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AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

TAILORING SALESMEN MAKE $75 A WEEK SELLING
OUR . STRICTLY ALL-WOOL MADE-TO-MEASURE S T
AT $26.50. YOU COLLECT PROFITS IN ADV.ANCE
KEEP THEM. WE SUPPLY FINEST SEIII\G ou ‘l‘l‘l'l‘ l\
AMERICA. MANY EXCLUSIVE MON MAKING FEA-
TURES. Tailoring. rawmcoat, and side- lmc m-n, part or full
time. get in_ touch with us _immediatels.  GOODWEAR
CHICAGO. INC., 844 W. Adams St.. Dept. 286, Chicago, Il

WE START YOU WITHOUT A DOLLAR.
Perfumes, Toilet Goods. Experience unnccessary.
Co., Dept. 200. St. Louis, Mo.

Only One Policy Daily Means $130 Per Month Profit. Same
on renewals  PPolicy pavs 5000 death: 5 weekly benefit for
injury or sickness. Men or women aceeptable Premium 20
yearly.  Full or spare time. Easy seller Write quick _for
territory. Underwriters, Dept. R. B.. 146 Market St., Newark

OUR AGENTS MAKE $35 TO $50 DAILY and are get
with new marvelous invention,  Sel I~ to evervbody.  Low price.
Pocket outfit. Write SUREN (O., 25 N. Dcarborn St., Chicago.

Boaps, Extracts,
Carnation

AGENTS: A Brand New Hosiery Pronosilion for men, women
and children.  Must wear 12 months or replaced free. Al
styles, colors and finest silk hose. You can sell_at less than
store prices.  \Write for samples. THOMAS \l\\LF\LTLB-
ING (‘0.\!]’.\.\’\'. Class 607, Dayton, Ohio.

$13. FOR A STYLISH MADE-TO-YOUR-MEASURE
3PIECE SUIT—regular $25.00 value. We are making this
bargain offer to prove our remarkable values in tailoring. er!e
for our big- sample outfit showing how agents make $§3500
$40.00 extra cvery week taking orders for high-grade ullonnl.
WASHINGTON_TAILORING O.. Dept. Q-304, Chicago.

59 TO $I18 DAY Easy Takmg Orders gew ‘‘extra thread’”
gunr.mm-d silk nosiery and “Bonnie Maid” silk hnmne Com-
missions _advanced.  Powerful selling aids.  We deliver and
C(;le'c!, \Ill?ORL KNITTING MILLS CO., 206 S. La Salle St.,
Chicago.

LARGE SHIRT MANUFACTURER wants Agents to sell
complete line of shirts direct to wearer. Exclusive patterns. Big
values. Free samples. Madison Mills, 503 Broadway, New York.

AGENTS—CLEAN UP $100 WEEKLY WITH “ NIFTY
NIN . weekly average 100 sales—dollar profit each. 30—40
sales daily frequently made: domous!ralmg outfit culchos order.
30 other coin-coaxers, all aily  necessities. stal  brings
otlxr_ unique plans., DAV lS PRODCLTS CO\IPA.\'\ Dept. 68,
Chicago.

BIG MONEY AND FAST SALES. EVERY OWNER BUYS
GOLD INITIALS for his auto. You charge $1.50. make $1. 35.
Ten orders daily easy. \Write for particulars and free

BIGGEST MONEY-MAKER IN AMERICA. I WANT 100
MEN AND WOMEN QUICK TO TAKE ORDERS F R
COATS., RAINCAPES AND WATERPROOF 2

SANDS OF ORDERS WAITING FOR YOU. $2.00 AN HOUR
FOR SPARE TIME. MAHER MADE  §397.50 IN .
NISSEN €19 IN THREE H S. PURVIANCE
SEVEN D.AYS. 2 A 'EAR PROFIT FOR
.\\Ell\};E ORDERS A DAY. NO DELIVERING OR COL-
LECTIN NO EXPERIENCE OR CAPITAL REQUIRED.
WRITE QL ICK FOR l\l-()l(\l-\TIO\ COMER MFG. cCo.,
DEPT. Y-134, DAYTON. Oltlo.

TAILORING Agent—Good men now earning £50.00 to §150.00
week vear amund selling our unnduful £29.50 \m:m wool tail-
ured to order sy 3 ey sell fast because $20.00 cheaper
than store Protected territory.,
I'n-frr experie ced if right man. Write J.

Sl\ll'b()\. \\. Adams St., (Im g0, Dept. 525,

HERE IT IS—F-ﬂy I"asl Sellers. Evervhody n\':nls and by
Fifty dollars weekly easily made. B. & G. RUBBER COMPA
Dcm. 265, Pittsburgh, Pennsyivania,

““$10 A DAY AND MORE."” our new book, shows cle.nrl\'
9 )

how vyou  may sure  success and  large  prof
Guaranteed Hostery and Underwear, factory to f
ree.  Write today, . & D, (0., 13-E Grand

Agents Sell Harper's Ten Use Household Cleaning Set.
washes and dries windows, cleans \\.|II~, sweeps, scrubs,
does five ather things. Sells for only Su Over 100% profit Free
information, Huarper Brush Works, lu’i A St., l-‘;nrllcld lowa.

Capable Men May Earn $15 to $25 day selling high-grade
I')ouhle Wear Shoes direet from factory o wearer.  Big oppor-
tunity for yvou. Clever Selling Plan insures yvour success.  Write
today for full particulars, style sheets, etc. Doublewear Shoe Co.,
Manufacturers, 12-A, Minneapolis, Minn,

It
mops and

AGENTS—S10.00 DAILY ON SIDE. FACTORY., OFFICE
EMPLOYEES—MILK. 1.I((N ERY, LAUNDRY, BUTTER ]
LIVERERS — COLLECTOI SELL SO0APS. FLAVORL

RIL
TOILET GOODS. I'I.\II ERIENCE UNNECESSARY. BICK

CO., 113A OLIVE, ST. LOUIS, MO.

WE START YOU in business. furnishing everything. Men and
women, $30.00 to $100.00 weekly opecrating our '* New System
Specialty” Candy _Factorics ** anywhere. Opportunity lifetime:
booklet free. W. Hillyer er Ragsdale. Drawer 93. East Orange. N. J.

WE PAY $200 monthly salary,

furnish rig and expenses to

American_Monogram_Co., Dept. 54. East Orange, N. J.

Sell Guaranteed Hosiery. Lowest prices.  Sample Oulm
FREE, with patented Demonstrator Sample  Case
cent more sales guaranteed. JOSEPH BROS., 54-M ]iunmdc
Ave., New York.

AGENTS—OUR SOAI” AND TOILET ARTICLE PLAN IS A
WONDER. GET OUR FREE SAMPLE CASE OFFER.
HO-RO-CO, Loct b‘l‘ ST. LOULS. MO.

AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS

FREE TO WRITERS-—a wonderful liitle book of money
making hints, suggestions, Idm the A B C of suocessful Btory
aud Movie-Play writing. Absolutely frec. Send for your oopy
now! Just address Authors’ Press, Dept. 19, Auburn, N. Y.

STORIES,
publication.
Literary Bureau, 110, Hannibal,

POEMS, PLAYS, ETC., ARE WANTED for
Good {deas bring bigmmoney. Submit dss., or write
0.

introduce our zuaranieed poultry and stock d IGLER
LO\l.l'.;\\ X-5vs, bl‘v;m':neld llll::mnssoc powders. BIG
AGENTS—SI5 A DAY—EASY QUICK SALES—FREE

AUTO—BIG WEEKLY BONUS—£1.50 _bremium Free to every
bn Iy

customer, <hiow our Beautiful,
Handle
colleet. I
Depr, 20-1°,
27.000 RECORDS GUARAN’TEED WITH ONE EVERPLAY
PHONOGRAPH DLE; new, different: cannot injure rec-
ords: $10.00 dml_\ eas\ Free sample to workers, EVER-
PLAY, Desk 312, Mc¢lurg Bldg., Chicago.

FOR SALE

FOR SALE. Complete set ARGOSY, R. R. MAN'S MAGA-
ZINE. GOLDEN DAYS and others, for best ofter r. o
to May 1Ist. Make otter. L. D, \\EHSTLR, Aurora,

7 piece, Solid Aluminmn

Set. Appeals  anstantly. We  deliver and
NEW ERA MFG. CO.. 805 Madison St.,

Chicagoe,

SONG POEMS WANTED

MICHIGAN FARM LANDSFOR SALE

T G0OD _FARM LANDS!' r - thr ing city in lower Mich.
200 40, S0 ac. tracts; only § to s down: bal. long time
Write today for big booklet l‘ne Swigart Land Co., Y-1243,
First Nat’l Bank Bldg.. Chicazo.

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS

PHOTOPLAYS WANTED BY 456 COMPANIES: $10 TO $5C0

EACH PAID FOR PLAYS. No correspondence course or ex-
perience needed dvl-nls sent free to beginners.  Sell your Id\':ls.
PRODUCERS .E\(. ‘E R Wainwrizht. St._Louis. Mo

EXCHANGE PLOTS FOR S$S—P° h-mu-ln
any form; revised, typed, published. cojyrizhted.  Sold.
fre..  UNIVERSAL SCENARIO CORI., 9IS Western
Lifo Bldz. Los Angeles

aceepted
Advice
Mutual

WRITE A SONG. ANY SU ZIECT. YOU (A
SEND WORDS TODAY I WILL COMPOSE 71
FRANK RADNER. o¢ed3 PRAIRIE AVE.,, DEPT.
CHICAGO

WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG. We compose music.
Our Chief of Staft wrote many b.g song-hits. ~ Submit yvour
song-poem to us at once. NEW YORK MELODY CORp.,
403 Fitzgerald Building, New York.

WANTED—MISCELLANEOUS

Cash for Old Gold. Platinum, Silver, Diamonds, Liberty
Bonds. War, Thrift. Unused Postage Stamps, False Teeth, Mag-
neto Points, Jobs, any valuables. Mail in today. (:ul. sent
return_mail.  Goods returned in ten days if you are not sati

Obio Smelting Co.. 301 Hippodrome Bldg.. Clevelund, Ohin.
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Jennifer’s would shimmer and shimmy with
an array of dresses and jewels that would
pale her own display into insignificance.
Neither did she realize that the simple en-
tertainment they were receiving was putting
a fatal crimp into a hundred-dollar bill.

Meanwhile, Van Carpen, without neglect-
ing her in any way, had been ingratiating
himself with the other members of her fam-
ily. He had a gift for making himself
agreeable, an almost uncanny instinct for
sensing the especial interests of those with
whom he came in contact.

In almost no time he had the colonel
drawn from his abstraction and discussing
Western politics, Similarly, he fell to talk-
ing airplanes with Faith. She was crazy
to fly, he discovered, and was only re-
strained from learning by the absolute veto
of her grandfather.

In opening up a family dispute of this
sort, an outsider would seem to be courting
disaster; but Van Carpen expressed himself
so tactfully that both sides regarded him as
an adherent.

Faith’s face grew animated, she turned
more and more to Van Carpen as she ap-
pealed to him to support this or that con-
tention.

Nobody paid any further attention to
Bob. Sore, disgruntled, under a cloud, he
-was left to kick his heels and feverishly
gulp ice water. The host of the party, he
felt as much outside it as if he had been in
the middle of Central Park.

Van Carpen, with his glib patter and
engaging address, was the central figure. A
dozen times Bob could have corrected some
of the wild statements he made. but he saw
that he might just as well save his breath.
And the other, whenever he was driven into
a corner, always managed to slide out by
laughingly turning to either Faith or Mrs.
Howland and proposing a dance.

He had just brought the elder lady back
to the table for the fifth time, when the
colonel, glancing at his watch, gave an ex-
clamation of surprise. It was after eleven,
he announced, and they would have to go.

« T refuse to be got rid of so easily,” de-
clared Van Carpen as they rose. I insist
on going with you and seeing you off on
the train.”
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“QOh, that will be delightful,” bridled
Mrs. Howland coquettishly, and Faith also
smiled an acquiescence.

So the party of four returned to the hotel
a party of five; for Bob tagged obstinately
along, although unurged to do so.

He had hoped miserably that in these
moments of parting he might have a chance
to patch things up with Faith and find out
how he had succeeded in so deeply offending
her; but the presence of Van Carpen and
the general nature of the chatter he kept up
prevented any opportunity of that sort.

Then, while the Westerners were upstairs
to gather their bags together, Van Carpen
dashed away and returned just as Faith and
Mrs. Howland reappeared in the lobby, with
great bunches of flowers for both of them.
Again he had scored, where Bob, wrapped in
a moody forgetfulness of the amenities, had
failed.

The latter still doggedly hung on, ac-
companying the travelers to the station, and
even through the gates to their train; but
all he got out of it was a perfunctory hand-
shake from the colorel and a very frigid
acknowledgment of his courtesies from Mrs.
Howland and Faith.

Very different was the farewell extended
to Van Carpen.

“If voure ever out in our part of the
world, remember, my boy, you’re to stop
with us.” The colonel clapped him heartily
on the shoulder.

“ I may take you up on that, sir, I have
some business which is quite likely to bring
me West within the next few weeks.”

“ Oh, do come,” breathed Mrs. Howland
and Faith together. “ We shall be more
than delighted.” .

They went aboard the train. Bob turned
back dismally with Van Carpen. Just as the
two passed out of the gate they heard a
cry behind them, and swung about to see
Faith come running toward them along the
platform.

Bob's heart gave a great leap of joy. She
was unwilling to part from him in anger.
She was going to give him a chance to
square himself.

He took a hasty step back toward the
gate. But before he could reach it, another
man dashed by him, passed through the/
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Bob could not restrain an exclamation of
triumph as he grasped the purport of the
message.

He had not allowed himself to get ex-
cited over the matter before. He had lis-
tened to too many glowing pipe dreams of
the sort not to regard the manicure girl’s
story with a degree of suspicion. But here
was official corroboration. She held abso-
lute and unassailable title to the property.

And if he knew anything about values
down there—and he felt confident that he
did — that land was worth millions. Mil-
lions! And she insisted on giving him a
half interest in it.

“ Good news, eh?” Van Carpen glanced
at his glowing face.

“T'll say so!” Bob exulted. ¢ This lit-
tle slip of paper just about covers the firma-
ment with dollar signs for yours truly.”

That oft-quoted line of the late Lord
Byron’s: ¢ Man’s love of man’'s life is a
thing apart,” isn’t far off. In the glow and
dazzle of his prospective riches Bob forgot
the misery of his raspberry-tinted evening.
Even the sting of Faith’s coldness was hard-
ly more than a reminiscent throb.

So full was he of his expansive visions
that he couldn’t help spilling the story to
his companion. Some measure of discretion
restrained him from disclosing Jean's name;
he referred to her rather importantly as a
“ client.” But outside of that, he divulged
practically every essential detail: the loca-
tion and extent of the property, his reasons
for believing it a part of the oil belt, an
outline of his plans for developing and ex-
ploiting it.

Van Carpen was properly congratulatory.
He encouraged Bob to talk by praising his
good business judgment and by offering an
occasional comment or objection which
stimulated explanations.

He seemed overjoyed at his friend’s good
fortune and interested in the matter solely
on the latter’s account; but under his sur-
face enthusiasm a close observer might have
detected that he was revolving some purpose
of his own and that his curiosity was not
without an object.

At last, though, he took his leave, carry-
ing off with him the newspaper for which he
had come.
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“If you don’t mind, I'd like to have
that back to-morrow, Van,” said Bob as
he handed it to him. ¢ The people I intend
to talk to about this deal will want a lot of
information of course, and most of it can be
found right there. So I shall need the paper
for reference.”

“ Certainly. I understand,” Van Carpen
replied. It don’t mean anything special in
my young life, you know; just a general
thirst for knowledge. I’ll glance over it to-
night, and send or bring it back to you first
thing in the morning.”

After his departure Bob turned in; but
he found it no easy thing to compose him-
self to rest. His pulses were leaping, his
mind in a whirl of elation. Even Faith’s
apparent infatuation for Northrup became
of minor consequence. He told himself,
falling into the usual error of his sex, that
he was silly to let himself be tortured by
jealousy. When he appeared in all the new
glamour of wealth and success, she would
be sure to decide in his favor against such
a down-and-outer as Northrup.

His last conscious thought as he finally
dropped off to sleep was a sort of cinema
picture of himself and Faith clasped in
each other’s arms, while Northrup slunk
away into a deserved oblivion.

This must have been some time about
four o’clock; for he had not gone to bed
until after one, and since then he had heard
a near-by church clock twice strike the
hour.

Nevertheless, he was up at seven in the
morning and as wideawake and alert as if
he had put in his regulation eight hours.
He sang lustily if somewhat off key as he
splashed about in his tub. He jig-stepped
at intervals all the time he was dressing.
He tucked away a breakfast that would
have staggered an anconda or an eight-year-
old boy.

In short, if Miss Faith Howland, speed-
ing on her westward journey, was picturing
him as a blighted being, lovelorn and dis-
consolate, she could safely have told her
accusing conscience to go away back and
sit down. He had never appeared mere fit
in his life.

“ 1 seem to catch the fragrance of orange
blossoms in the air,” Jean hailed him as he
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came bustling into the barber-shop at nine
o’clock. “ From your blithe and gleeful air
this morning, friend Robert, one would
hazard a guess that the lady had fallen for
the old ¢ Voice-that-breathed-o’er-Eden’
stuff?”

She had just come in herself, and having
hung up her hat, was standing in front of a
mirror fluffing out her hair with the tips of
her fingers before starting in on the day’s
work.

Bob glanced at her warily. Her greeting
sounded dangerously like sarcasm; and yet
how could she know anything of his disas-
trous evening? To play safe, he adopted a
hurried, businesslike manner.

