











CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT
AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

Tallormn Salesmen sell our guaranteed all wool suits and over- '

coats at $3L.50 and $37.50 direct to wearer; $5.00 to $7.50 profit
on each order. Our two price line is the biggest money maker
from start to flnish—satisfaction and repeat orders guaranteed.
A real opportunity for Salesmen, Merchants, Barbers and Clean-
ers. Fall and Winter samples are now ready. Write for a
handsome line, including a leather carryving case. MORSE
TAILORING CO., Dept. 400, 415 So._Wells St., Chicago, IL.

AGENTS—$11.80 DAILY IN ADVANCE (SEND FOR "SWOR
PROOF) Introducing New Insured Hosiery—47 styles—33
colors—guaranteed seven months. Late summer and early fail
line now ready. No capital or experience required. You
simply” take orders. We deliver and collect (or you can deh\or

suit vourself) credit given. PAY YOU DAILY, monthly bonus
besides.  We furnish _samples. Spare time will do. Macochee
Textile Co., Room 27014, Cincinnati,

Taitoring Salesman: Share $100.000 Bonus. big advance com-
missions_taking orders for snappiest Direct-To-Wearer line on
earth; Virgin Wool custom tailored suits and overcoats $28.00.
All weather gabardine raincoats $12.50 up. Representatives are
furnished FREE a high grade tailoring shop in one elaborate
case. Write today. House of ((ampbell, State at Congress, Chicago.

GET OUR FREE SAMPLE CASE—Toilet articles, perfumes
and specialties, Wonderfully profitable. LA DEBMA
Dept. D, St. s, Mo,

AGENTS: $50 TO $100 A WEEK GUARANTEED,
greatest value, tailored to order all

—$31.50., none higher. Fall line greatest ever. \Write for new
sales plan. Details free. J. B. SIMPSON, Dept. 903,
8_43 Adams, Chicago.

$15.00 TO $25.60 A DAY EASY-—Biggest money maker for

agents and managers invented: new invention abolishes dull
knives and shears from cvery home: show and take orders: 2005
pmm, nothing like it: business furnishes capital; no experience

ceded. Allison sold 500 two weeks. Carter. 36. two hours
[mrom $36.00). Lewis, 100 in four days: territory free: write quick.
Quickedge Sharpener Co.. 1767 Sharpener Bldg., Jackson, Mich.

WE START YOU WITHOUT A DOLLAR.
Perfumes, Toilet GGoods. Expvrience unnecessary. CARNATION
CO., Dept. 200, St. Louis, Mo.

TAILORING AGENTS! $90 WEEK AND STEADY J0B
takmg orders for Long\\onh All-wool suits and overcoats
$23.75, boys suits §11.75. Special offer $45 cash and free Suits
for 3 days spare-time work. Postal brings big outfit free—no wait-
ing, no deposit. JOHN G. LONGWORTH & SONS, Dept. BB-2
Address—1301-11 W. Congress Str., Clncago

ENTS—WRITE FOR FREE SAMPLES. SELL MADISON
SIHRTS FOR LARGE MANUFACTURER
I PERIENCE

APITAL OR E
Ef Q].()0 WEEKLY AND BO\CS
MADISO‘( MILLS, 564 BROADWAY. NEW YORK

HELP WAN TED—MALE

BE A DETECTIVE—Exceptional opportunity: earn big money.

Soaps, Extracts.

Travel. Thousands of dollars offered in rewards. Established
in 1909. Particulars free. Write C. T. LUDWIG, 126 \Westover
Bldg., Kansas City, Mo.

MEN—EXPERIENCE UNNECESSARY; travel; make secret

investizations; reports; salaries; espenses. Write AMERICAN
FOREIGN DETECTIVE AGENCY, 320, St. Louis, Mo.
DETECTIVE AGENCY. Licensed and bonded. Operating

everywhere,
the profession. 20 lessons free.
Providence, Rhode Island.

All men,

CLARKE SYSTEM, Box 239,

women, boys, girls, 17 to 65, willing to accept
Government P'ositions, $117—$250, traveling or stationary.

Write Mr. OZMENT, 19§, St. Louis, Mo.., immediately.

EARN $i10 TO $250 MONTHLY, EXPENSES PAID AS
RAILWAY TRAFFIC INSPECTOR. Position guaranteed after
completion _of 3 months’ home study course or money re-
funded. EXCELLENT OPPORTUNITIES. \Vrite for Free
go%l\let {‘\1 -30.  STAND. BUSINESS TRAINING INST.,
uffalo. N.

FIREMEN, BRAKEMEN BAGGAGEMEN. SLEEPING CAR,
TRAIN PORTERS (colored). $130-$200. EXPERIENCE UN-
}\E{(‘li‘i‘%bléﬂ.\ 836 RAILWAY BUREAU, EAST ST. LOUI

HELP WANTED—FEMALE

EARN MONEY AT HOME during spare time painting lamp

shades, pillow tops for us. No canvassing. Easy and _in-
teresting work. Experience unnecessary. NILEART COMPANY,
2235, Ft. Wayne, Indiana.

WANTED—LADIES TO EMBROIDER LINENS FOR US
home dur their leisure momvnts. Write at onca
ASHION E\llmOIDERlES 1520. Lima, Ohio.

T WANTED—GIRLS—WOMEN 16 UP.
home. Make 25 week.
free.  Write immediately.
M521, Rochester, Y.

_AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS —SONG POEMS WANTED

STORIES. POEMS, PLAYS, ETC., ARE WANTED FOR
PUBLICATION. GOOD IDEA3 BRING RIG MONEY. SUBMIT
ﬁ%s. OR WRITE LITERARY BUREAU, 110, HANNIBAL,

at

Learn Gown Making at
Learn while earning. Sample lessons
FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept.

POEMS WANTED—Sell vour song-verses for cash. Submit
Mss. at once or write NEW ERA MCUSIC COMPANY, 122,
St. Louis, Mo.

World’s :
wool suits and overcoats :

: suits $11.93.

rth
. LIBER&L BO\LS taking orders for union made $45.00 all wool
UA

TAILORING AGENTS—Double your profits with one big
line  men's and vs' suits.  Complete oufit makes selling
a cinch. Men’s suits and overcoats $31.50. Boys’ 2-pants
Your chance for big money. Write quick and get
secret memo book Free. WRIGHT & COMPANY, Dept. BR-2.
Addxess—(.ongress & Harnsou Sts, uucago.

“LIVE _AGENTS MAKE_§I10 DAY SELLING EUREKA
STRAINER and Splash Preventer for every water faucet.
Takes on sight. \Widely advertised and known. Get details
today Al . Seed Filter Company, 73 Franklin, New York.

"AGENTS—Earn $30 to $35 extra every week taking o:ders
for -our high class tailoring—during your spare time—made-
to-measure suits from $14.95 to $39.50. Your owu clothes
at low wholesale prices. No experience needed. Write for our
BIG FREE SAMPLE outfit. THE PROGRESS TAILORING

CO.,_Dept. G-104._Chicago. Il

TTAILORING SALESMEN:
tailors on ca pay LA

establlshed

0ld wholesale
RGEST CO\I

ISSION and give

Big outfit and advertising furnished free
Expericnce unnecessary. WILSON TAILORXI\G

Jacksun. Chicago.
AGENTS, HOUSEHOLD NECESSITY

CO.. 950 \\

SELLS RAPIDLY.

LARGE PROFIT. SQUARE DEAL. PREMIER MFG. CO..
DEPT. 811, DETROIT, \IlLH

SIDELINE SALESMEN MAKING SMALL TOWNS—$25 TO
$100 WEEKLY EXTRA New idea. No sale. No collection.
- No samples to carr State line _carried and territory
; covered. KEENEY & SO\b COMP'ANY, DEPT. 509, 700 E.
40th ST., CHICAGO.

HERE'S A BUSINESS—Rcquires only table room. We

Opportunities for ambitious men who desire to enter |
. Expert,

start and help build business. Work for us painting Land-
scape photo print pictures. No experience, outfit furnished. Frce
literature. TANGLEY COMPANY, 193 Main, Muscatine. Iowa.

TAILORING AGENTS! Biggest, Finest Outfli FREE by
return mail—no deposit—no C. 0. Fastest selling, biggest
profit making line in America. All- \Wool Suits and Overcoats.

35 to §7 commissions in advance. Agents made 390 a week.
Write TODAY. FRED KAUFFMAN, Dept. BB-2.  Address—
1300 W. Harrison Str., Chicago.

WE START YOU in business. furnishing everything. Men and
women, $30.00 to $100.00 weekl\' operating our ‘‘New System
Specialty Candy Factories’”’ anywhere. Opponunm lifetime;
booklet free. W. Hillyer Ragsdale, Drawer 93, East Orange, N.

MAKE $17 DAILY—Flinest Extracts, Food Products, Toilet
Preparations, Household Necessities. Credit; Sample case Frec.

Write for amazing offer. PERKINS PRODUCTS, B-23,
Hastings, Nebr.
LIGHTNING STRANGE BATTERY COMPOUND. Charges

discharged batjeries instantly.  Eliminates old method entirely.
Gallon free to ugents. LIGHTNING CO., St. I’aul, Minn.

MAKE $100 WEEKLY—1000 GOOD POSITIONS OPEN—
WE TRAIN YOU FREE—NO CAPITAL REQUIRED. WRITE
FOR PROOF OF BIG EARNINGS. THE FYR FYTFR (0.,
249 FYR FYTER BLDG.. DAYTON, OHIO.

BIG MONEY AND_ FAST SALES, every owner buys gold
initials for his auio. You charge $1.50, make $£1.44. 10 orders
daily easy. Samples and information free. WORLD MONO-
GRAM CO., Dept. 9, Newark, N, J.

HELP WANTED

ESTABLISH YOURSELF—AT HOME—AS A Photographic

Make $75 a week while learning. Write at once for

%‘g]\lf}"(l)nl\l'(\ ofter. INTERNATION.AL STUDIOS, Dept. 236B,
( ichigan A 8

" The American School of A N anuounces a new corres-
pondence course in miechanics of aviation. .\ thorough training
in practical acronautics. American School of Aviation, Dept.
2765, 2601 Michigan Ave., Chicago, Illinois.

MEN AND WOMEN WANTED EVERYWHERE to weave rugs,
carpet, etc., at home; no previous experience needed. You can
equal these earnings: Mrs. Morse $100, Mr. Rozsa $242 monthly.
Rush Postal today for FREE LOOM BOOK. tellmg all about
\\eaung and how to make money with our $9.90 and other won-

derful looms. TUNION LOOM WORKS, 486 Factory Street,
BOONVILIE, N. Y.

Railway Mail Clerks, Stenographers, Clerks, Typists,
by Government. Examinations weekly, prepare at home.
free list and plan T, no charge if unsuccessful. C.
1710 Market St.. Philadelphia.

WANT WORK AT _HOME? Earn $18 to $60 a week I RE-
TOUCHING photos. Men or \Women. No sellmz or canvassing.
\\’e teach \ou guamm« employment and furnish WORKING

OUTFIT Limited offer. Write today. ARTCRAFT
STUDIOS szt D2, 3900 Shendan Road, Chicago.

PATENTS. BOOKLET FREE HIGHEST REFERENCES.
BEST RESULTS. PRO) T ESS ASSTRED. SEND DRA
ING OR MODEL FOR \II\ATIO\' AND OPINION AS
TO PATENTABILITY. “A SON E. COLEMAN, 644 G ST.,
WASHINGTON, D. C.

Invenlors—“‘me for our frev Guide Book ‘‘How to Get Your
Patent” and Evidence of Invention Blank. Send model or sketch
and description of vour invention for our free examination and
instructions. Randolph & Co.. Dept. 419, Washington, D. C.

PATENTS. Write for FREE Guide Books and ‘‘Record of
Invention Blank' before disclosing inventions. Send model or
sketch of invention for Enmmauon and Instructions without
charge. Terms Reasonable. ICTOR J. EVANS & CO., 762
Ninth, Washington, D. C.

Classifled Advertising continued on pag> 1I.
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CHANNING COMES THROUGH.

‘“ Somebody’s fannin’ it, Vallon,” he said
sharply. “ Put out that light!”

Vallon’s leap and the darkening of the
interior of she bunk house seemed to come
simnltaneously, Channing stepped to a cor-
ner of the building outside, where he could
watch the coming rider. He felt Vallon
beside him.

The horseman was riding fast, and was
heading straight for the bunk house.

‘“ Somethin’s sure eatin’ fhim!”
Vallon.

Channing felt Vallon’s right arm move
and he covered Vallon’s rigid fingers with
a soothing palm. He had caught a glimpse
of the rider’s figure in the moonlight.

*“ You won't be needin’ your gun, Vallon,”
he said. “It’s Jim Hale.”

* Looks mighty suspicious for a sheriff to
come rarin’ into camp like that!” grumbled
Vallon. - But his hand dropped from the
pistol holster.

Both men stepped into view when the
horseman came close. He saw them, for
he brought his herse to a sliding halt within
half a dozen paces of them, and leaned
forward to peer at them.

“You're sort of draggin’ it some, eh,
Hale?” greeted Channing.

“ Whew!” A deep sigh of relief surged
from the sheriff.

“ Thought I'd have to ride to the south
camp!” he wheezed. ‘“Number Ten is
wrecked. Fifty miles east! At Corwin’s
Gap. She split a switch an’ run head on
into Number Six! There's a dozen people

said

killed! They’re bringin’ em back to Red
Mesa! Hook up your hoodlum wagon an’
beat it!”

Before the sheriff had ceased speaking
Channing and Vallon were running toward
the stable.

Number Ten was the train that had taken
Eve and Warren eastward.

CHAPTER 1I.
“1 RECKON YOU wWOULD.”

T was two o’clock in the morning when
the hoodlum wagon, driven by Channing,
with Vallon sitting on the seat beside

him, arrived at Red Mesa. Long before

1
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the wagon reached the town Channing and
Vallon could see a row of rectangular lights
stabbing the darkness and the headlight of
an engine streaking the western distance.

Channing surmised that an engine had
been sent on from Red Rock, eastward, to
bring the undamaged coaches and the in-
Jured passengers to Red Mesa. And before
the hoodlum wagon reached the edge of
town the engine and a single car steamed
westward, bound, Channing supposed, to
Laskar for medical assistance.

Channing’s teeth were set, his face white,
kis jaws corded. Jim Hale had brought
no names of the victims, and Channing’s
terrible impatience had expressed itself in
the way he had driven the horses from the
Circle B. There had been times on the trip
when Vallon had been bounced completely
off the seat of the wagon. His head had
been bumped in a dozen different places.
Half a dozen times he had opened his lips to
protest to Channing, but a glance at the
grim figure beside him had been enough
to dissuade him. But Vallon sighed with
a vast relief when the wagon came to a-
halt near the station platform at Red Mesa.
Vallon remained in the seat for an instant
to felicitate himself upon his safe arrival,
and in that instant he saw Channing run-
ning toward the train.

The hoodlum wagon was filled with bed-
ding, most of which Channing had taken
from the Circle B ranch house. Vallon,
whose mind was intensely practical, clam-
bered down from the seat, entered the
wagon from the rear and began to get the
bedding into a semblance of order.

Channing leaped the railroad tracks and
made his way down the platform toward
a group of people. He saw that Red
Mesa’s lights were all ablaze. Lanterns
were bobbing here and there, and the lights
from the windows of the coaches streamed
upon the platform. A crowd of men and
women was grouped near the steps of one of
the coaches, other men were hurrying back
and forth between Red Mesa’s buildings
and the station platform, carrying various
objects.

A negro porter from one of the ccaches
was carrying a flimsy canvas couch across
the street toward the platform. He stum-
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bled into a windrow of dust and fell, send-
ing the dust spraying in all directions. No
one laughed. Channing heard some one
curse, saying: “ Damn you, run!” He
turned to see the conductor of the train
scowling at a cowboy who immediately
obeyed.

Channing paused before half a dozen
bodies laid with suggestively careful pre-
cision on the platform. They were cov-
ered with sheets taken from a Pullman.
They seemed strangely long, too long.
Channing’s hopes rose. He sought the con-
ductor’s side and questioned him,

The conductor’s face was ashen.
voice shook.

“ We've taken out eight,” he answered.
“ There’s more. Three or four, I think.
No; I don’t know any of their names,
You’ll find some of the injured in the next
car.”

A strong light from one of the car win-
dows shone on Channing's face while he
was talking to the conductor. As Channing
moved toward the car to which he had been
directed 2 man spoke to another.

“That’s Channing, of the Circle B,” he
said. ‘“Slick gun man. He can’t shoot
this thing out.”

