan,” be gasped. “ I’d die slow—only 
—yore second shot’s in my chest.”
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“ Didn't aim, particular,” said the 
nester. “ It was what yuh was prom­
isin’ me!”

“ An’ wish—to hell—I’d done it— 
damn yuh!” gasped the dying man vi­
ciously. Blood from the wound in his 
chest choked him; he fell backward, 
shivered convulsively, and lay still.

Pegleg came stumping out of the 
brush. “ Sheriff’s cornin’, Dan,” he 
said briefly. “ I’ll tell him everything; 
now yuh hightail it to the Rafter L.”

“Why?” Dan demanded. “I’ve 
done nothin’ to run for!”

“ Because, damn me to hell an’ boil 
me in vitriol ’stead of brimstone,” 
swore the old man violently, “ there’s 
a girl worryin’ about what’s happened 
to yuh! When I think Bess was figur­
in’ she might marry this onery cuss,” 
hissed Pegleg, with a jerk of his thumb 
toward the dead foreman, “ may I be 
triple damned if I ain’t glad I started 
this rustlin’.

“ Go back, Dan. Take Bess in yore 

arms quick an’ hard. Tell her the rus- 
tlin's ended an’ old Pegleg’s goin’ to 
prove yuh never stole nothing, but don’t 
say a word about this shootin’. Bess 
ain’t interested none as long as yo’re 
back whole an’ safe, yuh lucky hom­
bre.”

“ She’ll want to hear all about it 
first,” Dan muttered. But old Pegleg 
only thrust the reins into his hand.

Late that night, with Bess’s head on 
his shoulder and Sudden Bill beaming 
at them both, the nester found that the 
old-timer had judged correctly. For it 
was the ranchman who asked at last, 
“ How come yuh done it all in twenty- 
four hours, Dan?”

The big nester looked gravely into 
Bess's radiant eyes. “ I didn’t. Things 
have been brewin’ for months, an’ I’ve 
been workin' toward it two years," he 
answered slowly. “ To-day I just took 
chances like a man should.”

“ Like a man should when he’s 
single,” retorted the girl.

THE END

U U X3

“Fly Poker ”
THE wily Chinese had nothing on the American Indian when it came to 
4 inventing weird games of chance and then discovering dark and devious 

ways of “ sanding the deck.”
“Fly poker” was, and still is, a favorite gambling game among the 

Indians of Oklahoma, coming down from the old Indian Territorial days and 
still going merrily on. The game is played with anything from pennies to 
fifty-dollar gold pieces and the humble house fly is the Goddess of Fortune.

Sitting down in a circle on the bare ground, each Indian places his coin 
on the ground in front of him. Then the whole circle sits like graven images, 
only the eyes moving as the players’ glances sweep around the circle, watching 
the coins. Suddenly there will be a shout, a laugh, and one of the players will 
gather up all the money. A fly has just lighted on the lucky man’s coin—and 
the first man to have a fly perch on his money wins the pot.

“ Yeah,” says the suspicious white man. looking on. “ It looks honest, 
but what’s to prevent them fellers puttin’ molasses er somethin’ on their fingers 
and smearin’ their money so’s a fly is jest bound to light on it pronto?”

“ Feller,” retorts the old-timer scornfully, “ if you think them Indians 
ain’t onto all them tricks you just go take a look at their hands!”

Foster-Harris.
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“Ha! It is than, brawler! Dost thou challenge niy right to give orders here?"

He Rules Who Can
Snatched from prison to command the Emperor’s Varangian Guard, 

Harald the Vising prince strides forth to hold all 
Constantinople in his mighty grasp

By ARTHUR GILCHRIST BRODEUR
LEADING UP TO THIS INSTALLMENT

Harald sigurdsson, exiled 
Norwegian prince, arrives in 
Constantinople — w h i c h the 

Norse call Mikligard—in 1038, in his 
Viking ships with five hundred trained 
fighters, planning to take service in the 
emperor’s Varangian Guard, Norse 
mercenaries. But every one tells him 
that Norsemen are no longer welcome 
since the old emperor’s death; John 
the Eunuch has made the Empress Zoe 
marry his brother Michael the Money- 
Changer; John rules the land, cutting 
down the number of Varangians, exalt­
ing the Immortals—Greek nobles who 
form the other part of the emperor's 

guard. Their commander, Georgios 
Maniakes, is Prefect of Police.

Harald leaves his house-carles in the 
Frankish Flospice, where he has made 
a friend of the Englishman Aidhelm. 
Harald and Thiodolf, the old skald— 
bard—of his house, who has long been 
in Constantinople, start for the palace 
and an audience with John. In a 
tavern en route, Harald defends a Per­
sian slave girl, Cyra, against some Im­
mortals, and ends up with a fight with 
Georgios Maniakes himself, while 
Harald’s men defeat the Immortals.

Harald hurries to the palace, but 
Georgios is there first, and Harald is 
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arrested. Summoned before the 
Eunuch, Harald boldly conducts him­
self as a Viking king’s son should; the 
suave and clever John speaks with dis­
arming frankness, paints a convincing 
picture of the empire’s difficulties amid 
widespread treachery, and says he even 
distrusts Georgios. Then, to Harald’s 
amazement, John offers him supreme 
command of the Varangian Guard 
within the city!

Harald almost believes in John’s 
honesty; but boldly telling the Eunuch 
that he will serve the emperor and him 
alone, accepts the post of Prefect of 
Varangians.

CHAPTER V (Continued).
HE RULES WHO CAN’.

WHEN the Northmen had gone, 
John the Eunuch sat alone for 
a space, his full lips touched 

with the ghost of a smile. His right 
hand played with the ends of the cord 
about his monk’s robe; the fingers of 
his left stroked his chin thoughtfully. 
At last he rose, and stepped softly to 
the rear wall of his chamber, listening 
with his ear close to its alabaster sur­
face. His hands fumbled at the junc­
ture of the wall with a huge inset book 
cabinet; and suddenly the entire case 
swung inward, leaving a passageway. 
Into this he stepped, revolving the 
cabinet till it closed the entrance.

He had to stoop to avoid striking his 
head against the low ceiling of the 
hidden passage ; but familiarity enabled 
him to slip through it with catlike 
swiftness. A door at the farther end 
admitted him into a second chamber, 
much like his own, but smaller.

The room was square and austere. 
No window opened from it; only an 
airshaft above gave access to the light 
and air of day. With flint and steel 
John lighted a candle. Its rays showed 
a desk littered with manuscripts in 
Greek; cases of books; and in one cor­
ner a row of flasks, a chemical alembic, 

and jars sealed with wax. Along one 
wall stood a low couch, on which slept 
a voting man.

J ohn bent over him, holding the light 
high. Under his scrutiny the other 
awoke, blinked, and smiled up at him. 
John smiled back, his eyes warm with 
affection.

“ I did not mean to wake you, Con­
stantine,’' he said. “But it is better; 
I am glad of a chance to talk to you. 
The time will soon be ripe.”

Constantine sat up in bed, and took 
John’s hand. He was of about thirty 
years, very handsome, with an al­
most womanish beauty and large, 
cunning eyes.

“ The time cannot come too soon,” 
lie answered in a soft, musical voice. 
“ The studies you have assigned me are 
fascinating, but I long for action.”

“ You shall have it. My plans 
grow clearer. I have found a man to 
play off against Georgios, though it 
may be hard to keep Georgios from 
murdering him before I am ready to pit 
them against each other. Now that 
my way becomes plain, I can use you in 
a higher capacity than that of my 
clerk.”

“ Why have you not told me what 
you mean to do with me ?” Constantine 
questioned. “ More than a year has 
passed since you summoned me from 
Paphlagonia. I came hither with high 
hopes. With one brother wearing the 
imperial crown, and another his chief 
minister, had I not the right to dream 
that I, too, might become great? Yet 
you have kept me hidden here, copying 
records and dispatches, and studying 
the things you fiade me learn. And 
for all your promises. I have seen no 
more of the city or palace than this 
secret chamber.”

John frowned. “ It would have 
ruined all to let men know of you too 
soon. You are too like Michael in 
feature not to be recognized as his 
brother. In a few days I shall have 
Georgios out of the way; then it will 
not matter if all men know you.



“ Moreover, I did not wish Michael 
to know you were here, lest he guess 
I meant you for his successor. Now 
he is too sick to care. Zoe loved 
Michael once, but her treatment at his 
hands and mine has quenched her 
ardor. She is almost ready to recog­
nize another emperor when he dies.’’

Constantine glanced up quickly. “ Is 
it so near, then?”

John shrugged. “ I cannot tell. He 
is very weak; he had another seizure 
yesterday. He may linger a year, or 
he may die to-morrow.”

THE pallid, delicate face of Con­
stantine grew sullen. “ It is 
wearisome here,” he complained.

“ Give me my freedom now!”
John stroked the young man's cheek 

solicitously. “ Soon, very soon. I have 
need of your cunning, which I some­
times think is as great as mine. But 
you must wait till I can send Georgios 
away, and till Harald the North­
man has sapped the earth under his 
feet.”

“A Northman? But you have told 
me that the Northmen hate you, and 
regard Zoe as their true ruler.”

“ Even so,” John agreed. “But tins 
Northman is in the hollow of my hand. 
I have saved his life from Georgios; 
I have given him rank and opportunity. 
A king’s son himself, new to our 
service, he has little use for an empress 
whom he has never seen. He is the 
best of tools: strong enough not to 
break in my hand, shrewd enough to 
know that I can make him great or ruin 
him. He has all to hope for from me, 
nothing from our enemies.”

Constantine pondered. “ This is 
very well,” he answered, “ but you 
have won to power by knowing men. 
You saw this Northman, and knew he 
would serve your purpose. How am I 
to become worthy to succeed our 
brother if you keep me here, away 
from the world? How am I to learn 
to read men, unless I move among 
them?”

John's smile caressed him. “Patience, 
little brother1 He must be patient who 
would rule.

“ For five and thirty long and bitter 
years I bore the scorn of men: a slave, 
a eunuch, a thing to order about. Now 
all men fear and obey me.

“ So shall you be great, if you but 
school yourself in my teachings. You 
are young, strong, handsome—you will 
not need to wait for power to come 
with age. And you will have me by 
your side, to counsel you if your own 
wisdom fails.”

Searchingly Constantine looked at 
his elder brother; and something in 
that look made John drop his eyes, lest 
the youth know he had read his 
thoughts.

“ Farewell now; I must sleep,” he 
said.

As he entered his own chamber, and 
closed the secret entrance again, he 
scowled savagely.

“ The young snake will bite me, if 
I watch him not.” he muttered. “ After 
all I have planned for him! He sees too 
clearly that I mean to rule through him 
when Michael is gone; and he purposes 
to rule without me. Truly this North­
man has come to me as a gift from 
Heaven!”

He glanced about, as if to make sure 
that the room was indeed empty. It 
was the furtive glance of a man who 
has weaknesses to conceal. Then, 
from a cabinet with wooden doors, he 
drew a tall flask of fine Venetian 
glass, and a golden goblet. Filling the 
cup, he drank off the wine in one great 
gulp.

Many times he filled and drained the 
cup, his white cheeks flushing more and 
more. Not till the flask was empty 
did he put it away again, with the gob­
let. Then he flung himself on his bed.

A THUNDERING in his ears, his 
temples throbbing with his sur­
feit of wine, the Eunuch strug­

gled from his couch. A moment he 
listened; then, rising, he tiptoed to an 



onyx stand, poured water into a silver 
basin, and laved his eyes and cheeks. 
Not till his face was dry did he call his 
servant.

The slave, at his gesture, flung wide 
the door. Daylight flooded into the 
room from its two glazed windows, 
and reflected dazzlingly from the mail 
of him who entered.

If John was startled, none might 
know it.

“Welcome, noble Georgios!’’ he 
cried, and waved the intruder to a 
cushioned seat. “What seek ye of me, 
Lord Prefect?”

His manner was almost fawning; 
but there was no humility in his dulled 
eyes.

Georgios Maniakes glared at him, 
one hand upraised as if to strike. The 
Prefect of Immortals, “ the Lion of the 
Purple City,” as men called him, was in 
a most leonine fury.

“ What is this I hear ?” he roared. 
“ I bring you a man to be killed, and 
you heap him with honors! He has 
slain the emperor’s guards, and you 
make him chief over guardsmen! He 
has insulted me. and you make him 
my equal! Was this what you promised 
me? By St. George of Cappadocia, 
this is not to be borne!”

The Eunuch smiled ingratiatingly, 
shrugging his lean shoulders.

“Ah, Lord Prefect, if you but under­
stood! Were the culprit but a bar­
barian mercenary, he should have died 
on the cross, as you desired. But a 
king’s son, the darling of every 
Varangian—”

“ The son of a savage princeling, no 
more to be considered than a dog!” the 
Prefect thundered. “ The darling of 
his own spears—but what he is to men 
who never knew him, as most of the 
Varangians do not? And he has laid 
his hands on me—”

John’s shoulders straightened. He 
assumed a dignity that, for all his ugli­
ness of body, sat on him well.

“ You speak of things you do not 
comprehend,” he answered. “ Even 

those Varangians who never saw him 
know who he is: the scion of a royal 
race, whom all of them respect.

“ You know not how these North­
erners hold together. If I had slain 
him, the whole corps would have been 
in rebellion. I could not tell you this 
last night, when you were too raw with 
injured pride to listen; but now I tell 
you I have only done that which was 
best for the realm, and for you.”

“Forme!” The face of Georgios 
was livid. His eyes played like light­
nings. “ Let me judge what is good 
for me, and do you keep vour hands 
off!

“ I am a Greek patrician, of blood 
that has given this people emperors. 
And you give an upstart stranger—my 
enemy—honors equal to mine!”

Once more the Eunuch smiled. “ Not 
so, my lord. I have given him danger, 
which may end in his death. I have 
given him work to do which must be 
done, if the empire is to stand. When 
he has done it there are dark, deep 
cells; there is steel; there is poison.” 
He paused, and Georgios eagerly broke 
in:

“ You mean that when you have 
done with him, I may have him?”

John bowed. “No less. In the 
meantime you must not harm him, 
must not plot against him, must not 
block his path. If you do, purposes no 
less dear to you than to me will perish. 
Leave him to me, for now’; rest as­
sured your vengeance shall be satisfied. 
And now, that you may know how 
much I value you, how' richly I W’ould 
reward your great deserts, I have re­
solved to bestow on you—at the ex­
press bidding of the emperor—the 
governorship of the Theme of Bul­
garia.”

Georgios started. “ Theodamas has 
failed, then?”

“Aye; he has not succeeded in crush­
ing the Bulgar revolt. If you win 
where he has lost, I can promise you the 
ministry of defense. Whether you 
succeed or fail, all spoil taken is yours.



I know you will not fail, for there is 
no general like you.”

Georgios ran one great hand through 
his shock of black hair. The Eunuch’s 
promise had taken the fire from his 
anger, and he felt like a pricked 
bladder.

“ Theodamas has had all too few 
men in his command to win battles,” 
he muttered.

“ I saw to that,” John chuckled. “ I 
meant him to fail, that you might win 
more glory as his successor. Yrou shall 
have two more divisions of Immortals, 
men whom you have trained, and who 
worship you. With them you must 
win matchless glory. It may be that 
the barbarian will be ripe to pluck when 
you return from the campaign.”

“When do I march?”
“ It were best,” John answered 

softly, “ for you to leave as soon as you 
can equip your men and stock your 
wagon trains. In that way your quar­
rel with the barbarian will be forgotten, 
and he will be the riper to fall into your 
hands.”

Georgios fixed the Eunuch with a 
blazing stare; but John’s brown eyes 
were dulled and unwavering. With a 
bow that held scant measure of rever­
ence, Georgios strode away.

THE south court of the Strategium, 
where the Varangians were 
housed, seethed with armored 

men; strong-sinewed men, big and 
blond; men who bore themselves ar­
rogantly; men scarred of face and in­
tolerant of eye.

Some warriors paced to and fro, 
scowling; some leaned wide shoulders 
against the brick wall and grinned; but 
by far the most had their heads to­
gether, talking in couples, in groups, in 
companies—and most of them spoke in 
undertones. Some few, surrounded by 
excited friends, cursed and shouted 
loudly. The air was charged with re­
sentment and expectancy.

Two stood apart from the rest, 
angry of face, their voices bitter.

“ It is an insult, Svioslav!" So spoke 
the smaller of the pair, a thick-set of­
ficer wearing the copper medallion of a 
captain. His companion, a huge Rus­
sian, tugged fiercely at his drooping 
mustaches.

“ Such an insult as no man of this 
corps has yet had to bear!” he snarled. 
“ An insult to all of us, and thrice an 
insult to me!”

“You will resent it?”
The Russian turned hot eyes on his 

friend. “ Have I ever failed to avenge 
my wrongs, Rotlieb?”

Rotlieb, a fox-haired Frank, glanced 
about, to make certain that none heard 
them.

“ We Varangians choose our own 
Prefect," he muttered. “ It is our 
oldest privilege. Yet the cursed Eunuch 
has kept us without a leader for these 
three years, forcing us to take our or­
ders from him; and now a message 
bidding all officers of the corps assem­
ble, to receive the orders of their new 
Prefect! A Prefect we have had no 
part in choosing: one who has neither 
camped nor fought with us; a stran­
ger, and an unbreeched boy!”

The Russian growled in his throat, 
like a great mastiff. “ Who is this 
Harald Sigurdsson?” he cried. “ What 
has given him the right to command 
us? May I be impaled on the devil’s 
tail if it be not this same Eunuch’s 
work! Let him come! We be here, as 
he bade us. We will show him that 
Varangians obey no Prefect not of 
their own election!”

His voice rose with his swelling an­
ger. Others, hearing, strolled up to 
the pair.

“ Would John leave anything un­
done to humiliate us, think you?” one 
called: and a murmur of rage ran 
through the court.

Svioslav the Russian spun round to 
face the speaker. “ Aye; but this! To 
place a new-come stranger over us— 
a stripling! To pass over men who 
have grown gray with years and red 
with wounds in the service!”



The captain Rotlieb nodded wisely. 
“ We may be sure the Eunuch but 
waited to find a man who would carry 
out his will, without question, as none 
of us would do. Doubtless he has 
found this Norwegian one after his 
own black heart.”

A dark-browed man. tall and lean, 
shouldered his way forward, and thrust 
one knotty fist under the Frank’s 
nose.

“ Smell this, dog of the Rhine!” he 
bellowed. “ It can smash a skull or 
swing a biting blade! Though I like 
this breach of our rights no more than 
you, I will have the heart of him who 
dares miscall the brother of King Olaf 
the Holy!”

The Frank dropped one hand to his 
sword; but with the lean man’s eyes 
on him, he did not draw. His antago­
nist stood tense for awhile, then turned 
away with a short laugh.

“ It takes a man to outface Erik of 
Valdres!” he boasted. “ We be old 
sword-wolves, we Norwegians!”

Others crowded about him, some 
shouting angrily, some laughing and 
clapping him on the back. Ugly names 
were hurled back and forth; hands 
tightened on hilts. Blood might have 
been shed had not the Russian taken 
the situation into his own hands. 
Snatching up a shield, he beat upon its 
metal boss till the court was filled with 
the clangor. Understanding, the angry 
men dropped their quarrels and turned 
to hear him.

“Fools!” he cried. “Will ye shed 
blood for a stranger, and so give the 
Greeks cause for laughter ? This is my 
affair and Aldhelm’s—no other’s. Aid­
helm is not here yet: therefore it is 
my affair alone, till he comes. Ye prate 
of your rights; but it is my rights which 
suffer, and I know how to take care 
of them. Leave this Harald in my 
hands, which are strong enough to deal 
with ten such unfledged goslings!”

Shouts of applause greeted him. 
“ Northman’s way! Northman’s way!” 
they cried, rattling their scabbards.

“ So should a Prefect be chosen. Man 
against man, and the best man to rule!”

ERIK of Valdres shrugged his lean 
shoulders. “ So be it!” he grinned. 
“ Yet thou wilt not find Harald 

Sigurdsson such easy plucking, Svio- 
slav. And if he should fall at thy 
hands, know this—there be other good 
Norwegians here to avenge him. He 
is our royal blood.”

The Russian giant laughed uproari­
ously. “ When I have done with him, 
I will take each Norwegian here, one 
after the other, and crack them in my 
fingers!’’

Amid the uproar that followed his 
boast came three men, scarce noticed 
by the excited Varangians. Only the 
dark Norseman, Erik of Valdres, ran 
forward to greet them.

“ Ill doings, brothers!” he spoke 
swiftly. “ Is it true that John has made 
Harald Sigurdsson our Prefect?”

The tallest of the three nodded short­
ly. “It is true. I had it from Har­
ald’s own lips, and heard John give 
him the title.”

“ Then we who served with Olaf 
must stand behind him, Thiodolf,” 
Erik said with fiery eagerness. “ All 
the Norwegians here wish him well, 
though they like not the manner in 
which he is set above us; and the rest 
are bitter that the Eunuch should defy 
our privileges. Svioslav is in one of 
his killing rages. He will strike as 
soon as Harald shows himself.”

Thiodolf the Skald glanced at the 
two with him. “ Svioslav has cause,” 
he answered. “ he and Aldhelm had a 
better right to be chosen than any other. 
What say you, Ulf?”

“ Aye,” the squat Icelander agreed. 
“ Svioslav is oldest theme-commander 
in the service, and a mighty champion. 
And though Aldhelm the Englishman 
is but a captain, he is second to none 
either as soldier or as leader of men. 
All men know our choice of a Prefect 
would have lain between these two.”

“ Aldhelm would have won,” spoke 



the third man, a tall, square-made cap­
tain, very handsome, with cold, green 
eyes. “ The Russian’s seniority would 
help him little in an election, for his 
savage fury has made him few friends 
among us who like not to be bullied. 
You say truly, Erik: blood will be 
spilled over this. Be it our task to see 
that it is spilled in fair fight, not in foul 
murder.”

Thiodolf struck hands with him.
“ Well said, Halldor 1 Yet I think Har­
ald will need none of our help, if it 
come to sword-strokes. In case he does, 
let us quickly draw the Norwegians 
and Icelanders together.”

They mingled with the crowd, pick­
ing out their own countrymen, whis­
pering a word here and there. The 
Norsemen began to draw apart; and 
soon the others, noticing, began also 
to collect, taking position by the Rus­
sian.

Into the gathering storm strode a 
calm-eyed man, very tall, who, seeing 
what was toward, stopped in the arched 
entrance-way. A shout went up from 
Svioslav’s backers:

“Aldhelm! This way! To thy 
friends!”

Aldhelm advanced a few paces, sur­
veying them coolly.

“ What is your will?" he asked.
Svioslav pressed forward to meet 

him, thrusting his own well-wishers 
aside with rough shoves of his arms.

“ Look you, Aldhelm! Here are 
thou and I, the best men in the Guard, 
scorned for a stranger! Our comrades 
would have chosen one of us Prefect: 
Wilt thou endure such an injury?”

Aldhelm stared at him. There was 
no friendliness in his eyes.

“ Harald Sigurdsson is my friend,” 
he answered. “ It is true that I had 
some hopes of the election—if John 
.would ever let it be held—but I am 
too much the soldier to rebel when a 
better man is put in my place. I have 
just come from the Hospice, with word 
for you all that our Prefect is on his 
way hither.”

Svioslav laughed nastily. “ Some 
men fear death more than dishonor!” 
he sneered. “ Eat as much dirt as thou 
wilt, Englishman; I will maintain my 
rights with my sword!”

ALDHELM stepped forward in- 
/ \ stantly, his hand leaping to the 

hilt. The Russian, glad of the 
chance to crush one rival before deal­
ing with another, drew blade and 
rushed at him. The Varangians all 
swarmed around, forming in a great 
circle, that all might see. The bright 
blades rose and clashed.

Even as steel rang on steel, they who 
faced the door raised a cry. A lithe 
figure stood poised in the archway, at 
gaze. Like an arrow loosed from the 
string he shot through the circle, 
whirled a gleaming ax, and smote up 
the blades of the fighters.

Aldhelm, recognizing the intruder, 
stepped aside with a smile ; but Svioslav 
turned on him with an angry bellow:

“ For that thou shalt die!”
The ax-bearer dodged a fierce slash, 

sprang in, and caught Svioslav by the 
beard. At sight of the terrible bully 
thus set at defiance, the throng gasped. 
Desperately the Russian strove to 
shorten steel, wrenching to and fro to 
tear away from the iron fingers; but 
each time he would have thrust, his 
tormentor, grasping him close to the 
chin, flung his head up so violently 
that he could not see to strike. Svio­
slav’s eyes filled with tears of pain.

His captor smiled on the yelling 
crowd. “ I am Harald Sigurdsson, 
your Prefect!” he announced. “ I hear 
that some of you will not accept me. 
It is good old Northern custom for 
him who disputes a chief’s right to set­
tle the matter by steel.”

They fell silent, staring at him—all 
save Svioslav, who tugged and jabbed 
vainly, spitting curses. Whenever he 
raised his sword, Harald swung him 
oft balance, so that the stroke went 
wild. The bully, dangling helpless by 
the roots of his own beard, frothed 



with harmless rage. The rest glanced 
one at another, as men who have seen 
the heavens fall. At last they broke 
into a shout of applause:

“Well spoken, Sigurdsson! North­
man’s way! Steel to steel, and we obey 
the victor!’’

He had won them—or the most of 
them—by his bold appeal to the trial 
by combat, love of which was deep in 
every Northern heart: yet, but for his 
bearding of Svioslav-—-which amazed 
them and set them to laughing at the 
same time—he could not have gained 
their ear so easily. Only a few, han­
gers-on of the Russian, cried out 
against him. Glaring at one of these, 
Rotlieb the Frank, Harald cried:

“ Wilt thou come against me? I will 
split thee with one hand while I swing 
this goat with the other!”

Rotlieb backed against the wall. He 
spoke growlingly, afraid to fight.

“ It is Svioslav's affair, now Aidhelm 
will not fight.”

Harald waited; then, as none other 
spoke, he asked innocently:

“ Where is this Svioslav ? I hear him 
not.”

The Russian shrieked in baffled rage; 
the Varangians laughed almost as one 
man; and Harald looked at his captive 
with assumed astonishment.

“Ha! It is thou, brawler! Dost 
thou challenge my right to give orders 
here?”

Svioslav, who had not let go his 
sword, suddenly ceased his struggles, 
going limp in Harald s grasp. Then, 
with lightning speed, he dashed his hilt 
upward at his persecutor's face. So 
swift was the stroke that Harald bare­
ly avoided it, the heavy pommel bruis­
ing his cheek. Leaping back, he raised 
the ax Hell.

The two blades met, the advantage 
with the nimble sword. Svioslav 
slashed in furiously to win ere Harald 
could recover. In and out the point 
flashed, barely parried each time; yet 
its parrying maddened the Russian. He 
struck again and again, his reckless at­

tack forcing the Northman to remain 
on the defensive. Harald could gain 
neither room nor time for a sweep of 
his massive weapon. Svioslav’s back­
ers howled their glee; while the rest 
of the Varangians waited, anxious and 
glowering.

At last Harald dropped on one knee, 
his chest laboring for breath. Exult­
ing, the Russian raised his sword for 
a backstroke that would end the fight. 
As the gray steel rose, Harald flung 
himself forward, left hand touching 
the pavement, and drove all the length 
and the lean power of his body into 
a thrust with the pointed flange of 
the ax.

The sharp steel tore a fearful gash 
in the Russian’s thigh. Pain, and the 
sheer force of the blow, sent him stag­
gering backward, so that his stroke 
ended in a crash of steel against the 
stone floor, as the sword smashed in 
a shiver of flying metal.

Harald bent over his foe, who lay, 
cursing, in a pool of blood. When the 
guardsmen’s cheers died down, he 
asked:

“Do you obey, or die?”
Svioslav glared up at him, his eyes 

red with hate. “ I obey!” he snarled.
Harald lifted him up. “ Tend his 

wound, one of you!" he ordered.
Men came forward; but ere they 

reached him Svioslav flung himself on 
Harald, his broad knife flashing from 
its sheath. Suspecting no treachery 
Harald had turned away. A cry from 
Thiodolf warned him. He wheeled, 
took the knife in his shoulder, and 
dashed his shortened ax into the Rus­
sian’s throat. Svioslav dropped, his 
neck half severed. Bleeding from the 
dead man’s stroke, Harald faced the 
throng, his wet ax lifted.

“ Who else challenges ?” he cried.

NONE spoke. All stared, amazed, 
at him who had slain the fore­
most champion of the guard. At 

length Erik of Valdres drew sword, 
and clashed mightily on his shield.



“ Skoal, Harald, Prefect and Cham­
pion!” he roared. “ Skoal!”

From five hundred throats the cry- 
reechoed :

“Skoal, Harald! Skoal! Skoal!”
Harald smiled, though his wound 

burned.
“ Such is the world’s way,” he said. 

“ He rules who can. John rules in 
Mikligard, and I rule you.

“Ye have thought I was John’s 
slave, to make you do his will. Know 
that I am no man’s slave, and do what 
is good in my own eyes. So long as 
John plays fair with me and mine, I— 
and you—obey him. Ye are my men. 
Let John but wrong the least of you, 
and I will avenge you as I would my­
self. Now hear my orders:

“ Ye have rebelled against discipline. 
For that, every band in the corps shall 
drill four hours each day, in full equip­
ment. Ye must learn to obey, whether 
ye like it or no. Having now a Pre­
fect of your own race, ye have no cause 
to complain. Ye shall find me a just 
master, though somewhat hard—which 
is for your own good. Are ye con­
tent ?”

Rotlieb the Frank thrust himself for­
ward.

“ By sword and shield!” he panted. 
“ Thou art a man! We ask nothing 
better than to have a man over us. 
Had we known thee before, there 
would have been no trouble. We are 
content!”

“Good!” Harald answered. “John 
the Orphanotrophos has sent me word 
that Georgios Maniakes, being about to 
leave the city, is giving up his prefec­
ture. Aldhelm the Englishman will 
henceforth act as Commander of the 
Third Theme and Prefect of Police.”

Aldhelm looked at him incredulous­
ly. “ You mean,” he asked, “ that I, 
who am but a captain, am to have au­
thority over a thousand? And police 
power within the walls ?”

“ More than that!” Harald smiled 
upon him. “ As Prefect you shall have 
six full themes of a thousand each. 

We cannot have the city less well 
policed than before Georgios left it. 
Nor could I do less for a man who 
might have stood in my shoes.”

Aldhelm grasped his hand and 
wrung it hard.

“ Ulf Uspaksson, and Thiodolf,” 
Harald continued, “ keep their present 
posts at the palace, save that each re­
ceives the rank of commander. Hall- 
dor the Icelander takes charge of the 
military camp between the inner and 
the outer walls; Eilif Rbgnvaldsson is 
in command of the barracks. Erik of 
Valdres goes on duty at the Zeugma 
Port.

“ Now heed one thing: two divisions 
of Immortals are to march with 
Georgios. That leaves but a handful 
within the city, and three bands to 
share duty with us at the palace. Ye 
see that John has once more full con­
fidence in us. See to it that he has 
no cause to repent his trust! There is 
to be no brawling, either with citizens 
or with Immortals. It will go hard 
with him who breaks my command!”

His eyes, grown hard and cold, swept 
their faces.

Ulf Uspaksson stood a-tiptoe to 
whisper into Thiodolf’s ear:

“ Our new-hatched Prefect crows 
lustily. He dares much, to lay such 
command on men like these. What if 
Svioslav’s friends had rushed him?”

Aldhelm the Englishman answered 
quietly: “ I came later than you three; 
I spoke last with him before he ar­
rived here. He trusted to win over all, 
and he succeeded. If he had failed, 
Eilif Rognvaldsson and the five hun­
dred who followed Harald from Rus­
sia wait with drawn swords just be­
yond the entrance. A single shout 
from Harald, and they would have 
rushed in like hungry wolves.”

Halldor turned his ice-green eyes on 
Thiodolf. “ Here is a man indeed, oh, 
skald! Brave, generous, and cunning. 
Make a song of his deeds swiftly, lest 
they outstrip your power to tell of 
them!”



Thiodolf glanced toward Harald, 
whom the Varangian officers surround­
ed, eager to clasp his hand.

“ It will be a good song,” he mused, 
“and the refrain will be: ‘He rules 
who can!’ "

CHAPTER VI.
THE SLAVE.

WITHIN a fortnight Harald’s 
wound had healed, for the 
Russian’s knife had been al­

most stopped by the tough links of his 
mail shirt. Harald had never let it in­
terfere with his work, which demanded 
all his time.

Each morning, with the help of 
Greek clerks furnished by John, he 
transacted the business of his office: 
received reports from his subordinates, 
heard complaints, planned the work of 
the day ; and—when time permitted— 
listened to one of his clerks read aloud 
from the military treatises of the great 
Greek generals, Bardas and Nicepho- 
rus Phokas.

In the afternoon, inspecting the 
bands at drill, and making the rounds 
of the sub-stations of police.

In the evening he went to the pal­
ace, to render account of his duties to 
John. This was ordinarily a mere for­
mality: though at times the Orphano- 
trophos gave him shrewd advice, or 
plied him with questions. To al! ap­
pearances John was his stanch friend.

Of all the new Prefect’s tasks, that 
which most fascinated him was the 
study of Greek military tactics. He 
had had no more understanding of the 
advanced methods of the East than of 
its complicated drill. War in the North 
was a matter of simple formations, in 
which dogged courage and brawn 
counted far more than discipline.

In Constantinople the soldier was 
more than a mere fighter: he was a 
trained unit in a perfect machine. The 
common soldier in the Varangian ranks 
knew more of warfare as a science than 

his Prefect; and Harald felt the full 
depth of his ignorance as soon as he 
first saw his own men at drill. Straight­
way he set about learning this new art; 
and he learned fast.

While yet the westering sun flashed 
on the spears of Georgios and his de­
parting hosts, Aldhelm took over the 
prefecture of police. The gleaming 
building off the Forum of Constantine 
still reeked with the perfumes of the 
Immortals who had been stationed 
there, but the bleak room which had 
been Georgios’s office was Spartan in 
its severe virility and order. Records 
and files were neatly stowed in cabi­
nets about the walls; the tilted desk 
was clean, the furniture rough and 
simple.

“ St. Guthlac make me as good a 
man and as stanch an officer !" Aldhelm 
breathed, as he ran through the taped 
manuscripts.

A fortnight it may have been after 
he had taken charge, Aldhelm came 
early to the prefecture, to find Harald 
waiting him in the confit. The Norse­
man wrung Aidhelm’s hand, and 
glanced about curiously.

“ All in good order here,” he ap­
proved. “ There has been no trouble 
in the city since you took command. 
A good beginning!”

” Townsfolk walk warily when Var­
angians are in control,” Aldhelm 
smiled.

“ Aye, when the Varangians them­
selves are kept in hand. Have you a 
map of the city?”

Aldhelm drew forth a huge parch­
ment roll, and laid it flat on his desk. 
Harald bent over it, studying it closely.

“ Here are all twelve quarters of the 
city plainly marked,” he mused. “ I 
shall expect you to station two bands 
in each, and hold the rest in reserve.”

“ It has been done,” Aldhelm an­
swered.

Harald laughed. “ You are match­
less, Englishman! Each band is how 
strong? Seventy men?”



“ Sixty to seventy. The proper 
strength of a band is one hundred; but, 
since the Varangians are apt to be used 
as troops on the frontiers, at least thirty 
men in each band are armorers, wag­
oners, cooks, and engineers. In these 
last years of peace, John the Eunuch 
saved wages by dismissing all these.”

"I SHALL restore them,” Harald 
| said, “ but not with mere work­

men. Within ten days every band 
in your command shall be recruited to 
full strength by trained soldiers.”

“ Then who,” asked Aidhelm, “ shall 
cook, drive, dig, and repair in time of 
war ?”

“ There are soldiers who can do 
these things, and yet fight well, too. In 
my country all men are both crafts­
men and fighters. Henceforth every 
man taken into the corps shall be first 
of all a warrior. If there are not 
enough transport men and engineers 
among them, I will train them. With 
two full bands in each district, and four 
thousand in reserve, you should be able 
to master any trouble that may arise. 
If there is need. I can send you help 
from the Strategium.”

Aidhelm thought it over. “ There 
is more to this than good policing,” he 
said at last. “ In this way you hold 
all Constantinople in the hollow of your 
hand. Aye. even the palace, which is 
full of your guardsmen. Save for a 
handful of Immortals, your troops 
alone garrison the walls.”

“ Aye,” said Harald, “ till Georgios 
returns from Bulgaria, or till John or­
ders one of the Greek generals to march 
in his troops from the provinces. There 
are two hundred thousand men gar­
risoned in the provinces, from Africa 
to Thrace.”

“ None the less, it means that you 
are master of the empire. If John 
chooses to bring in troops, you can 
seize him ere they arrive.”

“ All of which John understands,” 
Harald reminded the Englishman. 
“ He knows I will obey his orders while 

he keeps faith with me. Unless he is 
a fool—and he is not—he has nothing 
to fear.”

Aldhelm studied him. “ You will be 
a great man,” he said, “ if you are not 
murdered. Yet I fear greatly for you. 
John is not the man to give such pow­
er to another without protection for 
himself that we know not of.”

A Varangian entered, saluting:
“ One Demetrios, a Syrian, with a 

petition for the Prefect.”
Aldhelm glanced at Harald, who 

nodded assent. The soldier, with small 
respect, herded in an undersized, fur­
tive-eyed man in vivid blue silk. He 
had no more than crossed the threshold 
and caught sight of the two officers 
than he flung himself flat on the floor, 
beating his forehead in self-abasement. 
The guard who admitted him stood by 
scornfully, his toes itching.

“-Get up!” Aldhelm commanded 
with contempt. “ Are you a man, who 
grovels like a worm ?”

The Syrian raised himself to his 
knees, pouring out a flood of adulation:

“ Oh. mighty ones! Oh Glories of 
the Age! Suns of Valor, Blessed—”

“ Enough !" roared Aldhelm. “ What 
is your desire?”

“ Justice, most noble—”
You shall have it. Speak, and be 

brief.”
His glances roving from Harald to 

Aldhelm, the Syrian spoke, pouring out 
his words in a desperate torrent.

“ I am a brother to Orontides, who 
owns the Tavern of the Seven De­
lights,” he began. “ This morning my 
servants brought me word that they 
had seen, in the Nestorian quarter, a 
slave who had fled from my brother’s 
household. I sped thither at once, with 
my men, to seize her.

“ When we would have taken her. 
the dogs who dwell there fell on us 
with staves. We fought like lions, and 
would have conquered, had not your 
police laid hands on us all. Us who 
were wronged they beat, no less than 
the Persian knaves who withheld our 



own from us. I alone escaped, to 
hasten hither to the fount of justice. 
The slave is ours, oh, Prefect! Give 
her to us!’’

He paused for lack of breath.
“ There is no report on this," Ald­

helm said. “ Go you, Orm, and ask 
if the men are on their way hither."

The Varangian departed, to return 
almost at once.

“ They come,” he announced.

HARD on his words rose a clamor 
and a wailing, and a dozen sol­
diers thrust in a motley crowd of 

men and women. Two burly fellows in 
torn tunics, battered and bleeding, were 
plainly the servants of Demetrios; the 
rest, bearded, black-gowned men and 
women with flushed faces and coifs all 
awry, were Nestorians—Persian Chris­
tians. One girl alone wore no coif, 
and her robes were half torn from her 
back. At sight of her Harald sprang 
from his seat.

It was Cyra, the dancing girl, who 
had unwittingly plunged him from the 
revelry of a tavern into a cell, and 
thence into sudden greatness. Ald­
helm, noticing his interest, pointed to 
her.

“ Is this the slave?" he asked.
“ Please, your Mightiness, it is!" De­

metrios panted.
Aldhelm addressed the girl gently: 
“ Are you truly the slave of Oron- 

tides, as this man says ?”
Cyra, drawing her torn garments 

about her, knelt at his feet.
“ I was his slave, my lord; but one 

generous beyond my poor power to 
praise gave me a rich gift: and because 
of this the Greek captain Karaktos, be­
ing angered, bought me from my mas­
ter for a jewel.” She paused, and cast 
a timid glance at Harald.

Aldhelm turned on Demetrios. “ Do 
you acknowledge the sale?”

“ Never, most mighty lord! The 
wench lies."

Aldhelm frowned, tugging at his 
beard.

“ One of you lies,” he said. “ If I 
can learn which one, there will be pun­
ishment.”