“T1 have received an answer from the
clerk of Guadaljara County,” he said, lay-
ing the telegram before her. “ The land is
unquestionably yours, and I feel it only fair
to tell you that in my opinion it is very
valuable. If oil is struck there, it may be
worth millions. Under these circumstances,
do you still wish to enter into the arrange-
ment you mentioned last night?”

“T1 mnever welch, old dear.” Jean
shrugged her shoulders.  Get your papers
ready so as to have the agreement in black
and white, and I'll be there with the little
old ¢ John Hancock,” whenever you want
it.”

Bob felt like hugging her.

“ By George, Jean,” he said a little husk-
ily, “ the fellow that wouldn’t be square
with you ’d deserve to be hung.”

“ Then there’s several that are due for
the black cap.” She laughed, but not alto-
gether mirthfully. “One in particular.
You'’ll find, Bobby, that there’s quite a fair
percentage of crooks in this world, just wait-
ing for a chance to abuse somebody’s confi-
dence. '

“By the way,” she eyed him keenly,
“ you haven’t been spilling this proposition
around promiscuously, have you? Didn’t get
to feeling so good over it, that you had to
tell the world what a grand little scout you
were?”

« Of course not,” he replied indignantly.
¢ What sort of a fool do you think I am?
I haven’t spoken of it to a soul—that is, to
nobody except Van Carpen. I did mention
it to him in a vague kind of a way, but it
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isn’t in his line at all. I doubt if he could
tell you now what I was talking about.”

“ Van Carpen?” She wrinkled her brows.
“1 don’t believe I know him.”

“ Oh, he’s all right,” Bob assured her im-
patiently. ¢ Fellow, I know; was with our
squadron for a while over in France.”

Then he turned to a discussion of the de-
tails of their partnership, and having settled
that they would meet at noon and sign up
all the necessary papers, hurried out.

When she next saw him in accordance
with their appointment he was in higher
feather than ever. The legal formalities
concluded and their agreement duly ratified,
he rushed her off to take luncheon with
him, and there revealed that he had put in
the morning to good advantage.

As he had previously told her, some capi-
tal, about seventy-five thousand dollars,
would be necessary for the proper exploita-
tion of their venture, and he thought he
knew where he could raise it. But he had
warned her that it would take time. He
might encounter considerable delay before
he succeeded in rounding up the amount he
required.

Now, however, he informed her that the
sum was practically in hand. He had man-
aged to interest three men that morning,
two of whom were already pledged to put
in twenty-five thousand dollars apiece,
while the third had as good as promised a
similar amount, but would not give his defi-
nite answer until that afternoon.

“ Some fast worker, I'll advise the whirl-
ing cosmos.” Jean beamed at him gratify-
ingly. “ Guess this goofy fingernail-filer
don’t know how to pick a live one. Well,
keep the pot a-boiling, dearie. You can’t
jerk me into the Rockefeller class any too
soon. I always did feel that I was born to
adorn the circles of the idle rich.”

They spent a congenial hour, felicitating
each other and indulging in rosy dreams of
the future. Then Jean went back to the
shop, while Bob set forth to nail his man.

It proved a somewhat harder job than
he had anticipated, for the chap was full
of questions and required a lot of argument
before he was satisfied. But Bob’s enthu-
siasm and faith in the project overrode all
obstacles, and finally late in the afternoon
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That New York Central train on which
Bob Moore was riding, therefore, carried a
heavy handicap. And its performance was
just about what might have been expected.

This is no reflection upon the New York
Central. It was no more to blame for what
happened than was the unfortunate ship
upon which Jonah sailed for Tarshish.

If Bob had bought his ticket via the
Pennsylvania, Erie, Lehigh Valley, Lacka-
wanna, or B. & O., the ill-luck would prcb-
ably have shifted to one of those lines. No
railroad can successfully stand up under
that sort of thing.

So the poor train that had the hoodoo
aboard wallowed all the way up the Hud-
son through a blinding storm of wind, rain,
hail, sleet and snow, wits the waves from
the river washing up over the track and
compelling the engineer to feel out every
foot of the road.

At Albany they were two hours late.

The other side of Utica they encountered
a washout which delayed them three hours
more.

Out of Buffalo they ran into a freight
wreck which held them up for another hour
until the littered tracks were cleared.

And so it went all along the line, with the
persistent jinx interposing the entire fifty-
seven varieties of mishap and delay.

When they finally limped into Chicago,
they were seven hours behind schedule
time; just an hour and forty-five minutes
too late for Bob to make the connection on
which he had been counting.

He would have to wait twelve hours for
another train to the Southwest.

To add to the pleasure of this discovery,
he learned that the train on the Pennsyl-
vania, escaping flood, fire, earthquake, in-
vasion of foreign enemies and all other
casualties and acts of God, had arrived in
Chicago strictly on time, and in ample sea-
son to catch an even earlier train to New
Mexico than the one Bob had hoped to
take.

By this time, the perfidious Van Carpen’

and his side partner were no doubt almost
at Kansas City.

1t looked as if Avarice and Duplicity had
gained an insurmountable lead over hapless
Love and Ambition, especially as the dark
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horse entry in the race, Mystery, was also
in difficulties; for the B. & O. train on
which Lieutenant Cale Northrup had em-
barked, had fared but little better than the
Central. It, too, was badly delayed, still
hours out of St. Louis.

Meanwhile, the unsuspecting leaders in
this transcontinental dash, Colonel How-
land and his family, were making an un-
eventful journey westward, and ultimately
arrived safely in Guadaljara City.

It was about ten o’clock in the morning
when they got in, and the colonel, sending
Mrs. Howland and Faith on to the house,
went direct from the railroad station to his
bank, a one-story structure in the prevail-
ing mission style of architecture, and locat-
ed on the main street directly across from
the courthouse.

Hurriedly greeting Jeff Taggart, his
cashier, teller and general factotum, he re-
tired with the latter to the privacy of the
back room.

“Tell me now just what’s the trouble,
Jeff?” he inquired. ¢ Your telegram natu-
rally didn’t go into details.”

Neither of them sat down. The colonel,
standing with one foot on a chair, tilted his
broad-brimmed hat back from his forchead
and clamped his teeth down on his cigar as
if to brace himself against a recital of bad
news,

He got it—an avalanche of it. Appar-
ently, everything had gone wrong during
his absence.

Like many another man rated as wealthy,
Colonel Howland’s riches were more condi-
tional than absolute. He had a good many-
different interests, but most of them were
still in a state of development; they might
or might not prove valuable. And it took
a lot of money to keep them all going. He
was almost always hard pressed for ready
cash.

His financial position was very like that
of a juggler who has built up an inverted
pyramid of odd-sized and odd-shaped ob-
jects, and is trying to keep them all in the
air. The least slip of hand or eye, the
drawing of an uneven breath means disas-
ter. It had required some very adroit bal-
ancing at times and some lively jumping
around for the colonel to avoid a crash.
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mountains on the west, and was soon lost
to view in the clouds about their summits.
The purpose of his dare-devil exhibition, if
any, remained an enigma.

The crowd of spectators disintegrated,
and the colonel returned to his profitless
meditations. Everv way he turned he
seemed to be confronted by a blank wall,

At noon he went up to the house for
luncheon, and found his wife in a flutter of
pleased excitement.

“Do you remember that interesting
young Mr. Van Carpen we met the last
night we were in New York?>” she asked.

The colonel nodded indifferently. He
had heard little but praises of V'an Carpen
for the last five days, and was getting pretty
well fed up on the subject.

“Well, he’s coming here. I've had a
telegram from him, saying that he’ll arrive
this afternoon.”

The colonel ceased moodily crumbling
his bread and looked up.

“ Coming here?” he exclaimed.
afternoon?”

“Yes; and we must do everything in our
power to make his visit pleasant. We’ll
have to stir up something unusual in the
way of entertainment.”

The colonel reflected grimly that there’d
be something unusual all right. It isn’t
often that a guest runs into such dramatic
happenings as the bankruptcy and suicide
of his host: for he had now made up his
mind that rather than face the impending
crash he would kill himself. The sag
against his hip of the revolver he had
snatched up and still carried in his pocket
bad given him the idea on the way home.
That was the one way out.

But he gave no hint of this dark resolu-
tion to his wife. Ignorant of what was in
his thoughts, she had been steadily rattling
on.

“Isn’t it too annoying about Faith?™ she
said.

* Faith?” he repeated.
done?”

“Why, I just got through telling you.
But vou never do listen to anything I say.
Faith’s gone off in her car. She left word
that she wouldn’t be back for luncheon,
and I'm afraid she's away for the day. 1

“ This

“What has she
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telephoned down to the garage, and they
said she’d started in the direction of the
mountains. I really think you ought to
put your foot down, Robert, against her
running off alone to those wild places. I
wanted her to go to the train with me to
meet Mr. Van Carpen.”

The colonel gave a slight start,

“What time does Van Carpen get in2”
he asked.

“ At three o’clock. If she isn’t back by
that time, I suppose I'll have to go to the
station alone.”

Three o’clock! That settled it. Uncon-
sciously she had named the time for this
thing he had in his mind. He had been
wondering how best to manage it, so that it
would appear an accident. Not at the
office; there was too much chance of inter-
ruption. But if at the house, he wanted
his wife and Faith out of the way. And
here it was all arranged for him. Three
o'clock, then, it was to be. No use waiting
any longer. He had calculated every con-
tingency. The crash was inevitable.

His wife noticed the sudden shadow that
fell over his face.

“ What’s the matter, Robert?” she asked,
“ Are you ill?”

“ A touch of headache. I don't believe
T’ll go to the bank this afternoon. If I lie
down and keep quiet, I'll probably be all
right by the time you get back with Van
Carpen.”

He went up to his own room and spent
some time over a number of small matters
he wanted to arrange. Then he got down
a bottle of oil and some rags—he wanted
to make it appear that he had been cleaning
the weapon—and seated himself to wait.

At half past two he heard his wife leave
the house. He had his chance now if he
wanted to take it. But he had fixed three
o'clock as his hour, and he decided to stand
by it. He fastened his glance on the clock,
watching its hands advance as the slow min-
utes ticked away.

The quarter hour came. Then suddenly
the colonel threw up his head and listened.
His ear had caught the sound of a motor
turning in at the gate. It advanced rapidly
up the drive and stopped before the front
door.

1 A
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“ That fellow!” he growled, as he slowly
came to. “I wouldn’t believe anything
that came from him, not if he swore to it on
a stack of Bibles. Anyway, how would he
know?”

Nevertheless, he postponed that session
he had planned in the room upstairs with
the revolver.

It was two days afterward that Bob
Moore, rumpled both in appearance and
spirits, and woefully begrimed by travel,
descended from his train at Guadaljara City
station.

With his hoodoo still working overtime,
he had been able to catch only an over-
crowded slow train and had had to take an
upper berth on that.

From every standpoint it had been a far
from comfortable journey; and now that he
had reached his destination, he was a little
at sea just what to do.

He didn’t want to go bursting in on the
Howlands without some reasonable excuse
for his appearance; and that was hard to
furnish just at present, since he couldn’t
very well charge Van Carpen with attempt-
ing to double cross him until he had some
adequate proof of the fact.
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It seemed to him wisest on the whole to
go up to the hotel and defer any announce-
ment of his presence in town to the colonel’s
family until he had prospected around a bit,
and was able to see how the land lay.

Accordingly, he climbed with his bag into
the rickety station bus, and after a jolting
ride of six or seven blocks was landed in
front of the Palace, Guadaljara City’s
leading hostelry.

As he climbed down to the sidewalk, and
reached in his pocket to pay the driver, his
eye happened to stray across the street to
a formerly vacant store where desks and
office furniture were being moved in with
the greatest celerity, and a large and gaudy
sign was being raised into place over the
front door.

At that moment the workman swung the
sign around, and Bob’s roving glance took
in the legend upon the face of it:

THE VAN CARPEN OIL CO.
Exploiting the Rawlinson Tract
For a second Bob stood petrified. Then,
dropping his bag to the sidewalk, he
charged across the street with blood in his
eye.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.
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THE SUNBEAM AND THE ICICLE

HE South Wind slept, while the North Wind swept
The snow o’er the withered leaves;
A Sunbeam bold wooed an Icicle cold

Beneath the cottage eaves. '
“1Tn the realm above I will guard thee, love,

From theé North Wind’s chill algrms;

1

And he pleaded well, until she fell,
And melted in his arms.

The South Wind slept, but the North Wind wept
And mourned ’neath the empty eaves;

What he held most dear was merely a tear
"Neath a mound of withered leaves!

Jane Thomas.
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Nearing Constitution Hill, he passed a
large limousine which was drawn up by the
curb. He merely glanced at it, but in that
one glimpse he saw something that made
him check in his walk. The street light
threw a ray into the dark interior of the
car, and by that light he recognized Bar-
bara May! There was no mistaking her;
he would have known her among a million
others,

She was talking to somebody, earnestly,
seriously, and who that somebody was, Jack
could not see.

He continued his walk; apparently she
had not noticed him. A queer little sense
of restriction crept into his heart at the
natural conclusion he drew. Barbara May
had a love affair, and liked some man well
enough to meet him in this clandestine fash-
ion. And yet—Barbara May was poor—
the car was a luxurious one.

He waited fifty yards farther along the
road, standing in the shadow of the railings.
It was hateful of him to spy on her, but
he was very human, and wished to know
who was the man to whom Barbara granted
such privileges.

Presently the door of the limousine
opened and the man stepped out; he was
middle aged and stout. Moreover, he was
respectful, and from that tone in his voice,
Jack gathered that his first conclusion had
been unjust.

“Yeryv good, miss,” said the man, “ T will
let you know in the morning.”

Almost immediately the car moved off,
and the man, raising his hat, stood for a
moment before he turned and walked brisk-
ly in the direction where Jack was standing.
He turned down Constitution Hill, crossing
the road so that he followed the line of the
wall which surrounded Buckingham Palace.

Jack, without any particular idea as to
what he was going to do, followed in his
wake. He was wearing rubber-soled shoes,
which made little or no sound. Once the
man glanced back uneasily as if he had
some suspicion that he was being followed,
but he held on his way.

He was nearing the Victoria Memorial
when the surprising thing happened. He
put his hand in his pocket and pulled out
a handkerchief; but he pulled out something
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else, and Jack heard it fall with a clatter on
the gravel walk.

He stooped and picked it up as the man
turned with an exclamation. It was a square
leather jewel case, and in falling, the snap
had unfastened, and as Jack handled it, the
lid flew open.

Instantly the man turned.

“That’s mine!” he said roughly, and he
would have snatched it away, but Jack
was gazing in dumfounded horror upon a
great diamond cluster, in the center of which
were three large emeralds. It was Mrs.
Crewe-Sanders’s missing jewel plaque!

He could not believe it possible, and yet
—Barbara May was a thief, and this man
was the receiver!

“ Come on, I want my property.”

The stout man tried to snatch it from
him, but Jack was too quick for him.

“You’ll have to explain where you got
this, my friend,” he said.

“ I'll explain nothing,” snapped the other.
“If you don’t hand it to me I shall call a
policeman.”

“Then call me,” said Jack, and he saw
the stout man start.

“1 don’t understand you.”

“T'm Inspector Danton, of Scotland
Yard,” said Jack, ““ and I think there are a
few explanations due from you. Will you
walk with me to the nearest police station?”

The fellow hesitated.

‘ Certainly,” he said after a while, and
they walked side by side in silence.

Jack’s dilemma was a cruel one. The ar-
rest of this man meant inevitably the ex-
posure of the girl, and he only now realized
how strong a hold she had upon his heart.
But he had his duty to do, that came first
and foremost in his mind. He set his teeth
to the task; he must go through with it.

In the Westminster Police Station the
prisoner described himself as John Smith, re-
fused to give any explanation as to how the
property came into his possession, and stood
silently in the steel pen while Jack and the
sergeant discussed the ownership of the re-
covered property.

“ There is no doubt about it at all, sir,”
said the sergeant, consulting a list. * This
is the jewel the lady lost; you’ll prefer a
charge against him, I suppose?”
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laugh, “ aren’t you just a little—er—prig-

gishly capable?”

“Don’t taunt me with my usefulness!”
smiled Barbara.

Even the astute Mr. Jack Danton, had he
overheard this conversation, could not have
guessed that that scene on the stairs had
been as carefully rehearsed and forced upon
Diana as if Barbara had spent the morming
in teaching her her lines. For Barbara had
gone up those stairs just a little ahead of
Diana, determined to annoy her, and as de-
termined to apologize for her rudeness.

Diana was in the hands of her maid when
there came a knock at the bedroom door
and Barbara came in.

“ Diana, I've come to say that I'm so
sorry I was rude to vou,” she said.

“ My dear,” smiled Diana sweetly, “it
was quite my fault; I think one gets a little
overtired this time in the morning.”

“ What a beautiful room you have, and
what wonderful brushes!” Barbara ad-
mired the set upon the dressing table. “ If
I have any fault to find with this room, the
ceiling is a little low,” she rattled on.

“I sleep with my windows open,” said
Diana.

“In spite of the burglar?”

“ There isn't much danger, is there?”

Barbara looked out of the window.

“A man could hardiy walk along this
parapet,”’ she replied. “ Your room is a
good thirty feet from the ground.”

She said good night and was at the door
when she turned.

“Would you like a cup of chocolate?”
she asked.

Now, Diana’s weakness was for chocolate,
as Barbara well knew, but she was amazed
at the invitation. The girl laughed.

“T've just made some in my room,” Bar-
bara explained. * I have an electric kettle
and I’m supposed to make chocolate rather
well.”

“ 1 should love some.
for it.”

« Tt will be ready in three minutes,” said
Barbara. “ Are you sure you've forgiven
me?”’

« If T hadn’t forgiven you before, I should
fall on your neck now,” Diana replied with
a laugh.