“ Some of his folks in this mixup?”

“ His boss, Eve Winthrop. She was go-
in’ East with a young fellow named War-
ren, to get hooked up. Channing seems to
take it pretty hard, eh? For a fellow that
was cut out. Did you get a good look at
his face?”

Channing mounted the steps of the car
to which he had been directed. A dozen
berths were made up and occupied by in-
jured men and women. Other men and
women in the aisles were giving the unfor-
tunates first aid under the direction of a
physician who had been on one of the trains
when the accident had occurred.

Dazzled by the lights, Channing paused
in the doorway for an instant. And then
he saw Eve standing before him. Tears
were streaming down her cheeks, her glo-
rious hair was in disorder. But Channing
saw her eyes grow big at sight of him. And
the next instant she was in his arms, hold-
ing him tight and sobbing with her head
against his chest.

His
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“ Where’s Warren?”” he asked after a
time. And before she could answer he saw
Warren lying in one of the open berths
near by. .

Eve had not spoken a word. But when
she saw that Channing had seen Warren,
she said, quaveringly: .

“ He will die, I think. Our car turned
over and Warren struck his head. He
hasn’t moved or spoken or opened his eyes.
The doctor says it's a fracture.”

She looked up at Channing, her eyes
piteously pleading. ¢ Oh, Channing,” she
cried; “ what shall we do?”

Channing’s answer was to pat Eve's
shoulder reassuringly. He was helpless,
though hopeful.

“Tt ain’t likely that he’ll die,” he said.
““Warren’s a rugged man, an’ he’s always
lived clean. He'll pull out of this, sure as
shootin’.”

He felt her hands grip his arms and he
looked down to see her eyes. The light in
them was calm and steady.

“ Channing,” she said, “ if he dies I shall
die too!”

Channing’s muscles stiffened, relaxed.

“Yes,” he answered, “I reckon vou
would.”

CHAPTER IIL
AN UNEXPECTED CALLER.

HE hoodlum wagon, with Channing

driving and Vallon frequently call-

ing attention to imminent bumps,
brought Wayne Warren and Eve to the
Circle B about dusk the following day.

Warren had not regained consciousness,
and a doctor from Laskar, who examined
him thoroughly at Red Mesa, declared days
would elapse before Warren would open his
eyes. He confided to Channing that the
chances were against Warren’s ever regain-
ing consciousness.

“ He’s got a mighty slim chance, but he
may pull through. But any chance he’s
got he’ll have to work out himself for the
next few days. There’s a great many that
are hurt worse than he is. If I can get back
within a few days I'll come and look at him
again. But mostly his getting over it de-






648

here. The man was familiar with details.
He told the other the entire story, from the
time vou took mother and myself to the
Circle B, until you killed Bassett. He even
told the other man about Bassett lashing
me to the white horse, about my buying the
gown at Red Mesa, and about those men
in Red Mesa mistaking me for one of the
dance hall girls. He told the other man
about my stayving in Wayne’s cabin for sev-
eral dayvs. And he didn’t mention that I
was unconscious most of the time, and too
weak to go away for days afterward!”

“ Them kind wouldn’t,” said Channing.
“ It must have been Green an’ his deputy
that spread the story. I reckon Warren
busted the man’s head for him!”

“ He would have done so if I hadn’t
begzed him not to. I didn’t want such a
storv to be repeated, of course. But the
man didn’t know me, and I didn’t want the
other people on the train to—to—I didn’t
want them to know right then—"

“T reckon I see,” interrupted Channing.
“ They’d have stared at you. You didn’t
want that!” But Channing knew that if
he had been in Warren’s place one male
gossip would have had his lips closed.

“ Most folks don’t know anything, any-
way.” he said. “They don’t know what
makes a big thing big or a little thing little,
because most folks live their lives without
any big thing happenin’ to them. They’ve
got no way to compare things, an’ no brain
to do any comparin’ with, anyway. Them
kind will do the gossipin’. You can’t stop
their mouths. A thing that has happened
to them is big, an’ a thing that happens to
anybody else is little. An’ if what hap-
pened to you had happened to a lot of
other folks they would never quit talkin’
about it. :

“ An’ I've been thinkin’ about what hap-
pened to you. Seems to me the white horse
that Bassett lashed you to was made just
for that purpose. Another horse would
have rolled with vou tied to his back: he’d
have bumped you into trees an’ brush to try
to knock you off his back. Instead of reach-
in’ Warren’s cabin without a scratch on you.
you'd have been torn to pieces.”

He reddened. for he was thinking of that
night. The mental picture of Eve's scant
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attire, of the white flesh of her body, of her
golden brown hair spread like a gossamer
veil over her, was as vivid as though he had
seen the actual picture only yesterday.
And now, when he observed that Eve’s em-
barrassment over his words was greater than
his own—iwhen he perceived that her cheeks
were scarlet and that her eyes were down-
cast—he said gently:

“ For a minute that night I hesitated
about tcuchin’ you, thinkin’ you was an
angel.” )

He paused and smiled, and for the first
time in all the years he had known Eve
he was aware of a complete absence of em-
barrassment in his manner.

Eve had been almost nude on the night
Bassett had lashed her to the white horse
to send her to the cabin of the man he had
thought had bought her the flimsy gown he
had ripped offy and Channing had looked
upon her in that condition. And now,
gazing straight at him, she saw that there
was nothing more in the expression of his
eves than had always been there when she
had looked into them. The flush left her
face.

“ Channing,” she said softly— dear old
Channing.”

“ T made a promise that night,” Chan-
ning went on. “I reckon it don’t make
any difference who I made it to. But I
swore that if that white horse carried
you without hurtin’ you until I could get
you off his back he’d never carry anybody
else.”

“ So vou bought him from Wayne,” said
Eve. “Or you wanted to, until Wayne
found out why you sought him.”

“ An’ Warren gave him to me.”

“ And you named him White Cloud.
Why?”

“Eve, there was a white cloud followed
vou an’ the horse that night.,” His cheeks
were flushed again, but he spoke steadily.

“ So I've got White Cloud in the little
corral,” he added. ¢ The boys know he
ain’t to be rode.”

‘ And the black outlaw that Bassett in-
tended to lash you to?” inquired Eve.

* Vallon got him back into the box stall
that night. He’s still there. I'm goin’ to
break him for you.”









CHANNING COMES THROUGH.

* Mr. Channing,” she said, ¢ would you
m:nd telling me how Mr. Bassett died?
What he died of?” :

“ He died of devilin’ a woman,” replied
Channing.

She stared at Channing. He was now
looking straight at her, and he saw how
she tried to appear perplexed.

‘ He was devilin’ Eve Winthrop,” added
Channing. “1I killed him. He fell right
over in the corner, where them ropes an’
straps are layin’.”

“ Oh!” exclaimed the girl, sharply.

Again Channing thought he detected in-
sincerity in her voice. But he saw again
how her gaze went to the guns at his hips.
And now her ‘cheeks paled and he was
puzzled, for she could not produce her pres-
ent pallor without feeling emotion. He
wondered what emotion gripped her.

“ Why—" she began, ¢ I—I— Just how
did it happen?”

She was rather breathless now, shaken.
He saw her lips quiver and he felt a pang
of sudden remorse for his brutal frankness.

¢ Bassett had been slowly losin® his mind,
I reckon,” he told the girl. “ I reckon he
never liked Eve a heap. For ten years,
after he married Eve’s mother, he was able
to hold himself in pretty well. But after
Eve’s mother died he got worse an’ worse.
He’d got hold of a book Eve had, which
had a poem called ¢ Mazeppa ’ in it. Readin’
about the wild horse sort of got on his
mind, got him to broodin’. The broodin’
give him an idea.

“ Seems about the time he got the idea
a young fellow named Wayne Warren come
into the country. Eve got to likin’ Warren.
Eve had been raised East. Her mother had
been an actress. Eve, too, when she was
little. Eve had always liked nice dresses.
She went to Red Mesa one day an’ bought
one. Jay Ventray an’ Buck Lane, seein’ the
new dress an’ thinkin’ Eve was a dance hall
girl, got fresh with her. She shot Ventray,
but didn’t kill him. Thinkin’ she had, she
lit out for Warren’s shack, bein’ afraid to
come home for fear the sheriff would get
her for killin’ Ventray. Near Warren’s
shack she was thrown from her horse, hurtin’
her head. Warren took her into his shack
an’ nursed her till she got well.
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* When she got home again she was tryin’
on the new dress. In this room. Bassett
came in an’ saw it on her. He tore it off,
accusin’ her of havin’ let Warren buy it for
her. Then he carried her outside an’ lashed
her to the horse she had rode home on, I
come in here right after an’ Bassett told me
what he had done. So I shot him. That
pile of ropes you see layvin’ there was whera
he got the ropes to tie Eve to the horse.
He fell on them when I killed him.”

There was no pretense of emotion in the
strange girl’s eves now. The horror in them
was genuine,

“Oh!"” she exclaimed: “ How terrible!
Mr. Bassett must have been demented!”

“So he ain't here anyv more,” finished
Channing.

The girl stood, looking at Channing. In
her eves was a new interest, wonder and
awe. Again her gaze went to the big guns
at his hips. She shuddered, closed her eyes.

At this instant Eve opened the door of
Warren's room and stood in the opening.
The light of a terrible anxiety was in her
eves. Her hands were clenched, she was
biting her lips to keep them from quivering.

“ Channing,” she said, looking straight
at him and ignoring the strange girl, it i3
unbearable to sit here doing nothing while
Wayne is suffering. And it may be days
before that doctor comes. He may never
come. Won’t you please go after him?”

“ Sure!”

Channing was turning to go out the door
when the strange girl's voice halted him.

“ Wait!” she said. “ 1 may be able to
do something. I have had a great deal of
experience with sick people.”

She smiled at Channing and Eve. Sha
was now calm, and her voice had a confident
note.

“ Sometimes a doctor is not necessary,”
she said. ““ And you will have to go a long
distance to get one. I was told in Red
Mesa that all the doctors in the country
were in Laskar, taking care of the people
who were injured in a train wreck. Won't
you let me see him? It is the man you
called Wayne Warren, isn't it?”

The girl was now at Eve’s side. Their
low-voiced conversation Channing did not
hear. He went out upon the porch and
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He paid no attention to the drifter, who
was standing near the gate watching him.
He placed the saddle on the top rail of the
corral fence and.with the coiled rope still
upon his left arm began to lift the bar of
the corral gate.

** Sort of short-spoken this mornin’, eh?”
said the drifter. :

The drifter was now facing Channing.
His arms were folded loosely just above his
hips. He was slowly rocking back and
forth, and his ridiculous legs were sprawled
far apart. There was a mirthless grin on
his lips, which were spread enough to reveal
his yellow teeth.

“ Meanin’ what?” asked Channing.

Channing had stiffened at the drifter’s
voice. He stood, one hand on the wooden
bar of the corral gate, trying to read the
riddle of the drifter’s manner. He felt the
menace of the drifter’s mirthless smirk, he
was aware that behind it lurked violence.
He had been caught at a disadvantage, and
he knew that if he drew his right hand
away from the bar of the corral gate it
must go unerringly and rapidly to the gun
at his right hip. He knew the distance was
too ‘great. The drifter meant to kill.

“ Keep a-hangin’ onto that bar, Chan-
ning!” warned the drifter. “ Keep a-hang-
in’ onto it! If yore fingers slip one little
wee slip T'll bore you right through the
guts!

“ Yore Rip Channing, eh? Old-time gun-
slinger! Used to raise all kinds of hell in
this neck of the woods! Made ’em all
walk soft an’ easy when you was around,
eh? Snuffed out Krell, the gun-man Bassett
brought over from Red Mesa to salivate
you, eh? Finally got Bassett, eh! Well,
damn yore hide, Dave Bassett was my
friend! Understand? An’ I come around
here to talk to you about him an’ you don't
give me no satisfaction! Tappin’ yore gun
like a damned swell head when I asked you
what Dave died of! Tellin’ me I'd talk
myself to death!

“ But I'm givin’ you vore chancest; more
than you give Bassett, most likely, you
sufferin’ shorthorn. I'm tellin’ you fair
that when you move yore hand from that
bar I'm lettin’ daylight through you! An’
I'm tellin’ you-~Now!”
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Channing’s hand left the bar of the
corral fence and moved with amazing swift-
ness across his body to his right hip. With
the first muscular movement that had re-
leased the grip of Channing’s fingers on
the bar the drifter’s skinny, stealthy arms
had got in motion and the right hand had
slid into the bulging folds of the waistband
of his overalls. The hand came out again.
There was a glint of metal in the sunlight.
Swift as Channing had been, the drifter’s
movement had been swifter.

But the drifter’s gun was not fully ex-
posed to view when there came a spiteful
crash from one of the windows of the bunk
house. The drifter spun around, screamed
with pain and fury. His right arm, shat-
tered by a bullet from the bunk house win-
dow, hung crookedly across his stomach,
like a broken arm in splints. The gun
muzzle, still sticking in the waistline of the
overalls; was held there, rigid, by the
paralyzed fingers gripping the stock of the
weapon,

Channing’s gun was now out, its muzzle
toward the drifter. But Channing did not
fire, surmising that Vallon had sped the
bullet which had saved his life. He waited,
watching the drifter.

The drifter, screaming with rage and
agony, his eves flaming with malevolence,
reached for the gun at his left hip. Again
came a spiteful crash from the bunk house
window. This time the drifter’s voice was
stilled. His mouth jerked open, he stiffened,
spread his crooked legs wide, and shuddered.
His left hand dropped from the butt of the
gun at his hip, he slumped against the corral
fence, doubled forward and went down, his
right shoulder striking first. Then a
spasmodic muscular motion straightened
him and brought him erect, sitting, so that
his legs stretched out in front of him, while
his back was against the fence. He sat
there, his chin on his chest, his shattered
right arm limp, the other resting in the
dust at his side.

Vallon came out of the doorway of the
bunk house, rifle in hand. He moved to-
ward the drifter, his eyes alert, cold. But
he spoke to Channing.

‘¢ Slick, eh?” he said passionlessly. “ He
bothered me some. I couldn’t1 seem to
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Warren went to sleep again with Eve
kneeling beside him. She got up presently
and smiled at Betty, who had turned and
was watching her. Then Eve went out and
softly closed the door.

Betty did not follow Eve. She stood near
the window, looked for an instant at the
door which Eve had closed, and then silent-
ly moved to the side of the bed, where she
stood many minutes looking down at
Warren. She heard Eve's step in the living
room; heard the step gradually recede.
Then she kneeled on the floor beside the
bed and did to Warren the things that Eve
had done, in the same way, with the same
gentleness, the same delicate restraint. Her
kiss upon the sleeping man’s lips was firmer,
though. for Warren stirred slightly and
smiled. Warren moved one hand, and his
eyelids fluttered.

Whereupon, Betty got swiftly to her feet
and went again to the window, where with
her back to Warren she blushed, though
her eves were alight with defiance.

CHAPTER VII.
“ WOULD YOU CARE?”

HE enigma of Betty’s presence at the
T Circle B was not more puzzling to
Channing and Eve than to Wayne
Warren from the first time he had opened
his eves after the accident until now, when
fullv conscious and in complete comprehen-
sion of everything that was happening
around him, he watched her as she moved
about the room.

His first clear recollection of her dated
back several days ago, when he had opened
his eves to see her and Eve in the room.
watching him. He had a vague mental
picture of Betty before that, in a time when
he seemed to have been dreaming. He had
seen her face close to his several times, but
his vision had seemed faulty and she had
appeared to be some distance from him, in
a haze. But by reasoning a little he finally
concluded that the girl had been hovening
near him for several days before he had
succeeded in getting a good grip upon his
consciousness.

Now, though he had fixed her clearly in
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his mind as a living entity, and as a minis-
tering human of rare beauty, he had not
solved the mystery of her presence. And
he was filled ¥ith a torturing curiosity con-
cerning her,

“You have been here for some time,
Miss—” He paused. Standing beside the
dresser upon which were several bottles of
medicine and some glasses, she smiled.

“ Betty,” she provided.

“ Miss Betty,” Warren repeated. “ There
must be more of it,” he added.

“That is quite enough for the present.”

“Then it will have to do,” he answered,
with an air of patient resignation. “ But
perhaps you will help me to get a certain
mystery cleared up. It is this: Were you
at the Circle B before I came or did you
come afterward?”

“I came afterward.
the first day.”

“ Then I haven’t been dreaming so much
afte§ all. Several things that I remember
must really have happened.”

