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YOU can make $15 to $60 weekly in your spare time writing |

show cards. No canvassing or soliciting. We instruct you
by our new simple Directograph system, pay you cash each week
and guarantee you steady work, Write for full particulars and |

B free booklet.
WEST-ANGUS SHOW CARD SERVICE, LIMITED
Authorized Capital $1,250,000.00
72 Colborne Building Toronto, Can.

SHORTHAND
IN ONE MONTH

Boyd—the Wonderful, New, Easy System. Writers













CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

AT LAST—World’'s Greatest Adding Machine. Almost human,
Retails $15; work equals 33200 machine,  $300. monthly casily
made. demonstrating to stores, oftices, garages, factories, Simple,
easy; adds, subtracts, wultiplies, divides, automatically. Speedy,
accurate, durable, handsome, Tremendous
demand; amazing profits, Protected terri-
tory, Write quick, Dept. A, Grand
Rapids, Mich.

PORTRAIT AGENTS: Our goods will make vou big profits,
Delivery guaramwd Rejects  credited.  Prompt \lmmlems
Send for latest catalog and prices, ADAM J. KROLL & CO.,
600 Blue Island A e, Llucabo

AGENTS: SGO a \rec!\ selling guaramcvd ery for men,
women and children, Must wear 12 months or replaced free. Al
styles and colers, including finest line of silk hese. Mrs. McClure
makes over $2000 a yvear. \Ir; Schurman aver u;es 360 a month
working spare time. Geo. Noble made $33 in one day. Write for
sample outfit. THOMAS MFG. CO., Class 507, Dayton, Ohio.

SIDELINE SALESMEN WANTED; sell coal to your trade
in carload lots, Xarn week’s pay in an hour. WASHINGTON
COAL CO., Stock Yards Station, Dept. T, Chicago.

Five yeur guaran-ee.
f Liberal triar ofter,
Lightning Calculator Corp.,

Men & Women—Everywhere make $3 per hour and more!!
Sell Iron Board (overs,

Rubber Aprons, Shopping Bags, Em-
broidered Aprons, Sateen Coverall Dresses. Free Sample offer!
American Braiding Co., Dept. A, 329 W. Monroe, Chicago.

“$10 A DAY AND MORE.” our new bhook, shows clearly
how you may gain sure success and large profits selling
Guaranteed Hosicry and Underwear, factory to family., It is
Free,  Write today., U, & D. CO., 13-E Grand Rapids, Mich,

Agents $60—$200 a week FREE SAMPLES Gold Sign Letters
for Store Fronts and OfMice Windows. Anyone can put them on.

Big demand everywhere, Liberal otfer 1t general agents.
METALLIC LETTER (0., 427-A North (hr}\ St., Chicago.

GET OUR FREE SAMPLE CASE—Toilet articles, perfumes
and specialties. Wondertully  profitable, LA DERMA CO.,
Dept. D, St. Louis, Mo,

$50,000 PICTURE MAN FRIEDMAN MADE TAKING
ORDERS. Beginners can make §100.00 weekly with my can-
vassing spiel, experienced men make  mor:, Free circular
“Profits in Portraits” explains. Samples free. PICTURE MAN
FRIEDMAN, Dept. A, 673 Madison, Chicage.

LIVE AGENTS MAKE §$10 DAY SELLING EUREKA
STRAINER and Splash P’reventer for every water faucet. Takes
on sight. Widely advertised and Known. Get details today.
A. D, Sced Filter Lumpam 73 Franklin, New York.

AGENTS. MEN OR WOMEN. Ycar round position. No
lavofts. 'Take orders for Jennings New Guaranteed Hosiery,
Must wear and give satisfaction or replacel freo.
outflt. Jonning; Mfg. Co., Dept. 109, Dayton, Ohio.

$45 TO §75 ‘WEEKLY—MEN—WOMEN,

Write for

business _in

home.  Attractive new proposition,
ALESMANSHIP AND MalL ORDER GUIDE co.,
Zanesville, Ohio.

AGENTS—Send for sworn nronf of '$5 to £15 daily, introduc-
ing new style guaranteed hosiery; 57 styles, 17 colors; no capitil
or experience required.  Just writo orders.  We deliver and

collect. Your pay daily, also monthly bonus. Free auto offer
besides.  Complete outfit furnished. Al _colors—grades includ-
ing sitks.  Mac-0-Chea Mills Co., Desk '.Tul 5, Cincinnati, Ohio.

AGENTS:—Stop Wishing, work you can make §10 Daily

selling  Articles evervbody  needs, Partivulars  Free. Write
B. & G. RUBBER COMPANY, Dept. sy, Pittsburgh, Pa,
T$15.00 A DAY TO AGENTS, tfaking crders during sparc

time, from friends and neighbors, for our fine made-to-measure
clothes. You get your own clothes at inside wholesale priees.
Writa today for BIG FIT. Full details

FREE SAMPLE OUTEL
will be sent at once FREE. WASHINGTON TAILORING CO.,
Dept. U-304, Chicago, Il

SELL SOMETHING NINE OUT OF TEN WOMEN WILL

BUY because it saves double its cost the day it is bought.
50¢ cach., £2.00 profit on §3.00 sales, PREMIER MFG. CO.,
Dept. 811, Detroit, Mich.

AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS

SEND ME YOUR SHORT STORIES AND PHOTOPLAY
PLOTS. I'll Revise, Typewrite in proper technical form and
place on the market. Send manuscript or write H. L. HURSH,

Dept. 4, 210 Muench St.. Harrisburg., Pa.

STORIES, POEMS, PLAYS, ETC.. ARE WANTED for
publication.  Good id+as bring big money.  Submit Mss.,, or
write LITERARY BUREAU, 110, Hannibal, Mo.

FREE TO WRITERS—a wonderful li'tle book of money
making hints, suggestions, ideas: the A B (¢ of successful Story
and Movie-1’lay writing. Absolutely free. Send for your copy
now! Just address Authors’ Press, Dept. 19 Auburn N.Y.

MICHIGAN FARM LANDS FORSALE

TS0 TO $50 DOWN STARTS YOU ON 20, “40, OR 80
ACRES: NEAR THRIVING CITY IN LOWER MICH; bal

long time. Investigate this nmx)r.lunt.. Write tod for 1
booklet freo. SWIGART LAND (0., Y-1245 First Nat'l ]l.ml\
Pldg., Chicago.

your |
CLEVELAND S¢ H()OL ()F

WANTED—Tailoring salesmen,

| ! make $60 to $125 per week.
Biggest merchants in many
1

towns have started with our lines.

We are the wost  made-to-measure tallonng lhouse in the
country, furnishing elaborate sample cquipments, including

500 all wool fabrics and guaranteo absolute satisfuction, perfect
fit, best workmanship, or no sales, \\ruc me for line and all

to be sent free,  Tel all about  yourself.
R A, B, AGARD, SAL LS \L\\.\GLB. BOX 482,
Llll( AGO, 1LL.

AGENTS—MAKE A DOLLAR AN HOUR, Sell Mendets, a
patent patch for instantly mending leaks in all utensils. Sample
package free.  Collette Manufacturing Company, Dept, 306-B,
Amsterdam, N, Y.

HERE’'S A BU_SINESS—Roquires only
start and help build business.  Work for us painting Land-
scape photo print pictures.  No expericnice, outfit furnished. Iree
literature,  TANGLEY COMPANY, 193 Main, Muscatine, Iowa.

ORANGEADE in Powder—just add cold water-—most delicious
drink you cver tasted. Fine for home, parties, Pienies, dances,
ete. Send dime for ten glass pkg., or a()u fur 7 }\mds {70 big
glassfuls)  Cherry,  Grape, Strawberry, ostpaid  with
particulars how to make 8ig Money. (,H.\S \IORRIbSLY Co.,
4417-29 Madison St., Chicago, 111

WE START YOU in business, mrmthg everything. Men and
wonten, $30.00 to 100,00 weekly operating our ‘'New System
Specialty Candy  Factori ywhere.  Opportunity  lifetime;
booklet free. W, Hillver Ragsdale, Drawer 935, East Orange, N. J.

WONDERFUL INVENTION—FEliminates all needles for phon-

table room._ We

ographs.  Saves time and annoyance.  Preserves records.  Lasts
for years. 12,000,000 prospects.  $15.00 daily. Free sample to
\wrlwr: L\ CERPLAY, Uc~l\ 712, \ILLlurb Bldg., Chicago.

TSELL _GUARANTEED HOSIERV lowest prices,  Samples

FREE. New patented (1unon~u.nnr \Al)ll)lc case that guurantees
\i) pe{_ ciun mory sitles,  JOSEPH BROS., 56D Burnside Ave,,
ew Yor

HELP WANTED

ELL US YOUR SPARE TIME, YOU CAN EARN FIFTEEN
TO FIFTY DOLLARS WEEKLY writing showcards at home,
No canvassing.  Pleasant, profitable professi quickly

fearned by our simple graphic block system. stic  ability
unneeessary,  We instruet you and supply you “orl\ WILSON
METHODS, LTD., Dept. G, Toronto, Canada,

MEN—AGE 7 TO 45. EXPERIENCE UNNECESSARY.

Travel; make sccret investigations,

1 ke s > reports.  Salaries; expenses,
American Foreign Detective Agency,

320, St. Louis, Mo,
_RAILWAY MAIL CLERKS, STENOGRAPHERS, CLERKS,
TYPISTS. wanted by Government. Examinations weekly. Pre-
pare at home. Write for free list and plan T, pavment after
securing position.  C88, 1710 Market St., Philadelphia.

HELP WANTED—MALE

All men, women, boys, girls,
Government Positions,  $117—3190, traveling or stationary,
Write Mr. OZMENT, 198, St. Louis, Mo., immediately.

EARN $110 TO $250 MONTHLY, EXPENSES PAID, AS
RAILWAY TRAFFIC INSPECTOR.' POSITIONS GUARAN-
THED CAFTER & MONTHS' SPARE TIME STUDY OR
MONEY REFUNDED. EXCELLENT OUPORTUNITIES,
WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLET ¢M-30, STAND. BUSINESS
TRAINING INST., BUFFALO, N, Y.

BE £ DETECTIVE—EXCELLENT OPPORTUNITY:
payi travel,  Write ¢, T. LUDWIG,
Kansas City, Mo.

TSI00 TO $300 A WEEK. Men with slight knowiedge of
motors who can reach car owners can earn $300 weekly without

17 to 60, willing to accept

good
126 Westover Building,

making a single .nlu they can _also make sales their
profits. may reach  $25,000 vearly, ONLY PROIPOSITION OF
lT KIND EVER OFFERED. T. F. PHILLIPS, 1904
BROADWAY, NEW _ YORK.

HELP WANTED—FEMALE

TEARN MONEY AT HOME during spare time painting lamp
shadvs, pillow tops for us. No canunin" Easy and in-
teresting work.  Experience unnecessary, NILEART COMPANY,
2235, Ft. Wayne,

50, dl.m.l

EARN UP TO $400 MONTHLY, L'VING EXPENSES
PAID. WE PLACE MEN AND W 3 TR. ED
SPARE TIME AT HOME FOR L
POSITIONS, TERMS. TF'REE BOOKLE STAN
BUSINESS TRAINING INSTITCTE, 200 CARLTON COURT,

BUFFALO, N. .

TRADE SCHOOLS

EARN SI0 TO $I5 PER DAY. Learn
Painting, Showeard Writing, Auto Painting,
hanging, Graining and Marbling.
Painting School, 1,_ Wext

Sign and Pictorial
Doecorating, IPaper-
(‘a[ulun’uu Free, Chicago
Austin Ave, (‘lxiwgﬂ Jll.

CIassuﬁ d Advemsmg continued on pago G.

In answering any advertisement on this paye it ix dckmwh that m(nilr n {his smagnzine,
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ARGOSY-ALLSTORY—ADVERTISING SECTION

What Do You Call an Opportunity?

N my lifetime I have heard many men speak
of opportunity. I have read some very fine
chinitions of this wonder-word. It has
been the subject of many splendid speeches;
autiors have written abundantly about it in
prose and poetry.

You have said, ‘“I wish I had an opportu-~
nity.”’

But I am wondering what you call an
opportunity.

Do you—as so many
do —mistakenly asso-
ciate it with ‘‘good for-
tune’’ or ‘‘good luck”?

Suppose tomorrow

HOME~STUDY

4 COURSES &

filled in the last twenty-four hours would have
been an opportunity for you—

—if you had been prepared.

And I am not one who believes that
Opportunity knocks but once.

The hundreds of opportunities which are
here to-day will come again to-morrow—

—if you are prepared.

But you can be sure they will never be
found on the door-steps
of worthless prospects
—men who are not
ready.

Opportunity seeks
and finds only those

you heard of a $10,000
position seeking a man.
Could you fill it? Ifso,
it would be an opportunity. If not, it would be
no opportunity at all so far as you are concerned.
It would be merely a bit of information from
which you could not benefit.

Opportunity, I believe, is usually a recog-
nition of worth.

The biggest opportunity that can ever come
to you will never be any bigger than your prep-
aration—your worth-whileness.

If you are not worth considering, Oppor-
tunity won’t give you a thought.

The biggest job of all the big jobs open and

T EAD 70 BSINESS CRERRS.

who have paid the price
of preparation. She
does not pick men as
you pick a number from a lottery; neither does
she cover up what she has to offer. Her gifts
are an open book—yvours from which to choose.

Pick the thing you want, and get ready for
it.  Opportunities do not come except as you
attract them. LaSalle training offers a sure way
to increase your powers of attraction.

Just bear in mind that the biggest opportunity
that can ever come
to you will never
be greater than
yourpreparation.

.
.

President LaSalle Extension University
of Chicago, Illinois

LaSalle Extension University

The Largest Business Training Institution in the World
—_————— e ———— INQUIRY COUPON— — —— e e e o ot e e o =

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

Dept. 732-R CHICAGO, ILLINOIS

Please send me catalog and full information regarding the course and scrvice I have marked with an X

below.

DBusiness Management: Training for
Official, Managerial, Sales and Executive
positions,

DModem Salesmanship: Training for

Sales and Advertising Executives, Solici-
tors, Sales Promotion Managers, Sales-
men, Manufacturers’ Agentsand all those
cngaged in retail, wholesale or specialty
selling,

Dl;lighet Accountancy: Training for posi-
tions as Auditor, Comptroller, Certified
Public A ant, Cost A tant, etc

DTmfﬁc Management—Foreiga and Do-
mestic: Training for fosmons as Railroad
or Industrial Traffic Manager, ete.

G Law: Training for Bar; LL. B. Degree,

Name

ER il S Manad t: Training
s for Rai{way Auditors, Comptrollers, Ac-
countants, Clerks, Station Agents, Mem-
bers of Railway and Public Utilities Com-
missions, ete.

D dustrial M; t Efficiency: For
Executives, Managers, Office and” Shop
Employes and those desiring practical
raining in industrial management princi~
ples and practice.

D Modern Business Correspondence and

Practice: Training for Sales and Collec-
tion Correspondents;Sales PromotionMan-
agers; Creditand Office Managers; Corre-
spondence Supervisors, Secretaries, ete.

D Banking aad Finaace.

Present Posttron

Also a copy of your bookict, "Ten Years' Promotion in One,'”” all without obligation to me.

Aerobt

Modern For nship and P
Methods: Training in the direction and
handling of industrial forces—for Execu- -
tives, Managers, Superintendents, Con-
tractors, Foremen, Sub-foremen, ete.

DPeteonnel and EmEloyment Manage~
ment: Training for Employers, Employ+
ment Managers, Executives, Industrial
Engineers.
C. P. A. Coaching for Ad d Ac
countants.
Commercial Law.
Expert Bookkeeping.
Business English.
Commercial Spanish.
Effective Speaking.

1ddress.

In onswering this advcrtisement it is desirablc tkat you mention this magazine.



&g Sell Shirts

Sell Madwon “Better-Made'’ Shirts, Paja-
hi direct from our

ionally advertised.

Easy to sell, xclusive patterns. Ex-
ceptional wvalues. No experience or
capital required. Large steady income
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MYSTERY OF VOODOO MANOR. 3

The quiet and coolness of early evening
were on the community and many a wide
veranda comfortably sheltered its idle own-
ers. The usual curiosity more or less com-
mon to small villages followed our advent.
The fact that Graylands was far off any
main highway enhanced the value of pass-
ing motorists.

Further on we turned the corner with
the single sign post pointing to Black Lake.

‘It sounds like bats and gnats and all
kinds of mysterious things,” I muttered,
shivering with an apprehension which I
couldn’t define.

Nancy laughed merrily as the car swung
through a whispering screen of cool woods.
Just beyond this black thicket the high,
gray stone wall of a considerable estate
arose, Already the first hints of twilight
were approaching, for we had dawdled
shamefully after our late start.

Lofty pine trees relieved the landscape
within the guarding wall. And away back
in a clump of the deepening shadows the
gray roof of a great white house peeked out.

“It’s—it’s just what I have fancied it,”
I told Nancy as we slowly crept along to a
great square opening in the wall.

This entrance to the long drive was liter-
ally a hole in the wall large enough for
vehicles. Its top was arched till it looked
like a fortified gate into some medieval
castle. We crunched through and up the
sweeping drive.

But the house was not a facsimile of any
ancient pile abroad. As we approached it,
shimmering out a ghostly white from its soft
frame of stately pines, I saw its aoble
colonial lines, its Corinthian columns and
its solid, dark door. I could distinguish
fascinating wings spreading out in the shad-
ow with indistinct buildings in the rear.

“ Typically Southern,” mused Nancy.
“T wonder—"

A soft light cut the gloaming behind the
high columns bringing out in high relief the
door with its ponderous brass knocker.
Even before we were opposite, the door
swung open and a quaint little figure in lav-
ender tripped out. The overhead gleam
turned her hair to shining silver. The scene
suggested a Davison print of some Lady of
a Southern Manor.

As we stopped opposite the brass knocker,
it proved to be cast in the form of a bat—
its wings spread, its head forming the knob
for sounding. The name Black Lake had
suggested the creature, and here was the
first one—inanimate, to be sure, but a bat,
nevertheless.

Our hostess came hospitably down the
steps before we could alight. She was
slight, with an aristocratic, high-bred face
and piercing, dark, brilliant eyes. The skin
still showed the unbelievable freshness of
youth, although other indications ungallant-
ly whispered that the little old lady must be
near seventy.

In the soft lace at the throat of her pale
lavender sprigged gown a great fire opal
alternately glowed and paled, seeming to
blink at me cryptically in the dusk.

From behind a column a huge black cat,
with eyes which blazed like live coals, came
down to the side of its mistress.

A little inexplicable chill seized me.

“ It was indeed generous of you to humor
an old woman’s whim.”

Her voice was cultured, and the soft slur-
ring of the r’s bespoke an early residence in
the South. I tried to recall the significance
of the voodoo in negro superstitions. In-
stinctively I was drawn to the little woman.
I wondered why the station master had hint-
ed so unfavorably against her.

“T knew you would want Miss Deming,”
Nancy was saying. “ She needs a rest as
much as I do. We work together.”

The piercing dark eyes of Voodoo
Manor’s mistress gazed at me. I felt the
keen, searching query in that look. Was
I mistaken or was her friendly acceptance
of my presence forced — the decision to
make the best of an unwelcome intruder?

We entered the house behind that bat
knocker. I jumped nervously as something
soft brushed across my ankles. A second
large black cat disappeared behind the por-
tiéres of a room to the left. The great hall
was superb in its rich, foreign looking wood,.
its indirect lighting. The staircase and the
massive newel posts were magnificently
carved. Fantastic gargoylelike heads on the
top of the latter held in their flaring jaws
frosted bulb lights suggesting the proverbial
toad and the jewel.
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Miss Loring led us up the thickly car-
peted stairs. The very soundlessness of our
footfalls added an eeriness to the atmos-
phere.

“ These are your rooms,” she told us,
pointing to two doors on the right.

She opened one door. The same rich
elegance showed throughout the furnishings
and the high windows faced a long black
splotch which glistened and rippled.

“ Black Lake,” I thought. * How near
itist”

“ We will dine when you are ready,” inti-
mated our hostess. “ Will an hour give you
sufficient time? Julius will bring up your
luggage directly.”

I smiled as Nancy impressively deferred
to me. Then we were left to the luxury of
our rooms in Voodoo Manor.

“ What is a voodoo, Nancy?” I demand-
ed, gazing out across the pine dotted
grounds, over the high gray wall to Black
Lake beyond.

“U-m!” informed Nancy as she seemed
to drink in the inexplicable mystery of the
waning light on the lake, “ What isn’t a
voodoo you might better ask! But a voo-
doo sometimes means a certain bad spirit
among the negroes, a sort of a negro medi-
cine man skilled in strange and sometimes
gruesotme rites or arts.”

“Ugh!” T commented. “What a pity
to give this magnificent house such a
name!”

“It is very original, to say the least,”
meditated Nancy.

Just then a low knock came. When the
door was opened a very tall negro entered
with our luggage. His livery was of dark
green with gold trimmings. And on the
collar of his cutaway coat appeared a gold
bat above the words “ Voodoo Manor.”

“ Qur hostess is very consistent in carry-
ing out her decorative scheme,” acknowl-
edged Nancy when the servant had left.

“ It seems to me that she rather flies in
the face of Providence with such an out-
landish symbol and that heathen name.”

Nancy was merely gazing, dreaming to-
ward that great somber body of water so
fittingly called Black Lake.

“It’s a perfect setting,” she muttered
irrelevantly.

“ Perfect for what?”

“ For some dark deed,” she hinted theat-
rically.

And although I knew she had meant her
words jestingly, yet I couldn’t help but feel
that there was an undercurrent of somber-
ness, of portent in them.

CHAPTER 1II,
A WEIRD APPOINTMENT.

OMETIME later we sat before the fine
Haviland, the scintillating cut glass,
the heavy silver of Felicia Loring’s per-

fectly appointed table. I was so wild over
the beauty of the Mahowa paneling and the
superb Spanish tooled leather above it, that
I could pay only inadequate tribute to the
fine viands with their suggestion of some
old Southern mammy. There were three
very fine etchings by Whistler on the leather
background.

I awoke from my reverie in time to hear
Nancy’s approving voice.

“ What a deft servant!”

“ Thomas — Jefferson Johnson Jones,”
Miss Loring added sotto vece upon his dis-
appearing back, “ is a family heirloom, We
are Southerners. He has learned service by
experience.”

I gasped at Nancy’s next remark,

¢ 1 should think the native negro supersti-
tion would be fearful of the very mention of
the word voodoo.”

“ Thomas and Julius Cesar threatened to
leave me when I first named the manor here.
But long years of security have lulled their
childish fears.”

“What other servants have you?”
queried Nancy.

“ Just a cook and a maid, I hate a mob
about me.”

I wondered at Nancy’s personal ques-
tions. My eyes roved to the figure at the
head of the table. Her heavy satin gown
was severely elegant. A bit of cobwebby
Bruges lace ornamented the neck. The
same great opal seemed to flash malevolent
gleams.

« My niece has a severe headache,” apol-
ogized the little lady, “ and begged me to
make her excuses to you. But hoity-toity,
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I stil have ingrained some of my child-
hood’s superstitions.”

“ But midnight,” objected Nancy, “is
the hour of untoward things, when graves
are supposed to yawn and the dead arise.”

“ Precisely,” agreed the little lady. * Just
so,” and she nodded her head vigorously,
“ Can you suggest any more fitting hour to
enter room No. 13 in Voodoo Manor on
the edge of Black Lake?”

“ You have doubtless forgotten,” remind-
ed Nancy, “ that to-day is Friday.”

“Not at all,” confessed Miss Loring.
“1t is even Friday the thirteenth! I was
hoping that you would come to-day. So
at a quarter of twelve I will knock at your
doors. Meantime you may wish to get a
little rest. You will find, Dr. Dayland,
some rather interesting old books in the
cabinet in your rcom. One is the ¢ Memoirs
of Lucretia Borgia,” a hand written personal
diary. There is no duplicate, There is also
a book of some interesting stories of Cathe-
rine II of Russia, chronicled by her maid.
This is a rare edition.”

So the little lady of Voodoo Manor con-
siderately dismissed us until the witching
hour should unbar the secret door of the
room so fatefully marked 13..

T had half fallen asleep over a magazine,
leaving Nancy feverishly loping through the
delicately penned lines whose Italian words
told of the amazing story behind the life
of the infamous Borgia woman. I was
aroused by a light touch on my shoulder.
Nancy’s eyes were very bright and a tinge
of pink suffused her cheeks. She pointed
to her watch.

I had hardly rubbed the sleep from my
eyes enough to discern the position of the
hands on the tiny gold face when a rustling
knock told us of Miss Loring’s readiness.
1 followed Nancy quickly from the room.

The elderly woman looked curiously
fragile in her black gown. I wondered if
she had appeared so pale at the dinner
" table. The baleful gleam of the opal
seemed to enhance the whiteness of her
face. Teeling strangely subdued, I in-
stinctively tiptoed along. Our guide led us
to that side of the house nearest the dense
black pine thicket.

At the extreme end of the corridor a
sturdy closed door stared at us with the
figure 13 in red upon its rich wood. I
noted the size of the hinges and the strong
lines of the knob.

“ We still have a few minutes to spare,”
observed Miss Loring, glancing at her
watch. “ Come back into my room and see
my queer inmate.”

Then she opened the door of her apart-
ments, which were next to room No. 13.

“This is Unlucky,” she told us, motion-
ing to a cage covered with black.

With a little gesture she pulled off the
cover, disclosing a huge black bat. It
spread its wings and whirred about, utter-
ing queer little squeaks in a minor key.

“ Then why do you keep it if it is un-
lucky?” inquired Nancy.

“ 1 meant that its name is Unlucky, al-
though bats are supposed to be ill omened.
You see, I laugh at such childish supersti-
tions.”

%1 see,” echoed Nancy.

As our hostess covered the cage and the
bat became quiet, she confided: “1I have
but two keys to room No. 13. These were
fashioned in thirteen pieces, each little part
being made by a different locksmith. I my-
self assembled the parts. They were made
so perfectly that it was but a simple bit
of soldering. The lock was made in a simi-
lar way. It positively can’t be picked, nor
can the key be turned from the outside.”

“But how could you put the lock to-
gether,” demanded Nancy, who had had a
good deal of experience with picking locks
and knew whereof she spoke. ¢ That res
quires a skilled expert.”

“J am that,” afiirmed the mistress of
Voodoo Manor quietly. There was no hint
of boastfulness in her voice. “T learned
from Locksmith Joe, a skilled darky we had
on our plantation.”

“A strange thing for you to learn,”
mused Nancy. “ Had you room No. 13 in
mind then?”

“ Not exactly,” was the slow reply.
Then Miss Loring continued: “ One key is
securely hidden in my room, and the other
I always wear.”

From within her black dress she brought
out a tiny gold chain, On it hung a key.
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cetiously, “used to help me identify my
luggage when I traveled so much. You
may be sure no one else has adopted the
same device.”

“ How long since you have used it?”
inquired Nancy.

“ Not since I put it in this room twenty
years ago.”

As Nancy bent over it she confided in a
whisper that T can yet hear: “If I die
sud— When I die you are to have this
trunk. It is my special tribute to your
infallible cleverness. The trunk and its
contents I shall bequeath to you.”

Nancy looked at her very tenderly.

“ And that was why you invited me here
—to inform me of this—and of your strange
new feeling?”

“ Yes,” responded the mistress of Voodoo
Manor, stepping lightly to the door.
“ Along with this reason, which you are to
wear night and day.”

She extracted the key from the door and
handed it with its dangling gold chain to
Nancy.

CHAPTER 1V.
AMONG THE SHADOWS.

