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harder fur sou to meet, we are offering-payments, and making payment terms
special, no advanceyou our new model Santa Fe Special, and the famous Bunn

LOOK | Santa Fe Special
Bunn Special Watches

Without one penny of advance payment let us place in your hands to see, to 
examine, to inspect, to admire, to approve a real masterpiece in watch creation.

in price, no money down, easier terms and smaller monthly payments. WE 
realize the war is over. and in order to double our business we MUST give 
you pre-war inducements, better prices, easier terms, and smaller payments.

Our determination to this year double our sales of the world famous Santa Fe 
Special and Bunn Special Watches prompts this matchless offer.
While other watch dealers are ra ising their prices, ask in g > "U for larger monthly

Scwt onApproval
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Page 12 of Our Watch Book Is of Special Interest to You!
Ask for our Watch Book free - then select the watch you would like tn str. either the famous Santa 
Fe Special or the 6 position Bunn Special, and let us explain our easy payment plan and send the 
Watch, express prepaid, for you to examine. No money down.

REMEMBER
Santa Fe Watch Co., 757 Thomas Bldg.. Topeka. Kans.

Please send prepaid and without obligation your Watch 
Book free, explaining your •• No Money Down ” Ofrer on 
the Santa Fe Special Watch.

o money down easy payments 
uy « a master timepiece—a 21 

a lifetime at about half the 
imilar watch of other makes.

noney down a wonderful offer.

Santa Fe Watch Company
Name 757 Thomas Bldg., Topeka, Kans

Address

State



I Want 1000 Men 
For Big Jobs in 

ELECTRICIT
LX. COOKE 

CHIEF 
ENGINEER

Previous Experience Unnecessary

Men trained in Electricity—Electrical Experts are 
in greatest demand right now. Thousands of men are 
needed to keep pace with the amazing growth of this 
Wonderful Industry. The opportunities for advancement and a 
big success are the greatest ever known. I need more men to pre­
pare for big paying jobs. No matter what kind of work youare doing 
or how much you earn, Electricity offers you more.

K,?.,.™,.,Electrical Expert 
Earn $70 to $200 a Week 
Today even the ordinary Electrician—the “screw driver” kind—is making money— 
big money. But it’s the trained man—the man who knows the whys and wherefores of Electricity—the 
"Electrical Expert” who is picked out to “boss” ordinary Electricians—to boss Big Jobs—the jobs that 
pay. You, too, can learn to fill one of these jobs—spare time only is needed. Bean “Electrical Expert” earn $70 to $200 a week.

Age or Lack of Experience 
No Drawback

You don’t have to be a College Man; you don’t have 
to be a High School graduate. If you can read and write 
English, my course will make you a big success. It is the most 
simple, thorough, and Successful Electrical Course in exist­
ence, and offers every man, regardless of age, education or pre­
vious experience, the chance to become, in a very short time, 
an “Electrical Expert,” able to make from $70 to $200 a week.

I Give You a Real Training 
As Chief Engineer of the Chicago Engineering Works 
I know exactly the kind of training a man needs to get the 
highest salaries. Hundreds of my students are now earning 
$3,500 to $10,000 a year. Many are successful ELECTRICAL 
CONTRACTORS.

Your Satisfaction Guaranteed 
So sure am I that you can learn Electricity—so sure 
am I that after studying with me, you too, can get into the 
’big money” class in electrical work, that I will guarantee 

under bond to return every penny paid me in tuition if, when 
you have finished my course, you are not satisfied it was the 
best investment you ever made.

ITRFF Electrical Working Outfit, Radio 
• •**^*rf Course and Employment Service

I give each student a Splendid Outfit of Electrical Tools, Materials and 
Measuring Instruments absolutely FREE. You do PRACTICAL work

AT HOME with this Outfit. You start right in after the first few les­
sons to WORK AT YOUR PROFESSION in a practical way. I also 
furnish them supplies, a complete Radio Course, Special Lessons for 
men going into business for themeelves and free employment service 
and many other things that other schools don’t furnish.

Get Started Now; Mail Coupon 
I want tosend you the “Vital Facts” of the Electrical Industry including 
my Electrical Book, Proof Lessons and a sample of my guarantee bona 
alUFREE. These cost you nothing and you’ll enjoy them. Make the start 
today for a bright future in Electricity. Send in the coupon—NOW.

L. L. COOKE, Chief Engineer

CHICAGO ENGINEERING WORKS
Dept. 17-B 2150 Lawrence Avc. Chicago, HL

Use This “FREE OUTFIT” Coupon
I L. L. COOKE, Chief Engineer
I Chicago Engineering Works, Dept. 17-B |
J 2150 Lawrence Ave., Chicago, Ill. I
1 Dear Sir:—Send at once the “Vital Facts” containing Sample I 
’ Lessons, your Big Book, and full particulars of your Free Outfit | 
I and Home Study Course—all fully prepaid without obligation on ■ 
I my part.

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

Address............................... ~................................................................

Occupation....................................................................Age..............  I

। 'The“CookeTrainedMan is the ‘Big Pay'Man I
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Good Positions Await Trained Men
Salaries of $12 to $30 a day not unusual

THE Electrical field needs men. It needs them 
badly. Hardly a week or a month passes but 
what some new use for electricity is dis­
covered. And each new use means new positions— 

better positions!—for men who have trained them­
selves as experts in this wonderfully fascinat­
ing work.

The recent growth of Radio is simply an exam­
ple of the progress that is yet to be made. No 
work offers greater opportunity to the man of 
an inventive turn of mind than Electricity. Sala­
ries of $12 to $30 a day are not unusual.

Best of all, you can study Electricity in your 
own home in spare time, without losing a day or 
a dollar from your present work. The Inter­
national Correspondence Schools will teach you 
everything you need to know, just as it has been 
teaching other men in just your circumstances 
for more than 31 years. There is no doubt about 
the ability of the I. C. S. to help you.

Thomas A. Edison says:—“I have watched the 
progress of the International Correspondence 
Schools almost from the very beginning. To me 
their rapid growth is easily understood, because

I realize the practical value that is back of them 
and know something too of the success attained 
by many ambitious men throughout the country 
who have taken their courses.”

And Dr. Charles P. Steinmetz, the “electrical 
wizard” of the General Electric Co., says:—"I am 
familiar with the textbooks and method of in­
struction used by the International Correspon­
dence Schools in their courses in Electrical 
Engineering, and I also know of a number of 
young men who have taken these courses with 
great benefit. I believe that any young man who 
is interested in electricity, but who cannot find 
an opportunity to go through an engineering 
college, if he will apply himself to one of these 
courses will find it a practical and economical 
way to acquire a knowledge of the profession.”

Just mark and mail the coupon printed below 
and full information about Electrical Engineer­
ing, Electric Lighting, Electric Wiring, Electric 
Railways. Radio or any other work of your 
choice will come to you by return mail. Today— 
not Tomorrow—is the day to make that all- 
important start toward success.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------tear out here-------------------------------------------------------------------------------

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS. BOX 2198-C. SCRANTON, PA.
Without cost or obligation on my part, please tell me how I can qualify for the 
position or in the subject before which I have marked an X in the list below :

Electrical Engineering
Electric Lighting and Bwys. 
Electric Wiring 
Radio
Mechanical Engineer
Mechanical Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice 
Railroad Positions 
Automobile Work 
Gas Engine Operating

S Civil Engineer
Surveying and Mapping

□ Mint*’ Foreman or Engineer
□ Marine Engineer
□ Architect
□ Blue Print Reading
□Contractor and Builder
□ Architectural Draftsman
□ Structural Engineer
□ Chemistry □ Pharmacy

□ Business Management
□ Industrial Management
□ Traffic Management
□ Business Law

8Banking and Banking Law 
Accountancy (including C.P.A.)'

□ Nicholson Cost Accounting
□ Bookkeeping
□Business English
□ Business Spanish

Salesmanship 
Advertising 
Stenography and Typing 
Teacher
Civil Service
Railway Mail Clerk
Common School Subjects 
High School Subjects

□ Illustrating 
□ French

Name. .Street Address.

City........................................................................................ State..........................................Occupation...........................................................................
Persons residing in Canada should send this coupon to the International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, 

Montreal, Canada.
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The Purpose of this Department
is to put the reader in touch imme­
diately with the newest needfuls for 
the home, office, farm, or person ; 
to offer, or seek, an unusual busi­
ness opportunity’, or to suggest a 
service that may be performed satis­
factorily through correspondence. 
It will pay a housewife or business 
man equally well to read these 
advertisements carefully.

Classified Advertising
Rates in the Munsey Magazines:

Line Rate'
Munsey’s Magazine - $1.50

Ar posy-Allstory . . \
Weekly .... J

Minimum space four lines.

Combination 
Line Rate 

$4.00
Leu 2$ cash 

discount

August 11th Argosj-Allstory Forms Close -July Utb.

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED
WANTED—Tailoring salesmen, make §00 to SI25 per week. 

Biggest merchants in many towns have started with our lines. 
We arc the largest made-to-measure tailoring house in the 
country, furnishing elaborate sample equipments, including 
500 all wool fabrics and guarantee absolute satisfaction, perfect 
fit. best workmanship, or no sales. Write me for line and all 
accessories to be sent free. Tell us all about yourself. 
ADDRESS HENRY 1*. ADAMS, SALES MANAGER, BON 
483. (’HICAGO. 1L L.

AGENTS—Send for sworn proof of $5 to $15 daily, introduc­
ing new style guaranteed hosiery: 57 styles. IT colors; no capital 
or experience required, .lust write orders. We deliver and 
collect. Your pay daily, also monthly bonus. Free auto offer 
besides, Complete outfit furnished. All colors—grades includ- 
ing_silks.__Alac - O -Chee Mill s_( , Desk 27 012’incinuati, Ohio.

Agents—Portraits, photo pillow tops, frames, sheet pictures, 
medallions, merchant’s signs, waterproof and tea aprons, guar­
anteed hose, toilet requisites, luminous crucifixes, catalog 50 
specialties free. 30 days credit. Jas. C. Bailey Co., Desk H-7, 
Chicago. __ _______ ______________________

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

AGENTS—Earn $30 to $35 extra every week taking orders 
for our high class tailoring—during your spare time—made- 
to-measure suits from $11.95 to $39.5U. Your own clothes 
at low wholesale prices. No experience needed. Write for our 
BIG FREE SAMPLE outfit. THE PROGRESS TAILORING 
CO., Dei if. _ I ’ -10 4,_ Ch iea go. _ 111.______

AGENTS: SELL FULL LINE OF GUARANTEED HOSIERY 
for men. women and children. Must wear 12 months or re­
placed free. All styles, colors and finest line of silk hose. Often 
take orders for dozen pair in one family. Write for sample 
outfit. Tl I DMAS MFG. CO.. Class 407, Dayton. Ohio.

ORANGEADE in Powder—just add cold water—most delicious 
drink you ever tasted. Fine for home, parties. Picnics, dances, 
etc. Send dime for ten glass pkg., or 50c for 7 kinds (70 big 
glassfuls) Cherry, Grape, Strawberry, etc.. postpaid with 
particulars how to make Big Money. CHAS. MORRISSEY CO., 
4417-29 Madison Sr.. Chicago. HL

Agents. Men or Women. $240 a month. Steady employment. 
Take orders for Jennings New Guarant-ed Hosiery for men, 
women, children. Written guarantee with each pair. All styles. 
Finest silk hose. Low priced. Write for samples. Big money 
for spare time. Jennings Mfg. Co.. Dept. 3o:». Day ton, Ohio.

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

“ $10 A DAY AND MORE,” our new bonk, shows clearly 
how you may gain sure success and large profits selling 
Guaranteed Hosiery and Underwear. factory to family. It is 
Free. Write tod ay. <’ ’< 13-E Gra nd Raj- ids. Mich.

AGENTS—C. T. A. prices reduced again. Suits §18.00, made 
to order, any size or style. Orders easy tn get. Big profits. 
Sa mi ile outfit free. Write Chicago Tailors Ass’n, World's 
largest tailors. Ik?pt. 3G9, Station I’.^’hicago._______________

WONDERFUL’lNVENT10N —Eli m i nat es all ’needles for phon - 
ographs. Saves time and annoyance. Preserves records. Lasts 
for years. 12.000.000 prospects. $15.00 daily. Free sample to 
workers. EVERPLAY. Desk 712. McClurg Bldg.. Chicago.

$50,000“ PICTUfREMAN FR1EDMAN MAOE TAKING 
ORDERS. Beginners can make $100.00 weekly with my can­
vassing spiel, experienced mm make more. Free circular 
“Profits in Portraits” explains. Samples free. PICTURE MAN 
FRIEDMAN. Dept. A. 673 Madison, Chicago.

AUTHORS—MANUSCRIPTS
STORIES, POEMS, PLAYS, ETC.. ARE WANTED for 

publication. Good ideas bring big money. Submit Mss., or 
write LITERARY BUREAU, 110, Hannibal, Mo.

FREE TO WRITERS—a wonderful little book of money 
making hints, suggestions, ideas: the A B C of successful Story 
and Movie-Play writing. Absolutely free. Send for your copy 
now!_ Just address Authors’ Press. Dept. 19, Auburn. N. Y.
—SEND“ME-YOU R SH0RT STORI ES AND PHOTOPLAY 
PLOTS. I'll Revise, Type write in proper technical form and 
place on the market. Send manuscript or write H. L. HURSH, 
Dept. 4. 210 Muench St., Harrisburg. Pa.

AT LAST—World's Greatest Adding Machine. Almost human. 
Retails §15; work equals $3tiO machine. $50U. monthly easily 
made, demonstrating to stores, oflices, garages, factories. Simple, 
easy; adds, subtracts, multiplies, divides, automatically. Speedy, 
accurate, durable, handsome. Five year guarantee. Tremendous 
demand; amazing profits. Liberal trial offer. Protected terri­
tory. Write quick. Lightning Calculator Corp., Dept. A, Grand 
Rapids. Mich._____________________________________________

TAILORING REPRESENTATIVES MAKE $65.00 and up 
weekly selling our line of made to measure suits and over­
coats—$18.50 to $37.50 NO EXTRA CHARGE FOR LARGE 

! SIZES, ETC. Send at once for our FREE sample outfit and 
make extra dollars that your efforts entitle you to. “ OUR 
CLOTHES MAKE GOOD OR WE WILL.” ATLAS TAIWRING 
COMPANY, 215 SoMarket Street. Chicago. _

WE START YOU in business, furni.-iiing everything. Men and 
women, $30.00 to $ 10n.no weekly opera ting our “New System 
Spec) al tv Candy Factories” anywhere. Opportunity lifetime; 
booklet free. W. 11 i 11 ye r Ragsdale. Drawer 93Ea st Orange, N, J.

AGENTS STOP WISHING—Work you can make §10 Daily 
selling Articles Everybody Needs. Particulars Free. Write 
B. & G. RUBBER CO.. Dept. 32U. Pittsburgh. Pa.

SELL SOMETH IN G N 1 N E OUT 0 F—TI E N“ W01 MEN WILL 
BUY because it saves double its cost the day it is bought. 
50c each. $2.00 profit on $3.00 sales. PREMIER MFG. CO., 
Dept. Sil, Detroit. Mich. __ __ _________
' AGENTS: $30.00’ DAILY REPRESENTING FACTORY. 
Electric lighted vanity cases. Fastest seller out. Pay advanced. 
We deliver. Write fur sample. GOLDSMITH, 20 So. Clinton, 
Ch ir ago._____________ _______________

AGENTS—90c an hour :>■ advert De and distribute samples 
to consumer. Write quick f«>r territory and particulars. 
AMERICAN PRODUCTS CO., $494 American Bldg., Cincinnati, . Ohhu_____________________________________________________

Men & Women—Everywhere make $3 per hour and more!! 
Sell Iron Board Covers. Rubber Aprons. Shopping Bags, Em­
broidered Aprons. Sateen Coverall Dresses. Free Sample offer! 
American Braiding_ Co.,_ Pept. A, 32y_ W. _Moiiroe, Chicago.

LIVE AG’ENTS MAKE $10 DAY SELLING EUREKA 
STRAINER and Splash Preventer for every water faucet. Takes 
on sight. Widely advertised and known. Get details today. 
A. D. Seed Filter Company. 73, Franklin. New York.

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

TAILORING SALESMEN—Fastest selling lino, suits, made 
to measure—$29.50—one price, all wool. Profits in advance. 
Biggest old reliable house. W. D. SMITH CO., established 
1895, Dept. 21. Chicago.
—HERE’ S~A B U SIN ESS—Requires-on ly—table room. We 
start and help build business. Work for us painting Land­
scape photo print pictures. No experience. outfit furnished. Free 
literature. TANGLEY COMPANY. 193 Main. Muscatine. Iowa.

Agents $60—$200 a week FREE SAMPLES Gold Sign Letters 
for Store Fronts and Office Windows. Anyone can put them on. 
Big demand everywhere. Liberal offer to general agents. 
METALLIC LETTER CO., 427-A N<>rth Clark St., Chicago.

MICHIGAN FARM LANDS FORSALE
LAND OPPORTUNITY! 20. 40. 80 ac. tracts: only $10 to §50 

down: bal. long time. Near hustling city in lower Mich. 
Investigate. Write, today for free illustrated booklet giving 
full information. SWIGART LAND COMPANY, Y-1245 First 
Nat’l Bank Bldg., Chicago.

MISCELLANEOUS
YOU read these little advertisements. Perhaps you obtain 

through them things you want: things you might never have 
known about if you had not looked here. Did it ever strike 
you other people would read your message—that they would 
buy what you have to sell; whether it is a bicycle you 
no longer need, a patented novelty you desire to push, or 
maybe your own services? Our Classified Service Bureau will 
gladly show you how to use this seed ion most profitably 
and at the least cost. Write to-day to the Classified Manager, 
The Argosy Combination, 280 Broadway, New York.

Classified Advertising continued on page 6.



Tlie Biggest Opportunity

S3 An Hour
Carl P. King, of Kentucky, 
a machinist, says: “Since 
I received my outfit the 
time I've spent calling on 
customers has paid me $3.00 
an hour profit."

S625 A Month
Andrew B. Spencer. of 
Pennsylvania, is an insurance 
man who represents us in 
spare time. We paid him 
$»»25 for one month’s spare 
time.

Large and Steady Profits
J. J. Maher, of Maine, finds 
the Comer business a sure 
way to steady and large 
profits. He averages $250 to 
$350 a month and frequently 
goes over the $500 mark.

$256 For One Month’s 
Spare Time

F. E. Wright, South Caro­
lina railroad man, finds the 
Comer Agency a great profit 
maker. $253.56 for one 
month’s leisure hours’ effort.

of Yom* Life
Will You Give Me A Chance To 

Pay You $48 A Week?
I want to make you a special new oSer whereby you can earn 
from $100 to $1000 a month, cash. And I am going to tell you 
how to get started immediately without waiting or delay.

You can be your own boss. You can 
work just as many hours a day as you 
pieuse. You can start when you want to 
and quit when you want to. You don’t 
need experience and you get your money 
in cash every day when you earn it.

These Are Facts

You can see how simple it is. We fur­
nish you with a complete outfit and tell 
you how to get the business in your 
territory. We help you to get started. 
If you send us only two average orders a 
day, which you can get in an hour or so 
in the evening, you can make $48 a week 
and more.

Does that sound too good to be true? If 
it does, then let me tell you what J. R. 
Head did in a small town in Kansas. 
Head lives in a town of 631 people. He 
w.ts sick, broke, out of a job. He ac­
cepted my oiler. I gave him the same 
chance I am now offering you. At this 
new work he lias made as high as $69.50 
for one day’s work.
If th.at isn't enough, then let me tell you 
about E. A. Sweet of Michigan. He was 
an electrical engineer and didn’t know 
anything about selling. In his first 
month’s spare time he earned $243. In­
side of six months he was making 
between $8U0 and $1200 a month.
W. J. Me Crary is another man I want to 
tell you about. His regular job paid him 
$2.Lt) a day. but this wonderful new work 
has enabled him to make $9.CCU a year.
Yes. and right this very minute you are 
being offered the same proposition that 
has made these men so successful. Do 
you want it?

Maybe You Are Worth 
$1000 A Month

A Clean, High-Grade 
Dignified Business

Have you ever heard of Comer AI1- 
Weather Coats? They are advertised in 
all tb.e leading magazines. Think of a 
single co.it that can be worn all year 
round. A good-looking, stylish coat 
that’s good, for summer or winter—that 
keens out wind, rain or snow, a coat 
that everybody should have, made of 
fine materials—for men. women and chil­
dren. and sells for bss than the price of 
an ordinary coat.
Now. Comer Coats are not sold in stores. 
All our orders come through our own rep­
resentatives. Within the next few months 
we will pay our representatives more 
than three hundred thousand dollars for 
sending us orders.
And now Tam. offering you the chance to 
become our representative in your terri­
tory and get ynur share of that three 
hundred thousand dollars. AU you do is 
to take orders. We do the rest. We 
deliver. We collect and you get your 
money the same day you take the order.

IMPORTANT NOTICE
The Comer Manufacturing Company is the 
biggest business of its kind in the world. 
Everj- statement is true. Every promise 
will be fulfilled and anyone writing 'o 
them is assured of honest, square treat­
ment.

Well, here is your chance to find out. for 
this is the same proposition that enabled 
George Garon to make a clear profit of 
$40 in his first day’s work—the same 
proposition that gave R. W. Krieger $20 
net profit in a half hour. It is the same 
opportunity that gave A. B. Spencer $625 
cash for one month’s spare time.
I need 500 men and women, and I need 
them right away. If you mail the cou­
pon at the bottom of this ad I will show 
you the easiest, quickest, simplest plan 
for making money that you ever heard 
of. I will send you a complete outfit. I 
will send you a beautiful style book and 
samples of cloth. I will tell you where 
to go, what to say. and how to succeed. 
Inside of thirty days you can have hun­
dreds of dollars in cash.
All you need do today is write your 
name down below, cut out the coupon 
and mail it to me at once. You take no 
risk, you invest no money, and this may 
be the one outstanding opportunity of 
your life to earn more money than you 
ever thought possible.

Find Out NOW!
Remember, it doesn’t cost you a penny. 
You don’t agree to anything, and you 
will have a chance without waiting— 
without delay and without investment— 
to go right out and make big money. 
Do it. Don’t wait. Mail the coupon 
now.

C. E. Comer
THE COMER MFG. COMPANY

Dept. SY-159, Dayton, Ohio

Just Mail This NOW!
The Comer Mfg. Company

Dept. SY-159, Dayton, Ohio
Please send me. without expense or obliga­

tion, your special proposition, together with 
complete outfit and instructions, so I can 
begin at once to earn money.

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

Address........................................................................

(Print or write plainly)



Classified Advertising continued from page 4.

Easy to Learn 
Cartooning at Home

Earn $60 to $200 a Week In 
This Fascinating Profession!

Sport, humorous, serious and 
animated cartoons — never have 
they been in such big- demand! 
Successful cartoonists now earn 
$3,000 to over $100.00(1 a year. 
You can learn to draw those car­
toons that SELL. Many of our 
students earn big money even 
while learning!

Easy Home-Study
Method

Prepared by one of America’s fore­
most cartoonists. this murse t«-ar lies 
you to originate and draw all kinds 
of cartoons. You learn at ho me in 
spare time, yet all your work recedes through the mail the 
individual help and criticism of prominent, cartoon experts. Many 
successful cartoonists taught by this method.

Send For Free Book
Learn more about, this method and the amazing opportunities 

open to you in this attractive fast-growing field. Our newly 
prepared Free Book is crammed with valuable information alxuit 
this work and explains fully this easy home-.study method. Mail 
post card or letter for it TODAY I

Washington School of Cartooning
1 182 Marden Building, Washington. D.C.

HELP WANTED
RAILWAY MAIL CLERKS. STENOGRAPHERS, CLERKS. 

TYPISTS, wanted by Government. Examinations weekly. Pre­
pare at home. Write for free list and plan 301, payment after 
securing position. CSS. 17U.’ Market St.._ Philadelphia.

MEN—AGE 17 TO 45. EXPERIENCE UNNECESSARY.
Travel; make secret investigations, reports. Salaries; expenses. 
American Foreign Detective Agency, 32u, St. Louis, Mo.
“SELL US YOUR SPARE TIME. YOU CAN EARN FiFTEEN 
TO FIFTY DOLLARS WEEKLY writing showcards at home. 
No canvassing. Pleasant, profitable profession, easily, quickly 
learned by our simple graphic block system. Artistic ability 
unnecessary. We instruct you and supply you work. WILSON 
METHODS. LTD., Dept.. G, Toronto, (’an a da. _

BE A LABORATORY EXPERT. EARN $300 TO $500 A 
MONTH. STUDY MICROBIO IX)GY. BACTERIOLOGY, 
LABORATORY' TECHNOLOGY. SANITATION. WRITE FOR 
FREE US PAGE PROSPECTUS TODAY. INT'L PHYSICIANS 
& SURGEONS COLL. OF MICROBIOLOGY, ROOM 120, 550 
GAR FI E L D AVENUE. CHICAGO.

HELP WANTED—MALE
EARN $110 TO $250 MONTHLY. EXPENSES PAID. AS 

RAILWAY TRAFFIC INSPECTOR. POSITIONS GUARAN­
TEED AFTER 3 MONTHS’ SPARE TIME STUDY OR 
MONEY' REFUNDED. EXCELLENT OPPORTUNITIES. 
WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLET UM-30, STAND. BUSINESS 
TRAINING INST.. BUFFALO. N. Y.

MEN NEEDED FOR U. S. MAIL SERVICE. $115 to $190. 
Experience nr correspondence course unnecessary. Write E. S. 
BISHOP, Drawer 571*. Joplin, Mo.

All men. women, boys, girls, 17 to 60, willing to accept 
Gove rnm wit Positions. $117—$11’0. traveling or stationary. 
Write Mr. OZMENT. It’S, St. Louis, Mo., immediately.

BE A DETECTIVE—EXCELLENT OPPORTUNITY: good 
pay; travel. Write C. T. LUDWIG, 126 Westover Building, 
Kansas City, Mo.

HELP WANTED—FEMALE
EARN MONEY AT HOME during spare time painting lamp 

Shades, pillow tops for us. No canvassing. Easy and in­
teresting work. Experience unnecessary. Nil.EART COMPANY, 
2235, Ft. Wayne. Indiana. 

FRECKLES
Don’t Hide Them With a Veil; Remove 

Them With Othine—Double Strength
This preparation for the treatment of freckles Is 

usually so successful in removing- freckles and giving 
a clear, beautiful complexion that it is sold under 
guarantee to refund the money if it fails.

Don’t hide your freckles under a veil; get an ounce 
of Othine and remove them. Even the first few appli­
cations should show a wonderful improvement, some 
of the lighter freckles vanishing entirely.

Be sure to ask the druggist for the double strength 
Othine; 'it is this that is sold on the money-back 
guarantee.

HELP WANTED-GENERAL
EARN UP TO $400 MONTHLY, LIVING EXPENSES 

PAID. WE PLACE JEEN AND WOMEN: TRAINED IN 
SPARE TIME AT HOME FOR HOTEL EXECUTIVE 
POSITIONS. EASY TERMS. FREE BOOKLET. STAND. 
BUSINESS TRAINING INSTITUTE. 200 CARLTON COURT, 
BUFFALO, N. Y.

PATENT ATTORNEYS
PATENTS. WRITE FOR FREE ILLUSTRATED GUIDE 

BOOK and record of invention blank. Send model or sketch 
and description for our opinion of its patentable nature. Free. 
Highest References. Prompt Attention. Reasonable Terms. 
VICTOR J. EVANS CO., 7G2_Ninth, Washington. D. C.__

PATENTS, fr you have an invention write for our Guide 
Book. 'How To Get A Patent.” Send model or sketch and 
description, and we will give our opinion as to its patentable 
nature. Randolph & Co., 630 F» Washing!<>n. D. C.________
“PATENTS. BOOKLET FREE. HIGHEST REFERENCES. 
BEST RESULTS. PROJIPTNESS ASSURED. SEND DRAW­
ING OR MODEL FOR EXAMINATION AND OPINION AS 
TO PATENTABILITY. WATSON E. COLEMAN, 624 F ST., 
WA SI 11NGTON. D. C.

SONG POEMS WANTED
WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG. We compose music. 

Our Chief of Staff wrote many big song-hits. Submit your 
song-poem to us at once. NEW Y'ORK MELODY CORP., 
403-E Romax Building. New York.

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

TRADE SCHOOLS
EARN $10 TO $15 PER DAY. Learn Sign and Pictorial 

Painting, Showcard Writing, Auto Painting, Decorating, Paper- 
hanging, Graining and Marbling. Catalogue Free. Chicago 
Painting School, 152 West Austin Ave.. Chicago. 111.

W ANTED TO BUY
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. Cash sent 
return mail. Goods returned in ten days if you are not satisfied.

1 Ohio Smelting Co., 301 Hippodrome Bldg., Cleveland, Ohio.



Salesmen 
$10 or more per day

No F. BORN, VIRGINIA 
Made $204.00 last week selling 
direct to wearer our guaranteed, 
all-wool, tailored-to-measure suits 
and over-coats at

$24.50 and $28.50
Latest styles; finest fabrics; linings and 
trimmings High Grade serge or alpaca. 
Our 25 years experience, perfect equip­
ment, organization, and financial strength 
enable us to turn outsuch Superior Gar­
ments that sales are easy and repeat 
orders sure. No experience necessary, 
we teach you how. Exceptionally Liberal 
Profits paid you daily at the time each 
sale is made. We deliver amd collect. 
Complete, attractive outfit absolutely free 
to salesmen with acceptable references. 
Territory rapidly being taken up. Make 
application today (or our Fall line—ready 
early in July.

INTERSTATE TAILORS
417 Pike St. Cincinnati, Ohio

Ifflutte/n ore's
• Shoe Polishes

Only one of the many Whittemore 
Superior Polishes and Cleaners to 
keep shoes looking new.

FARN MONFY
p AT HOME 1

VZOU can make $15 to $60 weekly in your spare time writing 
* show cards. No canvassing or soliciting. We instruct you 

by our new simple Directograph system, pay you cash each week 
and guarantee you steady work. Write for full particulars and 
free booklet.

WEST-ANGUS SHOW CARD SERVICE, LIMITED
Authorized Capital $ 1,250,000.00

72 Colborne Building Toronto, Can.,

Stop Using a Truss

Reducid Fac-Slmlle 
Gold Medal.

$

GrandMx.

STUART’S PLAPAO-PAOS 
are different from the truss, 
being medicine applicators 
made self-adhesive pur­
posely to hold the distended 
muscles securely In place. 
No straps, buckles or spring 
attached —cannot slip, so 
cannot chafe orpress against 
the pubic bone. Thousands 
have successfully treated, 
themselves at home without 
hindrance from work—most 
obstinate cases conquered.

Soft as velvet—easy to apply—inexpensive. Awarded. 
Gold Medal and Grand Prix. Process of recovery is 
natural, so afterwards no further use for trusses. We 
prove it by sending Trial of Plapao absolutely EDEE

Write name on Coupon and send TODAY. inCC
Plapao Co., 633 Stuart Bldg., St. Louis, Mo.
Name.......... •.........................................................
Address............................ ........... ...............................................
Return mail will bring Free Trial Plapao........................... .

WHEN
You. are X.\re&. X\Arstxj- 
craxie Ye^resVivctenV

A teaspoonful of Horsford’s Acid 
Phosphate in a glass of charged or 
plain water quenches thirst, soothes 
the nerves, and gratifies the stomach. 
Its wholesome phosphates are a gentle 
tonic which the stomach readily assimilates. 

HORSFORD’S
ACID 

PHOSPHATE
is strictly non-alcoholic. Adds delicious 
zest to drinks of fruit juices. At Druggists.

Write for SPECIAL BOOKLET of recipes for 
wore refreshing, wholesome fruit punches, ices, 
etc., together with vital information about the 
nutritious PHOSPHATES. Sent free. Address

RUMFORD CHEMICAL WORKS 
L„,9 Providence, R. I.



Discovers Amazing Way 
to Grow Hair

Alois Merke, Founder of Famous Merke Institute, Per­
fects New Method Which Brings Results in a Few Days

Scene at Merke Institute, 
I-'if th .lie., Seic York,

WILL baldness soon be a 
thing of the past? So 
it would seem—at least 

if we are to judge by the seem­
ing “miracles” being performed 
daily at the Merke Institute, 
Fifth Avenue, New York. For here 
hundreds of men and women—many 
of whom were almost completely 
bald — arc rapidly acquiring full 
growths of wonderfully thick lux­
uriant hair, without even a trace of
bald spots. As for dandruff and falling hair, these 
ailments are banished almost instantly through this 
new treatment.

The discoverer of this new method is Alois Merke, 
a dermatologist of international reputation. His 
discovery, which for the first time provides a method 
of penetrating to the hair roots and bringing nourish­
ment direct to them, is the result of an intensive 
study of baldness made in the principal laboratories 
of Heidelberg, Paris, Berlin. Cairo. Buenos Ayres and 
Geneva. It works on a plan entirely different from 
any known or used before.

At the Merke Institute Prof. Merke has treated 
scores of world famous stage and social celebrities, 
many gladly paying $1,000 for the marvelous restora­
tion of hair effected. But Prof. Merke, desiring to 
place his discovery within reach of rich and poor 
alike, has perfected a method whereby these same 

results can be secured for only a 
few cents a day right in your own 
home.