To his astonishment her cheeks grew sud-
denly crimson. He watched her from his
pillow, marveling over the miracle. She
was greatly embarrassed, and the fact that
she turned her back to him and pretended
to be busy with the bottles on the dresser
did not mislead him.

But he had no desire to embarrass her
further. As a matter of fact, he assured
himself that though she was very beautiful,
absolutely bewitching in her embarrassment,
his feeling toward her was merely that of
gratitude over the care and attention she
had given him. She was good to look at, of
course, but she was not attractive enough
to sway his thoughts seriously from Eve.
Yet he wondered why it was that now he
was fully awake and in tune with life again,
he did not immediately ask for Eve.

He felt a sudden sense of guilt, and asked
that Eve be sent to him.

¢ Miss Winthrop is out riding,” Betty
informed him.

“ With Channing, I presume.”

Betty nodded affirmatively. Though
Betty covertly watched Warren for signs
of mental disturbance over the news she
had given him, she decided he was not
jealous of Channing. But Warren’s head

In the evening of
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couldn’t dream of taking advantage of vour
generosity. I couldn’t dream of it!™

He left the door wide as he fled down the
steps. His hat was still in his hand and the
breeze caught his refulgent hair as he
catapulted over the pavements like a flam-
ing arrow.

IL

As she closed the door and went slowly
back to her own room, there was hurt
amazement in Amalie Ladd’s gentle blue
eves. By noon the expression had become
fised. The charmingly worded advertise-
ment had drawn enough applicants for her
rooms to satisfy the most ambitious person.
But Amalie was a great many other things
besides ambitious. She was exacting, for
one thing, and the applicants while display-
ing the greatest clemency in the matter of
stairs and baths were singularly disinclined
to discuss personal habits or family history-.

‘“ And of course, being a stranger and
new to this sort of thing, I feel I really must
have the confidence and cooperation of the
young men who come to live in my house,”
she was saying desperately.

Sitting on the extreme edge of a very
straight chair, her listener, the tenth by
exact count, was regarding her attentively.
He was a slim young man—anemic, Amalie
had decided—with horm-rimmed glasses and
scrupulously brushed dark hair.

“Of course,” he said and his voice
yearned over her, “I can readily under-
stand how you feel. New York is so over-
run with undesirables. You must protect
yourself—"

“ But it isn’t only that,” she interruptec
and knew for the first time that she was
understood. ‘It isn’t myself I'm thinking
of so much as the young men. That's why
I advertised for gentlemen only—they're
so much more helpless than women. And
the environment of most of these lodging
houses—"

“I know,” he said fervently. ¢ And
when you can’t pay much—I can’t afford
over eight a week—1I only make thirty.”

“ Oh, but thirty!” she beamed. ¢ And
you're young yet. And perhaps you haven’t
been in New York very long.”

“ Six months,” he confided. * I'm in the
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publishing business—shipping clerk in
Duke, Grace & Company. the music pub-
lishers."”

* How nice,” she hazarded brightly.

“ I'm taking up literature in the evening.”

¢ Literature,” breathed Amalie. * And
you are al! alone in New York?”

“ Yes,” he said and sighed. * I've bean
living on East Twenty-Fourth Street, but I
can’t study. She will stuff up thegas jet.”

¢ Stuff up the gas jet!”

“With cotton,” he explained sadly and
caught the charged svmpathy she was
emanating. “ And the towels—two a week.
I feel that I must make a change. I'm not
a rolling stone—I hate changes—but I
must.”

“ Why, of course you must!” She was

indignant. I can see that it's telling on
your health. I'm afraid you work too late
at night.”

“It's the poor light,” he reminded her.

“So hard on your eyes,’® she agreed
firmly. * No wonder you have to wear
glasses.”

“I've worn them since I was ten,” he
told her. *‘ That was the year my mother
died.”

“ Your mother!” she cried.
are an orphan.”

“ No,”” he admitted and sighed again,
very gentlyv. “ I have a father but—well,
we have nothing in common. Except the
bond of blood which is, after all, no bond,
do vou think—unless there is sympathy as
well?”

‘“ Exactly,” concurred Amalie and towed
him back into more familiar waters. “ So
vou ship music.”

“ And fill orders,” he appended with a
touch of pride, * for teachers mostly. Piano
studies for the lower grades, oratorios for
Easter and Christmas carols.”

‘“ And—and this, this new music—jazz?”

His eves behind their glasses were fierce.

“I wouldn’t,” he told her vehemently.
“It’s bad enough to have to handle the
other stuff, to fill orders for sentiméntal
hokum. But jazz! I wouldn’t touch it.”

“ I think it's directly responsible for the
crime wave,” Amalie said firmly.

“ Impossible!”” He was quite savage.
“ And ponular songs!”

“ Then you
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“1 can run in at the noon hour, I think,”
offered Philip Swift.

“ Say,” said Carl, with a cautious glance
toward the stairs, ¢ you fellows come into
my room where we can hash this thing out.”

VL

As the sound of the closing door reached
her where she stood at the foot of the stairs,
Amalie Ladd turned and tiptoed silently
into her own rocom. The clamor of Char-
lie Dew’s excited summons on the door of
the front room with the whatnot had sent
her in swift pursuit, thoughts of another
bloody battle urging her on. But instead
of presenting herself—as had been her wont
—as intermediary to the fractious trio, she
had remained clinging to the newel post in

_ bewildered alarm.

Now, back in her own quarters, she shook
her head incredulously. They were closeted
in amicable conference in the haughty
Carl’s room. But her glow of pleasure at
this was succeeded by a chilly terror. They
had merged their individual animosity to-
ward each other into a triple-plated broad-
sword against the mysterious stranger.

With this realization, her championship
promptly shifted its objective. Surely if
the trio was as assiduous in its pursuit of
the guilty as it had been in its protection
of the innocent, the new tenant of the
parlor floor front would pay for his
crimes—if criminal he proved to be. Of
course, their sinister suggestions had taken
root in Amalie’s gentle breast—taken root
and borne fearful offshoots.

There was nothing to prove that the
fierce and furtive stranger was not a boot-
legger, a bandit, or an escaped convict.
Indeed, there was much to indicate that he
might be any or all of these fearsome
things. She could not deny that his man-
ner had suggested that there were dark un-
pleasantnesses in his life from which he
sought sanctuary. But he had, unwitting-
ly, touched a responsive chord when he had
made his plea for privacy and solitude—
words that evoked in Amalie’s memory the
vague picture of a half forgotten Nirvana.
That had been enough in itself to enlist
her sympathy. Now that he was the object
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of prosecution, she became his secret ally.
She found herself avoiding the reproachful
glances of Mr. Howe, blushing under the
solicitous gleam thrown out by the literary
light. The energetic Charlie Dew’s anx-
iety found vent in an arduously installed
electric button that connected by obvious
and unlovely wires with a bell at his bed’s
head.

The mysterious stranger remained mys-
terious. He remained, in short, practically
invisible. Occasionally his rooms showed
signs of occupation, and once Amalie was
awakened by a bass voice humming the
love music from ¢ Isolde.” She found a
certain comfort in this. Bootlegger or ban-
dit, he was not entirely insensitive to the
appeal of finer things. But he timed his
entrances and exits with a caution that
precluded observation. And this was in-
deed amazing since the house on East
Fifty-Third Street had become a veritable
Scotland Yard of diligent sleuths.

It was not long before Amalie realized
that she was to suffer almost as much from
this campaign of prosecution as its direct
object. Since his presence in the house
menaced her, the trio reénforced the pano-
ply of protection it had built about her.
Whereas, hitherto, her days from nine to
five had been blessedly uninvaded, they
were now beset with interruptions. Philip
Swift formed the habit of dropping in at
the lunch hour, inquiring in a hushed voice
whether there was any news. The in-
genious wireman conceived the idea of
telephoning her at all hours, often from
the borrowed elevation of some distant
pole, blithely impervious to the hazards of
his position.

As for the stranger, his comings and
goings were a series of hairbreadth escapes
from this determined espionage. Amalie's
svmpathy for him increased. Be what he
may, he was a hunted being, and she was
pretty certain by this time that she was
indeed harboring a criminal. She could no
longer deny, even to herself, that the stran-
ger’s conduct was that of a person who
wished above all else to escape observa-
tion. Whenever she met him in the hall—
which was not often—he was lugging in
some awkwardly wrapped box or package.
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out your advice, Swift,” hazarded Carl
Howe easily. * Unfortunately the whole
thing is my fault. I came here for the
express purpose of preventing this sort of
thing—"

“ Then you assumed an unnecessary bur-
den,” the literary light told him politely.
“ 1t was my duty to supervise Mrs. Ladd’s
arfairs—" »

*“You flatter yourself,” sneered Carl
Howe. “If I hadn't decided to look into
this thing—”

“ You decided!” roared the wireman.

“Y notice your hearing is excellent,”
Carl observed pleasantly.

“ But you both know that it was really
I who made the decision,” Philip said
witheringly. ¢ After I had met him in the
hall last night—”

* Oh, you met him all right and had a
mice little chat with him,” admitted Charlie
Dew, *“ and of course your teeth were chat-
tering because vou were chilly. If I'd met
him—"

“ Qh, if yox had met him,” broke in the
exasperated Carl, “ you would have used
those fists of yours—”

“ That’s more than you or sister, here,
would have done'!”

“Are you calling me a coward?” de-
manded Carl furiously.

“If you want to think so, Percy!”

“ By Jove, I'll—"

“ For Heaven’s sake,” remonstrated the
literary light, *“ if you two must fight—"

“You keep out of this, girly,” advised
the wireman kindly, “ or you may be see-
ing more blood, and maybe there ain’t any
more ammonia in the house!”

“ Oh, please, please!” Amalie raised her
hands imploringly, backed away from them,
her eyes wide with terror.

" Philip Swift hurried to her side, righteous
indignation pinking his pallid cheeks. '

“ My dear Mrs. Ladd! I'm so sorry this
has happened. But I've been fearful of it
right along. These two—they’re not wor-
thy of the kindness you have shown them.
VYou must put them out!”

The two belligerents whirled at the
words. Carl Howe moved across the room,
took Amalie’s arm masterfully.

“You egotistical puppy! Who do you
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think you are, anyway? I'm here to pro-
tect Mrs. Ladd. I've only stood for you
because she was sorry for you! The sooner
you get out—"’ .

“ You've only stood for me,” echoed the
literary light derisively, and took firm pos-
session of Amalie’s free arm. “ Why, it
was I who agreed to let you stay when
Mrs. Ladd consulted me about you. It’s
you who'll go!”

Amalie’s frenzied gaze seesawed between
them, the pale and indignant literary light,
the purposeful Carl — her voluntary pro-
tectors,

“ Oh, how can you! Please—"

“ Say the word and I'll chuck ’em bot/
into the street,” offered Charlie Dew eager-
ly. “1I never did like ’em!”

She shook herself free. There was a
hot rebellion in her mild blue eyes as she
opened her lips, but it was another voice
that filled the room,

“What the devil does this mean?” In
their absorption they had quite forgotten
the mysterious stranger—his guilt—the in-
criminating evidence they had disinterred.
They gazed at him stupidly. “ How dare
you break in here! Who's been pawing
over my things! What do you mean by
it! T—”

But Charlie Dew, recovering first, leaped
across the room with a suppressed cry of
triumph, laid hold of the tall figure, pin-
ioned his arms, roared to Carl Howe:

“ Lock the door, then frisk him while I
hold on!”

For a moment the face beneath the rich
mop of iron gray hair was almost comically
blank. Quiescent in the wireman’s iron
grip, his eyes took in the room, the mud-
dled bed, the overturned waste basket, the
half-open bureau drawers spiiling their con-
tents, the precious box of fossils. He gave
vent to a vell of rage that tore at the sub-
stantial walls and set the bric-a-brac on
the mantel dancing.

“ So that’s the kind of a place you runm,
is it> A den of crooks!” The accusation
was flung at the cringing Amalie. * Got
me in here to rob me, did you? You—"

‘ Better keep your trap shut,” advised
the wireman belligerently. “ We've got
you with the goods!”
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I was looking into the main living room of
the house, and met the direct gaze of a man
who was lounging there!

“1 dropped the curtain hastily, but he
had seen me and sprung to his feet—a
powerful man, taller than myself, with gray,
wide trousers and naked torso. I had re-
treated back to the bedroom—the fear of
what he might do to me, blind me or worse,
made me anything but anxious to encounter
him again.

‘“ He followed, and was upon me, twist-
ing me by the shoulders to face him. He
was a man of about thirty-five. Black hair,
long to the base of his neck. Smooth-
shaven—a strong, rugged face, with keen
gray eyes beneath black, bushy brows; a
nose a little like a hawk, and a wide mouth
with thin lips. It was the sort of face that
bespoke power—a nature born to dominate
its fellows. And cruel, essentially cruel
about the mouth. His gaze was searching
—puzzled. I knew le was trying to make
me out—wondering what manner of man I
was—where I had come from. He spoke
to me. I could not understand the words, but
again I got the impression that they were
familiar English words spoken differently.
I answered; I don't remember what; but
he frowned, and pushed me from him,
toward the couch.

“I had decided to appear docile. I
stumbled to the couch and sat down on it.
He stood in the center of the room, regard-
ing me; and I managed what I hoped might
be an ingratiating smile. This seemed to
appeal to him, for he smiled back. Then
he swung about and left the room.

“ For a while I sat quiet. The giri—
where she was I did not know. I would
have escaped without her if I could—but
escape did not seem possible. At least, it
was more of a risk than I cared to take.
The feeling came to me that even now as
I sat on the couch, I might be observed.
How could I tell that some one was not
watching me from behind some hidden
orifice, through which, as I turned my gaze
that way, that tiny, blinding beam of light
would spring at me? R

“ It was too big a chance. I would wait,
and when I knew better with what I had
to contend, watch my opportunity to escape.
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“The room was fairly light now—that
queer reddish light. I could see the sky,
brilliant with a glorious red sunrise, through
the little windows overhead. 1 moved the
table and climbed on it. Outside was snow,
tinged with red. I was at an east end of
the house, perhaps next to the girl’s room.

“ At a corner of the building nearby, sat
cne of the dogs—like a gigantic shaggy
wolf, quiet but alert. His head was fully
six feet above the ground as he sat there
squatting on his haunches. He heard me
open the window, and trotted quietly over
to look at me. My fascinated stare met
his eyes squarely—eyes that seemed to hold
an almost uncanny human intelligence.
He seemed satisfied with the situation for
he trotted back to the corner of the house,
and sat down again, But he was still
watching me.

“ I dropped to the floor. The incident
had left me shuddering. What manner of
brutes were these, with gleaming tusk-like
teeth, dripping jowls and a power in those
tremendous muscles that must have far
exceeded the strongest horse! And eyes
that might have been human! I was further
from thinking of escape that moment than
ever.

“ For three days they fed me in that
room. A woman came mostly. She wore
a loose, shapeless robe of dark cloth. It
was dowdy-looking. Her hair was iron-
gray, long, to her waist, twisted into a
bundle and bound with strips of dark cloth.
Her face was thin—careworn. She brought
me my food—some kinds of cooked meats,
and starchy vegetables, like potatoes. She
was kind enough—but grim, as though I
were an unpleasant task that her conscience
made her discharge punctiliously.

“T tried to talk to her, but she couldn’t
understand me—nor I her. Afterward, I
I learned she was the older man’s old maid
cdaughter. The old man himself came in a
few times—a smooth-shaven, stalwart man
of seventy perhaps, dressed in wide flowing
trousers, and naked above the waist. Some-
times he wore a short little house jacket.
His name was Bool. The younger man—
the master of the house—was named Toroh.
He came in and sat by me a few times,
always intent to see that I was properly
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to tell you. The girl--her name is Azeela.
Toroh took two of his dogs and his sled
and went away after about a week. He
was gone a month. During that month I
stayed docilely in the house. I saw many
opportunities when I might have escaped.
But now I would not, without taking Azeela,
and I could not expose her to such danger
as always seemed imminent.

“ I must have convinced them all that I
was harmiess. No one paid me great at-
tention except the woman—Koa. Often I
would see her peering furtively at me from
some distant doorway.

¢ Azeela soon became friendly, and since
we both had nothing to do, she devoted her-
self to learning my language. I tried to
learn hers and failed miserably. But she
picked mine up with extraordinary rapidity.
Perhaps because her mind was quicker—
her memory more retentive. And I think
also because she had behind her the in-
herited instincts of knowledge through all
the centuries from my own time-world for-
ward.

“At all events, within the month she
could talk my English freelv enough for
us to get along—with a quaint little accent
wholly indescribable.”