HEN Nancy had finally christened
her new gift by herself locking the
door of room No. 13, our hostess

bade us rather an abrupt good night. As
T ‘watched Nancy quietly preparing to re-
tire with a little abstracted frown between
her speculating eyes, I sat before the open
window. I bad little inclination for speech,
and sleep was as far away as the poles. 1
marveled at the poise of the little old lady
whose unustral story we had heard. I won-
dered if by some chance those very super-
stitions which she had so flagrantly ignored
were by some unaccountable psychology at
length reacting to disturb her tranquillity. I
wasn’t surprised that the specter of death
should ultimately hover in the thoughts of
Felicia Loring.

Most people are at best but the products
of environment. Imagine the countless mid-
night vigils she had spent in room No. 13,
confronted by her waiting coffin! I shiv-
ered, although the night was mildness itself.
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“ Good night, Drusilla,” called Nancy’s
voice as her lights were turned into dark-
ness. “Don’t let your imagination run
away with you or you will develop nerves!”

“T1 am as wide awake as an owl,” I re-
torted tritely. “ I'm going to sit here until
Tam sleepy. Good night.”

I rested my chin on my palm and count-
ed the sentineling pines as they marched
toward the high gray wall with the patch of
Black Lake beyond. A waning moon gave
a misty, fantastic shimmer to the landscape
which to my heightened fancy seemed spec-
tral, uncanny.

Long after the quiet of Nancy’s room
told me that she slept I pondered over the
strange vagary of the woman whose hos-
pitality sheltered me. And I wondered why
Nancy had insisted that I accompany them
to the room beyond.

Why had the owner of Voodoo Manor
so painstakingly pointed out the little brass
studded trunk as her bequest to Nancy?
Did that mean that she had left no will?
And, strangest of all, why had she intrusted
one of the precious keys to Nancy’s keep-
ing with such a somber injunction? Truly,
Voodoo Manor housed many curious ques-
tions.

I wasn’t a bit sleepy, although I couldn’t
tell how long I had sat ruminating in the
half light. Again my eyes swept over the
solemn swishing pines to Black Lake.
Something in the shadow of one of the trees
arrested my wandering attention. I won-
dered why its straight line suddenly seemed
to curve,

My speculation was nipped by the
stealthy appearance of a cloaked shoulder.
As I watched intently, being wholly ob-
scured by the dark room behind me, a fig-
ure cautiously emerged. To my amazement
the long black cape covered a woman of
medium build. I could distinguish her fair
hair by the light of the moon. Hesitating
irresolutely, she finally moved to a tree a
few yards nearer the wall. There she
paused in the shadow, apparently to recon-
noiter. Again she crept out and proceeded
to still another trunk farther on.

I don’t know what foolish bravado seized
me, but I suddenly found myself eager to
follow the stealthy figure. Certainly a
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course first pursued by the cloaked woman.
Nancy took an angle at my right instead
-of the left line, which I had essayed. We
could watch each other. But I likewise
wondered with a thrill how many other
pairs of eyes watched us. I had already
passed the point opposite which the man
had suddenly stepped out. Tree by tree
I cautiously made my way. Every whis-
per, every sound, seemed magnified, and
twice I nearly fired at a falling twig. ‘The
foggy outline of the gray wall loomed mo-
mentarily closer.

When I reached it, I gave a mighty start
as Nancy stepped out lithely from a shad-
ow. A little smile curved her lip and faded
quickly as she drew me into the shadow of
another tree.

“ Not 2 sight or a sound,” she reported
in an aggrieved whisper. ¢ Come, let us
scour the grounds together.”

Nancy’s vibrant fearlessness always en-
heartens me, so we were soon creeping
about the entire area encompassed by the
protecting wall. The heavy Venetian gates
at the front entrance were still padlocked.

“ Humph!” scoffed Nancy. “ The birds
have flown on amazingly swift and sturdy
wings. Isn’t that disgusting!”

“ Never mind,” I comforted her. “I
could recognize the woman again. But
how on earth was a fainting girl hurried
over the wall so expeditiously?”

“ Why, with wings, of course,” she chid-
ed. “Probably you shivered down at
the front door considerably longer than
you thought.”

“Yes, and you made rather an elaborate
toilet,” I defended, as we reéntered Voodoo
Manor.

“1 don’t like it. I don’t like it a little
bit,” remarked Nancy, as we sat peering
out of the window. * There is something
very unpropitious hanging about Voodoo
Manor.”

“ A bat?” I questioned facetiously.

“ T wish it were only that.” There was
such an earnest sigmificance in her voice
that T gazed at her inquiringly. “ Either
the mistress of Voodoo Manor knows that
something is afoot and is fearful, or else
she is one of those acutely sensitive beings,
possessing — ironically enough — that very

el
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premonition she has fought against most of
her life.”

‘“ But what does she fear?”

“1 wish I knew. A person of her char-
acter would no more think of inviting me
here, showing me her pitiful room upstairs,
and then talking as she did unless there was
a very great question in her mind. This
evening makes me sure that we must take
all precaution.”

“ What are you going to do?”

“ Go to bed again and answer you in the
morning.”

Not another word would she say. I was
at last physically weary, and fell into trou-
bled sleep in which great glowing opal eyes
seemed to blink at me evilly, while huge
bats rustled and whispered outside my win-
dow. :

‘When we were dressing Nancy informed
me: “I have decided to tell Miss Loring,
and suggest that some one act as patrol.”

I only shook my head as Nancy went
down ahead of me to make a careful search
of the lawn before our windows and the
wall. But her face told me nothing when
our hostess welcomed us in the breakfast
room, remarking that Blanche had a bad
habit of coming down late, and that we
should not wait for her.

Despite an appetizing breakfast spread
about a fine jar of roses in the center of
the table, I could feel the weary constraint
in Miss Loring’s forced gayety. She was a
brilliant conversationalist, and, between
fruit and cereal, had already garnished her
words from the four corners of the earth.
She was pale, and looked ten years older
in the pitiless daylight.

The great eye of the opal seemed non-
descript and colorless as it turned from
smoky gray to cloudy white. It was a sure
barometer of its mistress’s moods.

 Blanche has been with me only a few
weeks,” explained Miss Loring, as the con-
versation veered back to the tardy niece.
“ She has always lived in the city, disdain-
ing the slowness of this country town until
her health required a change. When she
wrote me I none too graciously invited her
to spend some time here. She tries very
hard to fit in with my whims, however, al-
beit procrastination is her besetting sin.”
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incensed me. If she had only had the
decency to show a little perturbation!”

“Are you in the habit of walking in
your sleep, Miss Pembroke?” flashed
Nancy, after a little desultory conversation.
There was no ignoring the sarcasm in her
tone.

Miss Loring’s eyes were wide, startled,
perplexed. The trend of the conversation
had gone beyond the depth of her under-
standing,.

Blanche Pembroke merely laughed lazily.
“ Oh, I dare say 1 still retain that childish
habit of mine. Strange you should hit
upon it, but I suppose the great detective
can deduce something from nothing.”
There was a hint of scorn in her words.

“To be sure she can, Blanche,” warmly
championed Felicia Loring. Her niece’s
response had evidently explained the pur-
port of Nancy’s question.

No further questions were asked. In-
stead Nancy entered into a brilliant, en-
tertaining account of the somnambulistic
performances of a certain English woman.
The little old lady listened, enthralled, but
Blanche Pembroke was positively rude in
her calm indifference. Only Nancy and I
noted this, for the lady of the house was
far too diverted by the sprightly narration
to observe her niece.

When we finally escaped to our rooms I
demanded: “ When are you going to tell
Miss Loring?”

“J am not going to tell her,” declared
Nancy.

“ What!” T demanded stupidly.

“ Precisely. Miss Loring is hasty, and
is none too fond of her niece. It was only
because of some fancied duty that she
forced herself to invite the woman here.
T don’t want Blanche Pembroke rashly for-
bidden the house. I want her where I can
observe her, for frankly I think she bears
watching.

“She is a type 1 particularly dislike.
And I cannot but feel that the invitation
she forced to get here is decidedly suspi-
cious. She is playing a game, a coldly cal-
culated, brazen game. You are quite posi-
tive that she was the lady you saw last
night, I suppose?”’

“ Absolutely,” I averred. “But why
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did you admit that I had told you by your
open challenges?”

“ Humph! She is well aware that you
recognized her, and she knows that you
would tell me. Why fence with facts?”

“ Keep her in the dark-—on tenterhooks.”

¢ She is not that kind. Besides, I want-
ed to wamn her that I have Miss Loring’s
interests very strongly at heart.”

I shook my head dubiously.

“ Now, Drusilla, we shall have to make
a flying trip in the roadster. I want to
find out what I can about Blanche Pem-
broke.”

“ How can you explain to Miss Loring?”

“ Leave that to me.”

Sure enough, in half an hour the long
gray car was speeding us on to solve the
first puzzle as a result of our visit to Voo-
doo Manor., And we had been there enly
a night! As I had contended, a vacation
was impossible for Nancy.

I voiced only one objection en route,
“ Why didn’t Blanche Pembroke keep out
of sight this morning, using as her excuse
the same bad head?”

“T suspected her from the moment you
mentioned the woman. My suspicions
would merely have been confirmed had she
prolonged her absence. Probably she con-
sidered this outcome.”

Arrived at the stylish, although a bit
over-decorated Denmore Arms, Nancy’s re-
quest to see Miss Pembroke elicited the
fact that she no longer lived there. Nancy
straightway called for the manager.

The stalky person who answered prompt-
ly showed his dislike. “ Miss Pembroke!
Nice society lady she is! Taking swell
apartments here, and then forgetting that
I have my lease to pay! 1 had to ask her
to go, and a pretty penny she owes me,
too!”

“ Who are her friends?”

“ Oh, a bunch of swells. Mrs, Marma-
duke Upton used to come often. That’s
why I bore with her as long as I did.”

The name was familiar to Nancy. The
lady in question figured often in the so-
ciety columns as a devotee to all the latest
extreme fads. She was considered very
rich,

When we were back in the car I asked,
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him a lift and give him a talk. Take
some one along if you want.”

“ Velvet Barnby here?” suggested Doc,
indicating his companion.

The leader shook his head. “ He knows
Velvet; worked with Velvet on that job up
State that landed him in the pen. Silent
Frank was the only one that got caught and
sent up. He didn’t squeal, but he may be
sore.”

““ All right, chief,” acquiesced the larger
of the two visitors.

Then both men turned to leave, but sud-
denly their chief hurried after them, and
at the door lowered his voice with sudden
viciousness,

“ Velvet,” he said, “ you are sure of Si-
lent Frank’s skill with the pen?”

“ Great guns, chief!” exclaimed the sec-
ond crook. “ I watched him do that job up
State with my own eyes; and it ain’t skill—
it's a gift! He could write the ten com-
mandments over again on stone with a
feather, and fool old Moses himself, It
wasn’t Silent Frank’s fault he was
caught.”

The chief’s eyes narrowed.
first job,” Velvet.”

¢ Hell, chief,” sputtered the other— he
had a good time doing that job, and he’s got
it in his blood. He won’t go straight.”

The chief nodded. “I need him. X
must have him. If he tries to play the
honest game we'll hound him out of his
jobs—"

“ Won't the police do that?” interrupted
Doc Brewster.

The chief laughed. “ They’re too busy
trying to find out who I am, and trying to
send up some more of my men.” Then he
sobered. ¢ You two men are my gentlemen
lieutenants. Silent Frank is also a gentle-
man, and the best forger in the country.
I'need some one like him that can come to
the apartment here and work on polite in-
side stuff for big money. He won’t squeal
or give away my identity any more than
you two. He didn’t squeal on his other
job when that up State gang ditched him.
Then Tll get something on bim and I’ll
own him. He’s the only man to plug up
the hole in my organization, and I want
him, Get that?”

¢ It was his

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

“ Gotcha, chief,” grinned Doc.
“ Surest thing!” added Velvet,

CHAPTER 1II
A CLEAN SLATE.

Frank Waite committed an indiscretion.

Under the law his act was forgery. He
was caught, tried, and speedily convicted.
Of good family from the Middle West, his
conviction at once severed all ties with the
world he had known, and he became, to his
new associates, simply Silent Frank. Be-
cause of his youth he had been given a
comparatively light sentence; for good be-
havior a number of months were subtracted
from the term. He was accorded liberty
again upon the 6th of July of an exception-
ally hot midsummer—and life began anew
for him.

Theoretically, the slate was wiped clean,
for the past was dead.

He stepped from the grim doorway of the
bleak gray prison at Ossining, and paused
for a moment upon the gravel of the viaduct
over the railroad track. Upon this spot
not one, but a thousand or more, ex-

IN one of the smaller cities up State young

" convicts had paused for a first deep breath

of the air of liberation. In the soul of
Frank Waite, however, there was no exul-
tation.

His crime bhad been hastily considered
and easily and cleverly executed. There
was in his consciousness no bitterness for
the carelessness of the men who had led him
on—-carelessness that had resulted in his
arrest. He alone had been punished, but
that was small matter. The arrest had
come so quickly that there had been no
opportunity to dispose of the spoils of the
crime, and his victims had been reimbursed
—which was well. He had transgressed;
and he had paid with a growing cheerful-
ness and a growing sense that payment for
transgression which must always be made
sooner or later.

The scorching sun upon the Westchester
hills before him reflected a blasting heat
upon the face of the young man in the
cheap civilian clothes. His gray eyes had
the clearness of a soul that had met itself,
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Nothing was said. The machine, beau-
tifully driven, mounted the hill behind the
prison. Once upon the Albany Post Road,
their progress was smooth, and there was
a grateful movement of the hot midsummer
air,

Finally:

“ What are you going to do with your-
self now, young fellow?” Doc inquired, as
though this were the most casual interest in
the world.

“ Get a job,” Frank replied.

“ Going straight, in other words?”

- % Yes, I'm going straight.”
" For miles no more was said; then Doc
Brewster spoke again,

“ Do you suppose you'll be allowed to
go straight?” he asked quietly.

The ex-convict clenched his fists angrily.
¢ What do you mean?”

“ Don’t get excited,” soothed the older
man. “ You have a record now, and you
are a known crook, even though you are
free. The police will watch you, and your
record will follow you about. That fad
about giving reformed crooks a chance, and
all the rest of the women’s club bunk, is a
thing of the past. Business men nowadays
have come to believe that once a crook
always a crook, and perhaps youll get
away with going straight, and perhaps you
won’t,”

“ I can make a gloriously good attempt,”
rejoined Frank.

“ You'll get a job,” the other went on,
“ and the police will notify your employer,
and right away youwll get the grand
bounce.”

“ J'Il get another job, then.”

“ And get the gate again; and keep up
the process until you get tired.”

« Or until the police get tired,” said Si-
lent Frank doggedly.

“ How old are you now?” asked Brew-
ster.

“ Twenty-four.”

“Yisten to him!” The older man
slouched back more comfortably into the
cushions. There was genuine amusement in
his face.  Why, young fellow,” he con-
tinued, “ you haven’t even begun to meet
yourself face to face, or to know life at
all. Twenty-four, eh—and going straight?
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Wait until you get a real dose of the dirty
deal society bands a man. Some folks have
it easy. They are born lucky, and can get
a lot out of life, and remain honest at the
same time. But what is honesty? An ideal
in copy books for school children. You've
put over some easy money once, and it's in
your blood, Mr. Frank Waite. You go
straight? Can’t do it!”

“ What is your interest in all this?” de-
manded Silent Frank,

“ Ah! Now you're talking,” remarked -
Brewster. “ If you care to listen to reason
we can give you a chance to link up with a
sét of real gentlemen, young fellow. You
showed what you could do with a pen and
ink in that—"

But without warning Frank Waite
straightened in the seat, face flushed and
hands clenched.

“Tll go to thunder before I'll play the
crooked game again!” he declared hotly.
“I'm taking no more chances with the
law!”

“Then go to thunder with my compli-
ments!” rejoined Doc Brewster.

CHAPTER IIL
THE HAND OF MAN.

HE first great wave of depression
swept over the young man who had
determined to go straight. There was

the discouraging ring of conviction in the
summary of his chances as presented by the
crook at his side. No more was said upon
the subject on the ride into the city. With-
in the limits they asked him where he
wished to go, and he named the Mills Hotel
on Seventh Avenue,

There they left him.

“1If you change your mind—" Brewster
began.

“1 will not change my mind,” Waite
broke in on him, ~

“If you want to see Spike Latham, you
will find him at the—”"

But Red Stevens caught the sudden re-
turning flush of color in the young ex-
convict’s face, and stopped.

“ Damn it, I don’t want to see any one!”
Frank exclaimed. :
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came nervous. Within the younger man a
growing fear took form.

After dinner Dorgan took him aside.

“Isn’t your name Waite? Aren’t you
Frank Waite, rather than Frank Daly?”

Frank went white. But with dogged
stubbornness he admitted it. “I'm going
straight,” he added. “ I'm—"

Dorgan put a hand on his shoulder in
friendly fashion.

“ So far as I am concerned, you will have
every chance. I shall say nothing.”

“ H-how did you recognize me?” stam-
mered Frank.

“I'm Lieutenant Dorgan, of headquar-
ters,” replied the other. * It is my business
to remember faces and names.”

A comfortable feeling of relief swept
through Frank, and he returned to the en-
joyment of the evening with zest. If this
police lieutenant was willing to have faith
in him—

The next day, to his amazement, he was
called away from his machine by the fore-
man and given his discharge, again on a
filmy pretext. Hardly able to believe that
this could have happened again, he waited
outside for his new found friend, but the
friend pushed away coldly when Frank
stopped him at closing time.

“ Cheese it, you jailbird!” muttered the
man.

Angered rather than discouraged, Frank
started toward his new lodging house, won-
dering where to look next for a job, and
was stopped by a huge hand on his arm.
He turned.

Red Stevens! Already the crooks knew
he had been discharged.

“ You see, you will lose every job as soon
as_”

Before Red could finish his sentence,
Frank lost all control of himself. It was
bad enough to have every position he ob-
tained taken away from him, without hav-
ing envoys of the criminal gang dogging his
Jfootsteps to discourage him. With little
care or realization of consequences he start-
ed in upon the bigger man with both fists.
For a moment the vehemence of the ex-
convict gave him the better of the con-
flict. They were in a side street where
there was little chance of interruption, and
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the scuffle took them up onto a bit of lawn
beneath the trees. Slowly, surely, Red
Stevens began to get the upper hand.

But Frank was determined and bitter.
Taking blows to his head, and face, and
body, he finally closed in and managed to
get a grasp about the other’s waist. Exert-
ing every ounce of strength, he twisted for-
ward and both fell. Landing on top, Frank
sought to pummel his tormentor into sub-
mission.

It was a short-lived advantage. Red
twisted out of Frank’s grasp and sprang
to his feet. Before Frank could rise he
drew a revolver.

“ What in hell do you think this is going
to get you?” demanded Red. “If it
wasn’t that the big chief wanted you I'd
beat you up within an inch of your life,
and the first moment the word goes out that
we needn’t lay off you I’m going to do it—
remember! Meanwhile, when the big chief
gets through with you, and the police get
through with you—"

Silently the crook melted away into the
night.

Hardly able to sleep, feeling that the
hand of man was against him from the side
of organized society and from the under-
world as well, Frank waited for morning,
and then went to police headquarters and
asked for Dorgan.

To his surprise the lieutenant smiled a
welcome, but Frank refused the hand prof-
fered him.

“I’'m—I'm trying to go straight, and
twice I've obtained a job and done good
work only to have the police tell my em-
ployer about my record and get me dis-
charged. You said—"

“Wait a minute,” interrupted Dorgan.
He turned to his telephone and made in-
quiries; then rose to face Frank. “The
police are not interested in you, Frank
Waite. Headquarters was notified of your
release, and that’s how I happened to recog-
nize you, but headquarters has not been
watching you.”

“ The precinct policemen—"

“ Have never had your picture, since
you were not sent up from the city here.”

“ Then how-—" Frank began.

The next moment he stopped. He looked
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ing. “Velvet told me you’ve got the bounce
again.”

“I'm going straight,” Frank affirmed, al-
most wearily.

“This is an honest job, Frank,” ex-
plained the other, putting out a hand.
“T’'m.not here to worry you about coming
in with the gang. You'll come around in
time and meanwhile we might as well be
friends.”

Frank ignored the last remark.
sort of a job?”

“ Just an ordinary factory job, where I
work myself. I'm lying low, now that
there’s the crime wave round-up. I know
the foreman, and I can get you in, too.
Will you take it?”

“ Thanks—thanks a lot,” was Frank’s
heartfelt reply.

For several weeks, a grateful period that
seemed much longer, Silent Frank enjoyed
his new work and its freedom from a sense
of persecution. Several times the foreman
stopped for a pleasant word, either with
Spike or with himself, and it seemed that
the troubles of the ex-convict were over.

Then one day the foreman summoned the
two men to a corner of the yard during their
lunch period, and Frank noticed that there
was a strained and different expression upon
the man’s face,

¢ T know that you two men are jailbirds,”
he began without preamble, “ and I've kept
you.on here in spite of the fact. What’s
more ”—he studied the face of each in
turn—“1 can keep you working here for-
ever if T want to, because I'm strong in the
front office.”

“ What's eating you, anyhow?” inter-
rupted Spike curiously.

“ Just this!” The foreman lowered his
voice. “ There’s going to be a hell of a
lot of money in the office safe to-night be-
cause the big boss is leaving with it early
in the morning for the Bentwood branch
and—"

“You want help to crack the box?”
Spike’s voice was carelessly matter of fact
in making the query.

The foreman wet his lips. “It Il be a
three-way divvy and—and no one will ever
suspect it's an inside job because I've
doped out how we all three can frame an

“ What

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

alibi at that molding department’s benefit
to-night—"

Spike grinned. * Count me in! If you’re
risking it, with the job you hold here and
the chance to put the screws on you if they
suspect anything, well—it must be good,
and I'm out of spending money.”

The foreman turned to Frank.

Silent Frank colored. Was this another
temptation maneuvered by the invisible
hand he had fancied had taken a grip in
his affairs, or could the gang to which Spike
belonged be concerned in this in any way?
The new dilemma in which he found himself
was that he was under distinct obligations
to both these men, and the very code that
had kept him from squealing at the time of
his trial now made it almost impossible for
him to refuse to share in this enterprise.
Yet there was his determination—

“I—I can’t!” he stammered.
gone straight!”

The foreman laughed. * You don’t mean
that you’ll pass up an opportunity like this?
Why, there’ll be fifteen or twenty thousand
apiece.” .

Spike colored. “ Listen, Frank,” he mut-
tered, “ that’s a hell of a way to act after
I got you the job here and after my friend
has made a place for you and kept you on
all these weeks.”

“ But I told you I was going straight.”

“ That’s all right, but this is just one little
job on the side—" :

“1 won’t do it!” declared Frank, sudden-
ly angry in turn.

“Then youre canned!” exclaimed the
foreman. “ Get out of here, now; and if
you squeal I'll see that you get the blame
for the robbery!”

Something seemed to snap within the con-
sciousness of Silent Frank Waite. It was as
though he felt he had fought the last bat-
tle which he could fight and win. The
police would make of him a stool pigeon
because this mysterious gang coveted the
skill of his writing hand, and if it were
not the gang or the police it seemed as
though Fate stepped in to dog him.

On impulse he fled from the city. Be-
cause he was not sure but that the gang,
even the police, might take an interest in
his departure, he resorted to the way of

“I—TI've





















THE COVETED HAND.

ing a game as squarely as you play the
criminal game when you try to outwit the
law and the police. Get me?”

Still Frank hesitated. And an odd sus-
picion came to him. “ This is not another
scheme to enlist me in the gang, Red?
This is not a subtle way to get me tied up,
so that I can’t back out?”

Red Stevens chuckled aloud. “ Look at
me! Do I look subtle? Am I the double
of Velvet, or Doc—"

Suddenly the crook stopped with a sig-
nal for silence. After a moment of listen-
ing he made a motion for caution to Frank
and then slipped behind an old fashioned
wardrobe in the room, pulling it slightly
closer to the wall so that he was wholly
hidden.

The next instant there was a knock, and
Frank went to the door. In surprise he
stepped back to admit the visitor, He had
not seen Doc Brewster since the day of his
release from Sing Sing, but there was no
mistaking his identity.

“Well, young fellow,” remarked Doc,
dropping to a comfortable position on the
bed, “ what are you going to do with your-
self now?”

It was the same remark Doc had made
that afternoon leaving Ossining, and Frank
smiled. “ Last time I said I was going
straight.”

“ What do you say now?”’ snapped the
other sharply.

“ Uh—" Frank hesitated, then plunged.
“Y guess I know where my bread is but-
tered. You—you fellows win!”

At once Doc brightened. He rose and
put out a hand. “ That’s the way to talk,
young fellow. It took you long emough to
listen to reason, but we've seen the stuff
you're made of, and it will be big things
for you from now on. Put on your hat and
come along.”

“ But—” Frank wanted to delay, to
confer with Red. Sudden qualms began
to beset him, for if he failed—and it was
a long chance—

“ Come on,” reiterated Doc. “ The big
chief wants you, and it’s precious few of
the gang that ever get to see him. But he
knows you didn’t squeal before, and that
you refused to stool pigeon for Lieutenant
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Dorgan, the only man with brains in the
police department, and that you won’t re-
veal his identity, so it’s all jake for you,
kid! Big time stuff!”

Still unhappily ill at ease, Frank accom-
panied the crook to Union Square. There
they took a taxi to Thirty-Seventh Street,
and dismissed it at the corner of Park Ave-
nue. Halfway up the side street a hand-
some limousine was waiting, and this they
entered and were driven to a huge apart-
ment house on Riverside Drive. Doc Brew-
ster entered first, and muttered a few words
to the attendant at the switchboard. Then
they were taken up in the elevator and ad-
mitted to a luxuriously furnished suite.
Again the crook led the way, seemingly
perfectly at home. In the front library a
figure sat at a table.

¢ Chief,” remarked Doc deferentially,
“ here’s your man!”

The one addressed as chief was obvious-
ly middle aged, well set up, and pink with
health. His gray hair became him. There
was poise mixed with unscrupulous and in-
ordinate ambition in the face he turned to
Frank.

But Frank saw none of these things at
first in the amazing shock of discovery.
Except for the lack of nervousness and fus-
siness, and except that now the keen,
searching eyes which before had seemed
out of place, were framed in an appropriate
somberness of feature, there was no differ-
ence in the individual since Frank had met
him before.

The head of the gang of crooks was the
broker who had employed Frank shortly
after his release from prison!

“ Surprised you, eh!” exclaimed the
chief. “Well ” — with self-satisfaction—
“I've surprised a lot of people. Sit down!
Here!”

Frank obeyed, taking a chair at the end
of the large table which served the arch-
criminal as a desk.

“ Let’s see,” resumed the chief, picking
up some memoranda; ‘it has taken quite
a lot to bring you around.” He laughed.
“You know it hasn’t been the police at
all, but my agents that have lost you all
your jobs.”

Frank grinned, to cover his feelings; and






THE COVETED HAND.

The other did so. Frank looked about
him. Brewster had gone to the window,
and there was no one else in the room.
Bending to his work, Frank took a blank
sheet of paper from the table, selected a
hand-written letter at random, and with
exasperating slowness copied the first two
lines. '

Burning in his mind and consciousness
was a daring scheme, and it was with dif-
ficulty that he could control his fingers, so
that the excitement within him would not
be communicated to his pen.

Then he picked up his work and the
other letter. “ Take them to the light and
compare them,” he suggested. “ Of course,”
he added, “I am out of practice and will
need time.”

With all the eagerness of a schoolboy
the master criminal hurried over to the win-
dow, and there he and Brewster compared
the work of the forger with the original,
holding them together against the light
and expressing their admiration at the
cleverness of the work.

Meanwhile, with daring openness, des-
perate coolness and the deft swiftness which
was his real way of working, Frank took
another sheet of paper and wrote upon it
briefly. Then he added, very carefully, a
signature, ‘

Before he could pick up the sheet the
others had turned, and so he rose to join
them. Taking up his own work again he
called their attention to some imperfections
which he explained he could eliminate.
While that held their interest he picked up
the other sheet, folded, and pocketed it.