The Nestorians burst into cries of 
protest, till Aldhelm waved furiously 
for silence. Demetrios, glancing from 
one to another of the Prefects, saw 
Harald smile, and, misreading his 
amusement for a sign of favor, flung 
himself at Harald’s feet.

‘‘Oh, Prince of the Age!” he im­
plored. “ Well of Mercy undefiled;! 
To you I appeal! Give me this slave 
who is my brother’s. Behold, even 
now my brother lies sick unto death* 
having been cruelly beaten by the ty­
rant Georgios—and his tavern closed 
for a month—all because of thee! 
Grant justice! Command that she be 
restored to him, lest he die in poverty!”

Harald laughed scornfully. “ Thou 
fool!” he replied. “Not I, but the 
Prefect of Police, has authority in this 
case.”

“ But thou art his master, and he thy 
servant!” the Syrian pleaded. “ Com­
mand him, and” he will obey. See, 
lord ”—he pulled from his fouled 
ropes a heavy purse—“ here is much 
gold! I can pay the worth of the slave. 
Give her to us, and all this shall be 
thine.”

Aldhelm got to his feet, white with 
fury; but Harald held him back.

“ Let me deal with him,” he urged. 
“ The dog has tried to bribe me.” He 
towered above the frightened Demetri­
os, glaring savagely down on him.

“ Justice is not to be bought in Con­
stantinople while I am Prefect!" he 
said sternly. “ By trying to chaffer 
with the law thou hast confessed thy­
self in the wrong. I myself saw the 
Greek buy this girl from thy brother; 
and afterward I killed the Greek. 
Therefore she is either free—her own­
er having died without heirs—or my 
slave, the spoils of my victory. If she 
is mine, I will not sell her; if she is 
free, she cannot be bought. Speak thou. 
Prefect Aldhelm! Is she mine, dr 
free?”



Aldhelm, marking the twisted face 
of Demetrios, in which fury strove with 
craven fear, laughed aloud. He strove 
to read Harald's flashing eyes, and read 
them aright.

“ Hear judgment in thy case, oh, 
Syrian!” he pronounced. “The girl 
is free by the law. None may buy or 
sell her. She is dismissed. But first 
thou, who hast insulted justice and 
sought to bribe thy betters, shalt suffer 
sentence. I condemn thee to pay the 
contents of thy purse to this girl, whom 
thou hast wronged by seeking to en­
slave her.”

Demetrios struggled to his feet, 
white as ashes. Both his trembling 
hands clutched the purse, folding it to 
his breast. The breath whistled through 
his nostrils.

A Varangian snatched the purse 
from him, and handed it to Cyra.

“ Thrust him hence and dismiss 
these!” Aldhelm commanded. The sol­
diers instantly cleared the court: the 
Persians, as they departed, calling 
down blessings from heaven on the 
most just of Prefects.

Cyra alone lingered. She clasped 
Harald's feet.

“ For liberty, and for the means of 
life, I thank thee!” she breathed. 
“ Would that I might repay thee!” Ris­
ing, she glided out.

Harald turned to his friend. “ Well 
judged, oh, Upright One!” he laughed. 
The Prefect of Police snorted.

“ Foul beast!” he cursed. “J know 
something of his kind. They will find 
some way to strike at you for this: for 
they will blame you, as my mas­
ter. Poison, or a knife thrust in the 
back.”

“ I will watch them.” Harald an­
swered carelessly. “ Am I not guarded 
by thousands ?”

Aldhelm shook his head gravely. 
“ Walk warily after dark,” he cau­
tioned.

Harald nodded. “ It might be well 
to give orders that Orontides may not 
reopen his tavern for yet another 

month,” he said. “ It will teach these 
swine that we have the upper hand of 
them.”

IN the evening Harald found John 
awaiting him at the palace with less 
than his wonted urbanity. The 

Eunuch drew him into his study, sent 
away his servant, and fixed Harald 
with his unreadable eyes.

“ Why have you ordered the compa­
nies on police duty recruited ?” he 
asked pointedly.

“ They were all too few to keep so 
many thousands of folk of different, 
jealous races in order.” Harald spoke 
carelessly, being sure of his ground.

“ Georgios kept order by the sheer 
terror of his name.”

“ I have no name as yet among the 
folk,” Harald objected. “ Give me 
time, and I will make my word strong­
er than another man's blow. Just now, 
when thousands of troops have been 
sent to Bulgaria, only the arms of my 
Varangians keep the lawless in check”

“ Let it pass." John waved the sub­
ject from him. It was unwise to 
anger Demetrios the Syrian.”

Harald stared at him; but the 
Eunuch’s eyes were veiled.

“ You are well informed,” Harald 
replied.

John waved one soft hand. “ I con­
firmed the decision of your Prefect of 
Police.” he said, “ but I urge you to 
revoke your additional sentence against 
Orontides. He has been punished 
enough. Let him open his tavern. It 
brings in much revenue.”

“ How ?”
John smiled mysteriously. “ A place 

of such ill fame for drinking and dic­
ing pays well to be let alone. Oron­
tides takes in much gold, and is gener­
ous with it to those who are generous 
to him."

Harald shrugged. “ I but extended 
the sentence Georgios imposed on him. 
So far as I can judge, Orontides is a 
fat snake, with venom in his jaws. Ald­
helm reports that his records are full of 



charges against him. Varangians have 
been killed in his house.”

“ And Immortals,’’ added John with 
unsmiling humor. “ It is true ; yet his 
gold is good.”

Harald was slow to understand; yet 
he had some faint perception that 
Orontides had bought the Eunuch’s fa­
vor.

“ If I change my decision,” he ob­
jected, “ men will say that my word is 
like a veering wind. Only by enforc­
ing my judgments can I hold respect.”

John frowned. “ Then you refuse 
to pardon him?"

“ I must refuse. He is a foul dog, de­
serving punishment.”

John threw himself back in his chair, 
his dark eyes glowing. There was no 
expression in his features, but his an­
ger was plain. Then, suddenly, he 
said:

“ Let it pass. I will not interfere 
with your authority. You are a zeal­
ous officer, and in all I have heard of 
your doings, I find much to praise and 
little to blame.”

Harald’s own wrath was slowly ris- 
ing.

“ You seem to have heard in detail 
of my doings,” he retorted.

John looked mysterious. “ I have 
many eyes,” he said.

“ Say spies rather!” Harald spoke 
warmly, forgetting that resentment was 
a poor weapon against this man. “ Can 
you not trust me ? I would have told 
you all, had you given me time to 
speak.”

“ I trust no one,” John spoke lightly. 
“Had I done so, I had been dead ere 
this. It is true that my spies watch 
you, as they watch all men, all things. 
It is my business to know all that moves 
or breathes in this empire. Hold it not 
against me. I watch you no more than 
others.”

As Harald departed, he thought ear­
nestly upon the Eunuch’s frank con­
fession.

“ It behooves me to be wary,” he re­
flected. “Those Greek clerks? But 

no! None of them knew of these 
things to-day.”

He quickened his pace, suddenly 
furious. “ He has spies among my own 
Varangians!” he muttered.

Arrived at the Strategium, he found 
Eilif awaiting him.

“ Word from Aldhelm,” the Gaut- 
lander reported. “ The girl Cyra has 
been stolen from the Persian quarter.”

“When?” Harald cried, his anger 
blazing. “ Who has dared defy my or­
der?”

“ Two hours ago her countrymen re­
ported at the Prefecture that many men 
had come, with weapons, and carried 
her off. Six men were killed in the 
fight over her.”

“ What has Aldhelm done ?”
“ Sent orders to every sub-Prefec- 

ture in the city to have all Constanti­
nople combed for her. Give a Varangi­
an free rein to search, and he will turn 
every house within the city walls in­
side out. She will be found, doubt it 
not.” ’

“ Turn out a thousand men from the 
barracks, and aid in the search!” Har­
ald commanded. “ If a hair of her 
head is harmed, I will open the belly 
of every Syrian in the town! Aly hon­
or is concerned in this thing!”

CHAPTER VII.
INTRIGUE.

HAD he done as his temper urged 
him, Harald would have rushed 
into the city at the head of his 

Varangians, and stormed house after 
house to find the dancing girl. Such 
was the Northman’s way; and it would 
have served on Norse soil. But the 
thousands on thousands of houses in 
the Greek capital, many of them of 
several stories, daunted him; he might 
search for months, and be none the 
wiser. Prudently he swallowed his an­
ger, and did the only possible thing: 
hastening to the Prefecture of Police, 
he waited there, with Aldhelm, for re­



ports from the thousands of men 
searching the city.

The hours passed, each with its mes­
senger; but no news of discovery, no 
hint that promised success.

The Syrian’s house was the first to 
be searched; that of his brother Oron- 
tides the second. Each had been ran­
sacked to the very vaults, to no avail. 
Orontides still lay groaning in his 
chamber, attended by a few servants; 
beyond these, no one could be found in 
the showy marble palace that was his 
home.

The abode of Demetrios was empty, 
save for a wrinkled caretaker, who de­
clared, in an ecstasy of fear, that his 
master had left the city for his native 
land. Inquiry at the gates revealed 
that he had indeed departed, with all 
his household; but the girl Cyra had 
not been with him.

The Persians among whom she had 
been living were questioned over and 
over. Their tale remained the same: 
soon after the fall of darkness armed 
men had broken into the quarter, 
rushed the house where Cyra lodged, 
and carried her off.

“ Bring me any man who bears 
wounds,” Harald commanded; and 
most zealously his police carried out 
the order. A procession of cursing, 
struggling men, mostly Syrians, was 
dragged to the prefecture—some with 
broken limbs, some with knife cuts, 
some with bruises; but all denied 
knowledge of Cyra or Demetrios.

The night passed, and a little after 
the dawn Aldhelm, sleepy but cool with 
the stolid coolness of his race, reached 
for the map. His broad fingers traced 
along the Propontine shore, and came 
to rest on a halfmoon-like indentation 
in the coastline.

“ A Sicilian galley awaits for her 
clearance here,” he observed.

“ What of her?” Harald asked.
“ You have ordered that she be per­

mitted to sail this afternoon.”
“ Aye. She is a peaceful merchant­

man.”

“But she is Moslem; and the 
Syrians of this city are Moslem rene­
gades, or M o s 1 e m s who pretend 
Christianity for trade advantages. No 
confessing Mohammedan is allowed 
within the walls.”

Harald leaped up, with a shouted or­
der to the guard:

“Run to the barracks! Fetch Eilif 
hither with two hundred men. Speed!”

“ You are quick in decision, North­
man !” Aldhelm exclaimed. “ Aye, and 
prudent; for if the girl has indeed been 
smuggled aboard that galley, the crew 
will fight to keep her. Yet Demetrios 
and all his servants—”

“ Have fled my wrath, while his paid 
agents bore her to the unbelievers!” 
Harald broke in fiercely. “ That I un­
derstand. But how he expects to get 
her again—”

“ He has doubtless sold her to 
them,” Aldhelm replied. “ The Mos­
lems pay well for Christian women. 
Understanding well that he could not 
hope to keep her, the Syrian took his 
chance to sell her for a high price.”

Eilif burst into the court with clang­
ing mail.

“ Whither do we go?” he called out 
cheerfully. “ I have tenscore of your 
house-carles without. Are there blows 
to strike?”

" Follow on, and see!”

DOWN the long Mese the North­
men sped, marching at the dou­
ble, their mail and their iron- 

bound shields clanging like a hundred 
anvils.

The crowds, accustomed to give way 
before armed men, broke from their 
path and piled up in arcades, between 
the arches of which they peered in ex­
cited curiosity.

Vehicles sped to right and left till 
they almost collided with the masonry, 
leaving a clear road for the troops. 
Happily the hour was so early that 
most of the townsfolk were not out; 
else the throng would have been too 
dense to vield readv passage.
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Pointing to the right, Harald led the 
way down a well-paved military road, 
straight to the westernmost port. On 
either side of them olive trees raised 
their gnarled branches and lancelike 
leaves, through which the morning sun 
filtered as they left the palace behind. 
Before them faint cries were wafted 
on the sea breeze, with the creak of 
cordage and the mingled smell of brine 
and tar.

His eagerness winging his feet, Har­
ald drew well ahead. Suddenly he 
cried out in fury, pointing. Eilif, has­
tening to him, saw a long, lean, lateen- 
rigged ship draw out from the shore, 
her sails furled slantwise of the mast, 
her oars dipping easily to give her sea­
way.

“She sails!” he cried. “Without 
order!”

“ She will not sail far, then,” Eilif 
answered coolly. “ You forget that tire 
shore-watch acts under your orders 
now.”

Harald seemed not to hear him. 
Crying his men on, he rushed down 
the slope. Pressing hard after, they 
followed him to the gated guard-tower, 
only to see the Sicilian strike into a 
faster beat, her oars lashing the blue 
sea to creamy foam.

Eilif stared in amazement. Not a 
fire-tube turned on her to check her 
unlicensed departure; not a voice chal­
lenged.

Harald burst into the tower like a 
whirlwind. To him ran the officer of 
the watch—Varangians all.

“Loose on yonder galley!” Harald 
commanded. “ Stop her, or answer to 
me!”

“ She has her clearance!” the cap­
tain of the guard answered, his broad 
features agape with consternation.

Harald raised his ax. “ Obev, or 
die!”

Springing to the wall, the officer 
summoned his men to the fire-tubes. 
The long bronze muzzles swung up, 
focused, spat forth the red tongues of 
flame with a hiss of compressed air.
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Fire burst out angrily on the surface 
of the water, a furlong behind the 
fleeing ship.

“ She is beyond our range!” the cap­
tain groaned.

“ Launch a cruiser!” roared Harald.
One was already launched, in wait­

ing for any emergency. With short, 
deep shouts, the Northmen thronged 
the quay and sprang over her gunwales. 
She was a fleet pamphylian, built like 
an arrow, oared to overhaul anything 
with sails. Drums beat to give time to 
the rowers; swords and spears flashed 
from her deck; her thin prow cut like a 
lance through the water.

On her foredeck Harald stood like 
a statue of vengeance, his keen eyes 
straining after the Sicilian. She had 
a fair start, and, like her pursuer, was 
built for speed; but her oars were 
fewer. Slowly, so slowly that Harald 
gnawed his lips with impatience, the 
slender pamphylian cut down her 
quarry’s lead.

The breeze grew stiffer, beating the 
water into choppy waves that smashed 
against the prows. Faster and faster 
grew the drumbeat; and in the pur­
suers’ ears, borne by the head wind, 
thrummed the makers of the Moslems. 
Like a bird the galley skimmed over 
the whitening crests; like a swift sea­
eagle the pamphylian swooped down on 
her.

“Good boats, these!” Eilif grunted 
to his lord; and Harald, licking his 
lips, gave no a n s w e r . His hands 
whitened on Hell’s haft; her thin blade 
gleamed evilly in the mounting sun.

MAILED men clustered in the 
Sicilian’s stern, their helmets 
glittering above white turbans.

“ Merchantman!” Harald scoffed. 
“ She bears all too many spears for 
a trader.”

“ Those are bowmen yonder,” Eilif 
observed. “ And we have few archers 
with us. Shall we train the forward 
fire-tube on her ?”

Harald shook his head. “ If we do, 



she will burn before we can take the 
woman off. Have the men ranged their 
shields along the gunwales?”

“ Aye. But their arrows will sweep 
us from stem to stern. You had best 
take cover, Harald.”

Harald laughed in his face, a savage 
laugh. Yet he turned on his heel and 
walked aft. Eilif stared at his back.

“ There is blood on the wind,” he 
muttered. “ When Harald leaves the 
post of danger, it is to brew death.”

He was right. The pamphylian 
veered off suddenly, heeling over as 
she swept into an angle to her former 
course. With a yell of exultation the 
Moslems saw her turn, and put fresh 
strength into their oars. They leaped 
ahead, while the pursuer seemed to 
drop far behind; but in a little while 
the pamphylian swung back to her 
former course.

Now she was drawing, not close be­
hind, but parallel with her prey, and 
safely out of arrow flight. Slowly the 
stern of the galley drew closer, then, 
with a mighty spurt, she drew abreast.

But Harald was not content. On 
and on, the drums thudding furiously, 
the hundred oarsmen gasping as they 
pulled, she forged ahead, and on her 
poop the fire-tube lifted.

Harald hailed in Greek, shouting be­
tween cupped hands: “ Heave to, or we 
burn you!”

Faced with the menace of the ter­
rible Greek fire, which, as they now lay, 
would sweep his boat from stem , to 
stern with all the force of the wind 
behind it, the Moorish captain obeyed 
perforce. His exhausted oarsmen 
slumped over their handles, barely 
stroking enough to keep her head into 
the wind; and the grim pamphylian 
drifted down on her.

“ You have a Persian woman on 
board,” Harald, shouted. “ Send her, 
with your captain, aboard us.”

There was nothing for it but to obey. 
Slowly the Moors lowered a boat; un­
willingly the Moslem captain descend­
ed into her, accompanied by a muffled 

figure. A few strokes, and they were 
under the loom of the pamphylian’s 
side. A rope ladder was thrown down, 
and the Moor made to mount; but Har­
ald waved him back.

“ The girl first!” he ordered, smiling 
at his foe’s angry glare.

With trembling feet Cyra mounted, 
and almost fell into Harald’s arms.

Fie thrust her upon Eilif.
“ Take her away,” he commanded.

“ Make her comfortable.”

THE Moslem officer, who had now 
reached the deck, turned angrily 
on his captor.

“By what right do you stop me?” 
he demanded fiercely. “ I have my 
clearance.”

“Your name?” Harald countered.
“ How does it concern you?”
The Mohammedan was a tall, lean 

man, clad from head to foot in close- 
meshed mail, the curtains of his turban­
wound helmet swaying below his well­
trimmed, grizzled beard. His eyes 
were hot, his features thin and 
fanatical.

“ It concerns me that your life is in 
my hands,” Harald answered. “ This 
is my authority.” He showed the gold 
medallion that marked his Prefect of 
Varangians.

The Moslem bowed grudgingly. 
“ My name is Yusuf ben Mirza,” he 
said.

“ You say you have your clearance. 
Show me your papers.”

Ben Mirza handed over a parchment 
scroll, which Harald examined. Fie 
could make nothing of the Greek writ­
ing, but the seal was that of John the 
Eunuch. Passing the parchment to 
Eilif, he asked:

“What does this say? You can 
read these bird tracks.”

The Gautlander spelled out the scroll 
laboriously, reading aloud, one great 
finger following the words.

“ It is authority to sail, signed by the 
Orphanotrophos,” he answered.

Harald frowned. “Then a power 



higher than mine forbids me to inter­
fere with you,” he confessed. “ Never­
theless the girl, being free, goes back to 
the city with us.”

“Take her at your peril!” Yusuf 
warned. “ I have bought her in fair 
trade, for the Emir’s harem.”

“Who was the seller?”
“ A Syrian. What matters it?”
“ The Syrian is a fugitive from the 

law,” Harald explained. “ He had 
no right to sell her. You have been 
cheated. A free resident of the city 
cannot be sold; moreover, the law 
of this land forbids the sale of a Chris­
tian to an unbeliever.”

Ben Mirza fixed him with glittering 
eyes. “ Nonetheless you had best give 
her back,” he said ominously. “ I am 
the agent of the Emir of Sicily, with 
whom your emperor is at peace.”

“ Aye,” Harald retorted. “ An agent 
who comes with many spears, claiming 
to be a merchant. You may go now— 
without the girl.”

The Moslem swung on his heel, but 
at the rail turned for an instant.

“If war breaks out again between 
us,” he cried, “ may we two meet in 
battle!”

“ You are a strong man,” Harald 
observed appreciatively. “ May God 
grant it!”

“WrHAT will you do with her?” 
asked Aldhelm.

Harald did not know. “ You 
are right, Englishman: she is safe here 
in the Prefecture, but this is not the 
place for a woman. She is not safe in 
the city—so much we have seew al­
ready. Nor do I know this country 
well enough to find a refuge for her.” 

Aldhelm fingered his yellow beard. 
“ In a land like this,” he reflected, “ no 
refuge is sacred enough, none safe 
from intrigue and bribery, save—the 
cloister.”

“ You would make a nun of her?”
“ I know she is not the sort of whom 

nuns are made,” Aldhelm admitted. 
" She is too fair. Have you noted her 

hands? Never have I seen a woman 
with such tiny palms, such tapering 
fingers.”

“ I see she must not stay here,” 
Harald smiled. “ Nor elsewhere among 
men. if her beauty turns even your cold 
head. Which nunnery shall we send 
her to? There are many.”

Aldhelm thought. “ Take her to 
the Patriarch,” he advised, “ and ask 
him to find a cloister for her.”

“ I will take her to-night!” Harald 
declared, and he rose.

The better to escape attention, 
Harald went unattended, his mail 
wrapped in a wide cloak. Cyra was 
heavily veiled. It was no rare thing 
for girls of the lower classes to walk 
out with soldiers; and Harald hoped to 
attract no curious eyes. But he had 
forgotten the inimitable grace that 
clothed the Persian girl’s every move­
ment. One who had seen her close 
could hardly mistake her undulating 
walk, the perfection of the dancing 
girl’s training.

The streets were crowded, as always 
in the evening. Every one who passed 
turned to stare at the tall soldier and 
the graceful woman with him. Now 
and then men laughed significantly, or 
flung gibes at them. Harald became 
anxious, and Cyra shrank closer to him.

Suddenly Cyra shrieked. Wheeling, 
tugging at his ax. Harald felt her 
snatched from him. Even as he got 
his weapon clear, a knife smashed 
against the mail above his ribs.

Cyra was struggling in the grasp of 
two men. The crowds about them 
had vanished as if by magic at the first 
outcry, leaving the two surrounded by 
cloaked figures. Whirling his ax, 
Harald leaped for the two who held the 
girl. Instantly four men flung them­
selves in his way, short swords out- 
thrust. Others closed in behind and 
on his flanks.

He did not wait for them to carry 
the fight to him. Two chopping jabs 
sent the men on his left reeling back, 
and he sprang in to Cyra’s aid. The 



great ax rose and fell. One fellow, re­
leasing his grasp of her too late, died 
as he reached for his weapon; the other 
fled.

Even as a blow from behind sheared 
the steel rings protecting his left 
shoulder, Harald turned, and became 
on the instant a fighting madman. His 
ax whirled, slashed, bit—so fast, so 
terribly, that the assassins had no 
chance to work in concert. Again 
and again their strokes went home; but 
the fine mesh of his mail turned all but 
that first blow at his shoulder, and that 
had not gone deep.

The first ax stroke told him they 
were unarmored: such assassins relied 
on surprise to effect their purpose. His 
savage onslaught overbore such little 
courage as was in them. Suddenly he 
realized that he stood fighting the air, 
with no enemy before him. Cyra lay 
in a huddle at his feet, one of the dead 
assailants sprawled headless across her 
ankles.

Flinging the body aside, Harald 
lifted her gently up, and bore her 
toward the darkened portico of the 
Patriarch’s palace. She came to in his 
arms; and, still thinking herself in the 
grasp of the ruffians, she struggled 
gallantly. With a few gruff words he 
quieted her.

BEATING on the oaken entrance 
door with his dagger haft, Harald 
waited long to be admitted. At last 

the great door creaked, and opened 
scarcely an inch.

“ Who comes?” quavered the fright­
ened voice. A round, scared eye 
peered through the crevice. Harald 
thrust at the door with his foot, but it 
did not give, being set on a massive 
chain.

“The Prefect of Varangians!” he 
announced himself reluctantly. He had 
been in no mind to admit his identity 
to any save the Patriarch in person; too 
many eyes seemed to be upon him in 
this intrigue-ridden city.

There was no answer, but the door 

did not close. He listened for the 
sound of feet or voices, but none came. 
He was about to hammer on the door 
again when it opened wide. Scarcely 
had he borne the girl through it before 
it was closed again, and bolted. A 
cringing old man in rich livery stood 
before him.

“ This way, my lord,” the servant 
mumbled. Following him through the 
long corridor, Harald saw that the 
Patriarch kept no state, despite the 
silver edging on his servant’s robes. 
The house was old and shabby, the soft- 
piled rugs on the floor were worn al­
most to rags, and heavy with dust. Into 
a large atrium they passed, in the style 
of the last Roman emperors; and from 
this into a retired chamber where, on 
a high raised seat, an old man sat 
alone.

As they entered the old man rose, 
and dismissed the servant. He was 
very tall, with the head of an aged lion. 
His eyes had once been fine; now they 
were dim with years and hot with re­
pressed bitterness. His long, white 
beard, carefully tended, flowed down 
over sunken cheeks and rested on a 
tarnished robe.

“ I have heard of you,” he said at 
once to Harald, waving aside all formal 
greeting. “ Men call you honest, 
though you serve John, the enemy of 
God.”

Harald set Cyra down. She stood 
trembling, with downcast eyes, her 
little hands twisting.

He turned to face the Patriarch. “ I 
serve not John, but the emperor,” he 
answered.

“He, too. is God's enemy!” The 
Patriarch’s voice vibrated with passion. 
“ And on him God’s wrath rests even 
now, weighing him down with the sick­
ness of death!”

He paused, to search Harald’s face. 
“ What is your will with me ?” he re­
sumed, his tone sullen, as of one who 
has had to bear much, and without 
patience to bear it well.

Harald extended his hand in a ges­



ture toward Cyra. “ She is a free 
woman, whose beauty is her danger,” 
he said. “ Four times, the last time to­
night, I have saved her from those who 
would enslave her. I have brought 
her here that your holiness may find a 
place for her in some nunnery.”

The Patriarch looked long at Cyra, 
his old eyes unwinking. There was no 
trace of kindness in them. He spoke 
at last:

“ She is the dancing girl of Oron- 
tides. I know somewhat of her. Is 
she willing to take the vows?”

Harald was astonished. How did 
this retired old man, who, though he 
was official head of the Greek Church, 
lived in a sort of exile, watched and 
suspected by the court—how did he 
know Cyra, the dancing girl?

The Patriarch answered the un­
spoken question. “I have my agents,” 
he said in a dull voice; and then, trem­
ulously, he broke out, his voice hot with 
passion:

“ How should I live—I, who am 
hated by the jackals in the palace—if 
I did not keep an everlasting eye on my 
foes? They spy on me, seeking every 
chance to make accusation against me. 
Only by setting spies on them do I keep 
myself safe. Some day God will place 
in these feeble hands the instrument of 
His vengeance!”

HE rose, trembling, almost totter­
ing, but strong in his passion. To 
Harald’s eyes he was only an old 

man in fear of deadly peril; nor had 
Harald come on the Patriarch’s ac­
count, but on Cyra’s.

“We must not trouble you then, 
holy father,” he said. “ I will find 
some other refuge for her. Let us go 
with your blessing.”

The Patriarch silenced him with a 
gesture. “ I fear you not, Prefect,” 
he said, more quietly. “If you were 
not the kind of man I could trust, you 
would not have risked your life to help 
this girl. I asked if she desired to take 
the vows?”

Cyra flung herself on her knees be­
fore the grim old man.

“Oh, my father!” she cried. “If 
there is peace, if there be safety, in the 
cloister, let me hide behind its walls!”

Assailed by sudden doubts, Harald 
turned to the Patriarch.

“ Is there surely safety in the 
cloister?” he asked.

The old priest smiled, the grin of a 
wolf at bay.

“ Many are the shames the Eunuch 
has heaped upon the church,” he re­
plied. “ But he has not yet dared the 
infamy of violating the cloister. It is 
safe.”

He clapped his hands for his servant. 
When the old steward shuffled in, he 
signed to the girl to go with him.

“ Place her in sanctuary in my pri­
vate shrine,” he ordered, “ till we can 
find a place for her among the sister­
hood of St. Helena.”

With a last look backward at Harald, 
Cyra departed; and Harald would have 
gone also, but the Patriarch forbade.

“ Be not so quickly gone,” he said, 
his hot eyes burning. “ I am told you 
are the son and brother of kings. It is 
even said that your elder brother is a 
saint of the Roman Church.”

“ It is so, father.”
The Patriarch’s glance flashed fire.
“ Then why,” he demanded, “ why 

do you serve men who have mocked 
the sacraments, laid murderous hands 
on God’s anointed, and defied His 
majesty?”

Before the old man’s wrath Harald 
felt himself shaken. He crossed him­
self.

“ Do you not know,” the relentless 
voice echoed in his ears like the knell 
of doom; " do you not know that he 
who calls himself emperor, aided by 
his brother the Eunuch, murdered their 
prince, and through an infamous mar­
riage took unlawful possession of the 
throne?”

Recovering his self-control with an 
effort, Harald faced the accusing 
eves.



“ I have heard this,” he answered, 
“ but John himself told me it was -a 
lie.”

“ Told you, no doubt,” the patriarch 
said scornfully, “ that the empress her­
self slew her husband, and that John 
forced her to marry his brother that 
her mad folly might be curbed. Aye! 
That is the tale he told the people; and 
there are those who believe him. Fools! 
Hear now the truth:

“ The emperor was an old man, too 
old to keep a woman's love. John was 
a mere palace eunuch, whose low birth 
justified his menial rank. Knowing 
the empress for a weak, vain woman, 
he found a place at court for his 
brother Michael, who now is emperor, 
and whose beauty quickly brought him 
into favor. The empress saw him, and 
loved him. They were lovers long be­
fore the emperor died.

“ John grew in rank and honors as 
the empress’s love for his brother in­
creased. At last he secured a place in 
her own household, and fanned the 
flame of her wicked love. From that 
day the emperor grew sick—by slow 
poison, which John administered. But 
when his death came not swiftly 
enough, John and Michael strangled 
him in his bath.

“ Before he was cold, they forced 
the empress to marry Michael. Aye, 
with hands yet hot from the hideous 
crime, the usurper succeeded both to 
the throne and to the wife of his 
victim.”

HE paused, studying Harald’s face. 
The repulsion he saw there satis­
fied him.

“ Can you,” he went on, his words 
slowly falling; “can you. the blood 
brother to a saint of God, serve such 
men as these?”

Harald fought hard for calm. “ You 
—you know this to be true r”

“ Zoe has confessed to me. And 
now, by giving you power. John has 
placed in your hands the means to ef­
fect God’s vengeance.”

Harald was struck with a horrible 
suspicion. Did the mad patriarch 
dream— ?

“ You ”—the Prefect breathed thick­
ly—“you would have me slay him?”

“ Is it not your duty to slay God’s 
enemy ?” the old man asked implacably.

Harald glanced helplessly about him.
“ I have sworn an oath,” he said, 

striving for firmness. “ An oath to 
serve the emperor faithfully, unless he 
or his brother plays me false. How 
can I break my pledged word? Or 
how can I be false, even to a villain, 
if he trusts me?”

“ How if the emperor is no emperor, 
but a usurper?” the patriarch ques­
tioned with tireless malice. “ Is not 
your duty to the throne rather than to 
a slave who sits upon it? Zoe is em­
press ; nor can a wicked marriage make 
a king of him who married her.”

“ I could give up my commission,” 
Harald said, more to himself than tQ 
the aroused old man. But the patri­
arch would have none of that.

“ To do so,” he retorted, “ were to 
give up the advantage God has given 
you. As Prefect, you command thou­
sands of men — enough to force the 
murderers from the palace, to place 
them on the scaffold. Your duty to the 
empress demands it.

“ She is weak, if you will; nay, she 
has been wicked: but she has atoned 
her sin through bitter suffering. You, 
who are a servant of the imperial 
crown, must cast her persecutors from 
power, and set her free.”

The Prefect stood silent, overborne. 
The fierce old voice resumed:

“ Because I know the truth, I, too, 
am a prisoner. Only on holy days, 
when I must celebrate service in the 
cathedral, am I allowed to leave this 
house—and then under strong guard, 
lest any speak with me. John would 
kill me if he dared, but he fears the 
people. They cared little for the slain 
emperor, but they will not see their 
anointed bishop perish.

“ But I am cunning.” His hot eyes 



narrowed. “ Through a secret way my 
spies leave me and come to me—a way 
through which I might escape, did not 
God demand my presence here. Every 
holy day I show myself to the people, 
at John’s order—lest the people think 
me murdered, and rebel against him to 
avenge me. But with none am I al­
lowed to speak.”

THEN how was I allowed to en­
ter?” Harald asked.

“ Men were sent to stop you,” 
the patriarch replied. “ Men w'ho, day 
by day and night by night, have stood 
watch to keep me from departing or 
others from visiting me.”

“ You mean,” Harald exclaimed, 
scarce believing, “ that they who fell 
on me to-night—”

“Were sent by John. Aye. And 
for all your strength they would have 
slain you, being many, had they not 
been ordered but to beat you helpless 
and take the girl away. The Eunuch 
meant no more, this time, than to keep 
you from me. Even now his hirelings 
report that you beat them off, and are 
with me.”

Harald’s anger leaped to life, smoth­
ering his indecision. “ If you are 
right, then John has already lifted his 
hand against me, and so absolved me 
from further service to him!”

“ And you may now slay him with­
out breaking your oath!” the patriarch 
concluded eagerly. His very eagerness 
gave Harald pause.

“ If you are right,” he repeated. 
“ But you may be deceived. Nay, be 
not angry with me, father. Before I 
risk my honor I must be sure. I have 
too much to lose to strike blindly.”

The patriarch fell to brooding sul­
lenly. At length he seemed to reach a 
decision.

“ You must be sure,” he agreed, 
with a touch of bitter irony. “ But 
what will it take to make you sure? 
Will it suffice if you hear, from the 
very lips of the empress, the truth of to it!

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK

what I have told you ? And if you get 
proof that John himself inspired the 
attack on you—what then?”

Harald’s own eyes glow-ed. “ Prove 
these things,” he replied. “ But prove 
them, and I will hack the dog to bits!”

“ There speaks a brave, an honor­
able man.” The priest sighed, and the 
wrinkles between his white brows 
showed more plainly. “ It will be hard 
to get you an audience with the em­
press, for John keeps her more closely 
watched even than he does me. He 
would have you killed if you were 
caught in the women’s quarter of the 
palace. But I will find a way. Kneel 
now, and receive my blessing.”

Harald knelt, but his soul had little 
peace in that blessing. He was too 
shaken by what he had heard, too deep­
ly caught in the whirlpool of rage and 
doubt.

The great door closed behind him, 
and he stood once more in the light- 
pricked streets of the city. But the 
evening air could not cool his brow; 
and though his thoughts whirled, his 
eyes watched vigilantly for any that 
might follow him.

No one followed. When he reached 
the spot where he had been attacked, 
there was no trace of the fight. The 
dead were gone, the very blood re­
moved.

In the shabby palace he had just left, 
the patriarch once more summoned his 
steward.

“ Get word to-morrow to the eunuch 
Zodatas,” he commanded. “ Bid him 
find the girl Cyra a place in Zoe’s 
service.”

The steward bowed, but stayed to 
question. “ Will not John—”

“ Zodatas will see to that. Nor does 
John care greatly what women are 
about the empress, so long as none of 
them leaves her presence without his 
spies close at heel. None will refuse 
the girl entrance; it will be escape she 
cannot hope for. Now go; and see



The Winged Pedestrian
Far different hard city pavements and smooth gridirons, homeward rushing throngs 

and desperately charging linesmen—yet for Clive Ferrall it was all football

By BENNETT LADD

“X ZOU fellows,” said Coach Lena-
। han, waving a careless hand 

toward the dozen dejected 
figures, among whom Clive Ferrall was 
the most disconsolate. “ trot oft' with 
Putsey Brant. And Putsey, we’ll send 
Clayton over to help you with the back- 
field a little later.”

The famous coach turned from them 
to the squad of men whom he had 
tentatively selected for the first team, 
and ordered them out to the middle of 
the field.

Brant, the captain of last year’s 
Beaufort team, and Pete Clayton, who 
had been the flashy half back, had re­
turned to help round the new team into 
shape.

The figures clustered silently around 
Brant were the left-overs from the first 
two teams. They were rather care­
lessly trained by whatever graduate 
players returned, and used as fodder 
for the first two teams, called the 
varsity and the scrub. These hapless 
creatures were officially nameless; and 
the numerous titles applied to what 
served for a third team were better not 
repeated.

It spoke highly for American opti­
mism that these left-overs would daily 
undergo a rough and rigid practice for 
the privilege of using opponent’s plays 
on the varsity, and being battered by 
the new plays of varsity and scrub. It 
was rare that a player in this anoma­



lous group arose to the varsity. The 
ascent was almost impossible in one 
year, and after being once classed with 
the third team, the stigma remained. 
Their one compensation was the game 
in early November with the freshmen 
team.

It was this dismal future which op­
pressed the young men, waiting to be 
trotted off to the spare ground between 
the gridiron and the campus, there to 
await the benefactions of Putsey 
Brant, who seemed not at all eager to 
terminate his conversation.

“ Probably talking about last year’s 
team,” thought Clive Ferrall. Last year 
Pete Clayton had been his hero. In­
eligible for the team then, Clive had 
studied Clayton’s methods of evading 
tacklers, and determined to emulate 
him when his chance came for the 
team.

Like each of the other men, Clive 
had hoped during the two weeks’ prac­
tice, had hoped until the last name of 
the second team was called, to be picked 
for either the varsity or the scrub.

The failure was more final in his 
case than with most of the others. He 
was a senior, and this was his last 
chance at the team.

“ All right, boys,” called Putsey 
Brant, with assumed cheerfulness, 
“ let’s run over to the lot. Hurry 
over, Pete,” he shouted after Clayton, 
who was swinging after his second 
team with the familiar stride. Brant 
had never been run over to the “ lot,” 
Clive Ferrall thought bitterly, and he 
probably doesn’t hold a high opinion 
for those who are.

But Putsey showed himself to be 
decent enough. In the cheerful tone 
he had assumed, which sounded more 
natural, he said: “ Well, fellows, we’ll 
dope out a few signals of otir own; 
and when we take on the scrubs to­
morrow we’ll give ’em something to 
worry about.”

Consequently, the next hour was 
c >ent in learning a set of rudimentary 
signals. The team then stretched out 

in a circle for a rest, while Brant, 
standing in the center, outlined several 
trick formations. Brant was joined 
then by Pete Clayton, and the work 
began. Putsey labored over the line, 
while Clayton gave pointers to the 
backs.

Clive could form his interference all 
right, but he had difficulty in following 
it. The men seemed to plod along, 
rather than run. His natural speed 
kept him on the heels of his running 
mates, and more than once he circled 
wide of the interference to stretch his 
legs.

“ Look here, you!” Clayton bawled 
at him finally. “ You follow those 
men. Do you think you’re so damned 
good you don’t need to be covered? If 
you were a broken field shark you 
wouldn’t be running with this bunch. 
Get it now. Stick behind your inter­
ference 1”

Clive felt that remark was entirely ' 
unnecessary, but he said nothing, al­
though he was unable to prevent an 
angry look of surprise leaping onto his 
face. He had not thought the great 
Clayton could be brutal. His own 
teammates grinned; they had not en­
joyed having their heels nipped.

CLIVE went back to his practice, 
determined to stick behind those 
men. And he did, although it ir­

ritated him.
Dusk was falling on the field. The 

men were tired, running through the 
plays apathetically. But Brant and 
Clayton wanted to keep them out as 
long as the other two teams, which 
were both busy on their fields.

“ Let’s run through the signals once 
more and we’re through,” called Brant, 
in his cheerfulness. “ Come on, fel­
lows, a little snap in it now.”

The monotonous work took on a 
spurt of briskness. After running off 
a few plays Ferrall was called around 
end on the double pass formation. He 
was feeling the spirit of the game, 
and, catching the ball on the run, he 



sped alter the two men. Before he 
realized it, he was on the heels of one 
and almost stumbling over the other. 
They were curving inward, and with 
the zest of the play, he swerved around 
them, and ran on clear of the two 
backs.

“ Drop that ball!” shouted Clayton. 
“ I told you to stick to that interfer­
ence. Do you think you’re putting on a 
fancy exhibition? You run through 
this play the way I say, or, dammit, you 
won’t even make this team.”

Every one laughed. Ferrall stood 
silent a moment. His face had gone 
white. He sensed a personal malice in 
Clayton, and couldn’t understand it. 
Perhaps Clayton resented his imitating 
the great back’s style. He moved 
slowly into position. The play was 
called again, and Clive trotted indif­
ferently after his mates.

“ Ah. hell,” called Clayton. “ Let’s 
call it off, Putsey.”

“ All right, men; beat it for the 
showers,” Putsey announced.

In the showers, Clive found no 
sympathy from his teammates. He had 
come into the class as a senior, passing 
his three earlier years in the down 
town extension classes, and they did 
not regard him as one of them. But 
Ferrall was used to that now.