“ Your English!” exclaimed the Doctor.
“ Was her language English also?”

“Yes, sir. I think it was derived very
nearly from the English we speak to-day.
Mine was, to her—merely archaic. But
hers, modern beyond my time, was too much
for me. It was an extraordinary story that
Azeela had to tell me—as extraordinary as
mine must have seemed to her. We became
friends, and with her confidence came a re-
newed desire on hoth our parts to escape.
Her people were many hundred miles away.
And when I told her of my plane, I very
soon persuaded her to let me take her back
tc her own country.”

“ Toroh hadn’t
Georgie put in.

“No. If it had not snowed so heavily
that first night, the dogs would have led
him back over my trail to it. But it was
still safe, though I did not know it then: and
the thought that it might have been found
bothered me a lot I can tell vou.

“ We decided to try and escape. Toroh

found the plane?”
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was expected back any day. We spent a
morning discussing it—planning it in detail.
My weapons were gone—Azeela did not
know where they were. Bool had a cylinder
of the blinding-flash—1I call it that because
their name for it would mean nothing to
vou. But we could not get it; he kept it
always about his person. The woman, Koa,
we did not think was armed—though she
might have been.

“ Toroh had taken two of the dogs. There
was one left, and almost continually it was
pacing about the house outside. We realized
that even if we succeeded in getting away
with a few minutes start, the dog would
follow and overtake us before we could
reach the plane.

“ Bool was in one of the outbuildings
nearly all that morning. Koa was moving
about the house. We did not think she was
listening to us; but she was, and evidently
she had picked up something of my language
—enough to give her the import of what
we were discussing.

“ She appeared suddenly, and with a fur-
tive glance around, told Azeela she would
help us escape. Azeela translated it to me,
and the woman nodded grimly in confirma-
tion. She was sorry for Azeela; and she
hated Toroh sufficiently to want the girl
out of his clutches.

“ Koa’s plan was simple and it sounded
eminently practical. She had no weapons,
and did not know where any were, except
those of her father, which she would not
dare try to secure. But late that afternoon
Bool would be in his room dozing. Koa
would lock the dog in the kennel. Then
we would be free to depart.

“The sun was almost setting that day
when Koa informed us that the time had
come. \Ve had restrained our excitement;
Bool had apparently not noticed anything
unusual in our outward appearance during
the dav. He had retired to his room as
customary, and Koa had taken the dog
away.

“T did not altogether trust Koa, and it
made me shudder to think of taking Azeela
outside and perhaps have the dog spring
upon us from somewhere. But we had to
chance it, and the woman seemed sincere.

“ We had searched the house as best we
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could without arousing Bool, but we found
no weapon of any kind. At last we were
ready, I in my fur coat, Azeela in furs—
shoes, trousers, and coat all one piece. She
looked like a slender little Eskimo girl; and
I smiled as she pulled up a fur hood that
dangled at the back of her neck, and fitted
it close about her face, tucking her hair up
under it. 1 had been mistaken about head-
gear. It just so happened that I had never
seen any one of this time-world except when
they had been bareheaded.

“I put on my own cap and we were
ready. As we met in the main room, Koa
nodded sourly for us to be gone. At that
instant the dog, outside in the kennel, gave
a long mournful howl. I don’t know why;
I suppose it was just fate. Koa, waving
us toward the doorway, hastened away to
quiet the dog.

“ For a moment I hesitated. Should we
start? Had the dog got loose? That mo-
ment of hesitation was too long. Bool
stood in the doorway, staring at our fur-
covered figures. Astonishment, anger, rage
swept over his face. His hand went to his
belt; he jerked something loose. I heard
Azeela give a sharp cry of warning. Bool’s
hand held an object like a little crescent of
glass, with a tiny wire connecting its horns.
Sparks darted from the wire.

“ T was about to leap forward when sud-
denly I was stricken. I can only describe
it as paralysis. I stood stock-still; my arms
dropped inert at my sides. I felt no pain;
but I was rooted to the spot, without pow-
er to lift my legs. Azeela beside me, was
evidently within the influence of the weapon
also. She was standing rigid. Bool’s face
held a leer of triumph. His left hand was
fumbling at his belt for some other weapon.
T knew that in another moment he would
have killed us. And still I could not move.
I tell you, gentlemen, it was a ghastly feel-
ing. There was a numbness creeping all
over me. My hands were turning cold.
My feet felt wooden. My legs were giving
way under me, and in a few seconds more
I think I should have fallen.

“Tt all happened very quickly. Behind
_ Bool, Koa had appeared. He did not hear
her; and she darted forward and struck at
his wrist. The little crescent of glass
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dropped to the floor and was shattered. A
wave of heat swept over me—the blood
rushing again to my limbs.

“Bool had turned furiously upon Koa,
but my strength was coming back fast. I
jumped at them, caught Bool unprepared.
My body struck his and we went down.
He fell backward—I on top of him. His
hand now held a metal cylinder; he was
trying to get it up to my face.

“ Azeela came darting across the room,
threw herself upon us, and with her two
hands twisted the weapon from Bool’s fin-
gers. I did not know she had done it. I
was enraged. Bool was kicking, squirming,
and his left hand had me by the forehead,
pushing my head back to expose my face.
I flung myself down on him, my forearm
striking his head against the floor. His
hold relaxed; he lay still.

“ When I got to my feet, Koa was stoop-
ing over Bool. She seemed frightened at
what she had done, although I knew well
enough that the man had mistreated her
constantly, and that she could bear him no
great love. She waved us away—still with
that same stolid grimness.

“¢Ask her if the dog is fast,” I said.
¢ Ask her, Azeela.’

“ The woman nodded at me vehemently,
and I gripped Azeela’s hand and we hurried
out. It was just sunset. The sky was like
blood; the snowy ground was all tinted
with it.

“ We ran west, so fast that Azeela could
hardly keep her feet. It seemed ten miles,
but it wasn’t more than one or two. We
slowed up and walked a little, then went
back to a run. There was nothing but that
unbroken expanse of snow, with the drop
that was the river ahead of us.

‘At last I could make out the break in
the plateau surface that marked the gully.
We were running, and were no more than
fifty feet from it, when from behind us we
heard the loud baying of the dog— that
eager baying of a dog following a trail and
close upon its quarry! I went cold all over.
I knew what had happened. Bool had re-
covered, and in spite of his daughter had
let loose the dog upon us!

“T caught a glimpse of Azeela's white.
frightened face as I gripped her hand and












THE MAN WHO MASTERED TIME.

“ All the more reason why you ought to
have me with you,” Georgie declared.

“No. You see—well, I might never come
back. And if I don’t, if I’'m not coming in
ten years—twenty years—you’ll know it a
month from now. Father has a paper from
me which will explain all that.”

“ What of it? Why shouldn’t I go along
with you—"

“No. Father will want to follow me,
and I'm counting on yox to join him.”

Georgie was somewhat mollified. ¢ Oh!
Sure I'll do that.” o

“ But not a word now?”

“No. But, say, Loto, don’t bother to
come back, will you? Give us a chance to
come on after you.”

Loto laughed. “ All right. Maybe I
won’t come back. I’ll count on you, any-
way.”

They shook hands solemnly.

“ You bet,” Georgie agreed. * And give
my regards to Azeela. You didn’t say you
mentioned me to her.”

“I didn’t. 1 was pretty busy., But I
will, Georgie.”

“ Right. Do that. Good luck, old man!”

Within five minutes more Loto was again
in the plane, with its cabin door closed upon
him. Again that queer, insistent humming.
The plane glowed phosphorescent—seem-
ingly brighter now, for the lights of the in-
closure had been extinguished. Then that
translucency of the solid cabin walls and
the huge, spreading wings; a fleeting instant
when they seemed vapory—a shimmering
mist dissolving into nothingness. Then only
the memory that the plane had been there,
but now was gone.

In the starlight and gloom of the board
inclosure the Big Business Man turned emo-
tionally to his friends. “I wonder if I
would dare make a trip in that—thing!”

CHAPTER IX.
THE MESSAGE.

N evening in September. Loto had
been gone a month. Almost con-
stantly some one of his four friends,

or his father or mother, had been about the
rooftop. But the Frazia plane had not ap-
5A
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peared; the board inclosure where it had
rested was empty.

The fear in Lylda’s eyes had grown daily
almost into terror. But she had not spoken
of it, and her husband’s consoling, hopeful
words—couched sometimes in the seeming-
ly cold, logical phrases of science—she had
received with a brave, pathetic smile.

The month of waiting—almost intermin-
able to them all—had passed; and now, at
Rogers’s request, they were again secluded
in a private room of the club. Rogers sat
by the center table, in the circle of illumina-
tion of the electrolier, with a sheaf of pen-
ciled script in his hand, and a torn en-
velope beside him. The men were facing
him, expectant. Lylda sat in the shadows
near by, staring before her into vacancy.

“ A month,” Rogers was saying. ‘It has
seemed longer. I opened Loto’s letter this
afternoon—and then I telephoned to you
all. Let me read you the message he left
us.”

He adjusted his horn rimmed spectacles.
The men stirred in their chairs; Georgie
lighted a cigarette and began puffing at it
vigorously.

“ It says:

“ My FATHER AND My FRIENDS:

“ When you read this I shall have been gone
from your time world for thirty of its days.
You will know that I am not coming back.
Had I been forced to stay ten or twenty
years of time as I would have lived them, I
would still return to the exact evening—or be-
fore it—on which you are.reading this letter.

“That was my promise to you, father.
The fact that T am not returned will let you
know that probably I am ncver coming.

“ Mamita must not worry, for I gave you
another promise. When danger threatened
me—or when I wanted your help—I would
raise a light signal so that you coming after
me might know exactly what point of time
at which to stop your flight.

“As I write this, now before leaving you,
I rencw that promise. When I find I can-
not return, I will raise a light from the south-
eastern tip of the island. I will hold it in
the sky for a day and a night. You will see
it, if your time flight is slow enough, and T
shall know that when I estinguish it you will
be there.

“Tell mamita I shall not wait for danger,
but anticipate it. You will see my light, no
matter when I raise it. A year after I get
there—or ten years—it will be no different to
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ing with extraordinary swiftness, and seem-
ingly with little jerks, like a manikin.
Georgie held his breath, for the Banker
popped forward, his head and shoulders
piercing the glowing phosphorescent walls
and floor of the cabin. He stood motionless
a brief instant, his face close to Georgie's
knees. Then, even more rapidly than he
had advanced, he threw a swift glance
around and retreated.

Georgie recovered himself.
said. “ Wasn’t that weird though?
we're all right. I feel fine now.”

The droning of the Frazia motors
sounded very faintly above the humming.
It was a relief—a help toward normality.
The plane was slowly raising into the air.

As it mounted, the roof of the Scientific
Club dwindled away below. It was a dark
night, with heavy clouds, and a cold wind
from the east. The city, with snow on
its rooftops, was sliding eastward beneath
them—vague black shadows, dark buildings
dotted with lights, and seemingly empty
streets.

They were still mounting diagonally up-
ward, drawn vertically by the helicopters
and carried sidewise by the wind, when
the Hudson River slid underneath.

“ Rotten weather, Mr. Rogers,” Georgie
suggested.

“Yes,” Rogers agreed. ‘But that will
not bother us for very long. Are vou warm
enough?”

“One heater is going,” Georgie re-
sponded. “T’ll switch on another.” He
had familiarized himself thoroughly with
the various mechanical appliances of the
plane, and he turned a switch that threw
current into another of the small electric
radiators.

“ Anything else?” he demanded.

“No, I think I shall try the higher in-
tensities of the Proton current. I want
our time-progress accelerating as much as
possible right from the beginning.”

Georgie selected a seat hastily,

It was not much of an ordeal. The
humming seemed to move up a scale, to a
higher pitch as Rogers pulled the lever
around. The reeling of the senses came
again, but passed almost at once.

“ There,” said Rogers’ voice. “ T'm glad

(19 Oh’n he
But

)
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that’s accomplished. We are at the fifteenth
intensity—the highest that Loto used.”

Georgie was staring down through the
floor window. ‘I can see lights down here.
The highest speed Loto used? Why he
didn’t describe it this way—"

“Our acceleration will pick up over
several hours,” Rogers replied. ¢ Our time-
progress is still comparatively slow.”

The drone of the Frazia motors was still
sounding.

“How high are we, do you suppose?”
Georgie demanded after a moment.

‘“ Possibly five thousand feet. We're
blowing westward over New Jersey. And
a little to the south, I think. Soon it will
be___))

His words were anticipated. The scene
lighted swiftly. It was day—a dull, cold-
looking, cloudy morning. Below them lay
New Jersey—almost a net-work of villages
on the fringe of lowlands. A more con-
gested area of buildings was almost directly
beneath and slid under them as they
watched it.

“Newark!” exclaimed Georgie. “ And
we're into to-morrow. We're making it—
we'll soon be with Loto.”

They were up higher than Rogers realized
—ten thousand feet at least. And their
drift seemed constantly of a more southern
trend. It was still uncomfortably cold in
the cabin.

“ Perhaps we should stay at this level,”
Rogers remarked. “We seem to have
caught a wind from the north.”

He slowed down the helicopters until the
plane was no longer rising. As though
they had been in a balloon, they were hang-
ing level, blowing over the country—nearly
south at some twenty miles an hour.

Night came again in a few moments,
Lights dotted the landscane helow—but
they were vague, flickering lights. Then
day, with sunlight. The wind subsided.
The plane's southern drift was stilled. And
then came night with a moon plunging
across the sky, and stars dizzily sweeping
past. Then day again, until presently the
daylight and the darkness were blended into
gray. The drift was permanently passed.
In a blending of all the diversified air cur-
rents, the plane remained almost stationar:.
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these gallant knights conquer the ghost
that harasses pretty ladies? Look, they
are afraid—these gallants. There. Don’t I
sound exactly like Janet? 1 can talk like
a novel, too—and I insist on playing
ghosts.” The duchesse, in the enjoyment
of the others’ nervousness, had forgotten her
own, “Mr. Wheelwright I exempt, but
from you others I crave a boon. Mr. Tal-
ley, Augustin de Loret, and my husband,
will one of you not lay this zhost ior me?”

De Loret rose from his chair with a bow.

“ Duchesse, I should be delighted,” he
said. )

The duchesse shook her head.

“You shall draw lots. Let fate decide.
Remember, madness or death may wait for
him who enters that room.” From the
fringe of the red Spanish shawl draped
about her shoulders she pulled three threads
and went to the great table with them
held tightly in her closed fingers. * Here
are three threads!” she cried in mock se-
riousness. ¢ Draw, and he in whose hand
kismet places the longest thread shall to-
night confront Emanuele Effizzi.”

The three men, laughing a little, now
rose, and each one took from her hand a
red thread.

“Tt is not I,” said the duc, and he held
up his thread, which was but half the length
of the fringe on the shawl.

“ One of you, then!” cried the duchesse,
and, taking the thread from De Loret’s
hand, she held it to the light. Talley held
up his beside it, and the two little red
threads were measured. The duchesse
turned to De Loret with a deep curtsy,
holding the long thread in her hand, and
cried:

“ To you the honor, prince!”

IL

TuE room in which Emanuele Effizzi had
died was invested with none of the tradi-
tional horrors or discomforts with which
the haunted rooms of fiction are so liberally
sprinkled. There was no dirt, and no cqb-
webs hung from the walls, and no grim
stone floors to echo with a hollow ring. The
hangings were not old or torn or woven by a
crazy hand into horrible devices of demons
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and were-wolves; on the contrary, it was a
very bright and pleasant room, hung with a
gayly flowered brocade, furnished with old,
softly faded gilt furniture, swimming in the
light of dozens of wax candles and per-
fumed with roses instead of the legendary
odor of rust and decay.

When Janet and her guests, the escorts of
De Loret to the dainty room of his vigil,-
entered, the duchesse looked about her with
some disappointment, and the others with
some relief. De Loret, eving the box-spring
mattress on the old bed, was exceedingly
content, for he had pictured himself forced
into spending a very disturbing night in-
deed, and although for the sake of pos-
turing as a hero in Janet Wheelwright’s
eyes he was more than willing to spend a
week in a damp cell with spiders, vermin
and rats playing over his prostrate form,
he drew a great sigh of relief when he saw
that no greater test of his devotion was to
be offered him than a night’s sleep in that
very comfortable-looking bed.

“ But this is charming!” he cried.
“Here I can welcome Signor Effizzi
with all due respect for the proprieties.
No dungeon, no cold underground cham-
bers, no dismal rags piled on the cold floor
for a couch. Monsieur will enjoy himself
hugely!”