Il send Amile
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And it really was delicious chocolate.
Diana sat up in bed, a dainty, beautiful
picture, and sipped the hot and fragrant
fluid and felt as nearly friendly to Barbara
as it was possible for her to feel. She fin-
ished the cup and handed it to the maid.

“T will put the light out and lock the
door, Amile,” she said. “ Good night. I
think I shall sleep.”

Barbara thought Diana would sleep, too.
She replaced a tiny bottle half full of color-
less liquid which she had taken from her
dressing case and looked at her watch.
Then she raised the window. Her room was
on the same floor as Diana’s, and between
her and the girl was an empty suite. She
pulled down the blinds and undressed.

From her wardrobe she took a pair of
riding breeches, put them on and pulled
thick woollen stockings over the silken hose.
She stuffed her arms into a jersey coat, put
out the light and sat down to wait.

At two o’clock she let the blinds up noise-
lessly and climbed out of the window onto
the parapet. It was no more than twelve
inches wide, but this girl had nerves like
steel, and she walked without faltering along
the narrow ledge.

A slip, and nothing could have saved her
from death, but she did not hesitate. She
came abreast of Diana’s window, and with-
out a pause crept in.

Diana was sleeping heavily, and Barbara
stepped to the side of the bed and listened.
Her breathing was regular and she did not
move when Barbara laid her hand gently
on her shoulder. The drug she had put
into the chocolate had done its work most
effectively, and she could, without danger,
have switched on the light, save that it
might attract attention from anybody pass-
ing along the corridor.

She took an electric torch from her pocket
and a small bunch of keys. She had only
come into the room to apologize to Diana to
discover just where Diana put her jewel case.
The lock of the steel-lined box vielded after
the third attempt, and Barbara made her
selection, which was the plaque which had
sparkled on Diana’s breast.

She was not, however, satisfied with this
inspection, and pursued certain investiga-
tions. They were well rewarded. Her work
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as she indubitably was, a consciousness of
her charms awakened no desire to employ
them until she came against the polished
granite of Jack Danton’s personality.

He was the one good-looking man she had
met who did not approach her with that
possessive confidence which she had inva-
riably found was the attitude of present-
able men. He had neither courted nor flat-
tered her, and when he had neglected her it
had not been a studious, but a natural neg-
lect.

She had known him when he was in the
army, and before he had begun to serve the
state in another capacity. The war had
matured him, made him something differ-
ent to the rather gawky lad she had known
when she was in short frocks, but even in
those days he had never flattered her, never
even asked her to dance with him, but his
magnificent aloofness had not piqued her
until now.

“ Jack Danton treats me as if I were a
very elegant piece of furniture,” she had
said to Widdicombe as they came up to
town together. ‘ There are times when I
like to be regarded as human.”

“In other words, he doesn’t make love
to you,” Widdicombe commented bluntly.
“ Well, that must be a relief, Diana, and
the poor fellow is saving himself a great
many heartaches.”

She laughed softly.

“ 1 don’t think Jack Danton’s heart is of
the aching kind,” she said.

She expected him to call on her when
she was in town, and when he did not she
wrote him a note and asked him to tea.

He arrived to the minute—his very
punctuality annoyed her—he was so obvi-
ously paying a polite call, that the girl was
unexpectedly annoyed.

“ Jack,” she said at last with a touch of
asperity in her tone, ¢ one would imagine,
to hear you talk, that you had been reading
a manual on the art of polite and meaning-
less conversation.”

“I'm sorry if I have been quiet,” he
apologized in surprise.

“T expected you to be interesting,” she
asserted almost tartly. ¢ Can’t you tell me
about murders and criminals, and bank rob-
beries and things like that?”
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He stared at her and she laughed.

‘ Really, Jack, you don’t suppose that
your occupation is a secret, do you> We
all know you’re a policeman; that is why
it is so fascinating to know you.”

He laughed awkwardly.

“Y am sorry I can'’t tell you about the
amazing mysteries I have unraveled,” he
said. “ The fact is, I haven't unraveled
them. Police work is a very mundane, hum-
drum sort of a business, and the purple
spots occur at horribly long intervals.”

“ Why don’t you marry?” she asked.

“ Marry?” he said, astonished. My
dear Miss Wold—"

“ And please don’t call me Miss Wold!
You used to call me by my Christian name,
and if you don’t do that I shall feel un-
comfortable when I call you Jack.”

“Then I'll relieve you from that embar-
rassment, Diana,” he smiled. ** Why have-
n’'t I married? Heaven knows. In the
first place, I am a poor man and couldn't
support a wife; in the second place—"

“ In the second place,” she repeated when
he paused.

* Well, there is nobody who wants me
particularly.”

“ Is there anybody you want?”

“No,” he answered shortly.

She was looking down at the handker-
chief she held in her hand.

“I1 don’t think that the question of
money ought to come into marriage,” she
remarked. “ Why don’t you marry a rich
girl>  There are plenty of them about.”

“ But none that I'm particularly in love
with,” smiled Jack, “and anyway, Diana,
I couldn’t marry a woman who was im-
mensely wealthy and live on her: it would
be a hateful life.”

“ That is your conceit,” she said, look-
ing up. “If you were a rich man you
wouldn’t think twice about asking a poor
girl to marry you, and she wouldn’t think
twice of accepting. You would do that be-
cause such a marriage would give you a
lordly feeling of patronage.”

Jack shook his head.

“TI don’t agree with you and, anyway, I
should never give a woman an opportunity
of being particularly lordly or patronizing
where I was concerned.”
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She collected all the bureau keys she
could find in the house; they might be use-
ful, she thought, for if there was any evi-
dence of her crime in the flat, Barbara
would certainly lock it up.

She walked into the vestibule of the
Mansions, and to her relief, the elevator had
just gone up. She was able to walk up the
stairs without the lift man seeing her. Yet
it was with a beating heart that she opened
the door of Barbara’s flat, walked in and
closed the door softly behind her.

From room to room she went, opening
drawers, peering into cupboards, but with-
out making a discovery until she went into
Barbara's bedroom. There were - few ar-
ticles of furnituré in the room, which was
a large and airy one, and the only locked
drawer proved amenable to the attentions
of one of the keys she had brought with
her. But here she drew blank, to her dis-
appointment, for the drawer contained
nothing that was in any way helpful.

She was leaving the room disappointed
when it occurred to her to turn down the
pillows of the bed. It looked as if she had
failed again, when by accident her hand
touched the sheeted overlay and she felt
something hard. To pull aside the sheet
was the work of a second, and then she
saw and gasped.

Neatly let into the mattress was a square
space occupied by a cash box. She ex-
tracted this with shaking hands and carried
the box to a table near the window. It
was locked, but the lock was of a flimsy
character. The third of her keys fitted and
the lid swung back. And as she took out
the trays with which the box was fitted she
gasped, for each tray contained two dia-
mond pendants!

Open-mouthed, Diana examined the jew-
els; each bore a neat little linen label on
which the name of the owner was written.
She saw her own plaque, it was the third
she examined. .

What should she do?> She was in some
dilemma. She could not carry the box to
the police and say that she had made a
search. That would look bad. Society
would not view her actions very kindly,
however noble her intentions might have
been.
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And then she had an ingspiration.

She replaced the jewels carefully on their
trays, closed the lid of the box and locked
it, and placed it back in the square hole
that was cut in the mattress, covering this
with the sheet and placing the two pillows
neatly where she had found them. In a
few minutes she was driving back to Carlton
House Terrace. It would be a lovely re-
venge!

She called Scotland Yard by telephone,
and as luck would have it Jack was in the
office.

“Will you come to me at once?” she
pleaded. “ It is very important.”

“I am awfully busy,” he excused him-
self.

“But this is tremendously important.
It affects Barbara May.”

“ Tl come,” he said shortly.

She awaited his arrival, hugging herself
with joy. There was in her composition a
streak of malignity which Jack had yet to
discover.

He found her sitting at a tea-table, and
was a little brusque in his manner.

“T can’t stay to tea, Diana,” he began.

“You will stay to tea,” she said sweetly,
“T have a lot to tell you and I must have
the right atmosphere, and the atmosphere
for scandal is the tea-table.”

He seated himself reluctantly, waiting
and wondering what her news would be.

“You are a police officer, Jack?” she de-
manded, as she handed him his tea.

“T believe T am,” he replied curtly,

“You have taken all sorts of oaths and
things, haven’t you? I understand that the
police are bound, just as soldiers are hound,
by promises to do their duty in any circum-
stances.”

He put down the tea.

“What is the idea, Diana?” he asked
quietly.

“1 have found the jewel thief,” she an-
nounced.

His jaw dropped.

T have found the jewel thief, and I can
tell you where the jeweles are. And I am
reporting this to you officially,” she added
with emphasis. “ The jewels are in Bar-
bara May's flat. They are contained in a
steel box beneath her pillow and it is your
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ly have been human and feminine other-
wise. Nevertheless it was cool and con-
trolled, competently dominating the situa-
tion, dark though that situation was.

“ Somebody has thrown the master-
switch,” said she. “ You know where it is,

Phil—there in the back passage. Go and
turn it on.”
No one else spoke, just then. Somebody,

presumably Phil; stumbled against a chair.
A few seconds afterward the library once
more was bathed in light. From the ball-
room there came the sound of laughter and
light jests, called forth by that moment of
darkness. Peggy noted these details as she
noted all others, great and small, important
and otherwise, with a photographic ac-
curacy that never faded from her mind.

Thus she noted that the room still was
fragrant with the bluish, aromatic haze of
good tobacco. She saw Phil stoop as he reén-
tered the room from that back passage, and
when he straightened again she saw a pistol
in his hand—a wicked automatic, blue and
sinister. She saw Dunning, his face and
fingers both twitching from a nervous strain
born of present terror and dawning hope.
She saw Aunt Sophronia, who now was
standing, her face pale and drawn, but reso-
lute and undaunted. She noted the fact
that Mr. Ayres, a forgotten cigar still smok-
ing in his hand, was kneeling upon the floor
beside a form that lay there, very still. The
form of a man whom she never before had
seen—of Spike Creach, the burglar.

“He’s done for, poor chap,” said Mr.
Ayres, rising. “I don’t suppose he ever
knew what happened. We ought to call a
doctor, though—and the police, too.”

“ The police, too!” echoed Horton, step-
ping forward. “ Dunning, will you—?"

He did not finish the sentence; there was
no need. Peggy saw that he caught the
district attorney’s eyes, and she sensed
that a look of intense meaning passed be-
tween them. She saw also, although she
did not then understand its significance, a
look of triumph cross Dunning’s face as
he started for the door.

“Stop! There was a man at that win-
dow! A man with a cloth over his face.
He can’t be far away—he’s only just gone.
‘Catch him!”
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It was Peggy who spoke. She had
caught only a glimpse of this man. Only
his eyes were visible, the rest of his face be-
ing hidden by a napkin that he held over
it. Nevertheless she knew it was the same
man she had seen at the dining room win-
dow a little while before.

Mr. Ayres, who stood nearest the win-
dow, flung it open. Pushing him rudely
aside, Dunning leaned out, sounding a shrill
call upon a whistle he had taken from his
waistcoat pocket. He was answered by
shouts of the two policemen whom he had
brought with him and posted outside the
house. They approached, but for a little
were unable to identify the unexpected
window from which the call had come.
Dunning did not hurry them.

‘““A man has been shot,” said he, when
at last they had come. * This girl says she
saw a masked face looking in through the
window. It’s probably a pipe dream, but
you might as well have a look around.
When you finish, report back here, to me.”

The men left. With an evil grin, Dun-
ning turned from the window and picked up
the desk telephone.

“ What do you mean by saying what 1
saw was a pipe dream?” stormed Peggy,
furiously, “ But he may be a mile away
by now. I think you wasted time on pur-
pose! I don’t believe you wanted to catch
him!”

‘Let no one leave this room,” command-
ed the district attorney, without answering, .
as he removed the telephone receiver from
its hook. .

“ Peggy dear, will you go and ask Dr.
Gray to come here, please? Quietly, you
know, so that people won’t suspect that
anything has happened. Go now.”

It was Aunt Sophronia who issued this
counter-command—or rather, counter re-
quest, and—naturally—it was this which
Peggy elected to obey. Dunning made a
motion as though to stop her, and then
'thought better of his intention, perhaps be-
cause Horton stood aside to let her pass.
So she went, her pretty head held defiantly
high, to find kindly old Dr. Gray, who had
ushered her into the world.

She found him, after some search, in
company with Aunt Sophronia’s pet clergy-
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rose and left the table to see what was want-
ed. Aunt Sophronia’s eyes followed him,
and she smiled.

“He’s a dear boy. I'm glad I shall
have him to help me. He’s like his father,”
she said; and then, after a pause, she asked,
“ At what hours do they admit visitors at
the jail, Eliphalet?”

Dr. Gray did not know. But before he
could reply Jack Ayres reappeared.

“TIt’s O’Rourke—that chap who keeps a
saloon, down in the Butt-End district,” said
Jack, frowning in perplexity. “ He insists
upon seeing you, Aunt Sophronia. Yet he
hasn’t anything in especial to see you about,
so far as I could make out. But he won't
go away.”

“ He wants to see me because he used to
live on this place; because he’s heard what
has happened, and is sorry, and will do any-
thing for us that he can. I shall be glad to
see him. I want to ask him some ques-
tions, for he knows so much about so many
things. If any one else calls, you'see them,
Peggy. Tell ’em I'm not able to see ’em—
which will be the truth, for there’s no time
for useless talk. Be polite, but firm.
You’ll know what to say.”

“T’ll know what to say,” Peggy assured
her. Pecggy longed to be of service, and, as
the doctor observed to himself, departing
on his professional duties, she was not Aunt
Sophronia’s niece for nothing.

‘“ Jack,” Aunt Sophronia said. “ Don’t
go 'way, please; I shall want you in a little
while.”

She passed on into the library. Thelim
O'Rourke awaited her.

The library had been put to rights while
the family was at breakfast, but it was the
same room, and Aunt Sophronia could not
repress a little shudder, which she tried
bravely to conceal, as once more she crossed
its threshold. Phelim was painfully em-
barrassed. Prompted by mixed motives, as
all men invariably are, but with the kindly
ones specified by Aunt Sophronia in the
ascendant, he had come to offer his services,
for whatever these services might be worth;
but now that he saw her he did not know
how to begin. Aunt Sophronia had to do
it for him.

“It's good of you to come, Phelim,” she
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offered her hand. “ You can help me a lot
if you will. T want to know so many things.
Sit down. You know what happened I
suppose.”

“ Yes, ma'am,” answered Phelim. ¢ That
is, if the morning papers didn’t lie—as they
mostly do.”

“I don’t know,” answered Aunt So-
phronia. “T haven’t had time to read any
papers. But the lights went out and a shot
was fired—from over there. The man was
killed. My nephew was accused—by the
district attorney—of having killed him.
That is what happened, Phelim. My
nephew, even if he had wanted to, could
never have done it—”

“Whisht, Miss Sophronia!” interrupted
Phelim. * Beggin’ yer pardon for the in-
terruption, ma'am—but faith, it’s meself
thot knows Masther Phil niver killed anny-
wan. But he’s got a bad gang ag’inst him;
men what are high up an’ what want to be
higher, and are scared half out av their
loives for fear they’ll be shown up for what
they are. And it’s them men, ma’am, what
owns the police. Not that it matthers
much—the police we have in this town
cuddn’t foind out annything—cuddn’t catch
a cold! No matther how much they wanted
to, they’d be no help. But I have men
—and ways—of findin’ out things. So I
thought, Miss Sophronia, that if ye’d not
moind answerin’ a question or two—"

He left his sentence unfinished, hesitating
with a delicacy unexpected in such a man.
But Aunt Sophronia understood. She un-
derstood most people because under their
external peculiarities they are so very much
like everybody else. She smiled at him.

“ The thing has got to be faced, Phelim,”
said she. ‘ Ask what you like.”

“ Then, ma’am, that matther of the gun,”
said he. “Is it thrue that ’twas Masther
Phil's own gun what foired the shot?”

“ No,” answered Aunt Sophronia. ¢ Phil
stumbled over it when I sent him to turn
on the lights. It was lyin’ on the floor, by
the door over there. He picked it up.”

“Tt didn’t belong in the house?” pursued
Phelim.

“No. None of us ever saw it before.”

“ But Masther Phil had a gun just loike
it?”
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bed, while the care of the house devolved
upon Peggy, left in sole charge.

Old Peter, his hickory-nut face reflecting
his sadness, brought the landau to the door.
Aunt Sophronia appeared, accompanied by
Jack. Peter extended his pad. Aunt So-
phronia took it, wrote her message and
handed it back. Peter read, “ To the City
Prison.” Peter had expected this, and as
soon as the two had taken their seats set
forth at his usual leisurely pace.

Jack had been under a terrible mental
strain, and though he would have denied it,
the strain had its effect upon his nerves.
He was in a state of mental rebellion that
he was struggling, with only fair success, to
control. Of course, he wanted to see his
father and Phil. He wanted to assure them
of what both knew already, that his loyalty
and affection were wholly theirs.

Moreover, Jack loved and respected Aunt
Sophronia. But why—oh, w/iy—did she
have to go, and take him with her, in that
absurd, antediluvian landau at a time like
this? Dragging herself and him through
the town, as criminals formerly were drawn
on a tumbril, for all the world to see? To
him such an act amounted to indecent ex-
posure of their personal grief.

Jack tried to show no sign of this inward
turmoil. He unfurled Aunt Sophronia’s
tiny black parasol and tilted its top at the
angle to shield her face, and resigned him-
self to martyrdom. The placid, pattering
hoofs of the two fat horses drummed a stac-
cato dirge. Very soon their speechless
progress became unendurable to him.