Free Booklet About New Home 
Treatment

Through special arrangement 
readers of this publication may se­
cure without cost, all details of this 
new home treatment to make hair 
grow. A 32-page booklet fully de­
scribing the Merke treatment, will 
be sent postpaid on receipt of the

coupon below, properly filled in. No matter how 
long you have been bald—no matter if you are com­
pletely bald—no matter how many different treat­
ments you have taken without results, this booklet 
will prove of the deepest interest to you. So send 
for it today. Merely mail the coupon below and 
it will be sent vou bv return mail. ALLIED 
MERKE INSTITUTES, Inc., 512 Fifth Ave., Dept. 
127, New York City.

ALLIED MERKE INSTITUTES. Ine.
512 Fifth Avenue. Dept. 127. New York City

Please send me a copy of your free booklet, "Tho New Way to 
Make Hair Grow.” which describes the Merke Institute home 
treatment in detail.
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CHAPTER I.
THE “ SIX O’CLOCK ” ARRIVES.

GALESBURG, in eastern Kansas, is 
off the main line of the Union Pa­
cific, on a connecting road that joins 

two continental systems. Few trains stop 
at Galesburg. Local service is furnished by 
a small engine, a baggage car and a passen­
ger coach which plies between two junctions 
twice each day, carrying away or bringing 
up the traveling salesmen, the returning 
prodigals or the out-of-town visitors.

At the close of an April day sixteen years 
in the past, when the whistle sounded south 
of the town and this grubby little train

1 A 641

curved up through the outlying freight 
yards on shining rails, the last coach con­
tained three men. All the rest of its pas­
sengers were women.

The first of these three men sat up near 
the forward door. He was elderly and 
scholarly in appearance and had buttoned 
his overcoat and pulled his hat down firm­
ly in anticipation of a swift dash through 
the light spring drizzle to the town’s only 
hotel across from the station, up Main 
Street. Bows of tortoise shell rimmed glasses 
were pressed against gray temples, his 
mouth was hard and firm, in his forehead 
was a vertical wrinkle. Something about 
him indicated that he might be a rather diffi­



cult person to placate if he suspected any 
young bank cashier was short in his ac­
counts.

The second man in the middle of the 
coach also wore a soft felt hat and had but­
toned his coat in anticipation. He was 
younger and wore no glasses. He possessed 
a moderate amount of male good looks— 
in a stiff, selfish, impersonal way—yet no 
one would ever slap him on the back and 
call him by his first name and he conveyed 
an impression of friendlessness, as though 
along with satisfaction over getting home 
went the uncertainty as to how he w-ould 
be welcomed.

This uncertainty—or something graver— 
was troubling him mightily. At times a sug­
gestion of stark fright widened his hazel 
eyes; as the freight yards were passed and 
the street lamps of the little town came 
into view he seemed to control his panic 
and turn petulant. He was the first to get 
to his feet as the train slowed, and by the 
time it came to a stop he was out on the 
car platform, a suit case in either hand. 
Those two suit cases were plastered and be­
daubed with labels and stickers of steam­
ship lines and hotels in the Orient.

There was another on that train, the third 
man, rvho kept himself as inconspicuous as 
possible and rode in the last seat of the last 
car, where he would draw the least atten­
tion. At first glance he might have been 
taken for negro or Mexican. But he was 
neither—his hair was straight and long, like 
a woman’s. It was knotted under his en­
veloping hat with a jeweled clasp. His fea­
tures were prominent and cameo clean in 
profile. When he arose and slipped out 
upon the rear platform as the train ap­
proached the Galesburg station, he showed 
himself six feet or more in height and his 
carriage was imperial. Somewhere he was 
a Somebody.

These three, then, came up to Galesburg 
that night: Olaf Wismer, the Federal bank 
examiner; Jack Cooper, foreign representa­
tive of the local iron mills, back from a 
seven months’ trip in the Far East; a tall, 
dark, sinister looking man with woman’s 
hair, whose identity was something with 
which to conjure, inasmuch as no one in 
Galesburg ever learned who he w’as nor why 

he came—no one but Jack Cooper and one 
other, of whom more presently.

The train stopped with a grinding of 
brakes, a splashing of water and a tired 
whistle of compressed air. Jim Doherty, 
station agent, baggageman and telegrapher 
in the day time, bent his head against the 
wet and pulled his truck to the edge of the 
baggage car door. The passengers began to 
alight. Jim always went off duty as soon 
as the “ six o’clock ” moved on up the val­
ley; he paid them little attention, intent 
on getting the express matter disposed of, 
and going home. So he did not see the 
bank examiner nor Cooper when they 
crossed the platform, wormed through the 
coterie of women and splashed through the 
slush and mud behind the station and across 
Main Street to the business section and 
hotel.

But Jim did catch a glance of the third 
male passenger in a manner which momen ­
tarily puzzled him. An express package 
was thrown out to him from the car and 
he missed it. The package fell down be­
tween platform and rails. Jim lowered him­
self down after it. As he looked under the 
car he saw a shape slink across the opposite 
track and disappear in shadow. It resem­
bled a very tall man who looked like a 
negro, yet who wore his black felt hat like 
a Chinaman. Just before he faded into the 
shadow of the empty freight cars, however, 
he straightened and watched some one.

“ Sneaky lookin’ cuss,” commented Jim 
to himself. “ Wonder why he got off the 
back side of the train?”

But his package recovered, another bun­
dle was tossed to him. In the subsequent 
business of turning the office over to the 
night telegrapher, Doherty forgot the sus­
picious looking stranger.

CHAPTER II.

A TELEGRAM—AND A QUESTION.

THE physical characteristics of Gales­
burg will call up familiar compari­
sons with hundreds of typically mid- 

Westem communities, wherever the wan­
dering sons and daughters of American folk 
peruse this page.



It lay along a muddy creek which winds 
down serpentinely from southern Nebraska, 
twisting its way through adobe mud, 
through cottonwood and tumble weed and 
sage. At a juncture of river and long-since- 
obliterated Colorado trail, the town was 
founded and grew. Throughout the Middle 
West may be found hundreds of such com­
munities—unpainted, weather-beaten, half 
paved, much billboarded, mostly wallowing 
in a desert of sand or mud.

A series of grain elevators lined along the 
railroad tracks, announced the town on the 
south. Those tracks ran parallel to Main 
Street; the railroad station in the heart of 
the business section was second in impor­
tance only to the courthouse over the way. 
From a store, a saloon, a hitching rail, a 
blacksmith shop, a printing office, a handful 
of cheap pine houses at first, the day came 
when the pond of spring mud before the 
courthouse was curbed, grass grew behind 
the station and was mown, a soldiers’ monu­
ment was erected by public subscription, in­
dustries came in with the development of 
the iron deposits, grain elevators were erect­
ed, a village improvement society laid out 
flower beds, the saloon was eliminated, two 
banks prospered; the newspaper changed 
from weekly to daily and held its own. 
Galesburg, in that part of the State, became 
a shopping center and place of importance. 
Ten thousand people called it home even 
sixteen years ago—the kind of American 
town that New York novelists score in 
quadruple editions and cross-country tour­
ists remember as the place where they came 
in after a day’s ride across wind-swept prai­
ries and after bumping up through a traffic 
jam of dilapidated Fords, found they could 
get a night’s lodging with supper and break­
fast for a dollar and sixty cents. For which 
they thanked God, took advantage of the 
price, pulled away from the next day and 
forgot completely before they had reached 
the western skyline.

Back over the years which had passed, 
however, like every typical American com­
munity, Galesburg had possessed its due 
quota of human successes and tragedies. 
And assuredly not the least of the latter was 
one Wilse Dilling, who each night took Jim 
Doherty’s place as station agent and teleg­

rapher in the muddy heart of the little 
metropolis.

When the man with the deep, vertical 
forehead wrinkle emerged from the Gales­
burg House dining room later that evening, 
he went into the poorly lighted lobby and 
procured a pad of- telegraph blanks. Cross­
ing to one of the ink splotched writing 
tables, he penned a telegram. Returning 
the pad of blanks to the desk, he accosted 
the night clerk.

“ Where’s the Western Union office?” he 
asked curtly.

“ Over in the station,” came his answer. 
“ Go over and pound on the door till Wilse 
Dilling hears you. We don’t send many 
telegrams out o’ this place at night. There 
ain’t nothing to telegraph about!”

The bank examiner smiled grimly and 
went out. Down Main Street, two blocks 
westward, he wallowed across to the dimly 
lighted station and entered the mediocre, 
tobacco scented waiting room.

It was one of those pine board stations 
built after a stock pattern from Rowe, Mas­
sachusetts, to San Luis Obispo, California. 
Accommodations for waiting passengers 
took up the left hand half of the struc­
ture, while baggage and express room oc­
cupied the other. In between was the sta­
tion agent's office, lighted by a bay window 
bulging from the front and commanding a 
view of wide platform and trackage in either 
direction and surmounted by a great sema­
phore and electrical transformer system. In 
this office, behind the closed ticket window, 
telegraph keys clicked monotonously, musi­
cally.

Wismer crossed over and knocked loudly 
on the door.

“ Come in,” a voice finally invited.
The bank examiner found himself in a 

cubby-hole of a room heated by a small 
stove of sheet iron, with a bow desk in 
the three windows, a counter separating 
him from the man who sat thereat and much 
express and railroad matter littering walls, 
corners and dilapidated benches.

“ I’ve got a wire that’s got to go to­
night,” the examiner announced. “ Govern­
ment business and important.”

The operator nodded and reached for the 
proffered message without turning around 



or taking his hand from the key. Apparent­
ly he read the scribbled words mechanically 
while listening subconsciously to the mes­
sage in transit.

Suddenly, however, the drift of the for­
mer hit him. There came a start of his 
body, a slight contraction of his shoulders, 
his hand trembled and locked the key. 
Still back to the patron, he appeared to 
stare mesmerically at the yellow sheet be­
fore him. It was abruptly quiet in the dingy 
railroad office, quiet but for the outside 
patter of the warm, spring rain and the faint 
humming along the far flung wires.

Then the telegrapher turned slowly 
around. He raised his face. And such a 
face! Wismer gaped rudely.

Biting deep into the operator’s powerful 
forehead was a green eyeshade. An electric 
bulb, burning above, cast a greenish tinge 
over those features, painting them the hue 
of a drowned corpse. But it was more than 
the weird coloring that held Wismer’s 
glance. The operator possessed the most 
disturbing countenance the bank accountant 
had ever beheld in his life.

Beneath the heavy forehead, huge black 
eyes loomed through massive brows. A 
heavy, accipitral nose increased the power 
of the profile. But more than these, mouth 
and jaw were neolithic. Primal man might 
have possessed such facial strength to 
crunch the bones of the slain beneath a red 
moon in the river beds of long ago.

Down each harsh cheek, from the comers 
of the heavy nostrils to the chin, were fur­
rows like great saber scars. That full, bal­
lasted chin was cleft in its center. One won­
dered, as Wismer wondered, how such a 
countenance could ever belong to a night 
telegrapher in a little tank town out in the 
Middle West. Wondered—until one beheld 
the things which stood in a comer near at 
hand, ready for instant use—a pair of bat­
tered crutches.

The elder man’s gaze broke away from 
the fascination of that adamant face, down 
the chest and torso of the worker seated on 
the opposite side of the counter before him. 
From his well shaped head to his cordy, 
hard muscled trunk, the telegrapher was a 
splendid specimen of perfect American man­
hood. From his waist to his feet he pos­

sessed the twisted limbs of one whom child­
hood disease had tragically handicapped.

“ Well,” demanded the bank examiner, 
“ can’t you make out my writing?”

“ Yes.”
“ Then, what’s wrong?”
“ Nothing. You’re—the Federal bank

examiner?”
“ I am. What about it?”
“ N-n-nothing,” returned the cripple 

again. “ This will cost you ninety cents.”
“ You’re sure you can read my writing? 

I don’t want that message garbled.”
The telegrapher collected himself. To 

make certain there would be no misunder­
standing he read aloud:

“ Galesburg, Kan., April io.
“ Holmes, Dept. Federal Banking,

“ Chicago, DI.:
'' Learned at Leavenworth, Joe Sawn and 

Mike Horrity discharged last week. Probably 
heading toward Lee Fang’s place, San Fran­
cisco. Wire coast and have them watched. 
Going through Citizens and National here to­
morrow. Send instructions regarding Melton 
matter, local hotel.

“ Wismer.”

“ 0. K.,” the examiner declared. “ Be 
sure it goes to-night. And you’ll find me 
at the Galesburg House when the answer 
comes back.”

The cripple nodded.
Wismer had no excuse to remain. He re­

luctantly went out. But with the door into 
the waiting room closed behind him, he 
stopped and thoughtfully lighted a cigar.

The examiner had seen an expression in 
the telegrapher’s face, and something in his 
manner, duplicated scores of times in his 
twelve years’ experience, on the faces of 
fear-terrorized weaklings in cashiers’ cages, 
who had gambled on the easiest way to for­
tune and affluence with the funds of deposi­
tors. Yet this fellow was not a bank cash­
ier. Why, then, should this message to 
Washington have so strangely disturbed 
him? Intuitively, the bank man felt some­
thing was not as it should be. He was 
minded to go back in and become better 
acquainted with the powerful faced cripple. 
He thought of something better.

He crossed the empty waiting room and 
went out the rear door. A thousand feet 



away, across the little park intervening, the 
lights of Main Street showed nebulously 
through the groggy rain. But the imme­
diate vicinity was deserted. Wismer skirted 
the outside wall of the baggage room and 
gained the front platform. Keeping close 
against the wall, so as not to be seen by the 
telegrapher, he carefully peered within.

A few feet away, at his desk before the 
middle window opening out upon the plat­
form and the tracks, Wilse Dilling was sit­
ting rigid with the examiner’s message 
gripped in one gorilla hand. The man’s 
eyes were staring straight ahead. Mouth 
and jaw were like granite.

In a grim, silent, slow paroxysm of emo­
tion, as the examiner watched he saw the 
gorilla hand close upon-the message and 
crush it. The biceps in the naked arm 
stood out like whipcords.

Then, as Wismer’s perplexity grew, he 
saw the cripple’s countenance change. 
The rage, the wrath, the strength, the de­
termination—died. Over the features de­
scended such a look of softness, of spiritu­
ality, of wonderful soul-longing and sub­
limity that the examiner was as shocked as 
by the paroxysm of inexplicable rage. 
Slowly the telegrapher removed the green 
eyeshade. Wismer fancied he saw tears 
glisten in the coal-black eyes.

For an instant that face and those eyes 
were upraised. The cripple’s lips moved, 
though Wismer was unable to hear the 
whispered words that came from them. 
Then, as slowly and inexplicably, the neo­
lithic countenance was lowered — down, 
down, down. The left hand still crumpled 
the examiner’s message, and that grip was 
never relaxed. But the right arm came up 
and made a pillow for the cripple’s head. 
Down upon his wrist he dropped his face, 
and once, just once, Wismer thought he de­
tected the shoulder movement of a sob. The 
telegrapher’s face stayed there for a long 
time—so long that Wismer was becoming 
drenched dangerously in the rain.

The bank examiner crossed over to his 
hotel. He removed his soggy overcoat and 
sought a chair in one of the front windows.

“ What do you know about that crippled 
fellow over in the station?” he finally asked 
the night clerk when the lobby emptied.

“ Has he got anything to do with the banks 
in this town?”

“Banks? Naw!”
“ Never worked in any of them?”
“ Naw—not as I know of.”
“ How long has he been telegrapher 

here?”
“ Four or five years.”
“ A native of the place?”
“ Naw. He come out from the East, I 

think.”
“ Married?”
“ What! With them twisted legs of his? 

I should say not.”
“ Got any folks here?”
“ Naw! ”
“ Has he got any chum that works in 

either of the banks here?”
“ Chum? I don’t think so. Keeps 

pretty much to himself. Say, what’s bitin’ 
you, anyhow? What you wanner know 
for?”

“ Never mind. Nothing important. I 
just wondered, that’s all. Strange face he 
has—very strong personality.”

“ Yeah, he can look awful fierce at times, 
if he wants to—but he ain’t a bad sort, 
Wilse ain’t. I guess it cuts him a lot that 
he’s a cripple and ain’t able to get around 
with the fellers and girls like he might if 
his legs wam’t dummies. I guess it hurt 
him pretty fierce when Gertie Hadley got 
herself engaged to a feller named Cooper 
w’ho travels for the iron works. Gert used 
to feel sorry for him because he had so 
much trouble gettin’ around—pumps him­
self back and forth to work in a three­
wheeled tricycle with his arms, you know 
—and every time she had business around 
the station she’d call in and pass the time 
o’ day with him.

“ For a time he sat in her folks’ pew in 
church. I guess he got sort o’ stuck on her, 
but never let on about it because he’s so 
crippled. But Gert fell in love with an­
other fellow, and that left Wilse out of it. 
Since then he ain’t been much of any­
wheres nor said much. Everybody feels 
sorry for him, yet he ain’t the kind that ’ll 
stand for much gummy sympathy. He’s 
just—Wilse! A sort of town institution 
now. Mis’ Pease, his landlady, says she 
thinks he’s aimin’ to write a book.”



“A book!”
“ Yeah! Nights when he ain’t working 

at the station he shuts himself up in his 
room alone and writes and writes.”

“ About what?”
“ Nobody knows. He always locks it 

up.”
“ Is he hopelessly crippled? Can’t his 

legs be fixed?”
“ You can search me. He told the min­

ister once that he had faith that some day 
somethin’ would happen that’d let him into 
the money to have ’em looked at. But it ’ll 
take a hell of a lot of faith to raise the 
dough for an operation like he’ll need, I’m 
thinkin’.”

The clerk was called to the rear. He 
left Wismer frowning—frowning mightily.

Why should his telegram to Washington 
have worked such alarm as the cripple’s 
face had disclosed. Was it his telegram 
that had done it? Might it not have been 
something else?

CHAPTER III.
THE SECRET OF MICAH HADLEY.

WILSE DILLING locked his tele­
graph key so it would not bother. 
No one else entered the office; the 

town accepted that it was closed for the 
night. Over his typewriter one drop light 
burned dimly. Faintly the rain pattered 
outside.

And the little nickel alarm clock hung on 
the wall indicated ten minutes past eight, 
then fifteen, then twenty, half past, twenty- 
five minutes to’nine. Finally grim decision 
registered on the cripple’s face. He reached 
for the telephone, gave a- number, got his 
connection.

“ Come down and take my place at the 
key for a couple of hours, Ned,” he re­
quested. “ I’ve got to leave the office on 
important private business.”

A youngster who had been studying te­
legraphy under Dilling responded with 
alacrity, glad of the opportunity to put his 
instruction to practical application.

The cripple arose, and with assistance 
donned a frayed raincoat which hung on 
a wall peg. He pulled his derby well over 

his eyes and lit a cigarette to steady his 
nerves. Out of office and waiting room he 
swung on his crutches to a three-wheeled 
tricycle on the rear platform. Lowering 
himself into the little vehicle he hooked the 
crutches on one side. Down the platform 
ramp to the crosswalk he guided himself, 
then with his arms he pumped the vertical 
side sticks and wheeled away into the thick­
ening, nebulous mist.

One block north of the Main Street cor­
ner, in School Street, stood two houses al­
most identical in pattern. Built on the 
same frontal line of walk and lawn, they 
faced eastward about forty feet apart. The 
first of these was owned and occupied by 
Micah Hadley, his wife, and only daughter, 
Gertrude. The second belonged to a widow 
named Pease, who supported herself in re­
duced circumstances by renting rooms. 
Wilse Dilling boarded there.

As Wilse turned into School Street now, 
from the Hadley home he heard music. 
Some one was playing a hymn, and the 
knowledge of the organist’s identity and 
the sentiment of the hymn she played, 
gripped him suddenly by the throat:

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

He swung off his little tricycle, mounted 
the veranda clumsily, and rang the bell. 
The music stopped. From the front room, 
radiant with anticipation, came a girl—a 
comely girl in a white frock, with hair like 
spun gold. Across to the door she sped, 
pink with love and the flush of greeting. 
The overhead lamp blinked on. The door 
was opened.

Thereupon the smile froze on her sensi­
tive face. Her disappointment was pa­
thetic.

“ Oh—it’s you!” she choked lamely.
The telegrapher tried to speak, but for 

the instant his tongue was .thick an$J un­
wieldy with embarrassment.

“ I wanted to see your dad, Gertie,” he 
finally explained. He could hardly bring 
himself to look into her face.

The girl tortured her handkerchief an 
instant and collected herself also.



“ I was rude,” she said. “ Forgive me, 
Wilse. I thought you were somebody 
else.”

“ I know,” said Dilling, his husky voice 
continuing, “ I just want to see your father 
a minute. It’s important.”

“ But dad isn’t home, Wilse. He didn’t 
come home to supper. I think he must be 
at the bank.”

A trace of the girl’s heartache could not 
be kept from her voice. The cripple raised 
his eyes and inventoried the beauty of her 
—riot of fine golden hair, perfectly pro­
portioned body, sensitive face, cameo sharp 
in the side lighting — in a pause which 
quickly became awkward.

“ Thanks,” he said. But there was mis­
ery in his voice also. He turned blankly 
and lowered himself down the steps while 
the girl closed the door behind him and ex­
tinguished the veranda light.

That was all. Yet part of a tragedy had 
been voiced and enacted.

The tricycle creaked methodically. 
Wilse made his way back to Main Street.

He knew whom Gertie Hadley had ex­
pected. He had passed Jack Cooper ear­
lier that evening on his way to relieve Jim 
Doherty while Cooper hurried across the 
Square to reach the hotel.

At the southeast corner of Main and 
Custer Streets, the cripple drew his little 
vehicle up against the brick wall beneath 
the heavy plate glass windows of the Citi­
zens National. Bank. He swung himself 
up the three steps and peered through the 
glass doors into the depths of the place.

A single bulb burned over the antiquated 
old vault. Out of Micah Hadley’s private 
office on the right, another splotch of illu­
mination fell upon the lobby floor. Wilse 
tapped softly on the glass.

A strange thing happened. Stealthily, 
as Wilse tapped impatiently again and 
again, old Micah Hadley’s thin face peered 
around the corner of the inner doorway. 
His behavior was so lugubrious that a 
vague, clammy fear seeped through Dill­
ing. Weird silhouettes played on the bank 
floor and the wall.

“ Let me in, Mr. Hadley,” he called. 
“ It’s me-—Wilse Dilling.”

Old Hadley finally heard; got it through 

his head that the cripple was alone. He 
tiptoed forward and opened the door.

“ What do you want?” he demanded 
hoarsely. “ We ain’t open for business— 
nights.”

“ I know. I want to talk with you, Mr. 
Hadley. It’s important.”

The illumination at the bank door was 
very dim, supplied mostly from the street 
arc on the corner. But Micah's features 
were disclosed, and somehow they were 
twisted.

“ You got a message for me?”
t; Not a telegraph message, but — Mr. 

Hadley, let me in before any one sees us 
talking here!”

The demand was so imperative that Had­
ley gave way. The big door clicked softly 
after the two and the spring lock snapped.

“ Anybody here with you?” asked Wilse.
“ No. What's up?”
The cripple swung uninvited into the 

president’s office. Micah followed in. Dil­
ling sank into a chair; he could not long 
hold himself upright on the crutches. Had­
ley remained standing.

“ Mr. Hadley, I’ve got something to say 
that may get me in mighty wrong with you, 
perhaps. But I’ve got to say it all the 
same.”

The old banker felt his way to his chair, 
his strange eyes riveted on Dilling’s fur­
rowed face.

“ Well? What is it?”
Dilling fixed him with a hard eye, coal- 

black.
“ You know my position in this town— 

telegrapher at the station, nights.”
Hadley nodded.
“ I handle most of the night letters.”
Again the wordless nod. Hadley’s blue 

veined hands gripped his high backed wal­
nut chair like claws.

“ And, Mr. Hadley, it’s only natural that 
I should know — certain things — which 
otherwise I wouldn’t.”

“ What, for instance?”
“ About other people’s business. About

—yours.”
The blood began to fade from Micah’s 

face, but his queer green eyes never flick­
ered.

“ Well, go on. I’m listening. What do 



you know about my business that calls 
you here to-night?”

“ I hope to God I’m wrong, Mr. Had­
ley, but it’s for your best interest I’m risk­
ing it—it’s about all those New York tele­
grams you sent and received a week ago. I 
couldn’t help putting two and two together. 
Mr. Hadley, don’t—don’t take it wrong 
when I ask it. But—are you all right here 
in the bank—you personally, I mean?”

The banker swallowed perceptibly.
“ Why?” he asked, dry throated.
“ Because I read those telegrams—I 

couldn’t help it—and I’ve been watching 
you the past few weeks—and I’ve got some 
sidelights through Gertie. And it all shapes 
up that maybe—you’re not I ”

“ What’s it all to you, even if I weren’t?”
The cripple’s reply came with visible 

effort.
“ Gertie—your daughter—has done a lot 

for me—in one way or another—when 
others around town haven’t bothered be­
cause of my crutches. I’ve got her interest 
at heart—and yours—because you’re her 
father. And if there was any danger—”

“ What the devil are you insinuating?”
“ Mr. Hadley, are you all right? I know 

you’ve lost lots of money on stocks and—”
“ Damn your insolence! Do you 

mean—”
The old man started forward. But Wilse 

Dilling thrust out a powerful hand and 
checked him. In quite another voice, a 
tone like granite, he demanded:

“ Whose money has been keeping up 
those margins—yours or your depositors’?”

“I’ll smash your face!”
“ No, you won’t smash my face. I’ve 

known for a considerable time that things 
weren’t as they should be. Now there’s a 
Federal bank examiner in town intending 
to go through you to-morrow, and if every­
thing isn’t al! right, it’s time you knew it!”

Wilse was reasonably sure of his premise 
or he would never have risked it. He had 
not been mistaken. For a quarter moment 
the old banker stared at the telegrapher with 
his mouth open. Then he turned his skinny 
head and sent darting glances around like a 
frightened animal, hounded, desperate, pan­
ic-stricken.

“ A Federal bank examiner! He isn’t 

due till the last of next month!” Hadley 
was gradually going limp in the cripple’s 
firm grasp.

“ I don’t know when he’s due. I know 
he’s here! And I felt it was something that 
should be told to you ahead. He came in 
my place to-night and sent a telegram. And 
I had a feeling that it meant—”

“Yes? What?” The banker’s voice was 
wobbly.

“ Terrible trouble for you—for Gertie.”
They sat for a moment in tableau. Then 

when Wilse relaxed his hold, the banker 
slumped. His clawlike hands pawed over 
the chair arms. His jaw sagged.

“ Yes,” he cackled. “ Terrible trouble— 
for me—and Gertie.”

“ Then something is wrong. I wasn’t 
mistaken?”

Something must have snapped in the old 
man’s brain. A cry broke from his lips. 
He collapsed on the desk top and began 
pawing around crazily, groveling. Then 
came the most pathetic sight in this world, 
an old man’s tears.

Wilse Dilling was badly frightened, but 
he kept his nerve.

“ I wasn’t mistaken, Mr. Hadley?”
But old Hadley failed to hear. His head 

went forward on the desk. He pounded it 
with skinny fists.

“ If it wasn’t for my wife and Gertrude 
I wouldn’t stand it another minute—not 
another minute!”

The crisis of weeks—of months—had 
come suddenly. Perhaps it was the shock 
of the announcement that possible exposure 
was so close. Perhaps it was the uncanny 
intuition of an outsider. Perhaps it was 
simply due to happen, anyway. But old 
man Hadley, w’eakened by worry over losses 
and stark felony, as abruptly became a man 
obsessed.

“ Mr. Hadley, listen to me! For God's 
sake, man, control yourself. How much 
are you in for? How much squares you— 
with the directors—the bank?”

It was Wilse Dilling’s turn to be shocked. 
Old man Hadley wept and cackled and 
pawed and clawed.

“ Seventy thousand dollars, Wilse. 
Sevent.v thousand dollars!” He said it 



childlike, as though frantically searching for 
something at the same time under the papers 
on his desk top.

Seventy thousand dollars! Not a great 
sum in these days of millions, but a bad, 
bad hole when gnawed in the finances of a 
little country bank.

“ How did you do it, Mr. Hadley—get 
the money out without discovery by the 
cashier, I mean? Tell me all about it. 
Maybe I can help. That's why I came in to 
see you to-night—to help.”

The old man smeared his tears away, 
failing to find the thing he sought, granted 
he knew what it was.

“ There’s securities and notes in the vault 
ain’t genuine, Wilse. I made myself bogus 
loans on ’em because—well, it was my wom­
en folks, Wilse. My wife and my girl. They 
think—everybody does—that I’m well off. 
I was once, Wilse. But I lost it. I bought 
oil stock, Wilse. I ain’t never told ’em. I 
ain’t never told anybody. I just been try­
ing to make ft back. I couldn’t tell ’em; 
it’d break their hearts.

“ There’s my wife, Wilse; all her life she’s 
worked hard. I was a fool to risk what 
we’d made. But I did it thinking I was go­
ing to make still more for her and Gertie. 
And I was getting old, Wilse, I was getting 
old. When I knew I’d lost, I couldn’t bear 
to tell ’em. I just tried—”

“You mean all your bank stock arid 
everything—is gone—that you’re poor?”

“ I own two shares, that’s all. Two 
shares'”

“ But you're president!”
“ Because I know the business, Wilse. I 

been president so long I got all the business 
at my finger’s ends. That’s how I been 
able to keep things covered up. But I was 
afraid them telegrams from New York 
would give me away—Oh, God, ain’t I 
worried and worried? What’s there a bank 
examiner in town ahead of time for, now, 
unless he’s got wind of something?” quav­
ered Hadley.

“ Do your directors know you’ve only 
got two shares of bank stock?”

“ Yes, they know. But they think I 
turned the rest into cash to create a trust 
for Gertie. And I ain’t got a cent! I ain't 
got a cent!”

“ And there isn’t any money in trust for 
Gertie?”

The old man shook his head. “ And 
that’s the hardest part of all, Wilse. That’s 
what’s eaten into me weeks and weeks 
more’n anything else, and made me desper­
ate to try and get something back. She’s 
expecting to get married to Cooper within 
the year and have money of her own to 
match his. It ’ll kill her when she finds she’s 
poor. And it may spoil her life. If she’s 
poor, Cooper might not want her—”

“ It ought to be her that he’s marrying, 
not her father’s money,” snarled the cripple 
suddenly.

“ I know, Wilse, I know, I know. But 
anyhow, she’s got to know the awful dis­
appointment—”

“ Isn’t there anybody who’d loan you 
seventy thousand dollars to get past this 
tight place?”

“ But what security could I give? And 
how could I explain why I want it so quick­
ly—if the examiner’s here to-morrow? Tm 
supposed to have more’n that in the securi­
ties of this bank. Wilse—have you got any 
money?” This last would have been asinine 
if it had been less pathetic. Old Micah 
Hadley was a man blasted, drowning, 
clutching at straws.

“ I’ve only got about thirty-five hun­
dred, Mr. Hadley, over in the savings bank. 
Some my aunt left me. Most of it’s my 
savings. I’ve been hoping some day 1 
could go to that big specialist in Vienna 
the Sunday papers print so much about, and 
see if he couldn’t fix my legs. But you 
could have it if it would do you any good.”

“ Thirty-five hundred ain’t nothing, Dil­
ling. I’m in for seventy thousand, I told 
you—seventy thousand!”

Hadley seemed to have grown visibly 
smaller, to have shrunken. His shadow on 
the wall was as a hunchback, huddled for­
ward in the chair. When the green eyes 
turned on Wilse, they -were forked with 
strange light, dilating, abnormal.

“ I know,” said Wilse thickly. His face 
was tense. He was thinking of what ex­
posure would mean for the girl he loved. 
He looked up after a moment’s mental tor­
ture. He tried to smile reassuringly.

That smile! If he had kept his tense, 



hard face, the damage might never have 
been done. But he smiled. Old Micah 
Hadley misinterpreted that smile. He 
thought he read a sneer in it, a secret 
gloating. The forked light darted in his 
depth of vision. Up in the chair the old 
man drew himself. Holding there, his lips 
moved wordlessly once or twice—before 
the scream came—and the slobbering un­
utterable rage.

. “ You did it!” scored Hadley. “ You’ve 
tipped him off from them telegrams of my 
business you handled! It’s you that’s at 
the bottom of this—you with your palaver­
ing and offers of help! You! You! You! 
I might o’ known! That’s why you been 
asking questions—because the examiner’s in 
town—and you’re getting information for 
him to send me to the pen—me—an old 
man—just so’s you can have my daugh­
ter—”

“I’ve done nothing of the sort!’’ The 
jcripple’s cry was one of hurt astonishment. 
Then, as the elder man seemed about to 
hurl himself forward: “ You’re crazy as 
a loon and I never saw the examiner before 
in my life!” -

“You! You! You! ” raved the banker, 
the forked flames now leaping again and 
again in his eyes like the tongues of ser­
pents. “ If it wasn’t for you and your 
telegrams I might cover up somehow—-make 
more money—get it all back when I win! 
But you thump around with them crutches, 
a-snooping and snooping and snooping—”

“Hadley! I—”
“Damn you! Damn you! Damn 

you!” The banker choked incoherently. 
He was becoming a maniac.

In a great paroxysm of unbalanced men­
tality he picked up an inkwell and heaved 
it at Dilling’s head. The cripple dodged 
and the missile went out of sight under a 
desk, ink spattering them both. The old 
man seemed blinded. He thrashed around 
wildly. Jaws slobbering, he found the de­
fenseless cripple. He fell upon him and 
dragged him to the center of the floor, the 
chair overturning. Dilling’s gorilla-hands 
clutched the maniac’s throat. They went 
down together.