‘“ Have you everything?” asked the
duchesse. “1I offer you a pistol, a Colt
automatic, and my husband will be glad to
lend you a rosary.”

De Loret laughed.

“ No, dear lady, your weapons are no
protection against this ghost. One’s only
protection against it is a pure heart.”

Janet looked at him with a new admira-
tion in her eyes. To her, Prince Augustin
de Loret had always been a title with a
man unfortunately attached to it, but at
his cheery defiance of a grim legend in the
face of the fear which had shaken them
all so short a time before, she was proud of
him.

“ The plan is this, Augustin,” she said;
“the old stories all say that the ghost
appears between twelve and two to the man
or woman with an evil heart who sleeps
in this room. You stay here then and we
will wait in the little boudoir that adjoins.
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good night had been more effective for this
situation than any arrangement of brave
words, and for the second time gazed about
his bright surroundings contentedly, glad
that this room was reassuringly beautiful.
He was glad to be there, although his skepti-
cism had fallen from him as a leaf falls in
an autumn wind, when those horrible tap-
ping footsteps had seemed to approach
them. Now he reassured himself that the
sound came from some natural cause, and
had been magnified by nerves; that, after
all, the terror was only the influence of
the others. At any rate, he was established
as a hero for no more intrepid deed than
facing a ridiculous ghost in which he had
not the faintest belief.

Crossing to the windows he made sure
that they were open and the blinds ar-
ranged so that he could receive any ran-
dom breath of air moving on this stifling
night, and for a second he leaned against
the low stone balustrade of the tiny bal-
cony and looked down on the stone court
fragrant with flowers and orange trees be-
low him. The little courtyard was so peace-
ful and dark that he turned back to the
bright room rather reluctantly.

Without pausing to undress, he blew out
the candles, and feeling his way across the
room, climbed on the bed and settled him-
self as comfortably as he could. When he
stopped moving there was not a sound.
Strangely quiet it was, with not a whisper
coming from the five people waiting so
close to him, not a creak from the old walls
or a moan from the old furniture. The sad
and mysterious groans and murmurings with
which old houses settle themselves at night
were all stilled.

For twenty minutes he lay listening, lis-
tening, without shifting his feet or moving
his head, as motionless as the hot night.
For twenty minutes, while eons of time
crawled by he lay rigid. The silence wore
on his nerves until finally the quiet and
the heat and the heavy flower scents
brought drowsiness. Relaxing, he settled
himself on his bed with the natural gestures
of sleepy men, turned over and was asleep.

It was nearly an hour before he awoke,
and then he came quickly out of his slum-
ber, for he was roused by a shudder, a long
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quivering shudder, such as would go
through a man if a snake crawled over his
stomach. He was awake instantly, wide
awake and feeling the atmosphere about him
as keenly as he had ever felt heat and
cold. The air seemed charged with power
as it does sometimes before an electric
storm and his skin was pricked by the
vibrations filling the room.

In the darkness he waited, uneasy with
the memory of that shudder, but not fright-
ened, not at all panicky. It was quite dark
and he could see nothing, and all was as
quiet as it had been before he had fallen
asleep, but now, all at orce, he knew that
coming toward him from the window was a
creature, a thing. The faint light from
the candle, too dim to distinguish objects
by, but which enabled him to know the posi-
tion of the windows, was not -obliterated
by any solid form, and there was not a
sound of anything moving. But still he
knew that something was coming nearer
to him from the direction of the open win-
dows. So conscious was he that it was ad-
vancing toward him, step by step, and very
slowly, that he felt he could go to meet it,
blind inr the darkness, and put his hand on
it and walk with it to his bed. '

The atmosphere grew heavier as it came
nearer. There was no tingle in the air now,
only oppression, and his head felt heavy
and ached, and as it came closer and closer
he realized that this was a very evil thing
which was advancing on him in the night.
Then he knew that it was very near him and
the feeling of evil was so strong that he
felt that evil as a physical thing.

It became heavier. It seemed to fill
the whole world. His brain and his heart
and his lungs were filled with evil. He
could taste it, he was breathing it, it per-
vaded him like a foul smell and he waited
with sickening repulsion for the thing that
emanated this horror to stand over him.

It came to the bottom of his bed and
stopped and over him flowed waves of loath-
ing and disgust. He loathed it, and dis-
gust shook him, but as it stood there hate
almost crowded out those strong emotions.
He hated that thing as never he believed
he could hate anything; terrible hate that
shook him like an ague, and mingling with
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this hate was the disgust that made his
flesh creep and his bones seem to turn to
jelly in his body. So weak was he made
by this terrific hate that he could not spring
inte the darkness at his hate and yet he
felt that death was preferable to failure to
attempt to destroy that spirit.

As he lay on his bed, trembling with de-
sire to destroy and too weak to move, a
new sensation assailed him and this was so
much more terrible than all the hate and
the disgust and the loathing which had gone
before that he prayed he might die. For it
seemed to him that the spirit which stood
over him was emptying him of his personal-
ity as one might empty a full bathtub.

His ego, his thoughts, his desires and his
loves, his very soul were being drained away
and he was empty, empty of himself, ready
for this loathly ghoul to enter the shell of
his body. Then slowly, when his ego was
gone, came the terrific, the dreadful realiza-
tion that it was he who was this thing. He
was the loathed ghoul. The evil that filled
the room so that he choked with it came
from himself. The spirit had come to show
him to himself; had drained him of the
forces of his self-conceit and all the horror
he had felt for a demon swept back to en-
gulf him. He was that leprous breath of
decay. He was that evil.

As he looked at himself for the first time
in his life and saw in himself with horror
all the hot desire to destroy, the spirit re-
coiled on him and his desire was as strong
to destroy himself,

The strength flared back into his limbs,
and with a yell of exaltation he sprang
from the bed and ran to the open window,
desperately eager to throw himself on the
stones below. He was half over the little
balcony before a strong hand seized and
dragged him back to life.

Jim Talley had caught him and jerked
him back into the room, alight now with a
candelabra in Janet’s hand, and when Tal-
lev saw De Loret’s face he dropped him
and stepped away from him, making with
his hand the unconscious gesture of one
who has touched something unclean.

Out of the night had come a force so
strong that unseen and unheard it had had
the power to force a self-indulgent fortune
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hunter to attempt suicide. A force that
had wiped the suavity and control from his
face and left him with the lines of self-
loathing and panic forever engraved there.

For the rest of his life no one would
ever look at Prince Augustin de Loret with-
out knowing that he was bad in motive,
ruthless in desire, and that he despised him-
self. And those are not good things to
have written on one’s face. His eyes were
touched with madness as might be the eyes
of one who had gone too close to hell.

Janet stopped at the door, an anxious
cry stilled on her lips, and saw his eyes
for a second, and then with a sob she ran
across the room to the arms and the plain,
honest face of Jim Talley.

1v.

It was some years later, after Janet
Wheelwright of the flaming hair had be-
come Mrs. James Talley and had coerced
the flaming spirit—own twin of the hair—
within the dignified limitations set on ma-
trons of position in a Middle Western city,
that she was hostess at the most distin-
guished function she had given since her
marriage. The town in which the Talleys
lived had provided them some very merry
and even gorgeous entertainments, and
Janet had given some glittering ones herself.
But, although she was vastly content to be
plain Mrs. James Talley, Janet had re-
tained all her old republican love of a title,
so it was not until the arrival, by way of
a lecture tour, of the eminent Italian scien-
tist, the Marchese Alberto San Farino, that
she had the human wherewithal to stage
what she considered a distinguished party.
Her husband’s solid business men friends
and their bridge playing wives, whatever
else they might be, were hardly distin-
guished.

After all her trouble, that dinner came
near to tragedy for Janet Talley. It was the
marchese’s fault, for the prized guest of
honor, being deprived of the services of his
interpreter, could neither speak nor under-
stand English. True, that misfortune
seemed to affect him not at all, but his
austere silence—and it was austere, because
one look at his face was proof positive that
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came again and again—a large, soft hand
smelling of roses. His nerves began to
scream, and his legs to give under him. The
roses came down on him in a cloud, and
that horrible flabby hand, as big as a hill,
seemed to smother him. He tried to move,
to get away from it, and before he knew
he found himself on his knees. He strug-
gled to get up, but the hand was on him,
flattening him out, and that intolerable
sweet, sickly odor swathed him in its nau-
seous folds. And then he lost conscious-
ness.

How long he was senseless he doesn’t
know, but he thinks it must have been a
good many hours. When he came to, He was
no longer in that horrible cupboard; he was
lying on what seemed to be a couch in a
room which felt spacious, for he could
breathe freely; but it was still as black as
the nether pit. He had a blinding headache
and felt rather sick and as silly as an owl.
He could not remember how he had come
there, but as his hand fell on his shirt front
and he realized he was in dress clothes, he
recollected Archie’s cry.

That was the last clear thing in his head,
but it steadied him, for it reminded him
how grave was his danger. He has told me
that at first he was half stifled with panic,
for he was feeling abominably weak; but
he had just enough reason left in him to
let him take a pull on his nerves. “ You
must be a man,” he repeated to himself.
“ Even if vou have stumbled into hell, you
must be a man.”

Then a voice spoke out of the darkness,
and at the sound of it most of his fright
disappeared. It was no voice that he knew,
but a pleasant voice, and it spoke to him
in French. Not ordinary French, you un-
derstand, but the French of his native valley
in the south, with the soft alluring patois
of his home. It seemed to drive away his
headache and nausea, and to soothe every
jangled nerve, but it made him weaker. Of
that he has no doubt. This friendly voice
was making him a child again.

His memory of what it said is hopelessly
vague. He thinks that it reminded him
of the life of his boyhood—the old chateau
high in a fold of the limestone hills, the

feathery chestnuts in the valley bottom,
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the clear pools where the big trout lived,
the snowy winters when the wolves came
out of the forests to the farmyard doors,
the hot summers when the roads were
blinding white, and the turf on the downs
grew as yellow as corn. The memory of it
was all jumbled, and whatever the woice
said its effect was more like music than
spoken words. It smoothed out the creases
in his soul, but it stole also the manhood
from him. He was becoming limp and
docile and passive like a weak child.

The voice stopped, and he felt a power-
ful inclination to sleep. Then suddenly,
between sleeping and waking, he became
aware of a light, a star which glowed ahead
of him in the darkness. It waxed and then
waned, and held his eves like a vise. At
the back of his head he knew that there
was some deviltry in the business, that it
was something which he ought to resist, but
for the life of him he could not remember
why.

The light broadened till it was like the
circle which a magic lantern makes on a
screen. Into the air there crept a strange
scent—not the sickly smell of roses, but a
hard pungent smell which tantalized him
with its familiarity. Where had he met it
before? Slowly out of it there seemed to
shape a whole world of memories.

Now, Turpin before the war had put in
some years’ service in Africa with the Armée
Coloniale as a lieutenant of Spahis, and
had gone with various engineering and mili-
tary expeditions south of the Algerian fron-
tier into the desert. He used to rave to
me about the glories of those lost days,
that first vouth of a man which does not
return. This smell was the desert—that un-
forgettable, untamable thing which stretch-
es from the Mediterranean to the Central
African forests, the place where, «in the
days when it was sea, Ulysses wandered,
and where the magic of Circe and Ca-
lypso, for all the world knows, may still
linger.

In the moon of light a face appeared, a
face so strongly lit up that every grim
and subtle line of it was magnified. It was
an Eastern face—a lean, high-boned Arab
face, with the eyes set in a strange slant.
He had never seen it before, but he had
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met something like it when he had dabbled
in the crude magic of the sands, the bub-
bling pot, and the green herb fire. At first
it was only a face, half averted, and then
it seemed to move so that the eyes appeared
like lights suddenly turned on at night as
one looks from outside at a dark house.

He felt in every bone a thing he had
almost forgotten—the magic and the terror
of the desert. It was a cruel and inhuman
face, hiding God knows what of ancient
horror and sin, but wise as the sphinx and
eternal as the rocks. As he stared at it the
eyes seemed to master and envelop him,
and, as he put it, suck the soul out of him.

You see, he had never been told about
Kharama. That was the one mistake Mary
made, and a very natural one, for it was not
likely that he and the Indfan would fore-
gather. So he had nothing in his poor
muddle-head to help him to combat this
mastering presence. He didn’t try. He said
he felt himself sinking into a delicious
lethargy, like the coma which overtakes a
man who is being frozen to death.

I could get very little out of Turpin
about what happened next. The face spoke
to him, but whether in French or some Af-
rican tongue he didn’t know—French, he
thought; certainly not English. I gather
that while the eyes and the features were
to the last degree awe-inspiring, the voice
was if anything friendly. It told him that
he was in instant danger, and that the only
hope lay in utter impassivity. If he at-
tempted to exercise his own will he was
doomed, and there was sufficient indication
of what that doom meant to shake his
lethargy into spasms of childish fear.

“ Your body is too feeble to move,” said
‘the voice, * for Allah has laid his hand
on it.” Sure enough, Turpin realized that
he hadn’t the strength of a kitten. “ You
have surrendered your will to Allah till he
restores it to you.,” That also was true,
for Turpin knew he could not summon the
energy to brush his hair unless he was or-
dered to. “ You will be safe,” said the
voice, “ so long as vou sleep. You will sleep
till T bid you awake.”

Sleep he probably did, for once again
came a big gap in his consciousness. The
next he knew he was being jolted in some-

thing that ran on wheels, and he suddenly
rolled over on his side, as the vehicle took
> sharp turn. This time it didn’t take him
quite so long to wake up. He found he was
in a big motor car, with his overcoat on,
and his hat on the seat beside him. He
was stretched out almost at full length, and
comfortably propped up with cushions., All
this he realized fairly soon, but it was some
time before he could gather up the past,
and then it was all blurred and sketchy.
What he remembered most clearly was the
warning that he was in grave peril and was
only safe while he did nothing. That was
burned in on his mind, and the lesson was
pointed by the complete powerlessness of
his limbs. He could hardly turn over from

his side to his back, and he knew that if

he attempted to stand he would-fall down
in a heap. He shut his eyes and tried to
think,

Bit by bit the past pieced itself together.
He remembered Archie’s cry—and things
before that—Mary—the girl in green. Very
soon the truth smete him in his face. He
had been kidnaped like the rest, and had
had the same tricks played on him. But
they had only affected his body. As he
realized this tremendous fact, Turpin
swelled with pride. Some deviltry had stolen
his physical strength, but his soul was his
own still, his memory and his will.

A sort of miasma of past fear still clung
about him, like the aftertaste of influenza,
but this only served to make him angry.
He was most certainly not going to be beat-
en. The swine had miscalculated this time;
they might have a cripple in their hands,
but it would be a very watchful, wary and
determined cripple, quick to seize the first
chance to be even with them. His anger
made his spirits rise. All his life he had
been a man of tropical loves and tempestu-
ous hates. He had loathed the boche and
Free Masons and communists, and the dep-
uties of his own land, and ever since Adela’s
disappearance he had nursed a fury against
a person or persons unknown; but now
every detestation of which he was capable
had been focused against those who were
responsible for this night’s work. The
fools! They thought they had got a trussed
sheep, when all the time it was a lame tiger.
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dlewhit’s fellow passengers wondered what
the mild-mannered, gray-haired little man
found to interest him in the area of smells
below—that is, until they discovered him
reading Plutarch. Then they dismissed him
as a member of the harmless race of savants
who never had and never would have a
dollar, and was therefore not worth the time
of busy men.

Had their interest persisted, they might
have noticed that by the close of the second
day Puddlewhit appeared to be on the most
friendly terms with practically every mem-
ber of the polyglot mob of traders, coolies,
snake charmers, hadjis, and gogols, from
the Turk who sold parrots to the fair ladies
of Cairo’s harems to a sullen Singalese,
fresh drafted from Annam, where he had
suffered most cruelly under the French, if
his story were true.

Puddlewhit made acquaintances wherever
he went. It was for this reason that he
knew so many people of high and low de-
gree throughout Insulinde—more, the gov-
ernor general declared, than any other of
his forty million subjects. This was one of
the reasons why he was so highly esteemed
at Batavia’s capital as a trusted secret
agent. Yet he had no mercenary object
in making friends. Puddlewhit talked
and laughed and sympathized with people
because he loved them, particularly the
humble.

Many things A. Puddlewhit observed
and heard during his sojournings between
decks. For instance, there was the stout
Kling, mellow in manner and mild of eye,
who dealt in djeloetong and aromatic gums.
He talked of nothing save his love for the
white man and the beneficence of the Dutch
colonial government. Yet rumor said he
had killed a man, back in India, and there
was a short shrift and a long rope ready
for him if ever the Calcutta government
got hold of him. For this reason he never
entered a British port or sailed under a Brit-
ish flag.