“ There’s that fellow O’Rourke, who
came to see you this morning,” he remarked,
for the sake of something to say. ‘ He got
out of that runabout by the sidewalk just
ahead, and went into that building.”

Turning, Aunt Sophronia glanced at the
voung man sharply. Then she poked
Peter’s back with her parasol. The car-
riage stopped.

¢ Jack,” said Aunt Sophronia, ¢ there’s
one or two little matters that I didn’t speak
to Phelim about this mornin’. So I wish
you’d wait here till he comes out, and then
ask him to come with you to the prison any
time within an hour or two. I’ll be there,
waiting. I want to see you both.”
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Jack sprang to the ground. He gave the
¢ go ahead ” signal to Peter, and lifted his
hat as the carriage started once more.

“We could have taken the closed car
and come quicker and more privately,
Peter,” said Aunt Sophronia, addressing her
coachman’s uncompromising back, as the
horses resumed their leisurely trot.  But
there are a lot of people in this town, most-
ly women, that I don’t know very well or
won't know at all, who'd say, if they saw
my closed car, that I was ashamed to be
seen, because I knew, in my heart, that Phil
was guilty. They’d like to think he was
guilty because they envy me, and would
like to see me humbled. And what they’d
like to think, they’ll make their men folks
think. And those men may be on a jury—"

Here Aunt Sophronia abruptly froze into
temporary silence as a large and glittering
touring car, its tonneau occupied by mid-
dle-aged women, handsomely dressed, was
about to meet and pass them. As those
women caught her eyes, she bowed with
exactly the same degree of frigid acknowl-
edgment which she had been accustomed to
accord them; not an atom more nor less.

‘“ There, Peter!” she exclaimed, as the
touring car passed, “ wasn’t I right? What
if that Wixon tribe had a chance to say that
I was any way different from what I com-
monly am? Wouldn’t they delight to
spread it far and wide, and embroider the
news and amplify it? You know they
would, Peter!”

Peter knew the ““ Wixon tribe ” by sight,
and his disapproval of those social aspirants
was even more unmeasured than was that
of his mistress. Therefore his back, usual-
ly as immovable and expressionless as the
sphinx, was guilty of a faint but eloquent
wriggle, significant of abysmal contempt.

“ Exactly,” agreed Aunt Sophronia, in
reply to this indirect statement of Peter’s
sentiments. “ You and I, Peter, have our
duty to perform in the face of people such
as those, but there’s no reason why poor
Jack should be made to share that duty.
He’s a good boy—a mighty good boy. And
1 really did want to see Phelim O’Rourke
again. I wonder if Jack will have long to
wait.”

Hardly had Aunt Sophronia’s carriage
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thrifle av real respictability? Faith, 'twud
hurrt neither av us, Mike—neither you ner
me. Think it over—and ye’ll see where
ye’d best get off. An’ here comes Miss So-
phronia!”

Aunt Sophronia put an end to the con-
versation, which had been perfectly free de-
spite Jack’s presence. The warden as-
sumed, not knowing Jack, that he must be
some trusted henchman of Phelim’s. Mike
was distinctly thoughtful, Phelim having
perhaps impressed him with a certainty of
victory that he himself did not wholly share
—after the manner of politicians, great and
small.

Nodding and smiling a greeting, Aunt
Sophronia laid her hand on Phelim's arm.

“TI want to talk with you, Phelim,” said
she. “I can do that while Jack goes up
to see his father and Phil for a few minutes.
They’ll be glad to see you, Jack.”

Jack was ushered into the presence of the
prisoners, as Aunt Sophronia had decreed.
He went prepared to do his best to cheer
his father and Phil, but speedily found
that nothing was less necessary on his part
than an attempt of this sort. As they dis-
cussed the case, he learned from them what
hitherto had been a mystery to him—name-
ly, the exact part in the affair that had been
played by Spike Creach, which information
had just been given them by Aunt So-
phronia.

Jack found that his father and Phil were
indignant—naturally—at the false accusa-
tion made against them, but that in no way
were they cast down by it, for no doubt of
their immediate vindication, full and com-
plete, ever crossed their minds.

“ Why,” Phil had said, “ Horton’s testi-
mony in itself would be enough to clear me
—to say nothing of Aunt Sophronia’s. For
when Horton came into the room he could
see that it would have been utterly impossi-
ble for me to do what they said I did.”

Phil’s optimism, contrasted with the facts
as Jack knew them, inexpressibly saddened
the latter, and his fear that he might not be
able to remain as optimistic as they were,
made him glad when his visit came to an
end.

He found Aunt Sophronia. outside the
jail, defiantly in view of all who passed, sit-
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ting in her carriage, talking to Phelim.
Plainly he had made a clean breast of what
he considered his failure, and now was re-
ceiving absolution at her hands.

“You mustn’t feel so badly; we all of us
make mistakes,” she was saying. “ And
even so, you accomplished something. I
can’t believe that Mr. Horton is what you
say, Phelim. I mustn’t believe such a
thing till it’s proved—and you yourself say
you have no proof.”

“Very good, ma’am,”
meekly.

“ But to get to more important matters,”
Aunt Sophronia resumed, “ the clews we
know that we have to work on are—first,
Feelin, the contractor—when we can get
hold of him. He’s a thread that may lead
us to something.”

‘“ A mighty wake thread, ma’am, 1 fear,”
sighed Phelim.

But Aunt Sophronia resolutely persisted
in numbering the contractor among the pos-
sible clews that might lead to the establish-
ing of the innocence of the accused, and as
such ticked him off on her forefinger.

“ Second,” she went on, ‘ there’s the
number on that pistol.”

Phelim assented to this. Aunt Sophronia
ticked the pistol off on her second finger.

“ Third,” said she, “is that strange man
that my niece, Miss Peggy, saw. I’m sure
he couldn’t have been one of my guests, and
it occurred to me that he might have been
one of the caterer’s—Luden’s—waiters.
Will you see Luden, and find out what you
can, Phelim?”

“T will, ma’am,” answered Phelim. “ I'll
attind to all thot ye’ve named.”

“ Thank you, Phelim; I was sure you
would. Then the fourth thread is Jimmy
Wilson. I don’t count much on him, but
he may be able to tell us something. But
anyway, I want him to come to the house;
his mother’s very sick. Do you know
where to find him, Phelim—at once?”

“ T think so, ma’am. Will ye let Masther
Jack, here, come wit’ me now? Il thry
an’ get Jimmy an’ sind him right back to
ve. But, before ye go, ma’am, there’s the
matther av the foive thousand dollars of
yours that I have—"

“TIt's not mine,” interrupted Aunt So-
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but then she put that dread resolutely be-
hind her, entered and took her customary
chair.

Spreading the tattered coat on her desk,
she began to examine it. Perhaps Aunt
Sophronia had never heard of Skerlock
Holmes. No thought of the impossibly
acute individual was in her mind. Yet the
methods of those two—the great detective
of fiction, and the snowy-haired little New
England lady of fact—were not entirely
dissimilar.

There was a certain divergence in their
lines of procedure, of course. Where Sier-
lock Holmes, for example, depended for
sympathetic counsel upon the much-endur-
ing Dr. Watson, Aunt Sophronia—Peter’s
back being available only in the carriage—
impressed into service her great-grandfather,
whose face, so grim and yet so strangely
like her own, looked down upon her from
the library wall.

She sat looking up at the picture, then
went softly to the door and glanced warily
up and down the passage. No one was
near and so, returning, she spoke aloud; to
speak aloud meant so much to her in ar-
ranging her thoughts.

“ Gran'ther,” she said, “ you saw what
happened here. You know who it is that’s
guilty, and vou'd tell me, if you could.
But you can’t; so you'll just have to help
me find out for myself.”

She paused thoughtfully.

“ T know that Lawrence Horton didn’t
fire that shot; he couldn’t have done it.
But he may know who did fire it. Of
course, it does seem possible that he could
know and vet leave our blessed Phil, and
Edward Ayres, imprisoned with such a hor-
rible charge hanging over them, when a
word from him could set them clear. It
don’t seem as though there was a human
being in the world who could do a thing like
that—does it> And yet—"

She paused, and the two pairs of eyes,
hers and those of great-grandfather So-
phronius, met with an understanding so un-
cannily perfect that there was no need for
words between them. At the end she
nodded, as though her ancestor’s opinion
was in thorough accordance with her own.

« Of course, I fear that Lawrence Horton
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isn't all he should be. I’ve suspected it for
some time. I'm almost sure of it. But I
have no proof. So I try not to believe,
even though there isn’t any use in trying,
because I believe whether I want to or not.
All the same, one has to be fair so long as
one isn’t really positive.

So sure was she of her great-grandfather’s
concurrence with these statements that she
accepted his assent as having been given.

“It's Lawrence Horton’s coat, sure
enough,” she remarked, turning back to it.
“ There's no use discussing that. But it’s
just as sure that when it was last worn he
wasn't the man inside of it. No matter
what Peter says—what anybody says—we
can’t ever believe that Lawrence Horton,
the mayor of this town, could go and break
into that house—my coachman'’s cottage—
just to do harm to that poor old man. It
isn’t reasonable—it’s too silly to think of.
He’d never be such a fool, leaving out any
other reason.

“If he wasn’t wearing it he must have
given it to somebody, or else it was stolen,
because it’s a new fall suit he was wearing
only last week. It isn’t likely that it was
stolen, because nobody’d go and break into
Lawrence Horton’s place to steal a suit of
clothes, and if there was a burglary, it
would have been in the papers. So he gave
it away. He wouldn’t give it to a tramp—
a new suit like that. He wouldn’t give it
as part of a bribe for anybody to go in and
beat up old Peter, because of what Peter
said to him: it would be too easy to identify
and trace. Then what sort of a man did
he give it to?”

This was a very hard question. Aunt
Sophronia found herself unable to make a
plausible guess. Then she went through
the coat pockets, and arranged their meager
contents neatly on her desk. There came
a knock at the library door, and an an-
nouncement that breakfast was on the table.

The routine of Aunt Sophronia’s house-
hold, crystallized by years of habit, was like
the oft-cited laws of the ancient Medes and
Persians.  She herself never dreamed of vio-
lating it. Now she rose, locked the library
door behind her, and went to find Peggy
and Jack waiting for her, ready to sit down.
Though her mind was elsewhere, she felt















232

that it was only an ill-adjusted cloak, as-
sumed to conceal a real fear of receiving a
tebuff in the execution of what he conceived
to be his duty.

There followed an awkward pause, and
in order to end it, he reached for the volume
in Aunt Sophronia’s lap.

“ It looks like a medizval book of devo-
tions,” said he. “ May I see it?”

“I wouldn't call it exactly devotional,”
observed his hostess, dryly, as she handed
it to him. Opening it, he began curiously to
read aloud some lines of the crabbed, but
legible script of which its text was com-
posed.

“In beginning an Emprise, see to it that it
is of such a nature that one wisheth to fol-
lowe it threw to the End. Then, as my expe-
rience sheweth me, it should Bee thus fol-
lowed. If another opposc thee, then is the
time above all to see that thine Emprise bee
not Relinquished, but rather bee pushed For-
ward with the utmost Furie, even though it
taketh both thee and thine Enemie into Helle
and out the far Side thereof, in Spite of the
Devill and all his black and flaming Angells
who try to Restrain thee!”

Closing the book, the Reverend Wilfred
glanced at the name written on the cover.
He laid the book down, took off his glasses
and tapped them on the rail.

“ T have heard of the—er—of the author
of this volume,” he said. “ And certainly,
Miss Herondene, a work of his hardly seems
to be one in which a Christian woman
should seek consolation at a time like this.”

“Idon’t know. At least he wasa man!”
countered Aunt Sophronia, impulsively.

The aspersion upon her ancestor had
roused her peppery temper, which, in turn,
had carried her beyond the bounds which
she considered that a hostess, even an un-
willing one, should permit herself. She was
instantly repentant, and would have said
so: but her response, it appeared, had
aroused the clergyman’s ire, which at least
had the beneficial effect of causing him to
embark at once upon the mission that
brought him.

“ \Miss Herondene,” he said, “1 came
here filled with sympathy for you in this
hour of misfortune. That sympathy re-
mains unabated. I wished and still wish to
do what I can to alleviate your unhappi-
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ness. Most deeply do I regret that what
little I can do must take so unwelcome a
form.”

Aunt Sophronia looked at him with quick
enquiry. “What in the world do you
mean?” she asked.

“In telling you, will you allow me to say
what I must say without anger on your
part?” he asked, in return. *“ Will you re-
gard any pain inflicted by my words like
that inflicted by a surgeon’s knife—cruel
only in order to save?”

This conduct was very unrabbitlike, The
soft, pale little man was plainly lifted above
his normal personality by his belief in the
cause that he had espoused—whatever that
cause might be. Aunt Sophronia was curi-
ous to learn. She nodded. He hastened
to continue.

“ I must begin with your attitude toward
your neighbors, of which I have heard only
a short time since,” he said. “ You refused
to see them. You utterly disregard the fact
that they were actuated solely by a desire
to make plain to you that whatever may be
true of others, they looked upon you, at
least, as guiltless, and that their feeling
toward you was unchanged by the horrible
occurrence, and the consequent revelations,
that we all so keenly regret.”

Aunt Sophronia’s face first showed per-
plexity, which was followed by white anger
that increased in direct proportion to her
comprehension of the preacher’s words.
She might have essayed to speak, but the
Reverend Wilfred went bravely on.

“To me, Miss Herondene, it seems in-
credible that you should so have misread
the motives of those who would have com-
forted you. Now I come here to find that
it is because vou deliberately refuse to ad-
mit what you know—what you must know
—to be true. I grant that it is most im-
probable that your nephew ever deliberately
planned to fire that fatal shot. Undoubt-
edly he was led, little by little, into ways of
dishonesty by his older and more experi-
enced partner. Then came detection and
impending exposure, exposure proved by
the testimony of this wretched man, Creacn.
Then followed your refusal to refund to the
city the money stolen from its coffers by
your nephew and his partner—"
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“What?”

So explosively sudden was that monsylla-
ble of the old lady’s that for an-instant
it arrested even the Reverend Wilfred Lamb
in the midst of his own dearly beloved elo-
quence. Only for an instant, however.

“That Mr. Horton, the mayor of this
city, should influence his friend, the district
attorney, so that the latter was induced to
offer immunity to the two guilty partners at
the price of restitution of the city’s stolen
funds, was wrong; wrong both morally and
legally,” he bleated. “ I am the last who
would deny that fact. But there was much
excuse. He loved the daughter of Ayres,
the older of the two guilty partners. There-
fore, he would spare her, if he could, from
vicarious disgrace. Had he been rich
enough, he himself would have made the
restitution. As it is—"

“ Mr. Lamb,” Aunt Sophronia cut in,
“ stop for one moment!”

She was not angry now. In the more or
less confused bleating of the man she per-
ceived that there was information to be
gained—vital information, fresh and hot
from the enemy’s camp. And, after all,
anger with this vain and silly, but quite sin-
cere, little man was not worth while. More-
over, she saw Peggy, her face full of trouble,
running down the veranda steps on her way
to the summer house. This meant that the
opportunity for learning of the enemy’s
plans soon would be interrupted.

Therefore, she refrained from asking the
questions she had in mind, she waited im-
patiently for the end of the pausé that she
had caused. She had not long to wait;
Mr. Lamb also had seen Peggy. There-
fore, he hurried to launch forth a short pero-
ration.

“In short,”he declaimed, his bleating voice
taking on a near-thunderous tone in what he
intended to be scathing, but dignified pas-
toral reproof, “ I find you, Miss Herondene,
here alone communing—not with the Scrip-
tures—not with any devotional work—but
with the personal record of an ancestor who,
if history speaks truth, was no better than
a pirate and a trader in human flesh—in
slaves! I find you apparently intending—
not to prepare your nephew and your friend
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to face with fortitude the consequences of
their acts—but instead to assist them with
all your power in shifting their unquestion-
able guilt upon innocent shoulders.”

This was enough. Aunt Sophronia felt
that she had learned all that the reverend
gentleman’s oratory could tell her, and now
she desired information on other lines.

“ Mr. Lamb,” she said, in that decisive
manner of hers, “ I want to know how you
obtained admittance to these grounds.”

The Reverend Wilfred Lamb was a dif-
ferent little man when interrupted in his
self-appointed task. Now he gasped, as he
might have gasped had a piece of ice been
dropped between his soft, white neck and
the back of his faultless clerical collar.

Peggy indignantly broke out:

“ That man—that Horton—that beast
—and that little Lamb-rabbit—sneaked in
through Peter’s burned cottage!” she cried,
on the verge of tears. ‘ Horton has been
with Edith for ages—there on the veranda.
I don’t know what he said to her, but
Edith’s crying—half in hysterics. And
Horton wouldn’t go away when I to!d him
to. He called me a ¢ child —”

The recollection of this last indignity was
too much for Peggy. Her voice choked,
and she struggled to regain her self-com-
mand. Doubtless Aunt Sophronia would
have rebuked her for her uncivil reference
to the Reverend Wilfred, but upon looking
around she discovered that he had left.

But this was a minor matter. The intru-
sion of Horton, however, was an affront not
to be overlooked. Besides, even apart from
that, Aunt Sophronia greatly desired the
privilege of a few plain words with the gen-
tleman in question. With her face set in a
manner that rendered its likeness to her
unregenerate great-grandfather far more
marked than usual, she went to the veranda.

There she found disappointment and
fresh trouble awaiting her. Edith was
perilously near a state of collapse. Horton
had followed the discreet example of his
clerical friend. And it was not until Edith
was restored to her bed and comparative
tranquillity that it was discovered that the

. Journall of Sophronius Herondene ” had

also disappeared.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.






















































THE DOUBLE CHANCE.