It had hurt him at first. When he 
entered the regular university at 
College Heights, this year, it had cul­
minated four years of hard grinding 
for him. Working all day in a bank, 
and studying at night; saving all the 
time for this last year: to be free of 
work and scrimping to enjoy leisure 
and friendship—free to make the team 
of which he had dreamed at his office 
desk, and sitting sleepy-eyed in dull 
classes.

He had found it entirely different. 
The men of his own class were as­
sociated with bonds of three years: he 
was a newcomer, an outsider, and not 
a very interesting one. Just a medium­
sized young man, of average dress, who 
talked like anybody else, with no par­

ticular flair, and who had had most of 
the abandon of youth pressed out in 
four years of bank work and night 
study.

There was one person he could talk 
to. Marjorie Ashton. But she was, 
like himself, obscure. She had at­
tended a small country college upstate, 
and she had wanted to graduate from 
the renowned Beaufort University, in 
the city, because it gave more prestige 
to her teaching. She was in his Eng­
lish Lit class, and he usually met her 
in the Golden Age Cafeteria. She, 
too, was always alone.

But to-night he did not want Mar­
jorie or her sympathy. He had enough 
of also-rans with his third team. He 
went to his room, and took his best suit 
from the closet. He put on a tie he 
had been saving for a vague ” occa­
sion”; stopped for a shine.

He entered the Campus Inn, a smart 
and expensive place which he had never 
dared enter before. It too was a cafe­
teria; but so much grander, swankier, 
than the white-topped tables of the 
Golden Age. He hesitated as he 
entered, seeing a chimera of faces and 
heads, recognizing none.

Clive hurried over to the line he 
judged to be selecting dishes. It 
passed miserably slowly, and he felt 
himself flushing. He wished he had 
not ventured in, to be, as he imagined, 
the cynosure of every eye in the cafe­
teria—amused, contemptuous eyes.

AS he neared the end of the counter,
L he steeled himself to glance about 

the room ringing with light chat­
ter. At a table right by him sat Pete 
Clayton, with two other chaps, and— 
Muriel Courtworth!

The queen of his Contemporary 
Philosophy class. At least the queen 
of it to him; and the favorite of every 
one else. Even old Professor Wadley 
seemed less concerned about Santay­
ana’s Platonism when Muriel talked. 
It was a subtle adulation granted by the 
whole class which Clive felt.



He had longed to talk with her. But 
she was always with fellows who 
owned high powered motors, and who 
boasted a greater variety of suits than 
he did of ties. And she was here with 
Pete Clayton.

She was smiling at him—or was she 
laughing? Clayton was smiling 
amusedly, and the unknown students 
were laughing. But she was not 
laughing: she was smiling. Clive 
flushed as he spoke to her. He managed 
to reach his table without accident; but 
eat his food he could not.

Muriel! If he could afford this 
place more often he might in time know 
her intimately. What a dream. He 
came out of his trance when Pete 
Clayton and the two fellows were 
leaving, Muriel remaining.

Then she seemed to be beckoning to 
him! No. Impossible. He looked 
behind him. There was no one. She 
laughed in friendly manner and made 
an unmistakable invitation. He arose 
slowly and traversed the thousand 
miles to her table.

“ Sit down,” she smiled up at him. 
“ Those conceited creatures would not 
wait for me to dawdle over my second 
dessert—and I’ve wanted to talk with 
you for a long time.”

“Me?” Something inside of him 
popped out inanely.

“ Yes. You make such interesting 
remarks in class, I wondered what you 
did; this being your first year at the 
Heights, we know nothing about you."

“ At night I study, or read. Usu­
ally I am too tired to do anything. You 
see, I—I practice football in the after­
noon.”

“Oh, you’re on the team! Tell me 
about it.”

“ I’m not on the team exactly. I 
am—a candidate.”

“ How thrilling! How did you hap­
pen to go out for the team? Did you 
play at prep—or high school?”

“ No. I’ve never really played before. 
Just a little with pick-up independ­
ent teams. No coaching or anything. 

But I’ve always wanted to play—that’s 
why I was so anxious to finish at col­
lege.”

As he hesitated in confusion, she 
smiled reassuringly and said in a voice 
that thri lied him:

“ Perfectly wonderful! To think of 
going out for the team with no experi­
ence. How did you get the idea you 
could play?”

“ Oh,” he fumbled, self-consciously, 
“ it is what I’ve wanted to do all my 
life. It’s too much to tell-—you would 
be bored.”

“ Don’t be silly. I simply must 
know. I think this is too exciting.”

“ Well,” he began, “ it first started 
when I was at high school in Eastwood, 
New Jersey. I wanted more than any­
thing to play on the team; but I had 
to work in the afternoons. I used to 
go to the games, and determined to 
play at college. When I finished high 
school, my family needed me to go to 
work, and I took a job in the State 
and City Bank.

“ I resolved not to give up my 
dreams and I attended the down town 
branch of Beaufort at nights. I did 
want an education and college life— 
but my desire to play football was real­
ly the urge that gave me the courage 
to keep on. At times I was very dis­
couraged—but my dream of playing on 
the Beaufort team in my last year 
pushed me on.” He hesitated an in­
stant.

1HAVE never told any one my way 
of practicing during those four 
years. It was a kind of secret.” 

He looked into her smiling eyes, full 
of encouragement, and he continued 
wistfully:

“ Every day going to and from work 
I used to run. From my house to the 
station I would run that quarter mile. 
From the ferry in New York, I ran 
through the crowded streets to the 
bank. After work I subwayed to 
school, and ran from the subway across 
the park to school.



“ Every time I ran I imagined I was 
on the field. The other people were 
imaginary tacklers. So I dodged 
through them, I sidestepped; I would 
come to a dead halt, and start again 
at top speed; I practiced changing pace, 
and changing direction; I shifted my 
body.

“Gee! It was thrilling to me. 
Sometimes, on crowded streets, I got 
very excited. I counted the yards as I 
ran. This was a dash off tackle; this 
was a sweeping end run. When I 
came to a jam, and couldn't possibly 
get through, that meant I had been 
tackled. I got so I could dodge through 
any crowd; and all my tricks came easy 
to me. I knew if I could put those into 
practice on a field, I would be a star.”

Clive suddenly realized to what an 
extent he had talked about himself, 
and he came to a painful silence, flush­
ing.

Muriel smiled at him curiously. She 
said: “ You are a very odd person.”

He laughed as he recovered himself 
and replied: “ Not too odd, I hope.”

She laughed again curiously. “ Very 
interesting, I assure you. I must run 
along now.”

Before he apprehended her, she was 
up, and as he strove to push back his 
chair, she said gayly: “ Don't hurry. 
I must be off. I am late for an engage­
ment,” and with another curious smile, 
she rushed from the cafeteria.

A slow and uneasy sensation crept 
over him, and vaguely he felt that he 
had been a fool. It must sound silly 
to another person, his little game of 
playing football with street crowds. 
They could never understand what it 
had meant to him. After seeing a big 
game, he would compare the running 
of the famous backs to his own running 
through the crowds.

He imagined himself playing against 
Cornell, to-morrow Colgate, then Penn­
sylvania, and then the Nebraska Corn- 
huskers. His game: and he had told, 
of all people, Muriel Courtworth, who 
had hardly spoken to him before.

Next afternoon his outfit was ex­
cited for their scrimmage with the 
scrubs. The first team was occupied 
in developing secret plays for the open­
ing game Saturday. Putsey Brant ran 
his charges through all the plays twice, 
and then trotted them over to the foot­
ball field for the scrimmage.

Clive seemed to sense a peculiar atti­
tude among his players, which he was 
at a loss to place. As they reached the 
field they were joined by Pete Clayton, 
who came up to the team, grinning.

“ Well, fellows, we'll hold the scrubs 
to-day and surprise them. But you’, 
Ferrall, had better not try your unusual 
method of crowd dodging on these 
babies: you’ll find a tackling football 
man different from suburbanites.”

At that the covert grins of his team­
mates became open; even Brant smiled 
indulgently.

Clive was stunned. He could only- 
glare at the grinning Clayton: his face 
seemed to leer at Clive. Unconscious­
ly- almost, Ferrall took a step toward 
him, his fists clenched. He saw in a 
flash the whole contemptible game: 
They had put Muriel up to it.

Fortunately, Brant observed 
the situation, and called: “ All 
right, men, line up. Here come the 

scrubs. There’s going to be no kick­
off. No downs. They’ll keep the ball 
first. Then you keep it. Just remem­
ber all you’ve learned. Don’t get ex­
cited. And be sure to pick your man— 
then hit, low and hard.”

As Clive took his position at de­
fensive right half back, he noticed a 
knot of students in the stands. Several 
of the varsity coaching staff were look­
ing on.

Clive tensed as he heard the scrub 
quarter back calling signals. He was 
in the midst of taking a deep breath 
when he saw the lines clash, and a hud­
dle of men, four solid, were racing 
around his end! His mouth went dry 
as he moved forward in the line of the 
rush.



He saw his own tackle boxed, dimly 
saw his end plunge into the interfer­
ence, saw them split, the end go down, 
and the ball carrier was speeding on 
with one man in front of him. Clive 
rushed in diagonally.

The interference turned and dived 
for Clive. Clive leaped and missed the 
main blow, but the flailing arms slight­
ly staggered him. He lunged toward 
the ball carrier, who was already even 
with him and going like the wind. Clive 
gathered himself and leaped. He land­
ed heavily in the turf, empty handed, 
rolled over to watch the back speeding- 
on, finally dragged down ten yards far­
ther on.

Clive took his place again, badly up­
set. In a second the scrub line ripped 
through his own. A hole a yard wide 
appeared and the solid four again 
plunged through. Clive rushed for­
ward. His big full back leaped into 
the interference and split it. But he 
went down, and the ball carrier with 
one protecting man climbed over him.

Then Clive was on top of the run­
ner. He dove for his legs. He crashed 
into them, felt a twisting, slithering 
motion. A flying heel struck his jaw; 
he tautened and made a despairing grab 
at the legs as they spun from his grasp. 
Ten yards farther on Clive’s quarter 
back and end dragged the man down.

Clive again took his place, deciding 
that the coaches knew what they were 
about when they picked the teams. This 
second team was invincible: what must 
the varsity be? He set his jaw and 
made up his mind that not another man 
should pass him.

There was a quick rush over the op­
posite tackle. Clive sped over. He 
saw the tackle boxed, the end shoved 
outward, and the ball carrier and his 
one man, knifed through. He saw his 
left half taken out even more cleanly 
than he had been taken out.

He was right behind his big full back 
when the full back dived for the speed­
ing man. The man shifted, twirled, 
and jerked free, staggering. In that 

moment Clive sprang clear over the 
fallen back and catapulted into the run­
ner from behind. Off balance as be 
was the player collapsed.

Clive ran back to his place, filled 
with a new confidence. On the next 
play around his end, he eluded the in­
terference, and again spilled the run­
ner.

From then on he fought like a de­
mon. He was going to show these 
coaches he was worth a chance. Then 
the ball was given to his bunch. Four 
plays were run off, Clive falling into a 
ragged interference, that somehow just 
missed the machinelike precision of the 
scrubs. Then the ball was given him 
on a wide end run.

HIS new confidence made him anx­
ious to show what he could do. 
He dashed after his interference. 

When they lagged as they turned in­
ward, Clive swung clear of them, off 
into a wide circle. He did not see 
the opposing tackle burst through his 
end and tackle, nor the opposing end 
cut through his interference.

He saw the backs running parallel 
to meet him. As he turned in he no­
ticed the end appear from nowhere, 
swooping down upon him. Frantic, 
Clive used a bold but desperate move 
to outrun the end by curving backward 
around him. He was fast, but so was 
the end. In a burst to make the turn, 
Clive swung backward one more pace, 
and then the earth crashed into him 
and he rolled over, it seemed to him 
twenty times. It was thirty seconds 
after the crash before he realized the 
tackle had hit him from behind.

When the two other teams trotted 
up, Clayton called out: “ You see, Fer­
rall, these boys are different from your 
docile street opponents. Hereafter, you 
might take the advice of men who have 
played against football teams.”

The other men laughed, some good- 
naturedly, others jeeringly.

Clive shut his teeth grimly and took 
his position. The rest of the afternoon 



he stuck behind his ragged interference. 
Before he was in a position to dodge or 
twist, a swarm of tacklers was over 
him. But he tried doggedly.

Every time he took the ball, he at­
tempted to evade a tackler by one of the 
tricks he had practiced running to the 
bank. It didn't matter that some one 
from the other side lifted him clear 
off his feet in the midst of a sidestep, 
that he was knocked flat when he 
changed his pace; he kept trying.

He got his revenge when the scrubs 
had the ball. He tackled with a vi­
ciousness that before the scrimmage 
was over earned him the commenda­
tion of the coaches as a strong defen­
sive man.

It was a weary Clive Ferrall who 
walked toward the showers when 
Coach Lenahan himself, after -watch­
ing the scrub attack, broke up the 
scrimmage. Clive was weary in spirit 
as well as body. The incessant raillery 
of both teams sorely tried his nerves. 
Fie realized the futility of retort: he 
could only tight harder. But those 
jolts and knocks had taken a heavy toll 
of bruises and abrasions.

As, limping slightly, he passed the 
stands he saw Muriel Courtworth with 
two other girls and a man. but they 
made off at his approach, and he 
thought he saw her whisper to her 
friends. He called after them, but she 
barely turned and gave the coldest of 
salutations. With his anger boiling he 
limped furiously to the showers.

In his evervday suit and one of his 
everyday ties he returned to the Golden 
Age Cafeteria. Apparently waiting for 
him was Marjorie Ashton. His first 
impulse was to avoid her: but a wist­
ful appeal in her face undid him. and 
he found himself placing his tray on 
the table at which she was dawdling- 
over a poisonous-looking chocolate 
eclair.

“ Don’t you big strong men envy 
me?” she asked lightly. “ Look at the 
delicious dessert I can eat.”

“ I might as well eat one myself for 

all the good my diet is doing me,” he 
retorted bitterly, his pain bursting out.

“ Clive, you must be patient. These 
other fellows have been playing for 
years. You can’t expect in your first 
experience to do as well.”

“ I know, but I thought my way of 
playing would help me.”

“ What way, Clive?”
“ Oh, you wouldn’t understand.”
“ Of course, I would understand,” 

and he looked into the softest, kindest 
eyes he had ever seen in his life.

Before he realized it, he had poured 
out the whole miserable tale, conclud­
ing: “I’ll show her and that dirty 
bunch!”

“ Clive,” she said in a low voice, 
“ you will never show them that way. 
It was a despicable thing to do. But 
don't allow yourself to be seething be­
cause of—them. Go about it with calm 
determination.”

AS best he could Clive went about 
it with calm determination dur­
ing those long, gruelling October 

days when the varsity was polishing in­
to perfect condition for the big games 
in November. Clive’s outfit each week 
practiced the plays of the team to op­
pose the varsity, every Tuesday using 
•those plays in scrimmage against the 
varsity: and on Friday they scrim­
maged with the scrubs. At other times 
they were fodder for the other teams.

But on these two scrimmages Clive 
tried doggedly his spectacular method 
of broken field running. He was learn­
ing many differences in running against 
a team and against a street crowd.

Never given good protection by his 
irregular interference, and having al­
ways two or more tacklers on him at 
once, he never tired of trying his tricks. 
Many times during the last of October 
he found himself free of the first 
tackler, sometimes half breaking from 
the second; but always others sifted 
through to nail him.

Clayton was ever ready with his leer 
and sarcastic remark, and his team­



mates with their grin or derisive jest. 
All that he endured in his running he 
compensated for in his tackling. He 
learned that it was difficult for many 
fellows to make a hard, clean tackle. 
The flying feet and kicking legs 
checked many men from leaping boldly 
in. But Clive could leap—and he did. 
Many varsity backs had commented on 
his tackling. He went at a runner to 
stop him short or die in the attempt.

On Wednesday, of the first week in 
October, the third team played the 
freshmen in the stadium. The varsity 
and scrubs scrimmaged as usual; but 
the coaches watched the frosh third 
battle.

From the first of the game Clive 
noticed a difference in his running. 
The light freshmen were not break­
ing through the line and interference 
so easily, and he had a chance to get 
a good start, pick openings, and elude 
tacklers, without others piling on him.

His teammates noticed the same, and 
eager to make a showing, the quarter 
back ran him frequently, and the backs 
worked harder than ever in scrimmage 
to screen him. In the second quarter, 
after making consistent gains during 
the first, Clive broke away and scam­
pered thirty yards before the defen­
sive quarter intercepted him. Ferrall 
pulled away from him, but an end 
brought him down from behind.

The eyes of the coaches were upon 
Ferrall now. They agreed that he was 
a valuable tackler, and it was news to 
them that he could perform offensive!}'. 
Lenahan instructed the freshman kick­
off man to send the ball to Ferrall.

Thus, as the second half began, Clive 
found himself in the position he had 
fought for during the hard, bitter 
weeks. Standing on his own five yard 
line he received a low kick in his arms, 
and mechanically started forward.

At that moment a voice, loud and 
laughing, drifted across the field: 
“ Watch out now, Ferrall, these are 
tacklers and not suburbanites!”

Fury seized him. and he plunged 

head on into the first would-be tackler. 
His knees coming up, piston fashion, 
caught the light end in his chest and 
caused him to lose his balance; plung­
ing forward viciously Clive knocked 
the man off and cleared his stride. 
Three men were closing in upon him.

He realized he had lost time by shak­
ing the tackler off. rather than evad­
ing him, and he cooled off; remembered 
Marjorie : “ Calm determination.” He 
swerved diagonally across the field, 
watching the approaching men warily.

Seeing Clive ride their end down had 
intimidated the tacklers for a second; 
and in that second he had dodged past 
the foremost; then he sidestepped the 
second, slowed down for the third, and 
burst forward, right into the waiting 
arms of the guard.

As that man lunged forward Clive 
swerved suddenly toward the other side 
of the field and sped on. Men rose 
up from everywhere, and he went 
through all the tricks so familiar to 
him from his runs to the bank.

Suddenly, he realized that only one 
man was in front of him, every one 
else behind. He settled into a straight 
course, and not two seconds elapsed 
before the fifteen intervening yards had 
been covered and he was upon the 
quarter back. The quarter back set him­
self. and with Ferrall upon him, leaped 
forward. Timed to a hair’s breadth, 
as the man leaped, Clive swerved, and 
dashed the remaining fifteen yards to 
the goal.

The sudden shout that arose dazed 
him. He could not believe the stands 
were cheering him. And the freshman 
captain said: “ Old man, that was a 
damned good run.” His teammates 
treated him with respect and cordiality.

That night in the Golden Age Cafe­
teria, Marjorie’s enthusiasm was balm, 
but he couldn’t help wonder how it 
would sound from Muriel Courtworth, 
to whom he had not spoken since that 
horrible afternoon. Marjorie’s enthusi­
asm was like her encouragement, 
familiar; but it was nice.



As they left the restaurant, Pete 
Clayton was passing with Muriel. Clive 
heard a laugh, and the words, indistinct 
but clearly meant for his ears, floated 
back: “Our third team hero.”

He took a step forward, but Mar­
jorie held his arm. " Clive,” she whis­
pered, “ I must tell you something. I 
was standing behind the coaches to­
day, and I heard Pickett, the backfield 
coach, say to Clayton, just after he had 
yelled at you: ‘ I think your prejudice 
hasn’t given that fellow a square deal: 
he looks good to me.’ And while Clay­
ton tried to laugh it off. Lenahan broke 
in: ‘J doubt if you've given us correct 
reports on him. I like his work!’ ”

“You heard that?” cried Clive, in­
credulous.

“ Yes. and I think they'll probably 
give you a chance.”

WHETHER that was the reason, 
or whether it was because Cap­
tain Bartley had his leg broken 

on Saturday, Clive did not know: but 
on Monday morning he was ordered to 
report to the training table in the fu­
ture, and work with the scrubs.

In class he told Marjorie, with an 
assumption of casualness: “Well, I 
won’t see you at dinner any more. I 
have been placed on the scrubs, and .1'11 
eat at the training table.”

Her face was illumined with enthusi­
asm, and she cried : “ Oh, Clive, I knew 
you would do it!”

He felt his pride revealed in a self- 
conscious grin. All at once he was 
uncomfortable. It was with shame 
that he realized she knew of his mor­
tification, doubts, and despair: and he 
wished this girl was not so familiar 
with his foolish dreams and failings. 
He grew silent. So did she.

Among the regular squad he found 
a more comradely spirit; there was a 
unified spirit, a common ambition 
which transcended the personal hopes 
and spites. He knew he was a marked 
man; his rise alone was significant, but 
his peculiar past, which had been a 

joke, and his triumph over Clayton’s 
enmity, put him in the limelight.

It was subtly felt, never shown; out­
wardly he was one of them. Clayton 
was not the sarcastic, superior creature 
to the scrubs he had been with the non­
descripts, and he let Clive strictly alone.

In playing against his old teammates 
Clive could execute his tricks much 
more effectively than with them. Fre­
quently he broke clear for long runs.

Against the varsity it was almost as 
hard as ever, except that he was never 
smothered before he got started as in 
his third team days, and once he got 
free for a substantial gain. His tack­
ling, watched seriously by the profes­
sional coaches, was accepted as a fea­
ture of the scrubs; and he was regard­
ed as a dependable defensive man, 
functioning effectively against the var­
sity.

An undercurrent of excitement per­
vaded the team, and was reflected 
through the university, as the Thanks­
giving game with Weldon approached. 
The traditional rivalry was intensified 
by neither team having lost a game in 
the State, making the victor virtually 
State champion. Weldon was unde­
feated thus far, but Beaufort, having 
dropped one game to a Middle-Western 
university, with Captain Bartley out, 
was on the short end of the betting.

In class Clive rarely talked with Mar­
jorie. She was interested in his prog­
ress, but he was not again going to con­
fide in her; he was still sorry for his 
last indiscretion. Muriel ignored him, 
although on more than one occasion he 
had noticed her surreptitious glances.

The momentous day arrived with 
Clive in the dubious position of the 
scrubs' most dependable defensive man. 
This was his farewell to football, his 
achievement. He thought of that as he 
filed into the enormous field, surround­
ed on three sides by a double-tiered 
horseshoe and across the fourth by tem­
porary stands. It was the City Stadi­
um, so that the seventy-five thousand 
spectators could be accommodated.



Clive glanced up at the human moun­
tain, and could almost pick the spot 
from where he had watched this battle 
last year, when Weldon won 17 to 7. 
Beaufort’s lone tally being made by 
Clayton, whose running tactics Clive 
had practiced during the winter on his 
street runnings.

it was that fellow who had jeered 
him, had made him the laughing-stock 
of three teams, and was probably the 
cause of his being huddled in his blank­
et in the midst of the scrubs at the tense 
moment when the two teams spread out 
for the kickoff.

THE whistle blew, the dull thud of 
toe against leather sounded, the 
spheroid sailed through the tense 

air, landed safely in the arms of Har- 
cross the Beaufort fullback, and the 
rushing teams merged into one seething 
mass. Harcross was thrown on the 
twenty-five yard line.

Clive wondered where Muriel was. 
Probably back of him in the cheering 
section. And Marjorie? He thought 
of her little, wistful face with big grave 
eyes, probably lost somewhere in the 
second tier. A mighty cheer rose from 
the other side of the field. Beaufort 
had already kicked, and Garbon, Wel­
don’s ace, had run the ball back almost 
to midfield.

Every thought vanished, and Clive 
glued his eyes on the teams, as Beau­
fort held, forcing Weldon to kick. Wel­
don punted over the goal line, giving 
Beaufort the ball on its own twenty­
yard line. A bad start!

Again Beaufort failed to gain, and 
kicked. This time they stopped Garbon 
with a short rush. The ball see-sawed 
back and forth, with Weldon gaining 
ground steadily, penetrating deeper into 
Beaufort territory. Twice they had 
advanced inside Beaufort's twenty-yard 
line, when Beaufort braced and held.

The game wore into the second quar­
ter, with Beaufort unable to make any 
consistent gains against Weldon. Crow­
ell, the fast left half, whose running
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prowess availed little, had been replaced 
by Macon, a defensive back. Still Wel­
don pushed on, their slippery backs ir­
resistible.

Toward the end of the quarter Gar­
bon. who was ending his career in a 
blaze of glory, got away for a long, 
gliding end run, being brought down by 
a desperate tackle on the four-yard line. 
Three off-tackle plunges netted a bare 
two yards. Again the same play—and 
then a streak flashed around the strug­
gling mass.

It was Garbon! Sedgwick was on 
him. bringing him down fighting; he 
fell with the ball inches over the line. 
Touchdown ! The goal was kicked amid 
the mad veilings on the Weldon side 
of the field.

Under the showers at the half inter­
mission, Clive learned that a team could 
be murderous as well as skillful. Not 
a man on Beaufort was holding up un­
der the vicious, gruelling attack. Ev­
ery man was complaining about the 
roughness of Weldon.

Lenahan substituted Wortham for 
Gresham at quarterback, to innovate 
the forward passing attack. It was use­
less to oppose Weldon on straight foot­
ball.

Changes were made in the line to 
lighten and speed it up, in an effort 
to counter the fast, shifting backs and 
ends of Weldon.

The whistle came all too soon for the 
tired players, and Clive, huddled on his 
bench, felt the birth of eager hopes. He 
saw that a defensive man was needed 
against the slippery Weldon outfit, led 
by the almost invincible Garbon.

Without warning came what seemed 
the final blow. Time was called out 
for Beaufort. The doctor dashed out 
on the field. The man he brought back 
was Acting Captain Sedgwick, groan­
ing with a fractured collar-bone. Amid 
the sympathetic applause of both sides, 
Lenahan roared to Powell, the scrub 
captain. “ Go in, and hold ’em—and 
get that forward pass working."

Weldon started another offensive to 



put the game on ice. Not around the 
fresh Powell’s end did they come; al­
ways over the right side, wearing down 
the battered Macon. On they rushed. 
As they neared the goal, Weldon hur­
ried a play to catch the tired Beaufort 
unprepared. Again they dashed.

There was a scuffle. Three Beaufort 
men dived into the muddle. Every­
thing was a heaving pile of brown fig­
ures. When, at last, it settled down, 
the referee was pointing down field. A 
great cheer rose behind Clive. Weldon 
had been overanxious, and Beaufort 
had recovered a fumble.

Al' once Lenahan sent Phelps, a fast 
> back, but weak on defense, to re- 
‘ place Macon, with the exhorta­

tion to “ get that ball down the field.-’
On a fake kick, Powell's flashing fig­

ure, speeding parallel to the line of 
scrimmage, took a wide curve in the 
open, and dashed to the thirty-yard line 
before he was downed. Again that 
cheer rose behind Clive; and although 
he was happy to see Beaufort coming 
back, his heart pained him, for he be­
lieved he could do as well as Phelps 
had done.

When Weldon began to stop, the 
speedy Phelps, Wortham opened his 
passing attack, which, alternating with 
Phelps, carried them to midfield.

There the alert Garbon dashed in and 
intercepted a long heave, and again 
Weldon was advancing into Beaufort 
territory. They wore down Phelps as 
they had Macon, and in a dozen plays 
it was first down on Beaufort’s thir- 
teen-yard line.

If they made that nothing would hold 
them from another touchdown. Clive 
felt his heart stop beating. “ Ferrall!” 
he heard. “You go in and tackle as 
you never did before. Stop them! ’

As Clive sped across the field every 
thought he imagined he would have, 
vanished; he was an automaton: he was 
to stop Garbpn. He did not recognize 
the voice as his own that announced his 
substitution, and he was still trembling 

when he saw an avalanche bearing 
down upon him.

Fie ducked through the interference 
and Garbon was speeding past. Clive 
threw himself wildly at the flying feet. 
A struggle, a desperate effort to hold 
the legs slipping through his grasp, and 
he was down, empty-handed. He rolled 
over quickly and realized that he had 
made Garbon hesitate long enough for 
Harcross to nail him. Two yards had 
been his gain.

Again that mighty interference was 
bearing down upon him. Again he was 
slipping through. A half blow stag­
gered him: he recovered to see Garbon 
swerving outward from him. Without 
waiting for balance, Clive threw him­
self after the figure, his hands grasping 
one heel and one calf. Clive jerked 
forward as he collided against one foot 
raising from the ground.

Garbon took a nasty tumble. Roll­
ing over quickly, he muttered: “We’ll 
get you."

But Beaufort took heart, held like a 
stone wall for the next two downs, and 
with Powell, Harcross, and Clive work­
ing like a machine defensively, they 
took the ball not over seven yards from 
their own goal.

On the first play Powell dropped be­
hind his goal line for a kick. Worth­
am knew that no team would expect 
even a losing opponent to try anything 
from their own goal line. He also knew 
that Weldon was unaware that the giant 
Harcross could throw a ball forty yards 
like a bullet, for his earlier passes had 
been relatively short.

Harcross was standing on the goal 
line, ostensibly to protect Powell’s punt. 
Wortham and Clive were behind either 
tackle, and the ends were out to get 
down under the kick. Back flashed the 
ball, as Wortham and Clive dashed 
around the tackles, and sped down the 
field five yards behind the ends on the 
inside.

Clive saw his end look backward, 
change his direction, and prepare to 
catch the surprise pass. He saw the 



alert Weldon back run to cover him. 
He saw the defensive fullback coming 
over, gauging the ball. Clive knew it 
was coming. He glanced around and 
saw a brown bullet speeding high to­
ward his end. and in the same flash he 
saw the Weldon back run alongside to 
intercept.

Clive swerved suddenly into the path 
of the pigskin, leaped high with out­
stretched arms. The hard leather struck 
the heel of one hand, and bounced 
from his clutching fingers. He covered 
it with his other hand as he came to 
earth, running, juggling the ball, but 
the fullback was charging into him.

Clive grasped the ball against his 
body, stopped in his tracks, spun in the 
opposite direction, and, as the fullback 
pulled up short and dived, he sped away 
with the ball tucked under his arm. He 

!shifted at once, straight down the field, 
where Garbon was waiting.

WITH the quarterback waiting in 
his path, and the halfback, free 
from Clive’s end, pounding af­

ter him on one side, Clive watched Gar­
bon give ground in the opposite side to 
pen him in. Instinctively he knew what 
to do, having been in this position nu­
merous times on his street runs. On 
top of Garbon, he swerved sharply to­
ward the side on which the other back 
was coming.

The Weldon ace dived, clutched, and 
fell. Clive shaking free, gathered his 
stride as the other back jumped. He 
threw himself violently forward, twist­
ing and twirling. One foot struck the 
ground precariously, a hand balanced 
his .tumbling body, a kicking, pulling 
motion freed his foot, and with a vi­
cious jerk he was free.

Straightening quickly, he picked up 
his stride, and changed direction sud­
denly toward the corner of the field, as 
he observed the right halfback coming 
on him. He heard the thudding feet, 
nearer, nearer. Then the thudding 
stopped and Clive knew the player was 
leaping.

How many times this had been re­
hearsed! He swerved sharply back to­
ward a direct line, giving the wild leap 
w hich had more than once elicited un­
kind comment from startled pedestri­
ans. The man's clawing hands and 
threshing arms struck him as he 
touched the ground.

He was off balance. But surging 
forward, his speed freed him, and again 
he was picking up his stride : when he 
saw the goal posts rise up before him, 
and he realized but a few’ yards sepa­
rated him from a touchdown.

At the same instant he heard thud­
ding feet directly behind him. On he 
sped, straight for the goal. He thought 
he was passing the ten yard line, when 
the thudding ceased. Again he was 
leaping in a new direction, now toward 
the corner of the goal. Again he strug­
gled free. As he straightened up and 
caught his stride, he saw the goal line 
right before him. He dashed across 
with two tacklers close behind him.

Touchdown!
In a daze he heard the clamor of the 

stands, as a dull roar; heard the mut­
terings of both teams, one of jubila­
tion, one of condemnation as a vague 
rumble. In a daze he took his position 
for the kick for point.

Then a madman crashed into him, 
he was toppled to the ground; he rolled 
over to see the same madman leap in 
front of Powell, and block the kick. 
Point lost!

He felt that he must bury his head. 
In his triumph he had let through the 
man who snatched away the extra 
point, and they were still trailing. 
7 to 6.

But he lifted his head. A victorious 
confidence rose in him, that what he did 
once he could do again.

■ And he did. Again and again he 
was given the ball. And again and 
again he reeled off gains. With the per­
fect interference of Powell, Wortham, 
and Harcross screening him until he 
passed the line of scrimmage with the 
famous offensive backs of Weldon tired 



from their attacks, it was just like run­
ning through the crowds. Sidestep, 
shift; dodge, stop; change pace, change 
direction. Another first down !

And then once again he found him­
self out in front, with only Garbon be­
tween him and the goal post. Garbon, 
who had threatened him. Garbon, 
squarely in front of him, waiting with 
the evil look of a man who can kill. No 
one else was within ten yards.

With straight-arm he made a tre­
mendous leap straight into Garbon. He 
felt the man collapse as he plowed and 
stumbled over him, gathered himself, 
and sped ahead of the pounding feet 
to a second touchdown!

And then the game was over.
13 to 7.
He couldn’t move. Players, coaches, 

students, old grads, were all over him. 
Pounding his sore back. Shaking his 
sore hands. Shouting into his ear. And 
then before him stood Muriel. Gor­
geous in her enormous coat. Smiling, 

laughing. She made for him. and he 
felt her cool lips on his own bruised 
mouth.

Victory!
What was it all about? Who were 

these people? They meant nothing to 
him. He hadn't fought for them. It 
was for himself he had played like a 
demon. Something was missing. He 
raised his head for air; and back, back, 
on the walkway of the stands stood a 
girl alone, watching him with love in 
her eyes.

He tore the restraining arms of 
Muriel from his neck. He laughed into 
the envious, angry face of Pete Clay­
ton. And he plunged through the mob. 
This was what he was used to. Street 
crowds. In a moment he was at the 
iron base, reaching up, and pulling 
down a wistful little girl. Kissing her 
before ten thousand people. And when 
they saw her smile, ten thousand people 
cheered.

Victory! It meant something now.
THE END

U

“ Two Years Before the Mast’ 1 Brought Author $250
D ICHARD HENRY DANA sold the manuscript of “ Two Years Before 
1X the Mast ” for two hundred and fifty dollars. The book, now studied by 
every high school student and given a place on Dr. Eliot’s five-foot shelf, was 
published as No. 106 of a popular series, Harper’s Family Library.

Dick Dana dropped out of Harvard at the end of his sophomore year 
because of eye trouble and shipped on a hide and tallow drogher to the Cali­
fornia coast, where he spent more than a year. He was an ordinary seaman on 
a ship owned by Bryant & Sturgis, of Boston, of which Edward Faucon was 
captain.

The agent for Bryant & Sturgis in California was Alfred Robinson. 
Young Dana attended his wedding at Santa Barbara to the fourteen-year-old 
daughter of Don Jose Antonio de la Guerra y Noriega. Dana’s description 
of the merrymaking was not flattering to the agent for the shipping firm, 
whom he described as wearing “ a tight, black swallow-tailed coat just 
imported from Boston, a high, stiff cravat, looking as if he had been pinned 
and skewered with only his hands and feet left free."

When copies of "Two Years Before the Mast" reached California, 
Robinson promptly penned a book. “ Life in California Before the Conquest.” 
in which he paid retaliatory respects to Dana. Leon Rowland.



• The Raider
Married under false pretenses to Jeff Hale, Ellen Ballinger finds 

herself entangled in the web of her father’s unscrupulousness 
and the trickery of Dallman, the land shark

By CHARLES ALDEN SELTZER
Author of ” Myitery Land,” "The Meta,” ate.

LEADING UP TO THIS INSTALLMENT

ELLEN BALLINGER. young and 
very modern, defies her stern 
father, Matthew M. Ballinger, by 

riding away from his Hour Glass ranch 
to find and marry a former suitor, Jim 
Kellis. Arriving at his cabin near 
dusk, she finds he has a Mexican wife 
and child—and that her father knew it.

Enraged, she rides away, vowing to 
marry the next passable man she met 
and drag him back to the ranch. In­
stead. her horse is thrown, and she is 
bound and gagged, and carried to a 
woods cabin by a man snarling threats 
at Ballinger.

He leaves her. Late that night, a 
party of horsemen pursuing some man 
stop outside, and their leader, Jeff 
Hale, sees her in the cabin. He dis­
misses his men. and stands guard over 
her. waiting for the man’s return. In 
the morning, Ellen deliberately lies to 
Jeff, saying she recognizes his voice as 
her kidnaper’s, and adding that she will 
report overhearing him and his men 
telling of hanging a horse-thief, Hank 
Kroll.

Jeff, a daring, ruthless spirit who has 
no use for women, is convinced she 
believes what she says, and his code 
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of honor finally forces him to offer to 
marry her and save her reputation. 
Ellen triumphantly accepts, but after 
the justice, Jay Link, performs the 
ceremony in Randall, she is less con­
fident—for she knows she loves Jeff, 
and he does not love her.

In the restaurant, Sheriff Hazen and 
a posse of farmers attempt to arrest 
Jeff for killing Kroll. Jeff’s cowboy 
friends are ready to fight, but Ellen 
swears Jeff spent the entire night with 
her in the cabin, and the sheriff with­
draws. But Jeff remains cold and 
formal toward Ellen.

At the Hale ranch, the Diamond A. 
Mrs. Hale lets slip that Ballinger and 
a lawyer, Wade Dallman, are trying to 
steal a section of their valley land, 
thanks to the strange disappearance of 
a deed.

One day, when Ellen is out on the 
ranch, Wade Dallman finds her, and 
charges her with marrying Jeff to help 
Ballinger get the Hale land.

Jeff comes upon them, and horse­
whips Dallman off the place. And Ellen 
suddenly recognizes Dallman’s voice 
as that of her kidnaper!

CHAPTER X.
JEALOUSY?

JEFF had been away again, for an­
other two weeks. Again Ellen 
knew he had absented himself for 

the purpose of permitting her to desert 
him without creating a scene that 
would apprise his parents of how mat­
ters stood between them, for when he 
came upon her in the patio, on his way 
to his room, he started, looked keenly 
at her and confronted her.

“ You're still here.” he said, and she 
perceived that he seemed slightly puz­
zled.

She was arrayed in one of Mrs. 
Hale’s house dresses and was confident 
that she looked her best.

“Don’t you want me here?” she 
asked.

“ You are my wife,” he answered.
“ That isn’t an answer,” she de­

clared. “If you don’t want me here 
I shall go!”

“ I never evade my obligations." he 
said. “ You can stay as long as you 
want to stay.”

He smiled, though there was hos­
tility in his eyes. It seemed to her that 
there was also suspicion and perhaps 
grim amusement. He hated her father 
and he suspected deceit from her be­
cause of the relationship. He was loyal 
to his parents and expected her to be 
loyal to hers. A simple philosophy.

But of course he didn’t know that 
she would not be loyal to her father 
when she knew a crime was being com­
mitted. He did not know enough about 
her to decide whether or not she was in 
sympathy with her father’s deeds. And 
perhaps he would never know her. He 
didn’t seem to care.

She thought of his promise to whip 
her father as he had whipped Dallman. 
Telling her of that promise was his way 
of warning her that he wanted nothing 
to do with the Ballingers, herself in­
cluded.

“ I am going to stay here until you 
discover that I am not the kind of girl 
that you think I am!" she declared. “ I 
want you to know that I am not trying 
to steal your land 1”

“ Nobody will steal it,” he said. He 
looked at her with queer intentness as 
though studying her. He said quietly:

“ Your father has been inquiring 
about you. He sent Jim Peters to Ran­
dall to search for you. Jim told va­
rious people that you were lost. They 
are reported to have had a posse out 
searching for you. Jim finally dis­
covered what had happened and I pre­
sume that by this time your father 
knows you are married.”

“ Isn’t it odd that father’s men did 
not come here to verify the report of 
my marriage?” Ellen asked.

“ It’s not very odd,” returned Jeff. 
“ I told Ballinger that if I ever caught 
him on the Diamond A I would use a



bull whip on him. It is likely that he 
considers that the promise applies to 
his men."

" Would you really whip him?’’
“ Certainly.”
“ Why haven’t you whipped me? T 

am his daughter, I am on your land, 
and you seem to dislike me as much 
as you do my father and Dallman!”

“ I haven’t decided that you are con­
cerned in the plot to steal the land.”