There was a pygmy Papuan en route to
one of the north ports, where he was to
strip tobacco. He played weird and reedy
tunes on a kaludi for the entertainment of
a preternaturally solemn brood of Javanese
youngsters that sat circlewise around him,
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their big black eyes shining like young
moons in the evening gloom. A mandil,
hovering near, whispered to Puddlewhit
that the Papuan was a convict, sentenced
to the plantations for the revolting crime of
making “ brown pig” of his own grand-
mother.

Then there was the Brahmin who de-
clined to answer Puddlewhit’s polite in-
quiry concerning the state of his health
because he had seen the little man in con-
versation with lesser caste Hindus. But
when Puddlewhit gently persisted with a
passage from the Vindhya in the original,
they forthwith launched into a theosophical
discussion which only the dinner bell inter-
rupted.

Nor must we neglect to mention the Jap
from Bali, who posed as a scholar and
painted queer ideographs with brushes of
salmon, and green and indigo on sheets of
rice paper.

“Beware of him,” warned the mandil,
“He is a gamester, and will have every
loose dollar aboard before the voyage is
done.”

“ Don’t you object to his dicing with
your coolies?” Puddlewhit asked.

The mandil shrugged his shoulders and
grinned evilly.

“ The poorer they are, the more they will
borrow, and the longer they will be in my
debt,” he returned.

Whereupon the versatile Puddlewhit, re-
flecting that such a man needed a lesson,
enticed the mandil into an adventure with
cards and fleeced him to his last copper
penny.

Finally there was the Lady from Macas-
sar. Puddlewhit called her the Lady from
Macassar, because that was all the informa-
tion he was able to glean about her from
the others on board. She was Chinese and
undoubtedly of noble blood. There are
certain evidences of taste and refine-
ment that distinguish the lady in every
land, in whatever circumstances she may
be. The discerning eye of A. Puddlewhit
found them in her. She had evidently fallen
upon evil days, he perceived; her very pres-
ence on the lower deck revealed her pover-
ty. There was a child with her—an impish
lad of seven or eight, a bit out of hand at






























752

“ Where is Teema?” was the question
that repeated itself over and over again in
his burning brain as he looked anxiously
toward the entrance of the long hall, where
the Battahs had converged the most thickly.
* Pray God, he come in time,” he breathed
silently and prayerfully.

The fire died low. None thought to re-
plenish it. Through the chinks in the
bamboo the gray dawn came stealing, filter-
ing gradually through a leafy canopy of
manggiwa and agapetes-tree. In the far dis-
tance a wild jungle-cock uttered its matin
welcome to the sun. But none stirred within
the hut. A gecko, crawling from its noc-
turnal security among the broad-leaved
palm thatch, lost its grip and fell into the
fire. But not a voice was raised, though the
women shivered.

Presently there was a stirring at the en-
trance. A messenger entered and spoke to
the chief of the Battahs. That dignitary
strode crouchingly through the ranks of
his involuntary guests, his sharp, ferret eyes
alert for a hostile move. Approaching Pud-
dlewhit he said curtly, in the Battah tongue:

“The king would speak with thee,
baboon.”

Puddlewhit did not lift his eyes from the
fire. He was thinking. If he left now, he
said to himself, the blow would fall. He
would escape, and he alone. There would
be no witnesses to prove the massacre was
unprovoked.

“ Tell the king I am here,” he returned
calmly and dispassionately, in the same
language.

The chief looked puzzled for a moment.
Then an angry gleam appeared in his eyes.
Gripping his spear and. pulling it back with
a menacing motion, he announced more
loudly, in deep, guttural tones;

“ Teema Doud, the king, sends for thee,
baboon.”

Again came the reply, without change of
tone, or inflection:

 Tell the king I am here.”

The chief scowled and paused uncertainly.
The point of his spear dropped to the floor
as he scratched his woolly head in perplexity
and stared down on the unobservant Pud-
dlewhit, who continued his calm scrutiny
of the dying embers.

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

He was plainly at a loss what to do.
Twice he bent and reached a long, skinny
claw toward Puddlewhit’s shoulders, and
twice he straightened again and withdrew
his hand. Reaching a decision, finally he
wheeled, darted a ferocious glance at the
watchful but unexpressive wreck victims,
and shuffled back to the messenger, who
darted away ‘with a whispered order from
his chief,

There was a brief interim of silence, then
the door of the hut swung wide. The
Battahs who had been squatting on the
floor swiftly rose to their feet and as swiftly
bent till their noses touched the ground.

Teema walked grandly in, a transformed
Teema. The silks and satins of a rajah
draped his form, rose and emerald green,
with a flashing ruby in his t0ppi turban and
a long, curved blade at his side. He strode
slowly and resplendently down the long hall
through the ranks of his recumbent sub-
jects with the grace and elegant languor of
one to roval honors born. A gesture of his
hand and the fierce-visaged Battah chief
slunk back against the wall.

Reaching Puddlewhit, he halted. The
little man’s head slowly lifted. He ob-
served Teema’s magnificence from foot to
head and head to foot again, misssing no
detail. A ghost of a smile lurked in the
corners of his mouth.

Teema’s face was flushed with pride and
gratified vanity. There was a new-born
arrogance in his tilted chin and puffed
chest and the swing of his shoulders. His
eves roamed slowly and significantly over
the wreck victims. Puddlewhit saw the
vindictive gleam that came into them every
time they rested upon one of those who
had laughed at him and called him
“ peranakan tjina,” the day before.

Presently he glanced down at the lady
from Macassar. She was still holding her
slumbering child close to her bosom. Her
calm, clear eyes met his without fear. There
was a peculiar exultation in his look for a
moment, then a granite frigidity impressed
itself upon his features. He continued
staring at her, like one who dislikes to
relinquish his moment of triumph, finding
it all too short. Presently his glance shifted
to the boy and then back to her. She

TA






754

“ Now, such talk is foolishness,” Pud-
dlewhit gently expostulated, smiling at her
fears.

“T1 marked the vengeance in his eyes,”
she returned, shuddering. A brave smile lit
her lips. “ But my child will be safe. The
rajah risked his life for the boy’s once, he
cannot take now that which he has given.
As for me, it matters not. I am growing old,
and the sands of my life are running low.
What matters a few hours more or less? I
have drunk to the full of the misery of this
world. One thing I would ask thee, my
friend. When I am gone, take the boy
with thee to the home of his uncle, Wu
Chow, dealer in foko-artikelen at the pasar
of Keumala. You will do this for me?”

“Wu Chow?” Puddlewhit exclaimed in
surprise. “ That is my sister-in-law’s second
husband.”

The lady from Macassar smiled. * Fate
spins queer threads for us,” she observed
musically. “ We walk blindly and by and
by the paths from far quarters meet. Since
thou knowest Wu Chow, this will not be a
burden to thee, will it” she inquired anx-
iously.

Puddlewhit leaned back and looked
around before replying. They were quite
alone. The others had gone into the open
after their meal, like fowls sunning them-
selves. A dim, cathedral light poured in
through the interstices between the bamboo,
filling the long nave. Pigs grunted in the
well filled wallows below and poultry
scratched industriously along the runways
created by the rain.

“ Of course,” he returned reassuringly,
“T shall do as you request, if it be neces-
sary. But I know it will not. You yourself
will bring the boy to his uncle. Teema
is not the sort of man you believe him
to be. He is young, ves, but not cruel.
And he will listen to me—"

She placed a protesting hand on his arm.
It was the first time she had been so
familiar.

¢ Listen, my friend,” she said. “1It is
you who do not understand. You do not
know the hot blood that flows in the veins
of the peranakan tjina. Yellow and white,
mix them and they are fuel and flame, con-
suming vet never consumed. You do not
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know the gulf that exists between the yellow
man and him whose blood is roiled.

“ You are proud of your races and royal-
ties, you whites, but what are you? Chil-
dren of a day, your oldest dynasties reach-
ing back only a few hundred years. Long
before your America was, we were; long be-
fore your Europe was, we were. Civiliza-
tion was old, like a man grown gray, in
China when your ancestors still lived in
trees, like these Battahs, or scrabbled in
caves. Do you wonder that we are proud
of our blood? Do you wonder that we
hold in scorn and contempt him in whom
it is defiled? Do you wonder that to us
the peranakan tjina is as the leper and the
pariah, a creature unutterably loathsome,
with whom contact is defilement? Hated
thus, is it strange that they return the
hate with a virulence as great as our own?
Speak with the young man, he will tell
you_”

She wrung her hands. Lines of anguish
seared her proud face, shame and pain con-
tending.

“TI know whereof I speak, my friend,”
she cried bitterly. “1 committed the un-
forgivable sin of my people once. I had a
white husband—a child. That was long
ago. Death took them both, blessed re-
lease for my babe. He disappeared, later
they told me the great sea had swallowed
him. It is well. Else the suffering that is
this sorry king’s might be his. Let him
ease his wrath on me. Let him have his
hour of hate satisfied and lust for vengeance
appeased.” She sighed resignedly.

Puddlewhit glanced at her thoughtfully
and stroked his chin.

“You had a child by a white hushand
once?” he asked.

“Yes,” she acknowledged in a whisper.

“If he be as you say, you have given
me the golden key that will unlock his stub-
born heart,” Puddlewhit declared with re-
lief and conviction. ¢ Have faith, you shall
live with vour child.”

The door opened and a Battah shambled
in. After him came another, a long pro-
cession of Battahs. The hour of Teema's
justice had arrived. One by one the male
members of the tribe filed in, all of them
armed to the teeth, and took their places
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Wharton has not seen you for more than
a year.”

King muttered an ejaculation under his
breath and for a moment was silent. Then
he said in a strained tone:

* Yes, I lied to you. You forced me to,
for you gave me an impossible duty to per-
form, an unfair one, I didn”t know Lorrin
personally, but from the face of the evi-
dence which Wharton laid before me in
conference at the time, I was convinced of
Lorrin’s guilt, just as the jury later con-
firmed my opinion. I acted as any honest
man would have done, I urged that he be
made to answer for it, and I am not
ashamed of it.

“ Now you believe Lorrin to be innocent
and for your sake I am giving him the bene-
fit of the doubt. I’m willing to do any-
thing I can to find evidence against some
one else, but I am not a detective and this
would tax the resources of the greatest of
them.

¢ Great heavens, Mary, do you realize
what you are doing? _-You are making an
issue of this between us—between husband
and wife! I told you I'd seen Wharton
Lecause you suggested it, and I wanted
to placate you till I'd made some real head-
way, but I knew it would be the worst move
possible. Lorrin himself couldn’t give me
the slightest lead, I told you that. Tell me
what to do and I’ll do it.”

“Did Hill go to you last night?” she
asked bluntly. ¢ Don’t lie any more,
Wesley; it won’t be of the least use.”

“ God knows I shan’t!” he declared fer-
vently. “ Dick Hill did not come to me.
I haven’t seen him in four or five months.
If he has gone away I know nothing about
it, nor why."”

“ 1 saw him vesterday in Mr. Wharton’s
office. He looked like a man pursued by
ghosts. Fear was written on his face. He
watched me through the glass panel during
my interview with Mr. Wharton. Last
night Mrs. Lorrin called at his home and
asked him what he knew of the forgery.”
Mary was stating the facts in their order as
coldly and methodically as a lawyer might
have done. “ When she had gone he told
his wife that he was, to use his expression,
¢ being framed,’ and rushed from the house.

thing.
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He has not been seen since. His wife knows
of no one to whom he could have gone but
his friend * Mr. Coyle.” Wesley, are you
hiding him now because of his help in that
urlawful bank account?”

‘ Before heaven, no!” he exclaimed. “Are
you sure of what vou have told me? Dick
is weak, irresponsible, but not bad. He
hasn’t any criminal tendencies,any dishonest
ones, and if he had—well, I imagine that
forgery must take a certain amount of skill,
and nerve, and cleverness. Dick Hill doesn’t
possess any of these things. I’ll never be-
lieve he is guilty.”

“ Then why did he run away?”

‘“ Because he was scared, I suppose—if
he has actually run away. He’s settled
down, got a fine little family and naturally
cioesn’t want to be dragged into a sordid
mess like this. Why Mrs. Lorrin should
have gone to him, of all the other office
employees, I can’t understand. Who on
earth put such an idea into her head?”

Mary did not reply, and after a glance at
her immovable face, King shrugged.

“ Well, I can’t say anything more, Mary.
I’ve told vou evervthing I know, every-
You must believe it or not, as you
vou please.” He made a movement as
though to start the engine again, but Mary
stopped him.

“ Hill ran away because, if he did not
commit the forgery himself, he knows who
did and is afraid to speak. If he didn't
go to you last night, find him and bring
him tome. You offered just now to do any-
thing I ask; bring Richard Hill to me.”

“ Mary,” King pleaded, * if his wife
doesn't know where he is and the office can
give no information, how can you expect
me to find him?> Don’t vou see how utterly
unreasonable, unfair, you are, my dear?
I've known nothing of his frieads, his habits,
since he married. 1 can’t go to his wife
as ‘ Coyle ’ and offer my assistance, but if
vou will take a check to her from me—
you’ve been in touch with her, of course—
and tell her to make whatever use of it she
pleases in order to locate her husband?”

Mary shook her head.

“ All the money she needs is at her dis-
posal, Wesley. Her husband went to you
before when in trouble; why not now?”
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room and flung herself face downward on
the bed. The possibility of there being
some one he cared for when Mrs. Lorrin
first mentioned an errand he had asked her
to perform for him came back to Mary
now with the knowledge that it had been
indeed a premonition.

She had accepted it then as a matter with
which she had no right to concern herself,
knowing that with his vindication their lives
must necessarily lie far apart, for even if he
might have cared for her she was irrevoca-
bly bound to another man. Now, however,
that the woman he held dear must be the
unconscious cause of his continuing to bear
this burden of shame and disgrace, Mary
felt a hot tide of resentment rising within
her.

If this unknown were worthy of such love
she would not permit this terrible, unjust
thing—unjust to her as well as to him.
Would his mother, would Mary herself, be
right in permitting this sacrifice to be con-
summated? If they succeeded in obtaining
the proof that would clear him, dare they in
justice withhold that knowledge from the
world?

Mary rose as this thought came to her
and paced the floor in an agony of inde-
cision. No attempt to analyze her feelings,
no idea of petty jealousy entered her pure,
conscientious mind. Was it fair to any
one that he should remain under such a
cloud for the rest of his life? Her whole
spirit revolted against it, and gradually the
resolution formed that even against his will,
his very knowledge, she must go on with the
case.

She would keep her word, and arrange
to get him safely away, but she had made
no other promise; and wherever he might
be, she would keep on working until she
learned the truth. He had said that his
mother would approve of his course, but
Mary determined to take the proof of his
innocence to her when she had learned it,
and leave it to her to decide. This reso-
lution of George Lorrin’s was born of a
sick, distorted brain, and he must be saved
in spite of himself.

Fired with the strength of her determi-
nation, Mary managed to dress and ap-
peared at dinner, flushed and more animated
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than she had been for days. She saw the re-
lief in her mother’s face, the lines of worry
relax on her father’s brow, and when after
the meal was concluded and the former re-
marked tentatively that perhaps they might
go to the bridge game at the Rathbun’s,
after all, she saw them off with contrite
tenderness. They too had suffered in the
mystery she was compelled to maintain,
but when it was all over, how she would
make it up to them! All her life she would
devote to their happiness—that, at least,
was left to her.

‘“ Praise the saints!” a voice muttered
behind her as she turned from the door to
return to the librarv. “’Tis well they've
gone, \liss Mary, for you’ve another vis-
itor, and if you want me to get rid of him,
just say the wor-rd!”

“ Another visitor, Susan?” Mary asked
in surprise, her heart beating rapidly with
apprehension. Who else should come to her
by stealth?

““ Yes, and who but that young man you
give the go-by to, that Mr. King!” Susan
snorted with indignation. ¢ The imper’ence
of him! He’s waiting out under the pergola
this very minute afther coming to me as
bould as a lion, and he says hell not go
till he sees you! I let him see plain he was
not wanted around here, but he says you’re
the best judge of that. Will I call Nils and
have him sent about his business?”

“No, Susan.” Mary shook her head.
“ There is something I want to see Mr.
King about, and I'm glad he came. You
are to say nothing of his visit to any one,
of course. I can trust you?”