“The work I have for you, Silent
Frank,” the chief began, returning to busi-
ness, “is the rewriting of a will. Doc
Brewster will bring the original and a du-
plicate of the paper it is written on and
the copy for the changes I want made, and
he will arrange that you are kept under
surveillance until your work is done. You
will work at your own lodging, or you can
move if you wish.”

Suddenly a vicious expression crept across
his ruddy face. ¢ Let me remind you again,
Silent Frank, that it will be dangerous to
change your mind or try to go straight
now. The man who is supposed to write
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this will probably will die very shortly,
and if my confession goes to the police,
the charge against you will be murder,
Now go!”

CHAPTER IX.

THE ROUND-UP.

O you want to change vour lodg-
ing?” asked Brewster.
Frank shook his head.
“Then we’ll stop in a drug store and
telephone, and I'll have you at work on
that will in three-quarters of an hour.”

Actually it was a cigar store.

¢ Stand where I can see you through the
glass door,” directed Doc, in a low voice.
“ It will only take a moment.”

Obeying, Frank was suddenly aware
that some one had stolen up behind him,
and he turned. Red Stevens! Quickly
he moved, so that half of him, his pocket
and one arm, was out of range of Brewster
in the booth. In a flash he had handed the
slip of paper from his pocket to Red.
Turning so that his mouth could not be
seen, he whispered, but it seemed almost
like a shout to him,

“Take that to Lieutenant Dorgan,
quietly.”

Then he faced back in time to greet
Brewster naturally enough as the latter
emerged from the booth. Red was well
out of sight. .

“The papers will be down right after
supper. Do you want to go to a movie
first, and then eat?”

“ Surest thing,” grinned Frank, at ease
again.

But when the papers and material were
ready for him, and when Doc Brewster
stretched out on his bed to smoke inter-
minable cigarettes and to watch him work,
Frank began to be impatient for action.
He was forced to start work on the forgery
of the will, and though he worked tremen-
dously slow, it would not take a great deal
of time, because the will was short and to
the point. And he did not wish, actually,
to commit another crime.

Midnight arrived and passed.
Then came action in the person of Vel-
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until after his fights with the Frisco Wonder
and with Gibson.

About that time Klingermann, knowing
nothing of the failing heart, had intimated
that after the Gibson fight he would like to
make a deal—a proposition to which both
he and Keen had willingly assented. They
knew that Klingermann had money, and
that the arrangement would afford a prof-
itable windup to a ring career already fore-
doomed.

Morowitz’s main concern had been the
girl. He loved this girl with a brutish, pas-
sionate man love that amounted almost to a
mania. Knowing as he did her champion-
ship ambitions, the thought of losing her
maddened him and caused him to conceal
from her all knowledge regarding the weak-
ening heart. Quite by accident she had
learned the truth, and with a cunning and
finesse that far exceeded his she kept Moro-
witz in ignorance of this fact, and straight-
way sought out Duffy.

The supreme egotism of Morowitz, to-
gether with the superb ability of the girl to
live the part she played, had of late con-
vinced him that when the time came for
him to quit the game she would, despite
her championship aspirations, cast her lot
with his. Klingermann’s visit to Philadel-
phia could mean but one thing. Tke time
had come for him to sound the girl out.

The telephone bell rang sharply. The
girl answered the ring and motioned for
Morowitz. With the receiver to his ear
he listened to the voice of Keen.

“ Hello, Kid! Say, Lefty’s in town; had
me on the wire a minute ago. Says how
he seen that tlie Gibson fight was off, an’
he didn’t know but what we’d consider
takin’ on Duffy. I stalled along an’ told
him we would drop around to his hotel long
about three this afternoon. Me an’ you
better get together first—see?”

Morowitz turned to the girl. “ You're
a pretty good guesser,” he said. “ That
was Keen, an’ he says Klingermann wants
to make us a proposition. We're to meet
him this afternoon.”

“ How good is Duffy, Kid?” asked the
girl abruptly.

Morowitz hesitated a moment before re-
plying.  Pretty good, I guess. The dope
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looks like he’s about the best there is, next
to me, now Gibson’s out of it.”

‘“ But, can you handle him, Kid?”

Morowitz laughed shortly. “ Oh, hell!
T've always handled ’em, ain’t 1?”

“ Sure you have. And you could handle
the champ, too!”

“1 figured on challengin’ him some time
this winter.” The voice held a rather
evasive, groping note that the girl was quick
to catch.

“ Good!” she cried with just the right
touch of enthusiasm. “ And then, Kid—
think of it—then you’ll be the champ! The
best fighter in all the world! I’ll marry
you then, and just think of the fun we’ll
have—the easy méney in the big time
vaudeville. We can stall along for a couple
of years and be the main scream wherever
we go.”

“Sure we can,” he agreed. But the
words came with a visible effort. * But,
s’posin’—you know, you can’t never tell
what’s goin’ to happen in the ring—s’pos-
in’ somethin’ happened, an’ I lose?”

The girl laughed, a silvery, tinkling laugh
of pure merriment.

“ Quit your kiddin’, Kid! Who's this
Duffy guy, anyhow? What’s he ever done?
If he lasts five rounds with you, it ‘Il be
because you want the sports to get their
money’s worth. But, you’re only kidding.”

“ Maybe I'm kiddin’, an’ maybe I ain’t,”
answered Morowitz, his eyes still on the
rug. “I'm askin’ you—s’pose I lose?”

Instantly the girl’s pose changed, and,
dropping to her knees beside him, she
looked up into his face, her eyes wide with
solicitude,

“ What do you mean, Kid—if you lose?”

“T1 mean this!” he cried, siezing her
wrists in his two hands. “1I mean if I
lose this fight, where do you stand? You've
told me a thousan’ times you love me. Do
you? Do you love me enough to stick by
me if I lose? Or, do you love me like you
loved Bull Larrigan?”

The color left the girl’s face. The man’s
fingers were biting into the soft flesh of
her wrists, hurting her, and his voice rang
harsh with a half concealed sneer.

“ Don’t! Don’t, Kid, you’re hurting me!
Of course I love you! You’ve made me love
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where, standing on tiptoe, she kissed him
on the lips. And as the door closed behind
him she smiled.

CHAPTER VIL
BULL LARRIGAN COMES BACK.

ITH the Morowitz-Duffy fight only

a week off, the sport sheets were de-

voting space to the event com-

mensurate with the importance of the only

major heavyweight contest of the year.

Daily news stories appeared, and daily in-

terviews from one camp or the other with
principals, trainers or managers.

Each contestant had publicly boasted that
in the event of winning the fight he would
challenge the title holder, and having thus
aroused the public interest, the managers
deftly kept it alive by daily bulletins from
the camps. Sparring partners were knocked
out. Mpysterious new lines of offense and
defense were being developed—until the
speed of Duffy and the terrific punch
poundage of Morowitz were topics of daily
conversation wherever men foregathered.

It was the concensus among the sport
writers and the dopesters that Morowitz
would win. Odds of five to three, seven to
four, and nine to five drew out a little
Duffy money, but on the whole the backers
of the New York boy seemed extremely
cautious.

These were halcyon days for Lefty Kling-
ermann. He had returned from Philadel-
phia three weeks before with a decidedly
bad taste in his mouth, and a profound re-
spect for the bargaining ability of the Keen-
Morowitz Company. For the sum demand-
ed, which he was forced to pay, was an
amount so far in excess of what he had
figured that it caused him some concern,
and nearly brought on the bank cashier,
who had been drawn into the deal. a fit of
apoplexy. But now, with the pain of the
extraction dulled, Lefty Klingermann fairly
wallowed in the newspaper notoriety he had
paid for so dearly.

As the time for the fight drew nearer, the
scarcity of Duffy money emboldened the
Morowitz fans to offer two to one, and at
that figure those on the inside hegan to
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cover big bets, Keen succeeded by devious
methods in placing his share of the amount
paid over by Klingermann. Duffy placed
all he could rake and scrape together. And
Klingerman wagered large sums for himself
and the cashier. Dago Lottre, too, plied
her trade with a vim, and as fast as she
cashed her plunder, put the money up on
Duffy. It was a beautifully simple scheme.
The fight fans betting on Morowitz, and
all those on the inside, taking the short end.

Only three people in the two camps were
not betting. Morowitz, held out in hope
that his widely advertised training, and his
bombastic statements of “no chanst to
lose,” and * dead sure thing,” would force
the odds to five to two. Red Casey, the old
trainer, despite the sneers and gibes of both
Klingermann and Duffy, absolutely refused
to bet on a fixed fight, And Bull Larrigan,
who had been hired as a sparring partner
for Duffy, was suspicious.

Bull had been taken on by Klingermann
upon the same terms as Casey had been
employed.  “One drink, and you’re
through,” Klingermann had told him. For
the cause of Larrigan’s downfall from high
estate in the prize ring was well known on
the East Side. So also was known his
abysmal hatred of Kid Morowitz—not be-
cause Morowitz had knocked him out in the
ring the year before, but because after
knocking him out, he had robbed him of his
girl.

For three weeks now, Larrigan had
worked with Duffy—had taught him much,
for Larrigan, in his prime, bad been a real
fighter. The thing that Larrigan could not
fathom was that Duffy was willing to work
bard in preparation for a fight that was al-
ready his. Then, one week before the fight,
he found out.

The three weeks of gruelling grind and
strict observance of training had done won-
ders for Bull Larrigan. His muscles had
hardened, his eyes had cleared, and his old
speed was fast returning. Red Casey noted
the change even before Larrigan himself was
conscious of it. Then Bull discovered it—
discovered suddenly that Duffy was at his
mercy. All at once it dawned on him that
he could knock Duffy out any time he chose.
And if Duffy, why not Morowitz? The old
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car and landed late in the evening in Phila-
delphia. Stepping into a telephone booth,
he called Morowitz’s number, and a few
moments later got a sleepy answer.

“ Hello, Kid, dat you?”

“Yes, it's me. Who are you, an’ what
in hell do you want?”

“T got to see you. I got a message—"

“Who from?”

“ Dago Lottis,”

““ Well, spit it out,” the voice came more
sharply.

Larrigan laughed. “ Nix on dat. I got
to see you. How do I know it’s you dat’s
talkin’?”

‘ All right,” growled the voice. “ Take
a taxi. I'll pay for it.” He gave Larrigan
a street and number, “ Third floor front.
The door’ll be open.”

Ten minutes later, as Kid Morowitz
drew back with a start, a man with a
sweater collar drawn high stepped across
his threshold.

“ Bull Larrigan!” he exclaimed and in-
stinctively stepped behind a table in the
drawer of which lay a loaded automatic
pistol.

Larrigan carefully closed the door be-
hind him, and faced the other with a grin,

‘ No chanst fer a gun-play, Kid. I ain’t
heeled. An’ besides I came here fer yer
own good.”

“ What do you mean?” asked Morowitz,
ignoring the reference to the gun.

“I be'n in Duffy’s camp for a mont’—
sparrin’ pardner.”

A thin smile twisted Morowitz’s lips.
“An’ you want to sell me somethin’?

Lottie’s name was only a stall to get in
here!”

“ No,” answered Larrigan, “ I'll leave it
to you if I'm stallin’., An’—I wouldn’t
try an’ sell a man back a fight he’'d al-
ready sold, would I? What I'm here fer
is to hand you somethin’. If it ain’t wort’
nothin’ to you, all right. If it is, all right
agin—see ? \

“ No,” answered Morowitz coldly, “I
don’t see. How long since you be’n such
a good friend of mine that youw’d make a
trip over here from New York to hand me
somethin’? What's yer gamer”

Larrigan scowled, and glared at the other
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across the table. “ Fer more'n a year, I've
hated yer guts, on account of—you know
—on account of ker. I'd of croaked you
any day if I t'ought it would of got her
back—but it wouldn’t.”

Morowitz glanced toward the table
drawer, and Larrigan divined the intent,
“Itold y ouI wasn’t heeled,” he said harsh-
ly. “An’ I'm tellin’ you now I don’t hate
you no more. Long as I figgered she was
goin’ to vou I hated you, but now you've
lost her, I hate de man dat’s goin’ to git
her, same as I hated you.”

‘“Lost her!” Morowitz, forgetting the
gun, stepped swiftly around the table, and
clutched the other’s arm. In the light of
the electric chandelier Larrigan saw that
his face had gone suddenly white. “ What
do you mean-—lost her?”

Larrigan glanced about the apartment,
“ She ain’t in Philly, is she?”

“No! Damn you!
York—"

“Yes. An’ goin’ to marry Mike Duffy
de day he wins de belt.”

Morowitz’s grip relaxed. He sank into
a chair, and motioned Larrigan into an-
other. '

“ Prove it, damn you! If you’re lyin’ IRl
croak you right here. What’s yer game?
What did you come here for?”

“T come because dat damn dirty double«

crossin’ yeller dog is goin’ to git de girl
I love—yes, I love her! 1 don’t give a
damn who knows it. I'd go t’rough hell
to git her back—right now! If croakin’
him would do it, he’d be planted by now
—but it wouldn’t. Dere’s jest one chanst
—an’ dat’s you.”

“ Me!” exclaimed Morowitz, in surprise.

“Yes, you. It’s like dis.” He paused
and fumbled in his pocket, drew out a
rumbled newspaper clipping which he
handed to Morowitz.

Several days before, an old sport re-
porter had stood for a long time and
watched Bull Larrigan and Mike Duffy at
their work in Duffy’s training quarters. He
was a reporter who had known Larrigan
in his better days—had known Red Casey,
too. When the workout was over he hunted
up Casey. Then he went back to the office
and sat down at his typewriter and wrote a
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him swing on me, when a good stiff punch
on the heart would prob’ly croak me!”

“No, I wouldn’t do dat.- An’ if I had
everyt'ing comin’ my own way I wouldn’t
make no fool play like tearin’ in to kill
him de first round, neither.”

“ What d’you mean?”’

“1 mean, I'd play de game wit’ his own
chips till it comes to de sevent’. W’en de
sevent’ starts you bore in an’ crowd him
to de ropes, like it’s doped out fer you to,
den he’ll clinch, den on de break, he’ll give
you de openin’ to swing fer his jaw—an’
miss. S’pose you don’t miss? S’pose you
land on his jaw w’en he ain’t lookin’ fer
it, wit’ everyt’ing you got, an’ den foller
it up wit’ another?”

Morowitz leaped to his feet excitedly.

“ That’s the dope!” he cried. “ Damn
him! Tl learn him to try to gyp me!
An’ I’ll learn her, too!”

Larrigan grinned. ¢ She’s bettin’ every
cent she can git holt of on Duffy,” he
said. “ 1T should worry. De buster she is,
de quicker she’ll come back to me—"

“To you!”

“VYes, Kid—to me! 1It’s a pug she
wants—a champ. She’s t’rough wit’ you.
She don’t want no broken down sport wit’
a bum heart. Dey ain’ no chanst fer you
te git her back, no matter which way de
cat jumps. You’re done. An’ here’s an-
other t'ing. Believe me, w'en you knock
Duffy fer a gool you got to hunt yer hole
an’ lay clost. De girl ain’t de only one
dat’s playin’ Duffy to win. An’ she ain’t
de only one dat’s bust de minute de referee
counts ten over Duffy. Dere’s Lefty—an’
he’s got a dozen gun-men dat jumps wen
he pulls de string. An’ besides, dere’s
Keen. He’s got his jack up on Duffy, too.
Wat’s he goin’ to say w’en he finds out
you've gypped him?”

“Damn Keen! And damn Lefty! I'd
gyp the world to knock that dirty double-
crosser cold! I don’t owe them birds

nothin’! Keen made all the jack he ever
owned off me. Now he can lose it where
he got it.”

“ How about you?” asked Larrigan,
“ain’t you got de jack Lefty paid over,
bet on Duffy, too?”

A twisted grin was Morowitz’s answer,
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and reaching into his pocket, he drew out
a thick roll of yellow bills.

“1 was waitin’ fer the odds to go up,”
he said, unrolling the bills and fingering
their edges. “ Here’s jack enough fer a git-
away, an’ some to spare. An’ I can get
half agin as much by bettin’ on myself.”.

Larrigan, his eyes on the roll of bills,
forced a look of indifference.

“You got to be damn careful, bettin’
on yourself,” he suggested. “ S’pose Keen,
or Lefty got wise to it? An’ even if you got
de jack down wit’out dem findin’ it out,
you dastn’t show yer mug to collect it. Be-
lieve me, Kid, yer goin’ to be on de run
w'en de referee says ‘ ten.” You don’t even
dast go back to yer dressin’ room. Keen’ll
be layin’ fer you, an’ yer trainer, too, wit’
a water bottle, an’ a couple of Lefty’s gun-
men will finish up de job.”

“ What am I goin’ to do?” asked Moro-
witz, growing a shade paler.

“ Leave it to me,” answered Bull Lar-
rigan reassuringly.

‘“ But, you—"

“ Sure, I know. I hated you ever since
you grabbed de skirt offen me. But, you
ain’t got her no more, so w’at de helll I
show’d you I’'m right, didn’t I—w’en I put
you wise dat Duffy was goin’ to gyp you,
an’ land on yer heart hard enough to may-
be croak you? Come heads er tails, yer in
a hell of a fix anyways. If you go t’rough
wit’ it de way it’s doped, Duffy croaks
you wit’ a smash on de heart. If you knock
Duffy out, an’ gyp Lefty an’ Keen, Lefty’s’
gunmen croaks you.

“I'm de only chanst you got. Listen: -
Dis fight’s pulled off in de Bon Ton. De
minute you slip t’rough de ropes after it’s -
over you make fer de locker room, but don’t
go on t’rough to yer dressin’ room. Turn
left behind de first row of lockers an’ you’ll
find a door. Go t’rough dat door into de
little hallway at de head of de stairs dat
goes to Dreyfus’s office. I’ll be dere wit’ a
suit of clothes. You crawl into ’em =n’
beat it to a taxi I got waitin,” an’ slip over
to my room. It ain’t no swell joint like dis,
but it'll do fer a hide-out. Lefty’il be
combin’ Noo York wit’ a fine toot’ comb
tc find you, but dey won’t never look fer
you dere.”
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his thoughts carried him back to his first
appearance in that selfsame corner, and
of the alternate waves of icy chill and burn-
ing heat that shot through his body as the
minutes dragged by while he waiied for the
dilatory Bull Larrigan to take his place.

Much water had passed under the bridge
since that evening when Thunderbolt Leon-
‘ard, the truck driver, his blood turned to
water in his veins, had nervously awaited
the arrival of his first professional antago-
nist. Measured in days and months, the
time that intervened had not been long.
Measured in worldly experience it was a
far, far cry back to that night.

In the interim the unsophisticated truck
driver had learned many things. Through
the untiring efforts of honest old Red
Casey, he had learned that he was a good
boxer—not a good fighter—for despite his
victories over the fighters that were the
best the city afforded, he knew, and Red
Casey knew, of the fear that was always at
his heart—the yellow streak that would
not down. Physically he was a superb ath-
lete, a clever boxer, and a hard hitter. But
his wholesome association with Red Casey
had been more than offset by his unwhole-
some association with Lefty Klingermann,
and with those about him whose cunning
brains permitted them to live opulently in
more or less open defiance of the law.

The suspicion that “a man Is a fool to
work,” that had come with the frvits of his
first professional battle, had been cemented
into a firm conviction by his daily contact
with the wolves of society. It was this
twist in his mental complex that made him
leap at Klingermann’s offer to buy the
Morowitz fight. To Duffy, money meant
everything; personal achievement nothing.
No pride of victory swelled his breast. He
fought hard to win, not for the sake of
winning, but because the winner drew down
the lion’s share of the proceeds.

And for the same reason he wanted to
be the champ. With envious eyes he read
of the easy money to be derived from
vaudeville and cinema engagements, and,
until Lotta Rivoli had come to loom large
in his scheme of things, his desire to win
the heavy weight championship had rested
wholly upon the acquisition of this easy
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money. But Lotta Rivoli was ambitious.
The prestige of championship meant as
much to her as the emoluments of cham-
pionship, and in the weeks of her associa-
tion with Duffy she had succeeded in in-
stilling into the fighter a little of her own
enthusiasm, so that he actually thrilled as
the storm of applause broke over his en-
trance to the ring. And so, as he Sat in
his corner, his eyes roving over the massed
humanity about him, he smiled complacent-
ly. In his mind’s eye he was already the
champ. With Morowitz out of the way it
would be easy. Duffy shared the general
opinion that the holder of the belt was
nothing more than a pugilistic joke, who
would go down before the first real fighter
who faced him.

Some one had been haranguing the crowd
from the ring, announcing weight and con-
ditions. The man ceased speaking, and
Duffy found himself upon his feet in the
center of the ring, with Morowitz, his train-
er, Red Casey, and the referee, perfunctori-
ly examining gloves and bandages. Then
he was again in his corner and Casey was
tying on the gloves.

At the sound of the gong he faced Moro-
witz, who led off with a stiif right to the
jaw which Duffy easily blocked, and coun-
tered with a left whipped to the stomach.
The round became a fast exchange of hooks
and jabs, and ended, so far as apparent
result showed, in a draw.

The second round saw some heavier hit-
ting, some clever blocking, and equally
clever foot work. This was ciearly Moro-
witz’s round, as it ended with Duffy on the
defensive, his back to the ropes.

Morowitz obtained a shade the best of
the third, although Duffy seemed to be
coming stronger, and the round ended with
both contestants, toe to toe, in the center
of the ring.

It was in the fourth that Duffy first
noted the sinister gleam in Morowitz’s
eyes. The man’s blows came thick and
fast, and behind each blow was a stab of
hate from the narrowed eyes of the fighter.
The yellow streak showed. A sudden fear
gripped his heart, and his attention divert-
ed, Morowitz rushed him viciously into the
ropes for a clinch. The round ended with
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weight crashed against his jaw. His mus-
cles went limp. The ropes were swaying
with his weight. His gloved hands were
open. There was a terrible din of voices
that blended into a roar of thuncer. An-
other crashing blow reached his jaw, and
“for a single instant he caught the gleam of
hate in Morowitz’s eyes. He felt no pain
—only a terrible numbness. He felt his
body slipping along the ropes — he must
gather himself for that swing to the heart.

But—something was wrong. His mus-
cles refused to obey the order of his numbed
brain. His open right hand, dangling use-
lessly from his limp arm, was almost touch-
ing the canvas as he slipped slowly down
- the ropes. Another crashing blow, and he
was lying on the deck of a boat that rocked
fearfully. Somewhere, close beside him, a
man was counting—* six—seven—-eight—"
Suddenly the numbed brain awoke. He
was in the ring—down—and the referee
was counting him out. Him—Mike Duffy!
Double crossed! Gypped! ¢ Nine—”
With a mighty heaving of muscles he gath-
ered himself together, raised himself on one
knee, and sprawled his length on the
canvas,

Boom! Instead of the fatal “ten” the
voice of the gong sounded above the thun-
derous uproar of voices.

With Red Casey’s arms under his shoul-
ders, he was half-dragged to his corner,
‘where he sprawled against the ropes.
Fumes from a bottle held close against his
nose cleared his brain. Dashes of ice water
upon his skin revived his flaccid muscles,
and the cold air of the fanning towels was
beginning to dispel the deadly numbness
that gripped him.

Red Casey was whispering, and he saw
that the old man’s eyes were flashing.

“Go get him! Boy—he doubie crossed
ye! Ye can do it yet! He’s weakened.
His heart’s gone bad.”

A surge of rage welled up within him,
and Duffy glanced wildly about him. The
face of the girl was deadly white. And be-
tween the ropes the cashier, with his glassy-
eyed stare, had not moved. Lefty Klinger-
mann was not in his seat, and Bull Larri-
gan, too, had disappeared. The sound of
the gong brought him to his feet automati-
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cally, and Casey just shoved him into the
ring,

Instinctively Duffy raised his gloves to
meet the man who leaped at him like a wild
beast. Rage biazed from Morowitz’s eyes,
and his lips writhed in a snarl of hate.
The gong had cheated him by a second,
but—

Sudden fear gripped the heart of Duffy
—stupefying, abysmal fear. With a gur-
gling sound in his throat, he raised his
crooked arms about his face, and turning,
ran to the ropes, with Morowitz’s gloves
thudding his back, his shoulders, and the
back of his head. Far out over the ropes
he leancd to avoid the thumping blows.

A flash of white caught his-eye, as Red
Casey, his face a thundercloud, tossed a
towel into the ring. The blows ceased. A
pandemonium of noise broke loose, but dif-
ferent from the thunderous applause that
had greeted the finish of the rounds.

Cries of “Yellow dog!” “ Quitter!”
“ Piker!” “Vellow!” “ Drag him out!”
“Kill him!” coupled with catcalls and
hisses, mingled with the shouts of applause
for Morowitz. Cries of “ Morowitz!”
“ Morowitz!” filled the air.

After what seemed a long time, Duffy
turned from the ropes. But for himself
and the referee the ring was empty. Even
Red Casey had departed, and Morowitz
was nowhere to be seen.

CHAPTER X.
THE GET-AWAY,

IS brain in a whirl, Duffy stood and
stared out over the seething sea of
faces that swirled and eddied about

the ringside. Amid the wild cheers and
applause for Morowitz, he caught, now and
then, the sound of his own name coupled
with obscene words of disapprobation.
Gradually his wits cleared. It was all
over. The fight was over—and Morowitz
had won! With a shudder he glanced back
over his shoulder half expecting to meet
those glaring eyes and snarling lips. He
couldn’t stand—he wouldn’t stand another
of those terrible smashing blows that drove
to his jaw—the sickening flash of light—





















THE OFF-SHORE BREEZE,

‘breeze was impatient. Always it hurried.
Always it beat in from the immensity that
was beyond the horizon with a strange in-
tensity, as if it would tell of all it had seen
and heard; as if it would find a confidant
for its tales of ships that plowed sturdily
through unending space; of sailing boats,
rail-under, sailing, sailing eagerly toward
the sea’s edge that dropped away always
before them.

Or perbaps it would tell of mysteries, of
a waterlogged thing that floated soggily,
upon which seagulls alighted to rest, with
a stump of a mast pointing futilely toward
the wind that had been once its ally. All
the mysteries of the sea were known to the
offshore breeze, and it seemed always to be
seeking to tell them.

Many, indeed, it told, but in a cryptic
language all its own that no man had ever
deciphered. The coast guard could see
phrases of the breeze’s speech, scattered
upon the sand before him. There was a
bottle, empty, even its label washed off.
There was a bit of plank. Men’s hands
had hewed it out, and men had taken it
far to sea. Who, or why, or where, only
the sea breeze knew.

Every small thing that the sea contained
the sea breeze brought to shore. The coast
guard had seen dollars and even golden
coins washed up among the sands, worn
bright and smooth by the waves, but
brought ashore reluctantly by the sea at
the urge of the offshore breeze. The sea
was secretive. Its enigmas it wished to
keep forever unsolved, but the breeze urged
on the currents and tides and dragged out
the hidden things slowly, until they saw
the sun again between the thundering,
strangling, foaming breaks of the waves at
the edge of the shore.

With his long, steady strides the coast
guard kept on his way. He was nearing
the end of his patrol, but there was no
need of haste The beach and the wind were
companions enough. A seagull flapped over-
head, squeaking unmusically. Far down
the line of white surf its comrades flapped
and squawked over some morsel that had
been brought in by the waves. A huge fish,
worsted in an unknown tragedy of the open
sea, was being thrown upon the sand. The
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offshore breeze wished to tell a story, but
could narrate no more than the ending.

On, on down the long white reach of the
sand went the coast guard, his footprints
dark and dry as he left them, growing light
and glistening as the water found them
again, or being lapped away by the out-
stretched tongue of a dying breaker. There
was but one more bend in the shoreline, and
the station would be before him. -

The sunlight perished, and dusk was
borne shoreward on the wind. The coast
guard neared the last headland of his long
patrol. He raised his head for a last sur-
vey of the sea and land, and his eyes fixed
themselves upon a figure that stood upon a
dune.