“Oh, you haven't! Well, the evi­
dence points that way, doesn’t it? I 
am a Ballinger. I managed to have 
myself abducted by you, and I arranged 
matters so that you would have to mar­
ry me.”

“ You couldn't have foreseen where 
I would be on that night,” he said. 
“ I’ve thought about that."

“ Oh, you have!” she said. “ Well, 
that's encouraging!”

He ignored the sarcasm. There was 
a somber shadow in his eyes.

“XIF/HAT was Dallman saying to 
yy to you?” he asked.

“ He was saying just what 
you are thinking—that my father ar­
ranged to have you marry me so that 
part of the Diamond A land might 
come into the Ballinger family.”

He shook his head.
“ You don’t know what I think. But 

there’s this much to be said: if you 
hadn't threatened to tell what you knew 
about the hanging of Hank Kroll, and 
about your thinking I had abducted 
you, the marriage wouldn’t have taken 
place. If you had had sense enough 
to promise to keep those things to your­
self you wouldn’t have got yourself in­
to this fix.”

“ Oh, you think it is a slight thing 
for a girl to be abducted?”

“ I don't know a damned thing about 
it!” he declared. “ How can a man 
tell what a woman thinks, or whether 
she ever thinks! A man meets a wom­
an. When he meets her he is free as 
air, and the first thing he knows he’s 
tangled up so bad that he don’t know 

whether he's going or coming. A man 
wants to do the right thing, but after 
he gets tangled up with a woman he 
don’t know right from wrong.”

She could not restrain a smile. 
She had what she wanted, anyway, 
even if he was dissatisfied.

“ I didn't ask you to marry me, you 
know. You did the proposing.”

“ I’m not kicking about that,” he 
said. His brows were wrinkled and 
the shadows in his eyes were deeper. 
“ Any man would have married you, 
and I reckon you’d have married any 
man right then.”

Jealousy! Just a throb—but it was 
the first exhibited sign of interest!

She wisely turned her head so that 
he might not observe the flash of tri­
umph that lighted her eyes. She must 
be careful now!

She looked straight at him, to ob­
serve that he was still frowning.

“ Would you have married any 
woman?” she asked.

“ Yes.” he answered slowly. “ I had 
to, just to be a man. But it was dif­
ferent with you. If you didn’t like 
the man you could refuse to marry 
him.”

“How do you know?" she said, 
smiling mockingly. “ I married you 
without liking you. And I don’t know 
that I like you now. You aren’t ideal, 
by any means. You have a terrible 
temper, you go around whipping peo­
ple that offend you: you hang men 
without giving them a fair trial, you 
think laws are safeguards for fools and 
weaklings, and you think all women 
are liars and cheats. Could you expect 
a woman to like a man of that type?”

It was obvious that no other woman 
had ever talked to him as Ellen was 
talking. It was doubtful that his 
mother had ever even reproved him. In 
fact, Ellen had gained the impression 
that he had been spoiled by lack of 
governing influences. He was a wild 
product of a wild country and whoever 
tamed him would bear scars of the 
battle.



“ Well,” he said, “ we are even. I 
married you without liking you. It 
seems we have all the prime disagree­
ments of a first-class divorce case. 
Whenever you are ready to go back to 
the Hour Glass I’ll take you.”

He turned and began to walk away 
from her. She had been wondering 
how she could get to the Hour Glass 
to bring back her personal belongings.

She calmlv halted him with a word : 
“Jeff!”
He paused, turned.
“To-morrow morning. if you 

please,” she said.
“What?" he asked. She perceived 

that he was frowning.
“ You may take me to the Hour 

Glass in the morning, if you please,” 
she said. “ I have been wanting to go."

“ H’m,” he said. “ You decided in 
something of a hurry, didn’t you?”

“ Oh. no. I have been thinking of 
going for quite some time.”

“ Well, why didn’t you go ?"
“ You weren’t here to take me." she 

said quietly. “ Don't you remember 
what you told me about gadding 
around the country alone?”

His frown deepened. His gaze was 
somber.

“ All right.” he said suddenly; “be 
ready at six.”

He turned again, walked stiffly 
across the patio and vanished through 
the doorway of his room.

Ellen watched him out of sight. 
Then she turned, entered the living­
room and sank into a big chair facing 
a shelf upon which reposed a photo­
graph. She was sitting there smiling 
at the picture when Mrs. Hale entered 
and observed her.

“ Ellen,” she said, shaking a reprov­
ing finger, “ I shall have to tell Jeff how 
you sit here and smile at his picture! 
I don’t believe he knows how much 
you love him!”

“Does any man?” asked Ellen.
“ No,” declared Mrs. Hale, “ they 

don’t. And you can’t tell them. 
They’re all alike. There’s only one 

way to convince them, and that is to 
show them.”

Ellen smiled at the picture, nodding 
wisely.

CHAPTER XI.
AT THE HOUR GLASS RANCH.

WHEN they rode away from the 
ranch house the next morning 
Ellen divined that Jeff’s morose 

mood had lasted through the night. He 
hadn’t said a word to her at breakfast, 
and he did not speak as they rode into 
the great, green valley.

Ellen talked whenever the impulse 
seized her. Jeff’s answers and forced 
comments were monosyllabic and gruff. 
He would not look directly at her, but 
she observed that when she appeared 
to be interested in objects ahead of her 
his surreptitious glances were long and 
frequent. He appeared to be studying 
her again, moodily, sullenly.

As Ellen was aware that she was 
not more mysterious then other wom­
en, she decided that he was finding her 
more interesting than he wished her to 
be, and that, having invited her to leave 
him, he was now reluctant to see her 
go- Of course, she was only visiting 
the Hour Glass to bring back some 
necessary clothing, but he thought she 
was not going to return.

Ellen intended to permit him to go 
on thinking that. She had got a de­
licious thrill out of his flash of jealousy 
the day before and she was now en­
joying the knowledge that at last he 
was finding her desirable.

Of course, she did not anticipate 
sudden surrender from him. He would 
never give his love to any woman with­
out first convincing himself utterly that 
she was just the woman he wanted. 
He would take a long time in his ap­
praisement of her, but his acceptance 
would be complete or his rejection final.

Just now she knew he was resisting. 
He hadn’t liked her at first. He was 
only just now discovering that he was 



interested in her. and he was setting 
his reason and his prejudices against 
his emotions, with the result that he 
was uncertain and irritable.

The trail they were taking would 
not lead them into Randall, but a few 
miles southeastward of the town, and 
Jeff rode beside her as silently as if 
he were alone. She observed that his 
furtive glances at her were growing 
more frequent and she suspected that 
he had thoughts that would presently 
be expressed. She was not surprised 
when he spoke.

“ You were mighty sudden in mak­
ing up your mind to leave!" he said.

“ Oh, no,” she answered without 
looking at him. “ I have been con­
templating this trip for quite awhile.” 
She had, for she had needed other 
clothing.

He evidently considered her manner 
frivolous, for he glowered at her.

“ I can’t make you out,” he said.
“Can't you? Well, I'm sorry I’m 

such a puzzle to you. But you haven’t 
paid very much attention to me. have 
you?”

“ H'm. You’re used to having peo­
ple pay attention to you. I reckon. 
You’re not satisfied to be a little in the 
background.”

“ Why,” she said, laughing, “ we are 
quarreling just like people who have 
been married for years! Can't you 
think of other disagreeable things to 
say ?”

“ Plenty of them." he returned, 
frowning at her. “ One is that you 
have been brought up wrong. You've 
been traveling with a fast crowd. You 
think life is a farce comedy, that there 
is nothing to do but have a good time 
and try to put fool theories into prac­
tice.”

“ Won’t you explain?” she said.
“ Glad to. Have you done anything 

in a serious way?”
“ I married you. Wasn’t that 

serious?”
“ It’s the most serious thing you’ve 

done, I expect. But it isn’t serious to 

you or you wouldn’t be joking about 
it.”

“ Being married to you is no joke, 
Jeff,” she said, smiling.

HE frowned. “That’s like you,” 
he charged. “ It proves what 
I've said—that you can’t be 

serious. You're insolent and impudent. 
You go to a university to be educated, 
and when you come out you are merely 
fresh and arrogant. You think you 
know a great deal when you know 
nothing. You miss the big things in 
life.”

“ Just what are the big things, Jeff?” 
“ The big things are love, duty and 

achievement.”
“Ah! You place love first!” she 

said, glancing at him. “ Do you love 
anvbodv ?”

“ No'!”
“ Not even your father and 

mother?'’
“That's different.”
“ Oh, then there are different kinds 

of love! The kind of love you mean 
is the love that a woman should have 
for her husband—or a husband for his 
wife. Is that it?”

“ Of course.”
“ And do you not love your wife?”
“ Look here,” he said, “ you’re im­

pudent ! When the time comes I expect 
I’ll do my share of loving. But I 
don't intend to love anybody until I 
want to.”

“I see," she said, “your kind of 
love is the kind that comes when you 
beckon to it.”

He scowled.
“You don’t see anything!” he 

charged. “ Your conclusions are ab­
surd !”

“ Don't you believe in love at first 
sight?”

“ No.” he stated heavily. “ You 
can’t love anybody without first know­
ing that person’s character, and you 
can’t read character at a glance.”

“ Oh! Then beauty doesn’t appeal 
to you? And character is everything!



I had never thought of that before. But 
it seems to me that beautiful women 
have more suitors than homely women. 
And have you ever noticed how women 
run after a handsome man? Do you 
think those people are studying char­
acter?"

Jeff did not answer. He was frown­
ing.

They rode up the slope of the big 
valley and reached the crest, from 
where they saw the silent, rugged 
country basking in the sunlight below 
them.

Jeff halted his horse and wheeled 
him so that he faced the valley out of 
which they had just climbed.

“ Look down there, please,” Jeff 
directed.

Ellen looked. About ten miles out 
in the valley were the Diamond A 
ranch buildings. Ellen could see them 
very clearly. There was the river, 
gleaming in the sunlight: there was 
Randall with a yellow dust cloud veil­
ing its crude structures.

Scattered here and there were 
shacks belonging to the dry farmers 
who had bought or preempted land and 
were eking a precarious existence from 
it. However, the valley was so big 
that all the buildings together were in­
significant dots upon the vast bosom 
of nature.

“ Can you imagine what that valley 
was when my father and mother took 
up the Diamond A land?" asked Jeff. 
“ They were the first settlers. For a 
great many years mother lived there 
with father. ’ Their nearest neighbor 
was more than a hundred miles away. 
There wasn’t a doctor within three 
hundred miles.

" They had to freight their supplies 
from Laskar. That was three hundred 
miles. There was only father and 
mother, and mother would be alone for 
weeks at a time. There were hostile 
Indians and roving outlaws. Can you 
imagine how lonesome that was for a 
woman ?”

Ellen shuddered.

" She is a wonderful woman!" was 
Ellen’s tribute. " How she must have 
loved your father!”

“ A Y7ELL," he said dryly, “I reckon 
it was something more than 
looks that kept them together.

Father wasn’t what people would call 
handsome. He had something more 
than looks. What he had is called 
character. He took his part in life 
seriously; he meant business. He had 
his mind set upon building himself a 
home in this wilderness, and he did it. 
Mother stayed with him.

“ Mother wasn’t exceptional, nor 
was father. What they did has been 
done, and is being done, all over the 
West. It was done in the East, the 
North and the South. You know that.”

“ The Ballingers did the same in the 
East," Ellen said, straightening.

” Well,” said Jeff, “ do you think a 
woman of to-day—a woman of your 
East—would go through that with a 
man?”

“ Certainly, if she loved him.”
He was gravely watching her.
“ She couldn’t do it if she loved him 

only because his hair was black, or 
wavy, or because he had an engaging 
eye,” he suggested.

“No. 1 think he would have to be 
kind and considerate and brave. 
Certainly he would have to be all of 
that, and perhaps something more. He 
most assuredly would not possess a 
temper,” she concluded.

“ And his wife would not be im­
pudent,” said Jeff. “ Nor could she 
put on airs that she had brought 
straight from a university. Such a 
marriage would not last.”

Ellen looked at the far horizon.
“ We are temperamentally unsuited 

to each other,” she said lowly.
“ Hm,” answered Jeff, musingly, 

with a note of irritation in his voice.
“I could never cease being impudent, 

because in my husband’s opinion frank­
ness is impudence.”

“ Hm.”



“ And I would always be ‘ fresh ' 
while my mind was voting.”

“ Elm?’
“ And I want my husband to be 

handsome.”
Jeff frowned.
“ And he should have to govern his 

temper and be very much in love with 
me.”

Jeff moved uneasily.
“ Therefore, since we disagree so 

completely, we should cease this profit­
less discussion and be on our way.” she 
added.

They went on again, into a virgin 
wilderness. And as they rode side by 
side Ellen cast glances at Jeff and per­
ceived that his lips were set and his face 
stern. He was handsome, he was 
brave, and she had no doubt that to the 
woman he finally loved he would be 
kind and considerate. Also, she sus­
pected that toward one he loved he 
would exhibit no temper.

They rode down the great slope into 
the Navaho Basin about eight o’clock. 
Before long they were watering their 
horses at the river in front of the cabin 
in which Ellen had been imprisoned by 
Wade Dallman, and where she had 
fooled Jeff into believing, she was con­
vinced. that he had abducted her.

And not yet did she regret fooling 
him.

She had him, and she fully intended 
to keep him. And she knew why his 
mother had spent thirty years in the 
wilderness with his father, and why 
she had endured lonesomeness and 
danger for him. She knew more about 
it than Jeff knew, for Jeff did not love.

SHE was interested in the trail that 
led northward through the forest, 
for it had been over that trail that 

Dallman had taken her, after he had 
found her unconscious beside her 
horse. She recognized the hill where 
she had fallen, but all signs were 
obliterated, and they passed the place 
in silence.

Jeff avoided a trail that led to Jim 

Kellis's cabin, though Ellen saw the 
building from a distance, and re­
marked :

“ There's a house.”
Jeff laughed and told her that a man 

named Kellis lived there,
“ Tin horn,” he added.
When she asked him what the term 

meant he told her that Kellis was a 
petty gambler. Ellen had not told Jeff 
that she knew Kellis, and now she was 
glad that she hadn’t.

Jeff followed the trail that Ellen had 
taken to reach the Kellis cabin, but 
Ellen’s feelings on this trip were dif­
ferent, She knew that she had learned 
a great deal. Coming, she had been 
confident and carefree; returning, she 
was deeply in love and acutely con­
scious of the seriousness of life. She 
had discovered that life is serious 
enough when there is a goal to be at­
tained.

Curiously, her feelings toward her 
father had changed. Somewhere in 
this wild land she had lost her resent­
ment. She perceived that she had been 
just what her father had declared her 
to be, heedless and self-sufficient, head­
strong and arrogant. In one month 
she had mellowed into maturity, with 
maturity’s wisdom, its calmness and 
conservatism.

She had found her man and she was 
married, yet her former wild desire to 
confront her father and confound him 
with the evidence of her achievement 
had changed to a quiet timidity. She 
no longer blamed her father for her 
own little shortcomings; she under­
stood that he had merely been wiser 
than she.

Emerging from the timber, they 
crossed a big pasture and rode down 
along its fence to the ranch house. Bal­
linger was seated in a chair on the wide 
gallery. He was smoking a pipe, and 
when he observed her he drew the pipe 
from his lips and sent a long spiral of 
smoke upward. And when Ellen and 
Jeff rode up to the edge of the gallery, 
Ballinger slowly got out of the chair. 



walked to the edge of the gallery and 
greeted them, bowing formally.

Matthew M. Ballinger was sixty. 
He was tall; hi? hair was white, wavy 
and abundant; he had keen, humorous 
gray eyes, his chin was pugnacious, and 
his head was set on his broad shoul­
ders in a manner that hinted of inde­
pendence. In his expression at this 
minute was none of that sneering deri­
sion that Ellen had anticipated and 
dreaded.

He seemed to Ellen to be the per­
fect father—kindly, considerate, suave 
and sympathetic. Ellen wondered if he 
had not always been that; wondered 
if her own judgment had not been 
warped! However, she was amazed 
and delighted, and for the first time in 
years Ballinger witnessed the miracle 
of his own daughter blushing at sight 
of him.

“ Mr. and Mrs. Jefferson Hale are 
welcome,” he said. “ Won’t you get 
down and visit.”

The man who had threatened to 
whip Ballinger was coldly polite in 
the presence of his enemy and his 
wife.

“ I am forced to decline your invi­
tation, sir,” he said. “ I came here to 
escort my wife. Good day, sir.”

He would have dismounted to help 
Ellen off, but she was out of the sad­
dle before he could move, and was 
standing, facing him when he had an­
swered Ballinger.

And now he s w e p t his broad­
brimmed hat from his head and bowed 
to her from the saddle, his gaze hold­
ing hers and seeming to tell her that 
he understood that this was to be the 
end and that he had some regrets in the 
matter. But before she could read his 
expression clearlv he had wheeled his 
horse and was riding away, tall and 
erect in the saddle.

Ellen watched him until he vanished 
among the trees—watched him, know­
ing that her father was regarding her 
quizzically, and finally turned, her 
color betraying her.

Ballinger smiled. And Ballinger’s 
smile, when guileless, was wholesome 
and winning.

CHAPTER XII.
ELLEN AND MATTHEW M.

THE Hour Glass was a modern 
ranch. Its buildings were of the 
Spanish type, with low walls, 

wide eaves and gently sloping tiled 
roofs. There was the ranch house it­
self, distinguished by its huge red- 
brown sandstone courtyard and the 
roughly rounded pillars of its colon­
nade; the garden with its palm trees, 
prickly pear hedges and vine-laden 
trellises, white pergolas and flag walks. 
There was a tennis court, a swimming 
pool, great stables.

The atmosphere of the ranch sug­
gested wealth and efficiency. It was 
operated without visible effort, smooth­
ly, like a well oiled machine. Like a 
gentleman’s country estate.

Ellen spent two days in the ranch 
house, two restless, lonely days. There 
was nobody there but her father, herself 
and the servants. Ballinger was not in 
the house often, and when he was he 
spent his time at his desk in the big li­
brary, reading or writing.

The big rooms, with their polished 
floors, their gloomy recesses and nooks, 
the great dining room with a table 
which would seat forty; the colonnaded 
courtyard with its vacant chairs, op­
pressed her.

The house was magnificent, luxu­
rious, spacious, but it was not a home. 
It lacked something. It lacked the inti­
mate relationship that should exist be­
tween members of a family. Ever}7 
time Ellen stood in one of the big, 
silent rooms she visioned Jeff’s parents 
in the living room of the Diamond A 
ranch house—Adam Hale in a big 
chair reading a newspaper, Mrs. Hale 
sitting in a chair beside a center table, 
contentedly sewing. No formality 
there!



Ellen had intended to stay at the 
Hour Glass for a week at least, which 
would give Jeff time to miss her. She 
had a feeling that before the week 
passed Jeff would ride over to see her. 
But the evening of the second day 
found Ellen more restless than ever, 
and she began to pack. She filled two 
trunks and several bags, and on the 
morning of the third day she appeared 
at breakfast arrayed in her riding gar­
ments.

“ Riding?” asked Ballinger.
“ I am going back to the Diamond 

A,” Ellen answered.
“ Jeff coming for you?”
“ Jeff thought I would stay longer,” 

said Ellen.
Ballinger smiled.
He had treated her with unusual 

consideration. He had not questioned 
her, nor had he acted as though he 
expected her to explain her action in 
marrying Jeff Hale. And, strangely, 
the Ballinger smile of derision—which 
she had expected—had not once ap­
peared on his lips.

More than once in the two days she 
had spent with him had Ellen won­
dered if she had not been to blame for 
her parent’s former attitude toward 
her. Perhaps, as he had told her, she 
had been too insistent upon having her 
own way. At any rate, the father who 
now took leave of her was new and in­
teresting.

“ You are going to stay at Hale’s?” 
he asked.

“ For the present.”
“ No honeymoon trip?”
“ We don’t care for that.”
He smiled at her.
“ You have changed, Ellen,” he said. 

“ You seem to have developed a new, 
a more attractive personality. You are 
growing to be very much like your 
mother. No wonder Jeff Hale loves 
you!”

“ Aren’t all husbands supposed to 
love their wives?” she asked.

“ I could name some who don’t. Jeff 
does, or he wouldn’t have come here 

with you after threatening to horse­
whip me.” He chuckled. “ Did you 
know that?”

“ Yes, But I think be did not mean 
that, father.”

HE whipped Dallman,” he re­
minded her.

“ Don’t you think Dallman 
deserved it?”

“ Do you?”
” Yes. Dallman had been warned to 

stay away from the Diamond A.”
“ Then I think that if you are t® 

see me again you had better come here. 
I don’t care to tempt your wild man.”

“ He isn’t a wild man, father. You 
would be astonished to see how gentle 
he can be!”

“ Dalhnan’s evidence is all to the 
contrary.” There was a glint in Bal­
linger’s eyes. " And there’s his record 
in college. Ever hear it?”

“ It wasn’t scandal, father.”
“ No; just hellishness. He wouldn’t 

conform to rules. They had to expel 
him or the school would have been 
turned into an Indian war village. Oh, 
yes—he’s gentle!”

“ Why do you want that piece of 
Diamond A land, father?”

“ That’s business, Ellen. It was open, 
and I filed on it. Anybody had that 
right.”

“ You won’t do as Dallman is doing, 
father ?”

“ Hardly. Dallman is a land shark. 
I’ll do nothing but wait. If the title is 
awarded to me, I’ll take it, of course.”

“ How did you know the certificate 
was missing?”

“ It was Jim Kellis who told me 
about that. He’d been over to the land 
office, looking over the records, and 
discovered that there was no certifi­
cate on file and no record of one ever 
having been filed.”

“ It would appear that Jeff Hale and 
Kellis are not on friendly terms. If 
they were, it seems Kellis would have 
gone directly to Jeff with his informa­
tion.”



“ Kellis and Jeff have had trouble,” 
said Ballinger. “ Kellis is a worthless 
fellow.”

“ And yet you permitted me to 
g°—”

” I wouldn’t have sent this Ellen!” 
interrupted Ballinger. ” The girl I 
sent on that wild-goose chase was in­
solent and stubborn. She needed a 
lesson. But she didn’t go alone, for Jim 
Peters kept her in sight all the way.

“ I made one mistake, though. I 
told Peters to follow you to Kellis’s 
cabin, and back here. I thought you 
would head straight home as soon as 
you found out about Kellis. Peters 
waited a mile or so back on the Hour 
Glass trail for you. And when it grew 
dark and you didn’t come, he went to 
the Kellis cabin to find you.

“ He found that you’d gone toward 
Randall. He felt that he had no right 
to spy upon you further, so he came 
back here. The next day, toward eve­
ning, I sent a party of the boys out to 
search for you. They came back the 
following day and reported that you 
had married left Hale, in Randall.

“ I had an impression that you never 
had any idea of marrying Kellis, and 
that you and Hale had an agreement to 
meet and marry. That shows how lit­
tle fathers know about their daugh­
ters.” He shook a finger at her. " I 
supposed I was disciplining you, and 
you had vour mind made up to marry 
Hale.”

She nodded.
Yes, she had been determined to 

marry Jeff, but the determination had 
not been taken until she had met him 
in the cabin. What would her father 
say if he knew the truth.' What would 
Jeff do if he discovered that she had 
lied to him? The Ellen of a month ago 
would have been amused; the Ellen of 
to-day was subdued and worried and 
wistful.

Ballinger followed her to the edge 
of the courtyard and helped her upon 
the horse that the s t a bl e m a n had 
brought up. She told him about the 

trunks and bags she had packed, and 
asked him to send them the next day 
to the Diamond A. At the edge of the 
forest she turned and waved at her fa­
ther, who still watched her.

CHAPTER XIII.
RANDAI.L AFTER DARK.

ELLEX rode into Randall at three 
in the afternoon. She wanted to 
make several trifling purchases, 

and she had reached town early enough 
to do her shopping and still ride the 
ten miles to the Diamond A before 
dark.

Randall was in the throes of its mid­
afternoon activity when she rode down 
the street, and apparently no one paid 
her special attention. She remembered 
that on the night of her marriage Jeff 
had sent the horses to a man named 
" Allen,” and so now she rode along 
looking for that name on one of the 
numerous signs.

She saw it after awhile, at a little 
distance down the street from the jew­
eler’s shop where Jeff had selected her 
ring, but before observing the sign she 
had seen something else which set her 
heart to throbbing abnormally.

Jeff’s horse was hitched to a rail in 
front of the Elite Restaurant! The ani­
mal was his favorite, and she would 
have recognized it anywhere. A big, 
rangy, glossy black with a patch of 
white on its forehead and another just 
above the fetlock on the left foreleg.

Ellen grimly fought the sudden 
surge of jealousy that seized her, and 
calmly rode to the door of the livery 
stable, dismounted, and gave her horse 
into the care of the man who came for­
ward.

The man gave her a curious glance, 
but she was convinced that he did not 
know her.

“ Feed and water him, please,” she 
directed.

“ What’s the name, ma’am ?” asked 
the liveryman. But though Ellen heard, 



she did not answer. She had already 
selected a store across the street, from 
where she could see the front door of 
the Elite, and she entered.

She made some purchases. The man 
who waited on her was talkative, but 
he received answers that silenced him. 
Ellen was not familiar with the emo­
tions that seethed in her. She did not 
know whether she was hurt or angry. 
The torturing suspicions of jealousy 
had never before attacked her.

She could not stay in the store 
longer, for the storekeeper was watch­
ing her curiously; so she stepped out 
into the street again, pausing for an 
instant on the sidewalk, undecided.

Just ahead of her she observed a 
sign which was suspended above the 
sidewalk, bearing the words: “ The 
Randall House.” Instantly deciding, 
she walked rapidly down the street, 
entered the doorway below the sign, 
and approached the clerk.

Only one man was in the lobby, and 
he was huddled in a chair reading. He 
did not look up from his paper.

The hotel was small, but seemed re­
spectable. Ellen asked for a front room, 
and the clerk himself ushered her up­
stairs after she had signed the register 
as Ellen Hale.

She thought the clerk looked at her 
curiously several times, and, thinking 
that he was speculating upon her pres­
ence at the hotel unaccompanied by her 
husband, she told him that possibly Jeff 
would join her later. That would keep 
the clerk from talking and thereby 
spreading the news that she was in 
town.

She didn’t want Jeff to know she 
was in Randall, but she would not 
stoop to signing a fictitious name to the 
register.

The clerk paused in the act of closing 
the door.

“Jeff made it hot for Wade Dall­
man, didn’t he ?” he said.

“ What do you mean?”
“ Whipping him that way. Dallman 

wasn’t for letting it get out, but it 

seems a man named Seifert was riding- 
in the valley that day and saw Jeff 
whipping Dallman. Dallman was cut 
up considerable. He’s boiling mad. I’d 
tell Jeff to keep his eyes open. Dall­
man’s bad when he's stirred up!”

“r I ’HANK you,” said Ellen. “ But
1 I think Jeff is not afraid of 

Dallman.”
“ Afraid!” laughed the clerk. “ Not 

him! But you know what I mean, 
ma'am. It ain't that Dallman will go 
gunning for Jeff right out. He knows 
better than that! He won't do that 
unless he’s stung bad, though folks tell 
me that he’s right clever with a gun 
when he’s cornered. But Dallman’s 
slick and he's got friends who are just 
as slick as he is. Bill Hazen, for in­
stance.”

“ Are Hazen and Dallman friends?" 
asked Ellen, astonished.

“ Well, they ain’t parading that they 
are,” answered the clerk. “ But there’s 
people that have seen them with their 
heads together pretty often, and I reck­
on if the)- was enemies they wouldn’t 
have nothing confidential to talk 
about.”

“ Does Jeff know they are friends?”
“ Sure! That’s what stirs Jeff and 

his ranch owner friends up so much. 
Look, ma’am. You don’t know what’s 
happening in this section of the coun­
try, do you? No, you wouldn’t. Well, 
Dallman’s a land shark and everybody 
knows it. He's stolen land enough to 
start a State. And he’ll steal more.

“ He ain’t got no scruples at all, for 
he sells land that he ain’t got any title 
to. Then he goes over to the land of­
fice and juggles the records. Well, Bill 
Hazen knows what Dallman is. and 
yet he throws in with him against the 
ranch owners.

“ There was that hanging. Hank 
Kroll and his gang of horse thieves 
have been stealing stock from all the 
ranch owners. There’s folks that think 
Hazen and Dallman are making things 
easy for Hank Kroll’s men. However, 



nobody's saying that very loud and I 
wouldn’t want you to repeat it.

“ Jeff’s friends had caught some of 
the thieves, but Hazen always let them 
go. Some of the ranchers have been 
shot up by the thieves. Well, about a 
month ago Hazen found Hank Kroll 
swinging from a tree in the Xavaho 
Basin.

“ But shucks, you know that, for it 
was you proved an alibi for Jeff. Well. 
Hazen ain't got over that. Swears he 
knows Jeff done it and that he'll get 
him some day!"

Ellen did not answer and the clerk 
closed the door and departed. Ellen 
locked the door, glanced at the room, 
which was clean and plainly-furnished : 
then walked to one of the curtained 
windows and gazed down into the 
street.

The Elite Restaurant was almost di­
rectly across from the hotel. Jeff's 
horse was still at the hitching rail, but 
it seemed that Jeff himself was not in 
the restaurant, for the tables were all 
vacant.

Sadie was there, however. She was 
standing just inside the front door, ar­
rayed in a gingham dress, a stiffly 
starched white apron and a white cap 
which sat jauntily on her head. And 
Sadie seemed to be looking straight at 
the hotel door!

For an instant Ellen was convinced 
that Sadie had seen her enter the hotel 
and was watching for her to come out, 
but presently she observed that Sadie's 
gaze was roving as if it were following 
the progress of some one who was 
walking along the street. And then El­
len saw Jeff come into sight on the side­
walk directly in front of the hotel.

feff crossed the street, passed around 
the hitching rail in front of the Elite 
and entered the restaurant doorway. 
There, for several minutes, he stood 
and talked with Sadie. Then he 
turned from the girl, stepped down to 
the sidewalk and stood motionless for 
a time.

Presently he was joined by two other 

men, who were evidently friends, for 
there was no mistaking their pleasure 
oyer the meeting. They were ranchers. 
Ellen watched them as they walked 
down the street together. She lost sight 
of them when they mingled with a 
crowd far down on the other side of 
the street.

WHILE the meeting between Jeff 
and Sadie suggested intimacy, 
it did not definitely prove any­

thing serious in their relationship. But 
that fear had been in Ellen's mind when 
she had entered the hotel, and even 
now she was conscious of a cold and 
furious resentment.

Yet it was with a feeling of guilt, of 
shame almost, that she turned from the 
window. The impulse which had led 
her to enter the hotel for the purpose 
of spying upon Jeff and Sadie had 
seemed justifiable at the moment, but 
now she knew that the action was un­
dignified, contemptible. She had al­
ways managed to deserve her own good 
opinion of herself, but now she was in 
danger of losing it.

She suddenly decided that she would 
leave the hotel and ride at once to the 
Diamond A. If Jeff wanted the girl 
in the restaurant he could have her.

She started toward, the door, hesi­
tated and glanced out of the window. 
Twilight had come. There were still 
her purchases to be attended to. By 
the time she did her shopping it would 
be dark. She didn’t know the trail to 
the Diamond A well enough to ride it 
at night and so she decided that she 
would remain at the hotel overnight' 
and go to the Diamond .A the following 
morning.

She locked the door of her room, 
walked down the stairs, crossed the lob­
by and stood for an instant in the hotel 
doorway. There were not so many peo­
ple on the street now. Twilight was 
merging with darkness. Many win­
dows were glowing with light.

A hush had enveloped the town. The 
houses seemed to huddle together as
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though seeking protection from the 
monstrous blackness that was slowly- 
settling over them and pressing in upon 
them from all directions. Randall was 
brave enough in the daylight, but it 
was strangely subdued at night.

She glanced across the street at the 
Elite, to discover that Jeff’s horse was 
no longer at the hitching rail. He had 
probably ridden away while she had 
been preparing to leave the hotel. Sadie 
was inside the restaurant carrying a 
tray between the now well-filled tables.

Ellen walked down the street a little 
distance and entered a store. She was 
inside for perhaps half an hour and 
when she again stepped out on the side­
walk the darkness was intense.

While she had been in the store the 
merchants had closed their establish­
ments for the night. While she stood 
on the sidewalk the man who had just 
waited on her extinguished the lights 
and emerged. He locked the door, 
stepped down to the sidewalk, and al­
most collided with Ellen.

“ Shucks,” he said apologetically, “ I 
didn’t see you.” He started away, 
paused, and added: “ You’re a stran­
ger here, ain’t you, ma’am? Do you 
want me to see you where you’re 
goin’ ?”

" Thank you,” Ellen answered, “ I’ll 
manage. It isn't far.”

The man grunted and vanished into 
the darkness. Ellen could hear his step 
for a time. She turned and began to 
walk back the way she had come.

She now realized that she had walked 
quite a distance to reach the store. 
There were no lights anywhere near 
her. Far away, seemingly, she could 
see the illuminated windows of the 
Elite and at other points were the dim- 
Iv glowing windows of saloons.

SHE had never encountered darkness 
so impenetrable. She could not see 
a foot ahead of her. Twice in 

walking less than a hundred feet she 
stepped off the walk and floundered in 
the dust of the street.

A little farther along she stepped off 
the other side of the walk, bumped into 
what she thought was a corner of a 
building, and fell to her knees. When 
she got up she could see no lights any­
where, and in something of a panic, 
stretching her hands out in front of her 
to protect herself in case she should 
collide with another building, she be­
gan to search for the sidewalk.

In falling she had lost her sense of 
direction, but she kept moving, hoping 
to see a light. Presently, when the 
feeling of panic.left her, she stood still 
and attempted to penetrate the wall of 
blackness that surrounded her.

She turned clear around, slowly. 
There was no light anywhere. Even 
the stars were obscured by a veil of 
dust that perpetually swam over the 
town. She was on a stretch of level 
ground, she decided, for her feet had 
encountered no obstructions or depres­
sions of any kind.

She knew, of course, that she had 
strayed from the street or the lights 
of the saloons would be visible to her. 
She also knew that she was south of 
the street because she had been walking 
on that side when she had collided with 
the building. But the knowledge was 
of no use to her because she had lost 
her sense of direction. "

She was calm now. and grimly 
amused over her predicament. Of 
course she wasn't lost, and of course 
she was not far from the street, for she 
hadn’t been away from the street more 
than ten minutes and she couldn’t have 
walked very far in that time. More­
over, she had probably been traveling 
in a circle.

All she had to do was to keep on 
moving and presently she would see a 
light.

She had undoubtedly got into a 
vacant space which was surrounded by 
buildings, and if she could find the 
opening through which she had entered 
she would have no trouble in reaching 
the hotel.

She moved on again, carefully, feel­



ing with the toes of her riding boots 
for pitfalls and obstructions, stretching 
her hands out in front of her so that 
she would not strike her head if she 
ran into anything.

It seemed to her that she was con­
fined in a windless void. There was 
no sound, no motion. Silence, dead, 
heavy and oppressive, enveloped her. 
If she could have heard a voice on the 
street, the rumbling of the wheels of a 
passing vehicle, the hoof beats of a 
horse, music, anything, she would have 
directed her steps in that direction. But 
the town was dead. The coming of 
darkness ended all activity.

She was still moving carefully when 
she heard sound. It was a dull, sodden 
thud. That was all. No other sound 
followed, though for several minutes 
she stood motionless, listening. She 
was about to go forward again when 
the sound was repeated and this time 
her heart thumped heavily, for she rec­
ognized the thudding noise as the impa­
tient stomping of a horse.

She was evidently near a stable, and 
if she could find it she could follow 
along it to the door, and by finding the 
door she could determine the direction 
of the house, for invariably stables 
were built behind houses.

She again heard the thudding sound 
and this time located it as being almost 
directly ahead of her, so she moved 
toward it, still slowly and carefully and 
at last felt her outstretched hands come 
in contact with its wall. And now, 
triumphantly, she began to feel along 
the wall.

She had reached a corner and was 
preparing to go around it when a match 
flared a little distance from her and she 
saw two men sitting on the ground 
beside the wall. If she had kept on 
going she would have stumbled over 
them!

One man was lighting a pipe. The 
flickering light that he held over the 
bowl disclosed his features and the face 
of the man sitting behind him. The man 
who held the pipe was Bill Hazen and 

the man sitting beside him was Wade 
Dallman!

ELLEN was startled but not fright­
ened. It was quite evident that 
she had surprised the two men in 

the midst of one of their secret con­
ferences. They would not dare harm 
her even if they discovered her.

But she did not intend to let them 
know of her presence and so she drew 
back and flattened herself against the 
wall of the building until the fl'ame of 
the match \\ ent_ out. Then she stood 
there silently, listening.

For a time there came no sound from 
the men. The rank scent of Bill 
Hazen's tobacco floated around the cor­
ner of the stable and assailed Ellen’s 
nostrils. The smoke was strong, and 
once or twice Ellen was in danger of 
sneezing. But she fought the impulse 
off and presently heard Hazen’s voice.

“ Well, they'll run into a snag to­
night!’’ he said.

“ Why to-night?’’ asked Dallman.
“ If you'd been in town to-day you’d 

know,” said Hazen. “ Jeff Hale got 
to town early this mornin’. Him an’ 
Slim Patton, an’ Cherokee, an’ Jim 
Withington have been together. An’ 
just about dusk Hale rode out of town. 
Sure as them fellows meet in town 
there's a raid that night.”

“ That means they'll raid Bohnert’s 
place," said Dallman. “ Bohnert’s got 
a warning from somebody three or four 
days ago.”

“ I know that.” said Hazen. ‘‘ Boh- 
nert found it tacked to a post in front 
of his house. I’ve tried to identify the 
writing, but I can't do it. It ain’t Jeff 
Hale’s nor Patton’s nor Cherokee's nor 
Wellington's. There’s a gang of them 
fellows and it might have been any of 
them that wrote the notice Bohnert 
found. Bohnert ain't on Hale's land, 
is he?"

“ No: he's on that strip of Miller's, 
that I sold him three months ago. 
There was a mistake in the field notes 
and 1 found it.”



“Ha, ha!” laughed Hazen. “If 
there’s anything wrong with a survey 
you’ll find it. and it there's ain't any­
thing wrong you'll make somethin’ 
wrong. - You’re a slick sucker, \\ ade !" 
he finished, admiringly.

“ I aim to get what's coming to me,” 
said Dallman. He shifted his position ; 
Ellen could hear his shoulders brush­
ing against the boards of the wall. 
“ These mossbacks don't know any­
thing; they ain't got any right to hold 
any land at all. They’ve never done 
anything but run cattle on it.

“ Anvway, that piece that Bohnert’s 
on belongs to me. now, and those fel­
lows have no right to run him off. \ou 
say they'll run into a snag if they try 
it to-night. What you done?”

“ Plentv!” declared Hazen. “ I sent 
four deputies over to hide in Bohnert’s 
stable. They’ve got rifles. I told 
them to blast into any gang that tries 
to raid Bohnert. They’re to shoot 
first and ask questions afterward. I 
told them to make sure of getting Hale. 
He’s the ringleader, and if they get 
him it’s likely the rest will scatter and 
quit.”

YOU aiming to take a hand in it ? ’ 
Dallman asked.

“ I ain't going near Bohnert’s, 
if that’s what you mean. I don t want 
to go riding around and mebbe flush 
them. But I figure I’ll get close enough 
to hear what’s happening.”

“Well, if they get Jeff Hale I’ll be 
satisfied,” said Dallman.

“ Sure, vou would be!” laughed 
Hazen. “ What did you let him whip 
you that way for? Why didn't you 
shoot him?"

Dallman cursed.
“ I didn’t see him coming,” he said. 

“ I was talking to that slut he married 
and didn’t see him sneaking up behind 
me.”

“ It’s too bad Hale flushed you out 
of that cabin in the Xavaho that night 
or you’d have spoiled Ballinger’s 
scheme to get hold of that Hale land.”

“ I might have known she wouldn’t 
be hanging around there just by ac­
cident,” said Dallman disgustedly. 
“ Her and Ballinger must have knowed 
Hale would be at the cabin that night. 
She was heading straight there to meet 
him.

“ After Hale’s gang quit chasing me 
I cached my horse and sneaked back 
there. Jeff Hale and the Ballinger 
hussy was standing by the window of 
the room where I’d left her. They was 
chinning, and quarreling. I wasn’t close 
enough to hear what was being said 
between them.