Over and over they rolled, toppling over 
a hatpole in one corner. A cane came down 

with it. Old Hadley seized the cane. He 
beat frenziedly at the head and shoulders 
of the one who in his twisted brain was re­
sponsible for the debacle of his flimsy finan­
cial duplicity.

Wilse uttered a hoarse cry.
Old Hadley fled the bank.

CHAPTER IV.

THE FACE THAT MENACED.

IT was nine-twenty before Jack Cooper 
rang the front bell at the Hadley door. 
He was admitted by Mrs. Hadley, a tall, 

bony, cold-faced woman, without many 
enthusiasms, inclined toward small-town 
snobbery.

“ It’s about time you showed up,” she 
greeted him. “ Gertie’s been up in her 
room the last half hour, crying her eyes 
out like a fool.”

“ I’ve been detained, talking with my 
sales manager,” the other defended.

The mother gave him a head-to-foot in­
ventory in which small pleasure showed. 
Then she mounted the stairs. Cooper re­
moved his coat uninvited and moved into 
the lighted front room. He stood back to 
the mantel, hands in trouser pockets, smil­
ing.

It was several minutes before the girl 
appeared between the portieres.

“Jack!” she called softly, poignantly, 
coming swiftly across.

He did not answer her greeting. He 
opened his arms and the girl went into 
them, giving herself to him without reserva­
tion-eyes, hair, lips. No word was spoken 
for a time. The man appropriated these 
things as though it were his right.

“ You’ve been away a long, long time,” 
she finally whispered. “ I’ve been very 
lonesome for you, Jack.”

Somehow the girl’s abject sincerity, the 
hurt he felt he had caused her by not phon­
ing her immediately on arrival in town after 
his long absence, sobered the fellow, made 
him serious and a trifle angry with himself.

“ I know,” he said huskily. “ I’m glad 
to get back. At least, I’m glad to get back 
to y<ni—although I’ll bet that while I’ve 
been away and dying to get back, you’ve 



been carrying on with all the cheap skates 
in town behind my back.”

It was a jarring, discordant note in the 
sweetness of their reunion—that crass at­
tempt at humor. The manner in which the 
girl took no note, pulled herself together, 
forced back the tears and smiled as whole- 
somely as she was able, was a highlight 
of pathos.

“ Sit down and tell me all about your 
trip—everything,” she suggested. And 
she drew him over toward a deep-seated 
chair.

“ You wouldn’t understand, even if I 
told you,” he replied. “ What do you know 
about business?”

This was more subtle humor. Yet be­
neath it also was a flavor of resentment. 
He did not want to talk serious things with 
the girl until he had enjoyed her kisses, the 
sensation of her soft arms about his neck 
and the beat of her heart to his.

“ Don’t think I’m so provincial, dear,” 
she admonished. “ You know I’m inter­
ested. I’ll never cease to be interested in 
your work because—because—well, I guess 
I’m just that kind of person.”

He should have appreciated the golden 
worth of the girl, to declare herself so open­
ly. But if he felt appreciation, he kept it 
hidden. He laughed and put his arms 
around her.

Not until the girl began to show herself 
a bit unresponsive, even to shudder in slight 
repulsion during one of his overlong ca­
resses, did he grow’ serious and make an at­
tempt to give account of the past seven 
months.

“ Gertie,” he demanded suddenly, “how’d 
you like to go back with me to the 
Orient?”

“ Go back with you? Are you going 
back? Jack, what do you mean?”

“ I mean I’ve had a job offered me out 
there that’s a beaut—-and there’s something 
about the Orient, Gert, that gets you. I 
don’t know exactly what the spell is, but 
once the Orient gets in your blood—”

“ What part of the Orient, Jack? What 
kind of a job?”

“ Singapore! I can go out there and 
manage an export house at a salary of—”

“ Singapore! It’s a long way off.”

“ But you said a minute ago that you 
weren’t provincial. Prove it! Don’t you 
love me enough to follow and live with me 
anywhere my business dictates?”

“ Certainly I do, laddie. You know 
that.”

“ Well, then why not Singapore? That’s 
why I was late in getting over here to­
night. I saw old Gales and his son and 
put my offer up to them. They want me 
to stay with them, but it’s a matter of 
money. Out there in the Far East I can 
earn twenty thousand a year; Gales and 
his son won’t ever pay me more than ten. 
Don’t you see what a chance it is? How 
about it? We’d get married and make a 
honeymoon of it—going to the new job.”

“ Jack,” she said a moment later, her 
voice mellow with the sweetness and purity 
of her affection and loyalty, “ I’d follow 
you all over the world and live with you 
in a hovel if it were necessary or would help 
you—if there were only myself to consider,

“ But I’m thinking of more than myself. 
I’m thinking of father and mother. 
They’re growing old. I’m all they’ve got. 
Since you’ve been away, father’s been fail­
ing terribly. Sometimes I think he ought 
to resign from the bank. He can’t carry 
the financial burdens he carried once. 
There are times when I come upon him 
acting strangely, muttering to himself. I’m 
frightened. If I went so far away, perhaps 
I’d never see father and mother again. If 
one of them died, I’d not even be able to 
return for the funeral—”

“ What of it? When a girl marries, she’s 
supposed to drop her folks and leave them 
out of her future, if she’s any kind of a 
woman and really in love.”

“ Don’t say that, Jack. Don’t put it up 
to me that way. You’re cruel!”

“ I’m not cruel. I’m sensible. Women 
are called on to do it every day.”

“ I’d at least have to think it over, Jack,” 
she said unevenly. “ You’ve submitted the 
idea terribly sudden; you’ll admit that, 
won’t you?”

“ Maybe.”
He said it quickly, unfeelingly. Though 

she stiil sat close beside him, he had re­
leased her: his arm behind had dropped 
away listlessly. He had a habit of pulling 



and twisting his front hair when in thought, 
his eyes vague. He wound a lock of his 
hair around and around in his fingers now 
and his eyes stared straight ahead. The 
girl might have been ten thousand miles 
away at the moment. He was piqued about 
something. His mouth was a trifle petu­
lant.

“ Jack dear,” she whispered. “ Don’t 
think I love you any less because I hesitate. 
It’s not a step to be taken lightly.”

“ Oh, I’m not asking you to take it to­
night. I just asked you how you’d like to 
go back with me to the Orient—if I do. 
Let’s forget it.” He roused himself. “ Tell 
me what’s been doing among the rubes and 
hicks of the place since I left.”

The evening passed. The hour was grow­
ing late. The man finally stood up to go, 
drawing on his overcoat and holding out 
his arms for a last good night embrace. He 
was standing back to the window that 
opened out upon the Hadley front lawn. 
In his embrace the girl was facing it di­
rectly.

As he crushed her to him it suddenly 
seemed to her that his love making was 
too selfish—never taking thought of her 
and her happiness. So she suffered it and 
was miserable. She had cherished the 
man’s brief, business-like love letters. She 
had anticipated his return for many long 
days. Now to have him so careless of her 
in his attitude, as though nothing but his 
own interest mattered.

She opened her eyes. The man felt her 
stiffen. Her gaze was directly in line with 
the front parlor window.

Suddenly she pulled away from him, 
screaming.

Framed by the half-drawn shade and 
the lace draperies at either side, in the 
center of the darkened pane was a face!

It was a dusky, sinister face. It might 
have belonged to a negro. The tip of the 
nose was slightly flattened against the glass; 
the whites of the eyes were ghastly. Yet 
there was something about the apparition 
which told that the countenance did not be­
long to a negro.

Cooper gaped and went white to the lips. 
His jaded eyes opened wide. He also ut­
tered a cry. He groped out a hand against 

the mantel to steady himself. As man and 
girl stared, the dusky, evil features dis­
solved into the blackness of the rainy night.

The daughter’s startled scream had 
brought Mrs. Hadley from the second floor. 
As the mother entered, Gertrude was cling­
ing closely to her lover.

“ A face!” panted the girl. “The face 
of a horrible man was looking in at us!”

Cooper unconsciously shook himself free 
from the girl’s clutch on his arm.

“ It was probably—only a tramp,” he 
said in thin, unconvincing voice.

“ He startled me so! I saw him so sud­
denly. And there was such a horrible gri­
mace on his face as you kissed- me, Jack. 
Oh, where’s father? Why doesn’t he come 
home? You mustn’t go out, Jack. I’m— 
somehow, I’m afraid!”

“ There’s nothing to be afraid of,” the 
man replied hoarsely, with an ill timed show 
of bravado. “ Let me out the back way. 
I’ll steal around to the front of the house 
and see if he’s still lurking outside—the 
tramp.” And Cooper wetted his lips.

“No, no, no!” cried the girl, trying to 
restrain him. “ Jack, you mustn’t leave us 
alone until father gets home. Please don’t! ”

Cooper laughed nervously.
“ At least nothing ’ll hurt you just while 

I go outside and scout around,” he argued.
He had his way. They led him out 

through the kitchen. But immediately that 
he was out of the radiance of the one drop 
light burning in the Hadley kitchen, Cooper 
did not deport himself as a doughty defend­
er of womanhood beating the wet, shadowed 
bushes for prowlers.

He leaped a fence, fell over some bar­
rels, cut through back of a garage and came 
out an alley onto Main Street, panic-strick­
en. He had an adequate reason.

“ CHAPTER V.
THE TIME LOCK?

SLOWLY—his swimming environment 
clearing about him—Wilse Dilling re­
turned to consciousness. He sat up 

and looked groggily around, holding one big 
hand against a cruelly throbbing head where 
blood from a bruised scalp clotted.



Finally all that had transpired came to 
him. He was still in the president’s office 
of the Citizens National Bank, the office 
in littered confusion. More than that, he 
was alone; the crazed old banker who had 
fallen upon him in aberration had gone.

Wilse finally discerned the hands on the 
clock face above the door out into the lobby. 
It was a quarter after eleven. He had been 
unconscious two hours.

Laboriously, painfully, the cripple pulled 
himself up the side of a chair, recovered his 
crutches and swung upward. From a tem­
porary seat in the battered old swivel chair 
he apprized the wreckage before him. Some 
of the furniture was pushed from place, two 
chairs were overturned, papers were every­
where. The balance of the ink in the bottle 
which had been hurled at him had run out 
on the floor beneath the counter and dried.

As the moments passed, a sense of the 
danger of his predicament grew upon him.

In the first place his worst fears of the 
past few weeks were realized—old Hadley 
was deeply involved in felony. If the bank 
examiner found a shortage on the morrow 
and the president was apprehended, it could 
only mean confession and swift punishment. 
How the experienced old banker could have 
weakened morally and,succumbed to such 
temptation with the example of scores of 
younger absconders before him was not to 
be debated now. Seventy thousand was 
missing from the bank’s cash which had 
to be replaced or tragedy was to follow, the 
penitentiary or suicide for Micah, eternal 
disgrace for his wife, blasting shame for the 
daughter who had become the one big thing 
in Wilse Dilling’s life.

He—Wilse Dilling—had the situation in 
the hollow of his hand for this night only. 
When the bank opened on the morrow 
would be too late. Was there anything he 
could do, any expedient he could employ, 
any course of action he could follow, to 
avert the ghastly tragedy and save the girl’s 
life from ruin even though he never realized 
a shred of credit for himself and no one ever 
knew but himself and God?

Psychologists maintain that when a per­
son is lacking in certain physical senses or 
members, other organs become intensified 
and gain proportionately in acumen and 

power. The telegrapher had no legs worth 
calling legs. He could not protect and de­
fend himself like normal men. Unreason­
ing child love which leaps out to those who 
were sympathetic to him in the case of 
every physically handicapped person gave 
him a blind courage. His handicap accrued 
to the sagacity of his brain. He did some 
dynamic thinking there in the wrecked bank 
office as the hands of the clock moved slow­
ly toward midnight.

He first hobbled out to the main doors 
and made certain old Micah, in his flight, 
had not left them open to excite the sus­
picion of a passer-by. Then he returned to 
Micah’s office, closing the door behind him 
into the lobby so that neither silhouette nor 
shadow would fall on the outer floor. He 
drew all the shades. Then he set about 
righting the grubby little room.

Hatpole and desks were put back in their 
places. Papers were recovered from the 
floor and jogged into semblance of order. 
When the office satisfied him the cripple 
sank again into the chair. It was twenty- 
five minutes to midnight. Daylight would 
break about six thirty. Approximately 
seven hours were at his disposal to thwart 
the debacle if he could. He sank his face 
into his hands.

Some faint, intangible thought convinced 
Wilse Dilling that old Micah lacked the 
moral fiber to destroy himself. If he had 
possessed it, he would have realized the 
futility of his eleventh hour efforts to recoup 
and done it long ago. No, crazed though he 
was for the time, old Micah would probably 
seek safety in hiding or flight, for with the 
bank examiner due when the institution 
opened at nine o’clock, there was no oppor­
tunity for him to open the vault and do 
anything more to books, securities or cash 
than had been done already. The time 
lock would not permit that.

Wilse gave a sudden start. The time 
lock! It connected with the Western 
Union office at the station. If any one tam­
pered with the vault during the hours of the 
night, it was Wilse Dilling at the station 
who was automatically advised. True, it 
had never happened during the cripple’s 
employment, but it had been inspected 
enough and kept in working order by fre­



quent tests, so that Wilse knew its ramifica­
tions perfectly. The intervening counters 
and partitions did not permit a clear view 
of the vault door from the street—provided 
the station operator was not warned by the 
burglar alarm, discovery of any one trying 
to get into the vault would be reduced to a 
minimum.

The time lock! It vaguely held out a 
hope to Wilse. His uncanny mentality 
'dwelt upon it tensely. Could the cripple 
use his position in any way to aid old Micah 
without doing anything that would result in 
discovery and jeopardy to the girl?

For another quarter hour he sat there— 
thinking, thinking, thinking.

His love of the girl was very great. She 
had been tender, solicitous, sympathetic, 
when other women of the town had been 
thoughtless or caustic. Scores of times be­
fore her final engagement to Cooper, she 
had befriended him—and had not been 
ashamed to walk beside his humiliating tri­
cycle to the houses in School Street on their 
homeward way together—had sat with him 
on the steps on summer evenings while the 
stars came out, too big souled to notice or 
give cognizance to his affliction.

There had even been red letter holidays 
when she had given him unutterable happi­
ness by riding with him over the hills and 
far away in one of his favorite rigs from 
the town livery—he could not remain in­
susceptible to all these things, for the girl 
was a man’s woman. In her kindness of 
heart and altruism she never appreciated 
how great was the damage she was doing, 
that was all.

Gradually he had come to worship the 
girl—to enshrine her in his emotions a bit 
terribly. It was one of those strange, un­
requited loves that come once in a genera­
tion and could only end in tragedy. For 
even though she married him, his handicap 
would ever be a jarring note in that union; 
he would always hate himself because he 
could not match the splendid physical vigor 
of her perfect womanhood.

For a time he had hoped that good for­
tune would favor him, that he might jour­
ney abroad and, under treatment of a great 
foreign specialist, be made as other men. 
But Cooper had come to town, traveling as 

a salesman for the iron works. The en­
gagement which swiftly followed had ex­
ploded Wilse’s dream of recovery. He could 
only sink into the background now—play 
the role of the perfect lover, who loves and 
serves for the sake of love itself, without 
hope of recompense excepting that happi­
ness was accruing to the one beloved. There 
have been such men; their names written 
large in the romance of the race.

So now the cripple took no thought for 
himself as he sought a way out of the 
dilemma there in the midnight and the 
banker’s office. To save the girl the shame 
and ostracism of her father’s weakness was 
all that mattered; to do it somehow before 
nine o’clock next morning—that was his 
problem.

The time lock! It kept occurring to him 
over and over.

At twenty minutes past twelve he aroused 
himself. The daring of his plan was so 
great that he felt cold all over. But it had 
to be done. There was no other alternative. 
If he failed, matters could be no worse than 
they were at the moment, with the Nemesis 
of the bank examiner sleeping a few blocks 
away, down Main Street. He had every­
thing to gain and not much to lose—except­
ing his life, his honor, and himself. But 
what of these? His love for the girl had 
gradually become an aberration, though he 
little knew’ it at the time—desperate di­
lemmas required desperate measures. For­
tune had already favored him by making 
him the local telegraph operator and con­
troller of that time lock. He would see.

He reached up and snapped off the one 
lamp overhead, leaving himself in darkness.

In the rear, the main lobby of the bank 
opened into an inside hallway where the 
janitor kept his mops and pails. At the end 
of this hallway was a flight of stairs down 
into the cellar. That cellar contained three 
windows at the back, all heavily barred, 
which opened into an alley. Those barred 
windows were hooked up with the general 
burglar alarm system, all ending in the 
Western Union office.

Wilse had been in the bank cellar with 
the wire crew twice w’hen something had 
gone wrong with the system and the time 
lock failed to function. He knew that if 



the door at the head of the stairs was un­
bolted he could fix the switches at the office 
so that no signal would arouse the sleeping 
town if the iron bars were pried away into 
the alley and access gained to the basement 
therefrom. That was necessary to make the 
cripple’s plant look real, without the aspect 
of an “ inside job.”

Through the darkened bank the cripple 
felt his way to the rear passage and the 
basement door. He drew the bolt, went 
down the cellar stairs, struck a match and 
looked around.

There was much unexplained rubbish in 
the cellar—crates, old files, a few barrels, 
dozens of dusty ledgers. The coal bins were 
at the back, next to the alley for easy fill­
ing. The windows were high beyond these.

Momentarily the cripple was discouraged 
at the aspect of the place; he would have 
to dispense with crutches if he broke away 
the bars and entered from the alley later. 
That meant crawling across a coal bin, 
through the rubbish to the stairs. It seemed 
hopeless until—

Six inches beneath the cellar rafters were 
a series of water and sewerage pipes, secure­

ly hooked overhead with lag screws. They 
passed all three of the alley windows over 
the bins, turned a sharp angle and hung 
near enough to the stairs for the cripple to 
drop from them and continue his way up 
into the bank. If they would bear his 
weight, access was easy. So was escape. 
He could swing by his powerful hands and 
arms along these pipes, each way.

He tried them. They held.
Wilse went back up the stairs, left the 

door unlocked behind him, passed through 
the bank to the front, watched his chance 
and slipped through the big glass doors. 
No one saw him as he settled into his rusty 
little vehicle. He pumped his way down to 
the station.

Thereupon, after calling in on Ned Por­
ter, the emergency operator, and advising 
Porter he wanted him to continue at the 
key through the night, he appeared to ad­
just certain switches and buttons and de­
parted.

No one knows where he spent the next 
two hours. He simply went out to his little 
tricycle on the platform and trundled off 
into the mist.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK
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REGRET
JIFE offered Love to me, 

But asked a price
So great I could not see

Such sacrifice.

Life asked my honored name, 
My friendships true.

My hope of wealth and fame 
As Love’s fair due.

But I refused and thought 
I saved the fearful cost— 

Fame is too dearly bought 
When Love is lost.

Harry Varley.



By HENRY DODGE

A NOVELETTE IN TWO PARTS—PART 1

PROLOGUE

HIS is really a story with two heroes, 
Ben ’Abd es Sadok and James Elli­
son Peyton. Of Ben ’Abd es Sadok 

nothing good can be said. He departed this 
life in the year of our Lord 990, violently 
and horribly, his breast pierced by a steel 
tipped pike, screaming vehement but unin­
telligible curses at the face of the wielder of 
the pike. This was a Genoese gentleman, 
one Ghiballin Grimaldi, who was fighting 
under the banner of the cross, with Duke 
William of Provence. These things oc­
curred at a place long known as Turbia, 
on the day when the last of the Saracen 
pirates were finally driven out of Southern 
France.

The eyes of the dying Moor could look 
down through a few thousand feet of tum­
bled rocks and deep valleys clothed in wild 
olive, to the Mediterranean below; to a 
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shining bay, guarded by a rocky promon­
tory, where the Saracen pirates had their 
nest and gambled with their lives and the 
lives of others for the riches of the Genoese 
traders sailing abroad.

The Seigneur Grimaldi twisted his pike 
from the Moor’s breast and took the sword 
from the rigid hand by the simple ex­
pedient of first hacking that hand off at 
the wrist. Then he tumbled the body over 
the cliff onto the rocks below and tossed 
after it the helmet which lay upon the 
brink.

The deceased left behind him no mourn­
ing and revengeful comrades; they were all 
scattered among the rocks at the foot of the 
cliff. He left only his sword—and the 
Tears of the Peri. But these last no one 
took.

Just nine hundred years later James El­
lison Peyton was bom in a shady side street 
in New Haven, Connecticut. Through
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more than thirty years of his life he never 
heard of Ben ’Abd es Sadok, and it is safe 
to say that no one that he ever knew could 
have told him of our other hero who had 
prepared these adventures for him. But 
the two lives finally did cross, and fate 
brought Jimmy Peyton to La Turbie, to 
stand on the cliffs where Ben ’Abd es Sadok 
had died, and look down through the rocky 
defiles and olive groves, to the sapphire 
Bay of Monaco and the palms and dazzling 
roof tops of Monte Carlo. Men still 
gamble there, but the play is tame and 
the dangers are petty compared with the 
fearful stakes and bloody adventures of 
Ben ’Abd es Sadok and his crew.

I.

The express from Paris thundered 
through the tunnel under the seaward spur 
of the Tete du Chien. There was a mo­
mentary vision of plane trees in the old 
square of the Condamine—then for an in­
stant the shadow of the great Rock—and 
the train shot out into the blue and green 
and gold of Monte Carlo on a spring morn­
ing. The bluest of blue seas and skies, the 
greenest of feathery palms, and the most 
golden sunshine to be found in any spot in 
this world. A flash of blue waters on the 
right, the lofty cactus fringed embankment 
on the left, with just a glimpse of the tips 
of snowy turrets outlined against blue sky— 
a momentary vista of red roofs and white 
walls set in green, seen with the rapidity of 
a moving picture. Then the picture snaps 
out of sight and the screen is empty save 
for the dingy little station, the prosaic, 
bawling porters, and the line of hotel buses 
waiting beyond under the shadow of the 
cliff.

Thus one arrives in Monte Carlo; a 
plunge from darkness into dazzling light, 
a cinematographic glimpse of brilliant color 
and mounting towers—and then the station 
under the cliff, and the humdrum business 
of luggage and porters. It is as if it were 
too lovely, too cloying, too satisfying to be 
given to the traveler all at once, and he 
must be prepared for the beauty he is to 
be shown by this fleeting vision.

Jimmy Peyton pushed his bags through 
2 A 

the open window of the compartment into 
the arms of the porter and followed the 
other passengers down the corridor. The 
fragrance of roses, the pungent reek of 
petrol, and the salt smell of tire sea—the 
triad of odors which make up Monte Carlo 
—had come to him for the first time 
through the open window. He found his 
pulses beating a little faster. All the way 
from Paris he had looked forward to this 
holiday with Charlie Trench, whom he 
had not seen since they left college. He 
had been eager for a few days in a place 
which he had always wanted to see, but it 
had been only the anticipation of a tourist 
looking for the tempered excitement of new 
scenes and the pleasure of seeing an old 
friend once more.

But the little snapshot from the car win­
dow had been more than just a foretaste 
of something new and pleasant. The soft 
breeze that had come through that window 
was laden with a new quality. He did not 
realize that it was not just roses, or petrol, 
or the salt of the sea, that was making 
his blood run faster and sharpening his ea­
gerness to get out of the train and finish 
the tiresome business of arriving. He 
would not have admitted that what he felt 
in the air was romance, but that is pre­
cisely what it was. He only knew that the 
business which had brought him to Paris 
was something vaguely in the past, and 
that New Haven was in another planet.

Anything might happen in a place like 
this, he thought. He wanted to get out 
into that gorgeous outdoors he had seen 
through the window. The passengers block­
ing his way in the corridor annoyed him 
unreasonably. He wanted to move faster. 
In a detached sort of way he wondered what 
he would be doing at this time to-morrow, 
and he felt that whatever it was it would 
be something that he had never dreamed of 
even ■wanting to do before.

James Ellison Peyton, bachelor, Yale 
1912, ex-captain A. E. F., solid, respectable, 
conventional, who read the New Haven 
Courier because his father had read it; who 
arrived daily at his office at exactly nine 
and left on the stroke of five thirty; who 
spent the same three -weeks every August 
at Watch Hill, and went to Center Church 



every Sunday during the rest of the year— 
this James Peyton had drawn into his New 
England nostrils the breath of Monte Carlo, 
and into his New England nature, somehow, 
the spirit of the place. He did not know 
it, but he was doomed to adventure. He 
had been much in France, as a student and 
as a tourist, but he had never seen the 
south.

He was the last of the line of passengers 
in the corridor. He had been looking out 
of the wide window, restlessly waiting for 
the line to move, when he noticed a woman, 
directly in front of him, stoop quickly, cast 
a frightened glance up the platform, and 
then turn breathlessly to him.

“ Monsieur,” he heard her say hurriedly, 
in whispered French, “ I am in great trou­
ble. Can I ask you to do something ex­
traordinary—something outrageous, I ad­
mit—and give you no reason?” She 
searched his face. “ You can help me so 
much, if you will?”

Before he could steady himself for a 
reply she clasped her gloved hands against 
her breast and whispered again, earnestly: 
“ You are alone here? No one expects 
you?”

“ No,” he stammered instinctively, defi­
nitely eliminating Charlie Trench from his 
immediate program. “ No, madame, I am 
alone.”

Charlie would never be up to meet this 
early train, he was sure of that. He re­
membered that much of him.

“ Will you accompany me from the train 
and take me into your carriage to my ho­
tel, and tell any one who asks—that I am 
your wife? It is only for a moment, and 
I will never forget what you do. Some 
day I can tell you why.”

Peyton found himself hunting hastily for 
excuses, but curiously enough none occurred 
to him. Then quite suddenly he discov­
ered that he wanted none. The fear of the 
unusual, the side-stepping of the unconven­
tional and the adventurous, would have 
given any one of his forbears a perfect 
alibi in such a situation, and twenty-four 
hours earlier he himself vrould have made 
gentlemanly excuses—invented a wife wait­
ing for him, or a house party to join. But 
as we have said, New Haven was far away, 

and yesterday was ages ago, and he heard 
some one reply in a voice strangely like 
his own, and with the greatest self-posses­
sion:

“ But, perfectly, I am at madame’s ser­
vice.”

A look of relief blotted out the anxiety 
in her face. •

“ Oh, but you are good, monsieur!” she 
said softly. Then she added: “ Quick; 
we are the last in the car! Here is my hand 
bag and the receipt for my trunk. You 
must do that for me as well.”

“ Naturally, madame,” he replied with a 
smile.

He took the bag and passed by her to 
the door and down the steps, turning back 
to offer her his hand.

As he turned again on the platform to 
find the porter he became aware of two 
men standing beside them, one of whom— 
an elderly and distinguished looking gentle­
man with the rosette of the Legion of Honor 
in the lapel of his coat—was bowing, hat in 
hand, before his companion.

“ I have the honor of addressing Mme. 
Robert?” inquired the elderly gentleman, 
with a confident and disarming smile. “ If 
so, I have something to communicate to 
her.”

The lady turned sharply in his direction, 
with a look of annoyance.

“ No, monsieur; I am not Mme. Rob­
ert.”

The confidence of the man seemed to 
waver. He looked at her more sharply, and 
glanced at Peyton, who, not knowing in the 
least what the little scene was about, had at 
last found his voice.

He spoke angrily. “ You have made a 
mistake, monsieur—a stupid mistake.” He 
towered over the little gentleman. “ This 
is my wife. Come, my dear, the porter is 
waiting.”

She took his arm as he returned the 
bows of the elderly gentleman and his com­
panion, who with profuse apologies turned 
away and walked down the platform, scan­
ning the faces of the other passengers as 
they went. Peyton’s luggage was loaded 
onto a taxi. He helped her in with an im­
pressive courtliness, called “ Hotel de 
Paris ” to the chauffeur, and with wonder 



in his heart, and by his side a woman whom 
five minutes before he had never clapped 
eyes upon, was driven up the winding road 
into Monte Carlo.

He felt no particular physical attraction 
for her. She was beautiful, with a dark, 
imperious beauty which had in it, however, 
more than a hint of softness, and in her 
deep eyes, beneath their flashing brightness, 
lay a shadow of lonelines and sorrow. She 
was not young, certainly much older than 
he—forty, perhaps.

He had no feeling of having dropped 
into a romance, and he would have been 
quite sure, if he had thought of it at all, 
that her request was not a mere stratagem 
to make his acquaintance, and take the ini­
tiative in a romance of her own. No, it 
was adventure, and not romance, which was 
meeting him at the gateway of Monte Car­
lo; and, without thinking, he was holding 
out his hands to it in welcome. He was 
quite happy, a little exhilarated, and per­
fectly at his ease.

The lady turned to him after a moment 
as they left the station yard and entered the 
curving ascent into the gardens.

“ My friend, if you think that I am 
just a wicked and unprincipled woman, I 
cannot blame you. I cannot tell you now 
why I have asked this of you, a stranger, 
but you shall know as soon as it is possible. 
I can tell you that I am doing nothing 
wrong. As for you, monsieur, you may 
have made possible for me the greatest 
happiness that could come to me; and if 
there is anything that I can do for you, 
you may ask it of me at any time.”

As he turned to meet her eyes he saw 
that they were wet with tears. She put her 
hand on his.

“ Thank you a thousand times,” she said 
softly. “ I think you are an American. 
I did not know that any one but a Latin 
could have done what you are doing for me, 
with such understanding and—delicacy. 
Now, monsieur, will you tell the driver to 
put me down at the Hotel Victoria? I 
will add to my debt by asking you to have 
my other luggage sent there. My name will 
be—Mme. Dulac; and if you can find time 
to come one day to see me, perhaps I will 
have found words to thank you.”

He gave the order to the chauffeur, and, 
fumbling for his pocketbook, handed bis 
card to her.

“ Madame, I am to be at the Hotel de 
Paris, as you know. If you have any 
need of me, more than this, you must tell 
me.”

He looked out of the window of the taxi, 
and then back at the woman beside him.

“ You are with me as I see Monte Carlo 
for the first time—and, thanks to you, 
madams, I am finding it more lovely than 
I had dreamed.”

Ah, Jimmy Peyton! Something has 
happened to you! Do you recognize your­
self in that speech? Were all your forbears 
Puritans in brown serge, or was there a 
cavalier among them who knew how to wear 
a ruff, and swing a sword, and kiss a lady’s 
hand? Is it some Virginia ancestor who is 
speaking now, or is it just Monte Carlo and 
sunshine and soft air laden with the scent 
of roses? Your heart does not beat faster 
as you look at this woman who has tumbled 
into your life, so why did you bend and kiss 
her hand just now, when you finished that 
last speech? It was not the woman. It 
may have been the forgotten ancestor. But 
I think it was just Monte Carlo.

There was not a trace of coquetry in her 
manner as she looked at him with a little 
smile.

“ M. James Peyton, I did not know there 
were Americans like you, or I should have 
married one of them. Still, did you ever 
kiss a woman’s hand before—and just for 
that reason—just because you thought she 
had made something beautiful for you?”

“ No,” stammered Peyton.
“ I thought not,” said Mme. Dulac with 

a smile. “ But you are due to learn how,- 
my friend. That jumps to the eye.”

He left her at the steps of her hotel 
and drove on to the Paris, his brain grap­
pling with the astonishing fact that he was 
swimming in adventure, and liking it. Cu­
riously enough, he was not thinking so 
much of Mme. Dulac as of the resistless 
urge of his surroundings and his newborn 
longing to step out of the shell of conven­
tionality that had always repressed him. 
Mme. Dulac had led him to the gate of this 
garden of adventure, but her unconscious 



role had been merely to point out the way 
for him to enter.

He thought of Trench waiting for him at 
the hotel. Trench did know the Riviera 
and would be a splendid companion, but 
was he the good sport he used to be? Per­
haps his years in the consular service had 
turned him into something like the other 
consuls Jimmy had known—a little blase 
in what had come to be a too familiar life, 
a little inclined to preach, and a little intol­
erant of the tourist and his failings. What 
would he think of this business of Mme. 
Dulac-Robert?

Trench was in the lounge when he ar­
rived, and made him welcome sedately. He 
had changed. He was a consul, after all. 
He had always worn glasses in college; he 
had always held back a little from the 
bizarre, but he had been a good sport, Jim­
my reflected. Now his glases seemed more 
emphatically academic than ever, his out­
look on the world more amusedly intoler­
ant, and his horror of the unconventional 
sharpened. It was the real consular man­
ner.

After Jimmy had changed and made a 
start at unpacking, they had gone to the 
Cafe de Paris, across the Place, for lunch­
eon. Jimmy was trying to explain to 
Trench what a glorious place Monte Carlo 
was—the air, the color, the romance in the 
very , stones of the pavement.

“ Good Lord, man,” said Trench, eying 
him curiously when the rhapsody was fin­
ished, “ why the poetry? I’ve never seen 
this lyric streak in you before. Of course 
it’s beautiful here; but don’t forget that it’s 
a dangerous place in which to get emotional. 
It’s a fairly good idea to just look on and 
see other people do it.”

Jimmy decided not to tell him about 
Mme. Dulac. He would preach and be 
practical and draw on his experiences with 
fool Americans who got into trouble. Bet­
ter let it go for the present.

Trench picked up the Eclaireur de Nice, 
in which they had been reading the lists of 
arrivals in the hotels, and as he turned 
from the front page something caught his 
eye.

“ Here is an odd one,” he said after a 
moment. “ The man must be crazy.

There are no Moorish remains on the 
Riviera. Listen to this.”