“T wish you couldn’t!™ Susan retorted
fervently. “ He’s two-faced, for all his
smiling ways, Miss Mary, and T was think-
ing we was well rid of him. You’ll be com-
ing in soon?”

Mary reassured the old nurse’s solicitude
and went slowiy out to the pergola.
What could he want of her? Surely their
conversation had been final enough that af-
ternoon. As he himself said, they had come
to an impasse; what more could be said be-
tween them?

At the flutter of her light gown in the
fast-deepening dusk a dark figure rose from
the seat under the pergola, and she saw
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hear what he’s got to say. You're right
about his mother, Mary—-I confess 1 didn’t
think of her for the moment. I'd like to
talk to him, like to find out, if I can, why
he’s taken this stand, and make arrange-
ments to get him away. He’'ll never know
were going on with the investigation till
we've got all the evidence in hand. Think

it’s too late to rout him out? It isn’t nine
yet.”
“1 don’t know that he wants to see you,”

Mary demurred. “ It’s all settled, finished,
as far as he’s concerned.”

““But if I'm to help him escape?” King
insisted. ““ You can't manage it by your-
self—you and Susan. We’'ll put him aboard
a train together—or a steamer, if he prefers
that—and I needn’t come here again and
annoy you unti] all our plans are com-
pleted.”

There was bhitterness in his tone, and
Mary felt a twinge of compunction.

“ It is good of you to do this, Wesley—
I don’t think I could arrange it all by my-
self.” She arose. “ Come, then, but mind
he believes only that we are going to accede
to his wish and drop all further efforts in his
behalf.”

They stole down to the studio and up
on the porch, but no sound or movement
from within greeted the echo of their cau-
tious footsteps, and King knocked softly on
the door.

“ Hello!” he whispered. ¢ The door’s
open! It swung inward when I touched
it, and there isn’t a sign of a light— Ny,
let me go ahead!”

Mary would have passed him, but he
barred her way and entered first himself.
From the threshold she could hear him fum-
bling at the table.

** Lamp’s not here,” he muttered, and as
he groped his way to the mantel she wait-
ed, her heart fluttering wildly with a name-
less fear. Then a match flared up, touched
the wick, and the lamp chimney tinkled as
King replaced it with a shaking hand. The
light flickered and steadied, showing the
long, low room to be empty.

“ Quick! In there!” Mary pointed to a
door at the side. ‘“It’s a storeroom.
Something may have happened—"

King hurried forward, holding the lamp
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aloft, and disappeared into the inner cham-
ber, and as instantly Mary had darted to
the table where her quick eyes had dis-
cerned a small square of white. Her fingers
closed over the envelope, and she thrust it
into the bosom of her gown with no need to
read its contents.

George Lorrin had gone to take his for-
lorn chance!

CHAPTER XX.

THE VOICE OF FEAR.

) O one in there, and only a packing
case of books has been rummaged
in!” King reéntered the studio and

set the lJamp on the table, gazing at Mary
over its top, the footlight effect giving him
weird bluish shadows about his eyes and
mouth. “What do yvou think has become
of him, Mary?"

‘“ He’s tried to get away without giving
us an opportunity to help him any further?”
There was desolation in her tone and she
was oblivious to King's stare.

“ You're sure it’s that?” he asked, then
added quickly: “ My car’s just around the
turn; perhaps he’s taken thai?”

“No, he wouldn’t.” Mary shook her
head. “He doesn’t want any help from
us!”

“Then he’s a fool. He’ll be taken, sure.”
King checked himself and then remarked
after a pause: ‘“ We're doing no good stay-
ing here, Mary, with this lamp to draw at-
tention to us. I’d like to find the fellow
and give him a lift—do you suppose he's
made for the station here, or at Scarborough
or Harmon?”

The suggestion roused Mary from the
shock of their discovery and she cried:

“No! DPut the lamp out and well go,
but leave the door open. He may come
back.” She turned toward the porch. *1I
don’t believe Mr. Lorrin would risk a sta-
tion near here on the main line, but do go
and look for him, Wesley. Try the back
roads—anywhere. I'll wait out in the gar-
den as long as I can, and if I don’t hear
from you I'll slip out and telephone you
in the morning. Find him. Save him from

being caught.”
8 A
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King instructed you to. After you heard
Lorrin’s remark to Norcross you stole that
check and gave it to King.”

“ I—I—it’s a lie!” Hill cried harshly
as he rose. ‘1 never—I didn’t come here
for this.” .

“ Then go,” Mary shrugged. “ You knew
all about that forgery from the beginning;
that’s why you first procured those signa-
tures from the office. Lorrin was chosen to
be the victim and that incident of the neg-
lected checkbook and Lorrin’s remark upon
it played straight into your hands. You took
those signatures and that check; is there
anything to show that any one but you
was concerned in the forgery?”

“ God, that’s what I was afraid of,” the
miserable young man groaned. ‘ That'’s
what King’s planning to put over on me.
You've got me right, but that’s all I did
have to do with it. Wesley King wrote the
check in old J. W’s. hand, signed his name
and then told me how he was going to cash
it so that there wouldn’t be any question
raised in the cashier’s mind. I'd never
seen that sort of stuff pulled and I thought
it was wonderful.”

“ How did he plan to cash the check?”
Mary asked.

“ Why, he never forged Lorrin’s name on
the back of it as endorsement until he got
right to the bank, to the cashier’s window.
Then he pretended to have forgotten and
wrote the name right there before the fel-
low’s eves with his fountain pen. That’s
why he practiced Lorrin’s name so much—
to be able to copy it quick, offhand. Luck
was with him, though, for that cashier died
a month later; he was scared stiff till then,
but he came to me and said: ¢ Dickie, my
boy, we’re safe. Nothing on earth can
point to us now.” Right after that, though,
he began to get arrogant, as if I wasn’t his
kind and he’d only been using me. Little
T cared!”

“ But—you never once thought of Mr.
Lorrin’s side of the case.”” Mary could not
keep back the reproach and Hill winced.

“Oh, I did, but not till the time of the
trial drew near and then I was worried
sick for fear I'd be called as a witness for
having shown J. W. where that check was
missing that day—I never could have faced
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Lorrin, him a prisoner and me— But 1
wasn’t called, though, and ever since he
went up I've had spells thinking about him
and wishing I hadn’t done it, even after 1
got married and began to live quiet and—
and happy. I never thought of any one
getting on to the truth.”

He dropped into a chair once more, let-
ting his hat fall to bury his face in his
hands with his elbows on his knees, and
after a moment Mary queried:

“How much did you get of the five
thousand?”

“Only five hundred. King promised me
a thousand, but he reneged and there wasn’t
anything I could do. When I read Tues-
day morning that Lorrin had escaped, I
didn’t dare go near King, not until last
night, after Mrs. Lorrin had been to my
house. Then I went to him and he said the
game was up and we'd both have to leave
the country; that he’d take a train West
to-night and sail for the Orient, and he’d
get me a berth on a liner for South America
sailing late this afternoon.

“ He made me promise not to try to
reach my wife to-dav, but there was some-
thing in his manner I didn’t like—didn’t
trust. Anvway, I couldn't have gone with-
out saying good-by to her so I sneaked
home, and she—she told me about you,
and I saw he was going to frame me.””

“Why was he known as ¢ Coyle?’ ” Mary
pursued.

“ It was only that once, when I intro-
duced him to my wife; she said she’d told
vou about it. After he left J. W’s. office
I didn’t see much of him; he was coming
up in the world and somehow I never felt
the same with him after that check busi-
ness, When I told him I was going to be
married he warned me never to mention
him to my wife under his own name, so
when I did talk of him I called him ¢ Coyle.’

“My wife made me give up running
away to-day and got me to come up here
to vou even though I couldn’t tell her every-
thing. I have told you, though; how can
you keep King from framing me? I took
those signatures and the blank check and
gave them to him, and even if it is only his
word against mine he could prove a guy
guilty of anything, he’s so slick. The little
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I've got wouldn't help me against him with
any jury.”

*“ Then you have got something against
him besides just your word!” Mary leaned
forward across the table and something in
her tone made Hill glance up quickly. Then
he fumbled in his pocket.

“I don’t believe much in those hand-
writing experts, not after Lorrin’s trial,”
he explained. *“ They couldn’t even tell
that it wasn’t his own endorsement on that
check, let alone that it wasn’t him imitating
old J. W’s. hand on the front of it, signature
and all. I couldn’t expect them to tell
whether it was me or King practicing Lor-
rin’s and J. W’s. names on these pieces of
paper, but I kept them just the same!”

He produced a worn, creased envelope
from which he took a note and several pieces
of a scratch pad and passed them across
to Mary. Dazedly she eyed them. The
note, addressed unmistakably in Wesley
King’s hand, was signed by him, addressed
to “ Dear Dick ”’ and made a trivial engage-
ment for that night, dated more than two
years before. ‘The fragments contained
mere disconnected scrawls, sometimes a
single letter, then two or three joined,
then whole signatures, “ J. W. Wharton ”
and “ George Lorrin!” The final paper
even held a sum of money written out in a
straggling imitation of Wharton’s hand:
“ Five Thousand Dollars.”

“ Where did you get these?” Mary asked.
“ Have you shown them to any one else?”

“No, Miss Greenough,” Hill replied to
her last question first. * He used to write
them in my room nights when he was
practicing up to fix a check and pass it.
The note to me is in his natural hand and
the rest are half like his and half like old
J. W’s. or Lorrin’s. He usually burned the
papers he scribbled on, but I managed to

get hold of those.”
“ Why?” Mary replaced them in the en-

velope. “If you thought vou were both
safe from discovery, and didn’t believe ex-
perts could determine whether you or Wes-
ley King had written these, why did you
keep them?”

Hill’s pasty face reddened and he moved
uncomfortably in his chair.
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“1 thought they might be useful some-
time,” he blurted out fimally. “I knew
he was bound to go up in the world, a
fellow as clever as him, and I expected he
wouldn’t do as much for me as hefpromised.
I wouldn’t go to Lorrin’s people with them
because it mightn’t have done any good,
but if I waited till King got to be a rich
man—well, he ought to pay something to
get away with a thing like that.

Mary felt a wave of repugnance rising
within her at the incipient blackmailer’s
naive confession, but she demanded coldly:

“ Why didn’t you sell them to him last
night?”

“I forgot all about them, Mrs Lorrin
had given me such a scare about knowing
the truth, and I thought then it was her or
some people back of her that was going to
frame me; I never guessed it was King
till T got home this afternoon and my wife
told me about your call,” he explained. “ I
thought of those old papers then and made
up my mind I'd bring them to you. Do
vou think they could prove anything?”

“T think an expert could, with them as
evidence and your story to back it up. Will
you leave them with me?” Mary’s voice
trembled slightly with suspense, but Dick
Hill nodded casually and she thrust the
envelope into her gown where George Lor-
rin’s own note to her had rested so short
a time before. ‘ Now, will vou promise me
that you will go straight home to your wife
and stay there until you hear from me?
You may have to repeat your story in
court, but you’ll be telling it first.”

“T understand.” He picked up his hat.
¢ State’s evidence; I’ve looked all that up,
and I've been running straight ever since.
That ought to count. If King don't make
his getaway after all, and tries to frame
me_))

He paused as a knock sounded upon the
door, and gazed at Mary in fear-stricken
silence. She waited in outward calmness
while the low, insistent knocking continued,
but her heart was beating wildty.

Could it be that George Lorrin had come
back? Then all at once the voice of Wesley
King came to her ears.

“ Mary! Are you there?”

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK
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“ Everything’s going to be all right,
Len!”

“ You poor crab! You keep your nose
down and you never did look a pretty girl
in the face or hear the music of a woman’s
voice, Hush! Can’t you hear her voice?
Can’t you hear her saying ‘I think rubber
overshoes are utterly fantastic’! Wasn't
that smusic the way she said that?”

“Very pretty,” George agreed craftily.

“ And the way she said to you, ‘Isn’t
science just too funny for words?’ Re-
member that?”

“1 do,” George growled, bristling at the
recollection. “ I can hear her say that all
right! Now, Len, vou and I are going on
a little trip. Out.to my place in the coun-
trv. Where it’s nice and quiet. Where
the air is fresh and you can have lots of
milk to drink—and eggs—and new but-
ter—”

111 NO: ”

“ Easy, old man! It won’t take an hour.
Just a nice little ride on the train—"

“T'm going to stay right here in town,

I tell you!”

“ Just over the week-end,” George
soothed.

“ Uh-uh! T've got to stay near her,

George. Maybe I'll see her again—"

“ But she said she was going to Atlantic
City.”

“ Well, T thought of running down there
to-morrow—"

“ Lord, no!” George advised hurriedly.
“You can’t do that!”

“You don’t think so?”

“Wouldn't do at all, Len!” George
grew crafty.  Give her a chance to think
about you. Absence makes the heart grow
fonder, you know.”

“71'd rather just sit here and listen to
her voice. Just sit and remember the
music of her laugh and her sigh, her—"

“You can do that a lot better in the
country, Leonard. Sure! There won't be
so many trucks going by the house—and
peddlers selling fish and strawberries.
Won’t that be a lot nicer?”

*“ Well—maybe,”  Leonard
grudgingly.

George clapped his hands like a pleased
nursemaid. “ Atta boy! Sure! It’s go-

admitted
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ing to be nice—youll see. Get your bag
packed, Len. We're going right up to the
station in a taxi. Everything’s going to be
fine! You'll be surprised!”

Leonard turned reluctantly to give or-
ders to his Japanese boy. Left alone for
the moment, George took out a large white
handkerchief and wiped his wet brow. His
hand shook as he did it.

He sighed tremulously and, throwing
himself into a chair, concentrated his
frowning attention on nothing in particular
while he thought out what he must do
next. .

This was ghastly. Poor Leonard!

IL

GEORGE WATT’s place was a mile and a
half from the station. It was a comfort-
able, big old house, in a big old vard, back
off the road. The place was so quiet you
could hear the sun rise.

George carried on his work of scientific
research in a big laboratory adjoining the
house. All the next day he kept himself
locked in there, after giving his housekeeper
strict orders not to let Leonard out of sight.
He joined his friend in the big library after
dinner,

“ Well,” George said, rubbing his hands
and smiling like a doctor about to operate,
‘“how are we feeling now? Have a nice,
quiet day?”

Leonard sighed deeply.

“ A wonderful day!” he murmured. “ 1
lay under a tree in the orchard all day
long, just listening to—you know—"

“ Could vou hear her all right?”

“ George, it's marvelous! Seemed as if
she was talking right in my ear! Every
word she ever said to me repeated itself.
It was like a—a concert—sacred music!”

“ Think of that!” George murmured, af-
fecting great surprise.

“ Yes, sir! Every word. And her little
Jlaugh! I could hear that, especially the
way she told vou, ‘Isn’t science just too
funny?’ You remember how she said
that—"

*“1 do, Leonard!”

“ You know, I had my arms around her
once, George—we were dancing our first



























THE RADIO MAN.

into the clubs to which my three assistants
~ belonged, and became popular there, as well.
The idea spread like wildfire, and soon all
the clubs throughout the kingdom were
clamoring for guns. The mechanical labo-
ratorv at Kuana was made over into a
huge arsenal, and the chemical laboratory
into a huge munition factory, while the
athletic clubs of Kuana and the vicinity
detailed some of their members to work
overtime in my two plants. Cupians will
always work overtime in the cause of play.

Target practice soon became the national
sport of Cupia. The craze even reached
such dimensions that Queen Formis finally
dispatched a special mission to Kuana to
study the movement and report whether it
could not be put to some practical use.
The report of that mission is now one of
my most treasured possessions, and a
framed reproduction of their conclusions
now hangs upon my office wall.

The ant mission concluded, and so re-
ported to their queen, that the new game
had absolutely no practical application, but
that if it kept the crazy Cupians quiet and
took their minds off their troubles, it might
prove a valuable contribution toward sim-
plifving the enforcement of the treaty of
Mooni. And so, indeed, it seemed. Toron
neglected politics to become a proficient
shot, and his anti-Formian movement rap-
“idly subsided. All of which was exactly
as T had planned.

The collapse of the Toron movement <o
pleased the exiled Prince Yuri that he sent
a special ambassador to his brother, offer-
ing to assist in introducing the new sport
to the Cupians at Mooni. But “I fear the
Greeks even when bearing doughnuts,” as
we used to say at Harvard. So Yuri’s kind
offer was declined. We did, however, pre-
sent a sample rifle and some of our powder
to the authorities of the Imperial University
of the ant men at their request, for we could
not very well refuse.