“ But anyways, she stayed there all 
night with him. I'd have snuck their 
horses off if I’d have had a chance. I 
figure she met him when he was East 
at school, and when Ballinger wanted 
the land he brought her out here to 
marry him.

“ Ballinger would do that; he would 
do anything to have his way about a 
thing.

" Well, they’re hooked up all right, 
and now let’s see what good it will do 
them !”

Dallman. of course, was merely 
guessing. His voice lacked the ring 
of conviction. He had not guessed all 
the truth, and his reasoning was ab­
surd.

Yet he was vindictive and unscrtiptl->, 
lous and perhaps dangerous.

Ellen did not listen further. Care­
fully she moved along the stable wall, 
again seeking egress from the blackness 
that inclosed her. Her lips were set 
tightly together, and a fierce hatred 
gripped her. Never had she hated 
anybody as she hated Dallman! She 
was amazed at the intensity of the pas­
sion.

She had been nauseated by the 
spectacle of Jeff beating Dallman with 
the bull whip; and for a time she had 
not been able to think of the scene 
without a shudder of disgust. But if 
there had been a bull whip in her hands 
now—

She saw a light gleaming through the 



blackness somewhere in front of her, 
and she ran toward it.

CHAPTER XIV.
“ THE BEST LAID SCHEMES—”

WHEN Ellen reached the street 
she discovered that she was 
within a few hundred feet of 

the hotel. She had been running, and 
for a few minutes she stood on the 
sidewalk attempting to regain her 
breath and her composure.

She brushed the dust from her cloth­
ing, made certain that her hat was on 
straight, tucked in some wisps of hair 
that had been neglected, and by the 
time she entered the doorway of the 
hotel she felt that, outwardly, she had 
subdued her excitement.

At least the clerk appeared to ob­
serve nothing unusual in her manner 
as she stopped at the desk and smiled 
at him.

“ Man called while you were out,” 
said the clerk. He was leaning over 
the desk, and his gaze seemed to be 
slightly derisive. “ Jim Kellis,” he 
added; “said he'd be in later.”

The news was a shock to her; it en­
raged her. Her contempt for Jim 
Kellis was as great as her amazement 

.that she had ever wasted time in talk­
ing to the man. She had almost for­
gotten that she had ever known him. 
Certainly she never wanted to see him 
again!

She ignored the clerk's reference to 
her caller, and asked him if there was 
a man named Bohnert in the valley. 
She tried not to appear eager, for she 
did not wish to arouse the clerk’s 
curiosity.

“Bohnert?" he said. “Why, yes. 
Sure. Ain't it strange, now? It just 
happened that Bohnert was in here the 
other day. Usually I don’t ask a man 
what his name is, but I saw that this 
fellow was a newcomer, sort of, and so 
I asked him. Sure. Bohnert—one of 
those drv farmers.

“ A Dutchman or a German. A 
Dutchman, most likely. I couldn’t de­
cide which, because I never could catch 
onto their lingo. And I never could 
see any difference between a Dutchman 
and a German, myself. He’s just as 
likely to be one as the other. Names 
don’t mean a lot. There was a fellow 
in here the other day—”

“ Oh,” said Ellen in a'burst of im­
patience, “ I don’t care anything about 
his nationality. I merely wish to know 
where he lives!”

“ Sure. I know where he lives. 
That’s funny, too, isn’t it. We got to 
talking. Usually I don't engage people 
in conversation, but this day maybe I 
felt a little lonesome. Some davs there 
ain’t much doing and time sort of drags 
along. You take to-night, for in­
stance, There ain’t been a soul—”

“ But where does Bohnert live?” 
asked Ellen, ruthlessly interrupting.

“ I’m coming to that,” returned the 
clerk, smiling fatuously. “ As I was 
saying, I don’t talk much. But this 
day I felt like talking, and so I asked 
this, man, this Bohnert, a lot of ques­
tions.

“ He’s a new man out here, I believe 
I told you. A dry farmer. Well, we 
got to talking about dry farming, and 
that's how I came to ask him where his 
place was. Seems he—”

“ Where is his place, please?” inter­
rupted Ellen.

“ Why, it’s just down the valley 
a ways. About seven miles, I think he 
said. Not right straight down the 
valley, but a mile or so east of it. You 
go straight down the valley for about 
five miles, and then you strike a creek. 
Red Creek, I think he said it was.

“Well, there’s a trail leading along 
it. He said if I ever wanted to visit 
him I should turn east just after I 
passed a saguaro forest, and once on 
that trail I couldn’t miss it.”

“ Thank you,” said Ellen.
She crossed the street to the livery 

stable, asked for her horse and was 
presently riding down the street to the 



edge of town. She rode slowly, for 
she observed the hotel clerk and the 
liveryman watching her, until she was 
certain the darkness concealed her, and 
then she wheeled her horse and sent 
him southward, straight down the 
valley.

SHE could not see the trail, but 
trusted to the instinct of the 
animal under her and to the con­

viction that she was following the trail 
Jeff had taken when he had escorted 
her to his father’s house on the night 
of their marriage.

The darkness did not seem to be as 
dense as when she had lost herself by 
stepping off the sidewalk. She could 
see some stars and there was a lumi­
nous haze, faintly blue. No doubt the 
horse could see better than she, for he 
loped steadily forward without guid­
ance.

Ellen had no idea of how to find 
Bohnert’s place, nor did she know what 
she should do once she reached there. 
She could not go boldly to the door of 
Bohnert’s house and tell him what she 
had overheard, nor could she let herself 
be seen by the deputies secreted in the 
stable.

Her only hope of averting the 
tragedy that was sure to follow the ar­
rival of Jeff and his men was to inter­
cept them while they were on their way 
to Bohnert’s. And there would be no 
possibility of intercepting them in the 
darkness unless she chanced to be near 
enough to them to call to them.

She did not know just what hap­
pened when such men as Jeff and his 
friends made a “ raid.” She assumed 
a raid meant violence of some sort, 
and from the conversation between 
Dallman and Hazen she understood 
that Bohnert was to be driven off the 
place he had bought from Dallman.

She was certain, now, that Jeff was 
morally right, although she also sus­
pected that Dallman was adroit enough 
to have the law on his side in all his 
transactions. But whether Jeff was 

right or wrong, she didn’t want him 
killed!

She drew a deep breath of gratitude 
when she became aware that the stars 
were paling and that the haze above her 
was growing brighter. And when a 
yellow, effulgent glow appeared on the 
eastern horizon and spread with in­
credible swiftness up the great arch of 
blue she felt a new reverence for 
nature.

The magic night light disclosed the 
trail, the river beside which she had 
been riding, trees hitherto unseen, and 
presently, as the disk of silver swam 
clear of a mountain peak, the entire' 
valley was disclosed to her.

She brought the horse to a halt and 
scrutinized the glowing levels, the 
great slopes, the high ridges. She 
saw no moving object, and so she 
settled herself more firmly in the saddle 
and gave the horse the rein. The animal 
ran lightly, easily, his hoofs drumming 
with a thunderous rhythm that filled 
her with a strange exaltation.

She met and passed the saguaro 
forest, with its weird and grotesque 
desert sentinels, and saw beyond it a 
faint and narrow beaten path that 
swerved eastward in long undulations 
beside a small stream of water. The 
stream was Red Creek, if the hotel 
clerk’s information was correct, and so 
she took the trail and straightened the 
horse out for a final run.

She was now on the giant upland 
east of the center of the valley and she 
felt the horse slowing its stride. She 
did not urge the animal, for though 
she was impatient to reach Jeff she 
judged that he and his men would not 
appear at Bohnert’s place until later, 
perhaps around midnight.

About a mile up the creek the land in 
the vicinity of the stream began to 
narrow and after awhile Ellen found 

, she was riding through a gorge. On 
both sides of the gorge rose moun­
tainous walls and buttes, and for a 
time the trail ran through a wild mass 
of virgin timber and brush.



She held her breath while riding 
through this section, for down here the 
moonlight did not penetrate and the 
darkness was solemn and oppressive. 
But the gorge widened presently and 
when she reached its end she saw 
stretching before her a moonlit flat.

About half a mile ahead of her was 
a house with a glimmer of light flicker­
ing through a window. She brought 
the horse to a halt and sat rigid in the 
saddle, wondering if the house was 
Bohnert’s.

SHE could not be certain of that. If 
she had taken the right trail there 
could be little doubt that the house 

was Bohnert’s. But if she had been 
wrongly directed and the house was 
not Bohnert’s she would miss Jeff and 
his friends and—

A mental picture of Jeff being shot 
down by the deputies’ rifles flashed 
vividly for an instant, bringing inco­
herence of thought that frightened her. 
She hoped she was not going to become 
panic-stricken in this crisis, and she sat 
there fighting for clarity of vision and 
calmness. Calmness would not come.

She found she was trembling in a 
frenzy of apprehension, and when after 
awhile the torture of inaction assailed 
her she determinedly sent the horse 
scurrying down the trail toward the 
house. She meant to go straight to 
the stable to see if Hazen’s deputies 
were there.

While she was riding she could 
manufacture some sort of an excuse to 
explain her presence at Bohnert’s. No 
matter what explanation she made they 
would have to accept if. They would 
not dare to harm her.

The flat was not very- wide. She 
could see the entire length and breadth 
of it. No horsemen were visible. The 
trail she was riding was straight 
through'the center and the moonlight 
was now so bright that she could be 
seen bv any one who might be con­
cealed in the wooded slopes surround­
ing her.

Jeff and his men might be hidden 
somewhere close at hand, waiting a 
convenient time to raid Bohnert’s place, 
but if Jeff and his men were around 
they either did not see her or were 
disregarding her.

When she drew nearer she observed 
that Bohnert’s house faced the creek. 
It was a small house, containing, she 
estimated, not more than three rooms. 
It was built of logs, but had a shingled 
roof and a small porch.

The light she had seen was in the 
kitchen, and it was still burning as she 
passed it at a little distance and rode 
toward the stable, which was a smcfll 
building situated about three or four 
hundred feet from the house.

There were several giant cottonwood 
trees between the stable and the house, 
a great many pines and fir-balsam and 
junipers and small pecans surrounding 
the stable, and so the moonlight did 
not strike her as she rode close to the 
building and dismounted.

She heard no sound. She led her 
horse close to a small juniper, tied it 
and turned to be smothered in the 
strong grasp of a man who had sud­
denly materialized from- the darkness 
in the timber.

His sinewy arms were holding her 
so tightly that she could not move, and 
her face was buried in his shoulder so 
deeply that her startled gasp was al­
most inaudible.

The man laughed low and mocking­
ly, still holding her so tightly that .she 
could only wriggle impotently. But she 
did kick at his legs in an effort to force 
him to release her.

“ You’re caught,” he laughed. “ Go 
easv. No use of kicking!’’

Jeff!
Her heart fluttered wildly for an in­

stant, and for an instant she was rigid, 
straining to free herself so that she 
might attempt to see his face. Then 
she relaxed, sobbed once, convulsively, 
and was still.

Jeff must have felt her weight, for 
he loosened his grasp, pushed her back 



a little and peered intently at her, seek­
ing her face in the shadows. She felt 
his arms stiffen, heard his voice, a 
hoarse whisper:

“ Hell! It’s Ellen 1”
He pushed her farther away and 

held her at arm’s length, rigidly, al­
most savagely, she thought. He was 
amazed, incredulous, for his voice be­
trayed him.

“ You !” he said. You!” His voice 
changed instantly to mockery. “ I 
“ I thought you’d be on your way East 
by this time!”

There was a note of elation in the 
mockery. She detected it and exulted. 
He could not see the light in her eyes.

"\TO," she said, forcing calmness.
“ Oh, no. On the contrary you 
observe that I am gadding 

about the country alone, as usual.”
He released her and stood motion­

less, peering at her, trying to see her 
face.

“ Seems you’ve got that habit,” he 
said gruffly. But I can’t understand 
why you have gadded in this direction.”

“ Yes,” she said, “ I believe there are 
times when you don’t understand very 
well. I don’t believe you ever will un­
derstand.”

“ What are you driving at?”
She laughed, knowing that he should 

understand that her gadding to the 
Bohnert place could not be accidental. 
She wondered if he really did believe 
that she was in the habit of wandering 
aimlessly about the country!

“ I presume it isn’t much—to you,” 
she said. “ But you see, I got into 
Randall this afternoon. Just after 
dark I went out to do some shopping. 
I got lost and wandered around among 
the buildings in the town’s back yard 
for quite awhile. While I was lost I 
overheard Hazen and Dallman talking 
about you.

“ They were saying they had a trap 
laid for you. Four deputies in the 
Bohnert stable, who were to shoot you 
on sight. I just thought I would ride 

over here and try to warn you. That 
is all.”

“ You rode all that distance alone?” 
he said, his voice tense.

“ Why, yes. There was no one to 
send. I have no friends in Randall.”

“ Hm,” said Jeff. “ Shucks.” He 
laughed lowly and spoke to her again. 
“ Would you like to see how Hazen’s 
kind of law has fared to-night?”

She felt one of his hands gripping 
her arm and she was led around a cor­
ner, through a door and into the stable.

Half a dozen men, their faces 
masked with handkerchiefs, were in­
side. Some were standing, others were 
lounging on a pile of straw in a corner. 
But all were facing Ellen; she could 
see their eyes glittering in the light 
from a lantern that stood on the dirt 
floor near them.

Ellen gazed wonderingly at Jeff and 
he placed an admonishing finger to his 
lips. Then he quickly covered his own 
face with a handkerchief, drew still an­
other from a pocket of his shirt and 
covered Ellen’s face so that merely her 
eyes and a little of her forehead were 
visible under her hat.

And now, peering deeper into the 
shadows beyond the light, Ellen saw 
four other men. They were in a stall. 
They were facing the manger and their 
backs were toward her, but she divined 
they were Hazen’s deputies. Four 
rifles were on the floor behind them; 
in a corner on some straw were several 
heavy Colt revolvers and two long- 
bladed knives.

Ellen observed that the men were 
bound together. Their hands were 
tied behind them, and their necks were 
encircled by four loops made in a sin­
gle rope, so that one man could not 
walk without taking the others with 
him.

THE atmosphere of the stable 
seemed to be heavy with a grim 
humor. Nobody laughed; there 

was not the slightest sound, and yet 
Ellen’s impression was that the eyes 



which were regarding her were gleam­
ing with an emotion akin to mirth, or 
at least with appreciation of the grim 
comedy that was being enacted.

Comedy it must be, of course, or 
Jeff would not have brought her into 
the stable to exhibit his captives. But 
she well knew that Hazen had planned 
a tragedy. Jeff and his friends had 
averted it and were now enjoying their 
victory. How had they captured the 
deputies? A smiling devil lurked in 
Jeff's eyes as he watched her. What 
other mischief was he meditating?

Jeff made a sign to one of his friends 
and the six instantly moved toward the 
men in the stall. Jeff gently ushered 
Ellen through the door which she had 
entered and, standing outside in the 
shadows of the trees removed the hand­
kerchief from her face. He merely 
pulled his own down so that it encir­
cled his neck.

“ Hazen’s deputies are not so blood­
thirsty now,” he said,

“You knew they were here! You 
must have known!” she said.

“ Sure.”
“ Then I rode over here for noth­

ing.”
“ Well,” he said, “ you couldn’t help 

it that we knew. Your intentions were 
the best. We thank you, of course. 
But you shouldn’t have come. This is 
a man’s country, you know, and if a 
man isn’t able to take care of himself 
he'd better not stay here.”

There was a sound that seemed to 
come from the other side of the stable. 
A door banged open.

There came a shuffling noise, curs­
ing. Then from the shadows around 
the stable the four captives appeared, 
walking away from the building in sin­
gle file, the connecting rope still looped 
around their necks. Jeff’s friends were 
walking behind them and the cavalcade 
moved slowly eastward, out into the 
moonlight beyond the trees.

“ What are they going to do with 
those men?” asked Ellen, dreading.

“ They won’t do as much to them 

as they’d have done to us if they’d had 
their way,” answered Jeff, “They’re 
hoofing it back to Randall. The trail 
they’re taking will cover ten miles. 
One of the boys will march behind 
them until they come in sight of town, 
so they won’t try to break loose. Hazen 
will appreciate that.”

“ What have you done to Bohnert ?” 
she questioned.

“ Bohnert! Why, Bohnert went 
away to-night. He found that Wade 
Dallman had sold him something 
that Dallman didn’t have any right to 
sell.

“ He admitted he had made a mis­
take in not heeding a warning he’d got 
to the effect that the land is owned by 
some one who don’t want to sell it just 
now, and so he decided that he wouldn’t 
object to the real owner taking pos­
session.”

“ There wasn't any violence?”
“ No. Bohnert was sensible. He 

was mighty eager to oblige.”
“ There is a light in the house,” she 

reminded.
“ Yes. We left that burning so that 

in case Hazen came snooping around 
he'd think nothing had happened. But 
there’ll be more light pretty soon.”

Ellen gasped.
“ Do you mean that you are go­

ing to burn the buildings?” she 
asked.

“ Sure. If we'd leave them here 
Dallman would soon sell them to an­
other dry farmer. We’ve got to re­
move temptation from Dallman’s 
path.”

“ Isn’t it rather ridiculous for big, 
strong men to go about in the darkness 
setting fire to buildings?" she said 
scornfully.

“ We’ve got to have some pleasure,” 
he mocked.

“ Oh, then you take pleasure in these 
—er—depredations ?”

“ Look here,” he said, “ you’re de­
liberately trying to ride me. This isn’t 
boys’ play, though it may seem like 



that to you. But I think you know a 
damned sight better than to think that. 
We’re fighting' for what belongs to us. 
Do you think Hazen put those deputies 
in the stable just to play hide and go 
seek with us?"

He turned and faced the house. 
Ellen heard a crackling sound and 
faced about also, to see tongues of 
flame shooting up inside the kitchen. 
The faces of several men were revealed 
by the flames. The faces were lean, 
bronzed, grim, but not villainous.

Through the windows of the house 
Ellen could see Gargantuan shadows 
cast upon the walls by the men’s bodies 
as they busied themselves setting their 
fires. Taller shadows flitted here and 
there upon the ground outside the 
house.

At a distance, in a clearing. Ellen 
could see the deputies filing away, dis­
tinct in the moonlight, followed by a 
rider with a rifle resting in the crook 
of an arm. Xo: this was not a boys’ 
game. The shadow of death was here.

The flames were now roaring. Ellen 
turned to see Jeff watching her.

Well," he said. " that’s about all.

The show is over. It isn’t likely that 
the light from this fire will be seen in 
Randall, for there’s a high ridge be­
tween, and quite a stretch of timber. 
But it’s just as well to be on the safe 
side. Hop on your horse. I’ll take 
you back to Randall.’’

Ellen mounted and rode away with 
him. Twice before they reached the 
gorge where the fire would be hidden 
from them Ellen looked back. Now 
the stable was also burning. She 
glanced at Jeff. He was staring 
straight ahead, and his face was ex­
pressionless.

She had hoped to place him in her 
debt and had not succeeded. She won­
dered if he really thanked her for what 
■she had tried to do for him. She could 
not tell. But of one thing she was 
certain. When he had recognized her 
there in the shadows of the stable there 
had been something in his voice that 
closely resembled delight.

She was not prepared to decide defi­
nitely, but it was something—some­
thing which would not have been there 
if he disliked her. A tremor of satis­
faction ran over her.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK

u u u u
Double Crossed

I
gEVERAL years ago the Hawaiian authorities imported from the Philip­

pine Islands a raft of mongooses—not mongeese—which were turned loose 
in the hills of Oahu, the third largest island of the Hawaiian group and, since 
the city of Honolulu is located there, the most important. The duty of the 
mongooses was to exterminate the rats with which this beautiful isle was 
infested. For, as it was pointed out, a mongoose is a fearless little creature 
and will attack and kill even the most poisonous snakes. Rats, then, should 
be easy pickings for a mongoose.

But much to the chagrin of the authorities, the four-legged killers con­
scientiously objected to kill. Very much on the contrary. They made friends 
with the slithering rodents, cast in their lot with them, and—intermarried! 
Consequently, the Island of Oahu now is not only well populated with rats, 
but likewise with hybrids—half-breeds, which are part rat and part mongoose.

John N. Stanton.



Retribution
Justice is blind and sometimes smites the in­

nocent—but the mills of the gods grind 
slowly, surely, and exceedingly small

By CLAY PERRY

1 stood with a flag in front of the little shack 
where the real guard hung out with a rifle

State’s Prison, 
July 4, 192—

HIS is my confession. I am sit­
ting in my cell and writing it 
to-day because of the holiday. 

We grays are not allowed liberty to­
day, for fear we might rig a mob and 
make a break. They only have chapel, 
like on Sunday, and read the Declara­
tion of Independence and the Pre­
amble to the Constitution to show us 
grays all men are created free and 
equal and to make us ashamed of our 
crimes and help us to reform.

I am confessing because, if I did not 
nobodv would know who it was com­
mitted this thing they call a crime. It 
is not a crime—but it is turning out 
wrong.

This all begun ’way back when we 
was kids and went to school together 
in the little town near Coneyville, 
where we all three lived. There used 
to be a picture on the schoolroom wall

of Dante and Beatrice. That was why 
1 called Her “ Beatrice ”—but I was 
no Dante. I was just a crude kid that 

■ was crazy about Her; and all there is 
■ between me and Dante was that he im- 
, agined Hell, and I’ve been through it.

In that place there was Upper Town 
and Lower Town, and you lived in one 
part or the other. I lived in Lower 
Town. She and John lived in Upper 
Town. But we all went to the same 
school and was taught that all men is 
created free and equal. But the world 
ain’t built that way; when you get out 

; of school you find out. You can’t buck 
• the game.
, It looked to me like I had as good 
I a start as he did. He was going to 
I law school when he finished high 
682



school, and I was going to be an in­
ventor. I always hung around my 
old man’s shop, and I learned to fix 
almost everything, like the old man 
could. He was a jack-of-all-trades, 
but he used to say: “ Men like me 
won’t last long, because they turn men 
out in cast-iron molds now.”

He meant the mills of Lower Town; 
he was bitter about ’em. My mother 
came of a family from Upper Town, 
and then she married the old man, and 
she never went back into Upper Town. 
She was great about it, but she got 
sickly, and then, the next thing I knew, 
the old man got careless around a bad 
horse. He was kicked in the spine.

Beatrice didn’t want me to quit 
school. She said I ought to get a edu­
cation, even if I had to sacrifice. But 
what could I sacrifice, except to let the 
old folks starve or go to the county 
hospital? And what good would a edu­
cation do me that way? I just had to 
go to it at the shop and make out the 
best I could.

Being an inventor in school, and 
being a tinker out of it, was different. 
You see, the Upper Town run the 
Lower Town, which did the dirty work 
in the mills, and John’s father was 
head of the mill company, and John 
would inherit the property. I would 
inherit a little wooden shack of a 
shop. That was where John and I 
started out being unequal—when we 
was born; but I didn’t think so yet, 
because I felt just as good as he was, 
even if he could afford to learn to 
dance and I couldn’t, and even if he 
owned the first auto in town. W ell, I 
was the first fellow to fix up an auto.

John always called me Jim, like it 
didn’t make fto difference and Beatrice 
called me Jim too, but when John come 
back from college he begun to call me 
Rawlings, my last name, when he brung 
his auto around to be fixed. By this 
time I had a boy to help at the shop and 
a girl at the house. Pa was dead from 
the hips down, and Ma couldn’t get out 
of bed either.

I used to see Her once in awhile, 
generally when John drove down to 
have a tire patched, with Her in the 
seat—and he would talk to Her as if 
I wasn’t there. I guess it was this 
made me grab the chance to buy his 
old car when he ordered a new one.

It was good business, too, if I was 
going to fix autos. I told him I could 
not pay cash for it, but he said I could 
have it for two hundred down. He al­
ready owed me half of that, and I 
signed a note for the rest at the bank 
where his old man was president. They 
said his old man was sore when John 
got his new car, and raised hell about 
paying for it. It cost ten thousand. I 
did not think much about that, because 
the day before my note came due my 
Ma died.

I FORGOT all about the note. Well, 
the bank didn’t. They had took a 
mortgage om the shop, and my car 

was busted from driving like hell over 
to Coneyville to get a doctor when Ma 
got took bad.

The bank foreclosed on the mort­
gage, and, what was worse, locked and 
sealed the shop so I couldn’t even do 
repair jobs. When I kicked they ad­
vised me to get a lawyer. I didn’t do 
nothing; I was too busted up.

They was a reason why they jumped 
me, all right. Just two days before Ma 
died they had some trouble at the bank 
with the time lock on the vault. My 
old man had rigged the clock, and they 
sent to see if he could tell them how 
to open it. He was cranky about it.

He told them he would tell me how 
to open it. It was part of my stock 
in trade, he said, rigging locks and get­
ting ’em open when they got cranky. 
And I did the job easy, too. But the 
bank wouldn’t do no favors for me on 
the mortgage, you see, after that.

The day after I was foreclosed 
Beatrice happened by and saw me sit­
ting on the steps. She called me to the 
gate and said how sorry she was about 
Ma and everything, and why didn’t I 



ask John to help me out. Or she would 
ask him, because he was going to be 
a lawyer and would like the experience. 
I was just fool enough to ask him, and 
he just laughed and said he would take 
my case for the experience and the hell 
of it.

Then, that same day, in the after­
noon, I met Beatrice on the street, and 
she wanted me to make her some good, 
strong steel knitting needles for her 
crowd that was all knitting socks for 
soldiers. She said the ones from the 
stores bent or broke too easy.

It was war time, and I had wanted 
to go myself, but what could I do, with 
the old man on my hands? Anyway, I 
thought, I can make needles to knit 
socks for soldiers, needles that would 
not bend or break.

The old man went blooey from the 
neck up, after Ma died. I kept quiet to 
him about the mortgage and all, and 
my case about the mortgage never 
come up at all. The very next night 
after they sealed my shop the bank was 
entered and robbed of seven thousand 
dollars from the vault—and whoever 
did it got it open without ringing the 
alarm, and got away slick and clean.

I was in Coneyville, in my car, where 
I had gone looking for a job, when 
they got me. Nobody would believe I 
hadn’t done it, except Beatrice. She 
come to the lockup twice to see me, and 
I had to tell her to keep away or people 
would talk.

The next day Jolin came. He was, 
in a way, already my lawyer, but I was 
surprised the way he jumped in at me.

Now, I want you to tell me the 
whole story,” he says. “ The truth. 
That’s the only way I can help you out 
of this.”

“ Why, I didn’t rob the bank, and I 
don't know a thing about it,” I says. 
“ That’s the truth.”

“ So that’s your story?” he asks, with 
a cagy look.

“ That’s the truth.”
“ I’ve kept my mind open, Raw­

lings,” he says. “ In spite of the ev­

idence they have against you. The law 
says a man must always be presumed 
innocent until he’s proved guilty.”

“ I’ll be innocent if they prove me 
guilty,” I come back, “ and you can 
just put that down ”—he had a pad and 
pencil. “ I know why they think I 
robbed the vault. It was because I 
knew how to open it, but I can prove 
I wasn’t near the bank after I did that 
for ’em.”

“ An alibi, eh ? But you made some 
bad mistakes, Rawlings,” he says, his 
lips tight and his eyes small and sharp. 
“ You left the skeleton keys in the shop 
and they’ve got them—with your 
finger-prints on ’em and on the vault 
door. You’d have to prove all those 
finger-prints were made the time you 
opened the vault under their eyes. It’s 
a double-edged alibi, Rawlings. Maybe 
we can think of something else. It’s 
little things that count. Think!”

I stared at him. “ Why, I left that 
ring of keys on the bench in the shop,” 
I says, “ two days before this robbery, 
and the shop was locked and sealed 
right after I left ’em there.”

“ Ah! But the seal and lock were 
broken,” John snaps out.

“ Is that so ? Then somebody broke 
the seal and lock and got the keys to 
make it look like I did the job, eh?”

“ But only your finger-prints were 
on the keys,” he half whispers.

I was stalled.
“ Finger-prints,” he went on, “ are 

about the best circumstantial evidence 
in the world. Almost as good as an 
eyewitness, and better sometimes, be­
cause they don’t lie. Now, who knew 
enough about you and the keys and the 
vault lock to do the job without rub­
bing off your finger-prints' or putting 
on new ones?”

“^VTELL,” I says sarcastic, “no- 
yy body but my old man.”

“ Rawlings,” he says, with 
his face all screwed up and stern, “ you 
oughtn’t to say that. Your father is 
beyond suspicion—or arrest—for any 



crime. He died about midnight, the 
night of the robbery.”

“ Well,” I said, “ then he’s got an 
alibi, anyhow, that they can’t break and 
it helps spoil mine. I’m getting wise. 
I was afraid the old man wouldn’t want 
to hang around much longer—after 
Ma died.”

I didn’t want to talk to him any 
more.

“ My advice to you, Rawlings,” he 
went on, “ is to plead guilty and offer 
to make restitution.”

It took me a long time to get that. 
Then I had to laugh. He thought I 
had planted that seven grand! And he 
said he had an open mind! Well, if 
he did, then I didn’t have a Chinaman’s 
chance with a jury.

“ It’s the only consideration under 
which I’ll take your case at all,” he 
says.

Well, after the grand jury hung it 
on me, good and strong, the case come 
up in Superior Court, in Coneyville. 
I didn’t have a lawyer, but the court 
said they would assign one to defend 
me. I got up and said no, I wanted to 
plead guilty. The judge called me up 
to the bench and talked to me. And 
when I admitted I wasn’t really guilty, 
but thought that was the best way out 
of it, the judge made me have a law­
yer, anyway. It didn’t do no good.

“ You have been given the full pro­
tection of the law, young man.” the 
judge said. “ It appears that you must 
even be protected against yourself. 
You appear to believe, because you 
have got yourself into trouble, that 
every man’s hand is against you and 
that society owes you something.

“ On the contrary, society must be 
protected from you. It is only because 
of your youth and the tragedy which, 
I understand, came into your life at 
about the time of this robbery that I 
am going to be lenient with you. I am 
going to give you an indeterminate 
sentence.

“ I do this, too, because you are 
pleading guilty, which saves the Com­

monwealth the expense of a trial. The 
duration of your sentence depends en­
tirely upon yourself. The sooner your 
conscience tells you what to do, the 
better chance you will have of becom­
ing a free man again. Your sentence 
is to State's Prison.”

I never opened my mouth at all. I 
thought it was too late. I knew what 
the judge was driving at. Restitution. 
I had got hold of a dictionary and 
looked that up, and I knew what that 
meant. It meant, restoring what had 
been taken away. Seven grand!

It was only afterward, at the jail, 
that I realized just what had happened 
to me. They let me have a newspaper, 
without clipping it, since I was sen­
tenced already and only waiting to be 
brought over here to stir, fifteen miles 
from Coneyville. In the paper I was 
in the headlines.

It told about me, as if I had dreamed 
it, about how I took advantage of con­
fidence placed in me by bank officials 
to get the lay of the land for the rob­
bery and using my expert knowledge 
of locks and keys, got in. easily and 
then tried to make a get-away in a car, 
but was nabbed at Coneyville.

It said that, at first, I was defiant 
and refused to talk, but that through 
the influence of a public-spirited 
fledgling lawyer, a schoolmate, I had 
been induced to plead guilty, and it was 
thought I would make restitution.

The article then switched back to the 
grand jury report. I ran acrost my 
name again. It said that, in my case, 
only one witness had been summoned, 
except the officer that arrested me. It 
didn't give names, but it did say: “ It 
is understood that this one witness 
might have been the star witness for 
the State if the case had gone to trial.”

I didn’t quite get that, at first. I 
read the paper all through while I was 
just waiting. The wise ones tell me, 
here, that they can read between the 
lines of a newspaper. I never knew 
that then. But I ran acrost a little 
item that said John was a law student 



in a Coneyville lawyer’s office now, and 
that he would soon be all ready to get 
his admission to the bar and be a full- 
fledged lawyer.

I figured that out, then. He was 
only a “ fledgling ” lawyer now. He 
only made believe he was going to be 
my lawyer. He could not have been 
my lawyer!

I’ve saved that paper and I’ve read 
it every day since. I keep it rolled in 
rubber in my mouth to save it from 
being stripped off me. It will be 
pinned to the last page of this confes­
sion. It will give you John’s full name. 
But maybe you won’t need it. You’ll 
know.

{BEGAN to take my rap three days 
after I pleaded. Beatrice didn’t 
come to the jail. Well, I had said 

I was guilty myself. I couldn’t blame 
Her.

John got to be a lawyer. Inside of 
two years he become prominent in 
politics, too. He had the pull. He 
got appointed district court justice.

And then he got married—to Her.
God, I had felt that coming! Her 

people was old-timers. He needed 
that stuff in his game. It helped him 
get what he wanted. He got it, too. 
He went up to the bench of the 
Superior Court—not the way I did, but 
behind it, with a robe on.

Well, things seemed just to travel in 
a circle; because, the queer part of it 
was, the judge that sent me up died 
and John got the place he left. It took 
him ten years to get there, and all that 
time I was in stir, fifteen miles away, 
and he was married to Her and I 
couldn’t help it. Yes, it was just like 
a big circle, being drawn by two hands, 
coming together from opposite direc­
tions.

I got in with a wise mob and framed 
up a plea to be sprung out of stir. 
There was two grays doing a ten 
stretch while I was doing my when 
stretch—that’s what indeterminate 
means—and they wanted me to do a 

job with them because I was a lock 
lifter.

I was a trusty, too, and helped the 
head electrician here, and learned how 
to use the juice. I rigged some 
skeletons they could use to spring their 
cell locks, which did no harm except 
they would have a head start if we 
rigged a break some time.

This mob had a lawyer outside that 
would do things for a stir-bug on tick 
and split their first crack with them 
when they come out on a job. This 
mob wised me up to say in my petition 
that I would make restitution if I 
could find the plant I had made from 
the bank job, which was now supposed 
to be covered by the ruins of a fire, and 
that I couldn’t trust the cops for fear 
of being double crossed with the stir­
bugs and beaned for the swag.

Matter of fact, these grays wouldn’t 
believe I hadn’t cracked that vault for 
seven grand, or else why did I take 
and plead guilty ? They thought I was 
just laying low—but they couldn’t fig- 
ger what good my when stretch was 
doing at all. Neither could I. That 
judge had me trapped all right. And 
then he up and died.

Well, this crook lawyer had got the 
petition framed up all right and what 
happened, do you think, but John got 
the appointment from the Governor 
and took the place the other judge left! 
I told about that. That’s part of the 
circle.

A year went by without any word. 
But I knew what had happened. John 
wasn’t going to let me out. I was 
wise—I hadn’t spent eleven years in 
stir with the grays for nothing. For 
one thing, I wasn’t afraid of stir any 
more. I could wait for my break for 
a long, long time without feeling bad 
about it now.

My break come all of a sudden. They 
shoved a bunch of us onto the road. 
They was laying a new concrete road 
between here and Coneyville, and the 
legislature voted to make it a State 
job and use men from the prison on 



it. I put in a bid for a chance at it, on 
the excuse I wanted outdoor exercise; 
and, being a trusty, I got away with it.

They give us overall suits and caps 
and canvas gloves, so we would look 
like ordinary laborers. They didn't 
want everybody to know where us 
grays was working, on account of poli­
tics. But all a man would have to do 
the first few days we was out was look 
at our faces. - You get a sort of color 
here. I wanted some of the other kind 
before I made the next break I was 
planning.

They took us to the far end of the 
job and put us into a camp fixed up like 
war prison camps you see in the pic­
tures, with barbed wire tangled all 
around it—and a live wire running 
through the tangle. It was at Willow 
Corners, halfway between Coneyville 
and the old home town.

It seemed funny to be working on 
that road I’d traveled so many times, 
and to ride past the courthouse in 
Coneyville, where I got mine, and to see 
how much the same, and yet how dif­
ferent, things was. You wouldn't 
think they would be so many autos. 
They was so many they built the road 
half and half so they wouldn’t stop 
traffic.

After the first two weeks I got a 
soft job with a pick. They made me 
flag guard for the traffic. I stood out 
in front of the little shack where the 
real guard hung out, with a rifle inside 
and his eyes open, and gave a red flag 
to the last car that went through and 
took it back again from the last car 
in the bunch from the other direction. 
It was easy, except, two or three times 
I looked up and found I was handing 
the flag to somebody I used to know— 
but nobody knew me.

I never thought I might see Her. It 
almost knocked me off my dogs to 
reach out and take a flag out of a white 
hand that was put out the window of a 
big closed car—and it was Her, I 
almost ducked, but she looked straight 
at me, and I stood like a stone.

John was driving the car and didn’t 
pay no attention to me. I wouldn’t 
have known him if Beatrice hadn’t been 
there. He had growed a little pointed 
beard and he looked twenty years older 
than he was. Well, I suppose I did, 
too. Her face was older, too, but 
more as if she had got wise—too wise.

HE parked the car alongside the 
works and talked to the boss, a 
State man. I don’t know about 

just what myself, but a gray that was 
bending those twisted steel reenforcing 
rods near the car, he told some of the 
other grays that “ the old guy with the 
pretty wife was fishing for info, and 
he said he’d have convict labor off this 
road or break the man that sprung it.” 

Well, the news spread and some of 
the grays was wild. When they asked 
me about it, because they knew I used 
to live near here, I said, yes, I knowed 
him; that he was a judge and boss of 
the county machine. Those grays 
loved their outside work, and don’t you 
ever think they didn’t. But what could 
they do? Pound sand.

We doped it out we’d be back in 
stone shade again if John had his way. 
I thought it was time for me to quit 
waiting for breaks to come my way and 
make a break for myself.

I got hold of three grays that was 
with me strong and told them I had 
something on the old guy if they’d 
help me spring it. It was all I had to 
offer, but it worked. They loved their 
work.

All I wanted-'was eight hours. It 
was only eight miles to Coneyville by 
road; about six by a crossroad through 
the woods that I knew. The guards 
had little shacks at the four corners of 
the yard, outside the wire. They slept 
at night, because of the live wire and 
barbed wire and bug lights every 
twenty yards all around camp. But they, 
turned us out at midnight for a count, 
to make sure.

I felt good. The hard work had 
helped me. then the soft job had let 



me limber up. My hands was all right. 
I only had to wait for a dark night.

It come two nights later. Kind of 
rainy and the clouds low, no moon or 
stars, hazy over the flat country and 
the woods. I had got a steel reeforc- 
ing rod hid in the grass behind the 
shack I slept in and I had loosened a 
board alongside my bunk so it would 
come off easy. One of the grays who 
bunked next to me was going to answer 
my number on the midnight wake and 
say I was sick. I had played off being 
hit by the muggy heat that afternoon.

I got ready to spring myself out of 
camp as soon as the lights went out in­
side. I had it all fixed in fifteen min­
utes, my bedclothes rolled up like I was 
in ’em, the board off and me outside, 
and the board back. I crawled to where 
the. long rod was and laid on my back.

It took me twenty minutes to scrape 
the insulation off in two places, one on 
each of the live wires that carried juice 
for the bug lights. The rod had sharp 
edges on it. I stuck it in the ground, 
then, so it would flop back and forth 
between the live wires and make the 
bugs flicker and cast queer shadows. 
Then it was easy to find the high-ten­
sion wire in the barbs and ground it in 
two places and wiggle between the 
ground terminals into the brush out­
side.

It was easy. When I got to Coney­
ville, near enough to see the tall tower 
on the courthouse, it was five minutes 
to twelve. Pretty late, but not too late 
for me to do business, I thought. The 
newspapers had told me where John 
lived. I got to it over back streets.

There was one room lighted up on 
the first floor, one room on the second 
floor, and almost as if I had X-ray 
eves I could tell that John was down­
stairs in his study and that She was 
upstairs in Her room.

I sneaked across the lawn and looked 
through a window, behind a tall bush. 
I looked into a combination office and 
library, with shelves and a desk and 
some easy chairs, a couch, a fireplace.

In the middle of the room was a big 
table, with a nice lamp on it—but some­
thing else got into my eyes right away.

It sort of took the starch out of me, 
for a minute. I was all sweat when I 
put my hand to my face and I was 
breathing hard. It was what laid un­
der the lamp, on the table, that got me. 
I hadn't wanted to see Her at all, but 
this made me think of Her and of how 
Her face had looked when She handed 
me out the flag at the guard shack on 
the road.

I got a slant at John, sitting in a 
high-backed chair at his desk, which 
was against the wall, so his back was 
to the hall door. It was open; I could 
see a dim light in the hall, and the front 
door was open, too, because of the 
muggy night; there was only a screen. 
With that pointed beard and the way 
it changed him and with his head part 
bald, he didn’t look like the man I 
wanted.