“To—to give them so much money to go
away to America, or Canada, or some?
where? Surely they could be—"

“ Could be bought off?” he interrupted,
with one of the smiles which Phillipa so
much dislkked. “I daresay, Miss Man-
nersley, I daresay they could. Men of that
sort always can be bought off. Oh, yes, we
oould furnish them with money and send
them to Timbuctoo or the Fiji Islands, and
set them up, and in a year’s time they
would write for more, and they would prob-
ably come home and try blackmail.

“ And, in addition to that, Miss Man-
nersley, tampering with the law is a very
serious offence, and, in this case, to remove
highly important witnesses would be re-
garded as a most reprehensible crime. No,
I don’t think we can do that.”

“ Then what do you propose?”’ exclaimed
Phillipa, who was rapidly becoming too per-
plexed for her patience to bear. ‘ You
come to me saying you can clear Sir Clin-
ton, you tell me of these men, who seem to
be the only stumbling-block, and then vou
say you can do nothing with them. Why
do you not explain?”’

Stead, who had risen when she did, and
now stood on the hearth rug, looked across
the table at her. It struck her afterward,
in reviewing the situation, that he was cool-
er and more imperturbable than ever at that
moment.

“T have explained what I have,” he said,
‘“ because I wished to make the situation
clear to you. If these men rebut King's
evidence, as they will, and nothing else is
brought forward on Sir Clinton’s behalf—
as nothing else can be—Sir Clinton will in-
fallibly be found guilty, if not of murder,
most certainly of manslaughter. That is as
certain as that we are here. Now, Miss
Mannersley, do we speak in perfect confi-
dence?”

Phillipa looked her astonishment at him
without speaking.

“I mean,” continued Stead, without
showing any discomposure—*“ I mean—do
I understand that you will regard this con-
versation as being strictly private as be-
tween ourselves—that you will not breathe
a syllable of what I say to any one?”

Phillipa drew herself up proudly. She
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gave the cashier a glance which would have
made any right-feeling man ashamed of
himself. But Stead received it with his
usual imperturbability.

“I have never been accustomed to re-
vealing confidences, Mr. Stead,” she replied,
icily. “1It is not likely I should form such
a habit now.”

“ Just so,” he said. “All the same, I
should like you to give me your word that
you will not divulge to any one what I have
said and wish to say to you. I know you
so well that T am certain if you once give
your word nothing could possibly induce
you to break it.”

“Thank you,” she answered, half-con-
temptuously. ‘1 should have thought that
went without saying.”

“Then you give me your word?” he
asked.

“1T give you my word,” she replied.

Stead laid his hat, which he had all this
time kept in his hands, on the table, and,
leaning his knuckles on the table edge, bent
forward and looked across at her with an
intense expression. As for Phillipa she,
from some cause which she could not ex-
plain, felt inclined to shrink from him.

“ Then listen!” he said, in a tense whis-
per. ‘“It does not matter what these men
say as regards King—it does not matter
what evidence is brought against Sir Clin-
ton—I, and I alone, can save him!”

“ You—only you?” she breathed, rather
than spoke.

“Qnly Tt*

“ But why?” she whispered, leaning for-
ward in her eagerness.

The answer came in a tenser whisper than
before. ¢ Because I know who killed your
father!”

Phillipa started back as if she had re-
ceived a sudden blow. Then she drew
nearer, and looked at the man with staring
eves.

“ Who?" she said, with dry lips. “Who?”

But the cashier shook his head.

“ No,” he answered—* that is my secret,
until the proper time comes. In the mean-
time I must know if you accept my terms.”

¢ Terms?” she exclaimed; and suddenly
she saw that something was to be paid, some
bargain to be made, some sacrifice to be






THE DOUBLE CHANCE.

This particular evening more incidents
seemed to be crowded into the cashier’s pro-
saic promenade of the principal street; but
they were, in Perrett’s mind, of a distinctly
domestic nature. Stead turned in at a
shop, and Perrett beheld him go through
the exciting process of choosing and buying
a couple of chickens, which he carried away
with him in a basket, evidently refusing a
pressing and polite invitation on the part
of the shopman to send the chickens to his
house. Thence he repaired to a green
grocer’s and bought some grapes—Perrett
saw the green grocer select a very fine
bunch. Next the cashier visited a grocery
establishment—what he bought there Per-
rett did not know, but the basket was now
full.

Thence he followed him to a wine and
spirit merchant's. Stead came out of that
with a bottle protruding from the side-
pocket of his summer overcoat, and there-
after went straight along the street, as if he
were going home.

Perrett’s private impression was that the
cashier was going to have a supper party,
or enjoy himself at dinner to-morrow, and
he began to think about his own supper.
But instead of Stead going straight home,
he suddenly turned into one of the new
streets which led toward the river, and at
the foot of this turned again across a piece
of waste land, at the further side of which
a row of cottages stood outlined against the
sky.

)I,-Iere and there on the waste land, the last
remnants of the coppices and hedgerows
which had once covered it, stood isolated
bushes. Perrett skillfully followed his
quarry across the waste by means of these,
and at last saw him approach one of the
cottages, and, after a tap at the door, enter
without further ceremony. And then Mr.
Perrett began to wish that he knew what
was going on inside.

1f he had been inside he would only have
been surprised, for the cashier was visiting
the cottage on an errand of mercy. It was
an old-fashioned cottage—one of three or
four which had been left among the fields
by the riverside when the great colliery was
‘made — and when he lifted the latch he
walked into a raftered living room, with an
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open fireplace wide enough for half a dozen
people to sit in. At that moment, however,
there was nobody there but a woman of
rather over middle age, who, at Stead’s en-
trance, rose and made him a curtsey.

“ Well, Mrs. Hardacre,” said the cashier,
with a voice and manner which Phillipa,
had she been there, would scarcely have
recognized as those which had been recently
used in her presence, “ and how is the pa-
tient to-night? Better?”

The woman came nearer the table on
which Stead had set down the basket con-
taining his purchases.

“ Why, Mr. Stead,” she answered, “ he’s
neither better nor worse. The doctor, he’s
been in twice during the day—he was here
not an hour ago, and give him something,
and he’s left me a draft for the night for
him—and, of course, he says, does the doc-
tor, that the broken leg’s nothing, and the
broken ribs not so much worse, though he
doesn’t like them, ’cause of possible compli-
cations, as he calls them, but neither leg nor
ribs bothers the doctor much.”

“ What does bother him, then?” asked
Stead.

“ He’s that restless,” replied Mrs. Hard-
acre, nodding in the direction of the stairs.
“ Me and the nurse has a fine time with him
now and again, I can tell you!”

“ Never been delirious, has he?” asked
Stead.

“ Never what you might really call dee-
leerious,” answered Mrs. Hardacre. ‘ No
—shouts in his sleep now and then, but
that’s natural to broken legs. I remember
that when my poor mother broke her leg—
you’ll not recollect her, Mr. Stead, you be-
ing too young when you came here, but
your good mother would—she used to talk
and chatter in her sleep something curdling
to the bleod. It’s the pain as makes ’em
do it, sir.”

“ You’ve never heard him say anything?”
asked Stead. ¢ That is, anything definite?”

“ Nay, sir—they never do. It’s naught
but a mumble, mumble, or a sudden shout,”
answered Mrs. Hardacre. “ They shout
and call out, sir, when the pain tweaks ‘em."”

Stead looked round the cottage. ‘I sup-
pose the nurse is out?” he said.

“Yes, sir, she’s gone up to the village—
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premely miserable; she now felt, if not
happy, at any rate, immensely relieved.

What astonished her was the conduct of
Stead—that the mild-mannered, suave,
studiously polite young man, who had al-
ways seemed the very pink of propriety,
should suddenly show himself in such a new
light, was to her a thing hard of understand-
ing. She was still meditating on this curious
psychological instance when Quinton came
back, and, closing the door, stood with his
hand upon the knob without advancing into
the room.

‘“ Here’s a new development, Miss Man-
nersley,” he said. “ You know Jim Britten,
of course. He has just brought one of the
miners here—that big man. Moses Pog-
more, whom they call Black Moses. He has
a story to tell which bears a very significant
relation to what you have just told me.
Shall T bring them in?”

“Oh, do, do, Mr. Quinton!” exclaimed
Phillipa. “ Do let us hear anything!”

Jim Britten and Black Moses had evi-
dently been in close proximity to the door,
for thev entered as soon as the manager
opened it.

Phillipa shook hands with Jim, and then
with Black Moses, who had evidently con-
sidered the affair on which he had come so
serious that he had put on his best clothes
and a bowler hat which, being two sizes too
small for him, made him look like an en-
larged schoolboy.

¢ Sit down, Britten—sit down, Pogmore,”
said Quinton, handing them chairs close to
his desk, near which Phillipa was sitting.

“ Now, Pogmore, I've just told Miss
Mannersley that you've something to tell,
and she wants to hear it. So fire away!”

Black Moses, who, like all the miners, had
an admiration for Phillipa which bordered
almost on worship, summoned up all his
courage, and, after various preliminary
groans and coughs, expressive of his sense
of gratitude in being allowed to address such
a young divinity, began to hold forth.

“Well, ye see, missie, likewise mum,
which I’'m no great hand at tellin’ a tale, it
were this way,” he said. “ Ye see, mum, I
live, as Jim there knows, in that cottage
in the old brick field, and nat'rally, as no
one else lives thereabouts, I've come to look
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on that there brick field as the chap did
what lived on the desert island—I disre-
member his name.

“ And sometimes of an evenin’, there
being nought to do,.and happen not carin’
about the public house, I take a stroll round
the old buildin’s, as is now tumble down—
there’s a fine bit o’ ratting to be done in
that brick field, only just now I ain’t got a
dog, more’s the pity—and sometimes I sits
down and smokes a pipe here or there. And
that’s how this here happened, sir,” he said,
turning to Quinton. “ Weren’t it, Jim, as
I told you?”

“Yes, that’s it,” replied Jim. “ Now,
then, go on, Moses. Tell Miss Mannersley
what did happen.”

“Yes, and please tell it just your own
way, Moses,” said Phillipa. “ And if you
want. a dog to go after the rats you shall
have one from my fox terriers.”

Thus emboldened, and feeling more at his
ease, Mr. Pogmore proceeded to relate how
on the previous evening, after dark, he
chanced to overhear a conversation between
two disreputable fellows, Steve Grandidge
and Jack Moorsom, with respect to a trans-
action which they two were having with
Marshall Stead, from which conversation it
appeared that Messrs. Grandidge and Moor-
som were to rebut the evidence of Ginger
King, on lines supplied to them by Mr.
Stead; that during the intervening space of
time they were to keep sober; and that when
things were settled they were to receive so
much coin of the realm from Mr. Stead, who
would further pay their passages to Canada.

He also heard their evidence carefully re-
hearsed, one checking the other in the mat-
ter of times, and so on.

“An’ that there is the gospelled truth,
s’elp me!” concluded Black Moses. “ And
if so be as I might come up for that there
little dog, mum—"

When Jim Britten and Black Moses had
gone the manager looked at Miss Manners-
ley, and Miss Mannersley looked at the
manager. And suddenly, without a word,
Quinton seized one of the many tubes lying
on his desk.

“ Find out,” he said, ¢ if Mr. Stead is in
his room at the counting house.”

Within a moment the answer came back.
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Big limousines, snappy roadsters and
every other genus eof the automobile family,
rolled up the splendid drive to the Countess
Zer’s Cragmoreland * castle,” The week-
end was on with a flourish. Cragmoreland
held its breath—and waited expectantly
for the ball. The entire atmosphere of the
city was strung up for some unexpected
dénouement. And now that the first glam-
our surrounding the titled lady had dimmed
a bit, the sinister circumstances surrounding
the momentarily forgotten gem hauls re-
turned with redoubled vigor.

The time preceding the ball paszed all too
swiftly for the super-elect who numbered
the Countess Zer's chosen few. Since the
reporters received no new copy concerning
what was going on within, they contented
themselves with a rehash of certain bon
mots of the distinguished lady.

“ A person’s arteries don't harden—it’s
his ideas,” the countess had responded to
the would-be personal gibe made by Mrs.
Porter-Rockford when she solicitously in-
guired if the visiting stranger had yet been
troubled with that malady. Again, she was
asked by the young social favorite, Lalla
Marlborough, a stately beauty, ‘ Now,
Countess Zer, do tell us what Continental
artists consider the ideal height for a wom-
an.” Promptly Countess Zer answered,
“ Five feet four+and three-quarters.” * But
I am five feet seven,” pouted Lalla Marl-
borough. “ Ah,” flashed back the coun-
tess, “ you, my dear young lady, are more
than ideal!”

Within the temporary abode cf the Coun-
tess Zer full-fledged preparations continued
jor the ball.

But the brilliant social function was
Goomed not to occur. For at eight twenty-
five on that unforgettable evening the Coun-
tess Zer dashed out of her suite. Her hair
was disheveled, her beantiful dressing-robe
twisted and awry.

“ My ancestral heritage!” she screamed
two tones higher than her usual high-
pitched voice. “The Green Rajah! It's
gone!”’

Then two unknewn °‘ guests” stepped
fjorward. They were rlain-clothes men,
loaned by the police for any emergency.
They moved with belated but sincere rapid-
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ity. They called up the chief. Presuma-
bly that dignitary swore vehemently in un-
printable Dbillingsgate. He dispatched a
motorcycle corps to the house immediately.

The facts were few. The Countess Zer
had merely stepped from her sleeping-cham-
ber into her dressing-room for the briefest
time—not more than three minutes, she de-
clared. She had just brought forth the
Green Rajah from its secret hiding-place—
which to this day remains unknown. She
had placed it on her dressing-table, which
stood between the two windows across the
room from the dressing-rcom door. And
when she went back the Green Rajah was
gone,

The guests were instantly detained in the
house. Men were posted at all exits.
There was no possibility of a single prema-
ture escape.

Bellamy, a young man from headquar-
ters, took charge of the preliminary skir-
mishings. He issued orders like a martinet.

*“ Now you first, Madame la Comtesse,”
he suggested briskly.

He was using as his temporary inquisi-
torial chamber the big sitting-room on the
second floor which he had commandeered
for the unpleasant task. The guests he had
ordered to remain in their rooms where they
presumably had been when the Green Ra-
jah vanished.

“Was the door of your sleeping-room
locked, madame?”’ he asked.

The countess, pale and distrait, twisted
her satin dressing-gown. ‘ But no, mon-
siewr. 1 thought I had shot the bolt. Alas,
now it appears that this was not so. I
should not otherwise have left the Green
Rajah for a second had I believed the room
to be unlocked.”

Young Bellamy jotted down the fact in
an imposing looking notebook.

“T'll look into that,” he said. “ It bears
examination. If you did shoot the bolt—
uselessty—well, we shall see. Now, have I
the layout of your suite correctly? Your
sleeping-chamber from whose dresser the
Green Rajah was taken, is the middle rocom
between your sitting-room and your dress-
ing-room. There are connecting doors be-
tween these rooms and each one has a door
on the corridor?”
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discover in a hasty search. But I remem-
bered how that code letter of Rex’s disap-
peared from Henry’s coat pocket so mys-
teriously last night. Before he started from
the hotel a little while agp I buttonholed
him in the upper hall and asked him who
he had seen from the time he left you in
the car until he reached his room. He said
no one but Ethel; that she had followed
him but lost him in the storm, and had
waited for him to reappear, so overcome
with cold that she almost collapsed in his
arms. Now I may be doing cur Ethel a
grave injustice, but I know her speed, and
she won'’t rest until she finds out where Rex
is, and if he is safe. That note may have
given her an inkling—"

“ But it was in code!” Phil objected.

George gave him a pitying glance.

“My boy, I firmly believe the secret
writing of the ancients would be a mere
primmer to her sharp eyes. Her scheme of
life is a terrifyingly simple one; what she
wishes to know she finds out for herself,
and what she wants she takes! If she
knows that Rex is in that san, and now has,
ahem, borrowed my flash light, I fear it
means mischief!”

Mary Jane admitted them to the house
and ushered them into the parlor, where
they found that Henry had preceded them
and was deep in conversation with Miss
Wyatt. Their client’s delicately pretty face
was pale and drawn with the strain of the
past few days, but the lines about her gen-
tle brown eyes relaxed as she greeted them
and motioned them to chairs.

“Dr. Corliss tells me that Mr. Nichols
has news for me,” she observed.

“I do not know that it is definite.”
George shook his head deprecatingly. I
understood that he wanted to question you
directly about some of your neighbors. But
before his arrival, Miss Wyatt, there is
something I should like to ask you, myself.
I shall have to revert to a painful subject,
recall memories that will be distressing, but
after all we are here to put those memories
forever in the background of your thoughts,
are we not? In order to do that we must
sort them thoroughly and help you to lay
them away.”

She folded her slim hands tightly in her
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lap, but her low voice was quite steady as
she replied:

“ T understand, Mr. Roper. I will glad-
ly answer any questions you ask.”

“1 want you to think back to that after-
noon in June when you and Mr. Ronalds
had tea in the garden—the afternoon when
he collapsed and you learned for the first
time of his weak heart., In just what part
of the grounds were you seated, Miss
Wyatt? Will you describe it to me exactly,

-as well as you can remember?”’

A sad little smile hovered for a moment
about her mobile lips.

“I have not forgotten. Tea had been
served out on the brick terrace, on a rustic
table set close to the old wall with the crim- |
son ramblers rioting all over it. The scent
of the roses and honeysuckle came up al-
most overpoweringly from just over the rail.
I was seated with my back to the high wall,
facing Mr. Ronalds across the table, but
looking down beyond the low balustrade at
my side into Arabella’s Walk. It is a
hedged-in space, named for my great-grand-
mother who planted it, and in summer is a
tangled mass of old-fashioned flowers with
a narrow path winding between.”