It was a woman’s figure, lean and lanky,
sunbonneted and curiously puppetlike. No
face was visible. It might have been a lay
figure standing there, save for its pose. But
the pose was tragedy itself. The offshore
breeze beat upon it, pressing the calico
dress into the form of lean limbs outlined
by the flapping cloth. The sunbonnet
quivered in the reiterant gusts. The figure
was gazing out across the ocean, motion-
less, staring at the blurring line of sea and
sky, and there was something of infinite,
inarticulate yearning in the attitude. In
such a manner women have stood for cen-
turies, gazing out to sea, looking always for
some one man to come over the edge of the
world to them.

The coast guard was again subject to a
fancy, and the fancy was of the strange and
perpetual conflict that goes on ever between
women and the ocean, the women call'ng to
the men to come back from the vast green,
secretive sea; and the ocean luring them
with its own peculiar wiles. Always there
is such a scene as this, where the woman
waits upon a headland, sending out her
voiceless, yearning call, and the sea rolls
slumberously beneath her, meditating ob-
scurely upon its mysteries and its lures.

The coast guard drew steadily nearer,
and the yearning and the pain in the still
ficure grew more visible. Still no face was
to be seen. But suddenly the woman bent
her head a little and turned. When the
coast guard reached the place where she
had been, he saw only the flash of faded









66

dress. Get that? She’d put some Jace on
her calico dress. Her face was all red when
she seen me lookin’ at it—all but a white
place where he’d hit her.”

The checker game went on in desultory
fashion. The stove made queer noises as
it licked up the wood within it. Save for
the occasicnal tap of a checker man on the
board, there was no other sound than the
persistent dull note of the wind, that formed
a perpetual accompaniment to the talk in-
side.

“ He lef’ a couple of weeks azo,” said
the man by the fire suddenly. “1I sorter
wonder how it was he left. Th’ neighbors
heard ’em quarrelin’, an’ heard him roarin’
that he wouldn’t stay, that she'd got to
give him th’ money. He would roar at a
woman, but he wouldn’t look cross-eyed at
a man.

“ They heard her scream once, durin’
th’ night, but that was all. Nex’ mornin’
he was gone. Nobcdy saw him go. He
jus’ went, an’ Hatty’s goin’ around since
then like there weren’t no spirit left in her.
She won’t see or talk to anybody. She
runs away an’ hides. She’s ’shamed. I
guess.’!

The restless one meditated.

“ How d’you suppose he lef’?”” he asked.
“ Th’ only way is up th’ beach to Munden,
an’ train from there, or else by boat.”

“ Didn’t go neither way,” said a checker
player. “ Didn’t pass th’ next station, or
go into Munden, an’ nobody saw him take
a boat either. Nobody would ha’ loaned
him one.”

He placed a king deliberately in a posi-
tion that assured him of two captures in
any event, and waited triumphantly for his
antagonist to move.

“ It’s sort o’ funny, though,” contributed
the man by the fire, rising and stretching his
huge limbs lazly. “ She’s standin’ now,
look!n’ out over th’ ocean, like she did for
twenty years an’ more. She runs an’ hides
if you go near her, like she was a dog that
somebody ’d hurt. I reckon she keeps
thinkin’ about that lace an’ stuff. But
she’s watchin’ over th’ ocean, jus’ I'’ke she
was waitin’ fo’ him to come back again. I
wonder if she is?”

“ Maybe.” said the restless one thought-
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fully. “Women are funny things. No-
body knows what they mean or think.”

“ Th’ offshore breeze, it knows,” said the
man by the fire, and reddened a little. “ I
mean,” he explained, “ all th’ secrets in th’
ocean get brought to land some time or
other by th’ offshore breeze, an’ it seems
like there’s somethin’ or other that dredges
up all th’ secrets on’ th’ land too. If this
here is a secret in th’ ocean, it Il come to
shore sooner or later.”

He moved toward the door.
to turn in.”

The man with the magazine looked up.
“You an’ your offshore breezes,” he com-
mented. “ If Pete’s down at th’ bottom of
th’ ocean, I'm hopin’ th’ breeze lets him
stay there. A man with a knife in his belt,
foreign fashion, an’ scared to use it!” He
made a sound of disgust.

“ I’'m goin’

As the coast guard who had sat by the
fire made ready to turn in, he listened to
the wind outside the station. It was press-
ing eagerly, insistently, upon the flimsy
building, as if trying to come inside and
tell a secret that it wished to impart. The
coast guard rolled under his blankets, but
twice during the night he was wakened by
the shaking of the shutters.

The offshore breeze was impatient.

II1.

AcaN the long and narrow stretch of
sand, reaching out infinite distances, with
the dunes on one side and the breakers on
the other, Again the scrcaming gul's, flap-
ping in the wind, hovering above the waves,
gathering in disputatious groups about some
attractive morsel. Agan the breeze. It
came over the ocean’s r'm, like some gossip
full of news, tugsing at the passer-by to kalt
him and bid him listen, muttering to itself
when none would attend.

It was a busybody, the offshore breeze.
It was impatient, yet persistent. It beat
ceaselessly upon the slumbering sea and
strred that slothful water into slow and
reluctant action, dragzing up from its
depths all maunner of hidden things to be
spread out upon the shere. A plank, a bit
of seaweed, a curious shell—all were strewn









THE OFF-SHORE BREEZE.

tions that govern all coast guards, He left
the beach and the breakers behind. His
footprints swerved abruptly, up from the
damp line of the water’s highest reach,
across the virgin sand to the high-tide mark,
and then in among the dunes. The waves
were coming in solemnly by troops and
battalions, advancing upon the shore in
martial array, only to growl viciously as
they broke, and, dying, struggle feebly in
a smother of foam to cenquer the barrier
they forever besieged. The sea gulls, as
ever, flapped above the waves. Flotsam
and jetsam, as ever, came in soggily to be
caught upon the shore. The offshore breeze
came in from places beyond imagining.

It was excited, to-day, and talking loud-
ly and incoherently of the secrets it knew
and the mysteries it had solved. It mut-
tered in the ear of the coast guard until he
dipped behind a tall dune and was free
from it. But even there it whispered over-
head, slithering through the wiry sea grass,
tumbling down a hail of fine sand particles
upon him as he made his way parallel to
the ocean’s edge.

He moved more slowly among this loose
and wind-blown sand than upon the firmer
footing of the beach. He sank almost ankle
deep in the powdery stuff, but forged stead-
ily ahead. Now and then he paused and
looked carefully about him, then crept up
the outer edge of a grass-topped hillock and
gazed about him secretively. For a long
time he did no other thing. But at last he
remained quite still for a matter of minutes,
and when he descended it was to pass
through tortuous minor valleys until he
came to a curious, triangular object half
hidden and half buried beneath a yellow
load of sand. He poked it tentatively with
his boot.

“ Boat,” he commented to the offshore
breeze, that blew anxiously overhead.
“ That’s what those planks were for,
knocked off the wreckage. Bad sea boat.
Wouldn’t even get through the breakers.”

He bent over it reflectively for a mo-
ment, his brows knitted in thought. Then
he began to make his way toward the beach
again. The wind changed his intention.
It cast a handful of sand in his face in a
furious gust, and urged him along another
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path, going more gradually to the edge of
the booming waves. He followed it, still
thinking. And he suddenly saw the figure
before him.

He had never been so near before, nor
had the skinny outlines been made so clear.
Long, lanky limbs, a flat chest, big, raw-
boned hands and mannish shoes. A sun-
bonnet that hid the face completely. A .
wrapper-like dress that flapped dismally
about the lean shanks. It stood upon a
headland not thirty yards away, and stared
out to sea with a mixture of such unutter-
able yearning and pitiable terror that the
coast guard felt almost ashamed to be
watching.

And then the offshore breeze flung itself
upon the coast guard, roaring in his ears
with excited eagerness, bidding him watch
while yet another secret of the sea was told.
And he bent against the force of the wind
and watched.

The figure might have been a tortured
puppet, standing upon the dune. It was
motionless, despairing, terrified, though no
face could be seen beneath the sunbonnet.

But the offshore breeze came with a sud-
den gust. The bonnet was lifted and
thrown back for an instant before nervous,
clumsy fingers recaptured it. And in that
small instant the offshore breeze had told
a story and a secret, and danced excitedly
while the coast guard moved forward.

His hand came down upon the figure’s
shoulder with the same certainty and firm-
ness with which it would seize upon an
escaping rope or oar in the surf. The fig-
ure made no sound beyond a curious gasp,
and struggled madly to get away. The
coast guard broke its strength ruthlessly,
and snatched off the faded bonnet. He
nodded at the yellowed face that confront-
ed him.

“ 1 ain’t never seen you,” he said slow-
ly, in his deep voice that had something
of the surf in its timbre. “T ain’t never
seen you before. But I re’k’n you’re Pete
Leason, an’ I re’k’n you been lookin’ all
through Hatty’s cottage fo’ her money, an’
I re’k’n you been buildin’ yourself a boat to
try t’ get off down th’ coast in.”

He paused for an instant while the face.
that was sickly with fear grew more sickly
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operation. He had returned to the hotel to
wait. In any event it would be ten days
before he could take action, either to protect
the girl and himself from the Indian or to
drop from sight and abandon her, for the
bandages could not be removed from her
eyes until such a time had expired. For ten
days the suspense must continue and the
agony of conjecture whether the treatment
was to be successful or a failure. Mean-
while—that damnable brown man was dog-
ging, dogging, dogging.

Cooper drew back away from the window
and paced the darkening room. The after-
glow of the sunset died on the Pacific. The
city lamps grew brighter. Dully the clash
of the traffic arose to his aerie, paragraphed
by the delicate click of the elevator doors
far down the outside carpeted hall,

He saw three courses of action open to
him. As he twned them over and over
in his mind they became clearer and clearer.

If at the end of the ten days, Gertie’s
sight was determined permanently lost, he
must silence his heart and his conscience
and drop from sight. Leaving her to her
blindness forever might be temporarily pain-
ful, but it was better than a lifetime of in-
compatibility and dissatisfaction, shackled
to a helpless woman, That meant either
shipping for some foreign country clandes-
tinely, without even the Indian knowing—
or losing himself in the great seaport city
until the affair had become only a memory.

If Gertie’s sight was restored, his second
course was to go to the San Francisco po-
lice, lay his predicament before the authori-
ties, convince them of the danger to the
woman, if not to himself, and have the
Nemesis taken into custody. He felt he had
a right to that, When he had left India
he had left his indiscretion behind him. In
coming back to America, be had come back
to Aryan protection—the laws and customs
which altered circumstances and penalties.

Retribution and vendetta which might be
justified in the exotic atmosphere of a dis-
tant country, had no place in enlightened,
prosaic America in the twentieth century.
Yes, if Gertie’s sight were restored, his sec-
ond course would be to seek the protection
of the law and with the help of an attorney,
have the Indian deported.
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His third course of action constituted
something of which he shrank from think-
ing. Yet he must think of it. If the sec-
ond course failed and the Indian could not
be restrained, then it was Cooper’s life or
the brown man’s. It was a plain case of
self-preservation. If the authorities were
unable to protect him and this dogging went
on indefinitely, he would have license to
take the law into his own hands.

Somewhere in this dark and devious sea-
port must be men who, for a consideration,
would permanently remove this Oriental
hound from his track.

This was primal—the alternative of an
unnerved, desperate man. It was murder—
premeditated murder. Yet it also came un-
der the head of self-preservation.

- Everything depended on whether the
girl’s sight could be restored.

It grew very dark as Cooper waited. He
had been waiting since half past two o’clock.
Five o’clock came; half past five; quarter to
six. Up and down the floor he paced, going
over to the front windows often,

The figure outside was always there—
smoking, watching, waiting. He wondered
if the Indian—providing it was the Indian
—would remain there all through the night.

Then at five minutes to six, his telephone
bell rang sharply. Cooper’s heart pum-
meled disturbingly. He crossed to the wall
and took down the receiver.

‘ Hello?” he demanded hoarsely.

It was the voice of the girl at the switch-
board downstairs who answered him.

“ A Mr. Dilling is down here to see you.
Shall I send him up?”

“ Dilling!”

“ Mr, Wilson Dilling, of Galesburg, Kan-
sas. He says he must see you. It’s very
important.”

That crippled telegraph operator)
should he have come to Frisco?

“Send him up,” ordered Cooper, per-
plexed.

Wilse came up. Cooper had drawn the

Why

- heavy window shades and snapped on the

lamps before the cripple knocked. The lat-
ter’s features were grim as Cooper opened
the door.

“ What’s the big idea?” demanded the
young salesman,
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work for her interest as enemies or friends?
If it’s friends, tell me why there’s an Orien-
tal following vou and what it is he expects
to get in the end?”

“ Why do you suspect that?”

“ Because I'm not a fool. Remember, I
live next door to the Hadleys back home.
My landlady learned all about the face in
the window next day from Gertie’s mother.
Then comes Annie with her stories told too
straight to originate in her imagination.
Next this note turns up to furnish another
link. Finally, two hours after you left town
on your way here, the Oriental himself
comes in and questions me as to where you'd
gone, not knowing I'm interested in Gertie
myself.”

“ You've seen him?”

“ He buys tickets for the same city and
follows on the next trainl”

-Silence ensued. The cripple leaned for-
ward in his chair while Cooper stared. The
will power depicted on Dilling’s face was
terrific. Cooper quailed before it.

Yet how could he confess? How could
he admit that while engaged to a beautiful,
trusting girl of his own race at home, he
had been base enough to lower his honor
and self-respect to an alliance with a brown
woman in a distant land?

Dilling, in possession of the truth, would
have a perfect right to protect the girl not
alone from the Indian, but from the white
man also. Being honorable and fearfully
in earnest himself, he would probably do
it. Cooper looked in his face, realized the
soul strength of the man before him and
wanted his help mightily. But he dared not
speak.

And while he hesitated, the phone bell
rang sharply again.

Cooper stumbled across to the wall, while
Wilse waited tensely.

« Hello!” he choked incoherently.

“ Mr, Cooper?”

[13 Yes.”

“ Wait a moment, please.”

A series of tick-tacks over the wire fol-
lowed; connections were made. A male
voice at the other end of the line spoke so
loudly that even the cripple heard.

“ Mr., Cooper?”

{3 Yes.”
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“This is the police department, Mr.,
Cooper. Do you know a Mr. and Mrs.
Hadley?”

43 Yes'”

‘“ Are you engaged to their daughter?”

143 '&’es‘”

“ Then you’d better come down to head-
quarters and get them. They’re a pair of
crazy people and the old man’s near col-
lapse.”

Cooper’s knees turned to soft tallow and
began to buckle.

“ What for?”

“ They’re in here with a story about their
girl being kidnaped. Did she have an oper-
ation on her eyes this afternoon? Was she
blind?”

144 Y-y_yes’”

“Well, according to what they say, they
started home with her from the doctor’s
office in a cab. It turned out that the man
driving the cab was either a Chinaman or
a negro. They were driven suddenly into
an old barn, the girl pulled out and carried
off. They finally escaped when the father
climbed through a window. We've got a
bunch of our men investigating already,
but these old people need attention.”

“ The girl’s gone?”

“ For the time being—yes. Hurry down
here. We want to ask you some questions.”

“ I'll be right down.”

Cooper fumbled the receiver on the hook.

“ Gertie’s gone!” he choked blankly.

“1 heard,” Wilse answered. His face
was ashen.

“ They want me down at headquarters.”

“ But you’re not going. Not for a min-
ute. You're going to tell me the truth of
this whole business and you’re going to tell
me quick!”

CHAPTER XIII.
BEHIND THE SHUTTERS.

N one of San Francisco’s most exclusive
streets, at a point where a wide panorama.
of the lower city and bay was available,

there once stood a tall, dark, three-story
house of brown stucco behind a high street
wall of stone, surmounted by a hedge.

The shutters were always closed. Few
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not so difficult. During all the afternoon
the servants of Leo waited. And when they
emerged, the woman being blindfolded, a
cab was necessary—our cab, The father
and mother were disposed of; the woman
brought here.
‘“ At once went the father and mother to
. the officers of the police. Therein lies our
danger. But we are guarded well. I have
no fear. Even if we were suspected, there
are ways and means of moving her to make
us appear blameless. Your pleasure is now
awaited, my brother., Would you see the
woman?”

“Yes, I would see the woman.”

They arose. Out in the main upper hall-
way they turned upstairs to the third story.
So much depth of front yard and lawn was
given to the house that it backed sheer in
the rear on a back street. In a room whose
barred window opened on this blind thor«
oughfare the two Indians entered. The only
illumination came from a mystic lantern
holding an electric bulb, suspended in front
of a wall divan. The divan was empty.

With an exclamation, the owner of the
place glanced around. And then they saw.
Huddled in a corner, toward which she had
groped her way and then collapsed, the
blinded Hadley girl from a mediocre little
town in Kansas shrank in stark terror and
sobbed in her helplessness. Her traveling
suit was torn and rumpled. Her hat had
been lost.
fallen in a flood about her shoulders.
But most of all, the bandages about her
eyes had slipped from place, and she kept
one hand across them, for the pain was ter-
rible.

The two brown men regarded Her with-
out comment, no softening of expression on

. their dusky faces.

“ Well?” asked the owner of the house.

“ She cannot escape?”

“7Tt is impossible. She will be well
guarded.”

“ That is good. I shall soon bring the
white man. Then as I have planned, the
debt to our house will be paid.”

The girl heard their voices, though they
conversed in an unfamiliar tongue. She
started up hysterically.

“ Father! Mother! Jack! Who is it?”

Her golden hair, loosened, had -
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she cried hysterically.
What has happened?
hurt so terribly!”

The two men exchanged glances.

“Your eyes do not matter,” the second
man finally answered in English. “ You
have no use for eyes. Soon we shall bring
the one for whom you call. He shall see
you and be unable to help you. Only so
shall the honor of my house be satisfied.”

“ Who are you? What do you mean?
What have I done? There must be some
terrible mistake!”

She came toward the man on her knees,
one hand over her eyes still, the other
groping to touch, to find the one who ad-
dressed her. Both backed away out of her
reach.

“ There is no mistake,” returned the first
man in English again, unmoved. ¢ Of old
it has been written; the sins of the guilty
shall fall upon the innocent. In the city
of Bakir, in my country far away, the one
whom you would call husband defiled the
honor of our house. Therefore she whom
we joyed to call sister perished by our hand.
It is written: ¢ An eye for an eye, a tooth
for 2 tooth, honor for honor, a woman for
a woman.” A white man drew the screen
of dishonor upon our morning star. By
you he pays. We take the one he cherishes
in turn. You will stay here until we bring
him, and your cries are useless.”

“ Oh, oh, oh!” moaned the girl. “ Where
am I? What awful thing has happened?
Whoever you are, I haven’t done anything
to you. Can’t you see? I'm blind! I'm
il I came here to have an operation on
my eyes, and the doctor said I was to rest
quietly for ten days. Then I might take the
bandages off and perhaps I'd see again.”

“You may rest very quietly here. We
will bring your lover to you.”

“ You'll bring Jack here? But why can’t
I go back to the hotel? And father, moth-
er—where are they?”

Her cry was piteous. She was like a lit-
tle child in the dark, groping out for kindly
protecting arms which were not.

“ Peace! We will talk no more. Make
no outcry. Try not to escape. It is all
useless, We shall see that which we shall
see.”

“ Where am 1I?
My eyes—oh, they
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in the city. When he and 1 started to come
here, that afternoon Gertie disappeared, he
simply turned down a side street, saying
he would rejoin me in a moment. He had
no baggage, and I don’t think he was over-
burdened with cash. He lacked the nerve
to come here and tell what he knew—to
meet Gertie’s parents, to face what he might
find if the girl was discovered.

“He was just weak. His nerve deserted
him. He’d done something to a woman
somewhere abroad, and was being hounded
for it. That much I'm sure of. Perhaps we’re
not giving him as much credit as we might.
Perhaps he reasoned that if he eliminated
himself it might fare better with the girl.
She would be released. Anyhow, 1 don’t
think he’s left the city, and if T could find
him the mystery would begin to unravel,”

“Then he's clever in keeping under
cover., My men have his description.
They’d pick him up at once if he showed
his face.”

The officer threw a paper cutter philo-
sophically on his desk and whirled around
toward the window. His glance held for a
long time as he looked out. Then he turned
his head.

“ You’'ll be disappearing next,” he ban-
tered grimly. “ If a gang of crooks have
swiped the girl and tumble to the fact that
you’re hunting her, you won't last long.
Better be careful.”

“I'm willing to take that chance.”

“ You're clever on the make-up, I'll say
that. I saw you peddling yvour pencils down
on the water front last night, and I'll swear
if T hadn’t been in the know—knew who
you really were—I wouldn’t have recog-
nized you myself.”

The compliment pleased the cripple. He
said thickly:

“J¢’s little enough I can contribute. But
something tells me ail this horrible business
is coming out right. I can’t say how, But
it’s coming. I won’t bother you any more.
You're more than kind. But if anything
turns up, vow'll call the hotel, won’t you?”

The officer promised—as he had prom-
jsed for the past ten days. Wilse swung
out as a station house man came in.

“ There goes a damn queer case,” the
sergeant commented as the sound of Dil-
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ling’s crutches gradually drew fainter down
the hall. “ There’s something about that
crippled chap that gets me. The Hadley
case, you know. The girl’s fellow has
vamosed, and the cripple’s here tryin’ in
his broken way to find her and protect her.
And I'll be a son-of-a-gun if I'm not al-
most convinced that his faith may yet win
out!”

“ She’s a gone gosling,” decided the other
curtly. “I’ll bet her body is floating out
in the middle of the Pacific, right this
minute, thrown off some tramp.”

“I'm npot convinced of that. If that
guy keeps up, damned if I’'m not sure but
what he may hand me some of his faith,
too!”

“ Rot!” snapped the station house man,
“ Don’t get maudlin.” :

-

CHAPTER XV.-
SEVEN DOLLARS.

ILSE left the station and took a cab
to the disreputable house in the
poor part of the city down near

the waterfront where he had rented a cheap
room.

Arriving, he hobbled inside. An hour
later he emerged. As the sergeant had
said, no one would recognize in the physi-
cally twisted peddler of pencils, in his filth
and his rags, the telegrapher who had
worked the night wire for five years in the
mediocre little town of Galesburg, Kansas.

The search went on again as it had gone
on many other nights since the sight of a
beggar afflicted like himself had given him
the genesis of a great idea. Off into the
foul spring wet of the harbor front he
dragged himself, and the mist enveloped
him.

The Gold Coast, the water front, dives in
Chinatown, and the various foreign quar-
ters—everywhere his search and inquiries
came to naught. Again and again his heart
was torn and his faith faltered when he
thought of the girl he loved—blinded,
friendless—sucked down in such a mael-
strem.

Yet he kept on and on.
nothing else to do.

There was
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Cold, hungry, heartbroken, drenched
with the wet, yet clinging desperately to
his faith that right wou.d prevail in the
end, Wilse found himself three nights later
following a line of tatterdemalions into a
Salvation Army lodging house.

They were holding services in there—
singing a hymn. Sweetly the music fell
on his torn spirit—carried him back over
the weeks and the months to a quiet little
midwestern community before all this hid-
eous nightmare descended. It was a hymn
which the girl he had loved and lost had
played on the cottage organ on many Sun-
day nights next door:

 Abide with me; fast falls the eventide,
The darkness deepens; Lord with me abide.
When other helpers fail and comforts flee
Help of the helpless—oh, abide with me!”

Amid the moldy-breathed gathering the
tears ran down his haggard cheeks afresh.
Where was he to go next? What was he
to do?

He was grateful for the warmth, the
sanctuary. He counted his money. Stead-
ily he was exhausting his resources. He
had a mere seven dollars left—seven dol-
lars in bills and a handful of change. When
it was gone—as it would be gone presently
—what would he do?

The Salvation Army captain was talking
—preaching a sermon to the flotsam and
jetsam of life gathered before him. He
had taken faith as his text—the faith which
removes mountains, It almost seemed as
though Kismet had sent Wilse into that
place that night.

“ No matter how far down you have
fallen—no matter how black your future
or how heavy the load which you are called
upon to carry—if your faith is strong
enough that all is coming out right—all
will come out right,” he deciaimed, and he
read verse after verse in his Bible in
proof.

1t was exactly the sort of solace the
cripple wanted and needed most at the
moment.

“I wonder,” he asked himself mutely,
“if I haven’t found her because my faith
hasn’t been strong enough that I wowld
find her?”
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Beside Wilse sat an old moth-eaten dere-
lict with bleary eyes and bulbous nose,
swaying slightly from side to side.

“Wish I could believe that, 'bo,” he
sighed lugubriously.

There was despair in the statement.
Wilse turned and glanced at the poor old
fish cast up from the great sea of city life
into this port of bass-drum salvation. The
man was weeping.

“ What’s the matter?” the cripple de-
manded compassionately.

“ Nothin’ nobody cares about—but me,”
he announced.

“ Have hard luck or somethin’?”

“ Never had nothin’ else. Just born to
hard luck, sort of!”

It was good for the moment for Wilse
to learn that others besides himself had
troubles. And the captain’s preachment
was coming to him as a rebuke. Having
trusted thus far, was he to give up now
when the future was darkest? He swal-
lowed with difficulty and said to the dere-
lict huskily:

“It's true.”

“ What’s true?”

“ What the captain’s saying.”

 About this faith thing?”

[43 Yes'”

“But that don’t buy no bread or beer
nor pay no rent.”

“ What is it troubles you—work?”

“ Naw—lack of it. I gotta have seven
dollars to-night, and I gotta have it quick.
Say!” He leaned over so close that his
moldy breath almost asphyxiated the
other. “ Do you suppose, on the strength
of that faith thing, the captain would lend
me the jack?”

“ What do you want of seven dollars?”

“To keep my girl from bein’ set out in
the street in the mornin’. It ’il do for her,”
the old man continued with a hitch in his
voice. * She’s—sick!”

“ Your girl?”

“ Daughter. We ain’t had the best o’
luck lately-—me bein’ laid up with my old
army trouble most o’ the winter. Now
she’s took down and—she ain’t strong. I
make all I can, but sometimes, with the
nag costing so much to keep and all, it’s
perty hard scrapin’. We fell behind with
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the rent and with the medicines costin’ so
much, it ain’t been easy to catch up.”

‘ The nag costin’ money! What do you
mean?”

“I drive a cab, mister, and the pickin’
is sometimes poor. There’s too many in
the business lately, and unless a man lets
his cab to dirty work—oh, well! When
the old nag gets run down or needs shoein’,
and the tires and bolts gets loose on the
rig—kind o’ fussy it makes some folks
about ridin’ with me. 1 just—got kind o’
blue to-night. Come in here to set a spell
and get cheered up. He talks about faith,
the captain does. But I wonder if faith
could raise me seven dollars. I wonder!”

“Unless a man lends his cab to dirty
work? What do vou mean by that?”

“Oh, there's plenty o’ chances—you’d
be surprised. You oughta come out with
me after midnight and see what goes on
sometimes—drunks and Chinks and kid-
napin’s and wild parties and all. Yes,
you’d be surprised.”

“ T know,” returned the cripple despond-
ently. “ I've lost my girl, too, in some such
way as that.”

“ Daughter?”

“ No. Sweetheart.”

“How come?”

“ She was brought here from a little town
out in Kansas to have her sight restored.
She was kidnaped, by Chinamen, I think—
somewhere between the surgeon’s office and
her hotel.”

“ Blind girl?”

“Yes!” The way the cabby asked it
made Wilse turn on him with a throttled
heart. “ Do you know anything about
one? You haven’t heard—"

“No, no! I was just actin’. Don't give
my cab to that sort o’ thing. Maybe—
that’s why I'm poor. Damitalll Had
plenty o’ chances. Lord, don’t I, though!
Blind girl, you say? What made her
blind?”