He read aloud, translating as he went:

“ This advertiser would like to be informed 
of the whereabouts of any Moorish tiling or 
wrought iron work, particularly well heads, 
still existing in situ in this region, with a view 
to purchase and removal. The advertiser is a 
collector and will pay liberally for genuine 
specimens. Any person owning or knowing of 
authentic remains of this kind may communi­
cate with S. N., Hotel de Paris, Monte Carlo.”

Trench laid the paper down.
“ I’ve studied the archaeology of this re­

gion for years, and I know every foot of 
the Riviera. There’s a lot of Roman stuff 
all about here, but I’ll swear there isn’t a 
vestige of anything Moorish or I would 
know of it. Looks funny, doesn’t it,” he 
continued reflectively, studying the adver­
tisement again, “ that this chap should come 
here for his specialty? He can get all he 
wants in Spain if he is only after relics of 
the Saracen occupation.”

Jimmy registered polite but obviously 
feigned interest.

“ Isn’t he choosy, too?” Trench contin­
ued. “ Only wants tiling and iron work— 
well-heads. There are some magnificent 
collections of Moorish cutlery and of in­
laid work, and the jewelry is worth while— 
if you can get it. I could understand that, 
but browsing around after architectural 
fragments—and wells—' to purchase and 
remove,’ seems a bit pretentious for an indi­
vidual, doesn’t it?”

“ I beg your pardon. Oh, yes, doesn’t 
it?”

“ There’s something besides a collector 
behind that advertisement.”

“ Looks so to me,” said Jimmy indiffer­
ently.

He had not come to Monte Carlo to dis­
cuss archaeology with Trench, particularly 
while sitting on the terrace of the Cafe de 
Paris on a glorious April day.

In front of him lay the Casino, with its 
double line of people passing in and out 
under the huge porte coch'ere. A twinkling 
vista of blue water, dazzlingly brilliant in 
the sunlight, peeped out between the build­
ing and the marble balustrade of the upper 
terrace, and back of the patch of water the 



great gray mass of the Rock of Monaco rose 
up with tier after tier of Old World streets 
nestling against its terraced sides, and 
dominated by the brown towers of the ca­
thedral. Beside him a green stretch of 
palm bordered garden sloped gently away 
up the hill, and the bed of cyclamen at 
his feet showed like a huge carpet of green 
and white.

The scent of roses was stronger than 
ever. At the next table two pretty girls 
were trying to make a fox terrier drink 
caje au lait out of a saucer, and looking to­
ward the men as if to share their amuse­
ment with them. He had lunched as he 
had not lunched for months, had smoked 
three of Trench’s incomparable cigarettes, 
and was savoring the last few golden drops 
of a cognac that should have been deco­
rated—as its maker probably was. He had 
nothing in the world to do but sit in the 
sunshine and do nothing. He was wearing 
a tie never before worn, and he was con­
scious that it showed up astonishingly well 
with his gray flannel suit. He gazed down 
at his feet stretched out in front of him 
and felt that he rather fancied them in 
w’hite buckskin.

Calling the waiter, he reached for his hat 
and stick.

“ Come on, Charlie. Let’s permit the 
old gentleman to collect his Moorish junk 
in peace. What do we do now?”

‘‘ I’d thought we could go up to La 
Turbie on the funicular this afternoon. 
You can see the whole place from there, 
and it’s a good way to start on Monte 
Carlo.”

“ Right,” said Jimmy cheerfully.
He paid the luncheon check, and left a 

tip which startled Trench into horrified pro­
test. He put on his hat one-half inch far­
ther to one side than he had ever dared 
to do in New Haven, tucked his stick under 
his arm, and turned to follow Trench.

11 I’ll stand for the view’, but don’t show 
me any Roman ruins. I couldn't properly 
enjoy them to-day, Charlie.”

II.

The funicular railway to La Turbie be­
gins its ascent from the little station 

perched upon a jutting shoulder of the 
hillside next to the Credit Lyonnais. Just 
before reaching it, on the way up from the 
Casino and the gardens, one passes the door 
of one of those institutions which exist no­
where so flourishingly as at Monte Carlo. 
They are doubtless the same the world 
over, yet here the Mont de Piete seems 
more than a glorified pawnshop; it has 
attained the dignity of one of the lesser 
institutions of the principality, only second 
in its real importance to the Casino and 
Ciro’s. No revolvers or razors find their 
way onto its shelves, no alarm clocks or 
baby carriages recall its prototype of Sixth 
Avenue or Soho. Its customers bring jew­
els set in platinum, ermine and sable and 
silver fox, and objets d’art that a museum 
might covet. The creations of Boucheron 
and Cartier, of Revillon and Worth, and 
heirlooms that a dozen generations have 
cherished, pass over its counters.

Those who become its clients do not 
come from want of bread, but from want 
of excitement; not from the necessity of 
living a little longer, but from the desire 
to play a little longer, to feel for a few 
more days or a few more hours the slip of 
the green felt under their fingers, to hear 
the chant of the croupier and the click of 
chips against the ivory rake.

Yet here, just as the wide world over, 
tragedy and despair slink through its doors, 
hiding their heads, and feverish haste and 
hope revived hurry forth again. In spite 
of its windows curtained in rose silk, its 
marble steps and white paneled walls, it 
is only a pawnshop after all.

Peyton and Trench were striding up the 
slope toward the funicular when Peyton 
suddenly grasped his friend’s arm.

“ Charlie, do you see that girl?”
“ What girl? I can see a couple of dozen 

from here.”
Right there! Just coming out of that 

shop.”
“ The Mont de Piete? I see her. What 

about her?”
“ What about her! Did you ever in 

your life— Good Lord, man, did you look 
at her? She’s wonderful! ”

“ H-m!” said Trench judicially. “ She’s 
not bad looking, is she?”



The girl had turned and was walking 
ahead of them toward the station.

“ Not bad looking! Ye gods! She’s the 
most heavenly thing— What in the world 
was she doing in there?”

“ Hocking the maternal earrings or the 
paternal timepiece, I suppose. She’s hard­
ly old enough to be allowed in the Casino 
herself.”

“ What a damn shame ”—Jimmy was 
almost inarticulate—•“ to let that lovely— 
Who do you suppose she is?”

“ My dear boy, I am not, in spite of my 
familiarity with this region, a walking di­
rectory of its unattached females. Now, 
if you are going to lose your head over the 
first pretty woman you see, we had better 
spend our vacation in Mentone, where the 
air is just as balmy and all the rest of it— 
I will not quote your apt though highly 
colored language at luncheon—and where 
the women are much less dangerous, being 
largely Anglo-Saxon, considerably older, 
and for the most part enjoying bad health.”

“ I want to know that girl,” Jimmy said 
doggedly. Trench’s sarcasm had fallen on 
deaf ears. “ Do you suppose she’s going 
up on the funicular? Yes, she’s turning 
into the station.”

“ Possibly you are thinking of asking 
her to marry you,” Trench remarked.

“ Maybe I will,” retaliated Jimmy, turn­
ing a savage look upon his friend.

They bought their tickets and came out 
onto the platform. The girl stood there 
alone waiting for the car. As they appeared 
she turned, and Jimmy knew right away 
why he had come to Monte Carlo. Prob­
ably no Peyton in the long line of them 
had ever fallen in love at first sight, or 
at least they would never have admitted 
such a weakness. This Peyton did, how­
ever; he knew it; he welcomed it; he glo­
ried in it. He would have admitted it to 
any one—to Trench if he had asked—to the 
girl herself, then and there.

The glimpse he had had of her in front 
of the shop had not told him the half of 
her beauty. She was, in years, only a 
girl, but tall and with the carriage and fig­
ure which the south gives to its women 
from girlhood. She might be French or 
Italian; dark, and with that incomparably 

beautiful flow of color under olive skin 
which is the birthright of the women of 
Provence and Northern Italy. From under 
a mass of glorious black hair, a mass of un­
ruly curls and tendrils, beneath a drooping 
hat of white straw, her eyes looked straight 
into his.

He could not have told you much about 
her eyes, although he was gazing into them 
with an intensity that took no account even 
of her embarrassment. He only knew that 
they were clear and dark and lovely, and 
that he could not look away from them.

Trench took him by the elbow and 
hissed in his ear.

“Here, you chump!” he muttered. 
“ Come out of it. You can’t stare like 
that! ”

Jimmy saw the girl’s parted lips close, 
the blood come to her cheeks, and her eyes 
falter under his gaze. She turned away 
and took a few steps up the platform, avert­
ing her face. He came to himself with a 
jerk.

“ I say—I was staring, wasn’t I? But 
isn’t she a dream! She wasn’t angry, was 
she?”

“ Get hold of yourself! She’s probably 
furious, and I don’t blame her. Here’s the 
car.”

They were the only passengers, save for 
a few peasant women with empty baskets. 
As the car slid alongside, the girl stepped 
to one of the doors. She carried a small 
leather vanity case in one hand, suspended 
from her wrist. As she wrenched at the 
handle of the door, the case flew open and 
a shower of loose bank notes spilled out 
onto the platform. She stooped, reached 
for them frantically, and managed to recov­
er a few which the breeze had not had time 
to blow away.

Trench had hurried to the other end of 
the car and was opening the door of the 
last compartment. Jimmy, who had not 
moved from his tracks since the girl had 
first turned away, sprang forward, pounced 
upon bill after bill, lost his hat in a sudden 
rush after one particularly elusive bit of 
crumpled paper, which almost blew over the 
edge of the platform, and ended clumsily on 
all fours, reaching wildly under a bench for 
the last of them.



The girl had uttered a sharp cry of dis­
may when it had happened, but as Jimmy 
came forward, smoothing'out the notes in 
his hands, she drew herself up composedly, 
and though she was biting her lip to keep 
from smiling she seemed to his enamored 
eyes a statue of dignity.

He paused before her and held out the 
sheaf of notes. His mouth opened, but no 
words came to him.

He took a long breath. “ I think—these 
are yours, mademoiselle?”

Her smile at last broke out. The god­
dess was unbending. “ I think they must 
be, monsieur. Yes, they are undoubtedly 
mine.”

She took them and crammed them again 
into the leather case. Jimmy cursed himself 
inwardly for his awkwardness. What a 
stupid fool he had been! Stumbling about 
like a schoolboy and then making an asinine 
speech like that! But the goddess was 
gracious.

“ Thank you, monsieur. I am sorry my 
clumsiness has given you such great trouble. 
I am very grateful.”

Then, miracle of miracles, she held out 
her hand. Jimmy gulped, and took it. He 
must say something now.

“ Thank you—thank you,” he managed 
to articulate. “ Oh—ah ”—he moistened 
his dry lips—“ thank you! ”

She stepped into the car and closed the 
door. Jimmy fell back a pace and gazed 
dazedly about. Trench stood at the other 
end of the car waving wildly and shouting 
something at him.

“ Hurry up, you chump. We’re start­
ing!”

Jimmy ran back and threw himself in 
just as the car, with preliminary jerks and 
grunts, moved off.

“ Thank you,” snorted Trench, gazing 
disgustedly at him. “ Oh, thank you! Suf­
fering cats, but you have a fund of brilliant 
repartee to-day!”

From the rear seat which Trench has 
chosen because of the uninterrupted view 
it commanded during the ascent, Jimmy, 
staring straight forward, could see only the 
back of the girl’s head, the floppy white 
hat and the dark tendrils of hair curling 
against her neck. Trench, after failing to 

engage his interest by admonitions as to the 
impracticability of scraping acquaintance 
with the mondaine by any such time hon­
ored methods as those just employed, 
switched to the view. He was equally un­
successful in that. The gorgeous panorama 
of the coast unfolded itself beneath them as 
they mounted higher and higher, but Jimmy 
had a view of his own to study, more re­
stricted, it is true, but therefore all the 
more tantalizing and infinitely more beauti­
ful.

“ The big white building on the Rock,” 
said Trench resolutely, “ is the Oceano­
graphic Museum. In a moment—”

“ Wonderful,” murmured Jimmy under 
his breath. “ Have you ever seen such 
skin?”

"In a moment you’ll be able to see Cap 
Ferrat.”

Do you suppose she lives up here,” re­
plied Jimmy pertinently.

Trench tried a new tack. “ From this 
height,” he sighed, “ the bay always reminds 
me of a huge sapphire—or a pool of jewels 
dropped from the sky.” He looked at his 
friend out of the corner’ of his eye.

Jimmy turned, and eyed him quizzically.
“ Good Lord, when did you begin being 

sloppy about scenery?” Then with a re­
turn to the subject in hand: “ Do people 
really live ’way up here? Have villas and 
ell that? What if she gets off before we 
do?”

He was vouchsafed no answer and for a 
while the journey was made in silence as 
far as Trench was concerned. Jimmy gazed 
at the back of the girl in the seat up ahead 
of him and at intervals challenged his friend 
explosively with divers striking proofs that 
the famous beauties of history and fiction 
had been sadly over advertised.

Suddenly near the top of the mountain, 
the car halted with a jerk at a little station. 
The girl rose, slipped through the door, and 
was on the platform before Jimmy realized 
it. She closed the door behind her, turned 
for a brief glorious moment to look back 
at him, and crossed to the station. He 
struggled to his feet, hat in hand.

“ Sit down! What are you going to do?” 
Trench jerked him by the arm.

“Why, she’s getting off!” said Jimmy 



hopelessly, the gross injustice of a scheme of 
things which permitted such a calamity 
written on his rueful face.

“ Sure, she’s getting off,” said Trench. 
“ But you’re staying on, my boy.”

The car jerked again and Jimmy sat down 
heavily. The little red painted shelter hid 
her from view and he found suddenly that 
the air was several degrees cooler upon the 
mountainside and that the cliffs towering up 
toward the west were shutting off the sun­
light.

III.

Trench was beginning to feel that, as a 
cicerone, he had not been appreciated. One 
goes to La Turbie for three things—to see 
the remains of the Roman town, to look 
down upon a panorama that is unequaled 
along the whole Riviera, and, while drinking 
in the view, to sit on the terrace of the little 
pink and white stucco hotel perched on the 
edge of the cliff and sip vermouth and 
cassis. Obedient to his instructions Trench 
had not once mentioned archseology, though 
they had walked past a fountain in which 
the soldiers of the first Augustus had washed 
their linen and which was still, after nine­
teen centuries, giving water for the house­
wives of La Turbie. The view had been 
received with a lukewarm enthusiasm. Al­
though the Prince of Monaco’s white yacht 
lay in the harbor far below them, like a toy 
ship upon a plate of blue glass; though 
Corsica lifted the mirage of its pinky tip 
above the fainter blue line of the horizon, 
though the glorious undulating, rocky coast 
stretched away to the left, turning from 
gray and green to blue and finally to a 
translucent purple as it lost itself in Italy, 
Jimmy’s gaze wandered to a little red roofed 
shelter, dimly seen among the trees, part 
way down the mountainside, as he strained 
his eyes to discover what lay in the olive 
groves behind it.

Last of all he had not liked the vermouth 
and cassis.

They had not been half an hour on the 
terrace and he seemed bored already. 
Trench’s pleasure in showing one of his fa­
vorite haunts to his friend had been damp­
ened by lack of appreciation, and he was 
ready to go. Anyhow, he reflected, he had 

letters to write, and Jimmy was not proper- 
13' enjoying himself. That darn girl had 
done it!

“ Come, let's be getting on,” he said 
finally. “ We’ve seen all there is to see, 
and I could do with a couple of hours on 
my correspondence before dinner.”

“ Right,” breezed Jimmy, jumping up 
with alacrity' and showing the first enthusi­
asm he had manifested since they had ar­
rived. “Do you know, I’ve had no exer­
cise for a week. If you’re in a hurry and 
have to work, take the railway and I’ll walk 
down. It can’t be more than a few miles, 
all down hill.”

“ Walk it if you want to,” said Trench. 
“ That’s a thing they all have to do once. 
You can’t miss the road and you’ll be back 
long before dinner.”

They strolled over to the station, where 
Trench was left, grumbling at this lust for 
exercise when one might ride comfortably.

Jimmy- turned back and struck off 
through the town by the highroad that 
winds downward to the coast, past the nes­
tling villas of La Turbie, half hid in the 
feathery green and silver of olive groves, 
by terraced gardens, set like giant steps 
against the hillside, round the rocky spurs 
that stretch their inquiring fingers toward 
the sea. He knew now that people did live 
up here. Did the girl live in one of those 
villas he had seen from the terrace? If, 
from the highroad, he could find again the 
station where she had left the train, he 
might conceivably see her. Trench had ap­
parently' not suspected any ulterior motive 
in his plan to walk down, and he himself 
could not be said to be consciously’ hunt­
ing for her. It lay’ in the back of his mind, 
a half expressed hope rather than a definite 
purpose, and drew him toward those tree 
clad slopes where she had disappeared. The 
road was long; the mountainside held many 
villas; yet in his heart he felt that he would 
see her again.

After he had left the town behind and 
struck downward, he caught a glimpse of 
the little red roof over the trees to his 
left. To reach it he turned aw-ay from 
the highway along the cliff and entered a 
narrow road that wound through a wood 
alongside a high stone wall.



It happened so suddenly that he was 
taken quite unawares. Ahead of him he 
saw a break in the wall—an iron gate. He 
came abreast of the gate and looked into a 
garden. She was sitting with her hands 
clasped in her lap, on the edge of a well, 
her figure standing out as vividly as a sil­
houette against the green background of the 
garden, and framed by the rusted iron 
tracery of the well’s arch which rose above 
and about her.

She had not heard him, and he stood 
staring at her, not daring to move. Even 
in the momentary shock of seeing her again, 
his eyes had taken in the well on which she 
sat. The iron arch was fixed in a well head 
that rose like a circular seat from a stone 
flagged platform. The coping and sides 
were faced with crudely enameled tiles in 
brilliant colors like the tiling he remembered 
having seen in Seville, and on the side to­
ward him he could make out an inscription 
in Arabic letters. Although his mind and 
his eyes alike were filled with the picture of 
the girl, a tiny corner of his brain jerked 
back subconsciously to the advertisement 
that Trench had read to him. He faintly 
remembered Trench saying that there were 
no Moorish remains hereabouts—and that 
there was something queer about this hunt 
for them.

The girl raised her head as if she felt 
some one near her and turned suddenly. 
Her brown hands flew to her breast. She 
rose from the seat and stood quite still, 
looking at him through the gate.

What incredible luck! He had found her 
again! Yet what could he say now that 
would not be rude or banal? She was hard­
ly a dozen yards away from him, and they 
stood, stock still, looking at each other just 
as they had done on the platform.

His voice came back to him. He took off 
his hat and advanced to the gate, and she 
came a few steps to meet him.

“ I hope, mademoiselle, that the money— 
that you lost none of it. I had so little 
time—the train was starting.”

“ Oh, no, monsieur, thanks to your kind­
ness.” She spoke slowly and timidly, hard­
ly above a whisper, and though she smiled a 
little with her lips, her eyes were grave, and 
she turned a half frightened glance over 

her shoulder. Through the dense verdure 
of the garden, beyond a clump of lofty bam­
boo, the chimneys of a house and a scrap 
of red tilted roof appeared.

Could he ask her to open the gate? He 
could not leave now, without finding out 
more about her, without talking to her a few 
minutes longer. He was sure that she want­
ed him to stay, but could see that she was 
frightened. He remembered the conven­
tions with which girls like her wrere hedged 
about in France, but he knew, too, that the 
very oppression of these barriers made them 
the more eager to break them down if they 
only dared.

“ I am walking down to Monte Carlo, 
mademoiselle,” he said stumblingly, “ and I 
saw—your well, through the gateway.”

She was about to answer when she caught 
herself. One did not carry on conversa­
tions with a strange man—even on the other 
side of an iron gate. Yet she wanted to 
with all her starved, unhappy little heart. 
She had never seen any one like him before. 
The men she had met—her father’s friends 
—were of a different sort, and she knew 
now, looking at Jimmy, that they were of 
the wrong sort. Something was happening 
to her, just as it was happening to the 
man outside the gate, whose eyes were hold­
ing hers.

He was an American or an Englishman— 
an American, she guessed—though her 
knowledge of foreigners was pitifully small. 
Why should she not talk to this wonderful 
man, who, she was sure, had hunted for her 
and found her in her garden? What harm 
could there be in this handsome, blond for­
eigner with the honest gray eyes, this splen­
did man beside whom the men she knew 
were ridiculous? It would give her some­
thing to think of to-night, while she lis­
tened to the vapid compliments of Pucelli.

She thought quickly. Her father would 
not return until dinner time—not then, if 
his luck held. He could play long on twelve 
hundred francs, for he staked more care­
fully now. Baptiste, the butler, was on 
the other side of the house and seldom 
came into the garden anyhow.

What was it he had said? He had no­
ticed the well through the gate? Her Latin 
sense of propriety was strong, but her Latin 



coquetry lay very dose beneath the sur­
face. So he had stopped to look at the well, 
had he? This American must leam that 
you do not look into a girl’s eyes in Prov­
ence—and talk of other things!

She crossed the open space to the gate 
and smiled.

“ The well, monsieur?” she said, and he 
caught the shade of coldness, the suspicion 
of disappointment, in her tone.

He hurried on. “ I mean—I saw you sit­
ting by the well—and it seemed—so—-so 
Odd to see you again—so soon.”

There was a little pause.
Why were you walking down, mon­

sieur?” she asked. Could she not even 
tempt this man to tell the truth?

“ I felt that I must take a little exercise, 
mademoiselle.” His courage was ebbing 
away rapidly. “ Then I saw your well— 
and—”

She seemed to make up her mind quickly. 
Advancing to the gate she swung it open. 
“ "Will you not enter, monsieur, and see— 
the well to better advantage?”

He came into the garden and looked 
about him. It was unkempt and ill kept. 
The paths were thick with weeds and al­
most obliterated, and the shrubbery was 
thick as a jungle from lack of care. What 
had once been formal beds of flowers were 
now only straggling oblongs of rank vegeta­
tion. Perhaps it was, for its uncared for 
wildness, the more beautiful and appealing, 
but still it was a garden forgotten, a neg­
lected paradise.

She caught his glance taking in the de­
cay about him.

“ You will excuse our garden, monsieur,” 
she said, seating herself again on the edge 
of the well, and motioning him to a place 
beside her. “ It is not like the gardens 
you have expected at Monte Carlo. My 
father ”—oh, he thought, she has a father! 
—“ does not interest himself in it any 
longer. He is—so busy now.”

Jimmy turned to find her eyes again on 
his. He looked deep into them as he an­
swered:
. “It is the most beautiful garden I have 
fever seen in my whole life,” he said with 
Conviction, but all he saw, as he said it, 
were the little flecks of golden light, which 

he was discovering for the first time in those 
eyes.

“ Monsieur is a connoisseur of—gardens, 
as he is of wells?”

“ No. This is the first time I have ever 
taken much notice of a garden,” he replied 
still gazing straight into her eyes.

She rose hastily and stepped a little away 
from him. Perhaps she was repenting of 
her own steps into forbidden territory.

“ I am afraid I cannot show you more 
of the garden to-day.” She added the sin­
gle word almost in a whisper.

He heard the half promise in it, but it 
was not enough. He could not risk the 
possibility of losing her now.

“ Mademoiselle, let me stay a moment 
longer.” He was in a panic lest she should 
dismiss him and did not know quite how 
to say what he must say. “ I want to tell 
you something about this well. I did speak 
of it just now because of something I saw 
in the newspaper this morning.”

She turned a puzzled glance upon him. 
“ About our well?” she asked.

He had not forgoten the pawnshop. Then 
her simple dress and the regal way in which 
she bore herself, the neglected garden and 
the thought of what it once must have 
been, made him feel sure that the fortunes 
of the family were not above welcoming 
this offer in the paper.

Another thought came to him. Trench 
had been suspicious of the advertisement; 
had felt that there was something not quite 
straight about it. Yes, she had better know 
of it.

“ Perhaps it is about your well, mademoi­
selle. Do you know if there are any other 
remains of Moorish times in this region?”

“ I think not. My father says he knows 
of nothing but this well. But tell me quick­
ly, I pray, what was in the paper?”

He was striving to recall the dimly re­
membered notice that Trench had read to 
him.

“ Well, some on? w|ip signs himself 
‘ S. N.’ is advqr^ing innthe Eclaireur de 
Nice for Moorish remains such as tiling 
and iron-work. He mentions wells. He 
wants to buy them—says he is a collector. 
The man I am staying with says it sounds 
wrong, somehow—that no one would col­



lect things like that. They are for the 
state, for museums. He thought there was 
nothing of the kind on the Riviera. Then 
when I saw this well—I wondered—”

“ What, monsieur?”
“ Whether you would not like to know 

about him. He seems willing to pay—”
She stopped him with a gesture.
“ Forgive me,” he begged. “ I should 

know, of course, that you would not—I 
have been rude.”

“ Oh, please, monsieur,” she cried. “ I 
am not thinking of that. I am thinking of 
something else, rather curious—and a little 
frightening.” She was silent for a moment, 
her brows drawn together in thought. Sud­
denly she turned to him. She was no longer 
the timid girl he had seen through the gate. 
Her mood of coquetry, too, of a few mo­
ments ago, had passed.

“ Monsieur, you have already been very 
kind to me once this afternoon. Perhaps 
what you have just told me may be very 
important, and if so, I am twice indebted 
to you. I may be imaginative—what I 
am thinking may be fantastic, too fantastic 
for words, but—queer things are popping 
into my head. I am going to tell you some­
thing—confide in you, and then add to my 
debt by asking you to find out for me who 
this man is who wants—wells.”

“ Why, of course I will.”
The words tumbled out eagerly. She was 

asking him to do something for her! He 
would see her again! He did not know that 
he was beaming like a pleased child, that 
he had never looked so happy—or so hand­
some—before. But she saw it.

“ That will not be hard,” he went on. 
“ I can find out. I’m sure I can.”

“ Oh, if you can, I will be so thankful. 
But now you must listen to me, so that you 
will understand. We are in the twentieth 
century when things such as the thing I 
am going to tell you about do not happen, 
but you must forget that or you will think 
that I am just a silly girl. I am troubled 
over that notice in the paper and a little 
excited.” She pointed to the well. “ This 
was dug hundreds and hundreds of years 
ago and this coping and iron-work were put 
here then. They were Saracens—pirates, 
and stayed on here long after the rest of 

France was cleared of them. Finally there 
was a sort of crusade and an army of the 
King of Provence drove them out. Just 
here at La Turbie was where the battle 
was fought and father says that our villa 
and garden are on the site of the fortress 
of the Saracen chief. We are very proud 
of living here because our ancestor was 
the captain who finally drove them away. 
He killed their leader himself. The 
Moor’s sword is in the palace museum in 
Monaco now. You see—the prince is our 
relation,” she added a little proudly.

“ The prince?”
“ The Prince of Monaco, monsieur. We 

are all Grimaldis. Our ancestor was given 
this coast by John of Provence as a re­
ward.”

“ Oh,” said Jimmy, blankly. Then his 
face fell.

“ But you’re not—not a princess, are 
you?”

“ Oh, no, monsieur,” she said hastily, and, 
it seemed to him, a little reassuringly.

“ Now I must ask you not to think that 
I am too imaginative. There is a story 
in our family that the Moor left behind 
him—hidden here on the site of this garden 
—some wonderful jewels. We do not know 
what they were, but the tradition is that 
they were of extraordinary value—emer­
alds, father thinks. We have never serious­
ly looked for them for the story is onlj. 
a legend after all, but I—I suppose I am 
romantic—I feel that it is true. My grand 
father told me that he thought they were in 
this well and I have always believed that 
in my heart.”

“In the well!” thought Jimmy. What 
a romance this was, into which he was 
tumbling! Jewels in a well—on a moun­
tain top in France! And this glorious 
woman sitting beside him and telling him 
of it!

“ I have always loved this well, and 
perhaps I have sat here and dreamed for 
so many hours on end that I have finished 
by convincing myself that this dream is 
really true. And the inscription—would 
you like to know what it says?”

She pointed to the characters on the side 
of the well.

“ ‘ The tears of the Peri are sweeter than 



drops of water from a pure well,’ ” she read. 
“ That is what it means. Is it not beauti­
ful? The tears of the Peri!”

She said nothing for a moment or two 
and Jimmy waited for her to begin again, 
his bewildered brain grappling with the 
situation—with the fact that it was really 
he to whom this was happening.

“ Eh blen, monsieur, those have been my 
dreams and now you come with this story 
of some one who is hunting for a Moorish 
well. I know this is the only one this side 
of Spain, and few people, I am sure, know 
of this one. Why does he want it, and who 
is he? Do you not see that it makes me 
more sure than ever that I was right? 
Some one knows about the jewels and is 
trying to find them. We do think that 
some one in Morocco somewhere, some 
Arab, some descendant perhaps of the man 
who hid them, knows the story, because 
years ago, in my grandfather’s life-time, 
two Arabs were shot trying to enter the 
garden. Is it not all very suspicious, 
monsieur? Now this man is trying, but he 
does not seem to know exactly where to 
look.”

She broke off for a moment and looked 
at him questioningly as if seeking to see 
whether he -were laughing at her.

“ That is what I think,” she said res­
olutely. “ Is it too absurd? I have 
dreamed all my life of finding them. If 
I can find out who this man is it may prove 
that I am right. And, oh, monsieur,” she 
leaned toward him and stretched out her 
clasped hands, her lips trembling, “ you 
cannot conceive what it would mean to us 
—to me especially—to find them!”

She averted her face for a moment and 
was silent, as if ashamed of her outburst. 
Then die stood up and faced him bravely.

“ It is best that one should be frank. 
Already I have gone beyond the bounds 
in talking to you at all—you know that, 
I am sure—and in telling you this story. 
But I have dared to ask you to help me 
because I need help so much, and because 
I trust you. You should know why you 
are helping me.”

“ Please, mademoisellehe broke in up­
on her, eager to do what she asked of him, 
just because she asked it, without reason, 

without explanation. “ Please, I have no 
right to know, perhaps. I will do whatever 
you say.

“ Yes, you must know—the trouble that 
has come to me. My father is—terribly 
in debt to a man—his friend—the Marquis 
de Pucelli. Father has not been fortunate 
in his—investments, and Pucelli has ad­
vanced to him so many thousands of francs 
that he cannot possibly repay them.” 
There was another short silence. “ The 
awful thing—which touches me—is that 
Pucelli says he is in love with me, and my 
father has given his consent—we are af­
fianced. Poor father! It is not his fault, 
he does not know how I loathe—” her voice 
broke—“ Oh, do you see why I must—he 
will not have to repay the money if I marry 
this man, and he is my father and he is 
very proud and very miserable. So I pre­
tend—”

She broke off suddenly, and stood like 
a statue before hm, her face turned a little 
away, her hands limp at her sides, the 
tears creeping from between closed lids and 
running over her cheeks.

Jimmy stepped toward her, his face flam­
ing and his blood hammering in his ears. 
He loved her. Now he was sure of it. And 
he hated this beast of a Pucelli—hated, 
really hated for the first time in his quiet, 
prosaic life. He felt exalted and he felt 
ashamed of his sex. In the emotional 
heights to which he had mounted, he al­
most forgot that he wanted this girl, this 
incredibly beautiful thing, for himself.

“ Listen,” he said standing before her 
with fists clenched. “Look at me!”

She raised her eyes in wonder at his 
tone.

“ I’ll find out what you want,” he said 
crisply, “ but that isn’t all. This is a 
damnable shame. It’s unbelieveable. It 
isn’t going to happen. Do you hear? 
Whatever happens you’re not going to do 
that. You’re not jgoing to marry him!”

She was looking 'straight at him now.
“ What are you going to do?” she whis­

pered.
He did not answer, but took the hand she 

had thrust out to him, bent low over it 
and kissed it. You have made progress 
sincd* this morning, Jimmy Peyton, as 



Madame Dulac prophesied. You have 
kissed a woman’s hand for the second time 
to-day, but you have lost your clumsiness. 
This girl does not detect anything awkward 
or unaccustomed in your act, and she knows 
that your heart spoke and not just your 
lips, for she pulls her hand away quickly 
and holds it to her breast.

“ I’ll come to-morrow morning early, to 
tell you what I find out. Can you be in 
the garden—at nine?”

“ Yes,” she breathed.
She walked by his side to the gate and 

stood there looking up at him.
“ Good-by,” Jimmy said. He stepped 

through the gate and pulled it shut.
“ Au revoir, until to-morrow.”
“ Oh,” he turned swiftly. “ My name is 

James Peyton.”
“ Our name is Grimaldi,” said the girl. 

“ Comte Hector de Grimaldi is my father.” 
There was a second’s pause. “I am 
Giselle,” she added more softly.

“ Good-by—Giselle,” he whispered. He 
turned to the road and strode off down the 
hill.

IV.

When Jimmy arrived at the hotel, he 
hastened up to their rooms and found 
Trench bent over his desk.

Trench turned a puzzled eye upon him.
“ Where have you been? What’s up? 

You look as if you had—”
“ I was detained,” answered Jimmy 

tersely. “ I only walked a little way and 
then I took the funicular. Get up. You’re 
coming down to interview the manager with 
me. Snap out of it!”

“ My good James, it’s six o’clock, and 
you’d better sit down and rest before din­
ner. You arrive looking as if you’d 
broken the bank—”

Jimmy handed him his hat and propelled 
him toward the door.

“ I’ll tell you on the way,” he said 
briefly. Trench was hustled into the ele­
vator, pulled out again, and steered through 
the lobby toward the desk, before he was 
vouchsafed a word more.