I couldn’t help thinking, though, that 
it was John, just the same, and I 
thought: “ What poor devil is he fixing 
to send up now? I wonder if he even 
looked at my petition. I wonder if he 
has got it here?”

This give me something to work on, 
to sort of take my mind off them things 
under the lamp. I didn’t want to look 
at them or to think about them too 
much. I went to the front door, then, 
taking my shoes off on the grass, and 
opened th.e screen without making a 
sound. I stepped inside and through 
the door of his room.

He didn’t move, except to turn a 
page of something on his desk. I had 
to pass close to the table to get to him 
and I couldn’t keep my eyes off them 
things. I went to pick orfe up—then I 
remembered—finger-prints.

1HAD my canvas gloves in my pocket 
where I’d put them after getting 
through with the “ hot ” wires, and 

I put one of them on and picked one 
of the needles out of the ball of yarn 
and looked at it, close. It was just 



what I thought. It was one of the very 
same steel knitting needles I had made 
for Her. eleven years ago.

Them needles was a foot long and 
wouldn’t bend or break unless you put 
them in a vise and hammered them. 
That was the way I had made them, 
in the shop, just a little while before 
I was locked out of it. It looked al­
most like She might have left them 
there on purpose.

I stuck one end of the needle through 
the folds of the stiff glove and then 
wrapped the glove around it. Then I 
stepped over behind John. The chair 
he sat in had a high back, with little 
holes carved into it, and I stuck that 
long needle through one of them and 
against his back on the left side, just 
under the shoulder blade; and I said:

“ Don’t move or make a sound. I’ve 
got a stiletto on you and it’s got a blade 
a foot long and sharp as a needle.”

The smooth, sharp point went 
through his smoking jacket or whatever 
it was. and against his flesh, and he kept 
still, except to squirm a little.

“Make your hands off them .papers 
and let me see what they are,” I says, 
thinking maybe it was some kind of 
frame-up against us grays working the 
road. “Don’t put your hands down; 
keep them up on the desk.”

He spread his hands apart, and I see 
they was shaking already. When I 
saw the papers it give me a start. It 
was mv own petition. It looked as if 
it had been handled a lot, all wrinkled 
and'rubbed, something like the news­
paper that I read so much.

“ Well,” I says, “ it looks like you 
was getting ready to spring me. It’s 
kinda late. I don’t know as I want to 
get out now. They have got me down 
for seven grand—for restitution. How 
the hell do you think I can dig that 
up ?”

“You—” he begun, in a strangled 
voice and trying to turn his head and 
see me, but I pricked him a little harder 
with the knitting needle.

“ Quiet I” I says. “ Yes, it’s me, Jim 

Rawlings, with an eleven-year stretch' 
back of me—for the work you did, 
John.” .

He give a sort of shiver, but he sat 
still. I wanted to see his face better. I 
made him lean forward touching the 
desk so that I could set one end of the 
needle into the wood of the chair back. 
I put the glove into my pocket. I 
hadn’t touched the needle with my bare 
fingers once. Now he sat. with one 
end pricking him, as far forward as he 
could lean, his chest jammed against 
the edge of the desk.

To the left of him was the fireplace, 
that jutted out into the room and made 
a little alcove, near one side of his desk. 
I stepped into that alcove, where I 
could look at him and he could look at 
me. but nobody could see me from the 
door, if they come. ,

“ I’ve got a rod in my pocket,” I 
says to him. with my right hand 
bunched and forefinger pointing, in my 
coat pocket. “ Hold that pose and 
look at me. Don’t move your body; 
twist your neck. Do you remember 
seeing me lately?”

He rolled his eyes up. His face was 
as gray as mine had used to be. His 
eyes looked sick. He shook his head.

“ Try to think,” I says, “ of the little 
things. Where, outside of prison 
would you expect to see a convict work­
ing, nowadays?”

His lips slacked open, but he couldn’t 
say nothing.

“ On the State road job,” I says for 
him, “ with a red flag in his hand. Get 
it?”

He groaned and nodded.
“ Maybe that’s why you’re so set 

against convict labor on the roads, eh? 
You might see me—or She might.”

He wrinkled his forehead as if the 
needle was sticking into him, bad. I 
was going to stick things into him, all 
right.

“ But first,” I went on, “ that’s why 
you held up my petition and’ wouldn’t 
spring me out after you got to be judge. 
Not even when you see that I offered 



to make restitution, when it was you 
that told me, long ago, that if I made 
restitution, you’d help me.”

1 He was sweating now. It stood out 
in little drops on his face and run down 
his nose and dripped onto the petition. 
[That made me grin.

i “ Well, I made up my mind,” I said, 
“that I’d make you sweat for that— 
and all the rest.”

“ I—I was going to—sign the peti­
tion,” he whispered, stuttering. “ I just 
got it out—” He licked his lips and 
they was shivering as if he was cold. 
“ She—asked me to," he gulped out.

“ I thought so," I says,, soft and low. 
“ I thought so. And I don’t want you 
to sigil it. It won't do me qny good. 
But I got another thing for you to do. 
The convicts want to work on the road, 
whqre they can get a little sun and wind 
and a look at the sky. Get busy about 
that.”

He fumbled for a pen and some pa­
per. He knew what I wanted.

“ Write it to the warden,” I suggest­
ed, “ and make it strong. Put it in an 
envelope, address it, seal it, and give it 
to me to mail.

“ And now,” I says, shoving the let­
ter in my pocket, “ I’m going to .ask 
you a question. Answer it with your 
head, up or sidewise.. You used your 
head to get what you wanted, John. 
Use it now. And remember, I’ve got 
my gat on you—and the knife is back 
of you, fastened in a little hollow; in 
the back of the chair.”

(STOPPED talking, quick, because-
I caught the sound of a door open­
ing upstairs, then soft footsteps com- 

ins' down. I backed ,into the alcove 
and whispered to him.

“ Keep Her out! This is between 
you and me. Make believe you are 
busy.”

He batted his eyelids and I knew he 
Was too scared not to play right.

“ John,” come Her voice at the door, 
a voice that went through me—like a 
needle, it was so soft and sad and tired.

“ Pardon me for disturbing you, but 
I left my knitting—”

“ Get out!” he snaps at Her, so sav­
age I almost jumped. “ Those damned 
knitting needles have got me crazy 
enough. Get out!”

“Why, John!” She gasps. “I’m 
sorry, John, that they—”

“The hell you are!” he bursts out. 
“ I know who made them and you’re 
asking me to let him out of prison. 
I've got my job in front of me, Get 
out!”

She didn’t say another word; only 
drew in her breath in jerks and turned 
and went upstairs.

Well, I saw how it was between 
them; just as I had thought. The 
needles had got him. He had been 
jealous of me, all the time, and he was 
jealous of them steel needles I had 
made for Her—and tliat She had kept. 
And one of them was sticking into his 
skin, right now, back of his heart. He 
didn’t know that.

When I heard the door close up­
stairs, I stepped out of the alcove.

“ Now, the question is,” I says, “ you 
used gloves when you busted the seal 
and the lock on the old shop and got 
them keys and opened the vault and got 
the seven thousand dollars to use for 
yourself—didn’t you? So you wouldn’t 
leave any finger-prints ?”

He seemed to be waiting a minute. 
My mind was working like greased 
lightning. I had everything all 
straightened out now—how he had 
framed me from the start, pulled-the 
whole job and rode me through. He’d 
sent me up; he was the “ fledgling at­
torney,” the “ public-spirited school­
mate,” the “ one witness ”—and every­
thing else that it said in that old news­
paper.

He'd started out by being jealous of 
me, because of Her. He’d sent me up, 
just as sure as if he was a judge on the 
bench, like he had got to be now. But 
I was behind the bench right now. I 
■was the judge. The circle had come 
together.



“ Shake your head ‘ yes ’ or ‘ no,’ ” 
I says to him. “ And remember, the 
wrong answer will finish you. Guess 
which is the right one! Think hard. 
And remember, I know the right an­
swer, John, anyhow. You talked about 
restitution when I was first locked up 
and I didn’t even know, at first, what 
it meant. I know now. It meant elev­
en years off my life.

Do you think you can make resti­
tution for that? By signing my peti­
tion? Not in a thousand years. It’s 
too long a word. It’s a word with 
eleven letters in it that makes up a sen­
tence—of eleven years. I don’t know 
of any other word, except one, that 
can make up for what that word did 
for me. It happens to be just as long 
a word. It’s retribution.

“ I’ve looked that up, too—but you 
know what it means. Now, you an­
swer mv question—you framed me be­
cause of Her, didn't you?'’

THE

U 1

His head was bent so far forward 
it almost touched the desk, between his 
hands. His eyes were turned up to­
ward me, and they looked awful, like 
the eyes of a man that is dead.

He shook his head from side to side.
It was the wrong answer—
How did I know he would jerk back? 

All I did was to pull my hand out of 
my pocket, quick. He must have felt 
that needle digging into him—but may­
be he had leaned so far forward, it 
didn’t touch his skin, just hung in his 
coat, and he forgot it was there. Of 
course, he didn’t know it was a needle.

I swear to God I didn’t intend to 
kill him.

I was back in my bunk in camp be­
fore daylight, and rain washed out my 
footprints. I had a perfect alibi. Not 
even finger-prints.

But I hadn’t thought about Her fin­
ger-prints being on that knitting needle.

That’s whv it is turning out wrong.
END

• u
Airplanes Replacing Dog Sleds

’THE snow-covered wastes of Alaska are still traversed by dog teams, but 
1 airplanes are threatening to do away with the older form of transportation, 

even as Dobbin had to give way to the gas buggy.
One veteran aviator, Thomas Gerard, with headquarters at Fairbanks, in 

a territory having a scant fifty thousand inhabitants, carried more than five 
hundred passengers last year. And they weren’t pleasure flights.

His plane has been used for transporting everything from eighty thousand 
dollars’ worth of fur pelts to carrying three hundred pounds of gold dust. 
In most sections of the United States twenty to thirty cents has become almost 
a standard charge for taxi service, but in Alaska it’s different. Rates there 
are based on the hazards, and they are many.

Forced landings in Alaska aren’t mere little inconveniences; too often 
they take a tragic turn, for airports are practically non-existent, and suitable 
landing places are few and mighty far between.

Gerard always carries three weeks’ rations with him, including dried 
moose meat, chocolate bars and tea. A small gasoline stove is always carried 
to warm the motor, and this is also handy for warming the tea.

The latest plane purchased by Gerard is equipped with twenty-five instru­
ments, believed to be a record number on any one plane. Skis are used in 
place of wheels, and are a life saver during forced landings.

Gerard has played the good Samaritan with his plane, too. Last spring 
he flew three sick people two hundred and fifty miles to the nearest medical 
aid and was instrumental in saving their lives. Harold J. Ashe.



Lincoln, smiling patiently, waited for Louis to begin

When Trails Were New
Hot on the bloody trail of Black Hawk ond his braves, Louis d’Arras 

scouts for Lincolns militia and searches the Sac lines for 
some trace of the missing Daphne

By TALBOT MUNDY
LEADING UP TO THIS INSTALLMENT

IOUIS d’ARRAS, hunter in the 
Wisconsin woods in 1832, loves

-^ Daphne Beaucheval, whose des­
picable father is in the power of Simon 
Sully, shrewd trader of Fort St. Pierre. 
Sully schemes to get Daphne and wreak 
his hatred on Louis. Louis has some 
stanch friends—the Sac, Blue Heron: 
Bizard the blacksmith; Conrad, trader 
of the Astor Company: Crawford, 
genial hard-fighting drunkard.

Black Hawk, persecuted by Sully 
and others, is on the war-path against 
the whites, in revolt from his chief, 

Keokuk. Louis, who has befriended 
him, gets his promise not to attack the 
fort; but while Louis and his friends 
are in his cabin, celebrating his mar­
riage to Daphne—which Father Feli­
cien performs after making Louis vow 
not to fight Sully—Black Hawk and 
his Sacs burn the fort.

Louis and Daphne are separated; 
and she, with Blue Heron and Con­
rad's squaw, Running Caribou, return 
to the fort, where she finds her friend 
Elizabeth Turner’s baby, still alive. 
There they fall in with Sully, who 
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really had been out to kill Louis, and 
who declares Louis was dead.

They escape from him, reaching the 
militia camp at Dixon’s Ferry, where 
Lieutenant Jefferson Davis and Cap­
tain Abraham Lincoln question them. 
They leave down-river for Fort Arm­
strong just before Sully arrives at Dix­
on’s Ferry; but the Indians have been 
held prisoners.

Meantime Louis, Bizard, Conrad and 
Crawford have been trailing Black 
Hawk, who, though he freed them 
when his braves caught them at the 
cabin, yet had broken his pledged word 
to them. At last, hewever, they lose 
the Sac band, and head southward, 
hunting for Daphne and the militia.

Beaucheval has callously agreed to 
send Daphne to a charity institution in 
St. Louis. But late the night before 
she is to leave, Blue Heron, who has 
escaped with Running Caribou, gets 
through the lines at Fort Armstrong, 
and takes Daphne, the baby, and an 
Indian wet-nurse—Two Crows—up­
river to find Louis d’Arras.

CHAPTER XXIV.
“ i’m a siion-of-a-gun on a 

SHKIN-FULL !”

LOLTS was as determined now in his 
u search for Daphne as he had been 

grim in the pursuit of Black 
Hawk. He grudged the minutes in his 
eagerness to overtake her.

The four friends were of one mind 
in their haste to reach Dixon’s Ferry, 
though for different reasons.

“ Rum, boys! Rum 1” said Craw­
ford, making thirst-suggestive noises.

“ Money!” said Bizard. “ They will 
ask me to enlist, and I will laugh! 
They shall pay—believe me, they shall 
pay for smith’s work! I have been in 
the militia!”

“ I'd like ter ketch that squaw o’ 
mine afore she cuts loose an’ starts 
lookin’ fer me, gol-durn her hide!” 
said Conrad. “ She’s gettin’ awful old. 

I'd hate fer ter hev her ketch some­
thin', lyin’ up in the open. Blast her 
ol’ gizzard, she might die of it. I won­
der if the ol’ gal's got my bag; I’m 
sufferin' fer b'ar’s grease.”

Time was lost hunting for meat. It 
seemed wiser to bring down a buck 
that would feed all four of them for 
several days than to go after wild-fowl 
with rifles; one shot, even if it brought 
a duck down, scared all the rest out of 
range, and as Crawford said:

“ Gol-durn it, a bullet don’t leave 
nothin’ o’ the bird but feathers!”

But the game had been thoroughly 
scared: the Sacs had been hunting all 
over the neighborhood, and the buck 
they eventually killed cost the best part 
of their second day.

Then, a day’s hard paddle yet from 
Dixon's, a militia scout hailed them 
from the left bank and they stopped to 
talk with him. Since the scout had all 
the news of the militia, and a flask of 
whisky the exchange of courtesies took 
time. He had no news of Daphne.

“ There was a young married wom­
an with a baby come to Dixon’s an’ 
was sent on down, but I dunno where 
she was from. No, I didn’t hear her 
name. No, I didn’t set eyes on her. 
I heard say she was awful sick o' child­
bearin' an' no 'tention.'’

“ What are the militia doing?” Louis 
asked him.

" Xawthin’! Ev'rybody givin’ or­
ders an’ nobody obeyin’. Companies 
marchin’ this way an’ that, all inde­
pendent, an’ ev’rybody yellin’ to go 
home. My time’s up, an’ I ain’t seen 
no pay yet. Injuns stole my horse; 
that leaves me one f’r plowin’, an’ it’s 
gettin’ late. What beats me is why 
you fellers can’t do y’r own fightin’.”

They began to take leave of him, 
not quarrelsomely, having drunk the 
greater part of his whisky; but a sec­
ond scout arrived on the scene, and this 
man was a sergeant, with a scar all 
down one side of his face and an air 
of looking for a chance to settle the 
account with some one.



“ Orders are to bring in any one we 
find,” he announced defiantly.

“ Yer’ll hev ter fight afore ye fetch 
us anywhere!’' said Crawford. “Feel 
like tryin’ it?”

The question was wholly superflu­
ous. The sergeant threw his rifle 
down, peeled off his jacket and ac­
couterments, and glanced about him for 
a piece of level ground.

“One down, t' other come on!" he 
answered. “Fancy y'rself, Buffalo?”

That was a challenge no man on 
that frontier would dream of refusing. 
Bizard leaned his rifle against a tree 
and began to strip.

“ I asked him first,” Crawford ob­
jected.

“ Your turn'll come when I’ve licked 
the big one,” the sergeant retorted 
scornfully. He evidently liked them 
big. His own lean frame was shorter 
than Bizard’s by nearly a foot, but his 
muscles stood out like whip-cord.

He betrayed neither surprise nor 
nervousness when Bizard's buckskin 
shirt came off and the lumps of muscle 
showed under the black hair.

“ Best of three?” asked Louis, hold­
ing Bizard’s rifle. His smile seemed 
to irritate the sergeant for some rea­
son.

“ One’ll be enough f r him. He'll 
fall heavy. You're nex’l”

BUT Louis did not begin to strip.
He picked up Bizard's shirt, 
turned it right side out, and wait­

ed. Bizard approached the sergeant, 
holding out both hands. Not another 
word was spoken for two minutes. The 
sergeant sprang in like lightning be­
fore they had circled once, and Bizard 
fell with a thud on top of him. One 
of the sergeant’s legs emerged, feeling 
for a purchase on the ground: Bizard 
seized the ankle in his right hand and 
began to twist.

The agony of that hold was dynamic. 
The sergeant twisted like an eel, and 
in a second both were on their feet 
again, Bizard revolving slowly and the 

sergeant circling for another chance to 
spring.

“Watch him!” yelled Crawford. 
“ He’s ugly!"

The man was worse than ugly; he 
was half mad. The glitter in his eye 
was like a rabid animal’s, unused to 
failure and enraged by it. He sprang, 
locked his legs around Bizard’s, got a 
hold on Bizard's neck and tried to drive 
both thumbs into the giant’s wind-pipe.

“ Foul!” yelled Crawford, starting 
to the rescue. “ Kill him, Paul!”

But Bizard fell forward a second 
time, his whole weight crushing his 
opponent, pinning both his shoulders 
to the earth.

“I give that a fall! What’s the 
trouble?” asked a quiet voice.

The only one not taken by surprise 
was Louis. He had seen the new ar­
rival tie a lean horse to a bush and 
come striding in ungainly fashion to­
ward them. A taller man than Bizard, 
but lean—lank)-—gaunt—possessed of 
enormous hands and feet. He wore a 
sword that he managed awkwardly, 
and a smile that suggested horizons and 
incalculable depths of humor.

Bizard got up, but the sergeant lay 
still.

“ He offered to lick us all,” said 
Louis. “Are you his friend?”

“ I’m his captain. He has frequent­
ly offered to lick me,” said the new­
comer. “ However, that did not occur 
to me as necessary. Who began this ?”

“ They did!” said the other militia­
man. “ Say. Abe, it's up to you! Ser­
geant Purdy ordered these four to 
come along 'cordin’ to orders. They 
swore they’d fight first, an’ he offered 
to lick the lot, one down, t’other come 
on. Y7ou’ve got to finish the job! 
Don’t fergit the honor of the com- 
p’ny!”

Abe Lincoln smiled. He stooped 
over the sergeant to discover 'whether 
he was badly hurt, and glanced over 
his shoulder. Three hundred yards 
away a company of eighty men was ap­
proaching over the top of a rise in ex-



tended order; he beckoned to the near­
est of them, and the whole company 
came forward at the double.

“ What is it, Abe?”
“ What’s doin’?”
“ Hello, Abe—you an’ the sergeant 

been tuh grips at last?”
They swarmed around the party in 

nothing that resembled a formation, all - 
asking questions and displaying no 
sympathy whatever for the beaten 
man.

It was a minute or two before they 
'caught on to the fact that Bizard, and 
not Lincoln, had downed the sergeant. 
Then, however, there was very nearly 
a free-for-all fight; disputes within the 
company were a family matter, quite 
in order; a victory by a stranger over 
one of their own crowd was something 
else.

“ It’s up to Abe!” some one shouted 
from the rear. “Abe’s licked us all 
excep’ Ptirdy. Who says Abe ain’t the 
best wrastler in Illinois?”

“ I do!” announced Louis, throwing 
up his hand.

Bizard objected promptly: the easy’ 
victory over Sergeant Purdy had no 
more than made his giant muscles 
tingle.

“ You wait till your turn comes, 
Louis,” he said testily.

The company roared delight. 
“ Match ’em!” yelled some one. “ Let 
’em have it out! The winner takes on 
Abe!”

BUT Louis, stripping off his deer­
skins and thrusting the rifles into 
Crawford’s hands, stepped up to 

Abe Lincoln and claimed privilege. 
The frontier code was peremptory.

“I challenged first. Are you afraid?”
“Hear that, fellers? He asked if 

Abe’s afraid! Hah-hah-hah! Soak 
him, Abe!”

“ Do you refuse to come with me on 
any other terms?” asked Lincoln.

“ There’s our canoe,” said Louis. 
“ We’re going in it, after you’re on 
your back!”

"Two out of three!” said Bizard 
cautiously, conning both men. He was 
a student of physique.

“ And if I throw you twice, you and 
your three friends will offer no further 
objection to obeying the military 
order?” Lincoln asked, smiling down 
agreeably’ at Louis.

Louis liked the smile, but disliked the 
proposed alternative prodigiously.

" What order?’’ he demanded, glanc­
ing over-shoulder at his friends. “ We 
don’t belong to the militia.”

“ The order is to bring into camp at 
Old Man Creek any one, white or 
Indian, whom we discover. I propose 
to obey it. If I lay you on your back 
twice, will you and your friends with­
draw objections?”

Louis nodded, seeing no alternative.
“ Very well,” said Lincoln. “ I 

would rather do that than use force.”
He began at once to pull off his own 

weather-beaten jacket, and his men, 
spreading out into a wide ring, sat 
down, laughing and offering to bet. 
Nobody had money. Lincoln had 
none; several tried to borrow from 
him. and he turned his pockets inside 
out to prove he had not a single coin.

Finally the four friends put up their 
canoe and paddles against a wooden 
drum half-full of whisky and a long­
haired mongrel dog that had followed 
the company. There was considerably 
better feeling after that, and Crawford 
went and sat beside the whisky drum.

For a full minute Louis and Lincoln 
stood, in the midst of the circle, con­
sidering each other, Bizard booming 
his advice to Louis:

“ By gar, he’s a tough one, Louis! 
Quickness is your bes’ chance.” The 
crowd laughed gleefully at that advice.

Lincoln waited, smiling patiently, 
for Louis to begin. His arms hung 
loosely at his sides; he made none of 
the passes that most wrestlers indulge 
in as they feel for an opening hold, but 
stood stock-still until Louis lost 
patience at last and, feinting for a neck 
hold in order to get Lincoln to throw 



his arms up, ducked with the quick­
ness of lightning and threw his whole 
weight and strength against his ad­
versary’s knees.

It was a trick that had succeeded 
scores of times, especially against op­
ponents taller than himself. He usually 
knocked their legs clean out from 
under them and had their shoulders 
pinned to the earth before they had 
time to draw a breath.

But, as Bizard had warned him, this 
man was tough. He did not go down. 
Length seemed to give his legs strength 
instead of weakness, and in another 
second Louis was fighting to extricate 
himself from an intricate hold that al­
most paralyzed by its increasing strain. 
But he was strong—young; he broke it, 
and they went to the earth together 
amid howls and yells and Bizard's bel­
lowing :

“ Nelson, Louis! Nelson! It’s your 
bes’ chance!”

But Bizard had been right the first 
time. Speed was Louis’s one ad­
vantage; he had the worst of the 
weight, and much the worst of the 
reach. It was a toss-up which knew 
most of the science of the game, for 
wrestling was a sport that all men prac­
ticed, and the better wrestler a man was 
the more frequently he had to prove his 
skill.

It was nothing unusual for a man to 
walk across a whole State for the sole 
purpose of challenging a local cham­
pion; both Lincoln and Louis d’Arras 
had learned in an exacting school.

They rolled and rolled over the grass 
until the eighty men rose to their feet 
and yelled madly for Abe, while. 
Bizard nearly burst his lungs bellowing 
for Louis. Crawford came near start­
ing a fight on the side, kicking at men’s 
legs and yelling, “ Room! Give ’em 
room!”

Conrad was the only quiet man; he 
found some grease in a militiaman’s 
open haversack and, sitting down to 
strip himself outside the milling circle, 
applied it gratefully to his joints, mut­

tering, “ ’Tain’t b'ar’s grease, but it 
sterns ter git thar'.”

ONCE Louis got a half nelson on 
Lincoln and nearly broke his 
neck. The eighty groaned aloud;

Bizard and Crawford danced and beat 
each other on the head and shoulders. 
But sheer strength broke the hold.

A roar went up as Lincoln twisted 
free, and in another moment both men 
were on their feet, feinting for another 
opening. Louis had measured Lin­
coln’s strength, and knew it was twice 
as great as his; his only chance was all 
the speed he had left, and he tried his 
knee-hold trick again, charging in sud­
denly with all the wilderness-won 
energy he had in him.

This time Lincoln went down head­
long, but caught Louis’s leg, and in a 
second they were at it again, rolling 
over and over, locked together and 
panting like the exhaust of a donkey­
engine.

It was Lincoln's turn to recognize a 
fact. Strong he was, and skillful; 
but the speed of the younger man was 
going to master him unless he found 
some means of bringing strength to 
bear against it. In no way could he 
hold Louis.

Bizard’s triumphant bellowing began 
to outroar the noise of eighty men as 
it was borne in on them that their cap­
tain was having the worst of it. Lin­
coln played for a crotch hold; Louis 
wriggled clear and tried again for a 
half nelson; they swayed, struggled 
nearly to their feet, and fell in a heap 
together.

“Dog-fall!” thundered Bizard. 
“ Pull ’em up!” He was within his 
rights according to the frontier code, 
and he knew that Lincoln’s superior 
strength would triumph if they were 
allowed to lie in that inextricable 
tangle.

So the contestants were pulled apart, 
and Lincoln changed his tactics. He 
went on the defensive, “ falling away ” 
as the term is. keeping his back rigid 



and, holding Louis by the arms, sliding 
backward away from him whenever 
Louis rushed.

For fifteen minutes, with almost 
mechanical patience, he kept that up 
until Louis began to tire; then suddenly 
Bizard yelled a warning—too late. 
Over Lincoln’s shoulders and down to 
the earth with a thud went Louis.

“Yours!” he conceded. He could 
not have stood up for another bout to 
save his life.

“The canoe! The canoe!” The yell 
went up from the whole company as 
they swooped down on the decrepit 
thing and hauled it high and dry.

“What'll we do with it?” “Let 
Abe sleep in it, he lacks a tent!” 
“ Tent for the company captain!”

“Burn it!” yelled another faction. 
“ Bonfire! Let’s do a war dance!”

“ Who says a drink ? There’s about 
a spoonful each.”

But there was not. Crawford had 
attended to it. While Conrad greased 
his aching joints and the others milled 
and yelled around the wrestlers, Craw­
ford had reduced the whisky rations to 
almost nil.

“ Take it, fellers. I wouldn’t rob 
yer,” he said, handing the almost 
empty drum to the nearest man. 
“ Louis’s ben an’ broke my heart.”

They would have broken Crawford’s 
head if Lincoln had not interfered to 
save him, dragging him out from under 
a dozen men by main force.

“I’ll pay, fellers! I’ll pay!” yelled 
Crawford. “ Hell, I’ll shing shongs 
fer ye all ni’ long—I’m a shon-of-a- 
gun on a shkin-full!”

CHAPTER XXV.
“ I WISH I HAD YOUR GIFT OF SPEAK­

ING INDIAN LANGUAGES.”

THOSE were not days when a 
citizen army obeyed its com­
mander without question. A cap­

tain was a man who by consummate 
tact effected compromises between the 

orders of the day and whatever the 
rank and file proposed to do. They, 
having elected him, considered they 
had full right to be heard; and they 
were heard. That company command­
er was a wise man, who let them have 
their way on unimportant points, in 
order to gain his own way in essentials.

Unanimously the company decided 
to bivouac there by the stream that 
night, and Lincoln, having looked the 
other way and listened, gave orders 
accordingly. It was a good enough 
place for a bivouac, and night was fall­
ing in.

Louis had won golden opinions by 
putting up a good bout. Crawford sang 
himself into favor. Bizard capped it 
all by crossing the stream in the canoe 
and shooting an enormous sow that 
had strayed from some settler’s aban­
doned cabin. There was meat for all, 
no rain, and everybody happy.

They set the canoe upside down for 
Lincoln’s shelter. After he had posted 
sentries, who joined in the chorus of 
Crawford’s songs to keep themselves 
awake in the outer lonesomeness, he 
came and sat with his back against it 
to talk with Louis, Bizard and Conrad, 
who had built a small fire.

Lincoln wanted to know everything, 
from Black Hawk’s reason for taking 
the warpath, to what was the value in 
cash or barter of a beaver’s pelt; and 
it was a long time before the whole 
story- of the massacre at St. Pierre des 
Boeufs was told, because of his fre­
quent interruptions.

It was longer yet before Louis chose 
to discuss his own affairs. But there 
was something ruggedly appealing 
about the gaunt wrestler that at last 
overcame Louis’s reticence. He spoke 
of Daphne.

“ Was her father’s name Beauche- 
val?” asked Lincoln.

Then it was his turn to be cross- 
examined, and he told of Daphne’s ar­
rival at Dixon’s Ferry with the baby 
in her arms, and of her leaving the 
same noon.



“ Have you seen your child ?” he 
asked. “ When was it born?”

Bizard bellowed laughter at that, 
rolling over and holding his sides, un­
til men came running from the camp 
fire to discover what the joke was.

“ Abe been tellin’ a new one?”
They went back to join in Craw­

ford’s choruses when they learned it 
was not one of Abe’s reminiscences.

“ Imbeciles!” yelled Bizard. “ Blind 
—all four of us 1 And there it was, 
plainer than writing. Ha-ha-hah! She 
found a baby—Turner’s baby, it mils’ 
have been—and took the goat along to 
suckle it. Such a mystery! Yah-hah- 
hah-ho-ho!” It struck him as inde­
scribably funny.

“ Yes, there was a goat,” said Lin­
coln. “ We forgot to ask her married' 
name, and that’s strange, for we all 
supposed she was married—and I think 
her father said so.”

“ So she is married,” said Louis. “ I 
am her husband.”

Lincoln stared at him.
“ How is it you are separated?” he 

asked after a long pause.”
So Louis explained that, and tersely 

gave his reasons for going hot-foot 
after Black Hawk. “ He gave his word 
to me he wouldn’t attack St. Pierre. 
Then straightway he did it. I’m going 
to get him if it's the last thing I ever 
do.”

“ Did he or his braves attack the 
place?” asked Lincoln.

“ He was skulking at the rear,” said 
Louis, and told that part of the story. 
“ He tried to claim he’d kept his word 
to me by sparing my life and that of 
these three. I told him to his face I’d 
get him or die for it.”

LINCOLN thought for a long time, 
j staring at Louis across the fire, 

with his long legs stretched out 
straight in front of him.

" There were orders not to burn 
Black Hawk’s village on Rock Island,” 
he said at last. “ But our troops burned 
it. There are orders not to kill Indians 

if they surrender. I regret to say I 
know of cases where they have been 
killed.

“ The only promises a man can keep 
are those which concern his own ac­
tions. I learned that when I indorsed 
a friend’s promise to pay a sum of 
money. It took me two years to save 
enough to pay when that man failed to 
keep the promise.”

“ Yes, but you paid,” Louis argued 
sulkily.

“ My fault lay in overtrusting,” Lin­
coln answered; and Louis thought that 
over for a long time, lying with his el­
bows on the ground and his head be­
tween his hands.

“H-m! You paid, though,” he said 
at last. “ So must Black Hawk.”

“ I think he will,” said Lincoln. 
“ He has a long account to settle. But 
are you sure he made no effort to keep 
his men from attacking that village of 
yours? I know we made an effort to 
keep our men from burning his village, 
for I was there. Is he so much better 
than we are that you hold him so re­
sponsible? Or is he a savage?”

“ Damn him, he’s a savage!” Louis 
answered.

‘‘ And his men ?”
“ Huh!”
“ Can he wrestle?” asked Lincoln; 

and Louis stared hard at him.
“ I can persuade my men to obey 

orders—sometimes—by wrestling with 
any one who disobeys,” Lincoln went 
on. “ But, at that, I have had to wear 
a wooden sword on two occasions as 
a sign that the whole company was in 
disgrace.

“ The reason why we are here to­
night, and not fifty miles beyond, is 
that the men refuse to go farther from 
home. And the reason why I shall no 
longer be a captain one week from now 
is that mv men have decided to go 
home and till their farms. I can im­
agine Black Hawk has his difficulties.”

Louis laughed at last. “ Bizard al­
ways said the militia’s no better than 
a mob, didn’t you, Paul?”



“ And are the Indians our supe­
riors ?” asked Lincoln. “ I am willing 
to concede that Black Hawk is a good 
general, for he has given proof of it. 
But so is Atkinson a good general. 
How would it be for General Black- 
Hawk to cut General Atkinson’s throat 
in the night, because some of our 
troops burned Black Hawk’s village?”

“ Has Atkinson made promises ?” 
asked Louis.

“ He gave the order not to burn that 
village.”

“ Were women and children in it?”
“ Yes.”
Louis thought again a long time.
“ Why don’t you lay off Black 

Hawk’s trail yourself, then, if you 
think he’s in the right?” he demanded 
at last.

“ General Black Hawk,” said Lin­
coln, “ has brought on a state of affairs 
in which the only possible course is 
to defeat him, however long it takes. 
He has challenged the United States. ' 
As a man who must inevitably be de­
feated he has my sympathy.

“ I borrowed a horse to come and 
help defeat him, but I would like to 
make friends with him afterward, and 
your account of him has increased that 
feeling.”

Bizard chuckled, his eyes gleaming, 
mischievously in the firelight.

“ By gar, Louis, what you think ?” 
he asked.

Conrad coughed dryly. “ The cap­
tain’s damn right,” he remarked.

But Louis said nothing. He had a 
way of laying out his thoughts on 
two sides, setting one against the other, 
which required time.

Crawford was still singing ridicu­
lous songs over by the camp fire; some 
of the men were joining in the chorus, 
others were asleep, and the bivouac 
was slowly settling down for the 
night.

Nothing disturbed the outer silence 
but the melancholy howling of a wolf, 
which the company mongrel replied to 
by barking hysterically.

“ Like candidates for office,” Lin­
coln remarked.

CONRAD rose to his feet, straight­
ening his back in jerks. “ My 
rheumatiz irks me, gol-durn it.

Mebbe ef I walk a bit she’ll ease up,” 
he said, and wandered off into the 
dark. He was gone a long time. Lin­
coln got up presently to walk his 
rounds and relieve the sentries, which 
also took a long time. There were ar­
guments about whose turn it was, ancj 
why sentries were needed anyway. The 
howling of the wolf had ceased; the 
company mongrel, satisfied that he had 
routed the intruder, curled up and fell 
asleep under the canoe.

Crawford turned in under some­
body’s blanket, and the bivouac grew 
very still.

Out of the dark, from the direction 
of the river, Conrad came at last, car­
rying something, and no longer ob­
viously suffering.

“ B’ar’s grease!” he remarked, and 
sat down with a contented grunt.

Bizard reached a hand out, felt at 
the bag Conrad had brought, and said 
nothing. Louis did the same thing. 
Listening intently, Conrad satisfied 
himself that Lincoln was nowhere near 
before he spoke again.

“ Gol-durn her hide, I said she’d find 
me,” he remarked at last. “ Squaws is 
unreasonin’ faithful. I giv’ her the res’ 
of our deer meat. She canoed up fr’m 
01’ Man Creek—that was her, wolf­
howlin’ awhile back. I hed her rub the 
b’ar’s grease inter me.

“ Daphne’s all safe along o’ Blue 
Heron an’ a ’breed squaw, name o’ 
Two Crows, an’ she’s lost Beaucheval, 
which won’t hurt nobody, except him, 
mebbe. Two Crows is sucklin’ the Tur­
ner baby, which Daphne diskivered 
’live an’ kickin’ near the fort, an’ the 
three of ’em are givin’ Sully a blin’ trail 
all they know how. Sully’s on the ram­
page—so she says.”

“ I’ll go and talk with her,” said 
Louis.



“ Son, you won’t. She’s a mile down­
stream by this, an’ I’d ha’ gone with 
her if it weren’t you promised Lincoln 
we’d all stay. I ain’t disparagin’; you 
put up the best wrastle you hed, but I 
wisht it hed ben Bizard; he’d ha’ busted 
that long captain feller.”

“ Why such a hurry?” asked Bizard, 
for Louis was silent, eating self-re­
proach.

“ ’Cause I sent her smokin’! Durned 
ol’ fool, she’s ben an’ knifed two mili­
tiamen as was guardin’ Blue Heron at 
Dixon’s! Ef she was ketched they’d 
shoot her sartain.

“ Seems she an’ Blue Heron kep’ 
after Daphne an’ stole her fr’m Fort 
Armstrong; the officers was goin’ ter 
send her to St. Louis or somewhere. 
On the way upstream they near run 
inter Sully. Blue Heron learned o’ you 
bein’ alive fr’m a Sac prisoner at Dix­
on’s, an’ he figgers now ter keep 
Daphne out o’ Sully’s reach ontil— 
Look out, here comes the captain!”

“ I didn’t know you had a bag with 
you,” said Lincoln, stumbling over it in 
the dark.

“ Oh, didn’t yer ?” said Conrad. “ I 
don’t min’ you knowin’. I was keerful 
o’ them boys of yourn.”

“ Good night,” said Lincoln, rolling 
under the canoe. Then, from under 
it: “ I wish I had your gift of speaking 
Indian languages.”

For five minutes the only sound was 
either the beginning of a snore or else 
a chuckle, from under the canoe; it was 
difficult to tell which.

CHAPTER XXVI.
“it’s a sort o’ modesty; we mates 

don’t have it.”

THE whole traffic of the forces 
operating against Black Hawk 
followed the course of the river; 

some by boat, some on foot and horse­
back along the left bank.

There were nights when the river 
was as quiet as in the days before the 

coming of the white man, with no 
sound but the music o^ the water and 
the breathing of wind among reeds; 
other nights full of laughter and 
swearing, with crimson glow of biv­
ouac fires reflected in the stream, creak­
ing of oars and cordage and the shouts 
and splashing of boat crews aground in 
the dark.

Nights again, full of the nervous, 
hushed silence that warns ears keyed 
to the voice of nature; for night is 
never silent unless alien intrusion stills 
her myriad voices.

Blue Heron’s alertness for danger 
conveyed itself to Daphne without 
words. She ceased singing, and, 
though the thought that she was going 
to meet Louis transcended all else and 
she was happier than she had ever been, 
her eyes and ears grew as keen as an 
Indian’s for the unusual, which is dan­
ger’s keynote.

They passed a bivouac where a 
dozen boats were tied to the shore and 
sentries stood outlined in the glow of 
fires, but that was nothing to arouse 
anxiety; they even crept in close from 
curiosity, and took delight in slipping 
in and out between the pools of fire­
sheen on the water.

To Daphne the thrill was exquisite, 
of passing so close, all unknown, to the 
men ashore and passing on into starlit 
wilderness. That was not the danger. 
There was something else. They sensed 
it. It was something the night held in 
store for them—bad medicine, Blue 
Heron would have called it—that 
aroused what the dogmatists would 
scorn as superstition.

Long before dawn Blue Heron 
turned inshore and hid the canoe with 
even more than usual attention to 
minutest details. Then he led the way, 
to a cave that had an entrance like a 
slot, through which they had to crawl; 
but once inside, they found it thirty 
feet long, and even when Blue Heron 
lit a pine-knot it was hard to see the 
blackened roof.

Remains of fires and smoked walls 



showed that it had been used by 
Indians frequently. There was fire­
wood heaped in confusion at one end, 
and out of the midst of that Blue 
Heron produced a skin bag nearly full 
of parched corn.

Then he pulled away more of the 
firewood and uncovered the mouth of 
a smaller, inner cave into which he 
signed to them to crawl, and, follow­
ing, he pulled the dry twigs and 
branches back into place.

The squaws settled down at once to 
sleep, but it was stuffy in there, and 
Daphne sat close to the opening to get 
what little air came through the inter­
stices of the heaped wood.