George nodded, ignoring Henry’s stare.
“ Mr. Ronalds, then, was facing that high
brick wall. What is on the other side of
it?”

“ A grove of oaks which reaches for a
hundred yards or more to the iron fence
that surrounds all the property.”

“ Was Mr. Ronalds in his usual spirits?
I think you told us that he had not seemed
quite himself since his return from New
York three days before,” George prompted.

Miss Wyatt glanced thoughtfully into
the fire.

“ He was quiet, but—but very happy, I
think.” Her low tone was almost a whis-
per. ‘“He had seemed nervous and tired
when he came, but the tea refreshed him,
and I remember he was discussing our
honeymoon when all at once his eyes be-
came fixed and dilated, his lips whitened,
and he fell forward over the tea table. Is
that what you wanted to know, Mr. Ro-
per?”

“Partly. It is rather what you did
which interests me now,” he responded.
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Dilworth here every day, near, with a smile
on his face and—and blood on his hands!

“Then your circular came, and Miss
‘Wyatt told me all her wonderful old jewelry
had been stole and false stones put in the
settings somehow, and, thinks I. ¢ these
Shadowers call themselves gentlemen and
promise to keep everything quiet and con-
- fidential; maybe Miss Wyatt will use the
sense she was born with and call them in.
If they’re worth their salt they’ll find out
about Mr. Ronalds's death, too, before
they’re through.’

“ But she didn’t! She shilly-sallied even
when the house was broke into the second
time and I see I'd have to take things into
my own hands. I harped on that circular,
pretending to look on it as a piece of im-
pertinence, but bringing Mr. Ronalds back
to. her mind all the time and knowing full
well she’d be more apt to act contrarywise
if I talked against you.

“ It didn’t work, and the neighbors com-
menced talking about poor, patient Mr. Dil-
worth coming back after he’d been put aside
once. At last I remembered that story in
the paper; there’d been one of them anony-
mous letters in it, and I—I copied the
general wording of it, changing my hand
the best I could and making it as plain as
I dast to about Mr. Dilworth. A knife go-
ing through me couldn’t have been worse
than Miss Wyatt’s look when she got it, but
still she wouldn’t do nothing!”

“ Mary Jane!” Miss Wyatt gasped.
¢ Oh, how could you!”

“T don’t know, me that’s been a regular
church member all my life!” Mary Jane re-
torted grimly. “I fit it out with my own
conscience, though, and I kept right on
sending them to you till I drove you to New
York, to these Shadowers; and all they’'ve
done is to give me away!”

Cliff smiled slightly.

“ You gave yourself away. Why did you
walk out toward Haynes Corners and ask
a passing motorist to mail the last letter
from there instead of sending it through the
post office here as you had the others?”

“ Because the postmaster was acting kind
of funny and I thought maybe he sus-
picioned it was me sending letters to Miss
Wyatt in strange writing, as if I'd lost my
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mind! Not that it would have worried me
if I could only prove the truth to her about
Mr. Dilworth!”

“ Perhaps we can help you to do that!”
George leaned forward. ¢ Why do you
think he had anything to do with Mr. Ron-
alds’s death?”

But Mary Jane did not answer. She was
staring past him, at the doorway leading
into the hall. Al at once a shrill cry issued
from her lips. Frank Dilworth himself
stood there looking in upon them.

“1 seem to have intruded, Arabella, at a
most untimely moment—” he began, but
Miss Wyatt stretched out her hands in
welcome to him.

“I am glad you have come! Poor Mary
Jane has made some terrible mistake, but
vou have a right to hear, Frank! I want
you to know first, however, before—before
she goes on that I—I would never have
believed for an instant what she imagines!”

Dilworth came slowly forward with a
stunned expression as though he had re-
ceived a blow between the eyes.

“You telephoned that you were ill and
could not see me this evening.” He spoke
with evident difficulty. I came to ask if
you were better, if there was anything I
could do, and finding the front door ajar 1
was about to ring when the sound of voices
came from this room and my own name
coupled with a—a most unbelievable accu-
sation! You would scarcely discuss such a
matter with four comparative strangers who
have no standing, official or otherwise, in
this community. May I ask you who these
gentlemen really are?”

“Not impostors, Frank!” Miss Wyatt
cried quickly. “ I went to New York last .
week to enlist their aid and it was at my
request they pretended to be other than
what they are! Dr. Corliss, will you tell
Mr. Dilworth the truth, please, all of it?
My jewels, the letters, my—my fears about
Mr. Ronalds! I wish I had taken him into
my confidence from the first! Frank, these
are the Shadowers!'”

Henry cast a glance of agonized indecision
at George, but seeing that the latter had no
intention of coming to the rescue he turned
to the newcomer, briefly defining his posi-
tion and that of his colleagues, and outlining
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the case as Miss Wyatt had first presented
it to them.

For a moment after he had finished Dil-
worth was silent, his homely, good-natured
face blank with amazement. Then his jaw
set and with narmmowed eyes he turned to
Mary Jane. But when be spoke it was
without a shade of resentment in his tone.

“ Whatever notion you've got, I guess
you’d better get it off your mind as quick
as you can, Mary Jane, so that it 'l be set-
tled once for all. It’s a pretty awful sub-
ject, but we’re facing facts now.”

“ They’re facts you won’t find it very
easy to face, Mr, Dilwerth, though you’re
taking it so calm!” Mary Jane retorted.
“T’m going to speak out at last if I die for
it! Miss Wyattswill have to excuse me for
bringing her name in so much, but it can’t
be helped. When Mr. Ronalds began com-
ing round and you just stood aside I guess
most folks thought you was only poor-
spirited. I knew better and 1 was s’prised
after all the years you've been setting on
the doorstep, so to speak, but it wasn’t nene
of my business. She got engaged and you
went away. How many jolks knew when
yow come back?”

Dilworth was eying her steadily.

“ Go on,” he said.

“I aim to!” declared the woman deter-
minedly. * Miss Wyatt got engaged the
middle of April and Mr. Ronalds went to
New York to bring her his dead mother’s
jewelry, and before he come back you was
gone, Your sister-in-law’s girl Effie told me
vou was in Albany settling up some estate
or other that would take maybe till July.

“ We was so busy all during May getting
ready for the wedding, with Mr. Ronalds
running back and forth between New York
and the Quincey House here, that I didn’te
give vou a thought till one night when I
come home from prayer meeting and seen
you prowling round our grounds! I knew
Mr. Ronalds was calling on Miss Wyatt
and you acted ’s if you was waiting, so
I—1I waited, too. When he come out I seen
you go down the drive ahead of him and
meet him just outside the gate, and I fol-
lowed; I heard you quarrel with him, I
heard your very words when you told him
yow’d kill him!”
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She paused triumphantly, but Dilworth
asked in perfect self-possession:

“ Did you hear anything of what you
took to be a quarrel, Mary Jane? Any
other words except that supposed threat of
mine?”’

“No, I didn’t,” she responded with
dogged honesty. *“1I asked Effie the next
day, though, how long you'd been home
from Albany and she told me you was still
there. Ididn’t say a word, not even to Miss
Wyatt.

“ Things went on till the night of the
10th of June—the night Mr. Renalds come
up from New York for the last time. I
went to the post office real late to mail some
wedding invitations that had been forgotten
and I saw you again—you was dropping a
flat package into the mail slit in the door,
the office being closed. You hurried off s
if you was afraid of being caught at some-
thing!

“The next day I run into Effie at the
grocery store and she said you’d gone up
to Canada.from Albany on that estate busi-
ness and wouldn’t likely be home all sum-
mer. That evening when Mr. Ronalds come
for supper he loeked real sick and didn’t
eat much—it all come over me afterward,
when it was too late! He had a deep cut on
his wrist and 1 heard Miss Wyatt ask him
about it. Do you remember, ma’am?”

Mary Jane hesitated for an answer.

“Yes.” Miss Wyatt spoke very low,
““ He said he had scratched it on a wedding
present which had been mailed directly to
him at the hotel instead of here—a gold
knife with a trick blade opening on a spring
that he had unknowingly touched.”

* Did you ever see that knife, Arabella?”
Dilworth turned to her.

“No. I do not even know who sent it;
T never thought to ask. I recall saying that
such a gift was bad luck, but Mr. Ronalds
laughed at me. Please go on, Mary Jane.”

“ There ain’t much to go on about.”
Mary Jane was twisting the folds of her
apron in her lap. “ 1 noticed that cut didn’t
heal and Mr. Ronalds kept looking sicker,
and two days later he fell over in a faint on
the terrace. It was working in him then, if
we’d only known!”

Her voice sank to a sepulchral whisper
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“ Your vordt iss goodt, Ballyntine.” His
host clawed at his sleeve. I understandt,
but giff me your vordt dat you will get
Florio oudt of my house, also! Dat dese
Shadowers shouldt know he hass gone and
no cause haff dey to bother oldt Yohalem!”

“1 give you my word that the Shadowers
shall know, and that they will not molest
you,” Lucian responded solemnly.

“ Come, then!” Yohalem closed the safe
and pointed to the stairs. ¢ Now I take you
to Florio.. Dat diamondt, it vass my pride,
Ballyntine, but better dat I lose it as lose
all!”

In a small upper room at the back of
the house they found a tall, dark, slender
man with a drooping black mustache and
soft, dreamy eyes which flashed suddenly
as he sprang to his feet.

“ Our goodt friendt Ballyntine, Florio!”
Yohalem cried hastily. ‘ From Vito Co-
lucci he comes yet and all is fixed dat to-
morrow you sail! You shouldt talk now
togeder—to-morrow I see you, Ballyntine?”

“ To-morrow, Yohalem!” Lucian prom-
ised. As the door closed on their host he
held out his hand. * Florio, I've got five
minutes! Here’s that letter you wrote Co-
lucci. He's been pinched for what he was
pulling up there in Haynes Corners, but he
managed to smuggle this to me and tell you
to save yourself! I imagine they’ll need
you pretty badly, so I've arranged to get
you on board ship to-morrow for Havana,
where you’ll be taken care of. But you'll
have to come clean with me first.”

“Mi’ amic’!” Florio wrung his hand.
« After all-a dees years! And you feex dat
I taka da sheep to-morrow? Dio mio, I am
glad! But w'at you know ’bout Vito, eh?
W’at you know ’bout dat place?”

A shade of suspicion had crossed his face,
but Lucian laughed and clapped him on the
shoulder.

“What do I know about the pearls—
they were a rotten grade, Florio!—and the
rubies and the square-cut emerald and the
sapphire and the big blue diamond? We
know its name, you and I! You were a
fool to hide away when it was I who sought
you Saturday night and most of Sunday!
Florio, if I am to get you safely away to-
morrow you've got to tell me now how you
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came to be mixed up in that affair a year
ago last spring!”

“ Peegs!” exclaimed his companion with
seeming irrelevance, ‘ Peegs and da cheel-
dren of peegs!”

“ Not Colucci!” Lucian observed quickly.
“ He and you and I—we've all three been
double-crossed, Florio! I didn’t even know
you were in it until a few weeks ago, and I
don’t believe you knew about me; they
were pretty foxy! But tell me!”

“Eet was Vito who send for me a year
ago last May; he say he have beeg-a da
commish’ and I go to dat Haynes Corr-
ners!”

He rolled the name with venom on his
tongue. ““ T'’ree year I do not see Vito and
I find heem een a miserrable w’at you call-a
far-rm’ouse. He tell-a me nosing ’bout w’'at
he do, and I ask heem nosing, but soon two
men come een a motor car, one Vito call-a
Mike—"

“I know him,” Lucian interrupted.
“ Who was the other?”

Florio shrugged.

“Never do I know, but he have weeth
heem a bag and een eet da jewels, We
maka da deal and Mike and da man depart,
Da jewels he leave weeth me on da word of
Vito. Soon Mike, he come back in da car,
and da next-a morn’ I r-return to da cit’
and I work like da hell! Da pearls I must
buy and da great-a diamond, eet ees not so
good, for I must r-rush too queeck, but een
two weeks all-a ees feenish.

“Vito comes and I geeve heem da fake
een da old settings and da real jewels, loose;
all-a but dasbeega stone, Dat I am to sell
and send-a da mon’ to Vito, eeven eef eet
take two-t’ree mont’. Vito, he pay me da
price for da fakes w'at da man have agreed,
but w’en da jewels are sold I am to have
my share, Da Merrington Diamond I no
can sell een dees-a countree—too much-a
well known—and Europe ees close’ to me, so
I send for Vito and he come and taka eet
away; da man, he weel not have eet cut
down. Dat ees een October. I wait for
my share from da jewels, but da man all-a
time tell-a Vito he no can sell, no can get-a
price. One year I wait, mio amic’, ontil
las’ June. Den I find dat da jewels are
sold, all but da great-a stone, and I write-a
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composed of two soda crackers, with a slice
of cheese, half a dill pickle and a dliver of
smoked herring in between, arose to his
feet. He next served himself with a drink
of McGoogle’s celebrated denatured cider,
which, for some occult reason, was a favorite
beverage among his regular customers whose
discretion and secrecy had been put to the
acid test.

Wiping his lips with one hand, Josh
waved the other in the air with a gesture of
righteous indignation.

* Them fellers,” he said bitterly,  thet
buried the crew o’ the Weary Willie an’ the
parson thet read the service fer the dead
over ’em oughter be hung fer murder in the
fust degree!”’

“ How come, Josh?” asked Link Brown.
“You wouldn’t have ‘em leave ’em un-
buried, would you, for the wolves an’ bears
an’ sea lions to eat up?”

“Q’ course not, Link; I’'m a humane man,
I am, an’ a scientific one besides. But it
most makes me cry when I think of a hull
ship’s crew—cap’n, mates, foremast hands,
cook, an’ steward—all hevin’ been buried
alive, all on account o’ pure boneheadedness.
Mebbe ef they’d only buried the cap’n an’
the mates I wouldn’t feel it so deeply, fer
most of ‘em need killin’, anyway. Ask any
before-the-mast, deep-water sailor ef it
ain't s0.”

“ Buried alive? What d'yve mean, Josh?”
came in a chorus from his audience.

“ Yeah, thet’s what I said, fellers, an’ I
meant it! Them sailormen wa’n’'t no more
dead than me or you, this minit. They was
jest in a state of suspended animation from
the cold, an ef they’d been thawed out keer-
fully by intelligent men on scientific prin-
ciples, they’d be doin’ their work an’ eatin’
their vittles to-day.”

« Excuse me, Mr. Stebbins,” interrupted
the shoolmaster, who was an interested lis-
tener. * Have you ever known personally
of an instance of a person who was frozen
to death having been resuscitated?”

“Now yer shoutin’, purfesser! I hev so,
an’ me an’ my shipmate, Byron Murchen-
sen, did it. We diskivered it by accident the
way most other great diskiveries hez been
found out.

“ Benjamin Franklin was playin’ with a
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kite when he diskivered electricity, an’ 1
read somewhere thet a monk or a monkey,
I don’t remember which, was fryin’ bacon
an’ by puttin’ too much saltpeter in the
seasonin’ got blowed up an’ diskivered gun-
powder, which, used right, is the greatest
civilizer the world hez ever seen. Some
ciaim thet the chinks diskivered it a thcu-
sand years before thet, but I don’t believe it,
fer ef they hed they’d be more civilized than
we are, an’ they ain’t.

IL

“YE see, it happened this way: e an’
my partner was fishin’ through the ice one
winter up North, It was so cold thet every
time we ketched a fish we’d throw him out
on the ice an’ after flappin’ round fer two
or three minits he’d be froze stiffern a
poker.

“Wal, we was hevin’ all kinds o’ luck
an’ jest piled the fish up at the edge o’ the
hole like cordwood, callatin’ when we hed a
sled load we'd sell ’em in the nearest town at
ten cents a pound. We fished steady fer a
week, an’ must ‘a’ hed a ton of lake trout,
muskellunge, an’ pike piled up on the ice
when we went over to a ranch to borrow a
team an’ sled to haul ‘em over to town an’
sell ’em.

“When we got to the ranch there was a
dance under way with plenty of whisky, an’
between dancin’ with the gals an’ drinkin’
hot whisky punches we forgot what we'd
come fer fer a couple o’ days. When we
went back the weather hed changed an’ it
was thawin’ with the sun shinin’ bright and
“ From the lake shore the fish pile looked
kinda small to us, an’ when we got nearer
we seen thet the fish was slippin’ down off
the pile an’ flappin’ round on the ice. Most
of ‘em hed flapped inter the water when we
got thar, an’ we only managed to grab a
forty-pound lake trout an’ a fifty-pound
muskellunge thet was at the bottom o’ the
pile an’ wasn’t thawed out enough to flap.

“ Tt got out goat to see them fish thet was
good an’ dead come to life an’ swim off, but
we seen thet we was about to find out a
great scientific fact thet would be of use to
thousands, ef it would work on humans.
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seemed to show a victory a possibility. The
man before her—merciless as though he had
been an executioner and he was well-nigh
that—paused, the pail of water still in his
hands.

“ Get out of that bed! Quit your act-
ing and shamming, Jennie Ballantyne, and
be an honest Christian woman, the kind
you ought to be for such a husband. Die
if you want to and if you must, but in the
name of God, if you must die, die like a
woman worth while, and not like this.”

She was huddled in a wet heap on the
farther side of the bed, trembling, unable
to speak. He threw the pail of water on
the floor, allowing it to run where it liked,
and picked up his coat.

“I'm ashamed of you, Jennie Ballan-
tyne,” he said. “ Aren’t you ashamed of
yourself? Put on dry clothes and come
out into the sunshine.”

He found Ballantyne sitting bent over,
his hands over his ears, rocking from side
to side. He laid a hand on the old man’s
shoulder. “ It was fighting with a wild
beast in there. The swine ran over a high
place in the sea. Let us hope that we have
cast out what they used to call demons in
the Middle Ages. It was her only hope.
I think they’re exorcised.”