“ You’re to ask for the manager of the 
hotel, tell him you’re the American consul 
at Nice—”

“ He knows me,” interposed Trench.
“ Fine—and ask him for the full name 

of the person registered in this hotel, who 
has the initials S. N. He would probably 
tell me politely to go to the devil, but you 
can do it.”

Trench registered intelligence.
“ S. N.” he stammered excitedly. “ Why, 

that’s the man who advertised—”
“ For Moorish remains, particularly 

wells. Exactly. I’ve found a tiled well. 
The well, in fact.”

“ You’ve found a Moorish well?” Trench 
gazed at him awe struck. “ Good Lord, 
I’ve been over this ground a hundred times 
and you unearth Saracen remains in a few 
—tell me, did you notice the enamel? Did 
it appear to have been applied in the 
Cloisonne manner, like the Toledo tiles, or 
could you detect the use of an engobe, as 
in the Alcazar type?

Jimmy waited patiently.
“ When you’re quite through, we’ll start. 

No, dammit, I didn’t notice the enamel. 
This is business, not archaeology. You find 
out who this S. N. bird is, and we may 
find out a lot of other things you don’t ex­
pect.”

Monsieur Mallet, the smiling, frock- 
coated director, to whose sanctum Trench’s 
card had paved a way, proved amenable. 
He acknowledged Monsieur le Consul’s in­
troduction of Monsieur Peyton with marked 
respect and treated Monsieur le Consul’s 
question as one containing, perhaps, the 
germ of a mystery of great diplomatic 
moment. With many bows he excused him­
self to confer with his colleague.

He returned almost immediately.
“ There is a person—a gentleman—who 

descends at our hotel only yesterday, with 
the initials you mention, Monsieur le Con­
sul.”

“ What is his name,” said Jimmy.
“ He is Monsieur Salih Nasar—a Mo­

hammedan gentleman, I gather. His domi­
cile is given as Tangier.”

Jimmy leaned back in his chair. >
“ Ah,” he murmured with a faint smile 

of satisfaction. “ Quite so.”
“ A thousand thanks, monsieur,” Trench 

said. He bowed. Monsieur Mallet bowed.
“ If Monsieur le Consul desires any 



further information, or the aid of myself 
and my staff, now or later, it will be my 
profound pleasure to serve him—discreetly, 
it goes without saying.”

Trench glanced at his friend, then turned 
to Monsieur Mallet. “ Monsieur Peyton 
may perhaps avail himself of your kind 
offer.”

“ But, perfectly, monsieur,” murmured 
Mallet, turning an expectant face upon his 
other questioner.

Jimmy considered a moment.
“ Is this gentleman alone?”
“ He arrived alone, and we had not 

hitherto had the pleasure of his acquaint­
ance, but my colleague informs me that he 
lunched here yesterday with another gentle­
man who is well known to us—the Mar­
quis de Pucelli.”

Jimmy jumped to his feet. No longer 
was he the polite if slightly impatient 
listener.

“ Pucelli!” he shot at Monsieur Mallet. 
“ Who is Pucelli? Is there more than one 
here in Monte Carlo?”

The director smiled imperturbably.
“ I believe Monsieur le Marquis is the 

only one.”
“ Forgive my abruptness, Monsieur Mal­

let.” Jimmy seated himself again. “ Could 
you, without embarrassment, tell me some­
thing of him?”

Trench came to life and played up.
“ Monsieur Peyton is in my confidence,” 

he said. “ You may feel quite safe in speak­
ing as freely to him as to me.”

Mallet reflected a moment before he 
spoke.

“ The marquis is a well known figure in 
Monte Carlo. He is a young Italian, a 
bachelor, has a charming villa at Cap Mar­
tin, and is, I believe, enormously wealthy. 
I might add, monsieur, as we are, 
so to speak, discussing this in camera,” 
—he looked at Trench, who nodded, 
answering the unspoken question with a 
movement of his hand—“ that it is not the 
climate nor the—ah—natural beauties of 
Monte Carlo which commend themselves 
to him. Monsieur le Marquis is a student 
of mankind, or rather of the more interest­
ing half of mankind, and his manner of in­
dulging his—shall we say, hobbies—is not 

such as makes him always a desirable 
guest.”

“Damn him!” muttered Jimmy between 
his teeth. Then again to Mallet:

“ Did your guest and Pucelli seem to be 
only chance acquaintances?”

“Ah! no, monsieur. They met in the 
lobby and greeted each other as old friends. 
Monsieur le Marquis is oriental in many of 
his tastes and has been much in Tangier 
and Algiers. Doubtless they had met some­
where—over there.”

Jimmy thought for a moment, then rose.
“ Is this Salih Nasar in the hotel at pres­

ent, do you happen to know?”
“ He has been here all day, monsieur, but 

I learn that a few moments ago a lady 
called to see him in regard to some adver­
tisement he had published.” Jimmy and 
Trench exchanged glances. “ I think they 
left the hotel together. The lady was an­
nounced as Mme. Dulac.”

“ Dulac, monsieur?” Jimmy’s face be­
trayed the liveliest interest. “ I know a 
Mme. Dulac. Did you see the lady?”

Mallet was apologetic. ‘ I did not see 
the lady. I regret, monsieur.”

Trench turned a blank, mystified face 
upon his friend. Who were these people 
Jimmy seemed to know so well? He seemed 
to be of no further use in the inquiry, 
which had apparently been taken out of 
his hands.

But Jimmy had no more questions. They 
both rose and bowed to the little man.

“ We are infinitely grateful to you, M. 
Mallet, for your frankness,” said Trench. 
“You may be sure that all you say is re­
ceived quite officially. I need not apologize, 
I presume, for neglecting to acquaint you 
with my reasons for conducting this in­
quiry?”

It was delivered in Trench’s best con­
sular manner, and no one would have 
guessed that he had not the remotest idea 
what it was all about.

They bowed themselves out of the office, 
and entered the"'lounge. This time it was 
Trench who took the initiative. He seized 
his friend by the arm and turned him 
around.

“ Now, young fella-me-lad,” he said “ it’s 
my turn. You don’t seem to have lost any 



time in getting into the picture here, and I 
want to know—”

“ Lord, man, don’t talk now,” Jimmy ex­
claimed impatiently. “ We must find that 
man and see what Mme. Dulac has to do 
with it. They may be around here now.”

“ They’ll be here fifteen minutes from 
now, too.” Trench’s manner had become 
decisive. “ Before I let you get into any­
thing more I want to know just what you’ve 
been up to.”

He steered Jimmy to a settee in the cor­
ner and planted himself beside him.

“ Remember that I’m not authorized to 
use my official postion sleuthing for irre­
sponsible tourists without knowing where I 
stand. I’ve taken my eyes off you for two 
hours and you’ve turned up with a well that 
no one ever heard of, a mysterious gentle­
man from Tangier, a clearly expressed dis­
like for a rounder named Pucelli, and a 
Mme. Something-or-other whom you picked 
up Lord knows where.” He eyed Jimmy 
accusingly. “ What have you been doing?”

Jimmy looked at him long and closely, 
closed his eyes for a moment, and decided 
to tell him the whole amazing story.

“ Well, Charlie—-I met—that girl.”
“Oh, Lord!” sighed Trench hopelessly. 

“ I shouldn’t have left you. How did you 
meet her?”

“ Oh, I called on her.”
“ I suppose you found her house and sent 

in word that Mr. James Peyton, of New 
Haven, would be glad of an opportunity to 
exhibit some new variety of boorishness.”

“ No, I met her in her garden and—we 
got to talking.”

“ How in Heaven’s name did you get into 
the garden?”

“ She asked me in.”
“ She let you in?”
“ Oh, yes. She seemed glad to see me.”
“ She must have been, after your per­

formance at the station. Did you crawl 
around on your hands and knees for her 
again?”

“ No. We sat most of the time and 
talked. Sat on a well.”

“Ah!” said Trench, brightening. “So 
that’s where the well is? And Mme. Dulac, 
was it? Where did you pick her up?”

“ Oh, she’s jusjt a very charming woman 

—a trifle old, perhaps—who’s supposed to 
be my wife—at least, until I get orders to 
the contrary?”

“ Supposed to be your wife?” Trench 
shouted. He groaned and slumped back 
into his chair. “ Why did I get you to 
come here? I can’t be responsible. One 
thing more, where did you meet Pucelli? 
Was he sitting on the well, too, or did you 
break into his garden later on, when you 
had grown tired of annoying unprotected 
women?”

“ I don’t know him at all,” returned Jim­
my, his face hardening, “ but he’s going to 
know who I am before we’re through with 
this thing!”

He had dropped his joking tone, and his 
manner was grave.

“ Now, Charlie, you listen and keep lis­
tening. Don’t preach until I finish.”

Slowly and diffidently at first, but gather­
ing sureness as he proceeded he told Trench 
the whole story of his meeting with Mme. 
Dulac and of his visit to the garden at La 
Turbie. At least, he told as much as it was 
meant for Trench to hear. He gave him all 
the essential facts, though there were cer­
tain phases of his recent education in wells 
—and gardens—which were painted with a 
sparing brush.

“ And so,” he concluded, “ the man is an 
Arab or something, after all. I guess that 
gives us enough to go on, doesn’t it? It 
makes, the story reasonable at least.”

He looked at his friend for encourage­
ment.

“ Yes,” Trench answered slowly. “ It 
certainly is enough to go on.”

He had been quite converted and forgot 
that he was intending to lecture Jimmy. 
He had listened without a word, but he 
had been thinking deeply. It did look as 
if they had stumbled upon something.

Jimmy was speaking again.
“ If the jewels, or whatever they are, are 

there, they must be found quickly, for it 
looks as if this chap knows how they are 
hidden, even if he doesn’t know yet just 
where the place is. As I told you I’m going 
to see her—Mlle. Grimaldi—to-morrow 
morning. I’ll tell her, of course, to start 
hunting at once, for there’s no telling just 
how soon this Salih man will find out things 



for himself. There must be a lot of people 
—friends of the family—who know of the 
well—and might answer the advertisement. 
And Mme. Dulac—what does she want to 
see him about?”

He paused a minute and his frown be­
came deeper.

“ Just one thing troubles me. The girl 
will want to tell her father about it. Some­
how, I don’t like to see him getting these 
jewels—if there are any. The fact that he’s 
doing this beastly thing—marrying her to 
that swine—and the pawnshop, and every­
thing else. He may be just the kind who 
would pawn them and leave things as they 
are.”

I feel just as you do,” said Trench. 
“ Tell this girl what you’ve found out, help 
her to make a search, if possible, but try 
to persuade her not to tell any one else for 
a while. If she finds anything it will be 
time enough to decide about her father. 
He sounds like a bad egg. anyhow. The 
important thing is to keep this Salih person 
off the track, or beat him to it.”

He looked at Jimmy keenly, quizzically 
as he continued:

“ It doesn’t sound as if you’d have any 
insuperable difficulty persuading her not to 
tell her father. She has told you the family 
secrets. She has discussed her finance with 
you. She may have wept on your shoulder! 
I wouldn't be surprised at anything now. 
If you can get a French jetine fille of good 
family to do that in an hour without an 
introduction, I’ll say that the art of per­
suading was in its infancy until you arrived. 
I’m all through lecturing you, my boy. I 
can only admire you! ”

He saw that Jimmy was not receiving this 
sort of raillery with particularly good grace, 
and dropped his bantering tone.

“ Well, old man. that’s all of that. I’m 
with you in anything you want me for, 
that’s not against the peace and dignity of 
the State Department or the sovereign Prin­
cipality of Monaco.”

Jimmy stood up and reached for his hat.
“ You’re a brick, Charlie. We’re going 

to see some fun. I suppose the next step is 
to flush our birds. Maybe they’re still to­
gether. Let’s try the Casino, have a general 
look around, and then get some dinner. I’d 

give a good deal to have a squint at this 
Tangier gentleman, and my quasi-wife.”

V.

The lady known to the elderly gentleman 
with the rosette of the Legion of Honor as 
Mme. Robert, and who had given to Jim­
my the name of Mme. Dulac, had lunched 
alone in her room in the Victoria. The 
charming American who had made it pos­
sible for her to be here at all had seen to 
it that her trunk was sent, and after un­
packing she had spent almost the whole 
afternoon sitting at her window, chin in 
hand, looking out over the tops of the mi­
mosas in the hotel garden, thinking and 
wondering and planning. Only once had 
she moved. She had gone to her desk and 
written, one after the other, many drafts of 
a letter, tearing each one up and throwing 
it away as soon as it was written. It was 
a very difficult letter, indeed, and it seemed 
that she could compose nothing to her satis­
faction.

Finally, late in the afternoon, when the 
sun, disappearing behind the rocky mass of 
the Tete du Chien, had left her window in 
shadow, she rose from her chair. She turned 
on the lamp of the writing desk, seated her­
self and picked up the newspaper that had 
come up with her luncheon tray. For a 
few moments she read listlessly—the ar­
rivals, the notices of opera and concert in 
the Casino, the Paris news—when suddenly 
her wandering attention seemed to focus it­
self upon something which absorbed her. 
She read the article through and laid down 
the paper, her forehead wrinkled in thought. 
Then she turned again to the page where 
the astonishing words were printed—aston­
ishing to her, who was sure that she could 
read their real meaning between the lines. 
She went through it again with a little 
frown, word by word, slowly and thought­
fully. When she had finished she lay back 
in her chair and closed her eyes.

She seemed to make up her mind sud­
denly, for after a moment she rose quickly 
and hurriedly dressed for the street. She 
chose her hat and gown with meticulous 
care, however. This interview was too im­
portant. She must make an impression on

2 A 



this gentleman before she could hope to suc­
ceed in the startling plan which had flashed 
across her mind.

With a final glance in the mirror and a 
last deft, hurried adjustment of veil and 
hat, she left the room. A few minutes 
later she presented herself at the reception 
desk of the Hotel de Paris.

“ Will you be good enough to inform 
your guest who advertises in the Eclaireitr 
de Nice under the initials ‘ S. N.’ that Mme. 
Dulac is here—in reference to the advertise­
ment?”

“ Bien, madame. If madame will take 
the trouble to be seated in the blue salon. I 
will make inquiries.”

She went into the little empty room to 
wait, taking a chair across from the door, 
watching to see what manner of man this 
“ S. N.” would prove to be. She should 
not have come, that went without saying. 
Her success lay in playing a lone hand-— 
in remaining unknown, in keeping herself 
strictly to the one big thing at stake. Yet 
the significance of the notice in the paper 
had been too obvious, and she had realized 
that in it lay possibilities which might mean 
for her the success of her scheme. For she 
knew where the well wras which S. N. was 
seeking, and in the illuminating moment 
when she had read the few words in the 
paper she had been certain of his motive. 
Her plan, for which she had dared to come 
to Monte Carlo, required great luck and 
great tact—or it required money. How 
much she did not know, but certainly more 
than she had. Here perhaps was the means 
of getting it.

She rose and paced up and down the little 
room. Had she done right to mix in this 
new affair? Was it too dangerous? The 
thought came to her suddenly that perhaps 
it was a trick of the Surete. Then she real­
ized that the newspaper had been printed 
before she arrived.

Just then some one parted the curtains 
and came into the room. The turned and 
saw a plump little man in the red fez and 
ceremonial frock coat of the Turk in Euro­
pean dress. A pleasant little man at first 
glance, bearded, swarthy, with slightly pro­
truding, lustrous, Semitic eyes smiling be­
hind thick lensed spectacles. Then sudden­

ly she disliked him. His eyes were sharp, 
not smiling—too sharp to be honest.

The little man bowed.
I have the honor to address Mme. Du­

lac? Will madame be seated? I am Salih 
Nasar.”

She acknowledged his bow and seated 
herself in the chair by the window.

“ Madame, has done me the honor of call­
ing, I am told, in answer to my reclame this 
morning?”

Yes, monsieur.”
“ I assume, then, that madame is in pos­

session of Saracen antiquities of which she 
would be willing to dispose?”

“ No, monsieur, I am not precisely pos­
sessed of such things myself.”

Ah, perhaps it is that madame suggests 
her services as intermediaire between my­
self and the owner? In which case, it goes 
without saying, a certain honorarium for 
madame will be quite agreeable to me.”

" Again, no, monsieur," the lady smiled. 
“ I do not propose myself as an agent of 
any one. I perceive in the paper that mon­
sieur makes a collection of Saracen antiqui­
ties, and mentions particularly tiled well 
heads. It happens that I know of such a 
well of undoubted authenticity, and it oc­
curs to me that you might be willing to pur­
chase from me the information as to its 
location and its owner, in order to make it 
possible for you to purchase the thing 
itself.”

Salih Nasar peered at her through his 
spectacles and said, after an imperceptible 
pause:

“ Madame is a woman of acumen. Such 
information would be worth something to 
me—provided, of course, that I find that 
the thing itself is authentic.”

“ You can convince yourself of that, 
monsieur, and I will add two things. First, 
you will probably not find it except with 
my aid, and second, it is unique in this 
region. You are searching in a strangely 
barren field, monsieur, for a collector of 
Moorish remains,” she added significantly.

She paused a moment and her eyes never 
left his face.

“ And what would you consider a reason­
able—honorarium for this information?”

“ I am most anxious to secure good speci­



mens, madams. Your information would 
be worth five thousand francs.”

She smiled, an ingenuous, disarming little 
smile, spreading out her hands in a gesture 
of regret.

“ Ah, monsieur, I fear we do not under- 
derstand each other. Is not the figure you 
mention a little low—under the circum­
stances?”

“ The circumstances?” he repeated polite­
ly, raising his eyebrows.

“ Yes, monsieur, I am sure that we need 
not talk, at cross purposes. The well, as I 
feel sure you know, is a most unusual one. 
Even though it must have long since dried 
up, its possibilities are still enormous, are 
they not?” She still smiled straight into 
his eyes as she went on, “ If it can no 
longer give you water, it might still yield 
something that would sparkle quite as 
brightly.”

Salih’s motionless features still held their 
expression of polite attention and not the 
flicker of an eye or the tiniest movement 
of a muscle betrayed the fact that he was 
fairly choking with surprise and disappoint­
ment.

• “ Possibly, madams” he replied quietly.
“ Therefore, I feel,” she continued, “ that 

a more just measure of the worth to you 
of this information would be fifty thousand 
francs.” Her eyes left his face. “ Suppose 
we say twenty-five thousand francs when 
you have seen the well and judged of its 
authenticity, and the remainder when you 
have determined that—it has not really run 
dry?”

He looked at her closely, a little spark 
of something like admiration appearing in 
his apathetic eyes. There was a silence 
while each measured the other. Finally he 
nodded slowly.

“ The figure is quite satisfactory, 
madame.”

VI.

After Jimmy’s recital was finished, the 
two men had risen and were strolling 
through the lounge toward the revolving 
doors of the main entrance when Jimmy 
grasped the other’s arm.

“ Charlie,” he whispered, “ they’re in 
there!”

“ Where?”
“ In that little room, over by the window, 

talking. Lord, I’d give anything to know 
what they’re saying.”

“ Hold on,” replied Trench hurriedly, 
“ there’s a terrace on that side of the hotel 
that ought to run directly under those win­
dows. There’ll be no one there at this time 
and it’s pitch dark. Come on.”

Followed by Jimmy he made his way 
through the lounge, between the tables 
where the late tea drinkers still dallied, and 
out onto the terrace. He led the way 
around the corner of the hotel to the sea­
ward side. It was deserted now. They tip­
toed along until they came under a window 
of the salon, from which issued a low, con­
fused murmur of voices.

The voices were indistinct, as the music 
of the orchestra in the lounge overlaid all 
other sounds. But they could distinguish 
a man’s and a woman’s tones. They raised 
themselves on tiptoe until their heads came 
just under the window ledge, straining their 
ears to catch the words.

Suddenly the orchestra stopped. There 
■was a little burst of applause that rose and 
died away, and in the dead quiet which fol­
lowed, the voices above their heads came 
clear and distinct.

And this is what they heard:
“ It is agreed then, monsieur. You will 

call for me at my hotel at noon and I will 
take you there. You will be able without 
even entering the garden to convince your­
self that the well is genuine. That is all 
I can do for you. And I hope, monsieur, 
that it will be productive.”

The man’s voice answered.
“ Ah, madame, I do not ask how you 

come by your knowledge or what is your 
motive in selling it to me. You can be 
very sure, nevertheless, that you may be 
putting right something that for centuries 
has been very wrong. What I am seeking 
came from India, ages ago, to Egypt. From 
Egypt, they were stolen and fell into the 
hands of those who had no right to them. 
They went to Genoa, and then my people 
took them again, from a ship, and brought 
them here. Here they have been lost for 
nine centuries and more. The Tears of the 
Peri have made many journeys, but now 



they are coming back at last to their right­
ful owners. You are not of my faith, 
madams, but you are just, I know, and you 
may feel sure that I am only doing justice. 
The Tears of the Peri belong with my 
people.”

There was silence for a moment and then 
the sound of other voices in the room, in­
vading the privacy which Mme. Dulac and 
her companion had enjoyed. The shadows 
of the newcomers showed against the oblong 
of light thrown on the terrace as they 
crossed the room. Stepping back warily to 
the balustrade, Jimmy saw Mme. Dulac 
and the Moor move away from the window 
to the farther side of the room, out of any 
possible earshot.

He clutched Trench by the arm.
“ Did you hear that?” he hissed.
“ Yes,” Trench whispered back. “ So 

that’s your temporary wife! I hope she 
hasn’t given away the whole works to him 
yet.”

Apparently not. She’s going to take 
him to see it herself. But he’s given it 
away to me!” He was hoarse with excite­
ment. “ Did you hear what he called 
them?—the Tears of the Peri! Well, 
there’s an inscription on the side of that 
well, in the tiling—I didn’t tell you about 
that—something about ‘ The Tears of the 
Peri.’ Mlle, de Grimaldi told me the trans­
lation this afternoon. Don’t you see?” He 
shook Trench’s arm. “ Charlie,” he cried 
jubilantly, “ I am going to see what’s be­
hind those tiles to-morrow morning! ”

Trench was at last thoroughly infected 
with Jimmy’s excitement. He faced him 
in the darkness.

“ Jimmy, this is more fun than I’ve had 
since I’ve been in the service. I’ll bet we’re 
on the right track. Beat him to it!”

They made their way around the terrace 
again, glowing with excitement, and re­
entered the hotel. They were heading for 
a corner of the room which commanded a 
view of the entrance to the blue salon, when 
a little, elderly gentleman breezed through 
the revolving doors and advanced into the 
lounge. He saw the two Americans, and 
hastened toward them. Jimmy saw with a 
start that it was the gentleman who had 
interrogated Mme. Dulac at the station, 

and before whom he had acknowledged her 
as his wife.

The gentleman hurried up to them, 
beaming with pleasure.

“ Ah, my dear friend Trench! What a 
pleasure to see you again in Monte Carlo! 
And you, monsieur ”—he turned to Jimmy 
—“ I am happy to have the opportunity of 
seeing you once more. I am sure that, un­
der the pilotage of monsieur le consul, 
madame and yourself are finding your visit 
most pleasant.”

He was the last person in the world that 
either of them wanted to see.

Trench stammered a good evening and 
introduced Jimmy.

“ May I present my friend, M. Peyton? 
This is M. Boujassy, the Chef de la Surete 
of Monaco.”

The little man smiled.
“ M. Peyton and I have already met, 

though I had not the pleasure of knowing 
his name,” he replied warmly. “ As a mat­
ter of fact, it was he whom I came to see, 
and it is but an added pleasure, monsieur le 
consul, to find you. I fear that I was the 
cause of some annoyance to Mme. Peyton 
this morning upon her arrival, and I had 
hoped that monsieur would permit me to 
offer my sincerest apologies both to madame 
and to himself.”

He turned a friendly and confiding smile 
upon Trench.

“ Our duties are not always pleasant, as 
you know, and this morning, misled by a 
fancied resemblance which Mme. Peyton 
bore to a lady I was—requested to meet, 
I accosted her on the station platform.”

Trench mumbled something. He was 
very unhappy, and warm, and uncomfort­
able. He had known all along that this 
Dulac affair of Jimmy’s was a question of 
the Surete, but he had hardly anticipated 
the awful possibility of being dragged into 
it himself.

He looked sidewise at Jimmy, who was 
swallowing hard, but smiling, though smil­
ing wanly.

“ My dear sir,” Jimmy was saying, 
“ please do not apologize. I quite under­
stand that such mistakes must occur. We 
have already forgotten the incident.”

“ Monsieur is very kind.” Boujassy 



bowed again and added: “ Might I have 
the privilege of expressing my regrets to 
madame herself ”—he raised a deprecating 
hand—“ if, it goes without saying, it would 
not derange madame? I fancied I saw her 
enter the hotel not long ago.”

Trench’s world crumbled about him. He 
was caught in a trap. He would be dis­
missed from the service. A consul—and 
mixed up in an affair of this sort! Obstruc­
tion of justice! Deceiving a police officer 
of a foreign country! Lord, no, it was un­
thinkable! He must stop this thing before 
it went any further. Boujassy was evident­
ly suspicious, or he would not have come to 
the hotel. Therefore Jimmy must produce 
his wife, and that was impossible now.

He found his voice at last. “ I think that 
madame—”

Jimmy took h:s arm and squeezed it, 
unseen. He, too, scented the danger of 
excuses.

“ Exactly. I think that madame is 
awaiting us now in the salon with another 
friend, who is dining with us. She will be 
charmed to renew M. Boujassy’s acquaint­
ance, though I am quite sure that his apol­
ogies are unnecessary.”

Still holding Trench by the arm, Jimmy 
led the way to the blue salon, M. Boujassy 
trotting along beside them. He was really 
frightened by this time. This was more 
than an adventure. If he could only pro­
duce Mme. Dulac this man's suspicions 
would be quieted, but even assuming that 
she would rise to the occasion, how could he 
handle the Moor who had never laid eyes 
upon him in his life?

They entered the room. Mme. Dulac 
and Salih were still there. They looked 
around as the three men came through the 
door, and Mme. Dulac, who at first had 
noticed only Jimmy, smiled. Then she 
caught sight of the other two, and her heart 
gave a frightened leap and almost stopped. 
So, the game was up. She had failed. She 
could not believe that her charming Ameri­
can had betrayed her to the Surete, but they 
had found out somehow. She waited for the 
words which were coming.

Jimmy crossed the room to her side, the 
other two just behind him.

“ Well, my dear, here wre are at last,” 

he said gayly. “ Charlie was a little late, 
as usual. Shake hands with her,” he hissed 
into Trench’s ear. He turned to the Moor, 
who had risen in surprise, and looked him 
steadily in the eye for a fraction of a sec­
ond. “ Good Lord, I hope he plays up!” 
he thought. “ And my dear friend, how 
are you? Forgive me for not being down­
stairs to welcome you when you arrived. 
You remember Trench, do you not?”

Trench, caught in a net from which his 
waning courage showed him no way of es­
cape, left off pumping Mme. Dulac’s hand 
to bow to the Moor, who, stupefied and fu­
rious, but still wary, inclined his head 
gravely.

“ My dear,” continued Jimmy, “ may I 
present M. Boujassy, whom you remember 
seeing this morning? And this, M. Boujas­
sy, is my friend, Salih Nasar, of Tangier.”

Salih Nasar advanced a step and opened 
his mouth to speak. He had had enough 
of this undignified mummery.

But Jimmy forestalled him.
“ M. Boujassy, my dear ”—he addressed 

the lady, but his eyes were fixed upon the 
Moor—“ is the Chef de la Surete of the 
principality.”

Salih Nasar’s eyes narrowed almost im­
perceptibly, and he closed his mouth ab­
ruptly. He had changed his mind. He 
bowed deeply to M. Boujassy and answered 
that he was enchanted, which was very wide 
of the truth.

“ Madame will forgive me,” said Boujas­
sy, completely disarmed and with any faint 
lingering of suspicion banished by the pres­
ence of his friend Trench and by the charm­
ing manner of M. Peyton and his lovely 
wife—“ madame will forgive me, I am sure, 
for having intruded at this hour, when she 
is engaged with her friends; but, meeting 
monsieur and my old friend just now, I 
begged the honor of being presented to ma­
dame, to crave her pardon for the unfortu­
nate incident of this morning!”

“ But, monsieur ”—madame was all 
smiles and graciousness; she was playing 
up indeed—“ it is nothing. Truly your 
apologies embarrass me.”

“ Madame is too kind, and I can only say 
that I and my colleague regret the incident 
most deeply.”



He was very pleased with all the world. 
But how absurd he had been to suspect. 
They were friends of M. Trench. He 
beamed upon them all.

“ This has been a great pleasure, but I 
encroach upon your dinner hour. A thou­
sand pardons.” He bowed to each in turn. 
“ Bon soir, madame; bon soir, messieurs; 
au revoir, Trench. Drop in upon me some 
day.” He bustled out of the room, leaving 
the four standing in silence, looking at one 
another.

Jimmy took the floor again.
“ Is this your first visit to Monte Carlo, 

monsieur?” he inquired blandly of Salih.
“ Oui, monsieur.” The Moor was playing 

safe. Could these Americans—and one of 
them a consul—be of the Surete? It was 
incredible, but he was still wary.

“ Do you not find it delightful?”
“ Oui, monsieur.”
Jimmy turned to the others.
“ What a pity that M. Salih Nasar is 

here only on business and must return so 
soon! It would have been so pleasant! 
M. Boujassy, too, would have been enchant­
ed to see you again, I am sure, monsieur. 
In his delightful profession it is always 
such a pleasure to him to meet ”—he ac­
companied his words with a bow to Salih— 
“ accomplished amateurs like yourself.”

He smiled into the troubled eyes of Mme. 
Dulac, and sighed.

I know how hard it must be to tear 
one’s self away from Monte Carlo at this 
season. Our friend must unfortunately 
leave by the morning train to-morrow. I 
assume, of course ”—he transferred his 
genial smile to Salih, though his eyes were 
hard as steel—“ that your business here is 
finished?”

Salih was boiling inwardly with a rage 
that he could scarcely control—rage at this 
devil of an unbeliever who was tormenting 
him, who had found out his secret somehow, 
Surete or no Surete, and was baiting him 
with it. Could it be that he must give up, 
after coming so far and succeeding so well? 
But there was not the faintest suspicion in 
his face of the turmoil in his tortured brain 
as he answered, with a vast dignity: “ It is 
finished, monsieur.”

“ Then I will wish you bon voyage—a 

pleasant journey back to Tangier, monsieur. 
Good night.”

The look Jimmy bent upon Mme. Dulac 
was formal enough, but in it she thought 
she could read at least that he was not 
reproaching her. She could not guess what 
had been happening, but somehow she was 
crossing his trail, interfering in his plans. 
She realized, however, that he must know 
that she was not fighting him knowingly. 
He could not think so meanly of her as 
that.

“ Good night, madame,” he said. “ Shall 
we go, Trench?”

As he turned to leave she started to put 
out her hand to him instinctively, then drew 
it back, knowing that there was nothing to 
be said. She had cast in her lot with the 
other side.

Jimmy hesitated a moment, his eyes upon 
her face. Then, with the stupefied Trench 
at his side, he crossed the room and passed 
into the lounge.

Mme. Dulac sank back into her chair. A 
few moments ago she had seen success dan­
gling within her reach, unexpected, unbe­
lievable success. Now, in a moment, it 
was gone. Salih had been warned, though 
why she could not tell, and the chances of 
her winning the fifty thousand francs 
seemed very meager. Could M. Peyton 
have known that he -was ruining her only 
chance of happiness?

Salih had seated himself again and 
drawn out his cigarette case. Would ma­
dame smoke? She shook her head. Ma­
dame would permit? He selected a cigarette 
and replaced the case. Calm, imperturba­
ble, with the same impassive expression that 
he had worn ever since he had entered the 
room, and the maddening deliberation of 
one who cruelly draws out a moment of 
painful waiting, his hand traveled to the 
pocket of his waistcoat and drew out a tiny 
gold filigreed phial. He unscrewed the 
jeweled cap, and the scent of jasmine float­
ed for an instant between them as with a 
little rod of glass, attached to the cap, he 
slowly and painstakingly traced a line down 
the side of his cigarette. He closed the 
phial, replaced it, and lit the cigarette. He 
took a few contemplative puffs, looking be­
nevolently at Mme. Dulac. Then his eyes 



seemed to grow larger and took on a new 
and menacing expression.

“Madame, who were those people?” he 
said.

She faced him courageously.
“ Monsieur, I have never seen any of 

them in my life until this morning. The 
elderly gentleman and the young man who 
introduced us I saw for a few moments at 
the station this morning. M. Boujassy, if 
that is his name, accosted me, mistaking 
me for some one else. The other w’as there 
and witnessed the occurrence. The third 
man I have never seen in my life.”

She was thinking swiftly and clearly. In 
truth she was as much puzzled as her com­
panion, and she must not let him think, 
if she was to keep in his good graces, that 
she was in any way an accessory to the 
surprising scene that had just taken place. 
There was just a chance, after all, that 
everything was not spoiled.

“ As to who they really are,” she contin­
ued earnestly, “ or why they came here, I 
have not the remotest idea.”

She was speaking the very truth, and the 
sincerity in her words, which could not be 
doubted, apparently convinced him.

“ As to what it all means, madame, I 
can make a very shrewd guess—a guess in 
which you are in no way concerned.” He 
rose and looked down at her. “ Eh bien, 
it begins to look interesting—our—ven­
ture. My researches do not seem to meet 
with universal approval.”

She looked at him questioningly.
“ I will fulfill my part of the bargain, 

monsieur. I shall wait for you at noon at 
the Victoria. Will you come—or will you 
take the morning train?”

“ I keep my appointments, madame,” he 
replied gravely. He bent low over her 
hand. “ May I have the pleasure of con­
ducting madame to a cab?”