“ Now tell me about Louis,” she de­
manded abruptly. She- had surely 
made enough concession to the Indian’s 
dislike of telling news without long 
forethought.

' However, Blue Heron had little to 
tell, and did not enlarge on it. While 
under guard at Dixon’s Ferry he had 
talked with a Sac prisoner, who had 
seen Louis and his three friends set 
free by Black Hawk. The Sac had 
been sent scouting immediately after­
ward, and had been captured. That 
was all.

“ Then how are we ever going to 
find Louis ?”

She could see Blue Heron’s face 
now against the faint light that filtered 
through the opening. He jerked his 
head in the direction of the squaws.

“ Running Caribou taking bag to 
Mountain Goat.”

He knew, and assumed that she 
would know, that Louis and his 
friends would follow the marked trail 
from the fort to the pond and down 
Rock River.

“ I’ll go with her!”
Blue Heron shook his head. He 

had his own reasons for believing that 
if Running Caribou were caught , it 
might go hard for any one caught with 
her, but he did not say that; he fell 
back on his promise to protect Daphne 
and stay by her.

“ Why don’t we all go with Running 
Caribou?” she asked him.

HE appeared to consider that sug­
gestion, for he made no answer 
for a long time. She was about 

to ask again when he leaned and whis­
pered to her to keep still, and she knew 
by his attitude that he had heard some 
sound too distant for her own ears to 
detect.

After awhile she, too, heard heavy 
footsteps, and soon after that two men 
crawled into the outer cavern—big 
men—she could see their bulk against 
the opening. Then a voice that she 
knew sent cold chills down her spine. 
It was Sully!

“God, I’m tired! Yes, this’ll serve 
fine. Fetch some wood and make a 
fire.”

The other man pulled away so much 
wood from the heap that he uncovered 
six inches of the opening.

“ There’s a smaller cave in back 
there,” he said. “ We could stow the 
regular trade goods here for a blind, 
and put the real stuff in back. There’s 
room enough in there for powder an’ 
rifles to—”

“ Hush!” said Sully.
The other man laughed and went 

about making the fire. “ Who d’ye 
s’pose ’ll hear ?”

“You never know,” said Sully.
He lit the fire and sat down, facing 

the other man across it. “ Now listen,” 
he said, “ I’ll give ye a letter to St. 
Louis as will make y’r credit good. I 
stole pen and ink at Armstrong’s. 
You buy the stuff an’ ship it; that 
part’s up to you. Best pack it in a 
keel-boat underneath trade blankets; 
an’ you might add tobacco and cardigan 
weskits f’r the soldiers—that’s always 
a good blind. Let rum alone—they’ll 
all be sellin’ rum. I’ll get over to 
Keokuk’s village from here, an’ pick 
some good dependable Injuns to do the 
actual trading.

“ Y’understand, I can’t trade with 
Black Hawk personal; that ’ud be too 



risky, and there’s more’n a chance he 
couldn’t pay. Sucre bleu! We ain’t 
runnin’ this risk f’r nothing! I'll point 
out to the gang I’m going to pick, that 
if they buy the stuff from me, they can 
sell at a profit to Black Hawk. Get me?

“ I’ll give them credit; if they never 
pay they’d be in hock to me, an’ that’d 
suit me fine. Meanwhile, I’ll put ’em 
to work. While you’re buying and 
shipping the goods in St. Louis I’ll 
have ’em look the country over for that 
gal—she can’t ha’ gone far.”

“ She’s probably gone back to 
Dixon’s,” said the other man.

“ Not she! A ’breed squad named 
Two Crows escaped from Arm- 
•strong’s same time she did. Blue Heron 
and Running Caribou got away from 
Dixon’s by murdering two militiamen; 
they’ll never take her back there! And 
she never got away from Armstrong’s 
without Blue Heron fetching her—I’ll 
bet all I've got on that. Good job I 
put into Armstrong’s!”

“ Bet it is. You wouldn’t have met 
me if you hadn’t. But what’s she 
running for?”

“ She’s running away from me,” 
said Sully. “ Some young women 
would sooner be catched than stand 
still and say yes. It’s a sort o’ modesty. 
We males don’t have it. Once I’ve 
catched her and treated her a bit rough 
she’ll make a fine wife.”

“ Aye, I’ve known ’em like that,” 
said the other, “ but isn’t she kind of 
overdoing it?”

“ She’s maybe a mite hysterical.” 
said Sully. “ There was happenings 
at St. Pierre des Boeufs! Say, by the 
way, you’ll go by Armstrong’s—do 
me a favor. There’s a man there, 
name of Beaucheval—an old gray- 
bearded fool with a big stomach. If 
he isn’t drunk, make him so. Take 
him with you to St. Louis and lose 
him; he’s a nuisance.”

“ All right. I guess we understand 
each other,” said the other man. “ I’ll 
go. No sense in wasting time. I’ll 
take the canoe to Armstrong’s and ride 

a steamer down from there. Give me 
the letter.”

" Can’t see to write it in here,” said 
Sully. “ Come outside.”

THEY crawled out just as dawn 
was breaking, and Blue Heron, 
rifle in hand, began to stalk them; 

but Daphne clutched at him, clung to 
him, insisted, went into a panic at the 
prospect of more murder. So Blue 
Heron waited; but he crept to the open­
ing of the outer cave, and slipped out 

~when her back was turned. She heard 
a shot before she knew he was gone, 
and scrambled out into the open.

Sully saw her. The other man fired 
at Blue Heron and missed. Sully, who 
had no rifle, jumped into a canoe and 
would have left the other man behind 
if he had not rushed into the water and 
grabbed the stern; he climbed in 
clumsily, and by that time Blue Heron 
had reloaded.

Daphne cried out to him, but he ran 
along the bank trying to get another 
shot; when he did fire his bullet 
splashed astern.

He came back, excusing himself on 
the ground that the rifle was a bad one. 
He was very angry with Daphne for 
not letting him kill Sully when he had 
the chance. He said that now they 
must go away, because Sully would un­
doubtedly return with Indians, who 
would discover them very easily. The 
very first thing was to find a canoe for 
Running Caribou to use in her search 
for Conrad.

So in broad daylight they set off 
again upstream, keeping close to the 
bank and hiding in the reeds whenever 
the movements of the wild fowl sug­
gested danger. Several times they 
were passed by keel-boats returning 
empty from Dixon’s; they made very 
slow progress and found no canoe, al­
though Blue Heron’s keen eyes searched 
every possible hiding place. At last he 
decided to give Running Caribou the 
one they had, and to hide and wait for 
her.



Daphne put up a hard fight to go 
with her, but Blue Heron stood on his 
promise, saying he did not care whether 
the squaw was killed or not, but that 
he had given his word to his brother, 
Wideaw’ake, to safeguard Daphne. To 
clinch the argument he showed her a 
cord with which he would tie her hands 
if necessary. ,

So Running Caribou went on alone, 
and for awhile they lay up in an old 
abandoned teepee near where the 
Prophets’ village had been before the 
troops destroyed it.,

But toward evening they heard 
militia—one of those independent com­
panies marching aimlessly anywhere, to 
keep the men from quarrelling among 
themselves. Rather than run the risk 
of being caught by them, Blue Heron 
took the trail again.

It was he, not Daphne, who was 
growing panic-stricken now. The 
’breed squawr took her lot philosophi­
cally, carrying both babies, seemingly 
content as long as there was a man to 
give her orders; but Blue Heron was 
nervous and irritable, imagining more 
danger than there was, and leading 
them farther and farther westward to­
ward the Mississippi.

At last, after dark, he announced 
that they could reach the Mississippi 
before morning, and perhaps they 
might cross that and be safe on the 
western side. Daphne objected stren­
uously, but he threatened again to tie 
her hands, and the ’breed squaw took 
Blue Heron’s part, having no more 
taste than he had to be retaken by the 
troops.

So there was nothing for it but to go 
with them, and Daphne had to carry 
her own bag, for otherwise Blue Heron 
heaped it on to Two Crows, who al­
ready had both babies and the heavy 
bag of parched corn.

They walked all night, and she could 
have cried from weariness long before 
morning came, only that she knew that 
would put Blue Heron in an even worse 
temper than he was in already.

Before morning, however, he de­
cided it was dangerous to continue 
without first scouting carefully. He 
left them hidden in a thicket on the 
edge of a cranberry bog and went for­
ward alone to reconnoiter. Daphne fell 
asleep, too tired and wretched at last 
to care whether she ever waked again.

She was wakened by a yell at the 
break of dawn as a party of twenty of 
Black Hawk’s scouts left cover. Two 
Crows had disappeared with both the 
babies. Blue Heron was nowhere to 
be seen, although she heard a rifle shot.

The Indians swooped down on her, 
seized her bag, dragged her to her feet 
and hurried her toward a copse a 
quarter of a mile away, behind which 
their ponies were tethered. There they 
hoisted her on to one of the ponies 
behind a feathered brave and galloped 
away northward.

It was all she could do to cling on, 
and she knew that if she fell they would 
only pick her up and tie her; so she 
clung to the brave’s shoulders, set her 
teeth, and prayed that the troops might 
come and catch her after all 1

At sunset that evening a leg-weary 
’breed squaw, carrying a papoose and 
a white baby, staggered up to a white 
man with a heavy black beard who 
was talking earnestly a mile from the 
river bank with a dozen Indians; they 
addressed him as Sully. She offered 
herself to him frankly, for he looked 
like that kind of man, and said her 
name was Two Crow’s and her hus­
band had disappeared. Within five 
minutes Sully had her story.

“ So Blue Heron’s dead, is he? Sarve 
the varmint right! And Daphne— 
you’re sure they were Black Hawk’s 
Injuns?” He turned to the indolent 
neutrals around him.

“ One o’ you go and find Black 
Hawk. Tell him I’m coming f'r that 
white gal. Tell him I’ll give fifty rifles 
and five barrels o’ good powder for 
her. Let him keep her safe until I 
show up with the rifles.



“ And tell him this: If a hair of her 
head's hurt, I’ll get him, if I have to 
hunt him to my dying day! Tell him 
Sully said that. Yes, a rifle, two 
pounds o' powder and a bag o' bullets 
for you if you take the message and 
bring me his answer back.’’

CHAPTER XXVII.
" IT IS EVIDENCE.”

THE frontier code is silence when 
suspicion is in the air. There are 
men who don’t observe it, but 

Louis, Bizard, Conrad and Crawford 
were men who did, and for this rea­
son they could count on one another 
absolutely, and on themselves with 
equal confidence. They were one for 
all and all for one.

Lincoln was a stranger, whom they 
more than suspected of having wit­
nessed Conrad’s interlude with Run­
ning Caribou, and although Crawford 
did not learn of it until the following 
morning, when he awoke complaining 
of the quality of militia whisky, he fell 
on guard as rigidly as the others.

If Conrad was in trouble, they were 
with him to a man and against all 
comers, the United States included.

So the march to Old Man’s Creek* 
was overhung, so to speak, by a cloud 
of taciturnity. The four friends 
marched alone, speaking to one an­
other out of the corners of their 
mouths at long intervals. Crawford 
refused to sing for the company, say­
ing his mouth was like the lining of a 
crow’s nest.

The militiamen decided the new­
comers were giving themselves airs, 
dubbed them wilderness dudes, and re­
turned their aloofness with interest. 
Lincoln had his hands full. It was 
extremely difficult to keep the men 
from firing their rifles on the march.

To all intents and purposes a state 
of mutiny existed: the men were go­
ing home, they were determined on it, 
and were celebrating the intention.

Their time was up; they had not been 
paid; they had seen no Indians, had 
marched on scant rations, had slept in 
the open, had been kept more sober 
than they thought was good for them, 
and were absolutely satisfied that all 
those in authority were fools, or worse.

Most of them were of opinion that 
they had turned out in answer to a 
ialse alarm, and as they had only been 
mustered in for a month they con­
sidered they were absolutely within 
their rights in demanding dismissal.

Louis's state of mind was almost 
desperate. If only Blue Heron had 
brought Daphne to him. instead of hid­
ing her and sending Conrad’s squaw 
with a message; if only the squaw had 
not killed two militiamen; if only they 
four had gone on, the day before, in­
stead of stopping to exchange news 
with that scout on the river bank; if 
only he had not been such a fool as 
to wrestle Lincoln, instead of letting 
Bizard do it; if only a hundred other 
things!

“ If all the militia’s like this,” he 
said, “ Black Hawk will overrun the 
country!”

“ These are good,” said Bizard. 
“ These are better than the ordinary. 
By gar, Louis, I was once in the militia. 
They will do nothing but fight among 
themselves until Black Hajvk defeats 
them once or twice. Then the privates 
will leave off giving orders to the gen­
erals, and Black Hawk will begin to 
have the worst of it.”

“ I’m afraid,” said Louis, “ that 
Black Hawk may raid down-river; and 
he may get Daphne.”

They were all afraid of that, so no 
one answered him. Not a word was 
said about Running Caribou, for fear 
of hurting Conrad’s feelings; he was 
just as much entitled to be worried on 
the squaw's account as Louis was to 
be worried over Daphne.

Neither had the right, or would have 
dreamed of claiming the right, to put 
his own problem first. Each was far 
more likely to insist on the other’s pre-
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cedence to the point of quarrelsome­
ness. The only reference to Running 
Caribou was made by Conrad himself.

“ I told her this outfit’s headed fer 
01’ Man Crik, an’ fer her ter git word 
to us thar, if she kin.”

THAT was about the sum-total of 
their conversation until they 
trudged into camp at Old Man’s 

Creek near nightfall, and were greeted 
by a whole militia regiment that turned 
out en masse to view the four friends 
curiously and to yell for news. There 
was no rifle-firing, though; General 
Atkinson was there in person with 
some of his staff and the beginnings 
of the grip of discipline were being 
made felt.

Lincoln went into the general’s tent 
to re.port and the four friends waited 
within hail. They made no plans in 
advance, held no conference: each 
knew the others' loyalty, and they were 
too used to facing difficulties as they 
turned up, to waste breath on useless 
speculations.

When a sentry summoned them they 
filed into the general's tent, carrying 
their rifles, with exactly the same air 
with which they would have entered 
any stranger’s quarters: no swagger 
about it. just a tinge of deference and 
the innate courtesy of strength under 
control.

Lincoln, standing by the general’s 
rough plank table, introduced them. 
Atkinson motioned to them, and they 
sat down ofi a row of boxes of pro­
visions, their long rifles upright be­
tween their knees.

General Henry Atkinson was a 
rather handsome man, clean-shaven 
except for a touch of whisker on either 
jaw, and something of a dandy. He 
smacked more of the ancient order 
than the new, sat upright with an aris­
tocratic air, and wore his epaulettes 
with the distinguished air of breeding 
seen in portraits of a century ago— 
not one item of which was a recommen­
dation in the eves of the four friends.
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They might have felt at ease with 
him if he had lolled in his chair or 
leaned his elbows on the table. How­
ever, his first words were disarming.

” Captain Lincoln tells me you four 
gentlemen have rigidly kept your word 
to him. I understand that you came 
with him unwillingly, having other 
business of your own, but that, once 
having promised, you made no difficul­
ties. I am obliged to you. Please tell 
me what you know of the affair at St. 
Pierre des Boeufs.”

One by one, prompting one another 
now and then, they unfolded the story 
of the massacre as they had told it 
to Lincoln, including the account of 
Louis’s visit to Black Hawk, his effort 
to bind a bargain that should have pre­
vented the massacre, and the effort all 
four of them had made to track down 
Black Hawk afterward and kill him. 
Atkinson turned the story over in his 
mind for a long time before he asked 
another question. Then, indicating 
Louis:

“ You have been accused of insti­
gating the massacre at St. Pierre des 
Bceufs.”

” By .him?" asked Louis, staring at 
Lincoln; and Lincoln smiled broadly.

“ No. By a man from St. Pierre 
des Boeufs, who gave a very different 
account of the whole affair."

The friends exchanged glances, but 
nobody spoke.

“ You make no comment?”
“ Yes,” said Crawford, grinning 

through his mess of tangled red 
whiskers, “ I’ll say somethin’. The 
man who told yer that was Sully, an’ 
he maybe figgered we was dead; he 
always was a optimist. He was bom 
tellin" lies, an’ he'll die tellin’ ’em— 
unless I ketch him with a bullet ’fore 
he has a chanst ter speak.”

Atkinson spoke again after a long 
pause, during which he examined each 
man’s face minutely.

“ Captain Lincoln tells me he be­
lieves your story. I am inclined to 
agree with him. But he also tells me 



that last night an Indian squaw stole 
up-river in a canoe and had a confer­
ence with one of you.” He looked 
hard at Conrad. “ The squaw went 
away again down-river. Have you 
anything to say?”

“ I hev a squaw,” said Conrad. 
“She’s a Cree, an’ faithfuller than 
night an’ mornin’. She brought the 
b’ar’s grease fer my rheumatiz.”

“Why did you send her away?” 
asked Atkinson.

“ Because the environments o’ the 
militia ain’t no place fer squaws,” said 
Conrad dryly.

“ Where did she go to?”
“ Ef I knew, I’d foller,” Conrad 

answered. “ She’s gettin’ awful old. 
I’m kind o’ worried on her ’count.”

“ You sent her away without know­
ing where she was going?”

“ Gol-durn it, I couldn't go with her,” 
said Conrad. “ We’d passed our 
promise ter go with the captain thar.” 

BUT Atkinson was not yet satisfied.
He crossed his legs, uncrossed 
them, and leaned forward over 

the table.
■ “ Not spying for the enem^?” he 

asked.
. Conrad smiled. Crawford bristled 

angrily. Bizard let out a great gruff 
laugh. Louis frowned.

“I’ll wager my life on it she 
Sveren’t,” said Conrad quietly.

Atkinson picked up a pencil and 
turned it end over end on the table, 
glanced at Lincoln swiftly and down 
again, struck his teeth with the pencil, 
and looked again piercingly at Conrad:

“ There were two Indians—a Sac, 
and a squaw who was not a Sac, who 
came down-river with some refugees 
named Beaucheval from St. Pierre des 
Boeufs. Both Indians were detained 
for information. One of them, it is 
believed the squaw, murdered two 
sentries, and both Indians escaped.

“ My information is, that the squaw 
had admitted she belonged to a Mr. 
’Conrad; and that the Indian’s name 

was Blue Heron. Now, are that squaw 
who escaped from Dixon’s, and the one 
who visited you last night, the same?”

Conrad did not hesitate a moment. 
“Yes,” he answered.

“ And she murdered those militia­
men?”

Lincoln coughed sharply. “ Is that 
evidence?” he asked, stroking his chin.

“ I weren’t there,” said Conrad. “ I 
couldn’t answer that.”

Atkinson played with the pencil 
again, frowning and glancing up un­
der his eyelids. The sentry came in 
with a candle-lantern, set it on the table 
and went out.

“ If you four men are honest,” said 
Atkinson suddenly, “ why don’t you 
tell me frankly what all this means?”

“ You didn't ask,” said Louis. “ I’ll 
tell you. My wife’s somewhere over 
the river, hiding from Sully, who wants 
her. I haven’t killed Sully because I 
promised not. Maybe Sully thinks I’m 
dead.

“ Blue Heron swore to me, and Run­
ning Caribou swore to Conrad, they’d 
look after my Daphne. If you sepa­
rated them from what they’d sworn to 
do, they’re Injuns, and they wouldn’t 
let two strangers’ lives stand between 
them and doing what they said.”

“Who is your wife?” asked Atkin­
son.

“ Daphne, daughter of old Beau­
cheval.”

“ They were sent down-river. Where 
do you say they are? How do you 
know?” demanded Atkinson.

“ My squaw brought that news las’ 
night,” said Conrad. “ Her, an’ Blue 
Heron an’ Daphne an’ another squaw 
is hidin’ somewhere’s over thar.”

“ Very well,” said Atkinson. “ In 
that case we will send and find them. 
Captain Lincoln, you will take your 
company across the river at dawn, find 
these individuals and bring them here 
to me. Meanwhile, will you four men 
give parole, or—”

The friends exchanged glances 
again.



“ Personal, between you and us, 
we'll stay,” said Louis, “ until we serve 
you notice otherwise.”

“ See they draw rations,” said At­
kinson, and Lincoln led the four out­
side.

They messed with Lincoln, at his re­
quest. “ Boys, I’m not questioning 
your promise to stay here, but I’d like 
to be able to answer to-morrow morn­
ing for all you did during the night.”

“ We’ll tell you,” said Louis.
“ There will be no need,” said Lin­

coln, lighting a fire with his own hands; 
and they all sat down beside it.

SO Lincoln was with them, talking 
under the stars, when a cry like a 
lost soul’s went all through the 

camp. Three sentries challenged si­
multaneously, and six hundred men 
ceased talking and laughing as if a 
hand from another w’orld had touched 
them. The cry came from somewhere 
near the water's edge. Out of the si­
lence a sentry’s voice gave an angry 
command :

“Put ver hands up! Ouick, afore 
I—”

Then the cry again, more melan­
choly and harrowing than before. Con­
rad sprang to his feet and without a 
word to any one went hurrying toward 
the river, Louis hard after him, then 
the others, Lincoln last.

In the darkness by the river bank 
Running Caribou was standing close 
to a canoe, with both hands up over her 
head and the bayonets of two sentries 
thrust against her ribs. Conrad ran 
straight up to her and almost showed 
emotion:

“ You ol’ bad penny! Gol-durn your 
hide, what d’ye think y’re doin’ here?”

She jerked her head toward the 
canoe, still holding up her hands, too 
terrified to answer. One of the sen­
tries spoke to Lincoln:

“ There’s a dead Injun and a gov’- 
ment rifle in the canoe, sir.”

Louis, Lincoln, Bizard, Crawford 
seized the canoe and dragged it clear 

of the water. Louis’s arms were down 
into it first; he raised Blue Heron by 
the shoulders.

“ He’s alive,” he said curtly.
But that was all. There was an ar­

row in his ribs, broken off nearly flush 
with the skin. No more life remained 
in him than was kept there by sheer 
strength of will. His lips moved, and 
Louis laid his ear close to them to lis­
ten, all holding their breath for fear 
he might lose one word of the almost 
inaudible voice.

“ Fellers,” said Louis at last, getting 
into the canoe and sitting down to let 
Blue Heron’s shoulders lean back 
against him, “ Black Hawk’s scouts 
took Daphne yesterday, and Blue Her­
on stopped an arrow.

“ He shot the man who came to scalp 
him, and he’s got the scalp o’ that man 
in his fingers now. He says it’s the 
scalp o’ the Pottawotamie who stole his 
squaw; that means the Pottawotamies 
has joined Black Hawk. He says— 
what’s that?”

" Go on, Blue Heron, I’m listening 
—he says he crawled toward the river 
and Running Caribou found him and 
helped him the rest of the way, and 
gave him the news of us. Go on, Blue 
Heron, say that again. He says, we’re 
his brothers and he's our brother—and 
he’s sorry, but he done his best—and to 
tell you all good-by.”

Blue Heron's head fell back on Lou­
is’s shoulder, but he was still breath­
ing. Out of the darkness Conrad’s 
voice mumbled and grumbled, talking 
in an Indian dialect to Running Cari­
bou. Lincoln touched him on the shoul­
der.

“ Sorry,” he said kindly, “ but she’s 
under arrest. You may talk to her in 
English, if I listen.”

“ Louis!” Conrad shouted—almost 
yelled. “ Ask Blue Heron who killed 
them two militiamen!”

“ I guess he’s gone.” said Louis. 
“ Gone, or awful near it.”

But Crawford knew where whisky 
could be found. He took it from a 



man who wanted money for it. Bizard 
kept the rightful owner of the stuff at 
bay, and Crawford held the flask to 
Blue Heron’s lips.

“Go on, yer lucky stiff, swallow!” 
he commanded. “ Yer’ll go out feelin’ 
good!”

Blue Heron’s throat moved and he 
swallowed a good mouthful of the po­
tent stuff. His eyes opened. Louis 
began to speak to him in the Sac lan­
guage, but it was some time before 
Blue Heron seemed to understand. At 
last, however, he smiled grjkhly and 
his lips moved in answer, z

“ I heard him!” shouted Bizard, too 
eager for Conrad’s sake. He had not 
heard a word. No one had.

“ Hush !” said Louis. “ He’s ask­
ing something. Oh, I get it; he wants 
to die standing up.”

He rose and hove Blue Heron to his 
feet, standing behind him with arms 
under his. Blue Heron seemed to gath­
er all his strength for one last effort.

“ Me—I kill those men!” he said, 
and died.

LOUIS gently laid his body down 
u again, full length in the canoe, 

and gazed into Blue Heron’s face 
a long moment. At last he straight­
ened again.

“ Did you hear that?” he asked Lin­
coln.

“ Yes,” said Lincoln.
“ Do you believe it?” asked Bizard, 

seizing him by the shoulder.
“ It is evidence,” said Lincoln, 

stroking at his chin. It may be that 
he hid a smile, and maybe not; there 
was no telling.

In a rather dry tone of voice he re­
quested the whole party to follow him 
to the general’s tent, where a confer­
ence was going on; they had to wait a 
long time until it ended.. When the 
staff officers filed out at last, and they 
filed in, the general looked very tired, 
but he listened attentively while Lin­
coln described what had taken place.

“Is that the squaw?” General At­

kinson demanded at last, and Running 
Caribou was stood up in front of him.

Her face was like a mask. He be­
gan to question her, but she answered 
absolutely nothing.

“Doesn't she know English? Ask 
her why she doesn’t answer!”

“ She’s too sheered,” said Conrad. 
“ She’s gittin’ awful old. She’s carried 
that heavy Injun, Lord knows how fur, 
an’ brought him across the river, an’ 
she’s skeered o’ baynits an’ bein’ shot 
—an’ she ain’t nowise talkative, not 
any time.”

“ And all of you heard Blue Heron 
say that he killed those two men at 
Dixon’s? You heard it, Captain Lin­
coln ? You say she’s your squaw, Mr. 
Conrad? Since when? Twenty years, 
eh? Um-m-m! Released in your cus­
tody. And now, what do you men pro­
pose to do?”

Louis stood out at once in front of 
him. “ I serve you notice that I’m 
leaving the camp,” he announced.

“ Same here!” said Crawford, stand­
ing up,

“ And me!’’ said Bizard, lining up 
with Louis. Conrad said nothing for 
the moment.

“ I’m off after Black Hawk,” said 
Louis,

“Same here!” remarked Crawford.
“ Me, too!-’ echoed Bizard.
“ He’s taken my wife prisoner. I’m 

off to settle the account with him,” said 
Louis.

“ And I serve all of you notice,” 
said General Atkinson, smiling grimly, 
“ that I will put up with no such inde­
pendent nonsense!

“ You are the very men we need as 
scouts. You may go against Black 
Hawk on those terms, or else be sent 
down-river. There’s a scout battalion 
forming. If you like to join that I’ll 
promise to keep you out in front, as 
close to the enemy as you can get. I’ve 
no authority to make you join. I offer 
you the opportunity.”

All three demurred. They loathed 
the militia life. Recollection'and tra­



dition—the free air of the wilderness 
that they had breathed—made them 
despise subordination; they laughed at 
the very thought of taking orders from 
an officer in epaulettes. It was not un­
til Lincoln put in a word that they ca­
pitulated.

“ Three days from now my men are 
to be mustered out. I shall reenlist as 
a private,” he said quietly.

Bizard yielded first. “ All right, 
Long-legs,” he grinned. “ By gar, I 
join up jes’ to wrastle you! I beat you 
good—-you wait an’ see!”

“ All right,” said Louis. “ If you 
don’t keep your word and send us to 
the front, I’ll go anyhow. I’ll join.”

“Hell!” exclaimed Crawford, grin­
ning through his whiskers. “ Me a 
long-knife! Sarve out yer sabers! 
Sure, I’m cornin’ in!”

“ And you ?” asked the general.
Conrad nodded reluctantly, . but 

firmly.
“ What about that squaw ?”
“ I’ll send her somewhere till the 

campaign’s over,” Conrad answered.
Outside in the darkness Conrad 

talked to Running Caribou in the midst 
of a circle of his three friends, with 
Lincoln looking on.

“ Gol-durn your hide, ef you weren’t 
all that old I’d have let ’em shoot yer! 
Now, whar’s that white papoose? Yer 
don’t know? Go find it! Take it over 
to Keokuk’s village an’ find it a good 
wet-nurse—understand Straight after 
that, you git on Black Hawk’s trail! 
And git took pris'ner!

“ Gol-durn your hide, it ’u’d sarve 
ye right if ye was scalped! Git took 
pris’ner, an’ git close ter Daphne. Git 
her away ef ye kin. Ef ye can’t then 
stay by her. Tend to her. Look after 
her.”

He turned to Louis. “ Lift Blue 
Heron out o’ the canoe; I’m goin’ ter 
send her away in it.”

Louis and Bizard went down to the 
water’s edge and Lincoln follow’ed 
them, with an eye to the rifle that was 
still in the canoe.

“ Now see here, ye ol’ fool,” said 
Conrad with his arm around the squaw, 
“ they’ll have ter sarve me out a new 
rifle, so I’ll give yer this one. Take 
keer o’ y’rself. Mebbe they’ll not scalp 
ye ef ye han’ the rifle over. An’ no 
more murderin’s—ye understan’ ?”

CHAPTER XXVIII.
“ you’rb bam-right !”

LOUIS, Bizard, Conrad, and Craw- 
ford buried Blue Heron on the top 
of a mound, looking westward, 

over Rock River toward the plains his 
soul had yearned for. It was their 
last act as freemen of the wilderness.

That morning Captain Abraham 
Lincoln administered the oath of al­
legiance to the United States of Amer­
ica and thenceforth they were drops in 
an ocean of pow’er, whose prodigious 
destiny few men foresaw as yet.

Then came the rain—the wet Wis­
consin clouds that turned the undrained 
leagues into foundering swamps, as if 
the very elements were fighting for 
Black Hawk.

Floods along the river wrecked the 
long flotillas of supplies; horses and 
cannon and men were bogged until a 
five-mile march was a long day's la­
bor; cholera broke out in the camps 
down-river; starvation and worn-out 
boots played havoc with the front; pol­
itics at the rear nurtured disaster and 
discouragement.

Traders, figuring percentages and 
boasting louder than the politicians 
who protected them, sold whisky to the 
troops until at last, in desperation, 
General Atkinson issued his famous 
standing order, that anjr man found 
drunk must dig his own grave to save 
trouble for the burying squads.

Black Hawk’s men swooped down on 
unprotected points, and everybody 
blamed everybody else for disasters 
that did, and did not happen.

For a month, and longer, out in the 
ain, long leagues ahead of the toiling 



regiments, Louis, Bizard, Crawford, 
and Conrad sought for contact with 
Black Hawk as persistently as wolves 
on a moose’s trail. First one and then 
the other took back word to the army, 
but Louis never; nothing induced him 
to slacken for a moment the tense strain 
of the hunt.

It was he who first discovered that 
the Sacs were eating their own horses, 
although, knowing how that news 
would hearten the whites, they made 
every effort to conceal the fact. Louis 
signaled for Bizard across ten miles of 
country, and they met midway.

. “ Go straight to the general, Paul. 
Don’t say a word to another living 
soul. Tell him to drive, and drive, and 
throw all them loads away, and to hell 
with cannon, but keep his troops to­
gether and we’ll bring on a pitch fight 
now in next to no time.”

So Bizard took that message back, 
and grinned in the- faces of staff offi­
cers who ordered him to tell them what 
he knew. They even put him under 
arrest, and he could not find one friend 
to reach the general’s private ear, until 
at last in desperation he knocked two 
sentries’ heads together and burst into 
Atkinson’s tent.

“ By gar, I quit your army!” he an­
nounced. “ Give me two hundred pick’ 
men—me, I pick ’em!—and I bring you 
Black Hawk tied on a teepee pole!”

Then he gave Atkinson the message, 
with his own conclusions added. “ Your 
army is like a blacksmith trying to 
make watches 1 By gar, you should be 
like dogs after a buck! You should 
run him down, and eat after you got 
’im! Look out, or Black Hawk cross 
the Mississippi, an’ then you hunt ’im 
two hundred year! March, quick now, 
an’ you ketch him before he cross.”

THAT was the beginning of the 
final drive that brought Black 
Hawk to bay, but only the begin­

ning of it. It took time to organize 
and launch the hard-marching battal­
ions of picked men who needed no pam­

pering and whose only ambition was to 
come to blows and have the business 
over with.

And meanwhile, Louis held the trail 
in wind and storm, deciphering the 
signs, deducing this and that at times 
he was confused by Black Hawk’s de­
liberate efforts to throw scouts off the 
scent, but he always picked up the trail 
again, and always left at least half a 
day ahead of the regular scout battalion 
that spread itself in a long, enduring 
line across the wilderness.

They turned aside for every wisp of 
smoke, investigated every burned hut, 
sent back a skein of guesswork for 
every thread of truth. He kept to the 
true trail; and Bizard, Crawford, and 
Conrad were the links that kept touch 
with the rear.

It was Louis who sent back word 
that might have prevented the disaster 
at Kellogg’s Grove. He was actually 
in Black Hawk’s rear when the desper­
ate chief made that raid that routed 
Dement’s men and increased his store 
of rifles and ammunition.

It was then that he first got news of 
Daphne. Black Hawk had thrown a 
screen of scouts to keep both flanks 
clear and to secure his line of retreat. 
Louis crept up on one of them, clubbed 
him with his rifle butt, and, finding 
after awhile that he was only stunned, 
coaxed him back to consciousness.

The Sac was free enough with in­
formation after Louis had shared his 
own scant rations with him; he said 
that Daphne was well mounted on a 
good, fat pony, and well cared for by 
the squaws. He said there was a Cree 
squaw, who waited on her hand and 
foot, although the only reason why the 
Cree had not been killed was that she 
bought her life with a very good rifle 
from the man who captured her.

He also said that Black Hawk had 
moved heaven and earth to persuade 
the Fox and Winnebago tribes to join 
him, but had so far failed, and that 
about all that was left for the chief to 
do was to cross the Mississippi. He 



gave the number of braves in the field 
as eighteen hundred, but said they were 
becoming discouraged.

Louis handed the prisoner over to 
Bizard, who convoyed him to the rear, 
and after that Louis was never more 
than twenty miles in the wake of the 
Sac retreat. For retreat had begun in 
real earnest; Black Hawk was sending 
his emissaries over the river to feel out 
the attitude toward him of the tribes 
on the other side.

His own scouts, and more than one 
white trader, had warned him of Atkin­
son’s preparations; and there were 
steamboats, armed with light cannon, 
working their way up the river, ham­
pered by shoal water and by having to 
cut wood for fuel, but deadly danger­
ous if he should delay the crossing too 
long.

And then at last came the really de­
termined effort of the whites at last, 
made by men who took their cue from 
J. D. Henry. He cared for neither 
precedent nor politician, spared neither 
horse nor man, but clapped his tough 
volunteers on Black Hawk’s trail and 
let them melt under the strain until 
hardly six hundred of them still stood 
up in the ranks when Black Hawk 
chose a battleground on the bluffs of 
the Wisconsin, and left it strewn with 
his own dead—his first defeat.

Henry’s men—they had abandoned 
blankets, provisions, everything except 
ammunition—had gone their limit for 
the moment; but Atkinson now hurled 
his regulars into the chase.

Officers and men rankled with jeal­
ousy of the militia that had presumed 
to “ show them how,” so that the pur­
suit of Black Hawk never slackened, 
Henry’s exhausted and depleted com­
panies, reduced now to the strength of 
hardly a battalion, bringing up the rear.

THE trail, by lake and river and 
woods, was by now littered with 
Black Hawk’s abandoned camp 

stuff; the Sacs had no time to hide their 
trail; they had eaten most of their 

horses. There were bodies of braves 
who had died of neglected wounds; oc­
casional squaws too spent to march; 
bones of the horses eaten, every other 
evidence of pell-mell flight.

And for scores of miles behind the 
pursuing column lay a line of strag­
glers, foundered horses, cannon and 
wagons and commissariat abandoned 
in the rain, lest Black Hawk get away 
from them.

There was no doubt of the outcome 
any longer, even in Black Hawk’s 
mind; he was no longer fighting Still­
man’s picnicking militia. The grim 
old savage strained every nerve to get 
his already beaten force across the Mis- 
sissippi before the avenging whites 
could catch up.

And at last, out of the mist of an 
August morning, word came from 
Louis d'Arras, who had not sent one 
false word of information, that Black 
Hawk had rallied his braves at Bad 
Axe, only a few miles farther on. A 
roar went up, and, like a confirmation 
from Olympus, came the boom of can­
non as a river gunboat raked a party of 
a hundred picked braves on the Sac 
right wing.

The scouts closed in on one another, 
forming one scant company that en­
gaged the Sacs and tried to hold them 
until the army could come up; for 
Black Hawk’s stand was a heroic effort 
to save his force from destruction, not 
a vainglorious attempt to hurl back 
the tide of the advancing whites. He 
split his force in halves and set one- 
half to crossing the river while the 
other half stood at bay.

Louis, Bizard. Crawford, and Con­
rad were all together in the midst of the 
company, hard-pressed by the Sacs, 
shooting through a mixture of mist and 
acrid powder smoke, when the first of 
the regiments came roaring into range 
and opened fire.

The instant that crackling din broke 
out—they could not see for rifle smoke, 
and a cloud bank from the rifles of the 
Sac braves drifted on the breeze tc 



mix with it—the four friends cut loose 
from the formed-up scouts without as 
much as a “ by your leave ” to any one, 
and raced for the river bank, hoping 
to catch sight of Daphne.

In a minute they were face to face 
with a party of Sac braves, who rose 
out of ambush and exchanged one vol­
ley, then fled, thinking there were prob­
ably a hundred men behind them; and 
in another second they were wrapped 
in smoke and mist.

Then down they lay in the reeds on 
the river bank and watched the prog­
ress of the battle. There was an island 
crowded with willows on their left 
front, and on that Black Hawk had 
rallied his right wing under cannon­
fire from the gunboat, in order to cover 
the retreat of the left wing as it tried 
to cross the river.

The Sacs had no canoes, no boats. 
The squaws made tiny rafts of reeds 
and bark, laid their children on those, 
and swam. Braves breasted the cur­
rent with one hand holding a rifle high 
out of water.

It was no rout, but splendid general­
ship conducting a retreat from a strick­
en field. Even when Henry’s men 
roared down the bank and plunged into 
the river to assault the island there 
was no panic among Black Hawk’s 
braves; the old chief had them by the 
reins and held them to it masterfully.

But nothing could stop Henry’s 
men; they “ showed the regulars the 
way ” again, swam, waded, stormed 
the island bank, and got home with 
the bayonet. It was then, and not un­
til then that the Black Hawk forma­
tion went to pieces in a general rout.

And it was then, as the cannon 
ceased, for fear of butchering Henry’s 
men, that all four friends at once saw 
Daphne,

TWO ponies plunged into the river 
from behind the island, each with 
a rider on its back and surround­

ed by swimming braves, some of whom 
clung to the ponies’ manes and tails. 

The troops on the bank opened fire on 
them, and the hail of bullets forced 
the swimmers to scatter. Louis 
plunged into the river just as one of 
the ponies turned toward him, guided 
by a squaw, who swam beside it, cling­
ing to its mane.

“ Gol-durn her hide, who says the 
ol’ gal ain’t got guts!” yelled Conrad. 
“Ho, there, Running Caribou! This 
way, y’ ol’ wolf!”

There wasn’t one chance in a mil­
lion of her hearing him; men were 
pot-shotting at the heads on the water; 
the din was deafening. Conrad and 
Crawford rose and ran along the bank 
in the line of fire, trying to get them 
to stop until the pony could reach shore.

And meanwhile Louis's head was 
enough like an Indian’s to make a tar­
get for fifty rifles. Bullets splashed 
in the water all around him, until Bi­
zard joined Conrad and Crawford and 
ran, yelling, straight at the ranks of 
the regulars, threatening to shoot an 
officer apiece unless the firing ceased.

Bizard caught a young lieutenant in 
his arms and hurled him at his men, 
then jumped on him and beat him until 
he ordered his platoon to cease fire, 
with what scant breath he had left.

Even so, Louis reached the pony 
amid a shower of bullets. One stray 
shot drilled the pony’s head and it 
rolled over sidewise. Louis pulled 
Daphne clear, and she reached out a 
hand for Running Caribou, while Bi­
zard, plunging breast-deep, waded out 
toward them; he could not swim: he 
had to wait until he could grab Louis 
by the hair and tow him inshore.