It was the companionship of the old
man, battered though he was, that appealed
to the torn souled cripple at the moment.
The hall was warm and comfortable. He
told the old man the salient details of his
Golgotha, omitting that part about his par-
ticipation in the bank accident,
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‘“ Probably gone for good,” the cabby
lamented. ¢ Lots o’ such work goes on here
between Chinatown and the wharves, Lord,
don’t it, though! You oughta be in this
work to find out.”

But despite the Job’s comfort, it was
plain the old fellow was visibly affected
by Wilse’s tale. “ Guess we all have our
troubles,” he added. ‘ Only some has
worse’n others, Captain talks about faith.
Funny! Seems as if folks who shout that
loudest is them that don’t very often have
the need to use it—same like you and me.”

“ There’s no telling. The captain, too,
may have problems and troubles of which
you and I know nothing.”

“You believe the faith stuff?”

“T believe it, Yes.”

“ Then don’t you ever drive a cab. No,
sir!  Don’t you ever drive a cab—not after
midnight. You'll see things as would shat-
ter your faith all to smithereens. Sixteen
years I been a-drivin’, and I know.” He
sighed. “Lot’s o’ dirty work I could give
my bus, too. That’s what hurts, too. Dirty
work, and maybe I could help my girl get
cured and save her place for her. No dirty
work, and I have to come in here and get
fed up on faith. Oh, Lord, don’t I, though!”

“ What'’s your story?”” asked Wilse,

Wilse finally left the Army Hall. How
far he traveled, what direction he took be-
fore he realized he was moving out of that
part of the city where the girl he had loved
and lost was most likely to be held prisoner,
he had no recollection. But finally down
a blind alley, in the shadows of a high
house wall, he stopped. No one came in
here. The place was choked in mist. The
rain dripped groggily.

“ God guide me!” he cried hoarsely. But
somehow his despair was gone. A great,
overwhelming assurance had taken posses-
sion of him. His belief in the ultimate tri-
umph of right had slipped from the con-
scious to the subconscious. Despite the time
which had elapsed since the girl’s disappear-
ance, he knew he would win out yet.

That great, overwhelming self-assurance
had come to him strangely. It had been
born, full winged and strong, with the giving
of his last seven dollars to an unknown

5A
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cabby to keep a sick girl off the streets and
help another’s faith—a woman he probably
never would see. Perhaps Wilse himself
could not have told why he had done it—
only that those who have suffered are quick-
est to detect suffering in others and-—well,
he was that kind of man. What difference
could seven dollars make?

“ Where are you, dear heart?” he cried
aloud as his thoughts returned again to her.
* How long must it be before I find you?”

Somewhere—was it high overhead?—the
only answer which came back was the noise
of a pane of broken glass. He knew a
pane of glass had been broken because a
ragged fragment fell upon him, making a
tiny gash on the back of his right hand.
Then quiet again—and the drip of rain.

He wondered for a moment why the glass
should have been broken. But when no
further evidence of any disturbance fol-
lowed, he decided that the decayed putty in
some old sash had given away and allowed
the light of glass to fall. He went on his
way—back out of the alley—down the hill
again.

It was months before he learned how
close he had been to the girl at that mo-
ment. It happened the night she recovered
her sight. But instead of looking into the
faces of loved ones about her, she had
looked into the ghastly faces of three leering
Orientals, Frenzied with terror, she had
tried to break a window and call for rescue.
She had been overpowered before she could
utter an audible cry. But the glass had
fallen outside.

CHAPTER XVI.
A BLACK CAT.

HERE was consternation in the shut-
tered, darkened residence of Runjeet
Singh—consternation and a consulta-

tion. The white girl had recovered her
sight. Maddened by a visual realization of
her predicament, she had shown that she
_could be kept in the present house and
neighberhood only at great risk to the men
from India themselves. The residence of
Runjeet Singh was neither intended nor
equipped for this sort of thing.

6 A
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Moreover, Runjeet Singh himself did not
wholly approve of it. In other ways he was
a law-abiding American citizen, a man of
honor and integrity, with pride in his house,
his business and his wealth. Abducting
white women beneath the noses of the po-
lice and holding them at great jeopardy to
himself in order to execute revenge on a
man who could not be found, was not the
Singh’s method of exercising retribution.

If it was to be an eye and a tooth for
an eye and a tooth, let a knife be run in
the girl’s heart at once and her life taken
in payment for the indiscreet sister’s. Dal-
lying along, holding the white woman pris-
oner until she made her imprisonment
known, hoping to burn with the fire of help-
lessness and remorse the vitals of an enemy
who had vanished, to Runjeet Singh was
foolishness. He had suddenly voiced his
opinion, courteously, but in a manner not to
be misinterpreted.

For Cooper had vanished. There was no
longer any doubt about it. Nearly a fort-
night had passed, and from the moment he
had left Dilling’s side as the two hurried to-
ward the police station, not a trace of him
had been reported. He had not returned to
Galesburg. The hotel management was
forced to clear his room and pack his pos-
sessions in storage. Though both the po-
lice and retainers of the city’s great under-
world, as it then existed, were on the out-
look for him, their vigilance came to noth-
ing.

Perhaps Cooper had been keener than he
had been given credit. The elimination of
himself would do more to save the innocent,
jeopardized girl than all the explanations
and effort he might put forth in a twelve-
month. At any rate, because he could not
be seized, because he had vanished so in-
explicably, the Indian was balked in his
vendetta — the whole conspiracy stood
checkmate.

What Cooper could not have counted
upon was the alternative contained now in
the words of Runjeet Singh—or else by his
flight he wished to dodge all knowledge of
how the abduction ended and thus salve his
conscience. For across the corner of the
big teakwood desk in the luxurious second-
floor apartment of the Indian’s residence,
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turn it on and open the front door—it was
summer then—and I could hear it half way
down the block, and see the light— We're
being followed.”

He clutched her arm, and they moved on
in silence; but it turned out to be only a
woman with a bundle, who walked close at
their heels for a while and then passed
them without a glance.

He went on:

‘“ She seemed to like her job. At first
she talked a lot about it—a stenographer’s
job, it was—down in a law office on Wall
Street. Then after the first year she began
to complain because it kept her so late at

. night. Sometimes she’d stay till seven or
eight—but she always got extra money for
it, so I didn’t like to say anything. She’d
telephone on those nights and beg me not
to keep supper, and after a while it got so
-regular that I didn’t worry when she was
late.

“ Then one night she didn’t come—no
telephone message—nothing. It got to be
eight o’clock—then nine. I was worried.
I took the subway and went down to bring
her home. The elevator was still running;
I went up; the office was dark and locked.
I thought I must have missed her. I asked
the elevator man how long ago she’d left;
described her—I knew what she had on.
He knew too—seemed to know a lot about
her—and looked at me sort of queer. He
said she hadn’t been there that evening at
all. Not since five. I was worried then,
in earnest. I guess I showed it. I kept
on asking him questions. He was a jolly
old fellow—Irish. When he saw how se-
riously I was taking it he slapped me on the
back and winked.

“¢1 wouldn’t be wurryin’ mysilf too
much,’ he said to me. ¢ She’s not walking
the streets alone. She’s got company, she
has.’

“ T wanted to know what he meant.

“ ¢ There’s another sweet on her,” he said.
¢ Dinners and taxis—oh, boy! Some com-
petition you’ve got,” he said. -

“ T guess he saw then he’d made a slip.
He sobered up. I'm not much on acting,
but I pretended to be very knowing. I
nodded my head and said I was disappoint-
ed—or something.
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“ Then he got confidential. ¢ You want
to get in the game,’ he said to me. * See
how he does it, and go him one better. I'll
tell you where you'll find ’em too, like as
not—up at the Rosemount; that’s where
he takes her, they say—sometimes in a taxi,
oftener in his own car.”

“ The restaurant he mentioned was one
I guess you know—clear uptown—sort of
a roadhouse—like a little fairy palace at
night, all lit up; and just two blocks from
our apartment over on Amsterdam Avenue,
Why, Amy and I have walked past it a
hundred times and planned how we’d eat
there when the kid had grown up and there
was extra cash.

“1 got on the subway and went back. I
didn’t know what I was doing. If I'd have
found them sitting there together I don’t
know to this day what I'd have done. But
as luck would have it, they were coming
out just as I got there. They went right
past me on the steps and didn’t see me.
I saw the man plain; it was her employer.
They were laughing and talking. She got
into his car—it was a big one, with a chauf-
feur—and they drove right past the block
where she should have got off to come home,
But she didn’t get out.

T couldn’t believe it. I went home and
waited. She came in at half past three—
very stealthy and quiet. When she saw me
up she was frightened. She denied every-
thing, of course. I said all right; there was
one easy way to prove it: give up her job
and stay home with the kid. I blamed
myself for ever letting her start working.
She cried; said she’d be ¢ lost > without her
work, and we needed the money—and all
the rest of it. I said I'd work at night for
a change. More than once they’d asked
me to do extra work at the bank.

¢ She agreed to that; kissed me and said
everything would be all right. The next
morning she went to work as usual. She
never came back. Just disappeared, with-
out ever saying good-by to the kid or send-
ing for her things. ,

« At first T didn’t seem to care. I heard
he was supporting her. I thought she’d
soon get sick of that, But when a month
went by—and three—and five—it began to
eat into me somehow.
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human beings—* like you—like you—like
you,” her heart kept saying, beating in-
sistently beneath her expensive furs. But
her mind refused to listen; it concentrated
on the man at her side.

With gentle persuasion she maneuvered
him along Forty-Second Street to the
Grand Central Station. They talked about
his little girl all the way. She could see
he was sick with worry about that. They
arranged that she should get the child her-
self the next day—to stop any talk or in-
quiries. She would take the child to the
station and put her on this very train; and
he would be at the other end to meet her.

Together they went to the window while
he bought his ticket; together they paced
up and down before the iron gates, wait-
ing for his train, It flashed into her mind
more than once how embarrassed this man
would have been under ordinary circum-
stances, at the very fact of being with her,
and how bored she would have been—Xkind,
of course, but very condescending. His
drama had curiously enough turned the ta-
bles—it was she who was eager, solicitous,
terribly afraid of doing or saying something
to startle him.

“ Don’t worry to-night,” she said as they
hurried to the lower level, “I'll bring the
little girl to the train myseli—this same
one, remember.”

“ Thanks—thanks!” he muttered. “T’ll
be there to meet her.”
Tao late for anything more. The gates

were open. They shook hands in silence.
He tried to speak and failed; she smiled
and wrung his hand and stood watching as
he passed through the gate.

When she thought he had gone he came
stumbling back again.

“ Your umbrella!” he cried and ran for
the train.

It was eight oclock. Four hours of
hushed, tense danger; four hours, walking
back and forth, back and forth under the
blazing lights of Broadway. Mrs. Eldridge
felt suddenly weak and tired; but her mind
was alive as it hadn’t been alive for years.
She burned to continue this night of vivid
living—at least to confide in some one—
before the splendid sense of romance and
reality should begin to fade,
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What would John say to this adventure?
And then she realized that she could never
tell John a word about it. His wife walk-
ing the streets arm in arm with a bank
clerk? The fact that he was also a mur-
derer would not, she realized, add any ro-
mance to John’s view of this performance.
She could hear, already, exactly what he
would say with a stern, kind, and slightly
patronizing air:

“ Nice women, my dear, do not do such
things. Now, if you had any consideration
for me—"

No, she could not tell her husband of
this glorious adventure. The very thought
of it made the glory fade.

¢ Spring 1-0-0-6-2,” urged her heart.

Opposite her were @ row of station tele-
phone booths.  She could see Leland’s eyes
—¢glowing with interest—sympathy—un-
derstanding.

She turned from the booths sharply.

John had told her he might be home
early. Well, she had had her fun. She
would be there when he came.

As she crossed the lower level of the
waiting room a newsboy ran by, crying:
“ Extry—extry! All about the murder.”

Her heart jumped and missed a beat.

As she hurriedly, timidly bought the eve-
ning edition she felt like some phantom
movie actress playing a part.

She whipped the paper open nervously,
expecting to see the murder in huge letters
all across the page. But at first she could
not find it at all, and it was a shock to
realize how little a murder more or less
meant to the city. Here it was—a fair
sized headline, over at one side:

MAN SHOT TO-NIGHT CORNER OF
43D ST. AND 5TH AVE.

Criminal Escaped —Body ldentified as That
of John B. Eldridge, a Well Known—

Mrs. Eldridge walked slowly, gquietly
down the long, narrow passage leading out
of the station. The rain had stopped when
she reached the pavement. The rain cloud,
which had hung like lead over the tired city,
was parting; and as she looked up at it
the moon slid out into the open sky and
smiled at her.









DAN BARRY'S DAUGHTER.

more terrible and wonderful to her than had
been even the spectacle of Lee Haines and
Harry Gloster breaking out of the crowd
and smashing their way through the night
to freedom.

She did not think of the Captain as a
mere horse when he first entered. Peter was
her idea of a horse, gentle, sweet tempered,
faithful. She could rule him with a whis-
per. The least pressure of her knee would
swerve him. But, after all, Peter was a
born servant. He would obey any other
man or woman in the world almost as well
as he would obey her. And he could have
lived happily enough in the stall of a pur-
chaser,

But here was quite another story. To
see the Capta’n, one wondered how he could
have ever been controlled by mere bridle
and saddle. For he was a giant. By actual
rule he might not have stood more than
sixteen hands and two inches. But he
seemed a full hand taller; he dwarfed the
cow horses to puny insignificance; for his
soul was greater than his'body.

One could not conceive and remember
him in such a background, tied with ropes
and surrounded by gaping people in a
fenced inclosure; for seeing him, one
thought of windy mountains, of far ridges
thrown like waves against the sky, or of
vast deserts which his matchiess speed and
endurance turned into a pasture lot. One
saw him as a king should be, the wild,
free leader of a herd of his own kind.

A dozen men now attacked him, moving
behind a screen of their own trained but
frightened saddle horses. They pressed
clecse. Then they darted out. He was
snared with new ropes. Men clung to his
writhing, pitching body like dangling ants.

One went down with a yell of pain, twist-
ed over and over in the dust, and was then
dracced away by helping hands. They
carried him off the field. His shoulder had
been horribly crushed by a tap of those
flying forehoofs.

And Joan remembered what Haines had
told her of her father and Satan. It seemed
to her that she could see Dan Barry seated
on the back of that struggling giant of a
horse, could watch the Captain quieted and
subdued by the strange touches of her
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father’s hand, the stranger touches of his
voice,

Ah, for such a power as he had had|
To sit like a king on a throne with this
indomitable soul at one’s command! Not
a slave like mild mannered Peter beneath
the saddle, but a free compznion. There
was the great difference. To cwn the con-
fidence of the Captain meant the taking on
of wings, the collapsing of distances.

And an ache of desire entered her heart,
Not a passing hurt of longing, but an irre-
sistible passion took hold on her. She looked
down to her hands, slender, childish, and
the small, round wrists, Truly, she was im-
potent. It would need Hercules himself to
conquer the Captain,

She watched the progress of the work
not as a fair contest but as a picture, ter-
rible and beautiful beyond words. There .
was nc hope for the men. She knew that,
Vaguely she heard, here and there, voices
of men calling cut wagers that Lefty or
Champ or Sam would stick in the saddle
so many minutes; or that one of them would
ride the black to a finish. She heard them,
but she regarded them not.

They were strong men and dexterous
men, but there was not strength or skill
enough in all three were they rolled into
one man to subdue the stallon. It took
forty minutes to snub the nose of the horse
to a saddle horn and then to saddle and to
bridle him, though experts were doing the
work. But eventually Sam Ricks was
thrown up into the saddle, the hood was
jerked from the eyes of the Captain, and
he was gonel

Not uncontrolled by others, however.
Three ropes were still fastened to him. He
had to tug against those ropes and buck
at the same time. And he managed it!

Sam Ricks had appeared a famous man
when he first settled onto the leather. But
he began to shrink and shrink as the black
horse struggled. He became a little child
clinging to the straps. His hat had blown
off. His long hair was lifted and shaken
by the wind. And even across the corral,
Joan saw the terror in his face.

It could not last long. The Captain
was not a horse. He was ten black panthers
compacted in one. And bounding like a
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rubber ball, twisting like a flashing snake of
light, he shook one of Sam’s feet out of a
stirrup. In vain the cow-puncher sank his
spur in the thick cinch.

Another buck, a yell from Sam, and he
was snapped out of his seat as a child
squeezes out a watermelon seed between
thumb and forefinger. He landed far off
in the dirt. And at him went the Captain
with a rush, his mouth gaping, his mane
flying above his flattened ears.

The yell of horror from the crowd crashed
against her ears, but she felt no horror her-
self. It all was a natural thing. If men
will venture into the den of the tiger, they
must expect the tiger’s teeth and claws,

Then the ropes drew taut, the great horse
was stopped, staggered. And, of an instant,
he ceased fighting and let men drag away
the senseless form of Sam Ricks.

The Captain drew himself up with that
blown mane and arching tail, his beautiful
head high, his ears pricking, his eyes fixed
far off where the play of the heat waves
turned the distant mountains into nebulous,
half living things.

o

CHAPTER XX.
SPIRIT OF THE HEIGHTS.

QAN followed the direction of that stare,
J and a door opened somewhere in her
heart. She understood now what she
would not have understood that morning a
half hour earlier. All was as clear to her
as if the stallion had spoken words.

And by that understanding a bond was
established between them. Watching him
half in worship, half in sympathy, she found
her fear diminishing. He drew her with
a great power of which she was half afraid,
from time to time, as though there were a
black magic in it.

Now they were at him again in a worry-
ing cloud, and he sprang into action, fight-
ing back desperately, magnificently. But
that lasted only a moment. He seemed to
realize that hopeless odds were against him
and became perfectly docile.

She watched him being led back to the
waiting horses. She saw his nose snubbed
against the pommel of another saddle. She
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saw the celebrated Lefty Gilmore hobble
out to mount, for his legs had been broken
so many times that they were twisted out
of shape. They seemed like mechanical
pieces.

His feet were fixed in the stirrups now.
The hood was snatched from the head of
the Captain and, instead of the burst of
pitching, he remained quiet, looking curi-
ously about him as if he did not even know
that there was a man on his back.

It brought a gasp of wonder from the
crowd. And beside Joan a man began to
sing out: “ Good boy, Lefty! You’re better
than coin in the pocket—"

Here his voice was cut away, and the
Captain was seen to leave the ground with-
out visible crouching and preparation. He
simply shot away into the air, landed on
stiff legs, a shock that swayed Lefty to the
side, swaying far out, and before he had
recovered his position the stallion was in
the air again. When he landed, Lefty kept
on traveling. He struck a dozen feet away
and, like Sam Ricks, he did not stir to rise.

This time, however, there was apparently
no need of ropes to hold back the Captain.
He became oblivious of his rider the instant
the man was out of the saddle.

And as patiently as before, he allowed
himself to be led back and held while Champ
Hudson flung himself into the saddle. The
other two had been good riders. But
Champ Hudson was one of those poetic
figures who raise riding to a sort of chivalric
height. He was desperate, now.

Joan could see his mouth set in a straight
line and could imagine the glare of his eyes
as he told them to turn the stallion loose.
But she watched what followed with a calm
unconcern. They could not tame the Cap-
tain.

Even Lee Haines had dreaded the horse
to the last, and he was a man of a greater
force than any of these. But force was not
what could beat the Captain. He must be
won, not conquered.

In the meantime this battle gave her a
chance to see him in action, and it was a
picture worth a year of waiting. It was
longer this time. Some of the furious power
was gone from the Captain. The long strug-
gle against the ropes and then agginst the
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nary rider from his back, then whirling like
a tiger and tearing the victim to shreds.

When he had demonstrated his powers
and when the white dust cloud of his rais-
ing had dissipated somewhat, he began to
stalk her. There was no other word for it.
His long and soundless steps were taken
with a sinister care, like those of a great
cat which crouches to its belly and works
through the grass. More than once he
stopped.

As he came closer he flattened his ears,
and she saw the upper lip twitching back
over white teeth. And for all his size and
beauty, he made her think of a wolf. But
she could not turn away, even when he was
so close that a rush forward would bring
him unescapably upon her.

It was a danger which she could not fail
to appreciate, seeing what she had seen in
the Purvis corral not long before. Vet it
was a sweet pleasure to take fire in her
hand and watch it burn.

Moreover, greater than her fear was a
joy in her knowledge of what passed in
the mind of the brute. She knew it as by
revelation. She could judge all the cun-
ning which was used to disarm her by a
gentle approach. She could guess at the
savage hatred of man which was in the
stallion; she could guess at it so perfectly
that she shook from head to foot with an
intense sympathy.

Now, towering close before her, his nose
came to her hand. There he paused for a
few long seconds, and Joan began to talk.
She had no idea of what she said, but she
knew that she must keep on saying some-
thing, anything, in a certain voice which
she had never used before but which came
to her by inspiration.

New chords in her throat were touched
by those low tones. The quality of the
speech affected all her body with a sort
of physical pleasure and sense of power.

It was affecting the stallion in the same
way, she knew, even before he gave a sign.
But at last one ear pricked, and the other
wavered forward. He sniffed cautiously at
the extended hand—and then she left him.
It was very hard to do, but she knew that
it was wisest to go away before the great
horse should be wearied by the strain of
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that peculiar war which had been going on
between them. She went back to the side
of the stable, sat down on a box, and re-
mained there for a whole long hour with her
arms locked around her knees, holding a
sort of holy pleasure in her heart so that it
kept her smiling for reasons which she knew
not.

After a time she would go back to him.
And presently she noticed an oddly shaped
shadow stealing along the ground toward
her as the sun sloped west and westward.
She looked up, and there stood the Captain
watching her around the corner of the barn.
She arose and went to him, and although
he flinched back, he did not retreat. Not
even from her extended hand did he flee,
but let it touch his nose—let it stroke him
—Ilet it wander higher and higher up his
head until the slender brown fingers lay
squarely between his eyes.

Not that he was entirely passive. She
read a constantly changing story of sus-
picion, hatred, wonder, shuddering fear and
joy in his eyes. He shrank away by fits
and starts, and came back gingerly to her
touch and to the sound of her voice. For
the hand alone was almost powerless, but
hand and voice together seemed to be two
great magnets whose power he could not re-
sist.

It was the happiest moment of Joan’s
life. The touch of that silken coat was
more to her than the flowing of gold coins
through the fingers of a miser.

She looked past him to the pile of hay.
It was undisturbed. He had not touched
it after she went, as she thought, out of
his sight, but following to the corner of the
corral he had been watching her from the
very first until the sun brought his shadow
beside her.

It was wise to let well enough alone.
She knew that the stallion would never
forget her. She needed no one to tell her
that she had already gained far more im-
pression upon him than ever Lee Haines
had done. And now it would be wisdom to
go; and so, of course, she stayed.

The temptation of the contrast was too
great. She had seen him raging like a lion
among strong men not so very long before.
Now, if she should dare to stand inside his
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might be able to follow the drifting form of
the black horse through the night, but a
moment of reflection told her how impos-
sible this would be. It would be easier to
follow a dead star through the sky. And
she must surrender the vague belief that the
Captain would lead her back to the moun-
tains and to Harry Gloster himself.

She mounted Peter, therefore, and started
sadly away toward the ranch. Three
mighty influences had poured into her life
one after another. Of these, Lee Haines
was dead and Gloster and the Captain were
gone forever. What remained to her was
the dreadful monotony of the ranch life and
the long, sad silences of Buck Daniels.

Peter, swinging on at his smooth canter,
started sharply to the side and doubled his
pace. Out of a hole straight before them
swept a shadow. And, although she could
not make it out, the sudden fear of Peter
caught hold on Joan. She sent him on at
a racing gait, and leaning close to his neck,
jockeyed him ahead. ’

Now hoofbeats sounded behind her and
began to thunder past. She looked over in
astonishment. It was not possible that any
horse could pass Peter so easily.

And then she saw a great black horse
sweeping away into the night before her
without a rider on his back. It was the
Captain!

CHAPTER XXII.
THE GYPSY TRAIL.

F some of her fear left her, her wonder
increased many fold. She shot Peter
straight on, and the good horse worked

at top speed with his ears flagging back,
so great was his effort.

Yet,- blinking through the wind which
that gallop raised, she saw the Captain
swing back again into view, coming past on
her right; then, a moment later, he walked
up on her left—and she understood. He
was using that matchless speed of his liter-
ally to run circles around Peter.

She drew up the gelding and swaited.
It was only a pause of a few seconds. Then
the Captain came flying out of the night
with his mane combed back and his tail
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drawn straight out by the arrowy speed of
his coming.

He shot at poor Peter with gaping mouth
and eyes which, it seemed to Joan, were
devilishly bright. Peter whirled away, and
the great stallion went by, missing them
narrowly. Joan dropped to the ground as
Peter, mastered by terror, darted away with
a flying pair of bridle reins. He was not
pursued.

The Captain, after catapulting past,
swept around in a short circle, sent after the
flying Peter a triumphant neigh, and then
brought up before Joan. He had an advan-
tage of ground which added to his lofty
stature so that he blocked away the stars,
and like stars were his great eves, half
shadowed under a brush of forelock.

Joan, loking up to the giant animal,
laughed joyously. It was more beautiful
than a dream to her. He had followed her
through the night as a dog might have fol-
lowed, and now he let her take him by the
mane and lead him after panicky Peter.

For yonder stood Peter on a swale of
sand, neighing his dread which drew him
one way and his love of his mistress which
urged him in the oposite direction. So she
halted the Captain, then ran on to Peter.

When she had the reins of the gelding
again, looking back with speechless anxiety,
she saw that the Captain had not left the
spot where she had stationed him. He was
watching her with a high head, and Joan
knew now that she could never abandon
him.

With fingers trembling with her haste, she
tore the saddle from Peter and then his
bridle. Then, with a wave of the hand, she
sent him on his way. He, at least, would
not misunderstand that signal. He would
never stop running until he was outside the
gate to his corral at home and there he
would wait until Buck Daniels came out in
the morning.

Dragging the trappings with her, she went
back to the Captain. Under his head she
dropped them in a pile and let him investi-
gate. He was not at all pleased, it was plain
to see.

First he sniffed at the saddle and bridle,
rank with the sweat of Peter. He even
pawed at them disdainfully, tumbling them
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Every moment her happiness was increas-
ing, and she had a feeling that she had been
cut away, at last, from restraints which she
hated and that she was being launched on
the road which was truly her road because
her father had traveled it before her. Where
it would lead her she could not guess; and
because she could not guess it was a double
delight.

Conscience was not a small power in her,
but when once one has turned one’s back
on conscience the chase is long before it
overtakes one. So it was with Joan. Al-
though she knew that duty led her back
toward Buck Daniels there was something
far stronger than duty which carried her
toward the mountains.

Hour after hour the desert flowed be-
neath them. They began to wind among
low foothills. At last a dim scent of pines
began to blow toward her from the upper
reaches of the slopes and, as the dawn be-
gan to grow gray, they came to a pleasant
spot. Here a stream trickled around the
shoulder of a hill, dropped away in a musi-
cal cascade, and formed beneath in a deep
pool, still black with night, although the
upper peaks were beginning to grow out into
the day.

Around the little lake there was a small
meadow rich with grass, and the meadow
was bordered n turn with shrubs and little
stunted evergreens. Here she stopped.

The Captain had no objection. When
the saddle was removed he went down to
the water and drank before she could pre-
vent him. But he took only a few swallows
and turned away to the grass. Peter, she
knew, if he had been as hot, would have
buried his head to the eyes and drunk
enough to make himself sick, but the Cap-
tain needed no human wisdom to teach him
how best to care for himself.