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK
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AW! SHUCKS!
J WISH I had a little house. 

One window, an’ one screen;
One house fly sittin’ on my sill, 

One vine, one lima bean!

One little weatherbeaten dog, 
Some mongrel with a heart;

To wag his stubby tail at me, 
An’ always take my part!

I’m sick of faithless human friends,
Of women, an’ of men;

I wish I had a little house. 
An’ one good layin’ hen!

Then I could eat my egg in peace,
Beside my friendly fly;

An’ cook the bean up for the dog;
Thus I would live an’ die!

Mabel Rains.



By MAX BRAND
Author of “ The Night Horseman,” “Black Jack,” “ The Seventh Man,’’ etc.

WHAT HAS OCCURRED IN PART 1

JOAN, eighteen-year-old beauty who believes herself to be the daughter of Buck Daniels, ranch­
man, has been zealously guarded by him against the world of young men. This night she 
hears the call of the wild geese flying to the north, and she is strangely stirred. Then the ripe 

moon rises, and Joan slips away from the ranch house, saddles a horse and sends him racing 
over the countryside. Afar, she hears the happy, silvery laughter of other girls and she follows 
this musical trail to the schoolhouse where a dance is in progress. Joan spies on the merrymakers 
until a glimpse of a tall, broad shouldered, bronzed youth causes a delicious panic in her untried 
heart. She is about to flee when he challenges her in the darkness, and she pauses to flirt delicately 
with him, sight unseen. When he demands her name, she remembers that Buck Daniels is a killer, 
and site fears for this strange man's life. Leaving to him only the memory of her voice as a 
dew to her identity, she rides away at full speed into the night and for the moment escapes pur­
suit. Interwoven with this shining promise of romance are the grim threads of tragedy wherein 
two innocent men perish at the hands of a pitiless cutthroat.

CHAPTER VIL
OUT OF SIGHT.

THERE was an excellent reason for 
that. Harry Gloster had heard her 
horse break out of the shrubbery 

and, running to the place, he was in time 
to see the bay gelding, glistening in the 
moonshine, darting away at full speed. 
Even with an equal start be knew that he 
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could not keep in touch with that fugitive. 
And through a strange country by night 
it was impossible to trace her.

Yet he was so excited that for a time 
reason had nothing to do with his actions. 
He ran a short distance on foot before he 
realized his folly. Then, standing for an­
other moment, he watched the horse fade 
into the moon-haze and knew that he had 
lost her indeed.



The sound of her voice and “ Que viva 
la rumba ” was all that he had by which 
to trail her. It would have been better 
to have had nothing at all. He tried the 
effect of cold-blooded argument as he 
turned and walked slowly back. In the 
first place, he had not seen her face. In 
the second place he knew nothing what­
ever about her. She might be a mere imp 
of the desert with sunfaded hair and 
freckles strewn across her nose.

But he found that impulse was break­
ing through reason again and again. He 
had heard only her voice, but it was a 
voice to dream of—low, sweet-toned, 
gentle—and all the freshness of girlhood 
was in it. She must be beautiful, he told 
'himself, with such a voice as that.

He was beginning to feel that an ugly 
fate had hold of him in this country. In 
the first place, there had been that singular 
meeting with a man whose eyes had such 
power that they had pierced through and 
through him and got quite at the heart of 
his story. He was fleeing for the Rio 
Grande and if he was caught the chances 
were considerably more than three out of 
four that he would be swung from the gal­
lows for having shortened the life of a 
fellow man.

Lee Haines had looked him through and 
through, and for that very reason he 
should have started south again as fast 
as a staggeringly weary horse could take 
him. But he had lingered until he was 
drawn into battle again, and in that fight 
he had made a mortal enemy of Joe. Joe 
Macarthur he had learned that the man’s 
name was, and Haines had understated the 
formidable character of the fellow.

Now, then, that one man had discovered 
that he was a fugitive and that another 
was on his trail to “get” him, certainly 
he had reasons enough for wishing to 
leave the town at a full gallop. But he 
had deliberately lingered, jogging only a 
mile or two south and then making a de­
tour.

Joe Macarthur would thunder south 
along the trail which a dozen people could 
point out to him. Let him go! Harry 
Gloster would start later and by a different 
route. For he had no desire to meet a man 

who was a professional in the use of a 
gun.

He himself could occasional!}7 hit a tar­
get—if it were large enough and he had 
time enough to aim with care, but this 
magic of swift drawing and murderous 
straight shooting combined was quite be­
yond him. Fighting for its own sake he 
loved with a passionate devotion.

But to face a gunman would be suicide. 
So he had lingered in the town until the 
dark, and then he started forth leisurely 
on a trail that ran south and west. So it 
■was that he came to the lighted school­
house. Twice he rode by it, and twice he 
turned and came back to listen to the gusts 
of young voices and to the bursts of the 
music. All common sense told him to be 
off and away. But it was a year since he 
had danced, and Harry Gloster was young.

So he went inside the school, but once 
inside he regretted his step more than ever. 
Something had died in him, so it seemed, 
during that last year. The music was flat; 
not a smile which his great size and his 
handsome face won for him penetrated his 
armor of indifference, and after he had 
spent fifteen minutes in the hall he got 
up and left. He was on his way to his 
horse when he heard

“ Que viva la rumba, 
Que viva, que viva placer—”

ring sweet and thin from the thicket.
And now he was coming back toward 

his horse with the solemn realization that 
there would be no shelter for him below 
the Rio Grande. For, sooner or later, he 
must come back to find the trail of this 
nameless girl, and when he returned he 
would be placing his head in the lion’s 
mouth of the law. But he knew himself 
too well to dream that he could hold out 
long against the temptation.

He paused again on his way to the horse. 
The music had a different meaning, now. 
His pulse was quick. His blood was hot. 
And there was a tingle of uneasiness which 
ran from hand to foot. Had he known 
that Joe Macarthur himself was in that 
dancehall, he would have entered again and 
taken his chance, which was not a chance 
at all.



Up the steps he went, and into the hurly- 
burly of a dance which was just beginning. 
He was too late to get a partner. As 
usual, there were three men for every two 
girls at this Western dance. Every girl 
was swept up in half a minute after a dance 
began, and still there were men along the 
walls and smoking on the steps.

Harry Gloster went to the orchestra. 
It consisted of a drummer, a cornetist, a 
violinist, and an individual playing a bray­
ing trombone which from time to time 
shook the whole place with its thunder. 
Into the hand of the violinist Harry Gloster 
slipped a five dollar bill.

“ Switch back to ‘Que viva la rumba ’ 
when you get a chance,” he said, and 
walked hurriedly away; for if he had 
stayed the old musician would doubtless 
have had pride enough to refuse the 
money. It was a tag dance which he was 
watching, a queer institution installed par­
ticularly for merrymakings in which there 
was a shortage of girls. Once the dance 
was under way the men from the sides 
worked onto the floor and touched the arms 
of those who were dancing with the girls 
of their choice. And so there was, per­
force, a change of partners, and many a 
girl found herself whirling away in the arms 
of a man she had never known before.

Harry Gloster, from the side, watched 
the jumble of interweaving forms—saw the 
vain effort of dancing couples to elude the 
approach of the taggers-—heard the up­
roar of laughter which almost drowned the 
strain of the waltz. There was a brief 
pause in the music, then the orchestra 
struck into the pleasant rhythm of “ Que 
viva la rumba,” and the dance, which had 
hardly paused, started again more wildly 
than ever.

Gloster, searching the faces, felt that 
they had been transformed. That old 
touch of magic which he had felt in his 
boyhood, now had returned. Yonder in 
the moonshine he had been touched by the 
wand and poured full of the enchantment. 
And he knew it well enough. But so long 
as the illusion lasted, why should he give 
up the happiness? One dance, then away 
for the border!

How should he choose? They all ap­

peared delightful enough to him now. 
Their smiles were like glimpses of blue sky 
after storm, and their bodies seemed float­
ing and whirling lightly on the stream 
of the music. Yonder one with red hair 
was tagged so often that she was repeated­
ly whirling from the arms of one man to 
another, and yet her laughter never 
stopped. Should he touch her arm?

And there was another, slender, joyous 
—who changed partners often enough, but 
never lost her step. And here was a third 
with great, brown eyes and brown hair 
coiled low on her neck and dressed in a 
clinging mist of a gown like sunset-tinted 
bit of cloud—

Instantly, Harry Gloster was through the 
press, moving with wonderful lightness for 
so large a man. He touched the arm of 
the man who danced with that pink-clad 
vision, and received a stare of surprise from 
under level black brows.

“ Next time around, Nell,” said he, 
stepping slowly back and still keeping his 
glance fixed upon Gloster.

“ All right, John,” she answered, and 
then was away in the arms of Gloster.

“ Nobody was tagging you,” he said.
“ No,” she answered, demurely.
“ Why not? Engaged to friend John?”
<! Maybe,” she answered, without rais­

ing her eys.
But Harry’ Gloster only laughed.

I’ve broken the ice for you, then. 
Here comes a couple to get you. Shall I 
let them have you?’’

And at this, finally, she looked up. 
They were great brown eyes, indeed, and 
filled with an almost too perfect meekness.

“ Can you help it?” she asked.
“ Say the word and I’ll show you the 

trick.”
Some of the meekness left her eyes and 

a glimmer of mischief took its place.
If you can—” she said.

It was done with miraculous skill. A 
slight increase in their speed—they whirled 
toward one prospective and eager-faced 
tagger, then away from his reaching finger­
tips—then toward the other, and away 
again, like a leaf which wind currents throw 
up and down, suddenly, but never with jar 
or jerk.



“ How in the world did you do it?” she 
was laughing up to him.

He drank in that laughter, frankly, meet­
ing her eyes as he had never met the eyes 
ei any woman before. What did it mat­
ter? She was only a ghost. The reality 
was far away, fleeing through the haze of 
moonshine.

“ You’re going to forget John—for this 
one dance,” he commanded. “ You’re en­
gaged to me, understand?—for five min­
utes!”

“ What do you mean?” gasped Nell.
“ You know what I mean.”
He dodged an aggressive tagger and then 

sped on.
“ If John doesn’t get me,” she was say­

ing, “on this round, he’ll be furious.”
“ It does John good to be furious,” an­

swered Gloster. “ We’re too happy to be 
bothered.”

“We?”
“ You are or will be. I’m happy enough 

to make up for two. It’s overflowing. 
D’you feel it come out of my fingertips 
at your back, like electricity?”

Her eyes were frightened, but her lips 
were smiling.

“ What are you doing?”
“ Taking you with me. For five minutes, 

you understand? Going to see how much 
action we can crowd into that time—”

“ And after that—”
“ I’m going away. Never see you 

again!”
“ You’re not like other people,” she said 

almost wistfully.
“ Not a bit. Here’s John again! Dance 

faster. Longer steps! Were going to 
dodge him if you help—”

And help she did. She became as light 
as that whirling leaf he had thought of 
before. It seemed that his mere volition 
was guiding her.

“The devil!” muttered Harry Gloster. 
“ Someone tagged me then. But we’re 
going on—”

“ Oh, there’ll be trouble about it! It’s 
the rule!”

“ D’you care about rules?”
“ Not the least in the world! ”
She had caught the fire at last. A riot­

ing carelessness was in her eyes.

“ There’s another hand at my shoulder!” 
They had swerved deftly away, but John 

had apparently been watching the previous 
tactics of this big stranger, and his hand 
touched Gloster. But Gloster danced on, 
with the girl in his arms.

“ What will happen? What will they 
do?” the girl was breathing close to his 
face.

“ That’s for them to worry about. This 
dance is ours!”

He drew her a little closer.
“ I feel your heart keeping time—with 

the music,” he whispered.
“You mustn’t look at me like that!”
“ Why not?”
“ They’ll know what you’re saying—”
“ They’ll only wish they’d said it first—”
“ And John will be wild—”
“ The wilder he is to-night the tamer 

he’ll be to-morrow! By the Lord, you’re 
too wonderful to be true!”

“I won’t listen to you!”
“ Close your ears to me, then, and listen 

to the music. D’you hear it?

•* Que viva la rumba;
Que viva, que viva placer;
Que viva las ninas, chulitas, bonitas, 
Y guapas que saben querer. -

“ It’s talking for me, Nell!”
“There! You were tagged again!”
“What do I care?”
“ Oh, everyone is looking at us!”
“ Let them look. You’re worth seeing, 

Nell!”
“ They’ll fight you about this.”
“ Do you mind being fought for? I’d 

like to fight for you, Nell. There’s John 
again—but this time we’ve dodged him. 
But look at them coming! A dozen ready 
to tag me. Nell, you’re a popular girl! 
Confound them, they won’t have you yet!”

“ Please! ”
“ Please what? Do you want me to let 

you go?”
“ I—I—no!” She pressed a little closer 

to him. “ Don’t let them take me!”

“ Que viva la rumba, 
Que viva, que viva placer—”

He sang it in a ringing bass.
“ Every person is looking at you!”



“ No—at you, Nell. Two minutes out 
of my five are left. I’m going to have you 
to myself that long!”

“ What are you going to do?”
“ Take you out of this place before they 

tag me with a club.”
“ Take me where?”
“ Outside. We’re going to sit on the 

nibonlight side of a tree, and I’m going to 
make love to you, Nell, as you were never 
made love to before.”

“ Do you think I’ve gone mad? I won’t 
go a step with you!”

“ Hush, Nell. I know that vou trust 
me.”

“ Not a bit.”
“ Look me in the eye when you say 

that.”
She flushed gloriously and her eye 

wavered under his glance.
“ You’re a dear, Nell. But I want to 

have you where it’s quiet to tell you just 
how dear you are. When we get to the 
end of the hall, out through the door we go 
together. You understand?”

“ Yes—no! Of course I won’t go.”
“ I won’t try to make you. Tell me for 

the last time? You’re going to hear me? 
Only for two minutes, and then I’m gone!”

“ Oh!” cried she. “ My head is swim­
ming! ”

“ With the music! ”
“ I’ll go. I don’t care what they say! ”
“ Nor I what they do.”
They reached the end of the hall, swung 

deftly through the outer line of the danc­
ers, and were suddenly through the door, 
leaving a gasp of wonder behind them. 
They stood at the head of the steps, worn 
and hollowed by the scraping feet of school 
children. Before them was the moonlit 
world.

CHAPTER VIII.
AN OUTLANDER OFFENDS.

THERE was no lack of brains behind 
the level black brows of John Gainor. 
His temper was as eager and as san­

guinary as that of any man, but he was 
possessed of a controlling discretion. When, 
after having tagged Gloster, he saw the 

big man dance serenely on, his first im­
pulse was to jump at his throat and tear 
him away. But the very size of Harry 
Gloster was enough to make Gainor doubly 
thoughtful.

So, instead of acting on the first rash 
impulse, he stepped back to consider the 
situation again. Had it been the first time 
that Nell had stepped from the convention­
al path, passion might have carried him 
away, but he had watched her flirting a 
dozen times, and this was simply the old 
story retold, he decided. It would not do 
to make himself ridiculous before the 
crowd.

Again, he was by no means sure how far 
he could go with Nell. Whether she was 
in love with him or with his father’s ranch 
he had never been quite able to make up 
his mind. On occasion he presumed on the 
rights of being her fiance, but those occa­
sions were few and far between. That same 
night he had already laid down the law to 
her, and she had submitted, as he thought, 
with tears.

So far, so good. But if he tempted 
her again, might she not fling away from 
him and wreck all his hopes with a single 
fiery sentence? He knew her well enough 
to feel the danger. And this, plus the 
physical dimensions of Harry Gloster, made 
him pause to consider.

In another moment he was glad that he 
had delayed, for Gloster was tagged by half 
a dozen other men, and yet still went se­
renely on and showed not the slightest 
intention of abandoning his partner. It 
was not Gainor alone who had been insult­
ed, but a whole group of men, and every 
one of them was on fire with rage. More­
over, they were not fellows to lie down 
under such an insult. Indeed, Gainor could 
not have named a more formidable group 
of cow-punchers, selected at random, than 
Bud Lane and Lefty Wallace and the others 
w’ho had just been offended.

In fact, they were such men that he 
could not imagine what had led Nell to per­
mit her partner to offend them. For Gai­
nor knew that, no matter how willful and 
careless and emotional Nell might seem, at 
heart she was a profound little diplomat, 
and only gave offense to-day that she might 



be the more gracious to the offended to­
morrow. She had been worshiped by a 
score of admirers in her time, and although 
they were without hope to-day, they still 
continued to worship.

Something most extraordinary must have 
happened to sweep Nell off her feet in such 
a fashion. He studied her with a painful 
anxiety and closeness. What he saw was 
that there were ample grounds for fear. 
For Nell was transformed and radiant in 
the arms of this big man. She leaned back 
in them and looked up to him with laugh­
ter on her lips. She was so enchanting 
that the heart of John Gainor throbbed.

But still he took no hasty steps. It was 
not until he saw the couple swing off the 
dance floor at the end of the hall and dis­
appear through the door that he began to 
act in the offensive.

The whole room was buzzing with it. 
The orchestra labored in vain at the ani­
mated strains of “ Que viva la rumba,” for 
the dancers were lagging at their work and 
busily exchanging murmurs and glances. 
On die farther side of the room the half 
dozen men who had been directly insulted 
by Gloster had gathered in a close group. 
And for these John Gainor made. The 
ground was plowed. He had only to drop 
the seed with a few words.

“ What shall I do, boys?” he asked. 
“ Take this for a joke, or go out and tear 
into that fellow? What’s his name? Who 
is he? Friend of any of you?”

“Slick stranger!” said big Bud Lane. 
He was one of those blond, gentle giants 
who do not know fear, but who are rarely 
kindled to anger. It took a long time for 
rage to penetrate to the farthest corners 
of his being; but this was one of the ex­
ceptions. “ That gent ain't one that works 
with friends. He plays a lone hand. And 
if it wasn’t for Nell, I’d go out and bust 
his head wide open for him.”

“ That’s it,” nodded Gainor sadly. “ I 
don’t want to offend Nell. I dunno what 
happened. He must’ve hypnotized her.”

“ That’s what he done. I seen how fast 
he was talking,” put in Lefty. “There 
ain’t any honest man that can talk as 
fast as he was talking. A gent don’t get 
thoughts that quick.”

“ I’m going out to have a look at him,” 
declared Gainor.

“ I’m coming along,” said Bud.
And the rest, with a resolute clamor, 

crowded along, while a hush fell over the 
dancers and the orchestra increased its pace 
to rush the piece to its close.

Outside passed that little impromptu 
posse.

“ Mind you, boys,” said Gainor, “ no 
guns!”

He would be held up as the ringleader of 
that group and if serious harm came to 
Gloster he would be made to account for it.

“It’s fists!” rumbled Bud Lane. “I 
don’t want a gun. I just want to set my 
hands on him—”

And he stretched out his big fists. Gainor 
looked upon him with vast approval. He 
recalled having seen Bud pull over two 
strong men in a tug-of-war. He had seen 
him throw up a three-hundred-pound bale 
of hay “ four high ” with the hooks.

And the story of how Bud Lane wrecked 
Murphy’s place when he was short changed 
there was a tale of Homeric qualities. Every 
year the story was told and every year it 
grew a little, perhaps, but the sheriff him­
self was witness to the final picture of five 
men piled crisscross in the center of the 
wreckage on Murphy’s floor with Bud Lane 
sitting on top of them and rolling a ciga­
rette. Gainor remembered that tale, and 
he moistened his dry lips.

But where were Nell and the stranger?
The “ posse ” passed to the foot of the 

steps and went by the sheriff himself. He 
was sitting on a stump smoking, and he 
grinned at them in a friendly fashion which 
plainly bade them go as far as they liked. 
For the sheriff was a wise man and he knew 
the difference between a duty done and a 
vote lost.

“ We’re all right, boys,” declared Gainor 
as they went on. “ Sim Haynes passed me 
the wink. We can go the limit with the 
big stranger!”

“ There they are!” whispered some one.
And to the shocked and astonished eyes 

of John Gainor there was revealed the fol­
lowing picture. Beneath a tree not twenty 
yards away sat Nell and the stranger, braz­
enly facing toward the moon, and that cruel­



ly clear white light showed them leaning 
close together—mortally close.

It could not be, and yet it indubitably 
was true, that the arm of the big man was 
around Nell, and that her head was back 
against his shoulder, and that she was faint­
ly smiling up to him with eyes half closed. 
A sword of fire was struck through the 
heart of Gainor. The big man leaned. His 
head of tawny, shaggy hair obscured the 
face of the girl. He had kissed her!

John Gainor found himself walking alone 
toward the place. He had covered half 
the distance before the first swirl of rage 
abated. And he slackened his pace so that 
the others might catch up with him. They 
paused a short distance away as Gainor 
stepped forward again and stood before the 
guilty pair.

Nell sat up with a little cry. Hypnotism 
it surely had been. She looked around her 
with bewildered, unseeing eyes, and then 
suddenly threw her hands before her face.

But Harry Gloster arose, leisurely and 
faced the other. After all, he was not so 
tall. He seemed much larger than he was 
considered by himself. In cold fact, when 
compared with another, he was hardly more 
than six feet. John Gainor thrilled with 
surprise to find that he was looking almost 
level into the eyes of the stranger.

“ I—we’ve come out to have a little talk 
with you,” he declared.

“ I’m a busy man,” said Harry Gloster, 
shamelessly. “ But go ahead and do the 
talking.”

Gainor bit his lip. It was a rare thing 
for his father’s son to be talked to in this 
fashion.

“ Most like,” he said, “ you ain’t been to 
many dances?”

“ Considerable some,” admitted Gloster.
“ Which you don’t seem to know what’s 

manners on a dance floor.”
Harry Gloster sighed.
“ Son,” he said. “ I’m a plumb peaceful 

man. Are you trying to pick trouble with 
me?”

“ We’re looking for an apology,” said 
John, more mildly. “ You’ve insulted six 
of us here.”

“ I hate apologies,” said Gloster easily. 
“ I sure hate ’em.”

“The damned pup!” exploded a voice 
from the background. “ Lemme talk to 
him! ”

“ Did I hear you cussing out me?” asked 
Harry Gloster, smiling.

“ You sure did!” cried Andrews, pressing 
to the fore. “ And, what’s more—”

He proceeded no farther, for he was 
struck down by something as inescapable as 
a lightning flash. It is the instinct of a 
fighting man to lean back and start his fist 
far behind him so that it flies through a 
wide arc and it is seen coming far away.

But now and again one comes upon war­
riors who understand the value of the jab. 
The jab, strictly speaking, is not a move­
ment of the arm. It is a jerk of the entire 
body, a convulsive twist of muscles w’hich 
shoots the whole mass from head to foot 
into motion.

The arm is simply made into a rigid part 
of the body and' the fist is the focal point 
which strikes the enemy. The whole dis­
tance the striking fist covers is short. Per­
haps it only travels six inches. But the 
effect is astounding.

Imagine, for instance, a hundred and 
fifty pound cube of iron lifted six inches 
from the floor and allowed to drop. The 
shock makes the floor quake. Now supply 
the iron mass with a projecting knob with 
a surface of a few square inches and let 
the mass fall again. This time, if it does 
not break the flooring with the concentrated 
impact, it will at least grind deep into the 
solid wood. Such is the jab.

With feet braced and fist extended and 
arm made rigid, the body is suddenly twist­
ed and the blow darts home. Amateurs 
never use it unless they are possessed of 
an inborn genius. Even in the professional 
ring there are few, wonderfully few, adepts. 
But now and then, as the gladiators come 
together in the middle of the ring, it is seen 
that one of them, without an apparent blow 
having been struck, shudders from head to 
foot and suddenly collapses inert along the 
floor.

There is no use waiting for the count. 
Rubbing and water and care will bring back 
his senses in five minutes or more. What 
has struck him, then? Dismiss all doubt. 
It is the jab which has been used.



Or perhaps there is a variation. Instead 
of striking straight with rigid forearm, the 
fighter twists his fists and jerks it in and 
down a trifle. The result is hardly less of 
a shock combined with a tearing jar which, 
if the blow lands on the side, almost rips the 
flesh loose from the ribs, and if it strikes 
on the jaw converts a man’s muscles into 
water and lets him flow to the floor a 
stunned, senseless thing.

From which it might be judged that all 
fighters would use this blow. But that is 
not the case for two reasons. A long, 
straight punch or a sweeping swing is so ter­
rible to the eye, so impressive to the imag­
ination, that it is an undying temptation. 
But the chief reason that the jab is not pop­
ular is that so few can use it, unless the 
word is applied to its distant cousin, the 
stiff armed, long distance left jab. And the 
reason it cannot be used by most is that 
it requires a sort of explosion of nerve 
energy, a tensing of muscles until they be­
come rock, so that the striking is like the 
leap of an electric spark.

All this has been said to explain what 
happened to Andrews. For to every one, 
including himself, it afterward seemed a 
miracle. He had floundered in close to 
Harry Gloster with his fists ready. He was 
a big man, was Andrews. He was not a 
giant like Bud Lane, but he was fully the 
equal in mass of Harry Gloster.

Suddenly he was struck to the earth and 
lay writhing, unable to groan, his arms 
wrapped around his ribs, his mouth gasping 
and his teeth biting at the air which he 
could not get. And all that had happened 
to account for this catastrophe had been a 
slight twitch of the body and shoulder of 
Gloster.

He now stepped over the prostrate An­
drews and faced John Gainor. Gainor did 
not like fighting because even money can­
not avoid wounds. Nevertheless, he was 
not a coward. And if ever a man had rea­
son to fight well, he had it.

Yonder sat his lady in the light of the 
moon, entranced with terror and wonder— 
with perhaps a primitive dash of delight to 
see herself fought for. And around Gainor, 
with a rush, came five hard fighting men. 
So John Gainor put all his might behind 

his fists and drove them at the head of the
other.

The blows plunged through thinnest air. 
Harry Gloster had stepped with amazing 
lightness to the side and now another light 
dancing step brought him close in. His feet 
were firm planted, his body loose. Sudden­
ly it contracted. Body and head jerked 
stiffly halfway round and a bony fist jarred 
against Gainer’s jaw.

John threw up his arms, left his feet, 
described a perfect half circle, and landed 
on the back of his neck, his full length 
away from the spot where he had stood. 
It had not been like the striking of a blow. 
It was rather an explosion of dynamite. 
Flesh could not resist.

To the honor of the other five, be it said 
that they would never have imposed such 
odds upon any man, no matter what a 
villain. But they had no choice. They 
were assailed by a dodging tornado, so to 
speak. They saw before them a solid bulk 
of two hundred pounds.

They struck at the midst of that bulk, 
and their fists either bit the air or else 
glanced from a raised shoulder or a brawny 
arm. And in return they received a ma­
chine gun fire of blows which were like the 
hammer of a double jack against the steel 
drill head.

No swinging punches which could be 
blocked in the distance or avoided, but 
short, sharp hammer strokes came home 
against them. If a man happened to be 
firmly planted, he went down to rise no 
more for some minutes. If he was recoil­
ing from the attack, he was merely half 
stunned. There was a brief swirl.

When Harry Gloster stepped out of it, 
two more men were down. And of the other 
three, two were gaping and wild eyed. Only 
big Bud Lane had not been touched.

At him drove Harry Gloster, high on his 
toes with little swift dancing steps so that 
he seemed to float over the ground. But 
the other two threw themselves between.

A piston thrust of the left hand and 
one went down with a gasp. A jerk of the 
right and stalwart Lefty crashed at the very 
feet of Bud Lane.

But the battle now had swept to the 
grip of Bud himself. He was no dancing 



fighter. He did his best work with the 
foeman inside his arms, and that was where 
Harry Gloster found himself.

He had no time to strike again. A semi­
jab landed on Bud’s ribs and felt to him as 
if he had grazed a projecting knob of gran­
ite. But the pain merely made him exert 
himself, and when he exerted himself he 
was irresistible.

Gathered in that bear hug, Gloster 
swayed a moment and then they went down 
together. It was what Bud wanted. He 
had wrestled all his life, and on the ground 
he was perfectly at home. Lying flat on 
his back he was still as formidable as a 
mountain lion.

He reached for a half nelson as they were 
falling, got it, told himself that the glory 
was his—and then found that his hand had 
slipped off. Gloster had “ shelled ” his head 
between the outthrust of his big shoulders.

There was a whirling activity under Bud 
Lane. He felt as if he were lying on six 
small men instead of one big one. And no 
matter where he reached he could not se­
cure a grip. Suddenly the victim was away. 
A voice was calling joyously above Bud: 
“ All right, partner. Another whirl—best 
time I’ve had in ten years—”

Bud Lane sat up, dazed and unhappy 
with wonder, and at that moment he saw the 
sheriff himself step into view with the long 
and glistening form of a six-shooter in his 
hand.

“ Son,” he said to Gloster, “ you’ve had 
a nice little party out here. I figure that 
maybe I’d better take you to town where 
you can have a nice little rest! This is 
after sunset and I sure enough hate to see 
a gent working overtime!”

CHAPTER IX.
“ QUE VIVA LA RUMBA.”

THE fear which drove Joan lasted well- 
nigh until she had reached the house 
of Buck Daniels. Then it disap­

peared, only to be replaced by another 
dread. What if he should know that she 
had left the house?

However, that was a bridge that must be 
crossed when she came to it. She brought 

Peter back to his corral, and unsaddled him 
by pauses, her mind was so filled with other 
things.

But she recalled the necessities of the 
moment enough to scatter earth over Peter’s 
sweating body. In the morning it would 
look as if fie had simply rolled, during the 
night, near the water hole at the farther 
end of the corral, and no one who did not 
look very close would distinguish the sweat­
marks.

When she had done this she went back 
toward the house. It had been a very futile 
and foolish thing, she felt, this ride through 
the darkness, and, above all, the talk with 
Harry Gloster. And yet, somehow, she was 
returning richer than when she had started.

She entered the house and went through 
it with the same ghostly silence, and again, 
as she climbed the stairs, there was not a 
sound underfoot. But when she opened the 
door to her room she saw the broad outline 
of a man’s shoulders against the stars be­
yond her window. It stopped her with a 
shock of fear, but the gentle voice of Buck 
Daniels spoke immediately.

“ Joan?”
“ Yes.”
“ I’ll light the lamp.”
His voice was perfectly quiet and half 

of her fear died away until she watched 
his hand as he held the match to the wick 
of the lamp, for that hand was trembling. 
And a sudden concern for him swallowed 
her terror.

She half expected that he would raise the 
lamp and stare at her by its light. And 
if he did so it seemed to Joan that he 
could not help but see much that was newly 
written in her face.

But, although the language of Buck was 
not polished nor his manners either, he was 
full of a native gentleness. It never had 
showed more than at present as he went 
back to his chair, sat down, and rolled a 
cigarette, his eyes never lifted to Joan.

It was as if he bade her rally herself for 
the ordeal; it was like a declaration that 
he would not spy upon her mind. And 
when at length he raised his glance to her, it 
was with an effort that crossed his forehead 
with wrinkles of pain.

“ Joan, dear—” he said, and stopped.



She wanted to run to him and fall on 
her knees by his chair. She wanted to 
throw her arms around him and pour out 
the whole story of everything that had hap­
pened since she last saw him. But the 
thing which had held her back like a hand 
more than once before held her back now’.

“ Have you been doing this much?” he 
asked at last.

She shook her head. “ Never before.”
“ Never?”
She nodded.
He went on smoking and watching her 

steadfastly until he had finished his ciga­
rette, and then he said, suddenly: “ Here 
you are standing and me sitting down!” 
And he started to his feet.

“ Dad!” she cried, tears rushing into her 
eyes. “ After you’ve worked all the day and 
then waited up for me so many hours to­
night?”

She curled up on the bed with her elbow- 
on the footboard. That brought her face 
perilously close to him. He would be able 
to watch and estimate every alteration of 
her expression. Nevertheless, there she sat.

It seemed to her that he would never be­
gin. She would much rather have faced an 
outburst of extravagant anger and yet more 
extravagant threats and commands. But 
she felt rather helpless in the face of this 
working soul of Buck Daniels. He went 
forward slowly, with a weight of grief and 
anxiety weighing him down.

“ Joan,” he said at last, “ I guess I’ve 
made you pretty unhappy here.”

“ Oh, no!”
He shook his head.
“ That means ‘ yes.’ Well, I ain’t very- 

entertaining, and you’re pretty young. 
Maybe you’ll be glad to know that we’re 
going to leave the ranch pretty soon?”

“Leave the ranch?”
“ I got an offer a while back. I think 

I’ll take it.”
“ That offer from Mr. Calkett?”
“ That’s the one.”
“ But you said that was terribly small?” 
“ It’s large enough. It ’ll do to move us.” 
“But where dad?”
“ East.”
“ East!”
“ To some city. Maybe to New York.”

“ Oh, do you mean that?”
“ That’d make you happy, Joan?”
“ Oh, yes'”
He sighed.
“ But what about you, dad? What 

would you do away from the mountains and 
the desert?”

“ Man of my age gets on mostly any 
place.”

“ Dad, it would be only for my sake! 
But because I take a ride by night, why 
should we have to leave the country?”

“ Will you tell me where you went, 
Joan?”

“ I can’t do that.”
She watched his face turn gray, although 

he said not a word.
“ I want to tell you, dad—but some­

thing—”
“ Joan, something has happened between 

us. It’s been a couple of years since you’ve 
changed toward me. What is it?”