They came ashore amid a hail of 
bullets; men too far away to recognize 
them were taking pot-shots at every­
thing in sight.

Louis had swallowed so much water, 
and was so spent with his effort that 
for a moment he stood speechless on 
the bank, with one arm around Daphne, 
looking at her, trying to summon 
enough self-command to smile. But 
Bizard did not wait for that; he seized 



them both by the back of the head 
and rubbed their faces tight together.

“ Kiss, you imbeciles!’’ he command­
ed. “ By gar, you meet in a river and 
gape like two fishes!”

Conrad stripped a blanket from a 
dead man’s pack and approached Run­
ning Caribou in no particular hurry. 
The squaw waited for him, smiling 
sheepishly.

“ Thar, gol-durn your hide, put that 
on yer,” he ordered. “ You come near 
drownin’. She’s giftin’ awful old,” he 
informed the world at large. “ Con- 
sarn you, git away an’ dry y’self, you 
ol’ murderin’ hoss-thief, you’ll git 
pneumoney!”

Louis spoke at last: “ Where’s Black 
Hawk?” he demanded.

“ Gone,” said Daphne. “ He was on 
that other pony. He’s across the 
river.”

“ Wait here. I’ll get him!”
He had already turned to go, but 

Daphne clung to him. “ No, Louis, 
no! Let him get away—please! For 
my sake! Listen: he treated me splen­
didly. He threatened to kill any Sac 
who was not civil to me. He told me 
he would never kill you or me unless 
you forced him to; he said you are his 
brother. He killed Sully, because Sully 
tried to steal me and—”

“Killed Sully? When? Where? 
How?” The four friends spoke in 
chorus.

“ Early this morning. Sully came 
with a boatload of rifles, but he would 
not part with any rifles without money. 
Then he saw me and offered fifty rifles 
for me. I refused to go and Sully beat 
me. Black Hawk shot him. His body 
is in the river somewhere.”

“ Louis,” said Crawford, screwing 
up his face until it looked like a mop 
of red whiskers, “ I ain't speakin’ per­
sonal, nor backin’ out o' no engage­
ments, an’ I'm game ter go ter hell 
with yer an’ kill any Injun as yer say’s 
yer enemy. But, stric’ly atween frien’s, 
an' nothin’ personal, mind, that than 

THE END

Sully's enough to make Black Hawk’s 
’count reasonable squar’.”

“ You’re dam-right,” answered 
Louis.

CHAPTER XXIX.
“ I DID NOT FORGET.”

IT was a week before they caught 
Black Hawk. The Winnebagoes 
brought him in. dressed in white 

deerskins. They delivered him to 
General Street at Prairie du Chien.

Old one-eyed Decori, to whom Black 
Hawk had surrendered, rose soon after 
Black Hawk and two other prisoners 
were seated in the general’s tent, and 
made a short speech:

“ My Father :
“ We have done what you told us to. 

You told us to get these men, and said 
it would be the cause of much good 
to the Winnebagoes. We have brought 
them, but it has been very hard for us 
to do so. Black Hawk was a great 
way off.

“ You told us to bring him to you 
alive. We have done so. If you had 
told us to bring his head alone, wc 
would have done so, and it would have 
been less difficult than what we have 
done.

“ My father, we deliver these men 
into your hands. We want you to keep 
them safe. If they are to be hurt, we 
do not wish to see it. Wait until we 
are gone before it is done.”

So, in the presence of those Winne­
bagoes, General Street handed over 
Black Hawk to Lieutenant Jefferson 
Davis, with orders to protect him on 
the journey to St. Louis, that they 
might feel sure he would receive the 
treatment due to a defeated warrior.

And outside, as he left the tent. 
Black Hawk shook hands very solemn­
ly with four men and a woman. He 
looked into the eyes of each, but only 
spoke to one. To Louis he said:

“ You are my brother—you who fed 
us in the winter when the squaws were 
hungry. I did not forget.”
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Millions of pounds of 
choice tobacco from each 
crop are stored away in 
great warehouses to”age.”

What a cigarette 
meant there

Ten seconds to go— 
and raw nerves fighting wearied mus­
cles, driving them on into that fear­
ful unknown beyond the wire. What 
man will ever forget the steadying 
solace of that last sweet stolen smoke?,

What a cigarette 
means here

Two years to go— 
the slow "ageing” by which tobaccos for 
Chesterfield lose all bite and harshness ...

Mysterious, this chemistry of Nature! 
Endless rows of great hogsheads, stored 
away in darkness; choice tobacco, tightly 
packed ... just waiting. And as if on sig­
nal, twice each year the leaf goes through 
a natural "sweat”—steeps in its own es­
sences, grows mild and sweet and mellow.

Selected leaf, costly patience, endless 
care—that’s what a cigarette means here. 
But right there is exactly the reason why 
Chesterfield means what it does to you!

.... and yet THEY SATISFY
In answering this advertisement it is desirable that von mention this magazine.



PRESENTING MR. PERRY

y^MONG the newcomers to Argosy 
is Ralph R. Perry, author of many 

excellent sea stories, besides a long 
string of Western tales. Mr. Perry 
makes his bow with a Western novel­
ette, “ Men’s Business,” but he will 
soon make his second appearance with 
a fine sea story. Of his experiences he 
writes:

The hurricane deck of a ship suits me better 
than the same part of a cowpony. At least, 
I’ve spent more time on the former. Left 
California for the North Atlantic and put in 
the next three years, partly coastwise, partly 
deep water. The worst weather I ever en­
countered was off the Azores. The barometer 
went down to 28.53, which according to news­
papers means a wind velocity of about one hun­
dred and twenty miles an hour. II’c didn’t 
measure it. Too busy trying to get in lifeboats 
before the sea smashed them. We got in 
three, and lost three. Pretty even break.

My worst time at sea, though, was within 
a day's sail of little ole New York. Twenty­
seven hours on the deck, and when 1 got a 
watch below at last, -there was hot and cold 
water in my bunk. Fact. A leak in the deck 
was cold ; a leak from a steam radiator pipe, 
hot. I'd always thought I could sleep through 
anything, too.

When the sea began to be too much like 
hard work I went hunting after the old West 
of the cattle and six-guns days I'd missed as 
a kid. Found some—here and there, away 
from the railroads and the auto trails in 
Texas and New Mexico. All this 1 try to 
get into my yarns. Ralph R. Perry.

A PRETTY good case Mr. Wood 
makes for the Western stories:

Hollywood, Cal.
First of all. T want to sing praises to your 

Western stories. I've read quite a few kicks 
about ’em in the Readers’ Viewpoint, but 
please listen to one who knows what a big 
help wild Western yarns are!

I work in a crowded store all day' and, be­
lieve me, by the time 1 inhale eight hours 
of city air and walk four blocks of concrete 
to my rooming house, a good old Western 
story, in the keen little magazine called Argosy- 
All'story Weekly, is a God-send. They bring 
to me starlit nights on a wind-swept prairie,

and how a sun sets when not obstructed by a 
big city. Yes, sir ! I am a wild Western boost­
er, and for those who “ ain’t ”—just tell me 
who they are, and I’ll start in arguing " muy 
pronto." Victor Wood.

ROOTER for historical fiction is 
Mr. Weese. We hope that “ He 

Rules Who Can "is near enough to the 
Roman Empire to fill the bill fer him:

Flint, ©kla.
Let the old Argosy-Allstory " shove off ” 

each week just as she is.
One of the greatest benefits a reader gets 

from good fiction is general, historical and 
geographical information. Your old readers 
who have read steadily for years have gathered 
more of that than they’ realize.

Let's have more stories of the Roman Em­
pire. How about one dealing with Napoleon’s 
wars ?

The article on “ Dead Man’s Island ’’ was 
especially interesting to me because I was sta­
tioned at the submarine base at San Pedro. 
I have seen the island there in the channel 
hundreds of times, yet never knew there was 
any one buried there. The coast artillery 
used it to signal from during 1918.

P. R. Weese.

pERHAPS one of our readers can 
help out Mrs. Joslin with the last 

installment of “ The Way of the 
Strong.”

Norwalk, Conn.
I first began reading your magazine some 

twenty years ago. I think it was first Argosy, 
then All-Story and now Argosy-Allstory. 
One particular story I read, about fifteen years 
ago, “ The Way of the Strong,” is, in my es­
timation, the finest story ever written. I read 
all the story except the last installment, and 
1 have never been able to finish it. We were 
unable to get the magazine that week, they 
sell like hot cakes up here. So that story’s 
ending has always been an unsolved mystery 
to me.

My’ husband and I always have a friendly 
scrap as to who reads the magazine first. 
Wednesday’ evening runs into Thursday 
morning before I finish my book.

One story I thought particularly fine in the 
All-Story was “ Celeste Marie,” that was more’ 
than worth the price of the book alone.

“ Moonglow ” was a fine story, “ Squatters’ 
Rights ” was another, and I was really sorry to 



have that delightful and thrilling “ Trouble 
Ranch ” end this week.

George M. Johnson is my favorite author, 
with George F. Worts next. Can you tell 
me the author of " Celeste Marie,” written 
about twelve years ago, I think?

I am grateful to Mrs. Nelson II. Brown for 
her method of saving the best stories. I shall 
do that also. I like Western stories, in fact, 
I like all stories that are good, regardless of 
North, South, East or West, for a setting. 
Most all of them are good. You used to pub­
lish darky stories. Skeeter Butts and his 
crowd were my husband's favorites. He al­
ways got a good laugh out of them, and I 
always knew what story he was reading. Can’t 
we have more of them ?

Semi Dual was always interesting, and a 
wonderful character.

One story, a short story, “Take Him for a 
Ride,” by Wirt, made me afraid to go to bed— 
at three thirty in the morning—until I had 
tried all the windows. I often wonder if the 
authors realize how much genuine pleasure 
and satisfaction they give to others who read 
their works.

Here is wishing you continual success in 
your selection of stories for Argosy-Allstory 
Weekly. Mrs. Florence N. Joslin,

/ANOTHER newcomer who has 
made himself right at home in the 

Argosy family circle is W. Wirt. 
Plenty more of his yarns on the way 
to you also.

Chester, Pa.
I've been a steady reader of the Argosy for 

the last fifteen years or more, and will say 
for good all-around reading it can’t be beat. 
Don’t make any changes, let it stay as it is;

I just finished W. Wirt's novelette, “ Kill 
Him, Jimmie—or I Will,’’ and _ will say it 
brings things out just as they are in this coun­
try to-day.

I have nearly every Argosy issued since 
1909. A good many of them I've read twice. 
The first story I can remember reading was 
“ The Land of Lost Hope,” and I believe I can 
truthfully say it was the best I ever read. I 
guess you know how long it’s been since that 
was published.

I never start a serial until I have all the 
installments, for when I start I like to go 
right through with it. O. R. Watts.

PLENTY of readers seem to want to 
hear more from Will McMorrow.

'A two-part story of his will be coming 
along pretty soon.

Haverhill, Mass.
Inclose find six coupons. I received my 

'drawing and liked it very much. In the last 
six magazines the stories I liked best were: 
“ Sea Marauders,” “ The Scandal on Kitikat 
Key,” “The Chinook,” “Trouble Ranch,” and 
“ The Crime Circus.” “ Madman’s Buff ” was 
a good storv, but I think Mr. McMorrow could 

have done better. Of the short stories I think 
“In Case of Fire” and “Take Him for a 
Ride ” were the best I have read for some 
time.

I am glad to see that Mr. Seltzer is coming 
back again, also Mr. Maclsaac. They are both 
A No. 1 writers, I think. Can’t you get Mr. 
McMorrow to write a war serial? If he would 
write one as good as “ King’s Khaki,” which 
was in the Argosy about a year ago it would 
be O. K.

I like the little articles that you use now 
much better than the poems. Your covers 
are great. George Thompson, Jr.

CJTILL another role for Argosy—
Cupid this time! Mrs. Johnson’s 

letter is as interesting as any story 
we’ve published.

Robbinsdale, Minn.
About seven years ago I was quite ill. I 

had been working for my aunt, who had a 
restaurant. A certain young man who took 
meals there heard that a girl was sick and 
asked if I would care for anything to read. 
When I said yes, he sent me an Argosy. After 
reading it I thought any one who picked such 
good reading would be worth knowing. Well, 
he was. He still keeps me supplied with 
Argosies—and also with the other necessities 
of life.

We both think the Argosy-Allstory can’t be 
beat. Mrs. D. Johnson.

YOUR CHOICE COUPON

Editor, Argosy-Allstory Weekly, 
280 Broadway, N. Y. C„ N. Y.
The stories I like best in this 

issue of the magazine are as fol­
lows :

1,__________________________
2___ ______________________
3---------------------------------------
4.------------------------------------------

5—------  --------------- -- ------
I did not like_ ___ ___ __ ____

because...... ........    ..
Name_______________ ______________

Street-- ---------------------- _------------------

City_______________________State-------
12-1



Looking Ahead!
A little known land of mystery is that great stretch 
of Western China—the wild and lawless region be­
hind the western mountains. Beyond the control 
of the Chinese government, it is the battleground of 
conflicting war-lords,ano-man’s land where adven­
ture waits at every turn. Into its forbidding hills 
marches John Norcross with his young army of 
colored troopers. Their adventures provide us with 
an unusual and fascinating two-part story<—

WAR LORD OF MANY SWORDSMEN
by W. WIRT

This is a new line for W. Wirt, already well known to Argosy 
readers for his crime and Secret Service stories, but it is a field 
which gives him ample opportunity for the red-blooded action that 
is always a feature of his work. It will be the opening story of the

ISSUE OF DECEMBER 8th

BOOKPLATED—by fred macISaac 
will be the complete novelette in this issue—a tale of an every-day lad 
with an every-day job, who suddenly faces the chance of a lifetime.

The Feature Short Story

GREEN FOR A CLEAR TRACK
by DON WATERS

A railroad story that catches and presents a bit of the heart of 
the railroad old-timer.

ARGOSY 
ALL=STORY WEEKLY 
“First In Fiction** Out Every Wednesday



I know an easy way to keep from.

The modern way to diet! Light a 
Lucky when rich sweets tempt 
you. That’s what thousands of 
lovely women are doing—success­
fully. The delicately toasted flavor 
of Luckies is more than a substi­
tute for sweets—it satisfies the 
appetite without harming the di­
gestion. Toasting does it. Toasting 
removes the impurities and im­
proves the flavor of the finest to­
bacco.
Men who pride themselves on 
keeping fit discovered this long ago. 
They know that Luckies do not 
affect the wind nor impair their 
physical condition—many promi­
nent athletes have testified to this 
fact. They discovered, too, that 
Luckies don’t irritate the throat— 
a fact subscribed to by 20,679 
physicians.
Here’s the best diet news of the 
year: light a Lucky and you won’t 
miss sweets.

Reach for u Lucky 
instead of a sweet.

“It's toasted”
No Throat Irritation-No Cough.

Nazimova s 
Brilliant Dra­
matic Star Now 
with Civic Rep­
ertory Theatre.

© 1928. The American Tobacco Co., Manufacturer'



four dollars for
Meny Christmas
that lasts all year /

SUBSCRIPTION to Argosy-Ai.i.- 
story Weekly makes a most desir­
able Christmas Gift. Argosy-All- 
story Weekly contains a greater 
variety of fiction than any other 
magazine. No matter what your 
friend’s particular likes may be, he is 
certain to like the stories in Argosy-

Allstory Weekly, The authors, whose work appear 
in Argosy, are leaders of present day story telling— 
both novelists and short story writers—and their best 
and latest work can always be found in the magazine.

A gift of a subscription to Argosy is equivalent to 
presenting your friend with a complete novel each 
week, besides a novelette and a variety of short 
stories. The demand for Argosy very often exceeds 
the supply, but subscribers are assured of the receipt 
of their copies.

In making a gift of this kind, all you have to do is 
fill out the coupon below, attach your remittance to 
it, and mail it to us. We will save you time, worry 
and the bother of Christmas shopping, and we will 
mail the first issue, together with a beautiful Christ­
mas greeting card, announcing the gift in your name.

The cost is only $4.00 per year ($7.00 in Canada ) — 
less than the cost of two of the fifty-two novels that 
appear during the life of the subscription.

Use the
Coupon



Socket <8en
HERE, in one word 
you have the real rea­
son why Pocket Ben 
is in high favor with 
millions of men. Right 
—on time! A thor­
oughly dependable,

precision built timepiece. Neatly 
designed. Handsomely finished. 
Attractive and trustworthy.

For that boy of yours—Pocket Ben 
is just the gift for Christmas. Boys like 
what men like.

Built by the makers of 
Big Ben and other IVestclo.r

WESTERN CLOCK COMPANY
La Salle, Illinois

New
Auto Clock
Good looking — con­
venient — reliable. 
Quickly attached to 
dash or above wind­
shield of any car.

Free Book
a'World'iFamous Bier shows 

how Tf&U can get into

South America. First, too, 
to explore the upper Ama­
zon jungles. Thu man who 
was a crack flying in­
structor for the Navy 
during the War; who to­
day is training far-sight­
ed nitii iur Aviation. His

of history-making flights— shows 
you exactly where your opportu­
nities lie. exactly hew to fit your­
self for them. Here is a book for 
inen with too much good sound 
business sense to let this opportu-

liook is yours FREE for nity of a lifetime out crow them! the coupon below.

Aviation is Ready—Hinton is 
Ready—Now it’s up to YOU

There’s BIG PAY plus fast growth and a real 
future for YOU in Aviation. Your one sure move 
is to ge t the right tra in ing— Q UIC K !
Hinton will train you for Aviation, right at home 
in spare-time. His proved course teaches all about 
plane construction, rigging, repairs, motors, in­
struments, theory of Hight, navigation, commercial 
Aviation. Whether you plan to fly or want one 
of the forty Big Pay ground jobs, Hinton's Free 
Book tells you how to start. Clip the coupon and 
send it TODAY!

Rush 'to WasTiingtom!
Walter Hinton, Pres. 2S-M

I Aviation Institute of U.S.A.
1 1115 Connecticut Ave., Washington, D. C.

I Send me your FREE Book tell ini; how I can train under 
you right at home for Avia’ion.

। Xame............ ........................... ....... ............... ............
Street.......................................................... Ige__ __

, I City............... ........... .............................\7etle.n.....................



advertising section

BE A RAILWAYTRAFFIC INSPECTOR

I Offer You

t OCWFONE

complete inf urination.
Learn at name—by Mcdt! 

Easilyl Quickly!
New! Different! Dr. Harlan Tarbell, Famous 
Magic wizard, teaches you Big Tricks, Illuaipns, Stage 
Stunts. Patter" and the Principles of Biffigic. You 
Lcarn easily and quickly at home by mail. Earn $250 to 
$1,000 a month. Write today for big/rec Magic Book.
Tarbell System,Inc.

Piauers
Pick up the Oc-
tofone and play

OctofoneTheuives

ties of eight instru­
ments in one!

FREE instruction book­
let with each
instrument.

In One/
Ihe new Kegal Octo­
fone can be tuned and 
played like a “uke." 
tenor hanjm mandolin.
tenor guitar and other

plectrum instru-

ghtcjf! No les­
sons or relearning.

The Octofone tunesand
plays like a uke. but you 
get a finer, more mel­

low tone than a “ukt.-’

has the harmony quali­

The
Best Gift
for Christmas
For a permanently useful gift that will be treasured long 
after the average holiday trinket is forgotten, select 

WEBSTER’S NEW
INTERNATIONAL 

DICTIONARY
The Merriam-Webster

The “Supreme Authority”
in courts, colleges, schools, and among government 
officials, both Federal and State. 452,000 entries in­
cluding 408,000 vocabulary terms, 32,000 geographical 
subjects, 12,000 biographical entries. Over 6,000 
illustrations and 100 valuable tables.

I"" Send for new richly illustrated pamphlet “7 
containing sample pages of ihe New Interna- I

__tional—FREE if you mention this magazine. I

G. & C. Merriam Company, Springfield, Mass.

Earn up to 9260 per month salary
Many men are needed in thia interesting, profitable profession 
where you are practically your own boa*—see new faces and 
places each minute. Healthful work— promotion rapid. We 

train you in three months' spare 
time home study and upon com­
pletion, assist you to a position 
paying at least 8120 per month 
salary—or refund your money. 
Write today for free booklet 
showing what we can do for you. 
Standard Business Training In* 
stitute. Div. 50» Buffalo, N. Y.

rite quick for new proposition. e 
offer $8.00 a day and a new Chevrolet 
Coach, for demonstrating' and taking 
orders for Comer All-Weather Top­
coats and Raincoats. Spare time. 
No experience required. Sample 
outfit free. Write now.
Comer Mfg. Co., Dept. 41 1-L, Dayton, Ohio

^"t" earn money
AT HOME Our amazing new method of Oil 
Painting Portraits, Landscapes, Miniatures, 
etc., requires no experience. PAINTING OUTFIT 
and Employment Service FREE. Write for booklet 

PICTORIAL ART STUDIOS, INC.
Dept. B. M. 2926 Broadway Chicago

Foreign Work!
Like to Travel—Does Romantic, Wealthy 
South America call you? Unusual oppor­
tunities for young men. American em­
ployers. Fare and expenses furnished.

BIG PAY. Write for Free List,
£ SOUTH AMERICAN SERVICE BUREAU

14600 Alma Avenue Detroit, Michigan

OKE TO BE DEAF
-EVERY DEAF PERSON KNOWS THAT

I make myself hear, after being deaf for 25 years, with 
these Artittcial Ear Drums. I wear 

9k I them day and night. They stop 
5 r bead noises and ringing ears. They 

are perfectly comfortable. Noone 
sees them. Write me and I will tell 
you a true story.how I got deaf and 
how 1 make you hear. Address M^uicatcd Lar iin™
GEO. P. WAY, Artificial Ear Drum Co. (Inc.)

'«9 iloflman Bldg. Detroit. Mich.

scientific, 
gland f 

ekcrric
irf and

grateful recovery. S>-nd name for FREE buck. 
A<idr*>s> Electro Thermal Company, 3012 Morris Ave., 
Steubenville, Ohio.

MustMenRar4o?
ny, have prostate gland 
it nightly

MUNSEY’S MAGAZINE
The Finest Fiction Available 

at Any Price
On sale at all news-stands. 25c a copy.



Play the Hawaiian Guitar 
like the Hawaiians/

Only 4 Motions used in playing this fascinating instru­
ment. Our native Hawaiian instructors teach'you to 
master them quickly. Pictures show how. Every^-^ 
thing explained clearly. 

Play in Half Hour 
After you get the four 
easy motions you play 
harmonious chords with 
veryjittle practice. No 
previous musical knowl­
edge needed. Pay as you play.

when you enroll
vl“ —a sweet toned *

irrying Case and 
Playing Outfit- 
Value $18 to $10

_  No ertma-cverythinp included
OTHER 1 Tenor Banjo. Violin, Tiple, Tenor Guitar, Ukulele. 

COURSES] Bun io ukulele Under well known instructors.

IOFTIS■ WF M N. State St.
■M BROS.&CO. 18S» Chicago, Ilk

Easy Lessons
Even if >ou don’t know 
one note from another, 
the 52 printed lessons 
and clear pictures make 
it easy to learn quickly.

HAWAIIAN GUITAR,
WRITE AT ONCE for attractive offer 
and easy terms. You have everything 
to gain. A postcard will do, ACT!

FIRST HAWAIIAN CONSERVATORY of MUSIC, Ine.
Sth Floor, Woolworth Bldg. Dept. 235. New York, N.Y.
approved ox't Corrteponricnre School Under the Laxct of the Slate of 

Neu- York - Member Nation’ll Home. Study Coutu il

'Th* Old 
Reliable 
Credit 

Jewelers

>fo. 902
$1OO
$2.50

£150
$3.75 No. 859

5125

No.
903

$37.50
$1.00

s®-
I-?;;

MWRMWIS |
•i] Best tn the world. lO-yearjflp 
jh guarantee, lowest prices. I
J, FREE instruction, ask for i Bi 
। FREE catalog. RUATTA, I? 
! । SERENELLI&CO.. 1014Blue ) Ik
। ; Island Avc.Dept79,Chicago,lH.

'Diamonds Win Hearts
Give “Her” a Diamond for Christmas!

Diamonds of fine blue white quality, exceedingly brilliant 
and colorful, set in de luxe solid 18-k white gold mountings, 
gorgeously engraved. Our prices are based on direct import­
ing—buy from Loftis and save all middlemen’s profits. Other 
sensational values in watches, jewelry, silverware and gifts. 
Satisfaction guaranteed, or money back. Goods sent for your free exem-

Wfl quickly teach 
you by mail.or at school, 

In spare time. Enormous de­
mand. Big future. Interesting 

work. Oldest and foremost school.
EARN $50 TO $200 WEEKLY

lohn Vassos, N. Y., gets $25 for single show 
__rd. Crawford, B. C., writes: ’’Earned $200 

9 while taking course.’* Don’t delay. Scud today 
for complete information, aamplea and guarantee. 
DETROIT SCHOOL OF LETTERING 
158 Stimson Ave. Est. 1593 DETROIT, MICH.

All goods delivered on first payment.

gold, 15 jewels, $39Cushion Strap Watch, nickel. 6 Jew­
els—high grade Leather $Q Cf) 
■trap. Special

Wedding Rings
No. 824—The "Elite” solid $750 
18-k white gold »

, Set with 3 Diamonds. $22.50; 5 Dia- 
>monds. $32.5O;7 Diamonds.$42.50;

9 Diamonds, $52.50; 12 Diamonds,
S67.50. AU platinum, $25. With 3
Diamonds, $50; 5 Diamonds, $70; 7
Diamonds, $80; 9 Diamonds, $100;

Fancy 
rectangular, solid 14-k white
$3.50 down and $3.50 a month

Auto Mechanics
Easily Learned in Q Weeks

L-arn auto J and tractor butnm 8< i>y famous .'!<■> a itii.v Auto Im-iv «11 
me{ hods: t bfnstep Bitojob at$75 to >l25a w.-ek, Tako only S weeks. You 
l^arn on actual machines. Employment help g-ive-i. Anv man can learn. 
No <‘xper e .<•«* <>r education necessary. FREE BOOK—Wri'e today 
f >r big, free Illustrated book, and tree R. R. fare offer. No obligation!
McSWEENY AUTO SCHOOL, Dept. 20-T Cincinnati, Ohio

STANDARD RAILROAD WATCHES on CREDIT at CASH PRICES 
All Guaranteed to Paas Inspection

Hamilton No. 992, $55 Elgin's Latest Raymond, $55 
Illinois “Bunn Special" $50

Terms to Suit Your Convenience
Send Today for FREE Catalog

Write for big fr*e book of 2000 illustrations and descriptions of Dia* 
mond Rings in Platinum and Solid Gold, Dinner Rings, Pins, Brooches, 
Pearls. All Standard Makes of Pocket Watches, Dresser Sets. Silver* 
ware. Clocks, Kodaks, Leather Goods and many inexpensive novelties.

BE A MAGICIAN!
1 WILL TEACH YOU. FREE!

I’e popular in any crowd. Give exhibitions at clubs, parties 
and lodges. 1 can teach you hundreds of enter Laming tricks 

sk ?n just a few hours so you can delight your friends and ba 
/ vt\ invited eveiywhere.

12 MAGIC TRICKS SENT FREEJQ-' To prove how quickly you can learn. 1 will send you 12 amaz-
ing magic tricks and teach you how to do them —ABSOLUTELY 

FREE. Send on.y 25c to cover postage, packing, etc. Write today to 
A. P. FELSMAN, Dept. 40, 154 No. Clark St., Chicago, Ill.

ALL STANDARD

PRICE 0Niy
’ Underwood, Remington. Royal.etc. .

All late models, completely refirtished l>lr 
brand new. GUARANTEED for ten * jc 
years. Send no money—big free catalog 

shows actual machines in full colors. Get 
oor direct-to-you easy payment plan and 10 days’trial offer. 
International Typewriter Ex„ 186 W. Lake St., Dept. 1211, Chicago, III.

I Offer You $1OO a Week 19
C-7~~T -A Without experience, training or capital you can establish a big-paying, pleasant business 

i|_ || for yourself. Be your own boss, work when you please—spare time or full time—and make
25 to flUU a week without w or kin; as long or as hard, as you do now,

HUDSON COACH GIVEN FREE
EREE.

THE AMERICAN PRODUCTS CO., 8754 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio
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BOYS! Here’s a great 
contest. Two thousand 

dollars in prizes; 620 sepa­
rate awards. 1st prize: com­

plete Atwater Kent Electric 
Radio, value $200. 2nd prize: 

$115 complete camping outfit. 3rd 
prize: $75 motion picture camera 
and projector. And Helhros watches, 

Ken-We I footballs, gloves, etc. as well 
as flashlight: and scores of other awards. 

It’s easy to win. You just answer five simple 
questions — and you find the answers to 

these questions in the //W Dorfan Official 
Contest Folder. This contest is conducted by 

the makers of Dorfan Electric Trai ns — the trains 
that set speed-power records this year at a great Boy 
Scout camp. Ask nowfor the Dorfan Official Contest 

Folder at your dealer. If he does not have it, send us his 
name and address and we will see that he is supplied. Win 

a prize! The Dorfan Co., 131 Jackson St., Newark, N.J.

DORFAN Electric TRAINS

New/
Castor Oil that
Children
Like /

No more fight­
ing to give your 
children castor 
oil! Puretest Cas­
tor Oil is pleasant 
and easy to take. 
All nasty taste is 
refined away, but 
the beneficial ac­
tion is assured. 
Gentle, thorough, 
absolutely safe.

Puretest Castor 
Oil is sold only 
at Rexall Stores.

SAVE with SKfWYatyour

MMONS - X
S Who would
case, Masonic erab m bo without 
stamped in heavy sold.
Sent for $ I to keli> cover J V* 
costt just to get our catalogue in tht 
hands of Masons. The case is a t ■ 
beauty. Your name or other stamp- 
ing 35c a line extra. Pin a dollar 
to this. Money back if not entirely 
satisfied. Larger and better cases ■
from $2, up to $5. Masonic Books, Monitors, Jewelry 
and Lodge Supplies for over 69 years.

REDDING MASONIC SUPPLY CO. Inc.
200 Fifth Avenue, Dept. M. C., New York

HIT B ECOME AN
f| Minter 1 or 
i Ijg^ECORATOR

A Dignified, Exclusive Profes­
sion which is not overcrowded. Offers 

exceptional chance for lucrative career. 
Trained men and women in great demand 

on staffs of leading decorating houses. Sal­
aries from $5,000 up attainable. Opens up 

opportunities for engaging in own business. 
Qualifies you expertly to serve your friends 

and save, by avoiding mistakes, hundreds of dollars in furnish­
ing your own home. Enriches your knowledge of art. Easy to 
master under our fascinating method of instruction. Certificate 
awarded by approval State of N. Y. Operated by Arts and Deco­
ration Magazine, the outstanding authority on the building and 
decorating of model homes. Established 1926. Write for inform*—- 
tion and splendid brochure— FREE.

1 Carat Elite Diamonds. Matchless fortheir

ARTS & DECORATION HOME STUDY COURSE 
Suite 1113 578 Madison Avenue New York City

5250.00 Proud iiwner offeied $85.00 five 
minutes after buying one.

Collar and Cuff Links Given ))'’,!;.hi,X'.'ifiT'™biorAtk,n
S. t with small Elite Diamonds. SEND NO MONEY. Just send name, 
tdilress. ami linger size. On arrival pay postman SU.and postage. Satis­
faction Guaranteed. Write today. Cash with Canadian or foreign orders. 
ELITE JEWELRY HOUSE, Dept. 1212, 6343 S. Ashland Ave.. Chic., III.

SElite Diamond
IF YOU CAN TELL IT FROM A DIAMOND

SEND JT BACK!

Two years

blew Motte!
Men’s
Strap 
Watch

CUT PRICE 
SALE .

guarantee 
given with 

this full jeweled 
el egantSw is s watch. 
Y our cboi cein square, 

tonneau or cushion shape 
amo price. Radium dial,- 

....... .ime In dark. Accurate 
timekeeper, tested and adjusted. Rueb your 

order. Quantity limited. Send no money, pol
portman $3,35. FENKINS, 621Broadway, New York,

DEAFNESS IS MISERY
Multitudes of persons with defective hearing and Head 

Noises enjoy conversation,go to Thea­
tre and Church because thev useLconard 
Invisible Antiseptic Ear Drums. Tiny 
Megaphones fitting in the Ear entirely 
out of sight. No wires, batteriesor 
headpiece. They are Unseen Com-

booklet and sworn statement of the i 
inventor who was himself deaf.

L 0. LEONARD, Inc., Suite 598, 70 5th Ave., New York



Ideal Christmas Gilts

485°«485’«275 CA3

HOW TO ORDER

S295°
S75°°CA9

337s'
s47s°

White tilled

WRISTACRAT- bracelet; patented

Just send $1 with your order and 
your selection comes to you on 10 
Days Free Trial. No C. O. D. to pay 
on arrival. After free trial, pay balance 
in twelve equal monthly payments.

Guaranteed Savings

Lady’s Dinner ring, beautifully hand 
engraved, lace work design. 18K Solid

Warranted 20 years. Radium 
dial, accurate and dependable. 
Specially priced. $2.12 a month.

CA15-Nationally adver^E?^ 
tised, Elgin or Waltham, 
gentleman’s strap watch. ” 
Handsomely engraved, Green

CA7
New, lad’

CA4 
Dazzling 
cluster of

Handsomely engraved 
UK Solid White Gold 
wedding ring, 5 genu­
ine blue white dia­
monds. $2.38 a month.

CA16-Ultra fashionable, diamond wrist watch, hand en­
graved 14-K SOLID WHITE GOLD case. 15 ruby and 
sapphire jewelled movement. 2 blue white diamonds, 
4 French blue sapphires. Genuine $0,4 50

7 perfectly matched, 
finest quality blue 
white diamonds. 18K 
Solid White Gold 
mounting. S3.96 a mo.

CA12-The “Madam Jenny”
The latest from Paris, expressing 
the modem vogue. Guaranteed Elgin 
movement. As dependable as it is 
.beautiful. Supplied in GREEN JADE.

BLACK or RUBY.
ENAMEL.

. S2.S3 a month.

Exquisitely hand en­
graved and pierced 
18K Solid White Gold 
lady’s ring. Finest 
quality, genuine blue 
white diamond. $3.04 

a month.

18K Solid White Gold 
engagement ring. 
‘‘A. A. 1” diamond. 
$3.96 a month.

matched, blue white 
diamonds. $2.98 a mo.

Finest blue white dia­
mond, lady’s hand en­
graved 18K Solid White- 
Gold mounting,, $2.21 a 
month.

nionds, 2 French blue triangular sap 
phires. $3.46 a month. .

Artistically hand en­
graved 18K solid white 
gold, newest style 
lady’s mounting. 3 
fiery first quality, blue 
white diamonds. $6.16 
a month.

Direct Diamond Importations 
and volume sales, enable us to offer 
you genuine diamonds, standard 
watches and exquisite jewelry at sav­
ing prices with the added advantage 
and convenience of dignified credit.

CA17-Gentk combina­
tion, nationally adver­
tised. Elgin or Wal­
tham thin model 
movement. 12 size, en­
graved octagon design, 
green gold filled case. 
Guaranteed 20 years. 
Complete with knife 
and chain. $0050

CA14-The "Princess
Pat”, 14-K SOLID WHITE GOLD, 

engraved case. Accurate, dependable, 
15 jewel movement. Genuine "WRIST­
ACRAT” flexible bracelet. $2.00 a mo.

CAS
The eoo
“Bordeaux" **3
18K Solid White Gold 
engagement ring,hand 
carved floral design. 
Finest grade, blue 
white diamond. $6.16 a 
month.

ED EE* Completely 
rHEC illustrated 
catalogue of genuine 
diamonds: Bulova. El-. 
gin. Waltham, i 
Hamilton, Howard. I 
Illinois watches: finef, 
jewelry, silverware#] 
at bargain prices, fJ 
Write now to get ffl 
your FREE copy- ffl

10 DAYS FREE TRIAL 
Satisfaction Guaranteed

S3675
’s friendship
Solid White

Gents I4K solid Green 
Gold ring, 18K white 
gold top. "A. A. 1”. 
blue white diamond. 
$3.88 a month.
Siu, ELGIN

If not satisfied after 10 days trial, return 
shipment at our expense and entire deposit 
will be refunded. Written guarantee bond 
with every purchase.

All Dealings Strictly Confidential
A Full Year To Pay I No extra charges. 
You take no risk-satisfaction absolutely 
guaranteed or money back.

CAS «57SO
The “May fair" 18K 
SolidWhite Gold,beau­
tifully hand pierced 
lady's mounting. Fin­
est grade, genuine 
blue white diamond. 
$4.71 a month.

FULL 
YEAR.

ROYAL DiamondandWatch Co.
E ADDRESS DEPT. 42.M, 170 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, N.Y. J



Make $2,000
IN 60 DAYS WITH

These 2 BIG Winners
M ASTER TABLE DESK LIGHTER and 
MASTER Genuine LEATHER SET

SENSATIONAL FREE OFFER
’ To Get You Started Immediately!

We will send you these 2 sensational sellers for the price of only 
one—$3.45. Your initials in gold free. With31 these samples in your 
hands we will prove to you that it is easy to earn $2000.00 in the 
next 60 days or take back the 2 items and refund you $4.00 in cash.

The New Master Table-Desk Lighter pictured here is elegantly 
designed to serve as a cigar lighter and paper weight. With every 
turn of the wheel—it lights. Made of solid metal, with gold en­
graved working parts. Luxurious crackled finished in a combination 
nf two colors—making a most attftictive ornament*on table or desk. 
Anyone would judge this lighter to be worth $15.00. You can sell 
it for only $3.45—and get this, you make up to 245% profit.

Master Genuine Leather Set Is the Outstanding 
Value of the Year!

Here is a $10.00 combination which you can now sell for $3.45 and also 
make up to 245% PROFIT. The set consists of a triple-fold ciga­
rette case which can be used for carrying money as well. It ismadeof 
genuine ALLIGATOR leather of the finest quality. Reinforced with 
beautiful gold engraved edges. The lighter is of the one-hand, high 
priced type, with gold finished top and is covered with genuine Alli­
gator Leather to match. You make a sale every time you show it.

ONE 
FREE Samples of These 2 Sensational Sellers

For the Price of Only One—*$3.45

ONE 
FREE ----- i--------

Address.

Enclosed find (

Send me one

WITH YOUR OWN INITIALS IN GOLD.
You can start taking orders immediately after receiving samples.^Everybody a pros­
pect—Dealers, Business Houses, Clubrooms, Givers of Gifts, £tc. offer you tremen­
dous sales and profits.

Make $48 a Day Right from the Start. Six Tested 
Selling Plans Show You How.

Space does not permit details of our selling plans. Briefly they are—Mono­
gram Plan which brings instant sales and sells every prospect. Commission 
Plan—you take orders and collect your profit in advance. Salesboard Plan, 
an extra profit maker. We show you how to get orders from advertising 
gift users, how to build a steady growing repeat business with dealers and 

make $4$ a day. Each and every one of these six plans will lead you 
to big earnings. Full details Mgll be sent you with your samples.

READ THIS EXTRAORDINARY 
GUARANTEE.

YOU TAKE NO RISK—Send for these samples and 
when they arrive should you find they are not the 
greatest values ever offered with which you can make 
quick sales—return them and we will refund you not 
$3.45 BUT $4.00 in cash—55c extra for your trouble. 
But once you have the samples in your hands we 
know you will make sales and profits.
Fill out coupon below, enclose $3.45 or $1.00 deposit 
(and we will ship C. O. D. for the balance). You will 
receive one Master Table-Desk Lighter and one Master 
Genuine Leather set illustrated here, all by return 
mail, with full details of our six successful selling 
plans. Exclusive territory to producers.

, CLIP AND MAIL COUPON TODAY

GORDON MFG. CO., (Dept. M-149)
110 East 23rd Street, New York, N.Y.

Sells for 
$345

if your proposition is as good as you claim, you can depend upon me 
for big business. I accept your special offer.

) Full Remittance $3.45 i i
) $1.00 Deposit (will pay balance on delivery)

PRINT INITIAL WANTED !____ 1
Master Table-Desk Lighter • and one Master Genuine.

GORDON MFG. 
COMPANY

(Dept. M-149)
110 East 23rd Street

NEW YORK, N. Y.

Leather Set for only $3.45. Please include full selling instruction: 
It is understood you will refund $4.00 if I return the samples.

State.