Finally King Kew himself condescended
to sit in at the conferences between Hah
Babbuh, Buh Tedn, Ja Babbuh, Toron, and
myself. He had been brooding a good deal
recently on the indignities inflicted on his
people by Queen Formi§ with whom he
had had several disputes lately; and the
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committee work seemed to divert and cheer
him up greatly. But still I was not made
a sarkar, although I learned from Lilla
that Hah Babbuh had urged this on the
king. The influence of Bthuh Sarkari was
still too strong. In fact, it was rumored
that she now aspired to make herself Queen
of Cupia.

Well, I did not mind. Better even one
of /ier sons on the throne than Yuri!

Having got the new game well under
way, I next turned to my old love, radio.
First I obtained some stones from the Howl-
ing Vallev, which was easy, because of my
deafness to Hertzian waves; but I was un-
able to put them to any practical use. Then
I devised a simple wave trap for absorbing
the ordinary carrying waves of Porovian
speech. Also I arranged a variable con-
denser, which could so alter the capacity
of Cupian antenna as to make selective
sending and reception fully possitle.

These two devices were combined in a
small box which could easilv be carried
on a man’s head and be coupled to his
antenna. My third invention along these
lines was a broadcasting set, whereby the
normal Cupian sending range of four para-
stads—about fifty yards—was increased to
half a stad—about half a mile.

And now, in my frantic quest for a sar-
karship, I introduced a still further new
game, namely, marching evolutions on an
extended scale. Strictly speaking, this was
really an adaptation of an old game, rather
than the creation of a new, for marching
formations had always been popular in
Cupia; but my three devices made it pos-
sible to perform these evolutions by twelves
of thousands.

To this T added the manual of arms from
good old I. D. R,, 1913 edition. Now they
must make me a sarkar.

-We tried it out in our own twelve thou-
sand. The commander broadcasted his
orders to the selectively tuned headsets of
the eklats, and they in turn to the pootahs,
each of whom then directed his hundred at
ordinary wave length. The regimental evo-
lutions went through like clockwork, and
this idea spread to the other twelve thou-
sands of the country.

But still T was not made a sarkar.
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A murmur, as of an angry sea, arose from

" the crowd and smote upon my antenna. I
believe that the sporting nature of the prop-
osition appealed to them fully as much as
any sentiments of patriotism.

The king turned to me. I saluted. And,
before that huge assemblage, he pinned
upon my breast the long-forgotten insignia
of field marshal of the armies of a nation.
Simultaneously Prince Toron and the three
professors displayed the insignia of general.
Hah Babbuh stepped to my side as my chief
of staff, while the other three donned their
selective tuners and descended from the
platform to take command of their several
corps. The stage was all set for the final
dénouement.

The king spoke again: “ Let all Cupians
who are willing to die for king and country
raise their hands aloft.”

Up shot every hand on the hill and plain
below.

I seized the phones and shouted: ¢ Then
forward into ant land, for Cupia, King Kew,
and Princess Lilla!”

“ For Cupia, King Kew, and Princess
Lilla!” shouted my army in reply, and the
march toward Formia began.

_But some Cupian had betrayed us, for at
this instant there appeared, at the crest
of the hill overlooking the city, a horde of
ant men, who debouched in perfect order
on the fields bevond the plain, Thank God
that they had not arrived before the king's
speech!

But even as it was, things were bad
enough: our advance companies recoiled in
terror before the black assault. Five hun-
dred years of servile peace are not well
calculated to develop a nation of fighters.

- ¥ saw Toron frantically trying to rally his
troops, but in vain. It had been easy
enough to plan to attack the ant men, but
five hundred vears of submission had bred
a tradition of Formian omnipotence, and
this tradition at once revived when the
Formians appeared.

I gazed with horror at the scene. Here
were thousands upon thousands of presum-
ably intelligent human beings, armed with
the nfst powerful weapons which modern
science could produce, #id yet retreating
in superstitious fear before a handful of un-
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armed ants. Had the high resolves of a
few paraparths ago degenerated to this?

Why didn’t my men use their rifles? Let
them fire a few shots, and they would realize
their power.

So seizing the phones again I tuned them
to Toron’s wave-length, and radiated: “ For
God’s sake stop! Never mind your whole
army. Just hold two or three. Get them
to use their rifles on the enemy. Use vour
own pistol, too.”

Toron did not know who God was, but
he sensed the agony of my appeal, and he
gathered the idea. Seizing the nearest Cu-
pian by the shoulder, he swung him around,
at the same time discharging his own re-
volver. An ant man exploded.

The Cupian, fascinated, fired his own
rifle with equal success. Then, at Toron’s
peremptory command, a few more of our
men halted long enough to try their rifles
on the enemy.

At each shot, one Formian exploded.
The effect was splendid. Our men stopped,
formed ranks again, opened fire, and ad-
vanced once more toward Formia. The tra-
dition of Formian invincibility was de-
stroved forever.

Messengers now came with word that
hundreds of kerkools were bringing up ant
reénforcements over all the roads leading
from the border. But what could jaws
avail them against dum-dum bullets?

I learned later that the ants had attacked
certain outlying towns of our country earlier
in the day, expecting to make easy work
of them, and to wreak a vengeance on the
unprotected inhabitants. But our casuali-
ties there had been surprisingly light. In
the village of Beem, in the Okarze Moun-
tains, rocks were used on the attackers, and
the chance remark, “ Fine target practice!”
had suggested to some bright local mind
the use of rifles, with which the ant men
had been repulsed with ease. At Bartlap,
one of the enemy had indiscreetly men-
tioned that rifles were the cause of the war,
and immediately rifles were effectively pro-
duced. In most of the other instances the
Formians had been recalled to reénforce the
attack on Kuana,

Now a new development occurred, for a
fleet of airships appeared on the horizon,
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mercy of our guide. He had too much re-
spect for the dum-dum bullets, however, and
was easily hauled off of me and placed under
_arrest.

My men then proceeded to hack their
way into the dugeon, and we at once fol-
Icwed the trail of the princess. This was
not easy, for the city was a total wreck.
A hundred ways presented themselves,
through which her captor might have
crawled. So we withdrew and threw a
cordon around the entire city, dispatching
a few searching parties again into the in-
terior. This was made possible by additional
reénforcements from headquarters.

As luck would have it, the ant-man
finally made his appearance, with Lilla held
tightly in his jaws, at the very point in the
line of sentries where I happened to be.
Instantly a dozen rifles covered him.

But he radiated the peremptory com-
mand: “ Stop! Put down vour rifles.”

“ Put them down,” I ordered.

“ Now,” he continued, “ if arifle is raised
again, I bite, and the princess dies. She
lives only on condition that I am given safe
passage, with her as my prisoner. Once
within our lines she will be treated well, for
she will prove a valuable hostage to support
the demands of Formis for a return to
power.”

“ Formis is dead,” T objected.

“ One Formis is dead,” he replied. “ But
tbere are always maggots which we can feed
up to make a new queen.”

At this point Lilla interjected faintly:
“ Bite, oh Formian, for I would die, rather
than betray my country.”

But ¥ said: “ You may proceed. Not a
rifle will be raised against you, for the prin-
cess must be saved.”

Nothing however was said about re-
volvers, and evidently he was unacquainted
with that weapon. As he passed through
our lines, keeping a careful watch on the
rifles of our sentries, I fired my revolver
from the hip; and a moment later Lilla
was clasped safely in my arms,

Tenderly we greeted each other. She was
parched and hungry, and our first task was
to give her food and drink, which were
casily found among the ruins.

Thea came explanations. had

She
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awakened to find herself in the dungeon
about noon of the day before. Yuri had in-
formed her that the Cupian attack had been
met and stopped, and that airplanes were
about to destroy Kuana. Then he had
been hurriedly called away, and she had
seen no one since. She could hardly be-
lieve us when we told her that the attack
kad been a success, that Queen Formis was
dead, and that the power of Formia was
broken forever.

When she had rested, I at once sent her
home under guard in a kerkool; and myself
proceeded to headquarters to learn how the
war was progressing. Much as I longed
to accompany her, my first duty was to my
country.

To Number 3356-1-400, before leaving, I
gratefully offered an honorable freedom in
Cupia, but he scornfully replied that he
would rather die fighting for his own
country. I respected his attitude, and so
gave him a safe-conduct through our lines
to rejoin his own troops. Later in the war
his number was reported to me as being
among the casualties.

At headquarters I found Hah Babbuh in
fine spirits. The power of Formia was
broken indeed!

Our troops had slept in the field under
tartan leaves, and had been supplied with
food by kerkool from Kuana. In the morn-
ing they had attacked again, and the slight
remaining Formian resistance had complete-
1y collapsed. Advance parties of our forces
had occupied without resistance all the ant-
cities within easy reach by auto, and foot
soldiers were now taking over these cities,
which would furnish food and shelter for
large numbers of our troops. Some air-
p'anes had actually been shot down by rifle
fire, as well as by our captured planes and
by our lone antiaircraft gun. Wautoosa
had fallen into our hands and with it a
number of planes, which thus were added
to our steadily growing air-force. Kerkools
were patrolling all the roads, shooting ant-
men at sight.

Hah was particularly jubilant over what
had happened at Mooni. Early on Peace,
Day, the Cupian students had somehow
received word of what was afoot. Joining
with the slaves, they had slightly out-
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of hop, or been crazy all your life. Go on
and do your stuff.”

Lathrop drew back the sleeve of the
automatic and released it, throwing a cart-
ridge into the chamber and leaving the
hammer at full cock.

“ Go over there and write it.”

“ Go to hell.”

Lathrop leveled the gun.

“ Get up.”

For a long minute Freyne sat still, star-
ing, and his eyes focused way beyond the
man before him. Then, “ all right,” he said
dully, and got up. ‘1T never have made a
will. Might be a good thing.”

He crossed and sat at the small desk
with his back to the room. He picked up a
pencil; but did not begin to write at once,
crouching over the paper motionless, fingers
drumming on the table. Once he glanced
jerkily over his shoulder, but Lathrop was
fumbling in the black hand bag, not watch-
ing him. Freyne began to write, slowly.
Lathrop came and stood behind him. In
his hand was a length of clothes line knotted
at one end in a noose.

“You're taking a lot of time about it,”
Lathrop said.

Freyne was biting the pencil.

“T won’t write anything,” he said, “if
you stand there. It's rotten manners.”

“ Hurry up about it.”

Lathrop walked to a window and looked
out. In the street, children, released from
Sunday dinner, were playing ball. Base
hits rolled under passing cars, into cellars
and open windows, pursued by the fielders
as heedless of traffic and pedestrians as
though the narrow pavement had been the
Yankee Stadium, as they dreamed it was.

On the brown stone steps women without
age or figure squatted and retold the house-
hold happenings of a day like every other
day. Chimes were ringing from a near by
church, punctuated by the cackle of a
motor horn. The smell of warm asphalt
and gasoline and frying grease drifted up.

Freyne moved in his chair. Lathrop
came again and stoodsbehind him.

¢« Guess that’s all,” Freyne said.

Lathrop read over his shoulder:

Will and last testament, e’er renouncing life
and this horrible risk of punishment. Know-
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ing I leave little estate devisable, my every-
thing I now confer on Louis, dear brother,
last of our descendants.

“ That’s a pretty poor effort,”” Lathrop
remarked.

Freyne wiped the palms of his hands on
his shirt-sleeves.

“It’s ail you get,” he said. “ How much
of a legal document do you think your
master mind could compose while some
lunatic was stalking around with a gun?”

‘“ Siga it.”

As Freyne finished writing his name,
Lathrop dropped the noose over Freyme’s
body down to the elbows, and drew it tight
around the back of the chair. The chair
went over backwards. Freyne threw his
feet over his head like a wrestler, and the
chair followed, crashing down on his legs
as they struck the floor.

The back of the chair rested on Freyne’s
neck, and Lathrop flung his weight on
it, pinning him like a bear in a dead-fall.
Freyne’s voice was hoarse and panting.

‘“ What do you want to do? Break my
neck?”

Lathrop didn’t answer. With the remain-
ing length of the rope he tied Freyne to the
chair as tightly as a limb in a splint. Then
he heaved it upright and stood away.

“ What’s the matter with you.” Freyne
swallowed hard. He could barely speak.
“ Can’t you shoot a man unless he’s tied?”

“I'm not going to shoot you,” Lathrop
said. He went to the black satchel and
took out a wad of something like brown
worsted. He examined the two windows
and in the cracks of the sashes he stuffed
thin strips of the material.

Freyne’s eyes as he watched were like
those of a patient in a dentist’s chair when
the doctor opens another drawer of instru-
ments.

Lathrop went to the doors, and around
the edges he packed more of the brown
strings. Freyne saw that it was oakum that
ship-builders use to calk the seams of a
hull, and all expression left his face.

“ What are you doing?” he asked.

Lathrop opened a bureau drawer and

* took a pair of silk socks and a necktie.

Going behind the chair, he jammed the
socks through Freyne’s teeth and tied them
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He stood directly in front of Freyne and
started to put on the gas mask.

“You know,” he said, ‘“the more you
struggle and the harder you breathe, the
more you’ll inhale. Better take it easy.
Watch it coming.” And he slipped the
mask over his face.

The light was getting dim. Lathrop
drew a chair close to the window, and
through the lenses of the mask, read the
letter over to himself. Then he put it
away and turned to stare at Freyne. Freyne
was breathing with an effort that was almost
a snore, but short and quick.

The light faded till it was impossible to
see a face, but Lathrop listened to the
quick breaths. The children were called
to their homes and the streets were quiet.
Lights were lighted.

Once the telephone rang, repeating, in-
sistent. Probably an appointment that
Freyne had failed to keep. Lathrop let it
ring until, discouraged, it stopped.

Once Lathrop rose and felt the pulse of
the man in the chair, then sat down again.
For an hour there was nothing to be seen
in the room but the silhouette of a giant
baboon, watching a man in a chair. No
sound but the church bells outside, and
within, 2 steady low hissing, as of gas
escaping from a pipe.

Lathrop rose and loosed the cord that
held the man in the chair. Taking the body
under the shoulders he dragged it across the
room and laid it on the couch. The clothes
line he rolled up and dropped in the bag
with the necktie and the socks. At the
door he listened a long time, then opened
it, stepped quickly through, and closed it
tight. The gas mask he stuffed in the bag,
put on his hat, and passed out to the street
where he turned west toward Park Avenue.

Twenty-fours later Lathrop answered a
ring at his door.

“ Are you Walter Lathrop?”

143 Yes.’)

-« 'm Detective Lannen of the Homicide
Squad. The inspector wants to see you
at headquarters.”

“ What for?”

“The Freyne murder.
arrest, so—let’s go.”

You’re under

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

When Cary Lee came in from his work
on the morning edition of The Messenger,
I was eager for details of the biggest ex-
clusive story the paper had had in years.

“As a matter of fact,” said Cary, “a
newspaper is like a baseball team. Younever
can tell when some rookie will crack "the
ball into the bleachers. The fellow that dug
that Freyne story and got Lathrop ar-
rested, is a kid still going to night school.
He works on the Sunday Magazine section.
You'd never guess where. He does cross-
word puzzles, number squares, you know,
nut stuff that people go crazy over. *“ What
word of twelve letters indicating a chemical
compound is indicated by a small crus-
tacean of the West Indies using the dial
telephone system?’ That kind of thing.

“ Well, here.” Cary searched his pocket.
“You remember that farewell message
Freyne was supposed to have left?” Cary
unfolded a paper. “ Listen, ¢ Will.and last
testament e’er renouncing life and this
horrible risk of punishment. Knowing I
leave little estate devisable, my everything
I now confer on Louis, dear brother, last
of our descendants.’ Darn fool kind of thing
to write, isn't it? It shouldn’t be ¢ will and
last testament,” it's ‘last will and testa-
ment.” What does ‘last of our descend-
ants’ mean? Nothing. It’s all phoney.
Well, here’s the way the cross-word kid
typed it out.” Cary gave me the paper.

The initial letter of each word of Freyne’s
message was printed on a line, the remaining
letters vertically below. Read across the
line, the initials spelled:

“ WALTER LATHROP KILLED ME IN
COLD BLOOD.”

I spelled out each word in amazement.
“ Good Lord,” I said, “think of a man
knowing he was going to be killed, and
figuring out a thing like that with the other
fellow standing over him.”

“ Yes,” said Cary, “ pretty quick think-
ing. But what gets me is 2 man like Lath-
rop doping out a gilt-edged scheme for
killing Frevne, and then missing out on this
childish trick. The trouble is with these
nuts that plan all the fancy crimes, once
their minds get running crooked, they never
can think straight.” ’ -
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