“ Nothing,” she said stanchly.
“ Tell me the true of it, Joan.”
She shook her head again, and as she did 

so she heard a voice come clear and small 
across the night from the direction of the 
road—a voice full of quavers such as are 
thrown into singing by the jolting of a buck­
board. And the song he sang was:

“ Que viva la rumba;
Que viva, que viva placer;
Que viva las ninas, chulitas, bonitas, 
Y guapas que saben querer.”

It brought her to her feet, trembling, lis­
tening with her soul in her face. And as 
the voice faded out with a swiftness which 
spoke eloquently of the speed with which 
the singer was traveling, Joan looked down 
to Buck and knew that he had seen enough.

“ You’ve been seeing a man!” he cried. 
“ My God, is that it?”

His horror was so strong that she went 
a little back from him,

“ Why shouldn’t I see a man?” she 
asked.

“ Who is it?” groaned Buck Daniels in 
a sort of ecstasy of rage and grief. “ What’s 
his name?”

She shook her head. It was a very 
wonderful thing to see Buck so perturbed. 
She could never have imagined it. But

3 A 



watching him now, she knew that he was 
a man capable of violence. He was be­
ginning to walk up and down the room, 
pausing sharply now and again, and then 
walking on once more with his fingers 
working and a wedge of muscle thrusting 
out from the base of his jaw.

“ When did you first meet him?” he 
asked at length.

“ To-night,” she answered.
“Don’t tell that lie to me!” he thun­

dered. “ This gent has turned your head. 
Want me to think that he did it at one 
meeting? No, you ain’t plumb crazy, and 
don’t think that I’m crazy, too.”

She had never heard such words from 
him before; she had never dreamed that he 
was even capable of uttering them. But 
she made no reply, merely sitting quietly 
and staring into his excited face.

“ Talk, talk!” he commanded. “ Lemme 
hear what you got to say for yourself!”

She shook her head; and this denial 
threw him into such a frenzy that she was 
almost afraid, for the moment, that he was 
going to strike her. It was not really fear 
that she felt, however, so much as a sad 
marveling at these passions in him.

“ What was the song that I heard some­
body singing a while ago on the road—the 
one that made you jump up to listen?”

She hesitated. But as she wavered, 
doubtful, so many things came back upon 
her mind out of that strange and happy 
night, that the song began to swell in her 
throat of her own accord. And so it came 
out, in the end, clear ringing, but small as 
the whistle of a bird:

“Que viva la rumba;
Que viva, que viva placer;
Que viva las ninas, chulitas, bonitas, 
Y guapas que saben querer.”

He greeted this quiet little ditty with a 
growl of disapproval.

“ I dunno that lingo,” he declared, “ and 
I’m glad that I don’t. No good never 
come out of it. What’s that song about?” 

She hesitated. When one thought of the 
actual translation of the words, syllable by 
syllable, it was enough to bring the color 
into her cheeks. The swinging rhythm, the 
music itself, the pleasure of singing had ob-
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scured the syllables before. She even bit 
her lip now, as she remembered that she had 
sung this song for a man—to a man—a 
stranger.

“ It’s a—a song of happiness, I suppose 
I may call it,” she said at last.

“ Happiness? Happiness? And in that 
lingo?” growled Buck. “ They don’t have 
no such songs as that in that language. 
You’re keeping things back from me, and 
that makes me know that this is the begin­
ning of the end. There ain’t no doubt about 
that. It’s the beginning of the end, because 
we’ll never trust each other again.”

“ Dad!” she cried. “ Oh, dad, why do 
you say that?”

“ I got a thousand good reasons. I got 
reasons so good—they’d turn your blood 
cold! ”

“ What do you mean? Won’t you tell 
me? Do you think I can’t stand hearing 
them?”

“ You couldn’t stand it,” he said. And, 
going back to her, he laid a hand upon her 
shoulder and another upon her hair. 
“ There’s things about you,” he said, 
“ that nobody living can guess, except me. 
When you sit alone and do your thinking 
and turn over your queer ideas in you head, 
you think that nobody knows. But I know, 
Joan. I know things about you that you’ll 
never know, God willing.”

“ And you’ve tried to keep me here away 
from people so that I might never find 
out?”

“ That’s it.”
“ But now I’ll go mad with eagerness to 

learn.”
“ You will learn, now that you’ve started 

on the out trail. But I’m going to fight 
to keep you back from it as long as I 
can.”

“ Why do you do it, dad? Why can’t 
I live as other young girls live? Is there 
anything wrong with it?”

“ Not for them. They can do their 
laughing and their chattering. But you’re 
meant for something else. And I’ve sworn 
that I’d keep you to a quiet life—”

“ W’ho had the right to make you swear 
such a thing as that?”

“ Your mother, Joan.”
“ My mother!”



And she saw a picture of that gentle face, 
unsmiling, with the gold hair framing it and 
tarnishing slowly to gray. Could such a 
woman have locked up a secret?

“ Oh, what is it?” she pleaded.
“ You'll learn it all. Only I hope to 

God that the day when you learn it is far 
away ahead of you. If these were the old 
days when a man had power over his fam­
ily, I’d close you into a room and keep you 
there for a year, until the last echo of this 
‘ Que viva la rumba ’ had worked out of 
your head!”

CHAPTER X.

IT’S the nickname that counts.

WHY the devil,” said Sheriff Sim 
Hargess, " do you waste all that 
fine singing on the empty night? 

Might get paid for it in town!”
“ I’m a gent open-handed by nature,” 

declared Harn- Gloster. “ I like to give 
things away—including my songs.”

“ Al! I got to say,” growled the sheriff, 
“ is that you might save your singing for 
them that would appreciate it a pile more 
than I would.”

“ I ain’t singing to you,’* declared the 
prisoner who was chained to the seat beside 
the sheriff. “ I’m singing to the world in 
general. How d’you know what might be 
hearing me?”

“ A coyote, maybe, taking lessons off 
yonder on a hill,” suggested the sheriff.

*■ Maybe.” said Gloster with the most 
perfect good nature. “ I wouldn’t grudge 
him none. Speaking of singing, the drinks 
are on me, and I’m setting up to enter­
tain."

“Rats!” said the sheriff. “You talk 
plumb foolish.”

“ You got no heart in you,” said Glos­
ter. “ What functions for you is just a 
chunk of the law. If I was to shake you, 
I could hear the pages rustle. Otherwise, 
you’d see that I was overflowing with hap­
piness.”

“ I never took none to singing.” observed 
the sheriff dryly.

“ Don’t give up trying, though,” urged 
Gloster. “ Listen to this! ”

And, tilting back his head, his voice rose 
and rang:

“Que viva la rumba;
Que viva, que viva placer;
Que viva las ninas, chulitas, bonitas, 
Y guapas que saben querer.”

The sheriff groaned as the last note 
floated afar. And then, out of the thin 
distance, a coyote wailed an answer.

“ You’ve waked ’em up,” grinned the 
sheriff. “ You got your audience, I see. 
Where’d you Learn that fool thing?”

“ Mexico.”
“ For Mexico it might do,” said the sher­

iff pointedly.
“ You’re talking sort of straight,” said 

Harry Gloster suddenly.
“ That’s me. I always make a habit of 

talking right out what I mean.”
“ Then swaller your tongue when you’re 

talking to me,” said Gloster, and turning in 
the seat as much as his handcuffs and the 
chain permitted, he stared fixedly into the 
face of Sim Hargess. “ I don’t need your 
conversation to make me happy.”

The sheriff met that cold eye for an in­
stant and then turned his attention back 
to his span of mustangs. He felt, in fact, 
that he had gone too far. And like every 
man who felt that he was in the wrong, he 
was beginning to hate his companion. But, 
after a moment of silence, he found that his 
anger was dissipating. He was a man 
among men, was Sim Hargess, and pres­
ently he said:

“ I guess you’re right, partner. You got 
a right to sing if you want to. I’m kind of 
out of sorts to-night.”

“ I’m sorry for that,” replied the other 
amiably. “ What’s wrong, may I ask?”

“ Got a fine little sorrel filly. Went lame 
on me this morning.”

“ That’s sure tough,” agreed Gloster. 
“ Lemme have a look at her when we have 
a chance. I know something about a 
hoss.”

He turned and looked back to his own 
mount trotting contentedly behind the 
buckboard, swinging over to one side to get 
free from the dust.

“ Yep, that’s a good one you got for 
yourself.”



“ Not bad.”
“ We been so dog-gone busy that I forgot 

to ask your name.”
“ Sandy Williams,” said Gloster. “ That 

is my name.”
“ I mean your real name.”
“ That’s it.”
The sheriff laughed.
“You waited just a minute too long be­

fore you spoke,” he said. “ But we’ll let 
it go at that, Sandy. By the way, where 
did you learn how to handle your fists? 
Been in the ring?”

“ Nope.”
“ You ain't? But you sure can step! 

I started out to get you as soon as the fight 
begun. Didn’t want the mob to smash 
you all up. But when I seen your style, 
I thought I’d wait and let you work.”

“ Thanks,” said Gloster. “ It was a fine 
little party while it lasted.”

“ While it lasted, it sure was.”
They reached the town and presently the 

jail. It was a snug little building, recently 
built, and the sheriff was immoderately 
proud of his accommodations.

“ Wall a foot and a half thick,” he said, 
tapping on it. “ All hard stone, too. And 
these here bars are all tool-proof stuff. 
There ain’t no better steel made.”

Harry Gloster paused on his way down 
the aisle and gripped a bar in his manacled 
hands. There was a convulsive twist of his 
shoulders and the great steel framework 
shuddered violently. In the distance a lock 
began to swing and jingle.

“ You’re big,” muttered the sheriff, 
watching closely, “ but you’re stronger than 
you look—by a pile.”

“ I sure hope thct I don’t have to bust 
out and spoil all your decorations,” said 
Harry Gloster politely. “ Hate to leave a 
hole in that wall.”

The sheriff grinned and led on to the 
door which the deputy who acted as jailer 
had opened before them. There were a 
dozen cells on the floor, each surrounded by 
open bars. It was possible to survey every 
cell in detail at a glance.

Into one of these Gloster was led and 
the irons removed. He was made comfort­
able. Fresh drinking water was brought 
to fill his pitcher, and then he was locked 

in for the night and left reclining on his 
bunk and smoking a cigarette with a medi­
tative air of content.

“ You had a look at him?” asked Sim 
Hargess of his deputy when they were seat­
ed in the office a moment later. “ You had 
a good look at him, George?”

“ Fair to middling.”
“ If you was to pick out a nickname to 

fit him, what would you land on?”
George studied a moment. “ Might call 

him—er—‘ Little Joe,’ or ‘ Happy,’ or 
something like that.”

The sheriff nodded.
“ Little Joe would be a fit,” he declared. 

“ But how would Sandy do?”
“ Sandy? His hair’s too yaller for any 

name like that, don’t you figure? But how 
come you’re aiming to pick out a name for 
him, Sim?”

“ Said he was called ‘ Sandy ’ Williams.” 
He paused again.
“ How did he look to you, George?”
“ Sort of good-natured.”
“ Wouldn’t mind getting into a fracas 

with him?”
George reached for his gun. Instinct 

and much training at the draw made the 
gesture lightning fast.

“ Not if there was enough light for 
straight shooting,” he said, with a rather 
twisted grin.

“ That’s the way I figured it,” nodded 
the sheriff, and the frowned very seriously. 
“ George, that fellow’s got a record of some 
sort.”

“ He has? What is it?”
“ I dunno. I’m going to find out. He 

wouldn’t be traveling with a crooked name 
if there wasn’t something wrong with him. 
We’ll have a look around the country and 
listen in on what we can. Take a telegram 
down to the office, will you?”

And so, before many minutes, a message 
was ticking across the wires, north and 
south and east and west, inquiring from the 
sheriffs of many counties if a yellow-haired 
man over six feet tail and weighing about 
two hundred pounds, but looking thirty 
pounds bigger, were wanted for any crime.

But while this was going on, the yellow­
haired man who weighed two hundred 
pounds and might look to be even thirty 



pounds heavier, lay on his back on his bunk 
in the jail with his head pillowed on one 
thick arm, sound asleep and smiling in his 
dream.

CHAPTER XI.

THE HAPPY PRISONER.

IT had been the intention of Lee Haines 
to leave the town the next morning. 
And he had been on his way across the 

veranda of the hotel after paying his bill 
when he received news which halted him. 
A tall, well-proportioned fellow with a very 
handsome face and black eyes under level 
black brows was passing. A black plaster 
covered one side of his chin and the face 
seemed swollen and discolored.

There was a chuckle from a chair near 
by after the young fellow passed.

“ Young Gainor ain’t going to be so 
darned free handed after this,” rumbled a 
cowpuncher, cocking his sombrero on the 
back of his head.

“ He ain’t,” agreed his nearest neighbor. 
“ He sure got plenty. Pretty near got a 
busted jaw, they say. Took him fifteen 
minutes before he could sit up. and ask 
where he was.”

There was another laugh.
“ He swears that somebody sneaked up 

behind him and hit him with a crowbar on 
the back of the head.”

“ Wasn’t no such thing. I seen it all. 
He got soaked so hard that it lifted him off 
of his feet and landed him on the back of 
his neck.”

Lee Haines looked thoughtfully after the 
retreating back of the man who had just 
passed. He was well above average size. 
He was solidly built. He might weigh, per­
haps, a hundred and eighty pounds.

And then Haines found himself subcon­
sciously struggling to create the picture of 
the man who had lifted this fellow off his 
feet with a blow and dropped him upon 
the back of his head. But his mind refused 
to function for such a purpose. He kept 
imagining a giant seven feet tall with a 
fist as big as a water bucket. The problem 
fascinated him so that he turned to the 
cow-punchers with a question.

“ Did I hear that straight? Somebody 
lifted him off his feet and dumped him on 
the back of his neck?”

Two grave pairs of eyes encountered him 
and examined him. He was a stranger, 
and a stranger was not to be answered in 
haste. But one of them decided that he 
would do.

“ Ain’t you heard about the fracas?” he 
asked in turn.

“ I slept late,” said Lee.
“ Gent named Sandy Williams cleaned 

up John Gainor and six more last night at 
the dance.”

“ Seven men! ”
“ All of seven. It was a mighty pretty 

thing to watch. Drifted through ’em like 
quicksilver through sand. All good fight­
ing men, too. Gainor, yonder, he’s spent 
a lot of time on boxing lessons.”

“ What’s Sandy? A giant?”
The two considered the question soberly.
“ He looks bigger than he is,” one said, 

and the second agreed.
Lee Haines recalled the stalwart who had 

walked into the hotel dining room the day 
before, but who, when he sat down, was 
hardly higher at the shoulders than Lee 
himself. He recalled, too, the blows that 
had dropped Joe Macarthur and left him 
senseless.

“ Got a bush of curly yellow hair?” he 
asked.

“ D’you know him?” they asked in cho­
rus. “ He’s a stranger around these parts.”

“ I’ve seen him. Seems to be quite a 
man.”

They declared fervently that he was two 
men rolled into one, and there followed a 
graphic description of the fight.

“ Which he was laughing all the way 
through,” one declared. “ You’d- of 
thought that he was dancing, or something 
like that. Took everything plumb easy. 
Floated around and jerked his fists into 
’em, and every punch was like the tap of 
a sledge-hammer.”

“ I knew a man once—” began Lee 
Haines, and then his voice trailed away 
and his glance was lost in the sweep of a 
distant cloud. “ What’s become of 
Sandy?”

“ Jail.”



“ Eh?”
“ Five hundred dollars bail. For dis­

turbing the peace, they say. But take it 
by and large, it was a mighty quiet dis­
turbance. Judge Conley’ll give him about 
five days in jail to let him think things 
over and then turn him loose. Conley is 
a good sort. He talks mighty loud, but 
the things he says ain’t so bad.”

Lee Haines forgot the journey which was 
before him. Instead, he went to the jail, 
and there he interviewed George, the deputy 
and jail keeper.

“ How’s the patient?” he asked.
“ Wants more ham and eggs. It’d bust 

the county to feed two like him. He’s all 
stomach.”

'• May I see him?”
“ Everybody else has seen him. I guess 

you can,” nodded George. “ Might think 
he was a ghost and not a man the way folks 
come around to stare at him.”

“ Does he mind it?”
“ Not him. He’s got a word for ’em all. 

He’ll have a word for you. You watch!”
He escorted Haines into the main room 

of the jail, and then sank onto a stool.
“ Don’t try to pass him nothing. I’m 

watching,” he yawned. “ Darned if I ain’t 
tired out. There he is.”

It was more than Haines had dared to 
hope for. He went hurriedly down the 
aisle between the rows of bars, and pres­
ently he was before the cell in which was 
Harry Gloster, alias Sandy Williams.

And he found Harry on his knees, work­
ing with a deft and hasty pencil on the 
smooth stone flagging which had been 
whitened by much scrubbing. And grow­
ing upon the floor was the face of a girl, 
shadowy, coming out of a mist of many 
lines in the background. All that was real 
of her features and expression was the big 
eyes and their straight, far off look, and 
the curving smile, faint upon her lips.

One might have said that it was a por­
trait of every pretty girl in the world; cer­
tainly it was a picture of no individual. 
There were too many places where the im­
agination was left to do as it pleased.

“ Well? Who’s that?” asked Haines.
The other whirled on him.
“ Another?” he growled, and then, see­

ing who it was, he arose to his feet with a 
smile. “ Hello, Haines,” he said. “ Things 
have been happening since I saw you last.”

“ Quite a lot,” nodded Lee Haines. “ You 
got into one mess on my account. Now 
you’re in another on your own. What 
I’ve come to find out is this: How impor­
tant is it for you to get across the border?”

The other considered with a perfect 
gravity.

“ The difference is between living and 
dying, taking it by and large,” he said, and 
he actually grinned at Haines.

“ I thought it was something like that,” 
nodded Haines, without showing the slight­
est surprise or shock. “ What the devil 
made you hang around here all yesterday?”

“ No reason. Just because I was a fool.”
“ Why did you fight last night?”
“ Been a month since I’ve had a fight.”
“ That’s not true. You mixed with Joe 

Macarthur yesterday afternoon.”
“ That wasn’t a fight. He just did the re­

ceiving. I got the jump on him, you see.”
Lee Haines sighed.
“ You’re a queer one,” he declared. “ Is 

that the girl you left behind you?”
He pointed toward the floor.
“ That’s the girl I haven’t seen,” he said.
“ What’s that? The one you’ve dreamed 

about, eh?”
“ More than that. I heard her voice 

once.”
“ What sort of crazy talk—” began 

Haines, and then shook his head. “ You’re 
past me, partner. Where did you pick up 
the knack? That looks like professional 
work to me!”

“ I’ve always handled a pencil and paints 
when I run onto ’em. My father showed 
me how when I was a kid.”

“ Your father?”
“ Up in Colorado, you know. Consump­

tion.”
Haines nodded.
“ Is it straight that your bail is five hun­

dred?”
“ Something like that.”
“ Son, I’ve got less than a hundred dol­

lars with me.”
“ Why, Haines, I don’t expect you to 

help me out of this boat. You didn’t put 
me here. It’s not your party.”



“ I believe you mean it,” said Haines, 
gnawing his lip thoughtfully. “ You saved 
me yesterday; you expect me to ride along 
and let you rot to-day. But there are 
things about me you don’t know yet! 
Partner, I’m going to have you out of this.”

“ That’s sure fine of you, Haines.”
“ The thing to do, of course, is to get 

that bail money before they find out what’s 
against you and hold you without bail.”

“ That’s the natural way of going about 
it, I should say.”

“ Tell me one thing: if they get you for 
whatever else you’re accused of, are they 
sure to convict you?”

“ On the testimony against me, they 
could hang ten men.”

Haines looked at him sharply. He had 
spent more than half of a wild life among 
criminals of one kind or another; but he 
could not place the open face of Harry 
Gloster in that category unless a sudden 
burst of passion. That, he decided, must 
be it. The outthrust of the jaw, the im­
perious nose, the restless eye were all typi­
cal of a highly excitable nature.

While he paused, a small thread of sing­
ing came wavering into the jail through a 
barred window which was open.

“ Que viva la rumba;
Que viva, que viva placer—”

“Oh, Lord!” cried Harry Gloster, and 
suddenly his shrill whistle caught up the 
air:

“ Que viva las ninas, chulitas, bonitas, 
Y guapas que saben querer.”

“ Is that a signal?” asked Haines.
But Gloster, a man transformed with 

happy excitement, returned no answer. He 
did not even speak when Haines bade him 
farewell and left the jail.

CHAPTER XII.

A VAIN SACRIFICE.

THERE was a swirl of people before 
the veranda of the hotel when Haines 
stepped down from the door of the 

jail. The group was constantly recruited. 
It revolved around a shining bay horse of 

which Haines could see the tossed head 
and the shining coat only by glimpses 
through the crowd.

But what chiefly held his eye and the 
eye of all the others, was a girl standing 
on the verge of the veranda, with her hand 
raised, as if asking for attention. And she 
was getting it in a rush.

The hat which she had been waving to 
call attention was in her hand. Her head 
was exposed, covered with a softly waved 
mass of golden hair—the metal gold which 
turns to fire when the sun strikes on it.

And her flushed face, her eager eyes, 
drew men as honey draws flies. Lee 
Haines was past the days of romance, per­
haps, but nevertheless, he hastened with 
the others toward the focal point.

“ Say it over again,” someone was call­
ing as he arrived. “ We’re late. We didn’t 
hear you the first time.”

“ I’m going to sell this horse to the 
highest bidder,” the girl answered. “ You 
can try out his paces, if you wish. But 
I’ll give you my word that he’s gentle—”

There was a deep hum of chuckling 
from the crowd. Not a man there who did 
not enjoy a little pitching when he swung 
into the saddle of a morning. It was the 
quickest way of warming up both man 
and beast for the day’s work.

“ Let’s have a look at him,” they began 
to urge. “ Get out of the way, Shorty. 
You’ve had a chance to size up the hoss! 
Lemme have a look, Sam!”

But those in the front rank, merely turn­
ing their heads with grins, announced that 
they had the first seats and that they in­
tended to hold them, come what might. 
And so the little crowd became a heavily 
jammed mass. When a newcomer strove 
to press through he might send a wave 
of motion through the whole group, but 
he could not dislodge a single man.

But no one was looking at the horse. 
Instead, there was a profound concentra­
tion of attention upon the face of the girl. 
They gazed silently, with grfeat wide eyes 
which banished the man in their faces and 
let the boy shine through.

They dwelt on her timidity, shrinking 
before so many eyes, and on her courage 
which spurred her on and brought the high



color into her cheeks. And they drank in 
the delicate contours of her face and her 
throat, forever changing as she turned her 
head.

It was as if a wild creature had dared 
to come in among the habitations of man 
in the middle of the day. An aroma of 
strangeness hung around her.

“ Who is it?” whispered Haines, laying 
his hand on the shoulder of the man in 
front of him.

There was no answer.
“■ Who is it?” he repeated, increasing the 

strong pressure of his fingers.
His hand wras struck away, but there was 

no other retort. In the meantime, the 
girl was apparently embarrassed and be­
wildered by the battery of eyes which 
searched her with never a pause. She 
reached down, and putting her hand under 
the chin of Peter, raised his head.

“ Can you all see him?” she asked.
“ Scatter out, you there in front,” came 

a roar of voices from the rear. ‘‘We can’t 
see nothing.”

Of course, it was not Peter they alluded 
to and although they were close enough to 
see the girl, Lee Haines did not blame 
them for w-anting to be closer. He wished 
to be closer himself. He felt a tingle of 
pleasure at the thought of standing near 
her, as though, indeed, she were surrounded 
by an electric atmosphere.

And he knew that a close eye would 
find no imperfections, that the careful ex­
amination would reveal no trace of wrinkles 
around the eyes, no weariness about the 
mouth. It was as if the freshness of the 
dawn were to step into the middle of the 
noonday and refuse to fade with all its 
delicate colors.

“ Peter, dear,” he heard the voice of the 
girl saying, and his heart melted at the 
sound. “ Come up here where they can 
see you. Good boy! Up!”

She clapped her hands together, leaning 
and smiling down to the horse. And up he 
leaped like a dog, and whirled hastily to 
keep his eye on this unaccustomed crowd. 
There was a rumble of admiration and ap­
plause, for both the girl and the horse.

And indeed, Peter was as worthy of at­
tention as the girl, in his own way. He 

stood not more than an inch or two over 
fifteen hands, and he was delicately made, 
but every scruple of his body was formed 
with a perfect hand. He could have 
stepped into a book as a type of what a 
horse should be. And yet he had strength 
as well.

One could see that he could run smooth­
ly and as long as a clock could tick. There 
was a catlike nimbleness about him. And 
as he stood on the boards of the veranda, 
shifting his feet as he felt the old wood 
yield under him, he gave an impression of 
wonderful lightness, as though he would 
have bounded, the next instant, over the 
heads of the crowd and darted away for 
freedom.

■ Into the place which he had left vacant 
at the edge of the veranda the crowd had 
washed instantly. A thick row of som­
breros tilted up as their wearers stared 
at the girl.

“ Here is Peter,” she said, and as she 
extended a hand toward him he pricked 
his ears and thrust out his nose to sniff 
at it. “ And, oh, if I should tell you what 
a good horse he is, you’d hardly be able 
to believe!”

“ We’ll believe,” rumbled someone, and 
there was an eloquent grunt from the 
others. They would have believed any­
thing from her lips, felt Lee Haines. He 
was ready for the same thing himself.

“‘You w’on’t have to chase him across 
fields the way I’ve seen some people chas­
ing horses. When you go to the fence 
and. call he’ll come to you. And if you 
haven’t any sugar, he’s just as happy!”

There was a faint chuckle from the 
crowd. The thought of carrying sugar for 
a horse was a stretch outside of their im­
aginations.

“ You won’t need a whip or spurs for 
Peter. He’ll run till his heart breaks for 
you! ”

Her eyes grew bright with tears, so 
great was her earnestness. In quite for­
getting all her timidity in her enthusiasm 
for Peter, she stood straighter and her 
voice rose a little, while she passed an af­
fectionate arm under Peter’s head—and he 
stood as still as a rock.

‘ And he’s always the same. He’s never 



tired. You can ride him every day. He’ll 
never be lame. He’s true gold all the way 
through! On my honor!”

She paused and drew another breath.
“ I have to sell him,” she said sadly. 

“ To some man who’ll be kind to him, I 
know. For who could help being kind 
to Peter?”

She paused again with a hand extended 
frankly, as though to invite them into her 
perfect confidence in all mankind, and 
there was a little sway and stir in the 
crowd as every man vainly strove to get 
closer.

“ And so, if any one will offer a price—”
“ I’ll say three hundred,” said one.
“Three fifty!”
“Four!”
“ Five hundred dollars!”
“ Five fifty!”
It was much money for cattlemen to 

pay for a horse, but Lee Haines knew that 
they were bidding for a smile from the girl, 
not for the horse itself. And though yonder 
in the jail was a man to whom he owed his 
life and for whom he would have laid down 
his ovm safety, yet he knew that if he had 
the money in his pocket he would have 
joined the most enthusiastic bidders. The 
mere cow-punchers had drawn away a little, 
hopeless when they saw such money offered. 
It was only the ranchers who were calling 
now.

But the voice of Joan halted them, say­
ing: “ Five hundred is what I need. Who 
offered that?”

“I!” came the shout, and there were six 
voices in it.

She shook her head, bewildered.
“ Who offered it?” she asked.
“ I offered it,” said Jud Carter, pushing 

his gaunt form through the crowd.
“ Then Peter is yours!”
There was a shout of protest from the 

others.
“ He was up for the highest bidder, lady! 

You got to sell him that way.”
“ But five hundred,” she argued, “ is 

all that I need—poor Peter! Good boy!”
A wave of grief called her attention from 

the men to the horse beside her, and the 
demands of the higher bidders were as 
suddenly forgotten.

“ And here,” said Jud Carter, climbing 
to her side, “is the coin. Lucky I had 
it handy with me!”

He removed his hat with a flourish, very 
conscious that he was making a picture 
which would be long remembered, and not 
at all aware that it would be remembered 
mostly because it was ridiculous in the con­
trast of the slender girl, graceful as music, 
with his bony, work-twisted body, as he 
leaned above her.

She took the money, rewarded poor Jud 
with a trembling smile, and then threw her 
arms around Peter. A gaping crowd saw 
the tears tumble out of her eyes, saw her 
lift his head and press her cheek against 
his muzzle, and then she was gone, while 
Peter turned and trotted after her, raising 
a cloud of dust from the veranda flooring.

Jud Carter by a burst of sprinting, 
captured the horse and led him down to 
the ground, and there he was surrounded 
by a clamorous crowd, laughing, roaring 
out a hundred comments.

But Joan had hurried straight down the 
street with a step as free and athletic as 
the stride of a boy. And so she came to 
the courthouse and the city hall, combined 
in one wide, low-fronted building. From 
the old pensioner at the door she asked 
the way to Judge Conley’s office, and the 
ancient unkinked his back and strode 
grinning beside her until he had brought 
her to the sanctum of the judge himself.

“ They are all kind,” thought Joan as 
she entered the office of the judge. “ All 
these men are so gentle, I wonder why my 
mother wanted to keep me away from 
them? Why could it be?”

So she stood in front of Judge Conley 
who, as he turned in his swivel chair, was 
encountered by the eloquent wink of the 
old man who was just closing the door. 
Therefore, the judge, to cover a responsive 
grin, had to frown and clear his throat, a 
proceeding which made Joan back a step 
away.

He seated her in another moment, how­
ever. And when all the wrinkles were 
out of his forehead, it seemed to Joan that 
he was like all the rest of his kind—over­
flowing with good-nature and eagerness to 
help her. And as he drew the chair out of 



the shaft of sunshine and waved her into it, 
he remained leaning over it with one hand 
rested on the arm.

It brought him so close to Joan that she 
had to lean farther back in the chair to 
smile up at him. But smile she did, al­
though there was a wild riot of fear and 
hope and grief—for Peter—in her heart. 
For she was beginning to find that smiles 
worked wonderfully well with men. A 
smile struck a light into their eyes, made 
them alert, suppled the very joints of their 
limbs.

So it was with the judge now’. He 
beamed down upon her, a veritable rain of 
good will.

“ And what’s the trouble now?” he asked. 
“ What’s the trouble, since nothing but 
trouble brings people to me? Let’s start 
right in with your name and then we’ll 
go through with the rest of the story.”

“ Joan Daniels,” she answered.
The judge recoiled, struck the back of 

his knees against the edge of his swivel 
chair, and sat down heavily within it. The 
force jogged the spectacles low on his chin, 
and the knowledge that he had appeared 
ungraceful made him scowd to recover his 
lost ground.

“ Ah,” said he, “ then you’re the one 
that I’ve heard of—that lives all by herself 
with a silent man for a father? Well, 
well' I’ve heard a good deal about you! ”

She shook her head, saying that she did 
not know who could have talked about 
her, because she knew no one, but she had 
heard that he was the man to whom one 
came when one whished to pay a bail.

“A bail!” exclaimed the judge, start­
ing in his chair, and then rocking far back 
in it until his short legs swung clear of the 

floor. “ Bail? Who the devil—I mean, 
what bail do you want to pay?”

His violence drove some of the color 
out of Joan’s cheeks, and as she stared at 
him, he sat forward again and managed to 
reach out and pat her hand.

“ There, there,” he said. “ I didn’t 
mean to frighten you. Whose bail do you 
want to pay?”

She swallowed.
“ There is a man who was arrested last 

night. I think he’s called Sandy Wil­
liams—”

She saw the face of the judge darken.
“ My dear—Miss Daniels,” said the 

judge, “what interested you in him?”
“ I can’t tell you that,” she admitted. 

“ But here I have the money to pay—the 
whole five hundred, you see!”

And she leaned forward, her eyes bright 
with delight. The judge, however, paid 
not the slightest heed to the money. In­
stead, he picked up a yellow telegraph slip 
from the desk beside him and extended it 
toward her.

“ I don’t know what you know about the 
man who calls himself Sandy Williams. 
But no matter whatever else you know 
about him, I imagine that you don’t know’ 
this—and you ought to!”

She looked down to the slip of paper 
and saw typewritten across it in capitals:

HOLD SANDY WILLIAMS UNTIL MY 
ARRIVAL. HIS REAL NAME, HARRY 
GLOSTER, WANTED HERE FOR MUR­
DER OF HAL SPRINGER AND RUDY 
NICHOLS LAST WEEK. TWO THOU­
SAND DOLLARS REWARD WILL BE 
PAID TO—

The brief remainder danced into a 
smudge of black.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.

tr u tr

A RAINBOW
A RAINBOW is a bow that’s bent so far

* *■ I almost fear that it will break apart; 
And when I wonder where the arrows are,

I feel one strike my heart.
Mary Carolyn Davies.



By BERTHA LOWRY GWYNNE

STUART FORREST LEE DUNBAR, 
owner of the Bar D cattle company, 
rode straight into the north wind 

which was sweeping over the high reaches 
of the New Mexico cow country, freezing 
the light, falling rain into icy flecks of snow. 
He bore a blanket wrapped bundle in the 
crook of his left arm. His face, set in reso­
lute lines, softened into whimsical tender­
ness as he often and anxiously peered down 
into a fold in the blanket from which two 
unblinking baby eyes looked up at him 
steadily.

“Don’t weaken, son!” he admonished 
gravely, and urged his tired horse on.

Stuart Dunbar had been named for three 
great battle chieftains by his grandfather— 
as gallant an old gentleman as had ever 
damned the Yankees. And at his birth his 
fairy godmother, who perhaps cherished in 
her heart a fancy for his fiery grandfather, 
had bestowed upon Stuart the three gifts 
which that old warrior had most wished 
for him. They were honor, courage—and 

the Dunbar nose. But with a gesture of 
sardonic humor she had added to these the 
Dunbar temper—which was an attribute 
that the devil himself would have envied— 
and a gift for finding trouble which had 
been unsurpassed in the flying annals of the 
A. E. F.