In the meantime she must prepare for
her own breakfast, and it was a simple mat-
ter. Buck Daniels himself had taught her
to carry fishing tackle always with her when
she rode out, as well as the meager roll of a
blanket wrapped in the slicker behind her
saddle.

So she rigged a2 hook and line on a
straight stick which she cut, and sat down
on a stone by the pool to try her luck.
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She had a bite almost at once, and then
another.

And in her excitement she quite forgot
that she was fishing for food and not for
sport until a shadow fell across the water
before her, and she looked up to find that
the Captain had left his grass and come
over to watch the game.

CHAPTER XXIII.
“ YOU AIN’T NO KILLER!”

HREE times the pursuers came agamn
upon the trail of Harry Gloster. And
then they lost it, but not until the

sheriffs of four counties, with their posses,
had taken their fling at him, singlv and
united.

For one thing, it would have been a
feather in any man’s cap to have taken
him. His record included a double killing;
the suggestion, which was believed far and
wide, that he was a member of the old
Haines gang, and a jail break at the ex-
pense of so famous a custodian of the law
as Sim Hargess. But fame was not all that
would be gained by his capture.

His career had caught the public eye. He
had been near to destruction so many times
that men began to feel that he enjoved
a charmed life. And, all in the space of a
comparatively few hours, the reward which
was offered for his apprehension dead or
alive grew by leaps and by bounds.

Any rancher who numbered his cattle by
the thousand could afford (o bring his name
to attention by adding a few hundreds to
the reward. It passed ten thousand dol-
lars. The entire section of desert and moun-
tains went wild with the man hunt fever.

A slug of lead which cost a few cents
would make some lucky man the possessor
of a small fortune, to say nothing of reputa-
tion which might easily lead him into office
as sheriff of some unquiet county. Crack
shots mounted upon their best horses liter-
ally swarmed out by the score. There was
no trail too obscure for their notice. They
combed the nooks and crannies.

And yet Gloster shook them off. He
managed it by a clever move, although he
did not at all consider it as a wise measure
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“T1 know how she tried to bail you out,”
he said at last. “I know that you’d been
sneaking around seeing her by night. But
how come you to be trailing her now in-
stead of running hell-bent north or south
to save your rotten hide?”

“ Look here,” said Gloster, ¢ did it ever
pop into your head that maybe I didn’t kill
my two old partners up there at the mine,
but that I come home from hunting and
found ’em lying there dead, and then cut
and run for it because I knew that the blame
would be sure to fall on me?”

“ What?” growled Daniels. “ D’you
figure me for a downright fool, Gloster?”

“If I’d been out to kill, would I have
wasted time working with my fists to get
out of the mess Haines and I tumbled into
when we broke out of the jail?”

Buck Daniels started to answer, changed
his mind, and finally said:

“ Put down your hands. I got to think
things over. It ain’t nothing that you've
said that makes me want time for consid-
ering, It’s just—what would I do with you
if I took you along?”

“ Maybe that reward sort of bothers you
—wouldn’t know what to do with it?” Glos-
ter grinned.

But there was no mirth in the eyes of
Daniels. He was staring at Harry Gloster
with a sort of wistful wonder.

“ Gloster,” he said at last, “ there ain't
nobody in the world that I got so much
cause for hating. But somehow when I'm
here looking at you, I can’t keep on hating.
T suppose that you're crooked as a snake—
but you look straight.”

“ The only crooked things I've ever done
was swiping the horses that I had to have
to save my hide once I started running,”
said his captive. “ That was where I was
a fool—in running like that!”

“ Maybe you were right, though. It
would of looked black against vou.”

“ No. If I’d stood my ground everybody
would of remembered that I couldn’t shoot
straight enough with a revolver to scare a
jackrabbit twenty yvards away.”

For a long moment Daniels bit his lip
and studied his captive, staring steadily at
his feet and then flashing quick glances up
to his face. Suddenly he tossed across the
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revolver which he had taken from the big
man.
“ There’s your gun,” he said.

And then he watched, catlike, and saw
Gloster deliberately shoving the revolver
down into the holster. A man who knows
horses will judge another’s ability to ride
by the very way he swings into the saddle.
A man who knows how to handle a revolver
for a quick draw can tell one of his peers
by the way he handles the weapon even in
the most insignificant motions. For a
heavy weapon runs lightly over the very fin-
ger tips of the expert. Buck Daniels had
been an expert in his day. He watched
closely. the manner in which that gun was
restored to the holster. Then he stepped
forward with arm outstretched.

“ Gloster,” he said, “you’re straight.
You ain’t no killer. And I'm mighty sorry
for the cussing I give you a while back.”

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE FORCES OF EVIL.

T had been a stiff climb upward, and Joe
Macarthur halted his horse at the mouth
of the crevice which cut the mountain-

side. It was a long raw gash which divided
the mountain to its top, some four hundred
or five hundred feet above, and apparently

" water could not have cut the gorge, for

the sides were a mass of squared.bowlders
and great rising steps almost as inaccessible
as the face of a cliff.

It appeared that here the rock fold had
vawned asunder and had remained in this
fashion unchanged since the day of its mak-
ing. Half a dozen mountain sheep were
feeding in the scant pasture at the bottom
of the cafion. When Macarthur appeared
the wild things apparently showed that
there was no interior exit to the gorge, for,
instead of running in, they began to mount
the cliff face itself with great dexterity.
They attacked it with a rush and sprang
up its perpendicular front as if the rocks
were iron and their feet strong magnets.
Neither did their strength give out, but
they went up the five hundred foot ascent
as though they were being jerked along by
great cables strung from above.
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had thought of that before, but the thought
of a retreat through so thickly populated a
region was not encouraging. They might
blow the safe to smithereens, but as for
a get-away, with hundreds of angry farm-
ers taking rifles and blocking the way to
the moutains—that put a very sad face to
the affair. However, if Joe Macarthur had
really been able to arrange a “ plant,” that
was quite another matter.

“ Tt 1l be the last job youlll ever have
to do, Fatty,” Macarthur continued coolly.
He had touched Fatty at another sensitive
point. For as flesh grew upon him, a pound
a month, Fatty had realized long since that
he must not hope to continue a roving life
forever. And he had a favorite dream
tucked away into a corner of his heart of
buying a small ranch somewhere—some-
where farther north than the noise of his
fame had ever spread, say, and there set-
tling down to peace and plenty.

Ah, how his tender flesh ached at the
thought of soft feather beds and a wide
armed easy chair! His dream was still
misty in his eyes as he looked up into the
face of Macarthur again.

Come on in, Joe. All you got to do is to
make the boys feel pretty sure that you
mean what you say, and that you ain’t
tryving to double cross ’em for a reward.”

“ Double cross? Listen, Fatty, what
sort of a life do I figure to fit into except
one with a gang of boys like you and the
rest?”

- And Fatty, looking up, could not but
agree.

The gorge narrowed as they went, but
now opened into a strange hollow chopped
out of the head of the mountain. It was
a basin of some seven or eight acres sur-
rounded by five hundred feet cliffs to the
east and other walls sloping down until, to
the west, the barrier was hardly ten paces
high. There were clusters of pines here
and there, a little stream running from a
spring to a pool against the western cliff
without visible outlet, and several acres of
rich pasture.

What Macarthur saw last in the hollow
was a cabin among the trees, built at ran-
dom of squared logs and unsquared, of
piled rocks and of rocks laid in courses. It
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was a mysterious hodgepodge such as-might
have been thrown together by a madman
with a giant’s strength. For in spite of
its singular mixture of building materials,
it appeared strong and lasting, and although
every wind that stooped into the hollow was
sure to send a hundred drafts thro?lgh a
hundred chinks in the crazy walls, yet the
strongest of winds could not knock it over
like the house of cards it appeared.

The interior was as strange as the ex-
terior. It had been used always as a tem-
porary residence, and yet it had been used
very often and sometimes for extended pe-
riods so that the upper timbers and wall
surfaces of the big room—for one large
chamber occupied the majority of the floor
space—were blackened with many coatings
of soot which had drifted up to them from
the fire which smoked in the exact center of
the room.

There was no chimney except an irregular
hole which had been broken through the
roof as if at the last moment those who had
built the house remembered that it must
have a fire in it, and had made this prep-
aration. There was no stove, no oven. In-
stead, a circle of fire blackened stones of
many sizes surrounded the smoking coals.
Some of these stones, heated by the fire,
had been touched by a fall of cold water
and had split apart; the white belly of
one showed like a streak of paint among the
sooty rocks.

As for furniture, there was little in the
house save the saddles and bridles which
hung from pegs along the wall or had been
thrown aside carelessly in the corner. There
was, however, what seemed to be the bottom
of a wrecked buckboard-—though it was
strange indeed that the most durable buck-
board in the world could ever have been
driven to this point in the wilderness. This
fragment now served as the top to a table,
the legs of which were four great rocks, each
a burden for two men to lift.

Around this table, on other stones, sat
four solemn men. Their faces and charac-
ters were so unusual that one might have
skimmed all the villainy in the wild West
without finding a more dangerous quartet,
and justice should be done to each in turn.

Foremost in avoirdupois was Babe
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Cooney, a swarthy skinned man so smooth-
ly shaven, always, that in some lights his
face seemed to have the texture and luster
of youth. He was not more than thirty,
perhaps, at the most, but the double batter-
ing of years and a hard life had reduced
him! The lines around his mouth and eyes
would have done credit to his elder by
twenty years. And there was a cynical life-
lessness in his eyes such as usually does
not come until later middle age, at the ear-
liest—not a scorn of the world and the
people he found in it, so much as profound
weariness with what he had met.

He was a bulky fellow and it could be
seen that he had put his strength, at one
period in his life, to an effective use. His
nose was hammered out of shape and ap-
peared to be spongy, as if there were no
bone in it, his grin was made horrible by
the absence of several of his front teeth,
and his right ear was that mass of fleshy

- convolutions which has adorned so many of
the heroes of the ring and which is called
a‘“ cauliflower.”

There were other signs, also, that he had
been of the profession of the squared circle.
His body was a great wedge of which the
spreading shoulders were the base and the
feet the apex. He tapered sharply to the
hips and still more sharply from the hips
to the feet, so that the lower part of his
legs were comparatively as meager as the
Jegs of a goat. And yet above the waist he
was a giant.

However long it had been since he stood
on the canvas and scuffed the rosin under
the soles of his fighting shoes, he still had
a certain dexterity of hand which showed
in his gestures. And he had a way of look-
ing people searchingly squarely in the eye
which is learned by pugilists; for the good
warrior with the gloves looks into the eyes
of his foe and sees all the rest by intuition
and from the corners of his eyes,

Such was Babe Cooney. If he had been
carved in two, each half would have been

* as large as his left-hand neighbor at the
table. This was “ Sliver ” Martin. The
Sliver was so named because the word was
most appropriate. All of his body was
shrunken skin and bone. When he lowered
his eyes, his face was the face of a cadaver.
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There was purple of cold under his cheek
bones. His eyelids were puffy and red, and
all the flesh around his mouth was sunken.
To make his leanness more ominous, his
hands and feet were of huge size. Even
the bulky fist of Babe Cooney would have
been lost inside the claws of the Sliver.

To the left of Sliver appeared Lew Cam-
bridge. Lew made a strange appearance
with an abnormally small head and a large
body. The face had one large feature,
which was the enormous nose, overshadow-
ing all else, the childish mouth, the dwarfed
and slanted forehead. In the expanse of
those wide shoulders the head seemed like
that of an infant.

The huge body of Lew Cambridge was
his chief interest in life. He was a self-
conscious athlete. His setting-up exercises
were gone through religiously night and
morning. He studied the growth of his
biceps as another studies the growth of his
millions.

He was one of those omnipotent men who
can do anything. He could pitch horse-
shoes, walk on his hands, chin himself with
one hand, run, climb, fight, wrestle, throw a
knife, do gun tricks—in fact, anything
which asked for steady nerves or strong
muscles or both he felt to be in his special
province. Now and then he arose from the
chair and walked about the room, stretch-
ing himself to keep deadly cramps and
chills out of his muscles.

The fourth and last member of the group
was quite different from the other three.
Although each of these was remarkable
enough, and each was formidable in mind
and appearance, one felt that Dud Rainey
was most distinctly out of place. He was
such a man, in appearance, as one finds
about a university, seated in study rooms,
delving into postgraduate courses, heaping
up degrees for no purpose and constantly
gathering materials for constantly unwritten
books.

He had a towering and nobly formed fore-
head, beneath which his bloodshot eyes
blinked behind strong glasses. His cheeks
were thin and pale to match the deep fur-
rows of thought that creased his forehead.
The weight of his head was poorly sup-
ported by a scrawny neck and a hollow
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er alarming amount of what had to be
classed as bad debts.

His total assets, including stock, fixtures
and bills receivable, failed to meet the lia-
bilities by about a thousand dollars, and
after allowing for outstanding accounts that
would probably never be collected, the bal-
ance against him went up several hundred
dollars more. To be added to that were
several other hundred dollars of sundry
house bills unpaid. On the whole, there-
fore, young Mr. Kendrick Gardiner had
little cause to feel encouraged over the re-
sults of his figuring.

“I’'m a rotten business man,” he con-
ceded bitterly. *“I’'m just a plain darned
fool—to start with a paying proposition like
this, and let it get away from me without
sven a decent struggle. Wonder what
Loris will think? I might as well tell her
to-night and get the agony over with. The
longer T put it off, the harder it will be on
me—and on her, too.”

Ken was not himself that evening at din-
ner; very decidedly off form, unnerved as
he was by the thought of the unpleasant
interview that must soon take place. Loris,
of course, noticed this, and was puzzled—
perhaps even a little hurt. She had tried
to have an extra good meal, and Ken,
contrary to his usual custom, hardly seemed
aware of what he was eating.

“ What's the matter, Ken?” she asked
anxiously. “ Youre not ill, are you,
dear?”

“ I'm not sick, Loris, but there’s plenty
the matter,” he replied soberly, pushing
away his plate. ““ I'm sorry to have spoiled
your wonderful dinner, and I could kick
myself that I must make you unhappy. But
the thing has got to be faced.”

“ What is it, Ken?" she cried, her blue
eyes opening wide in alarm.

“ Come on in the living room with me—
T don’t want any dessert—and I’ll tell you,”
he said. “ I'm afraid you'll hate me when
T've finished.”

“ Nothing could make me do anything
but love you, Ken,” Loris whispered gently,
and her arms went up around his neck.
“ But come along, dear. I—I'm terribly
worried.”

They went into the living room, where
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Loris pushed her husband into a big chair,
perching on the arm beside him.

‘“ Start in, Ken,” she prompted, running
her fingers affectionately through his hair.

“ Well, to make a long story short—I'm
a failure,” he confessed miserably.

“ What do you mean?” was her quick
demand; and thereupon Ken proceeded to
make the short story long, not omitting any
of the gory details.

She listened attentively, with no ques-
tions or comments.

“ So you see, Loris,” he concluded glum-
ly, “ I'm a total loss as a business man.”

Loris said nothing, until finally the si-
lence became unbearable.

“ Well?” Ken ventured. “ Of course, I
wouldn’t expect you to understand much
about it—credit, and all that—but you can
probably get enough of an idea to appre-
ciate that I'm in the hole. Why don’t you
say something?”

“You must have a perfectly splendid
opinion of me, Kendrick,” she spoke up at
length—almost harshly. That and her use
of the full edition of his name showed Ken
that she was angry. “ So you've thought
all the time that I was nothing but an
empty headed, fluffy ruffles butterfly! No
brains at all—just a fondness for luxuries
and pretty clothes where my brains ought
to be!”

Her voice fairly curled in scorn as the
words dripped out. Then Loris leaped from
the arm of the chair to face him.

“ You never said a word about the busi-
ness,” she declared accusingly. ¢ Whenever
I've been to the store it always looked
prosperous, and anyway the times I was
there were when no one would expect a rush
of trade. Why didn’t you tell me?> Do you
think I could have gone on spending money
if T knew that you had financial difficulties
to worry about?

“ Look at those pumps!” She thrust
forward a daintily shod foot for Ken’s in-
spection. ¢ Twelve dollars—and I could
have found a pair that would look almost
as nice for six fifty. Five dollars for the
silk “stockings, instead of one seventy-five.
Eight dollars for this silk blouse. And last
week I spent ten dollars for a—a "—Loris
broke off, blushing; she had not been mar-
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the rest—‘ and that nothing would stand
between us any more. I believed that,
then, but I know now that I lied.”

“ 1 knew,” she said faintly, ¢ that it was
all just a dream. That it couldn't come
true.”

“ I’ve almost turned my corner,” he said,
“only to find that there are other more
dangerous corners still ahead. So I've
come to say good-by. It’s the onlv decent
thing I can say to you. I find I love you
too much to do anything else.”

“You found ”—she broke off, and in
her heart a sudden flooding up of sympa-
thy for him momentarily drowned out her
own bleak loneliness — “ you found that
after all it was ruin?”

Eldoras shook his head.

“ No,” he answered, “ I've almost done
the thing T undertook, but it’s only to real-
ize that it’s not enough. I'm about to dis-
charge a debt. That was what I was hint-
ing at all along. That discharge will strip
me to the last farthing; but that’s not the
point. There are dollars enough where the
other dollars came from.

“T've tried my financial wings, and start-
ing debt free I shouldn’t fear the future—
except for one thing., That’s the thing that
makes it necessary to tell you good-by—
to try to live without you.”

“The muysterious obstacle?” she ques-
tioned with a puzzled attentiveness, and he
nodded his head slowly.

He met her eyes so directly and un-
flinchingly that his gaze beld her own and
then he said: “ I'm an escaped convict, and
until things happen, which may never hap-
pen—until a pardon clears my future—I
have, ahead of me, the endless possibility
of recapture—and of being a convict
again.”

Edith Page flinched back as if a giant
wave had broken its weight of water against
her. Slowly her eyes dilated while they
gazed into his, and as she read what she
saw there she felt suddenly sure that this
self-accusation was a matter of words—of
technical definitions, perhaps, but not of
moral uncleanness. Somehow she was defi-
nitely sure, that though he might be a con-
victed felon he was essentially straight.

A sense of wonderment overcame her as

125

she realized that she fully trusted this man
now, for the first time, when he stood there
declaring himself a convicted criminal, and
that she had never been able to give him
her whole faith before when every outward
seeming was that of rectitude.

What the process was she could not say.
It did not matter. Intuition—revelation—
or whatever else it might be, it carried its
certainty with it.

She waited for words of self-justification
and excuse, and when none came, she found
herself making the declaration for him.

“You are innocent,” she said simply,
but the man shook his head.

“No, I was guilty,” he corrected her.
“ But it was like a seizure of delirium—in
my early youth—and as I look back on it
now the boy who did it seems a stranger.
That’s no excuse. It’s purely academic,
of course. I was sent to prison. The two
older accessories who used me as their cat’s-
paw escaped with the sixty thousand dol-
lars T had stolen.”

“You — stole sixty thousand dollars?”
It was an incredulous whisper.

“T stole it—and I got not one cent of
it. Not even enough to hire a cheap law-
yer for my preliminary hearing; but that
wasn’t all. The corner I spoke of turning
was the repayment — anonymously, of
course—of every cent of that defalcation,
principal and interest, from that day to
this. .

“1 have reached the corner. In a few
days more I shall have not one cent in the
world—Dbut also I shall not owe a cent.

“ They—the other two—got the money
and enjoved it—and you went to prison
and paid it back!” she exclaimed in a low
voice burdened with sympathy, appearing
to lose all sight of his confessed guilt.
“ But when you have paid it back, isn’t the
thing cancelled?”’

He shook his head.

“No,” he told her. “ The only crime of
which T was guilty—though God knows
that was enough—was robbery, and for the
robbery I am about ready to make full res-
titution. But the crime for which I was
convicted was—" He paused, then said
harshly—* was manslaughter—and of that
I was as innocent as you are.”
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“ Who—who—" Her veice faltered, but
her eyes held his gaze steadily.

“ The chauffeur of the taxicab in which
we planned to make way with the maney.
An accidental shot from my weapon killed
him.”

“YWhat ”-——she hesitated, and then her
voice gained confidence — “ what depend-
ents did he have?”

“ A mother only. I'm glad you asked.
The first thing I did after escaping from
prison was to try to find her, but I found
she had died. Pesple living in the same
tenement said that aiter her son’s death
she lived even better than before, so she
couldn’t have been entirely dependent on
him.”

“QOh, I knew you would think first of
that old woman! And it was an accidental
shot—"

“Yes; and for an offense which I really
never committed I am still officially a con-
viet in Sing Sing. I mean that's my legal
status, and that would be my actual status
if any one, whom I couldn’t trust with my
life, knew the story I'm telling you now.”

“ Your story,” she said, as she came oever
and laid a light hand on his arm, “is safe
with me. You know that?”

“Yes, T know that. Moreover I know
that the chance of discovery nas become
more and more remote until it’s no longer
likely. I lived through torture until I
reached the point where 1 felt that ghost
was laid—but at last it seemed laid. It
didn’t baunt me any more. Now that ghost
has risen again. Now it does haunt me.”

“ Why?” gasped Edith Page, and the
man’s eyes narrowed with suffering because
he knew that in this guise of the unfortu-
nate he had come back unchallenged into
her heart—and he must wrench himself
out of it again.

“ From the days when I first dared move
about openly,” he said, *from the days
when I stopped skulking like a bunted
beast, I've had and held to a clear-cut
plan. There was nothing self-righteous
about it, because it was only common sense.
1 knew that T was convicted because ¥ was
teo poor and too broken in spirit to fight
for fairness.

“A man was killed; a compagy was
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robbed, and I, who was guilty of one of
those ielonies, stood there easy to convict
of both. It was as if the district attorney
were singing a tune, ‘ We really must jail
some one, and it might as well be you.’
Sc they jailed me—ifor the more serious
ciime of which I was innocent, and dropped
the lesser, of which I was guilty.”

“ And you didn’t even have a confidant!”

*“There was ne one to take up the cudg-
els for me. The company believed in my
guilt—as was natural enough. So when I
made my get-away—"’

He paused and the girl shuddered.

“When I made my get-away,” he con-
tinued, “ I resolved to earn enough to pay
back in full the stolen funds. That would
not clear my record in any legal sense, but
it would clear my conscience. That was the
corner I had to turn. I have just reached
its accomplishment.” :

* And until you could tell me that,” she
whispered softly, “ vou kept your secret.
Until you could bring me a slate washed
clean!”

George Eldoras closed his eyes for an in-
stant as if he dared not trust them to remain
open on the sudden enveloping tenderness
of her own. Then with brows drawn into
a scowl of difficult mental focus, he went en
almost harshly:

“ Even yet, dearest, vou don’t quite un-
derstand. 1 haven’t come to offer you a
cleaned slate, but to say good-by—hecause
I bave no other course. For God's sake, let
me finish the wretched storv. It’s one I've
been rehearsing myself all night and all day
to tell you—and Heaven only knows
whether I can ever work myself up to the
point of atterpting it again.”

“Go on,” she murmured, “I'm listen-
ing_”

“ I'm not going to try to make you under-
stand the inferno of those prison days,” he
dectared. 1 don’t want you teo know its
miasma even at second hand. I don’t want
you to see the twisted working of a bey’s
mind, warped by bitterness into prison
melanchelia.

“You see, a deluston went with me. It
happened that the exact thing that caused
my arrest and conviction was an effort to
pull out of the crime—a belated effort that
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which gave them a flamelike vividness of
beauty. Animation transfigured her to the
glory of an Amazon or a Valkyrie.

She came over to him as he stood with
drooping shoulders and caught his arms
in her hands. )

“You are two men,” she declared tensely,
“and I don’t even knew the name of one
of them. That first man committed a crime
and paid for it.” He went his way.

“The other has proved, with every
chance against him, that he can take back
and hold his lost place in the world. He’s
my man and I mean to hold that place with
him!”

¢ The second man,” he interrupted, strug-
gling to keep his arms rigid at his sides,
““may at any moment become the first
again, Anything that his finger tips touch
may register the recorded signature of the
felon,”

“1 know your history,” she caid, * and
what chances you take are mine to take,
too. I told you I couldnt carry my life
into the betting ring. That was because
you seemed to me a trifler.”

“ And now,” he reminded her grimly, “1I
stand self-confessed, a criminal.”

She waved aside the logic of that declara-
tion with a magnificent disdain.

“ Not a trifler, though.” she insisted, “1
couldn’t play with infatuation when some-
thing else seemed mere important to you
than I did. But the dangers tha: lie before
you now are dangers I mean to face with
you. This fight is not just yours—it’s ours.
The one thing you shall never say to me is
¢ Good-by.” "

Eldoras kept his arms rigid for a mio-
ment which he thought was an hour. He
could feel her breath faintly on his face as
she laoked up into it.

Then his brain became dizzy in a haze
of joy. He clasped her close and felt her
lips meet his.

He seemed to hear orchestrations that
came from the vast distances ¢f the stars
set to her whispered words: * We fight to-
gether, you and 1.”

Perhaps it was some time later or per-
haps it was immediately. He did not know.
But their feet were on the ground again
and she was once more steady eyed.
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“You will go ahead with your plan of
restitution,” she was saying. “ You and I
don't need the sixty thousand in the bank.
You're still the man who earned it and you
can earn another sixty thousand. But
through those same intermediaries that you
use in paying it back you must work for a
pardon for that other man—what was his
name?”

*“ His name,” he informed her gravely,
‘“ was Challon—George Challon.”

“ We must clear George Challon’s repu-
tation,” she announced with a charming un-
reason of conildence, “ but that we will do
together.”

** Sometimes,” he said with a break in his
voice, *a man gets a glimpse through the
fog and sees the goodness of God—and I
think it’s generally in a woman’s face.”

He drew himself away after that and
shook his head. “ You said that when I
first took you in my arms you couldn’t
think—that only your heart could be heard.
What chance have 1 to keep my brain on
guard and my resolution awake when you
kiss me?”

His mouth twisted itself into a wry smile,

“ Still,” he went on, “ my determination
must stand. Only when the ghosts of the
past are laid beyond chance of resurrection
—only when the danger of meeting some
one round the corner is ended can I let you
marry me, I can work for that, fight for
that, with no secrets between us—hut until
then—"

* Until then, dear,” she interrupted, “ I
can wait, too, if that’s your edict. But
we wait and work together.”

Prescott Barrows was whistling blithely
as he dressed. P. B. Pettigrew, whose toilet
was simpler and more quickly accomplished
since it involved only bathing and changing
from night pajamas to day pajamas, sat
morosely regarding him.

The younger man had given more than
his wonted scrupulous care to his attire this
morning and now bhe appeared almost
vouthfully debonnair, with a flower in his
lapel. Breakfast was served as had be-
come customary under the new dispensation,
in the study upstairs, and when it had been
cleared away and Yates had disappeared

8 A
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ridden to my destination—not until you
reached it in docility. With those checks
unindorsed, I have nothing to say. Use
your telephone or use your pen.” '

Slowly the man began indorsing the
checks, and while he did so Edith Page
came in, received some casual instructions,
and went quietly out again.

At last the old man laid down his pen
and shoved the papers across.

“ There,” he said bleakly. “ I'm ruined
—and God knows I'm tired! I wish I'd
had the temperament to defy you and go to
prison. I'd rather see that money thrown
out on the streets for the mob to scramble
after than to let you enjoy it; but I couldn’t
choose my robber, and I couldn’t change my
nature.”

“ T wonder,” suggested Barrows musing-
ly, “ whether you would have found it any
easier if the profit had gone to the other
pal you bilked—the one who had to sweat
it out in jail.”

“ At least,” declared Pettigrew wearily,
“ he’d have been entitled to it; to some of
it, anyhow.”

“That is precisely the point I have
sought more than once to impress upon
you,” observed the other. “ As for me, I
practiced the art of infamy in various as-
pects in the old days, but only once did
I fail to keep my faith with a fellow crook.
That was when you made it impossible.”