He would not leave John for a time, but
sat with him, giving him a word now and
then. The house was silent as death. In-
deed there had been death—the death of
the former Jennie Ballantyne.

Burlingham did not turn his head for
some time and then he heard a hesitant
footfall at the kitchen door. When he did
turn there was an old woman standing there
in raiment quite dry. She looked out, hesi-
tant and trembling.

“Come on out, Jennie Ballantyne,” said
Burlingham, “ and sit on the log here with
John. We are your friends. It’s a wonder-
ful morning, T wish I could stop here and
talk with you both, but I'll come back
again. T’ll stop in and see Annie, I believe,
as I go by.”

This time as he passed along the road,
Hard-Boiled Burlingham, very grave of
face—for his had been an ordeal—turned
in at the little white gate of the Silver Daot,
swagger stick, gloves, wool stockings, and
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all. He stooped at the gallery step and
scrupulously brushed off the last trace of
white dust from his boots, shook out his
stocking and hung it on a nail before he
entered.

“ Good morning, Annie,” he said gruffly.
“ Get me a dish of cream. I’'ve come in to
adjust a little matter here with you. I'm
on the war trail this morning.”

“I see you’re all painted up. I never
saw you in uniform before Colonel—doctor.
You look fine.” She always broke her ret-
icence with this one man. “ You've come
in to tell me all about the oil news?” she
questioned.

“1If T get around to it.
n’t been telling the truth.
that of you.”

“ What do you mean?”
sharply.

“ Why did you tell my friend, that young
man, that there was some one else? Why
did you say you’d given your promise?
You know it wasn’t true. And there wasn’t
any use in that at all. It wasn’t true. It
was a crime.”

“My Uncle John was sick: my Aunt
Jennie was helpless. You don’t know our
family. There’s no one but me. Yes, I
did; I promised I'd never marry.”

Then, her color rising. “ That doesn’t
mean that in any case I'd be apt to marry
the first young man who came in here and
asked me within ten minutes after he first
had spoken to me.”

“ But what if your Aunt Jennie got well,
and if your Uncle John was going to be well
soon?”

¢ She’ll never be well.
that. I couldn’t—I couldn’t—”
was trembling just a little now.
that’s why.”

“ Annie, your Aunt Jennie’s well right
now. She’s up and dressed. She’s out of
doors talking with her husband right now.
She’s cured.”

She could only stare at him.

“T operated on your Aunt Jennie, my
dear, since you saw me go by here. I hope
it’s been successful. Now what are you go-
ing to do about it? Name of God! An-
nie, if you’re going to lie to a man. lie to
him honest, and lie to him for fair.”

Annie, you have-
I didn't think

Her color rose

We’ve all known
Her lip
“Well,
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favored that which the world to-day must
have. These at least would be on the
ground if anything happened. Some of
them had followed Hard-Boiled Burlingham
before.

In this tide of comers and goers, Dan
Powers arrived also at Powder Basin that
spring, without that fact being known to
Sanders. Indeed, he would not have known
Powers when he saw him—for in their clos-
est personal contact they had been some-
thing like two hundred yards apart.

Sanders would have consulted the office
boy as to where next to sink a drill. He
chartered an expert to come and advise
him, and the expert charged him much gold,
and told him he didn’t know. Sanders was
ready to assert that though Paul might plant
and Apollo water an oil find, God alone
could give it the increase.

But at least it was easy to go down the
road and call on Annie at the Silver Dot.
There were several things he hoped one day
to say to her. He purchased at the going
rates much fried chicken and hot coffee, in
advance of the season of ice cream.

The girl always treated him with the smil-

" ing civility or quizzical indifference which
she gave all her customers. He made no
headway; he could not tell why. He was
rich, not too old, had fine prospects, could
give her evervthing she could ask. Yet he
dared not speak what was in his soul.

There came: a day when he could not re-
main in his own bachelor quarters. Morn-
ing is not the best time of the day to en-
gage in love making, but Andrew Sanders
could stay at home no longer.

He reached the corner of Annie’s little
plot, where the new pole fence divided it
from his own land. He paused, touched
his necktie, cleared his throat, and cleared
the dust from the front of each shoe by
carefully rubbing it on the opposite trouser
leg. He experienced a sudden desire to be
immaculate.

He would have entered the gate, but
something arrested his attention. He
stepped quickly to the other side of the road
into the screening cover of a quaking asp
thicket.

A man was walking up and down not far
from the fence which divided Annie’s land
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from his. He was a tall young man, in
puttees, riding breeches and flannel shirt.
His conduct was most singular, and this it
was which caused Sanders to seek conceal-
ment while he watched.

At first he thought the man was crazy.
He would stride on for maybe two or three
score paces rapidly, and then turn back,
beating and quartering like a dog on the
scent of game. He had all the look of a
man on the scent of game, too, but what was
the game?

Sanders now saw that the young man
carried in his hands a stick about as thick
as a walking cane and somewhat longer.
One end of it appeared to be forked. He
carried this wand in his upturmed hands
across the front of his body, and kept walk-
ing up and down, quartering or crossing his
first trail and now and then stopping sud-
denly and turning back.

It became obvious that there was one par-
ticular spot near which the crazy man al-
ways would stop and turn back sharply.
He noticed always that this was attended
with a peculiar phenomenon as to the
forked walking stick. At first he doubted
his eyes, but a repetition of the same thing
convinced him. Every time the bearer came
to that certain spot, the forked stick would
roll over in his hand and bend sharply down.

There came all at once to Sanders’s mind
the sensation of one who has taken a large
gulp of ice water. With a shock there came
to him what he had heard or read about the
use of the divining rod in finding water. In
his experience he knew at least three range
men who had had artesian water located on
their Jand by these strange men who pos-
sessed the faculty of divining the presence
of subterranean water.

And if water, why not 0il? Indeed, San-
ders recalled now that he had read some-
where of the location of entirely new oil
fields by means of such practice as this,
which until now he had always regarded as
mere superstition. He had himself seen—
and thrown away as worthless, before he be-
came an oil man himself—a scientific de-
scription of an appliance which was thought
to promise infallibility in the location of oil.
As these recollections came to his mind he
stood fascinated.

9A



SECRET OF POWDER BASIN.

One thing was sure. When the man came
back to that particular spot there was an
invisible force of very considerable strength
applied to the divining rod. There was not
the least doubt of this.

Of course, Sanders did not know that it
was always at this particular spot that Dan
Powers put his foot on the end of an in-
visible black thread which was attached to
one fork of the divining rod so that it very
naturally bent considerably when he pulled
up on the main part of the wand.

Sanders did not recognize Powers. Even
had he recognized him, he never would have
been able to fathom all the vagaries of that
young man’s mind.

It was temperamentally necessary to Dan
to assume a seriousness with life, continual-
ly he gravely trifled, for sake of his own
peace of mind. For his temporary occupa-
tion now he was an oil hunter, an oil seer.
Not mentioning ‘the black string, he now
had located the place below which there lay
oil.

He knew all the time that Sanders was
watching him, although at first he had made
his toy for his own grave amusement. He
did not know that one day men would in
reality locate oil as easily as he now did
so in his mockery.

A warm feeling of cheerfulness came to
Sanders’s heart. He had found where one
of these mysterious oil scouts, of whom he
had heard, had located oil. Probably be-
fore long somebody would come to him, and
try to buy or lease that corner. He de-
cided to sink there, at that very spot; he
lined it up with two trees. ‘Something was
up. Some one was trying to get in.

Suddenly the young man turned, and
lightly vaulted the pole fence, walked rapid-
ly into the door of the Silver Dot—pre-
cisely where Mr. Sanders had intended to
be at or before that very moment. As the
nature of his intended conversation with
Annie Ballantyne did not include the pres-
ence of a third party, Sanders turned and
walked back toward his own bachelor quar-
ters, viewing as he passed, with mingled
emotions, the black beams of his rigs, which
had not gained their colqr, as yet, from
any of his own oil.

But now, so he said, he knew where to
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drill. It would make him all the more
money for Annie. He knew now why he
wanted success in his new game of man
and man—it was for following success in
the old, old game of man and woman. As
to that, the unsmiling mountains, somber
with vision of coming thousands to wrest at
their bowels, gave him no sign at all.

CHAPTER XXIX.
THE SILVER DOT.

“ANNIE,” began Dan Powers, quietly,
as he sat down uninvited, quite as
if he had been absent only a day

or s0; “I have come back. It is now on

the order of unfinished business.”

Truth to tell, Annie had been watching
him through the window all the time. She
could not evade noticing with what free and
unhalting stride he now walked, indeed how
goodly he was, withal. And half frightened,
she knew now that the hour indeed had
come for her decision, that it could no long-
er be evaded.

“ Annie,” said Dan, still quietly, without
preliminary, “I love you more than I'm
ever going to be able to tell. It’s no use
my trying. It’s no use my waiting, I knew
it from the very first.”

Annie’s complexion was of the very white
skin which goes with practically all shades
of auburn hair. In spite of all, the quick
blood came to her cheeks now. She cast
down her eyes, the long lashes drooping over
them. He reached out both his hands to
her, but she moved away.

He begun untying the string from the end
of the divining rod.

“If Sanders starts a well right across
your fence, that will leave this no place for
the Silver Dot, Annie. Qur new town is
called Franklin City. There is going to be
an oil well—on our land. I'm not going to
be a dead-broke homesteader forever, I
hope. 1 believe I've struck it coming out
here. It was all for you, Annie. It
scares me, it’s all so foreordained about you
and me. From the very first.”

He was leaning forward against the edge
of the counter. He never once had re-
moved his gaze from her.
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the ball like an arrow to second and nipped
him off the bag.

In front of the clubhouse, after the con
test, the blow fell.

“ You're suspended without pay, you
blankety, blank, blank,” shouted Manager
“ Muggsy ” Mulligan, an individual who
now looked like a huge ice-wagon full of
fresh lava.

As Mulligan turned on his heel, Corley
came by. He had overheard the decree of
suspension,

“ Now we'll have some chance to win!”
he sneered, shaking his fist in Slim’s face.

Back of the clubhouse more blows fell.
This being a true story it must be set down
as they finished. Corley gave our hero two
beautiful hand-painted eyes, while remain-
ing unmarked himself.

That night the team left for its last
Western trip of the season, minus its Jonah
and plus renewed hopes in consequence.

The hopes were justified. The Tadpoles
took three out of four games from the
Frogs, took all four from the Muskrats, and
went on to the stronghold of the Katydids
full of fighting spirit. The recent playing
of Weyburn looked fishier than ever in the
light of the way the club was going without
him.

The spurt of the Tadpoles was watched
narrowly by a certain coterie of gamblers.
It did not suit the plans of this clique to
have the club win the pennant. The season
was waning. After the Western trip the
Tadpoles would return home for four
games. It would then be the end of the
schedule. The Master Hand summoned
his executives to a conference in his palatial
rooms at the Rocco Stucco.

“ We gotta get this fellow Weyburn back
in the game,” he announced, when they’d
all had a round of the forbidden fluid.
“ Ve gotta work some scheme to put him
back on the field. There ain’t no use tryin’
to buy the others. It’s been tried, and
nothin’ doin’. I never sounded him out
because he was playin’ rotten enough with-
out it. Now what we want to do is get
him back and take a chance on him losin’
enough games to beat the club. If he don’t
play rotten enough, then we’ll try handin’
him a piece of money.”

_cially.
.quickly ascertained that “ Slim ” was not
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“ He’ll be ripe,” said his right hand man.
“ He’s always been a spender, and now his
pay-day’s been wiped off the calendar.
Don’t believe he’s got a dollar. He never
even spends any money now with that girl
he’s sweet on at the cigar-stand.”

It was practically true. “ Slim” Wey-
burn was almost broke, and he was spend-
ing little money at the cigar-stand, although
he came to the Rocco Stucco nightly.

When a woman is interested in a man she
is apt to soon know how he stands finan-
Marcia was no exception. She

smoking a seven cent * Mullenleaf ” out of
preference for that brand nor from a de-
sire to save his money, but because of shy-
ness in the wallet. Pity, Love's poor rela-
tion, came to pay a visit. Marcia permitted
an innovation—she allowed the ball-player
to walk home with her evenings after the
cigar-stand had closed.

And so, one night as they stood at her
gate, he blurted out a proposal of marriage.
The girl gazed at him in manner senti-
mental, but her tone of voice and her words
were practical.

“ Upon what would we marry?” she in-
quired. ,

This was a haymaker to the heart of
things. Weyburn hung his head.

“T’ll come back vet,” he muttered.

“ You must get back, Slim,” said Marcia.
“ You must get on the team again and show
them what vou can do. Save your money
and when there’s enough to support us both,
I’ll talk turkey with you.”

The Tadpoles returned home for those
last four games, and they were scheduled
with the Crawfish, the league leaders. It
was to be a crucial series indeed—the Craw-
fish were but one game ahead of them.

But injuries had placed the chances of
the Tadpoles in a precarious condition. It
was with difficulty that Manager Mulligan
could put nine sound men upon the field.
He sent for Weyburn.

“I'm gonna give you another chance,” .
he growled; “ but I'll have my eye on you
every minute, and if you don’t come across
with a brand of ball that’s ahead of any-
thing ever put out your name will hereafter
be Dennis. Take your old job at third,
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day before, it had escaped his attention un-
til now. He peered forward to read it more
clearly:

DE LUXE LAUNDRY
We will wash the shirts for a year
Of the player who hits this sign,
And give him a thousand dollars.

It was a clever advertising dodge, and
apparently an economical one. There
seemed little chance that the laundry ever
would be called upon to make good on its
offer. The sign was almost in the next
county.

When the meaning of that sign became
clear to Weyburn a strange light came into
his eves. It was still there as he took a
step forward and swung with all his might
at that horsehide covered bullet.

There came the sweet sound of a bat
kissing a ball good-by, and then in a high
looping curve the sphere started for the
fence. Over second and over the center-
fielder’s head it flew as though there was
no such thing as gravity. And when at last
it arched to earth its route was through the
sign of the De Luxe Laundry. The Tad-
poles had won the pennant and ‘ Slim”
Weyburn had won a thousand dollars and
a year’s free laundry bill.

When he had torn himself away from
the admiring fans who still clustered around
the exit gate as he emerged from the club-
house, ¢ Slim” hurried to his boarding-
house. In his room he hastily drew from
the drawer the bundle of silk shirts he had
placed there the night before. His gaze
fell upon the letter and the sheaf of bills,
He did not pick them up, but stood smiling
down at them.

“You will send me a dun for my laun-
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dry, will you?” ke said to the name in the
upper left hand corner of the envelope—
The De Luxe Laundry. “ You will send
me my laundry bills for a year back, will
you? To-morrow you can receipt them
bills and hand me a thousand bones be-
sides.”

He reached out and picked a brilliant
hued shirt from the pile on the bureau. He
must array himself extra becomingly for to-
night.

On his way downtown to the Rocco
Stucco, ¢ Slim ” catalogued in his mind the
prospective” riches which were to be his.
He would have his salary for the time he
was suspended (with a slap on the back
Mulligan had assured him of that), the
thousand dollars from the laundry com-
pany, and his share of the world’s series
split. Marcia would sure talk turkey now.

He shouldered his way through the
crowd that filled the lobby of the hotel, and
near the center of the throng met “ Tip ”
Corley. Their former enmity was forgot-
ten in the great victory. They exchanged
greetings this time instead of rights.

Corley’s countenance wore a sheepish
grin, “ Well, old man, we failed to make
a hit over there,” he said, his thumb curved
in the direction of the cigar-stand.

This delivery was a puzzle to * Slim.”
“ What’s eatin’ you?” he inquired.

“ Look at the dame on duty,” said Cor-
ley.

Weyburn peered around a pillar. An
astringent-looking female presided over the
cigars and tobacco in place of their former
beautiful guardian.

“ Where’s Marcia?”
quickly.

“ She’s through,” said Corley. * Just
heard she married Charlev Monte. the main
squeeze of the gamblers, this morning.”

asked ¢ Slim”

U U
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THE HELL DRIVER.

It was now nearly high water, and the
tide would soon be running ebb. Most of
the fleet were bunched together on the off-
shore. But Red Alec, the canny fox, was
far out of the crowd well up to windward.
In the jockeying for position his strategy
had gained the first advantage.

As the two blasts of the warning whistle
sounded, Red Alec emerged from the com-
panion, an unearthly pallor upon his face,
a fiendish hatred glinting in his eye. He
had been drinking Demerara rum below.
Under the influence of liquor he kept his
head, but, seized with a strange madness,
he began to regard the sea as his bitterest
foe.

Taking the wheel from Wild Archie, the
skipper sent his eye up along the bellying
canvas, while the vessel responded to his
touch like a thoroughbred to the hand of a
master.

“ What’s the record for the run to the
Western Ground?” he inquired as he
trimmed his wheel.

“ Cap’n Hooty Mac Askill in Pass of
Balmaha, first, thirteen hours; Cap’n John
Cameron in Pass of Balmaha, second,
eleven hours,” answered Wild Archie.

“ All right; fer us it’s Western Ground
or hell in ten hours.”

With a final swing he threw the vessel
into the course for the take off, bellowing
as he did so: ¢ Sheet home yer foretops’l
and set yer stays’l.”

Having made his last gaging of time and
distance, with the daring of a born cavalry
leader he shot like a rocket straight down
upon the starting line. Ten seconds after
the whistle the Pass of Balmaha flashed
across the line, her lee side buried in a
smother of foam.

The Royal Stuart, the Lochaber, the
Bonnie Prince Charlie, the Glengary, the
Airlie, the Keppoch and the Dundee, in
order named, came storming after.

Bowling along wing and wing through
the straits with all sail drawing except the
jibs, the white fleet sped away before the
wind at a tremendous clip.