“ And so,” sneered Pettigrew, ¢ you have
collected in his stead—in manifold increase
—and have kept it all for your conscience
smitten self.”

“Tt is you, not I, Pro Bono,” came the
calm rejoinder, “ who has boasted of an
awakening to the higher things of life. It
is you who have given your moral support
to civic reform—and who have contributed
in infinitely smaller degree your financial
support.” '

“Jt is you,” flared back the target of
this sarcasm, ¢ who has reiterated maudlin
sentimentalities about the young degenerate
who wasn’t shrewd enough to escape the
consequences of his act.”

Prescott Barrows held the cigarette in his
long fingers and sat regarding its smoke.
1t was an attitude which Pettigrew had by
this time come to know. It was like an

\
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underscoring of written words, and it meant
that his next speech, couched in casual
blandness, would carry some particular and
trenchant significance.

“It is 1,” said Barrows, “ who unader-
took the most bizarre robbery New York
has yet seen. It is I who was ready to
pay what the venture cost, if you ever
summoned up courage enough to go down
with me into ruin.

“It is I who gambled my liberty and
even my life—who stood ready to kill you
if need be to accomplish this mad object.
And I did it, not for my own profit, as
you have assumed wrongly, but as the agent
for that boy who got a raw deal and who
has the right to some substantial recom-
pense.”

“ As the agent—for that boy!”

“ Yes, as his agent. Unauthorized, of
course, and without his knowledge. 1 have
my own slightly soiled code of ethics, and
its one inviolable commandment is that a
man shall stick by his own crew. That
boy blocked my efforts to inquire about him
—but that was natural enough. He made
me so investigation shy that I don’t even
know, at this moment, whether he is alive
or dead—but I assume that he is still liv-
ing, if you call it living—with a number
instead of a name. Perhaps it’s safe now
to inaugurate fresh inquiries. If I find
he’s dead—and that it’s too late to help
him—"

He broke off there and fell into such in-
trospective engrossment that Pettigrew had
to prompt him.

“ What if you do find that?”

“ Then two-thirds of what is realized
from your estate shall go into a fund for
the assistance of like cases—and the other
third shall go back to you. I myself shan’t
touch a filthy cent of it.”

Pettigrew was sitting up straight now
and gasping in astonishment.

“ And if you find he’s alive?” he de-
manded tensely.

“ Then every cent shall be put at his
disposal—through attorneys who can con-
duct such a proceeding under cover of con-
fidential privilege. It shall be applied first
to wiping out the debt to the company he
robbed—then to working for his pardon—
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of your pet holy rollers and uplifters are
close to the Governor. And then—”

“ Then what?”

“Then if need be I can confess—as to
how the taxicab driver was really killed.”

“ You confess!”

Barrows smiled. “ Not in the person of
Prescott Barrows, of course, but as Cate-
well, who has been dead ever since he was
lost off the ocean liner by accident or sui-
cide.”

“ How can a man confess a decade and
more after death?>”

“ Perhaps,” suggested Barrows, speak-
ing thoughtfully as if lost in reminiscence,
“since it was always a moot question
whether it was an accident or a suicide,
it may be reasonably concluded that it was
the latter. Perhaps that unfortunate man,
feeling the police net of two continents was
drawing close about him, resolved on the
escape of self-destruction and, having
reached that melancholy determination,
wished to clear his less guilty comrade.”

“ Then why didn’t that confession turn
up vears ago?”

“ It is conceivable,” went on the other
still absently, “ that the thing was turned
over, with other less important papers, to
a friend who failed to discover it until now.
Leave that to me. The point, Pro Bono, is
this: are you with me as a sharer in my
plan—and my own small, individual com-
petency; or are you against me—with noth-
ing at all?”

CHAPTER XXIIIL.

RIVAL RESTITUTIONS,

HE office of Jacob Reiter is finished
in Circassian walnut, and one enter-
ing it has the impression of such

elegant surroundings as might fittingly
pertain to a royal council chamber or the
sanctum of a motion picture magnate. In
this spacious cubicle Mr. Reiter presides
over a concern of financial rating as im-
pressive as himself and his background. On
this morning he was figuring the card sert
in from one of the anterooms and waiting
for the arrival of the gentleman whom the
card announced.
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As that personage appeared Mr. Reiter
arose from his seat before the Circassian
walnut desk, for the visitor was as august
a figure at the local bar as was his present
host in local finance—and when one uses
the word “local ” with reference to New
York, one might almost substitute national
or international.

“ Ah, Mr. Dubois,” greeted Mr. Reiter
affably, “ 1 believe you had something to
say to me in person? Have that chair and
won’t you light a cigar?”

Mr. Dubois smiled and sat down,

“ I've come to you on a mission which is
rather beyond the scope of the ordinary,”
he admitted, “ and I represent clients who,
for the time being, prefer to remain un-
named.”

“ Whatever your mission,” replied the
manager of the concern, meeting smile with
smile, © your welcome is assured.”

*“Thank you. I believe, some years
back, you had in your employ a youth by
the name of Challon?”

“We had. We used the youngster as a
pay roll messenger, and he decamped with
sixty thousand dollars, incidentally killing
a taxicab driver in the course of the opera-
tion. He was subsequently sent up for
manslaughter.”

Mr. Dubois nodded. ¢ The description
fits,” he affirmed.  There can be no doubt
that he’s the employee I had in mind. I've
come to see you, on behalf of clients who
have grown interested in that boy-—for he
was a boy then at least. I am empowered
to make full restitution for that theft. My
instructions are to pay not only the princi-
pal of the defalcation, but also its accrued
interest to date, but to those instructions
attaches one proviso.”

“And that is?” inquired Mr. Reiter
suavely.

“ Inasmuch as the defendant was at that
time of tender age, and evidently overper-
suaded by vicious confederates of a greater
maturity, his turpitude is to be somewhat
discounted. Also he has served many years
of purishment in prison—and for these rea-
sons we ask that when you are entirely re-
imbursed, you use your influence in press-
ing a plea for his pardon.”

Mr. Reiter frowned and sat noncommit-
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announced, “ in that it imposed no condi-
tions and was contingent on no terms. It
purported to come from a man who was
an escaped convict; who offered to pay in
full, and who hoped that he might look to
us for aid in gaining a pardon—but who
was ready to pay unconditionally—whether
we helped him or not.”

The speaker paused and pursed his lips.
“ Possibly I overstate the case,” he amend-
ed carefully. “He did request of us the
understanding that we should not join in
the chase; that we should not seek to pene-
trate his anonymity. But he did not re-
quire that we should work for his pardon,
though his counsel stated candidly that
when he paid us he would stand absolutely
penniless,”

Mr. Dubois cleared his throat again. He
nodded his head understandingly.

“This condition of affairs,” he an-
nounced, ¢ is a thing of which I knew noth-
ing. 1 feel sure that it is a thing of which
my clients were equally in ignorance. I
must assert, none the less, that my clients
do not suffer in the comparison. Your
other proposition came from the man him-
self, speaking for himself. Mine comes
from the purses of generosity—not from
any injured conscience or the war chest of
accessories.”

Mr. Dubois straightened in his chair.
He spoke the truth so far as he knew it.
He radiated the liberality of principals
whom he supposed to be taking up, without
obligation, the burdens of another.

“ My clients seek to come to the assist-
ance of a young man who in his boyhood
made a serious mistake which involved him
in criminality and its consequences. Un-
less they can so serve him their generosity
fails, They owe your company nothing,
and if they choose to assume this onerous
debt, it must be in consideration of gaining
for that unfortunate the high prize of lib-
erty and a chance to rehabilitate his life.”

He rounded out his sentence sonorously,
and with a quiet gesture of authority and
set feeling that, for a man ambushed by
surprise, he had retrieved himself rather
well. Mr. Reiter also appeared of that
opinion, for he inclined his head in af-
firmation.

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

“ We can’t accept double payment,” he
stated calmly, “ but, if you are interested
in knowing it, I may say to you that what-
ever influence we can bring to bear toward
executive clemency is already under way.”

“1 shall carry that report to my clients,”
announced the lawyer, rising with dignity,
“but I fancy that the matter has now re-
solved itself without their further interven-
tion.”

Suddenly Mr. Reiter sat forward in his
chair.

“ Don’t discourage them!” he exclaimed
vehemently. “If, as you say, they have
been going forward out of sympathy and
humanity, I imagine the opportunity still
lies open. If noble impulse actuates them,
the stage is set for their entrance. That
money that was stolen from us will be re-
paid within a few days. With the major
sum will come the interest—and then the
young ex-criminal who has been working to
pay it back will stand naked to the winds of
poverty.”

“ T have not been authorized,” suggested
the attorney cautiously, “to take up any
point beyond the restitution of the money
stolen with interest added.”

‘“ As you like,” snapped out the other man
tartly, “ but if the motive was that which
you asserted; generosity—then your clients
are just starting.” Abruptly the speaker
became facetious. “ So far as I can see, this’
man is coming out of it not only clean, but
cleaned.

“ He'll go home in a barrel, and if the
gentlemen for whom you speak are obsessed
with generosity they might clothe him. At
all events, I'm going to give you the name of
his attorney.”

“Thank you,” acceded Mr. Dubois.
“Tll embody all you've told me in my re-
port.”

That afternoon in the house on Wash-
ington Square North, Mr. Dubois related
the results of his interview.

Pettigrew remained silent, twisting his
hands, and for a while Barrows, too, con-
templated his cigar end.

Suddenly he bent forward.

“ As T understand it,” he said,  the con-
fidential relation of lawyer and client now
applies to us—carrying its privilege?”
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His breast was heaving with a tumult that
bhad swept him beyond the frontier of
sanity.

“They took me,” he panted, “ when I
was untried and weak and vellow. They
hypnotized and debauched me, and flung
me aside to rot in the penitentiary. They
can’t pay me for that with monev—the
only way they can pay me is with bicod—
their own blood!

“ A half million in gold wouldn’t make
up for those rotting vears of lost vouth.
A million in gold wouldn't pay for that half
hour lying in the wet underbrush while the
prison siren screamed its tallvho to the
countryside, that two human beasts had
broken cover—I guess you've never been
hunted or you’d know.

“ Ten millions in gold couldn’t pay for

making the woman I loved think that I had’

thousands for selfish indulgence, but not
ten dollars for a wedding ring!”

He halted again and bent with his face
clutched between bands on which the
knuckles stood out white, his eyes glaring
with the lust to kill.

“ But there’s a way you lawyers can pay
me out in full,” he said chokingly. * Give
me the names of those two men—and let
me have a half hour with them alone. Il
collect, barehanded, and without discount
—and then I'li be ready to go back up the
river—to the green door!”

Herkimer’s eyes met those of the girl.
His lips shaped no words, but the glances
said, “Take the witness.” He himself
turned and went as far away as the narrow
space of the room permitted. He stood
there with his broad back turned, making
the clumsy effort of a big physical pres-
ence to obliterate itself.

Edith Page crossed and dropped on her
knees by the figure that now hulked in its
chair. Her arms went tenderly about the
heaving shoulders, and her hands clasped
themselves behind the bowed head. Her
voice was as low as the echo of a whisper,
but softer.

“ Does revenge mean more to you than
¥ do?” she asked.

George Eldoras slowly raised his face,
and its passionate eyes were red and mad-
dened. Slowly, as one beats his way back
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from delirium to sanity, he looked at her,
first wonderingly and vaguely, then with
gathering preceptions of life’s variable pro-
portions.

“ Nothing means more to me than you,”
he said. “ Nothing can mean as much.”

“ This is pirate gold,” she told him gent-
ly. It was filthy money until you cleaned
it; but I think now it’s purged. You stole
it, as an agent, and you repaid it as a prin-
cipal. ‘These others were late in helping
you, but their consciences are in torment.
They must be in torment.

“Let them ease those consciences.
them do their part.”

“If "—he said brokenly, as one instinc-
tive idea thrust itself persistently through
his confusion, “if these people who pre-
tend to help me were my real friends,
they’d give me the names of those two men
who ruined me.”

“Am I your friend?” she questioned.
“ Do you trust me?”

‘ Great God, how can you ask that?”

“ Then judge the others by me. 1 don't
know who the two are, but I can guess. I
think I could almost tell vou—and I
won’t.”

“Why?” Suddenly he sat up as though
an electric bolt had shot through the welter
of his bewildered agony and lessened its
volume. “ Why won’t you?”

“ Because nothing is to be gained by
your knowing. Because you have one ques-
tion before you now. You must choose be-
tween love—that’s me—and hate—that’s
them.”

Again he clasped his face in his hands
and bent in the torturing torment of inde-
cision.

“ 1 was ready to marry you,” she went
on gently, “ when marrying you meant
sharing your danger. IT'm still ready to
marry you, when it means sharing your
prosperity. Do you take back your of-
fer?”

Suddenly he came to his feet, and his
eyes were burning with a light that wes no
longer agonized. It was as if lightning had
clarified the cloud-rack. Edith Page smiled
her Mona Lisa smile.

“Will you marry me—now?” he de-
manded almost fiercely.

Let
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said at last. “ That telegram gave him the
jumps. You’ve no notion, I suppose, what
it was about?”

Conor eyed him curiously, but without
fear. “ The damned strike, of course!
The committee meets to-day at Tranbar.
He ought to have shown you the wire, any-
way, Mr. Dean.”

“ Dandy ” Dean had managed the Han-
nibal mine since it had come into the pos-
session of its present owner, Silas Jerome.
A question of an eight hour shift for the
men had caused the sudden withdrawal of
all the underground workers, including the
boys and battery hands. Disregarding the
“ call out ” of the strike committee, Conor
had stuck to the mine. Despite his un-
canny ugliness, he was often the victim of
inspirations.

Only a couple of years before he had
owned the Hannibal Reef and had failed
to pay running expenses. Silas Jerome, an
assayer from the Long Dip mine at Golden
Eagle, had made him an offer for his rights.
Conor had accepted gladly, and from the
day of the transfer the Hannibal Reef had
sent up three ounces of gold with every ton
of stone taken from the workings. That
was Conor’s luck.

A year later, when the luck- pursued
Conor to the verge of starvation, Jerome
offered him the vacant job of winchman at
the Hannibal. It was accepted with avid-
ity.

“I've a notion, Jim,” Dandy went on
thoughtfully, ¢ that the boss won’t be back
for a while. So I'm going to talk if you'll
chew on to this.” He thrust a fragrant
black cheroot into Conor’s toil cramped
fist.

Conor’s amazement at the manager’s
sudden affability was almost dramatic.
The Dandy was not a giver; he was a born
breaker and taker when dealing with reefs
and men.

“I'm getting old, Jim,” he confided as
he sat gingerly on the edge of an open
sluice box. ¢ I've had trench fever since
that scrap in Turkey. Old Jerome is cut-
ting in on my nerves. This is the first time
in two years he’s left the workings. Some-
thing’s happened besides the strike!”

“ Maybe,” Conor said, and was silent.
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The manager’s eyes took in the deserted
battery at the rear of the shaft, the silent
furnace room, and the big iron safe that
reposed in the far corner of his office. For
several moments his slim hands played with
his watch guard like a man fingering a
rosary.

“ Jim,” he went on with a sudden intake
of breath, “ the best road in hell is one out
of it. T've been studying the finger posts
lately.”

Conor stared at him with bleak suspi-
cion. A few minutes before he had been
thinking of his daughter Margaret, the girl
with her mother’s eyes and the bit of a
mouth no bigger than a cherry. He sighed
heavily. Jerome could afford to send his
son Philip to a university, while Margaret
washed dishes and fed the leery crowd at
Dago Pete’s restaurant.

“ You was sayin’ about that little home
trail, Mr. Dean.” He nodded abstractedly
with the fumes of the black cheroot stealing
into his blood. ¢ Show me the way!”

Dandy Dean turned his slim thumb in
the direction of the office safe. Then he
looked at the hot sky, at the heat mirage
that danced beyond the spear grass and the
plains.

Mentally Jim Conor took a dive that
carried him to the hard, flat bottom of the
manager’s soul. But he came to the sur-
face like one who had touched a peri’s
cavern.

“You've got two thousand ounces in
there!” he stated hoarsely. “ It should
have gone to the bank yesterday only for
the strike.”

Dean thumbed his rosary for a period of
six heart beats.

“ The gold rightly belongs to you, Jim,”
he said at last. ¢ Jerome caught you. He
gave you a handful of dollars for a mine
he knew to be worth a million. While he
owns the town you may roost with the
snakes and centipedes. While his son is
filling up with the pride and culture of an
expensive school, your clean minded little
girl is picking up slush and slang in a dago
cook house.”

Conor twisted his iron shod heel like a
man under the lash. His eyes blazed dully.
“ Get on with it!” he answered hoarsely.
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Dimly across the darkening plain they
made out the polished points of bits and
carbines, three or four heading straight for
the mine,

“Back to the gun!” Dean shouted.
“ That damned third shell!”

Conor saw in a flash that if the visiting
troopers discovered the unfired shell the
whole story might be revealed. No one
could guess what they were after.

In a trice they had slipped the gold
projectile into the breech. With a shaking
hand Dean snapped it shut and fired. The
smoke blew across the shaking mine, while
stones and rocks fell away from the hillside
under the fierce vibration.

Dean retired hurriedly to his office to
wash his face and hands. With a pocket
comb he trimmed his hair carefully before a
mirror in the wall. Then he took a spotted
tie from a drawer, together with a clean
collar. Not for nothing had men chris-
tened him the Dandyv. When danger
threatened in the shape of polished steel
and the officers of the law, Dean turned in-
stinctively to bright linen and a cheerful
exterior,

“ Remember the strikers have been here,
Jim!?” he instructed Conor. * Stick to that
story. We fired one or two blank shells
to attract the police. Let’s tramp round a
bit before they arrive and mix up the tracks.
But stick to the story I tell!”

Seated by the flare of the furnace fire
they awaited the coming of the troopers.
In the darkness they arrived, filling the
gullies and hillsides with the clatter of their
voices. They were four in number, and to
Conor’s infinite amazement and relief
Jerome was not with them.

Three troopers remained near the mine
shaft while the sergeant stepped into the
furnace room with a brief word of greet-
ing. Dean stood up, his cigar case held
out.

“T’'m expecting Mr. Jerome,” he said
curtly. “T see he’s not with vou?”

The sergeant drew breath as he gave
Conor a sharp side glance. Then he ad-
dressed Dean. :

“T'm sorry to report,” he began, his
glance still wandering in the old man’s di-
rection, * that Mr, Jerome has met with a
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fatal accident on his way to Tranbar. His
horse shied in the ranges and threw him info
a deep cutting. One of my men found him
dead!”

Conor stifled his cry of amazement.
Dean’s frozen glance steadied him.

“ That’s bad news for the Hannibal!®
the manager answered sorrowfully. A
good man gone before his time!”

The sergeant nodded and held his un-
gloved hand over the furnace thoughtfully.
The night had come up with a nipping wind
from the hills, and the flare of the hurri-
cane lamp on the wall made ghostly shad-
ows on the warm, sandy floor.

“ What was the gunfire a while back?”
he demanded with a shrewd survey of the
well groomed manager.

Dean lit a cheroot and held another to
his questioner. His lightning brain had to
reconstruct the story he had planned with
Conor.  Jerome’s death had made things
easier. The sergeant knew nothing or every-
thing. Dean spoke with scarcely a tremor
in his voice.

“ With all respect to the dead, sergeant,
I have always felt the danger of having a
pile of useless ammunition in the vicinity
of my batteries. This is a time of strikes.
A dangerous or vindictive man, coming here
at night, might easily wreck the workings
with a shell cartridge from the shed at the
back. It was asking for trouble. So I
took it upon myself to fire a few of them
away just now, and if it’s no offense I'll
burn away the rest in the course of the
week!”

“ Quite right!” the sergeant agreed.
“ No good ever came of storing old war stuff
in a place like this.”

Conor breathed easier as he took a huge
can from a nail in the wall and prepared to
make some coffee. Imperceptibly the ser-
geant drew near him, bending low to whis-
per a few words.

“J1 have to tell you, Mr. Conor, that
your daughter, Margaret, completed a run-
away marriage with Mr. Jerome’s son,
Philip, early this morning! A bit unfortu-
nate,” he added in an undertone,  after
what happened to the old man! Of course
Philip doesn’t know yet!”

Conor leaned heavily against the furnace
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for a moment, then straightened his shaking
limbs.

“Let it go no further, sergeant!” he
begged in a hoarse whisper. *“ For the love
of God, keep it from Dean!”

The sergeant nodded shrewdly as he
turned casually to the manager. “ We'll
be moving back to Tranbar,” he said slowly.
Then, as if prompted by a signal from one
of the troopers standing outside, added:
“ By the way, Mr. Dean, there was a clean-
up at this mine, just before the strikers
left, two thousand ounces, according to re-
port. Is it advisable to keep it here in view
of the strikers preparing to give trouble?”

Dean was on his guard now; his answer
came with certainty and conviction.

“You may take it from me, sergeant,
that Mr. Jerome saw the gold leave here be-
fore he quitted the mine!”

“ Who conveyed it?”
entered the furnace room as though unwill-
ing to leave the warmth. He stood in the
red glow, an iron gray veteran with lynx
eyes. Not for an instant did his steely
glance leave Dean.

“ The gold left here in three boxes, ser-
geant, For safety Mr. Jerome and myself
labeled the boxes ‘ Zinc.” It went to the
bank carrying those labels. Mr. Jerome
asked me to go with the van to save the ex-
pense of a police escort!”

The sergeant smiled grimly. “ The boss
was keen on saving money,” he said.
“ Anyhow, his lawyers will be here shortly,
no doubt, to look into his affairs. His son,
Mr. Philip, bears a good name among the
strikers. They’re likely to come to terms
with him now!”

Nodding briefly to Conor the sergeant
passed from the building, and a few mo-
ments later had taken the track to Tranbar,
followed by his men.

Conor understood now the reason of
Jerome's hasty departure from the mine. It
was the news of his son’s marriage with
Margaret that flung him into the saddle and
sent him pell-mell over the ranges to his
undoing.

“The Lord forgive me for what I have
done!” he muttered with the coffee can
gripped in his shaking hand.

Dean was silent and introspective. His

10 A
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brain probed and analyzed the situation
with the skill of an attorney. His wander-
ing glance had taken in the sergeant’s con-
fidential attitude toward Conor; he had
read to a syllable the lip movement which
had apprised the old man of his daughter’s
marriage with Philip Jerome,

For a while he was content to watch
Conor moving about the furnace house. He
noted the old man’s slow movements as he
drew some bread from a stone jar in the
corner.

Subconsciously aware of his sullen glances
Conor looked up slowly. ¢ What's up,
Dean? Have some grub? This coffee is
not bad,” he found voice to say. ‘

A sallow smile wrinkled the manager’s
cheeks. His digestion was not equal to the
sour baked bread and moldy bacon that
were Conor’s daily portion.

“I'll have some in a while, Jim. I'm
worried about those troopers. Tell me what
the sergeant whispered over the furnace.
I've known him for a year, but he never
vet whispered in my ear, the old fox!”
Dean yawned like a man weary of the day’s
work.

Conor batted his eyes and threw some
bacon scraps into the furnace before re-
plying. It was to tell me not to leave the
Hannibal until Jerome’s people took it
over!”

Conor rolled a cigarette from some to-
bacco scraps in his pocket. Once more he
placed the coffee can over the furnace, A
dingo pack flutted in the ranges; the whirr
and rush of the flying foxes outside seemed
to intensify the solitude of the night.

Dean stared dreamfully into the furnace
at the slow dying embers, while his brain
grew sharp as the blade of a matador.

“ Of course you'll stay on here, Jim,” he
declared with a sudden softening of the
voice. “ Those strikers are a rough lot.
There’s Andy Heenan, Eddy the Snitch,
and that wild man, McGowan! When they
hear of the boss’s death they’ll head back
here for the stuff they think’s in the safe.
Maybe I'm a bad guesser, Jim, but that’s
how I feel!”

Conor inclined his head slowly. “ May-
be so,” he argued. “ But if the gold isn’t
there, what matter?”
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“ All the worse for us!” Dean frowned.
“ They’re a hell house bunch, and if they
get their hands on the rifles they’ve stacked
away in the workings, they might make us
find the stuff!”

Conor did not answer immediately. Be-
ing a surface man and not in the confi-
dence of the strikers he was not aware that
arms had been concealed in the workings
below. He had suspected something of the
kind, but had held his tongue.

“ Why don’t you answer, Jim?”’ the man-
ager demanded with a show of impatience.
“ We can’t take risks. I'll go down myself,
now, and get them, We can’t let that crowd
boss the show!” He walked to the door of
the cage that stood over the dark shaft.

Conor stirred uneasily. He did not like
the idea of Dean handling loaded rifles.
One would be enough to put him in posses-
sion of everything when he returned to the
top. In his slow, uncertain way Conor felt
that Dean was not to be trusted further.
And since Margaret had become the wife of
Philip Jerome he must play for safety.

“You're right, Dean,” he agreed cheer-
fully. “ Tt would be asking for trouble not
to arm ourselves! I'll go down if you'll
lower me! I'll switch on the lights below
and bring a couple of guns on top. Look
out for the brake grip! It faults when you
drop the cage too quick!”

Conor stepped into the thing while Dean
stood by and lowered him into the workings.
The iron cage slid down the three hundred
foot shaft with the speed of an elevator.
The indicator showed the level reached, and
Dean threw over the check with the skill of
a winchman.

He stood for a moment staring down the
dark shaft. Concerning Margaret Conot’s
marriage with the son of the dead mine
owner, he felt sure that the sergent had not
lied. The unexpected family alliance dis-
turbed the manager. A few hours before
he and Jim Conor had taken two thousand
ounces of bar gold from old Skinflint
Jerome. That gold was now the rightful
property of Philip Jerome, the son-in-law
of the man who had helped steal it!

Dean was no fool. The event was going
to react on Conor. Sooner or later the old
man’s mind would grapple the situation.
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Peering down the shaft Dean saw a faint
light shoot across the drive. The bell at the
top of the shaft rang violently. A tiny,
crucified leer showed on Dean’s lips. The
violence of the ringing told him plainly
that Conor could not find the rifles. He
could feel the old man’s rage in every clang
of the electric bell hammer.

“ Damn him!” he said under his breath.
“ He'd have sold me, anyhow!”

Dean slammed the iron lattice that shut
in the dark shaft, and returned to the
warmth of the furnace fire. Here he helped
himself to some coffee and another cheroot.
Jerome’s people might not visit the Hanni-
bal mine for days, yet to stay longer would
be to invite trouble. The sergeant might
not feel satisfied about the zinc label story;
he could ring up the bank and demand their
assurance. Also the boy Philip might hap-
pen along on his black steeplechaser. To
stay was fatal!

The shaft hell continued to ring hysteri-
cally. Dean merely shrugged his narrow
shoulders as he sipped the strong coffee.
He could almost see Conor’s big thumb
gouging the bell socket, his red Irish face
gleaming with perspiration and fury at the
knowledge of being tricked into looking
for rifles that were not in the mine!

Dandy Dean finished his coffee, then
stepped to the shaft and struck the madly
ringing bell with a hammer. The shattered
pieces fell silently into darkness below.

Half an hour later Dean walked from
the Hannibal mine across the gully that led
through the wonga scrub to White Lagoon.

IIL.

EARLIER in the day a boy of twenty had
ridden under the wonga vines that trailed
in rope like bunches across the track to
White Lagoon. Seated astride a small bay
horse was a girl of eighteen. The echoes
of their hoof beats struck back from the
red walls of the ranges ahead. A merciless
sun beat down from a sky of brass, sapping
the life from the shrinking earth and trees.

¢ This landscape reminds me of a gnat's
birthplace I once saw at a Christmas pan-
tomime, Margo!” the vouth called to his
companion. “It’s something fierce!”






148
Phil staggered back from the blinding

O
shower of earth and stones that filled the
air. Margo blanched and saved herself
from falling.