An hour later the Pass of Balmaha,
pressed close by the Royal Stuart, shot out
of the protecting straits into Chedabucto
Bay, where she encountered a nasty rolling
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sea upon her port quarter. With every
stitch cracked on she began to roll into it
like a drunkard.

Red Alec lost no time preparing for bad
weather. The dories nested in the waist
were turned bottom up and made doubly
secure. [Extra lashings were put on spare
spars and gear.

At six o'clock that evening they raised
Cranberry Light. By this time the weather
was looking wilder and the glass had begun
to fall.

With a growing gale offshore the redoubt-
able skipper respected the prospects enough
to order: “ Put the tops’l in gaskets and
stow away yer stays'l.”

Before reaching Cranberry Island all
hands were ordered to put a single reef in
the great mainsail.

The skipper set his course on the inside
channel, tearing through the shipping of
Canso Harbor, grazing fishermen and storm-
staid coasters, who looked after him aghast
racing thus before a rising gale.

For a short time in the lee of the main-
land the crew had a breathing space, while
they tussled with reef points of the slotting
mainsail. Then around by Glasgow Head,
at the farther end of the harbor, they struck
the full force of the open sea.

“ Here comes the Atlantic,” yelled Wild
Archie, who had taken his place beside the
skipper at the wheel. Through the danger-
ous waters just off of Glasgow Head, with
the lead going, the Pass of Balmaha raced
hell for leather.

Fishermen beating in against the storm

looked askance at the great Judiquer out-
bound into the smother of the howling
night.
. After a short turn at the wheel Wild
Archie came gasping into the forecastle, ex-
claiming: “ Talk about yer stunts! This
auld lass is sure acting now; this minute
she’s waltzin’ on her bowsprit, the next
standin’ on her counter.”

“ D’ye think Red Alec ’ll make it in ten
hours?”

“ Sure thing he’ll make it. We may take
our trick at the wheel an’ be relieved, but
the skipper ’ll stand by up there till he’s
clubbed his mud hook to the lee o’ west
point lights.”
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About an hour after clearing the ice the
Pass of Belmaha, caught unawares by a
sudden squall, was thrown completely on
her beam ends. A Niagara of water went
pouring down the forehatch. The watch
below thought that the end had come, but
before they had time to gather their wits
through her own momentum the racing ves-
sel righted herself and began to come up.

As the wind struck into her sails she
started again with a rush and drew herself
out from beneath the seas that swept her
from the mainmast aft.

Like souls redeemed from the bottomless
pit, those below came bursting through the
scuttle, breathing with thankful gasps the
fresh keen air, gazing with gratitude upon
the moon and stars.

More than one deep-souled Highlander
sent up his prayer of thanks to Mary, who
had miraculously saved them, and to St.
Michael, the guardian and patron of those
upon the sea.

But if the rest of his crew were devoutly
thankful, no such emotion welled up in the
rum-fired heart of Red Alec. Hearing a
Gaelic ““ Ave ” muttered by one of the Mac-
Eacherens set him into an insensate rage.

“No Mary and no Michael will save ve
aboard this hooded hooker. It's only ver
two fists and the leapin’ lightnin’ in yer
heels that can preserve for ye the breath o’
life that’s in yer nostrils.

“If it's devotions yer wantin’ one gang o’
ve can take it out in sweat and elbow grease
on yer prayer handles cleaning up that mess
along the waist. The other gang can haul
for the salvation of yer souls on them
sheets and halyards.

“ Now, there, jump my bullies and don’t
forget that ye’re Judique Men.”

Such was the potency of the man-driving
skipper that his passion was soon flaming
up throughout his crew, while his vessel rode
again serene.

Hove to under double-reefed foresail, the
watch of a coaster saw far off in the fitful
moonlight, a soaring white ship, tearing on
before the gales, like some archangel of the
tempest,

While the watch of the coaster looked
aghast they beheld a foretopsail broken out
and added to the billowy mass of canvas.
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“ Howling Lucifer!” exclaimed a deck-
hand. “ Did ye ever see the likes o’ that
before, goin’ by in a full gale with every
stitch cracked on, an’ summer kites to boot!
Do I see right, or am I dreaming? Is that
real timber and canvas, or is it the Flying
Dutchman?”

“That’s real timber and canvas,” an-
swered the coaster’s captain, “ but it ain’t
goin’ to be real much longer. That’s one o’
them crazy, wild-driving, hell-roaring ships
from Judique, full o’ Cape Breton Jacobites
and Demerara Rum. Oh, my Lord! Oh,
my Lord! But ain’t they drunk!”

Yes, drunk they were, with a wine un-
dreamed of to that breed upon the coaster’s
deck.

The viking horde that raped the mouth
of the Western Isles did not take all. They
left behind that viking soul, which now lived
on in Red Alec and his Highland shipmates.
No wonder the ground hogs on a wallowing
coaster called them ¢ drunk.” What could
they understand? But across the centuries
a crew of Norsemen would have hailed them
as blood brothers from the stormy coasts of
Skye.

In the wild tearing flight even the pas-
sage of time seemed to fade. But Red Alec
did not forget. Finally he sang out.

“ Run down into the cabin, one of ve, and
tell me what’s the hour o’ night.”

“ Eleven o’clock,” came back the answer.

“Eleven,” he repeated, ‘“seven hours,
and by the log ninety-five miles. Thirty
yct to go.  Yea, we’ll make it in ten hours,
and beat every record of the Hielan fleet.
Aye, lads, but am I not a dog and a bonnie
driver? TI'll show—"

The Highlanders’ vainglorious song was
suddenly cut short by a whir—rupp—bang!

The great staysail, torn to tatters, flapped
and slatted away to leeward. This was fol-
lowed by another long, ripping tear and a
booming crack as the foretopsail and fore-
topmast carried away together.

Almost instantaneously there came a
shout of dismay from Wild Archie, who had
been hanging on to the after rail.

Intent only on that before, no one had
heeded what might be aft or on the quarter.
It was a casual glance which revealed with
starting suddenness the fact that another
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schooner was pressing them close, a half a
mile to windward.

All hands started in surprise while the
skipper, with far-seeing eye, cried out:

“My God, if that there ain’t Ronald
Donn!”

“That looks bad ” commented Wild
Archie. “ Jest after our foretopmast car-
ried away! A pretty mess yon Il put us
into when we round the nor'wes’ bar, and
start our thrash to windward.”

“Yes, it do look bad, but I've a trick
that 1l settle wi’ Ronald Donn.”

On the run from MacNairs fortune had
favared the Royal Stuart. When Red Alef
split tacks and went through Canso Harbor
Ronald Donn held his course, steering
straight for sea. Thus he escaped the de-
laying ice. With foretopmast intact he was
obviously in better condition for the wind-
ward work of the last lap.

Gradually, but none the less surely, Ron-
ald Donn closed down upon the queen of
the fleet. For some time both vessels had
been taking soundings and each had its
Jookout aloft to pick up the first flash of
the west point light of Sable Island.

Simultaneously there came the cry:

“Light on the starboard bow!”

With that cry Ronald Donn sang out:
“ Ready about, hard a lee!”

The next minute steering south-southeast
with wind aft, he came bearing down upon
Red Alec.

Every hand aboard the Pass of Balmaha
stood ready waiting for the same order. A
murderous light, glinted in the eye of the
undefeated smuggling captain, but mnot a
word escaped him.

The Pass of Balmaha had the right of
way. But why did she continue on her old
course southeast when every second now
she should be driving it south-southeast to
round the dreadful bar?

“ Ain’t ye goin’ to come about now, skip-
per?” inquired Allan MacEacheren.

“ Hold her to her auld course,” snapped
the skipper.

“ He’s going to drown us all to gain his
vengeance over Ronald Donn,” muttered
Arch Campbell in despair.

Like mad bulls charging for a finish the
two great racing schooners bore down upon
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each other. Red Alec held to his purpose
with the determination of grim death, while
Ronald Donn, just as sure that he would
round to jibe, continued on a course which
brought him fair across the other’s bows.

Nearer and nearer the distance closed be-
tween the opposing captains, with the crews
of each pleading in vain to cease their fatal
obstinacy. When the impending crash was
imminent it dawned upon the unwilling
brain of Ronald Donn that his rival pro-
posed holding to his suicidal purpose. Re-
luctantly he gave the order that brought
his vessel’s head up to the wind, with an
abruptness that buried his lee rail, and
threatened to splinter his spars. At the
same time the Pass of Balmaha went forg-
ing onward. With vast relief the respective
crews watched as they swiftly drew asunder.

After he had put nearly a mile between
himself and Ronald Donn, Red Alec
shouted:

“ Douse the lights!”

The intended strategy flashed upon his
shipmates and the order was carried out
with a rush.

Loocking backward Ronald Donn saw the
lights of his rival suddenly swallowed up in
darkness.

“ God be about us! The Pass of Bal-
maha has gone under!” he exclaimed aghast.
“ They might ’a’ kenned it the way they was
heading. That Red Alec was mad if ever
a man was. No use to put about, though.
It would only be death for us, too, if we
ventured too close to that uncanny shoal.”

For twenty miles to the westward of Sable
Island there extended a sandy bar, known
as the graveyard of the North Atlantic It
was a spot reeking with wrecks. Straight
into the teeth of this most dreaded menace
the Pass of Balmaha went tearing with her
lights extinguished.

The roar of breakers that could be heard
for many miles boomed about the racing
schooner. The sounding lead was kept go-
ing continually. With increasing shallow-
ness, the seas were piling up to incredible
heights while the breath of the gale lashed
the night with foaming spindrift.

Such gambling with death was too much
for Arch Campbell. Coming up to the wheel
he began to implore the skipper to head off.
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“ She'll never live in that!” he almost
screamed.

At the first note of fear the skipper cut
him short. Striving for his very existence he
was in no mood to brook remonstrance.

“ Git the hell out o’ me sight!”

Arch Campbell stood for a moment, ir-
resolute, when the boot of a giant, Wild
Archie, caught him fair and sent him head-
long down the companion.

With the chicken heart removed, all the
rest were one with the captain, ready with
him to venture to the end.

Red Alec, during one of his rum-running
expeditions, had been chased by a govern-
ment cruiser into this self-same northeast
bar. Rather than capture he risked run-
ning aground. By that strange fortune that
sometimes guards the desperate he tripped
upon a navigable channel and safely made
the passage through. Toward this verita-
ble leap in the dark he once more set his
hazardous course.

* We're shaving corners,” he exclaimed.
“But I ken a ticklish passage that ’ll put
us over.”

They were tearing on at a twelve knot
clip, with a living gale abeam.

“ By the deep six,” came the man at the
sounding.

“ What’s coming next, skipper?” inquired
Allan MacEacheren.

“ Five fathoms is coming next,” answered
the other, and almost simultaneously a voice
shrieked: “ By the mark five!”

Out of respect for that shrieking tone
Red Alec spat to windward with supreme
“disdain.

Arch Campbell, respectful and subdued,
but still in agonizing terror emerged trem-
bling from below. The sight that greeted
him was awe-inspiring’ and sublime. The
full moon was flooding with its silver light
the gale-lashed seas. Above the shallow
bar great, shining, shimmering combers went
soaring skyward, filling the night with the
deep diapason of their roar. In the trough
of the waves were valleys of inky blackness,
while aloft the breaking crests shone like
snowy, glistening peaks.

In this grand panorama Arch Campbell
beheld only a yawning ocean graveyard.

“ Ye can’t go through there,” he screamed.
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‘T looked at the chart below. Ye've only
five fathoms, then four, then three, then
two. How can a vessel drawing fifteen feet
go over a bar that at high tide gives only
twelve feet of water?”

“Ye looked at the chart, did ye?” taunt-
ed Red Alec. “ Well, ye're sailin’ wi’ a
skipper that kens more about these waters
than any chart.”

Momentarily Arch Campbell found reas-
surance in this note of bravado. Then an-
other hail from forward renewed his panic.

“ By the mark four.”

His heart beat paused at that last call.
Four fathoms, shoaling every minute and
driving toward the most ominous bar on the
northern seas!

Ahead, astern, on every quarter nothing
could be seen but mountains of tumbling
water. But over all Red Alec caught the
intermittent flashes of the revolving light.
By that flash he set his course.

Currents changeable and unchartable
were forever working ruin to old landmarks
and old soundings. A westward sweep of
the Arctic current varying with the wind
tore across the snary floor, carving out amid
its shifting shoals a deep channel, whose
wild environment was enough to daunt the
most intrepid.

Arch Campbell was paralyzed with ter-
ror. Jumping a bar was too much for his
cautious nature. But all the rest, like the
skipper, were reckless gamblers, reckless
alike with life or death.

The spirit of Red Alec was rising with
the rising odds. As though it were a human
being, he continued a dance of scorn in the
face of his arch enemy, the sea.

“ Come on and do your damnedest, ye
blasted seas!” he roared. ‘“ Judique is on
the floor, and who the hell will dare to put
her off?”

This was enough to start Wild Archie,
and all the rest of that battling breed into
a whooping outburst. Little Roary the
Piper could not withstand the inspiration
of such a moment. Leaving his toiling watch-
mates on the deck, he went tumbling down
into the sodden cabin to loosen his immortal
soul upon the sheepskins.

“Ye can no tune ver pipes down there,
can ye?” sang out the skipper.
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Has a Remedy for Baldness
Been Discovered at Last?

Famous Merke Institute in New York Uses New French Method
Which Has Now Been Adapted for Home Use With Amazing Results

\ T the Merke Institute on Fifth
A Avenue, New York. you will
see every day scores of men
and women, once troubled with
thin, falling hair, who now possess
beautifully thick, luxuriant hair
that is the admiration of all their
friends.

These men and women were
saved from the humiliation of bald-
ness by a new European discovery
—a discovery which works on 2
simple natural principle, but which
is bringing results that would secm
nothing short of astonishing.

Formerly this trcatment was
within reach of only the very
wecalthy. But thanks to an ingen-
ious invention, the very same re-
sults for which others have paid as
high as S1,000 are now available
to cveryone—in their own homes,
and at a cost of only a jew cents
a treatment.

\When the hair falls out it does
not necessarily mean that the hair
roots are dead. For it is now a
matter of scientific fact that in
most cascs of baldness the hair
roots are simply dormant, and if
properly stimulated, can be made
to grow hair agamn.

Ordinary hair tonics and foocis
cannot reach the hair roots. which
are embedded decpiy in the scalp
That is why theze method: are so
often ineffective in restoring hair.
It has been found that the cnlv
possible way of sumulating the
hair roots to activity is by proper-
ly opening the porcs—then feeding
the roots.

At first the only way in which
best results could be secured was
by using a very expensive appar-
atus. That is why these treatments
were so expensive. Now, however,
these same results can be had at
an astonishingly small cost. This
is through the home treatment
given by the Allied Merke Insti-
tutes. which is known as the Merke
Thermocap Treatment.

The Thermocap Treatment is
entirely different from anything
known or used before. It can be
used in any home in which there
is electricity.

It was perfected by Prof. Alois
Merke, a dermatologist of inter-
national reputation, and founder
of the now famous Merke Institute.

So remarkable have been the re-
sults sccured Dby Prof. Merke
through his system that people
have come to him from all over
the country to receive the benefits
of this new discovery. Among
Prof. Merke's patients arc num-
bered many stage and social cele-
britics. and the rcsults that have
been sccured are in many cases
nothing short of astonishing.

Results

Marvelous Increase
in Growth

“*Afier three weeks of yvour tnannclt
1 notice the most marvelous ine
in the growth and thickness of iy ha uir.

huve consulted wost of ihe noied
speetalists inAmerica and Europe and
1 lLave found none to compare with
your ethod for satisfactory and quick
results.” WL Deuth, Editor “Amcricin
News,"’ Ilumhurg

Growing Rapidly

is ,m\dn: so fust n 4

(The alwve excsrpts are typical of hun-
dreds of letters receired trom cdelightsd
users of the Merke Institute Treatment
Sfoir  aldness and Falling Hair.)

People who have been bald for
years—many of whom were com-
pletely bald—now possess beauti-
ful, thick hair. without even the
slightest suggestion of “bald spots.™
Such ailments as dandruff, itching
scalp, falling  hair—these have in
every case quickly disappeared

miraculous
method of

under the seemingly
influence of this new
treatment.

The Merke Thermocap Treat-
ment is positively guarantecd to
stop the falling out of hair—to
cure dandruff, and to stimulate the
«rowth of hair on bald or scmi-
bald heads provided, of course, that
the hair bulbs are still alive and
(as in the case of most types of
baldness) are simply dormant. If,
within thirty days, you are not
morce than delichted with results,
the small cost of the Thermocap
Treatment will be refunded in-
stantly.

So many theousands of people
have regained thick, luxuriant hair
through the Thermocap Treatment
that if you are at all bald, or if
your hair shows signs of falling,
you owe it to yourself to investi-
cate, at least, this remarkable new
method of growing hair.

A vitally interesting booklet, de-

scribing  the Merke Thermocap
Treatment in detail, will be sent

to vou entirely free of any cost
1f you merely fll out and mail the
coupon below.

No matter how long you have
been bald. no matter if you are
completely bald, no matter how
many dirferent treatments you have
taken without results, this booklet
will prove to be of deepest inter-
est 1o you. So send for it today.
Merely' mail the coupon below,
and it will be sent to you by re-
turn mail. ALLIED MERKE INSTI-
TUTES, Inc., 512 Fifth Avenue, New
York City, Dept. 123.

ALLIED MERKE INSTITUTES, Inc..
Dept. 123, 512 Fifth Ave.,, New York City—
Please

send me, without cost or ohliga-

tion on my part, a copy of the. new
bhooklet describing in  detail the Merke
Thermocap ‘I'reatment. .
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