“ That’s gunfire!” Phil declared. “ Some
one at the Hannibal fooling with that Turk-
ish bow-wow. T'll swear a shell fell here-
abouts!”

He turned again to the door and paused.
Another trolley-like roar overhead, followed
by a far off boom, rocked the shanty like
a wind blast. Again the earth heaved and
quaked, spurting gravel and rocks almost
to the tree tops.

“We are being bombarded, kid!” He
slammed the door hastily to excuse the
shower of grit and pebbles. A boyish anger
swept him at the thought of the malicious
spirits who found time to fool with a piece
of artillery.

v,

A DEATHLIKE silence followed, with here
and there the low screams of water fowl
scattering across the lagoon. Darkness
had come between the gunshots. Margo
crouched in a low chair, hands over her
ears, but only half afraid.

“1f you'll tell me what it’s about, Phil,”
she said, without daring to look up, “I
won’t ask you to eat those doughnuts I
threw together a while back!”

The gunfire had ceased, and after ma-

ture consideration Phil ventured to light
the lamp that stood on the kitchen table.
“You bet that Turkish metal flinger will
get fired on the scrap heap to-morrow!” he
promised between his clenched teeth.
“ And maybe the lazy hands will hunt an-
other job!”
. “Dad wouldn't shoot it off!” Margo re-
torted. “ The only noise he ever makes is
when the mine whistle blows. I wonder
who it was?”

Phil stepped out into the wonder of the
violet night. The moon had risen above
the pines and loomed like a big breadfruit
over the mirror of the lagoon. Margo clung
to Phil’s arm, her soft hair whipping his
shoulder like wheat in the wind.

Fifty feet from the shanty, in a chasm
of uprooted earth and tree branches, they
came upon a black, cone-shaped object ly-
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ing in the sand. Phil steoped and examined
it gingerly before speaking. “ A dud shell,
Margo, or we’d have wakened in the real
home of your lyre birds!”

Margo eyed the black-snouted projectile
suspiciously. “ What’s a dud shell, Phil?”

“ One that doesn’t explode. Sometimes
a fool in his wisdom hits one with a ham-
mer or stone, and the dud thing wakes up
and completes its commission. Fondle a
cobra, but don’t stroke that accursed
thing!” he warned her.

They turned back to the shanty, while
Phil halted an instant to con the dark out-
line of the old Hannibal mine, piled against
the moonlit sky.

“ Funny how all my father’s money came
from that dump up there, kid! Your dad’s
luck was out when he sold! I feel Jim’s
position more than you think, Margo!” he
added earnestly. ‘ Maybe the day will
come when we’ll offer him some real help.
He never had a fighting chance!”

Margo squeezed his hand. ¢ Poor dad!
He was always chasing the chickens when
the burglars were at the cash register! Yet,
dear. I sometimes thing he was lucky to
hold his job at the Hannibal! I think
vour father acted better than most bosses
under the circumstances.”

“Dandy Dean runs the show,” Phil
commented. “ We disliked each other at
sight. That’s one reason why I keep away
from the Hannibal'”

The oil lamp glowed in the old bush
shanty, casting a spirit of hominess and
cheer in that wilderness of speargrass and
jungle. The velping of wild dogs drew
nearer, and in a little while they heard the
clatter of stampeding hoofs on the range
slopes.

Phil looked up uneasily and his eye fell
on his rifle slung above the mantelpiece.
“ There's a dingo pack hunting buffaloes!”
he told the listening Margo. “ The wild
dogs often pick up a lame bull. If T went
out now I'd get a shot for sure!”

Margo’s eves danced maliciously. ¢ If
ever I worry about buffaloes, Phil, it won’t
be on my honeymoon! I'm just wonder-
ing whether those ginks at the Hannibal
are through with the shooting?®”

Phil sighed as he drew nearer the chair
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in which she sat. The thunder of hoofs
died away in the west, and the night had
grown still as the face of a sleeping child.

V.

Danpy Dean thrust aside the wonga
vines as he came to the fork in the road.
The turn brought him abruptly almost into
the lamp halo that surrounded the shanty.
Beyond the latter lay the white, shimmer-
ing lagoon, with Sun Lee’s broad beamed
fishing boat lying upturned on the bank.

It was the lamp halo around the shanty
window that filled the mine manager with
a fighting panic, a dry-throated rage at
finding some one in possession of the covet-
ed shelter.

“ Who was it?” The upturned boat sug-
gested the possibility of the Chinaman’s
presence in the shanty. Dean walked with
panther softness toward the window. In
the shift of an eye he saw Margo reading
to Philip Jerome from a book held under
the lamp.

It was not jealousy that flung the bitter
oath from his lips. At Dago Pete’s he had
often paused to joke with the blond beauty
of Tranbar. He was ready to envy the
bandit or outlaw who would fling her across
his saddle and eat lead in the get-away.
Against Philip Jerome he bore no grievance
for stealing Margo from the crowd of cat-
tle kings and mine owners at Tranbar. But
to have Margo and Phil at White Lagoon,
spooning and playing the honeymoon stunt,
filled him with liquid spleen. Those shells!

He retreated stealthily, his feet sinking
in the soft sand, blown by the tropic gales
of centuries from claypans and hogback
ranges. In the dizzy moonglow he came
upon the chasm of uprooted earth made by
the first projectile. His eyes blinked and
narrowed as he detected Margo’s tiny san-
dal prints in the earth. He saw where Phil
had stooped near the shell. Fifty yards
away was the second black snout, upturned
in the moonlight. Farther off, on the edge
of the lagoon lay the third projectile. a
crushed and battered object after striking
surface rock.

Dean threw himself to the ground and
tried to think speedily.
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It wanted six hours at most till day-
break. He could get the three shells into
the Chinaman’s boat and pull away to
Pera Head, at the lagoon entrance, five
miles distant. There he could cover the
shells with sand and hire a cart that would
take him to the coast, half a day’s journey
away. Schooners were plentiful. New
Guinea, Borneo would be good enough for
a while. Phil Jerome had stolen Margo.
He would take the gold!

The seven-mile walk from the Hannibal
had sapped his energies after the stiff eve-
ning’s work in the furnace room. Very
slowly and cautiously he approached the
shell nearest the shanty. Stooping, he tried
to lift it, and the effort toppled him over.
He swore under his breath as he drew a
strong rope from his coat pocket. Running
a noose round the base of the shell he lay
forward with the rope over his shoulder
and hauled.

The slope in the ground toward the la-
goon eased the strain. The impact of the
soft metal against stones had flattened and
warped the projectile and prevented the
easier method of rolling.

Foot by foot he humored and steered the
thing until it lay a few yards from the up-
turned boat. Quickly Dean shoved the
ancient craft into the water, and then,
working the shell between his knees he lev-
ered it gently onto the thwarts.

He felt easier now. The scheme after
all was not beyond accomplishment. He
hurried forward to the earth heap where
the second shell lay.

Margo’s voice sounded unpleasantly near
as she read to Phil by the lamp glow. The
moon had dipped over the jungle line. In
another hour he would be groping in the
black dark.

The second projectile had not suffered
the flattening impact of the first. But there
was no slope to help, and Dean felt the
rope chafe and cut through his cotton
jacket as he strained forward. The skir
of his shoulder grew raw. He halted half-
way to the boat and fastened the rope
around his waist. It was easier and less
painful.

A grunt of sheer jov ‘escaped him as he
fell forward, both hands gripping the boat.
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He rested with his arms on the gunwale like
one who had crossed the floor of Tophet.
One more effort and the wine and pleasures
of far-off cities were his. He could easily
translate the gold, at some Chinese bank
in Rangoon or Macassar, into American
dollars or sterling.

Using his knees with more skill, he low-
ered the gold shell into the boat with less
effort. He could have kissed the crazy old
boat that had become his argosy! Just
one more!

He half crawled to the third projectile,
lying on the hard floor near the lagoon. A
close inspection showed the result of the
terrific impact. The soft gold nose had
mushroomed against the rock, the body
had splayed like the feelers of an octopus.
In the dark one might have mistaken it
for some loathsome sea reptile.

Dean braced himself and hauled. The
thing moved an inch or so. Digging his
toes into the hard ground, he flung forward,
gasping and choking with the effort.

“ Damn the gold! I once called it the
sinews of God! It’s blood—blood made
hard and heavy!”

His heart galloped; his brain reeled sick-

and dizzy as he fell to the ground.

The door of the shanty opened quickly.
Phil appeared in the sudden light, rifle in
hand, his eyes scanning the lagoon edge.

“T1 swear something fell!” he called
softly to Margo. “A man's voice, too!”

Dean lay breathing like an otter in the
semi-darkness: he was flabby, wet with
perspiration and the heavy dew. The
shanty door closed with a bang. He heard
the sound of a key in the lock.

Struggling to his feet he strained on the
rope like a sledge hound, teeth snapping.
eyes bulging with the remorseless demands
on his fast ebbing strength.

He rested and hauled—hauled and cursed
the sinuous, devil-clawed mass. His burn-
ing feet and hands reached the boat. He
gazed with sweat-scoured eyves at the sky
and saw that the dawn was at hand. One
more effort!

With nerves and muscles screaming at
this last call he slithered the burden of gold
into the boat. Crawling in after it he lay
for a while on the thwarts, unable to reach
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the oars that lay beside him. He felt safe
for a time, and became dizzily conscious
that the boat was drifting from the shore,
carrying him from the shanty and Philip
Jerome’s far-seeing eyes.

The air grew chill, a sign of the dawn’s
coming. One by one he watched the stars
fade until the first crystal streaks showed
in the far east. It was time to be doing'

He sat up with an effort, and the move-
ment produced a curious wheezing sound
under his feet. He had heard a similar cry
once in the rotten timbers of a mine, just
before it caved and swallowed men by the
score. Just here he noticed that the rope
attached to the projectile was still fastened
to his waist.

Dropping the oars, his fingers sought the
knot at his side. Then he heard the voice
of the lagoon beneath him, felt the cold
spurt of water that leaped between his
knees and ran foaming, swirling under the
seat and around his waist. It was then the
bottom of the musty old craft slid from
his foothold, leaving him gripping the sides
with lunatic strength.

A suppressed howl escaped him, the soul
wail of the trapped eagle with its talons in
the flood. A soft plunging sound reached
him as the first mass of gold fell through
the void. Dean was touched by the light-
ning of his fate.

A weight like that of a devouring lion
tore at his waist as the crab-clawed shell
followed the others. He clung to the fast-
sinking sides of the wabbling craft. He
dared not let go even to unhitch the ac-
cursed rope that girdled him to the sinking
metal!

With the weight of the octopus gold
dragging him to the strangling mud of the
lagoon, the lightning in his mind showed
the crooked face of old Conor shouting,
praving at the bottom of the Hannibal
shaft!

All his life the Dandy had lived in fear
and cowardice the life of one whose squeal
is heard before the blow arrives. Yet when
the shell grip laid him by the loins his teeth
snapped over the yell of fear on his lips.

The courage denied him in life came with
the last breath when the claws of gold drew
him down and down.
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You know what Longfellow said: ¢ To the
victor belongs the boils!’ ”

“TNl agree if"®’s a finish fight,” snarled
Bruce.

“So will 1,” answered Eddie.

“Some fellow ought to take her from
both of them,” thought Tim. “ Theyv worry
like two kids over her. Think I'll try to
get her myself. If she’ll fall for Bruce she
will for me. I’'m acorns about her, too. I
went to school with her brother. That
oughta help.”

A voice shouted: * Telegram for Tim
Ryan.” A boy pushed his way through the
crowd and handed Tim a yellow envelope.
Tim tore it open and read:

Have matched Adair and Bruce in finish
ficht. Tia Juana, Mexico. Afternoon of
July 4. Purse sixty-forty. Guarantee sixty
thousand and percentage of gate.

(Signed) B. GROFERT.

The greatness of the chance dazed Silent
Tim. The goal of eight years as Eddie’s
manager was printed on the yellow paper.
He rubbed his forehead, while Adair and
Bruce watched him. Turning to them he
said: ¢ Well, you’re matched.”

“ We'll shake on that deal about Mary,”
suggested Bruce.

“ Yes, do!” suggested Tim.

The men shook hands indifferently and
separated.

The news spread quickly through the
dance hall. The early morning papers car-
ried it in headlines.

When Mary had gone with Joe Bruce,
Tim Ryan fell into a brown study. * What
kin the likes o’ her see in the likes o’ him?”
he asked himself. * One time a guy found
out all about women and went noodles for
his pains. Women ain't for men to know.
Ye must take ’em on faith. An’ the less
faith ye have the more ye can take.”

As Tim Ryan was thinking, Nellie and
“her father walked over to where he stood
with Eddie Adair. ;

« Remember, Eddie,” said Nellie, “ win
or lose, you'll always be my champion,
for—" The words were choked in a sob.

A wave of feeling came over Eddie Adair.
A blurred circle of light danced before his
eyes. Two girls stood in the circle. Before
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he ocould frame words, Nellie had bidden
him good-by and was walking away with
her father.

“ Aye, Nellie,” said the latter, “a wom-
an’s mind is quare, but a man’s is quarer.
He’s like a kid wit’ two sticks of candy an’
he don’t know which one to bite first.
That’s 2 man for ye, He never knows what
he wants till he don’t get it. An’ when he
gits what he wants then he don’t want it.”

The weeks glided quickly into summer,
as the fight became the talk of nations.

Joe Bruce took up his training quarters
in Tia Juana, where crowds flocked to watch
him. They came away thoroughly con-
vinced that no man could last long in front
of such a bruiser.

A grizzled sporting editor watched him
train with mute admiration. When he had
finished he stepped up to him and said:
“ You’ll win this time, Bruce.”

“Sure, I'll win. It’s a finish fight, an’
T’ll break his neck in the bargain!”

A staff of trainers and near-fighters
danced attendance on him. Bruce had no
manager. Brutal and dogmatic in every-
thing, he would take advice from no man.

There were years of ring cunning stored
in his bristling and badly shaped head. His
chest was so covered with hair that it re-
sembled a mattress. A woman’s form was
tattooed on it. He was one of the hardest
hitters that had ever worn a pair of boxing
gloves. His wrist was larger than the fore-
arm of an average man. The fury of his
blows had been known to split the stout
leather of his own gloves.

The arena was built in a sun-baked field
near Tia Juana. The little Mexican town
took on the appearance of a place in which
gold had been discovered. People flocked
to it from many points of America and
Mexico. The excitement of the coming
battle made even the slowest Mexican step
more quickly.

On the day of the great fight Tia Juana
was bedecked with many colors. The one
hundred and some odd miles between it and
Los Angeles was filled with automobiles.
They streamed into the town by the thou-
sands and were parked in a great open space
near the arena.

Saloon doors stood wide open. Cracked
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Eddie Adair also glanced up at the sun,
and then walked over to Bruce’s corner and
looked down at his taped hands.

‘“ What’s a matter, think I got knuckles
on?” sneered Bruce. But Adair’s tight lips
did not move.

The gong clanged for silence as the men
stood awaiting instructions. The sun was
in such a position that it would be in the
eyes of one of the men while he sat in the
corner. They flipped a coin to see which
man would have the corner with his back
to it. Joe Bruce won the toss.

A red pasteboard box was thrown into the
ring. Tour yellow boxing gloves rolled on
the floor. A second grabbed them up
quickly.

Nellie Dener and Mary Boyle sat close
down front. Their frail beauty was in di-
rect contrast to the elemental scene about
them.

A heavy man yelled through a large,
black megaphone. His voice was drowned
in the babel of many voices. He yelled
louder and louder and at last was heard.

The gloves were quickly adjusted, and
bathrobes were thrown off tanned and
brawny shoulders. The men seated them-
selves while the announcer’s voice rolled
through the building.

“ Ladies and gentlemen—Joe Bruce in
this corner, and Eddie Adair in that,” point-
ing toward Eddie. “ The two best men in
the world will fight to a finish for the mid-
dleweight championship.”

There was shouting and whistling. The
stamping of thousands of feet shook the
frame structure. Then everybody climbed
: out of the ring except the two fighters and
the referee, as the great gong clanged
“ Time!”

Silence followed as the men advanced
slowly toward each other. Feinting, they
both led, and watched for an opening.
There followed an even more intense silence.
Then their feet could be heard shuffling rap-
idly over the canvas. Bruce missed a left
and right that shot past the spot where
Adair’s face had been a second before. He
worked in close to Eddie, who pounded his
kidney viciously with a long right. Each
blow as it landed sounded like the explosion
of a gun. There was a raw spot ahove
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Bruce’s right kidney before the end of the
round.

At the beginning of the second round
both men advanced swiftly and set a ter-
rible pace. They volleyed powerful left and
right hooks  to the face and body, and
grunted as they clinched. As they broke
away Bruce straightened Adair with an up-
percut that rattled the teeth in his granite
jaw. A man in the audience screamed:
*“ At-a boy, Joe!” The words were no soon-
er uttered than Adair crouched low and
leaped forward. Bruce set himself rigidly
to meet the attack, and yellow gloves flashed
past yellow gloves, as muscular bodies
writhed and reeled under the burning sun.

They were in a desperate encounter in
a neutral corner when the gong rang. Adair
had started a blow which he had been un-
able to stop, and the momentum of it car-
ried him several feet in the direction of his
own corner,

At the beginning of the next round Bruce
worked in close with two left and right
blows to Adair’s head. They sent Eddie
reeling backward across the ring. Bruce
followed the advantage like a tiger intent
on its kill, but Adair, now against the ropes,
met him with a straight left as rigid as a
bar of iron. It jabbed Bruce’s chin twice,
and the long right whipped across like a
piston rod, and Bruce fell forward with his
head on Eddie’s shoulder.

Adair stepped backward, and again his
right crashed with the weight of his entire
body behind it, while his left hand worked
upward through Bruce’s guard. It caught
Bruce on the point of the chin, and the
blood gushed from his teeth as he reeled
backward with Eddie after him. The ropes
stopped Bruce, and, fighting on instinct
alone, he blocked the rushes of the furious
Eddie until he gained his equilibrium.
They stepped backward to measure each
other, and, rushing forward in a whirl of
desperation, their heads crashed together,
and cut gashes over each of their eyes.
They clinched, and wrestled about the ring.
Then, loosening the tangle of their arms,
they stood in the middle and fought as few
men have ever fought before.

Screams rolled through the huge pine
amphitheater as the epic tussle seemed like-
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They circled above the open inclosure in
front of the sun, and their shadows fell
upon the mén in the ring. As the shadow
slanted across the lurching bruisers, the eyes
of Silent Tim looked upward. A wild and
prolonged shout went up, and brought his
eyes from the sun to the ring. Eddie
Adair’s hands had dropped to his sides as
he reeled across the canvas with the per-
spiring and bloody form of Bruce after
him.

In a trice Adair covered up and crouched
low, so that all that could be seen of his
face was the eves that peered through his
guard at the bruiser in front of him. His

arms opened, he feinted, and Bruce walked _

into the uppercut that staggered him. He
came back quickly and slammed two blows
to Adair’s heart, which would have stopped
the organ of a weaker man. As they
worked in close, Eddie’s sledgelike right
pounded Bruce’s back. In the breakaway
Eddie threw a vicious left to Bruce’s jaw,
and followed it with a terrible right that
missed, Bruce’s head sank on his breast,
and he whaled away as though life and
death were the issue.

Adair’s head bent low. until it almost
touched the bristly thatch of his antagonist.
In this position they stood and sent blow
after blow against steel ridged bodies with
never a pause until the crowd stood on its
feet in sheer mad fury and forgetfulness
of everything but the fierce wild whirl of
battle.

For the fraction of a second they were
tangled in a clinch, Adair groaned, * Let
And Bruce groaned, with blood
streaming into his eyes, * Let go vourself.”
In the breakaway, a wild blow from Bruce
caught Eddie on the jaw. He staggered,
stumbled and recovered. He smashed his
right through Bruce’s open arms. Bruce
stumbled forward, and Eddie stepped back-
ward, so as to uppercut him bhefore he
fell.

Eddie missed the intended uppercut, but
Bruce fell nevertheless, like a broken bowl-
der upon the floor. His jaw twisted with
the pain as he rolled over on his back. His
small eyes squinted at the Mexican sun.
But the brain in his cone-shaped head was
busy. He rolled over.again in a mad effort
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to rise before the tenth up and down mo-
tion of the referee’s hand.

Adair stood poised above him, a smeared
red and white block of granite with the
madness of victory in his eyes. The au-
dience looked amazed as they saw the game
Bruce rise to the issue of brawn that await-
ed him.

His bearlike arms clutched Adair and
held him in an unbreakable vise. Eddie
pitied him for a brief second, but that
passed. His long arm crashed downward
and downward until it seemed that the
blows would shatter his antagonist to pieces.
The half conscious but still wily Bruce
knew that knockouts did not come to a
man’s back, and he endured the pain while
his muddled brain cleared. A merciful
gong ended the thirteenth round.

The hot sun slanted westward and shone
in the eyes of the fighter who faced it.
Each man brought his ring generalship into
play by trving to maneuver his antagonist
into a position facing the sun. When this
happened the attack of the man with his
back to the rays was furious.

Eddie feinted and sent a short uppercut
to Bruce’s solar plexus. Their heads
clashed together again and opened the caus-
tic closed wounds above their eyes. The
blood rolled down their faces and glistened
in the sunlight. An uppercut from Eddie
whizzed through the air, missed Bruce's
chin, and caught him on the point of the
ndse. His face twisted with awful pain as
more blood spurted downward. Eddie then
jabbed Bruce’s sore nose viciously until it
resembled a chunk of beefsteak plastered in
the center of his face.

To protect his battered features, Bruce
worked into a clinch. Eddie strained every
muscle to keep him at a distance, but the
bearlike bruiser bored in and held on.

The immense throng stretched itself. The
faces rose all around like the white foam
that breaks upon the sea. A stamping of
feet was started somewhere in the crowd,
and the great bowl-like structure shook and
vibrated with the steady rhythm.

Twelve more torturous rounds passed un-
der the blistering sun. They seemed like
as many hours to the two fighters, neither of
whom had gained a decided advantage.



THE CIRCUS FLEA.

The gong clanged for the twenty-fifth round,
while the crawling sun moved farther west-
ward. One-half of the structure was shaded
now, but the rays from the sun still flooded
the other half.

In the twenty-sixth round Bruce made
the gigantic throng hysterical. Dashing
from his chair like a mighty catapult blown
by a mightier tornado, his crashing right
caught Adair dead on the jaw, and he fell
to the floor like a sledge-stricken ox. Wom-
en fainted, men screamed.

Nellie Dener yelled: ¢ Eddie, Eddie, get
up, get up!” Her auburn hair streamed
over her face, and she brushed it nervously
from her eyes. “ Eddie, Eddie,” she cried
again, “ get up!” She clinched her small
hands until the ring on her finger tore the
flesh.

Silent Tim squeezed his knuckles until
thev cracked.

Bruce stood, his knees bent forward, his
bloody gloves closed, his battered nose drip-
ping red, a figure of a man strong enough to
defy the elements. The audience stood.
It made a move to go. They felt that it
was beyond the endurance of mortal man
to withstand that blow and rise to face an-
other one. But the broken muscular figure
squirmed on the crimson canvas. It rose in
a half-sitting position at the count of six,
and dropped backward again.

1t squirmed again desperately, and its
stubborn brain thumped by instinct in its
head. At last, with a mad lunge, it stood,
a shaking mass of bruised, and blood glis-
tening muscle at the count of ten. The
gong pounded like a cracked and toneless
bell.

Adair fell in a heap on the stool in his
corner. Silent Tim leaned over him.
“ Gawd! What a man you are Eddie, what
a man, what a man!” he mumbled. The
seconds rubbed his tired muscles with vigor.
His oaken heart beat faster and faster, as
his great body responded to the last wild call
of the brain that guided it.

“ Gimme a nip, Tim,” he asked.

Tim whisked a flask of brandy from his
pocket, and Eddie’s tight lips closed about
it. The brandy burned his lacerated mouth
like fire. But it made his brain and body
tingle with new life.
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Gver in Bruce’s corner a second was talk-
ing. “ He’s gone, Joe. Take a nip an’ fin-
ish him. He can’t stick the round out.”
And Bruce, too, drank brandy.

They rushed at each other in the twenty-
seventh round, and the terrible impact of
the blows could be heard across the build-
ing. They swayed against the ropes, and
exchanged pile-driving and body-jarring
blows relentlessly. As each man stepped
backward and forward their gloves criss-
crossed and swished like the lash of whips.
They worked in close again and their rip-
ping body blows traveled so fast it was im-
possible to count them.

For fifty seconds more the inhuman and
barbarous bombardment kept up, until it
seemed that both bodies would sink under
the intense fury of the combat. They plant-
ed their legs rigidly on the floor, and their
muscles crawled under the bruised and
blood-streaked skins. Their heads bumped
together again, Their great shoulders
moved as if on hinges.

Eddie worked himself into a position that
would have hurt a contortionist. He held
his left hand low, with the hope of landing
a deadly uppercut. It slashed upward once,
but the wary Bruce blocked it. He fol-
lowed it with a lightning right cross that
traveled about eighteen inches behind the
blocked uppercut. It caught Bruce on the
jaw with a sickening thud. Blood and
water squished from Adair’s glove as the
blow landed. Bruce shook for a second like
an oak the lightning had crashed. His
knees sagged. His eyes rolled in his head.

Adair lurched forward, and shot a right
and left into empty space. Joe Brucce was
sprawled on the floor. The referee counted
ten. But Bruce did not hear. His tired
head rested on a tired arm. He lay still,
like death.

No movement was made. Not a word
was spoken. Eddie Adair leaned over the
shattered figure of Bruce in a pitiful attempt
at helping him. Bruce’s second rushed to
him. “T hope you bring him to all right,”
said Eddie weakly.

“T’ll bring him to all right. 1t ’Il take
more’n a man like you to kill Bruce!”

“ 1 hope so,” returned Adair as he stum-
bled to his corner.
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The magnitude of the strain made Silent
Tim as quiet for a moment as a man stricken
dumb. The seconds worked over the new
champion, while the crowd filed noisily out
of the building,

In a short time the field, once black with
machines, was yellow again.

Silent Tim crooned over the new middle-
weight champion, while Mary Boyle and
Nellie Dener watched with tear-filled happy
eyes,

“ Well, Eddie,” said Tim, “I don’t sup-
pose you’ll want me to manage you no more.

-1 did you a dirty trick yesterday. I mar-

ried Mary Boyle.”

Eddie was dazed for a moment as the
surprising blow struck home. XNellie Dener
noticed the look of pain in his face and
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hurried te him. “ Eddie, boy,” she said in
a burst of sympathy, “ I'm awfully sorry. I
wish I could help you. Really, I do.”

A great light came into the weary fight-
er’s eyes as he turned to Tim. *“ Goin’ to
raise circus fleas, eh, Silent? Luck to you.”
His big hand clasped Nellie’s, “ You told
me I'd be your champion, win or lose,
Nellie. Is that still a go?”

“ Now and forever,” replied Nellie as she
stepped closer to Eddie.

Mary Boyle Ryan looked surprised.

Silent Tim hummed a tune, the words of
which were jumbled. They sounded some-
think like:

“An' I learned about women from her, by

ing,

An’ i learned ahout women from her.”

U

OLDER AND WISER

HEN 1 was poor and autoless
I warmly wooed Miss Frances,
And took her, when my purse allowed,
To matinées and dances.

But all in vain, her heart was cold,
For hand she gave me mitten,

And all my little gifts returned,
With every note I'd written.

Some three vears passed; an uncle died
And left me funds a-plenty;

I hought two very stylish cars,
And could have purchased twenty.

Then Frances penned a billet-doux
On stationery tasty,

And said she loved me after all,
Her former words were hasty.

“ You know,” she wrote, “ how young I was,
One learns as life advances:”

T sent her missive back inscribed,
“ I'm wiser, too, Miss Frances.”

Philip Burroughs Strong.,
10 A
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