Stuart shifted the bundle to the other 
arm. The baby shrieked suddenly, pierc­
ingly. He almost dropped it. This was the 
first sound from it since they had started 
from the ranch house three hours before. 
Now one scream followed another in acute 
urgency. Stuart, sharply startled, held the 
baby tight. It was tying itself into knots. 
Its face was apoplectic.

Hastily dismounting he threw the bridle 
over his horse’s head and carried the 
squirming, shrieking infant to a dip in the 
plain sheltered from the wind. Here on 
its blanket he laid it down, and kneeling, 
with steady fingers, started to unstrip it. 
Although outwardly unmoved he was in 
reality deeply alarmed and agitated. All 



the first aid measures for every crisis he 
had ever faced crowded into his brain.

“Damn that chink!” he muttered furi­
ously. “ He’s sewed him up! ”

The baby was screaming unbelievably.
Stuart turned its voluminous petticoats 

over its head, revealing a long, cruel scratch 
above one little fat knee. He found an 
opened safety pin. And if Hop Ling had 
been there at that minute the sufferer would 
have been instantly and amply avenged.

The baby stopped crying as suddenly as 
it had started. It crowded one fist into its 
mouth and looked up placidly into the 
other’s face.

An unwilling smile crept to Stuart’s lips, 
taking off the edge of his anger at Hop 
Ling.

He wrapped the baby up again quickly. 
It was biting cold.

“No wonder you cried! It’s enough to 
make any little feller cry—having a weapon 
like that projectin’ around!” he commiser­
ated. “ And now, son, I think we’d better 
eat.”

He took two bottles out of the pockets of 
his heavy fleece lined coat. From a ther­
mos bottle he filled the other with warm 
milk. Holding the baby with awkward ten­
derness he placed the nursing bottle in its 
waving, clutching hands.

“ Drink hearty, mate!” he said.
As the milk decreased in the bottle the 

baby’s eyelids began to droop. Each time 
it raised them with a mighty effort and 
looked into Stuart’s eyes, as man to man. 
Stuart watched this, proud and fascinated. 
And then the baby, no longer able to keep 
awake, let its hand slip from the bottle and 
waver for a moment in the air. The tiny 
fingers grasped Stuart’s. The baby was 
asleep.

Stuart sat holding it for a long time— 
afraid to stir. Looking down into the sleep­
ing face his own lean, grave and a little stern 
for his twenty-six years, softened curiously. 
He wanted a cigarette, but nothing could 
have made him take his finger away from 
that tight, convulsive grasp.

Cautiously he drew the blanket up so 
that it covered the baby hand. He knew 
that they ought to be on their way if they 
were to get to Sanderson’s ranch before 

night. But still he sat there. Finally the 
little friendly clasp relaxed. His finger was 
free.

He rose stiffly and carried the baby over 
to the patiently waiting horse. And as he 
mounted, the child began to cry. It was 
wide awake again.

“ You can’t scare me again, son,” said 
Stuart—and began to sing to him. It was 
a song that his grandfather had often sung 
to Stuart when he was little—a mournful 
thing called “ A Dirge for Ashby.”

With fine melancholy Stuart chanted the 
words:

“ Heard ye that thrilling word—
Accents of dread?
Ashby our bravest one, 
Ashby is dead!"

The baby relaxed. It gave a deep, quiv­
ering sigh.

“ Bold as the lion heart, 
Dauntless and brave—”

The baby smiled up into the man’s eyes. 
He brought it closer to him in an involun­
tary gesture of endearment. Then he 
mourned on:

“1 Dulce et decus ’ be ' 
Fittest refrain.
Ashby our Paladin, 
Ashby is slain!"

The baby settled into sleep in a series of 
broken intakes of breath.

Stuart was deeply moved. The casual 
pity he had bestowed upon the infant here­
tofore had now deepened into something 
personal and sharply poignant. It may 
have been the baby's gratified acceptance 
of this old Southern war song that he him­
self had loved. Stuart did not know. He 
only knew that from now on, in some mys­
terious fashion, his own destiny was to be 
indissolubly bound up in that of the baby.

The wind was blowing colder now. The 
rain had changed into swiftly falling snow. 
Cattle stood in dejected groups, their backs 
to the wind. The baby sneezed in its sleep, 
and Stuart drew the blanket more closely 
around it.

He raised his head in the face of the 
wind and gave a swift look into the trail 
ahead. His gray eyes, trained to long dis­



tances, widened incredulously at sight of a 
tall yucca tree crowned with scarlet blos­
soms. His astonishment was natural. The 
yucca blooms in summer—this was Decem­
ber—and carries on its tall spike hundreds 
of white blossoms. As he drew nearer the 
mass of red bloom changed into a red flag 
flying from the tree. And as he spurred his 
horse and galloped alongside, it became a 
red flannel petticoat fastened to the dead 
spike of the yucca by two slender gold 
hatpins!

A note was pinned to the hem of the pet­
ticoat.

Even before he unpinned it the heavy 
gray note paper, the round boarding school 
handwriting awoke in him a sudden impell­
ing anger. He remembered where he had 
seen it before. And the face of Boone Kitts 
came back to sadden him.

The note said:

Please ride straight east until you come to 
the gap in the rim rock. You will see my 
house. I need help.

B. F. Greer.

The girl at the Cedar Brakes! The girl 
who had been Boone’s girl. He must an­
swer the summons for Boone’s sake. But 
as for her—a wave of anger nauseated him. 
She could choke for all of him. He was glad 
she was in trouble!

He unpinned the petticoat from the yucca 
tree and viewed it distastefully. It was, of 
course, red flannel, made by hand with 
long, uneven stitches. The waistband had 
been cut from an old flour sack, the letter­
ing of which had not been erased. Stuart 
stuffed it into his pocket. He turned his 
horse’s head to the east.

II.

The smoothly stretching plain stopped 
dizzily at the edge of a deep bowl in the 
earth—a bowl about a mile in circumference 
and so perfectly rounded that it was easy to 
believe the Indian legend of its magic origin. 
It was lined thickly with gnarled scrub 
cedar trees. There was only one gap in the 
encircling rim of rock through which it was 
possible to descend. Here a rude barbed 
wire gate had been stretched between two 

cedar poles, and the wagon trail led steeply 
down to the adobe ranch house at the bot­
tom. There was smoke emerging from two 
of its chimneys. The windmill was revolv­
ing industriously, a pony whinnied in the 
corral.

Stuart rode down the steep, slippery trail 
thinking of B. F. Greer. He couldn’t re­
member her first name—although Boone 
Kitts must surely have mentioned it Her 
appeal for aid brought with it none of the 
glowing stimulation that approaching trou­
ble always awakened in Stuart Dunbar.

“ Probably wants somebody to wind the 
clock for her or open a can of peaches,” he 
thought contemptuously. .And then Boone 
Kitts’s words flashed into his mind. “ She’s 
a mighty plucky kid, Stuart. Her father 
died last week. She’s going to stay on at 
the Cedar Brakes. I’m trying to talk her 
into taking me on as husband-foreman—”

Boone’s letters written to Stuart in South 
America had been models of brevity: “ An 
old bird from Boston has bought the Cedar 
Brakes. The boys say he has t. b.—also a 
peachy daughter.” And then later: “ Miss 
Greer is nice.” That was high praise from 
the conservative Boone.

Boone Kitts! Stuart forgot the girl. His 
somber eyes were looking straight ahead and 
seeing nothing. He was back in youngster 
days with Boone.

Before Stuart got to the veranda the 
front door opened and the girl came flying 
out. She stood on the top step, her hair 
blowing in the wind—a heavy sweater over 
her shoulders. She seemed too little—too 
young—too freckled across the bridge of her 
nose—to fit into the character he had given 
her.

He took off his hat and looked at her 
gravely, making no motion to dismount.

“ Are you Miss Greer?” he asked. “ I’m 
Stuart Dunbar. Your note said you were in 
trouble—”

Her face lightened at mention of his name 
as if it carried for her a pleasant memory.

“ Oh, I am glad you came!”
She was looking at the bundle in the 

crook of his arm. She ran down the steps 
and stood by the horse’s side.

“ It’s not,” she began in incredulous con­
sternation, “ it’s not a baby?”



“ Do you need help?” he asked her 
brusquely, disregarding her question.

“Of course I do! I’ve had a frightful 
time! You’ll have to stay and help me till 
somebody comes—the Sandersons send over 
once a week to see about me—is it a baby?”

His face softened involuntarily.
“ This is little Son Johnson,” he said. 

And added, to his own astonishment, in a 
normally friendly voice: “A good baby!”

She reached up her arms for it. Stuart 
looked down into her face, hostilely apprais­
ing it. There were deep circles of fatigue 
around her clear gray eyes. Her hair was 
done hastily into a knot on the nape of her 
neck. But there was something dauntless 
about her—a sweet resoluteness—he admit­
ted that.

He placed the sleeping baby in her arms. 
She waited for him to dismount.

“Oh, I am glad you came!” she said 
again.

He took the baby and followed her into 
the square adobe house. A wide hall ran 
down the middle, and to the right an open 
door led into the living room. Huge cedar 
logs were blazing in a cheerful flame and 
a grateful warmth in the open fireplace.

Stuart laid the baby down on a wide 
couch, and she knelt down beside it, un­
fastening its wrappings. It was still sleep­
ing soundly.

“ I am glad you came—” She looked 
over her shoulder at Stuart, who was stand­
ing with his back to the blaze watching 
her. The firelight brought out the hollows 
in her cheeks. “ I’ve had a perfectly fright­
ful time.”

The baby now lay free from its swathings, 
attired in a bright pink chambray frock, 
around the hem of which trailed a wreath ; 
of crudely embroidered blue forget-me-nots.

The man waited for her to go on. There 
was something in the steady gaze of his 
eyes, the cut of his lean jaw that inspired 
confidence.

“ Old Juan and Maria, who run this little 
place'for me, are ill with flu. I think Juan 
is going to die. I haven’t slept any for 
three nights.”

“ The baby’s father and mother died with 
the flu last week,” Stuart told her. 
“ There’s not a doctor to be got. All my 

men are either down with it or just getting 
up.”

“ I know. It’s ghastly! To-day—this 
morning—old Juan went out of his head. 
Oh, we had a time! I was trying to get 
him back into bed when he picked me up 
with one hand. He was going to dash me 
into the fire—”

“ Gosh!” Stuart whispered.
“ Maria—Maria had a flannel petticoat 

pinned round her head. She snatched it off 
—and quicker than I can tell you, Mr. Dun­
bar, she had wrapped it around a cedar 
stick. She crept up and hit him over the 
eye with it—”

She laughed a little hysterically. But 
Stuart, staring at her, was visualizing the 
scene; and then his eyes fell on her wrists. 
They were black and blue. A great bruise 
showed under her middy collar.

“ Lord, but you had courage!” he admit­
ted ungrudgingly. “ What a battle—”

She smiled up at him a little tremulously 
and tried to summon back her expression 
of intrepidity.

“ I wasn’t afraid—very much,” she said. 
“ I think I take after my grandfather. My 
grandfather had a great deal of courage. 
One time—one time during the Civil War 
my grandfather captured twelve rebels, sin­
gle handed—”

The young man lifted his head like a 
war horse scenting battle. The nostrils of 
the Dunbar nose dilated—and then he 
laughed!

He looked quizzically around, discovering 
more evidence of her heroic grandfather. 
An oil painting of an important personage 
in blue uniform hung over the mantel. A 
steel engraving of General Grant hung op­
posite. The room itself bore a New Eng­
land atmosphere with its old mahogany fur­
niture and braided rugs. It was unlike the 
other ranch houses that Stuart knew—most 
of which had been furnished lavishly from 
the last sixty-five pages of the Sears-Roe­
buck catalogue.

The girl was going on with her story, 
oblivious of the young man’s singular reac­
tions to it:

“ We got him into bed—and then Maria 
collapsed. But she’s better now. Old Juan 
hasn’t spoken yet—but he’s breathing natu­



rally. And then, Mr. Dunbar, when I saw 
the red flannel petticoat at the end of the 
stick it gave me the idea for getting 
help—”

“ I’ll go and take a look at them—”
“ They’re across the hall. I brought 

them in from their cabin. .And while you’re 
putting your horse in the corral, I’ll get 
some supper.”

He stopped outside the door and looked 
back at her. Why, she was too young to 
hate! She was standing before the baby, 
her lips parted, a tentative finger touching 
the baby’s soft cheek.

III.

St'jart heard the baby crying before he 
got into the house.. He stood in the kitchen 
door. A round table was drawn up beside 
the kitchen stove, set for two. On it were 
biscuits, smoking hot, fried ham and canned 
com and canned tomatoes and stewed dried 
apricots.

His hostess sat beside the coffee urn, her 
head on the table in front of her—and she 
was fast asleep. A strand of soft, brown 
hair lay across her cheek. Her bruised arm 
lay outstretched. She looked so little—so 
helpless—so forlorn—asleep there, that 
Stuart caught himself in the same wave of 
protective tenderness that he had felt for the 
baby.

He came to a swift decision: Until they 
were out of this jam he would be friendly 
to her! He would declare a truce in his bit­
ter thoughts of her. Ever since he had en­
tered her house he had had the feeling that 
he couldn’t endure staying there. But now 
—well, it was up to him to see her through 
this. Old Juan would probably die that 
night. Afterward, he told himself grimly, 
he would tell her in plain words just what 
he thought of her.

He tiptoed past her out into the hall and 
into the living room. The baby lay scream­
ing and kicking. He made it comfortable 
again, and picked it up in his arms. He felt 
unaccountably flattered that it had stopped 
crying.

As he came into the kitchen with it the 
girl roused, looked up at him in deep be­
wilderment and then smiled.

“ I had a glorious nap—it’s a wonder I 
ever woke up! But I’m afraid your supper 
is cold.”

She poured his coffee and then reached 
for the baby. It came to her with out­
stretched arms and little cooings, flushed 
and bright eyed from its nap.

“ How are they?” the girl asked.
“ Well, battin’ old Juan over the head 

didn’t improve his influenza,” Stuart an­
swered dryly. He has a whale of a tem­
perature.”

“ Do you think—do you think he will 
die?”

Certainly not,” Stuart answered with 
more assurance than he felt. And Maria’s 
not dangerous — but she’s too ambitious. 
We must keep her in bed.”

“ Oh, I am glad you came,” she said 
again.

“ You’re beginning to sound like the 
litany,” he told her.

“ God sent you—to deliver us,” she told 
him soberly, feeding the baby apricot juice 
from a spoon.

“ Look here—what are you doing?” 
Stuart spoke in consternation. “ The baby 
doesn’t take anything but milk—”

She fed the eager infant another spoon­
ful. “ We’ll give him a change,” she said.

“ Of course—if you think it won’t kill 
him—”

She drew the baby to her breast in a 
soft, lovely gesture.

“ This baby isn’t going to die. Listen to 
the man croak, honey!”

The baby blew a deep bubble between 
his lips and looked at them each in turn for 
approbation. They laughed delightedly.

“ If it really bothers you,” the girl said, 
” for me to feed him this—why, of course, 
I won’t—”

“ Well, it does,” he declared frankly. 
“ You’ve no idea of the weight of responsi­
bility I’ve been bearing. It does seem such 
damnable fortune for the little feller to lose 
his father and mother, too. And he is a 
good sport! Of course I don’t know a deuce 
of a lot about babies, but even Hop Ling 
says he’s extraordinary—and he doesn’t cry 
at all.” Stuart went on earnestly, “ except 
when somebody leaves a pin sticking in him 
—or he gets hungry—or—or—sort of lone­



some. He never cries out of cussedness like 
lots of babies.”

“ He’s a darling,” the girl warmly agreed. 
“ And you must show me how to fix the con­
densed milk—and get his nightgown for 
me. I’ll undress him and put him to bed.”

They sat in the living room—in the fire­
light—sorting out baby clothes and hang­
ing them up to air before the cedar blaze. 
The girl, shaking out the little rumpled gar­
ments, visualized the gnarled fingers of the 
foreman’s wife—a middle aged mother, who 
had embroidered these impossible flowers 
on the coarse material of her first born’s 
dresses. It was infinitely touching.

“ But isn’t it odd,” the girl commented, 
“ that they had never named him? You 
would have thought—wouldn’t you—that 
they’d have taken such pleasure in picking 
out names—before he was bom even?”

“ It’s the only thing they ever disagreed 
about,” said Stuart. “ Old Keno Johnson, 
the baby’s father, stood out for Samuel 
Henry. Mrs. Johnson wanted a romantic 
name—something that rimed, preferably. 
When I came up from South America about 
a month ago—I’d been down there ever 
since I got back from France—the contro­
versy was raging. Even Hop Ling had tak­
en a hand in it. Every puncher in the out­
fit backed a different name. It almost start­
ed a fued. It ended by calling him Son.”

“ Let’s you and I name him.” said the 
girl.

“ But would that be fair to Mrs. Sander­
son? You know she’s going to adopt him.” 
The softly brooding look in the girl’s eyes 
as it rested on the clutching, crowing baby, 
held a hint of envy.

“ Mrs. Sanderson? Why—why—she al­
ready has seven—”

Stuart caught the look and it stirred him 
to deep trembling—that she should feel for 
the baby the urge for possession that he’d 
been fighting all afternoon.

Startled, they looked deep into each 
other's eyes—and B. F. Greer flushed to the 
bruise on her thin collarbone.

IV.

The girl had put the baby to bed. Stu­
art had ministered to the patients across 

the hall. They sat now in the firelight, 
talking. In some subtle fashion the at­
mosphere had changed. They seemed to 
be warmly alive to each other. Every look 
—every gesture—their low, intimate voices 
—were charged with dynamic significance. 
Something inexpressibly sweet and poignant 
stirred them, as beautiful, swiftly tender as 
the baby’s own smiles and tears. After a 
while Stuart said:

“ What does the B. F. stand for? All 
the B. F.’s I’ve ever known have been old 
codgers with long whiskers named Benjamin 
Franklin.”

The girl leaned over and poked the fire. 
Her gray eyes were dark and brilliant in the 
cedar blaze. She smiled into the fire with­
out looking up at him.

“ My name,” she spoke absently, “ is 
Barbara Frietchie.”

Barbara Frietchie Greer! He remem­
bered it now. The red, angry memory 
burned like an old wound, rudely opened— 
the memory of a return address in the cor­
ner of a little package, wrapped in gray 
note paper and addressed in round, boarding 
school handwriting.

“Barbara Frietchie Greer!”
His silence was so prolonged that she 

looked hastily up into his face.
“ I remember your name now.” He 

looked at her with furiously accusing eyes. 
He hated himself for his softness, his weak­
ness of a few minutes before. “ I saw it 
on a box that you sent Boone Kitts. You 
killed him, you know.”

She put her hand to her throat.
“ I killed him?” she whispered.
“ Would you like for me to tell you about 

it? Because I saw him die—”
He sat looking into the fire. His face 

was dark with brooding and heavy with 
unhappiness. He talked in snatches, as if 
to himself.

The girl stared, white, fascinated—ter­
ror in her eyes.

“ Boone Kitts and I were like broth­
ers. His father and mother were ‘ lungers ’ 
from Kentucky, living down on the Pecos. 
They were old friends of my mother. They 
died almost at the same time—and they 
gave Boone to us. I dare say he told you 
all that?”



His hostile eyes rested on hers for a 
moment, then looked back into the fire.

“ I was thirteen then, and Boone was 
twelve. We grew up together and went 
away to school together. We were never 
separated until I went down to South 
America, where we had cattle.” He flecked 
her another glance. “ You came here about 
that time. Boone wrote me about you. He 
wrote me that he loved you.

“ I raced back when we got into the war, 
but Boone had beaten me to it. He had 
joined the engineers and was gone. I only 
heard from him occasionally. He hated 
writing letters. And we were both busy. 
Just before the armistice I went to the base 
hospital at Toul to see a Bar D puncher 
who was wounded, and he told me that 
Boone was there, all battered up, but cov­
ered with glory—and that he was going to 
get well.”

Stuart's somber eyes looked straight 
ahead of him. He sat silent for a while.

“ He was surely tickled to see me. Well, 
I’ve thanked God a thousand times that I 
was there. He was white—he was thin. 
God, he was thin! He had been through 
a man’s sized portion of plain hell. While 
I was sitting there talking to him the nurse 
came in with a package for him that had 
just come in the mail.

“ It was wrapped in gray paper. Your 
name was written in the corner. The nurse 
cut the strings for him, and he opened the 
little box, we watching him. There were 
three things in it: there was a watch with 
a long, thirl gold chain; there was a little 
ivory shuttle that girls make tatting with; 
and there was a diamond ring.

“ He didn’t say anything—not a word. 
The nurse and I sat there, watching him. 
His face was already as white as a dead 
man’s. He hung the watch up before him 
by the end of the chain. He put it back in 
the box. He took out the little ivory shut­
tle. He put it back in the box. And then 
he took out the ring. He laid it in the palm 
of his hand. He looked at it a long time. 
He looked up at the nurse. He looked up 
at me. A nd he was dead.”

Barbara’s eyes were anguished.
“ He was dead,” Stuart repeated, “ that 

quick.”

Tears rolled down the girl’s cheeks.
“ Oh, poor Boone,” she whispered.
“ I’ll say ‘ poor Boone!’ ” the other re­

torted furiously, the floodgates of his anger 
breaking. “ Even if you found you did 
not love him, how in God’s name you 
could send his presents—his ring—back to 
him—”

Barbara paid no heed to this.
“ Oh, poor Boone—oh, poor Boone,” she 

was saying drearily, sobbingly, over and 
over again.

A loud scream from the baby interrupted 
them. It was shrill and piercing beyond be­
lief. They both started to their feet. The 
girl hesitated with a listening look on her 
face. It came again—a cry to freeze the 
strongest heart.

Stuart spoke coolly.
“ It’s the rebel yell,” he said. “ I taught 

it to him.
He looked arrogantly around the room, 

and his eyes rested for a moment on the 
picture above the mantel.

“It was by yelling like that and fighting 
like hell that the Southern army was able 
to kill more Yankees in one battle than they 
had men in the whole war.”

The baby screamed again.
“ It’s colic,” said the girl.
“ I told you not to give him apricot 

juice.”
They looked at each other with hate in 

their eyes.
Barbara spoke slowly, contemptuously. 

“ When there are no real men around for 
me to kill,” she said, “ why, I murder ba­
bies! ’’

He was struggling for repartee when the 
doorknob rattled. Startled, they watched 
the door slowly open.

Old Juan stood on the threshold, incon­
gruously clad in pale blue pyjamas that had 
belonged to Barbara’s father. The bandage 
had been torn from the wound on his fore­
head. His distraught eyes, brilliant with 
delirium, darted around the room, seeking 
the source of the piercing shrieks.

“ Valgame Dios! Diablo ya ven agar- 
rame! God help me!” he was screaming 
crazily. “ Already the devil comes to fetch 
me!”

Behind him, tugging at his coat tail, her
4 A 



head once more wrapped in the red flannel 
petticoat, was Maria.

“Tonio! Tout#! Fool! Fool!” she was 
expostulating. “ It’s only a baby crying.”

V.

The Cedar Brakes lay buried in deep 
snow, the trail to the rim lost in heavy 
drifts.

For three days Barbara Greer and Stu­
art Dunbar, possessed by bitter hostility, 
had worked together silently and swiftly 
for the saving of two humble lives. 
Maria had suffered a relapse. Juan was 
still crazed. He was still tortured by the 
baby’s crying.

Stuart saw very little of the baby now. 
Juan occupied his time. Occasionally he 
caught fugitive glimpses—pictures lovely 
and appealing that he was to carry with 
him to the end of life: Barbara rocking in 
a little rush bottom chair in front of the 
fire, singing the baby to sleep, her young 
voice hushed:

“ Oh, go to sleep, little baby!
And when you wake you’ll have some cake
And ride on a little white horsey!”

Once he had opened the door and found 
them both asleep on the wide couch in the 
living room. Her arm was flung across the 
baby in instinctive protection. A tiny, 
groping hand found her breast and rested 
there.

Stuart turned his head away, choked up 
with intolerable pity. There were tears on 
his cheeks.

He thought of nothing but Barbara. 
Sometimes he saw her on this lonely ranch, 
fighting for her father’s life—young, in­
trepid, so inexpressibly dear that it was all 
he could do to keep his anger burning. But 
he had only to conjure up the face of Boone 
Kitts—-

And now it was his feeling toward the 
memory of Boone that tortured him. It 
filled him with hot, shamed wonder—for 
he had come to know that he was jealous of 
Boone.

He found himself thinking up excuses 
for Barbara, and these carried with them 
implied reproaches for Boone. He was
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troubled; he was uncertain. And uncer­
tainty had never before confronted Stuart 
Dunbar. All his life he had been quick 
thinking and straight thinking. His con­
clusions, right or wrong, had never troubled 
him. Now he hated himself. He hated 
Barbara. And he was curiously oppressed 
by the dread that he might come to hate the 
memory of Boone.

Stuart opened the living room door and 
stood for a moment on the threshold, un­
seen by the girl rocking in the little rush 
bottom chair before the fire.

She looked utterly weary. It was dusk, 
and the lamps were lit. The wind blew a 
sudden whirl of smoke down the chimney, 
filling the room with thin, blue haze. The 
pungent odor of burning cedar wood carried 
him sharply back to his childhood—and his 
young mother. She had sat in front of a 
cedar wood fire; she had worn just such a 
soft, dull blue frock.

Barbara turned and saw him.
“ How’s'Juan?” she asked.
It seemed to the man that there was a 

change in the quality of her voice—a hint 
of friendliness.

“ Better, I think.” Stuart tried to speak 
casually. “ I’ve a feeling he’ll be in his 
right mind when he wakes—unless his tem­
perature goes up again.”

“ Son’s the darlingest baby—” she was 
beginning. There was a friendly note in 
her voice. “ To-night he—”

But Stuart's self-possession had left him, 
He stood before her, white faced, trem­
bling.

“ Barbara,” he began, “ what did Boone 
do? I love you—I love you so very much. 
You must have had a reason—” He broke 
off in a tone of furious self-reproach. “ I’m 
as crazy as old Juan! I’m even beginning 
to think up things against Boone.” His 
eyes were tortured. “ But I love you—I 
love you so very much.”

After the first startled moment Barbara 
looked back into the fire. Her eyes had 
darkened until they were almost black, 
Her color rose.

She crossed the room to the tall secre­
tary. She brought back a letter and hand­
ed it to Stuart. It bore a foreign post­
mark. And as he moved under the lamp­



light Boone’s small, distinctive handwriting 
stared up at him.

Then he read:
Dear Barbara:

When you told me that I'd come to love 
another girl it seemed most improbable. But 
I have. I do. And you must love her, too, 
Barbara. She reminds me of you. She is 
little. She is brave. There's the same quality 
of sweetness and fortitude about her that used 
to make me cry inside when I stood by and 
couldn’t help you. Her name is Louise Dor- 
dant. Her mother died when she was fifteen. 
And now she has no one at all. She has lost 
her father and three brothers in the war.

I have written to Stuart, but I haven't heard 
from him. I know he will be glad. It’s been 
dreary at the Bar D since his mother died. 
Lord, I’ll be glad to get back!

Won’t you send me, please, the little box 
I left with you? It has my mother's engage­
ment ring in it. And send me your blessing, 
too. My dear, my dear—God keep you—God 
love you' Boone.

Stuart’s first thought was now of his 
friend.

“ I didn’t get the letter,” he said in a 
tone of misery. And then: “ Why, I must 
find that girl— It was you he loved—un­
til the end of life.” He looked at Barbara. 
“ His letter shows that.”

She made no denial of this. She was 
still looking up at him, expectant and a 
little breathless.

Stuart handed the letter back to Bar­
bara.

“ I’m a fool,” he said. “ I'll never be 
anything but a hotheaded fool as long as I 
live.”

“ You might at least have heard my side 
before—before you denounced me as—as 
—a—a—mw-murderess,” she began qua- 
veringly.

“ Any other man would have,” he admit­
ted in a low voice, “ but not me! Trust me 
for doing the wrong thing. Of course I 
know you'll never forgive me.” His voice 
held no hope. “ That’s the punishment I’ll 
carry all the days of my life. It’s what 
I deserve for being disloyal to Boone in my 
thoughts.”

She was looking at him with curiously 
puzzled eyes.

The baby started crying. Through the 
closed door they caught the sustained 
wails, and each moment they were grow­

ing in angry volume. For once they were 
disregarded.

Stuart held her glance, looking straight 
into her eyes.

“ But—tell me—now be honest—you did 
love me that first night? I know you did! 
You did think, didn’t you, that maybe we’d 
marry—and that we’d keep Son—”

She turned a painful red.
“ I didn't think anything like that,” she 

answered hotly. “ I didn’t think anything 
like that, at all. I wouldn’t marry you— 
I wouldn’t marry you under any consider­
ation,” she ended tamely. “ You accused 
me of something terrible—and—and base. 
You insulted the memory of my grand­
father—”

“ I did nothing of the kind.”
“ Yes, you did. You spoke contemptu­

ously of my grandfather’s bravery.”
“ Barbara, I didn’t. And I ask your 

pardon if I implied it. But my grandfather 
was brave, too. Your family isn’t the only 
one that’s proud of its valor.”

“ My family has other things to be proud 
of in addition to its valor. Faith and trust 
are twm of them.”

As she looked up at him, so little, so 
dauntless, he suddenly swept her into his 
arms with a single swift gesture.

“ You are mine,” he said unsteadily— 
“my very own!” His black head came 
down closer—closer. He kissed her. “ And 
no man—nor the ghost of a man—stands 
between us.”

The baby cried on. The cedar smoke 
drifted out into the room again—sweet, 
suffocating.

She was trembling so that she could 
hardly stand. He felt the racing of her 
heart beats. She half turned in his arms. 
Her eyes blazed into his.

“ You are a coward,” she whispered. 
“ Because you’re big—and strong—you can 
kiss me. I’ll hate you until I die.”

He laughed a little wildly. He drew her 
back to him.

“ And I’ll keep on loving you, Bar­
bara.” His black head came down, closer 
and closer—

“ Seiiorita! Senorita! Come queek! Come 
queek! ”

Stuart raised a startled head.



Maria’s shrill voice was terror stricken. 
“ It’s Juan—mucha loco—he seeks to keel 
the baby! ”

They burst into the dimly lit hall.
Old Juan, standing at the door of the 

room where the baby lay, turned toward 
them a tormented and fear ridden face.

They caught the glint of steel.
“ Drop that knije!” Although Stuart 

had not raised his voice, there was so dead­
ly a menace in the tone of it that for a 
moment the hunting knife wavered in the 
Mexican’s hand. And in that moment 
Stuart was upon him.

They fought up and down the long hall 
for possession of the knife. Stuart, young 
and lithe and muscular, was battling against 
tremendous odds that delirium had given 
Juan. Stuart’s breath at last came in sharp 
whistlings.

Barbara darted into the bedchamber and 
came running past them with the baby. At 
sight of it Juan stiffened. He wrenched 
his arm from Stuart’s grasp. He stood for 
a second, poised, and Stuart with a swift 
turn of his body intercepted the hurtling 
knife. He reached for J.uan’s throat, and, 
groaning, choking, the crazed man sank to 
the floor.

For a moment Stuart rocked unsteadily 
on his feet. He looked at Barbara stand­
ing in arrested terror, the baby flattened 
to her breast. Stuart smiled uncertainly 
at the little wiggling pink toes. He drew 
out the knife, buried in his shoulder—then 
darkness enveloped him.

VI.

As light as a disembodied spirit Stuart 
Dunbar floated back to earth on a pink 
cloud. For a while he lay in this soft lan­
guor, content, unthinking. Gradually his 
mind cleared. He looked curiously around. 
Yes, this was the room he had been occu­
pying. There was the same sissy-looking 
pistol that he had grinned at every night 
since he had been there, on the table by his 
bed. There was “ Kidnaped,” opened at 
the page he had left off reading.

And then it began to come back to him. 
Juan—the baby—Barbara. He raised him­
self excitedly in bed, only to sink back in a 

cold sweat. There was a stabbing pain in 
his shoulder. He saw that his shirt had 
been cut away in hasty scallopings of scis­
sors. He was clumsily bandaged. The bed 
was soaked with blood.

But Juan—the baby—Barbara. He 
must get up!

The doorknob turned.
By a tremendous effort of will he reached 

for the little pistol. If that maniac was 
still loose—

The door was slowly opening. He tried 
to point the gun. It wabbled in his hand. 
A face appeared in the doorway. To Stu- 
art it was only a blur. He aimed the gun. 
A voice that he loved came to him from 
far away, half laughing, half crying:

“ ‘ Shoot, if you must, this old gray 
head—’ ”

“ Barbara Frietchie!”
She came over to him on light running 

feet. She knelt by bis bedside and drew 
him to her breast.

“ Is it all right?” he whispered weakly, 
and tears started to his eyes. “ Is it all 
right, honey?”

“ I loved you,” she said, “ from the very 
first minute.”

“ Old Juan—is he—”
“ Lie’s safe in bed. You choked him into 

his right mind.” She shook her head with 
the little dauntless gesture that he loved. 
“ Oh, we’ve had a time—”

“ Honey, you’re the brave one! You’ve 
got all the courage.”

“ I take after my grandfather,” she be­
gan. “ Once he—” And then she laid her 
cheek against Stuart’s strong, sunburned 
throat. “ Stuart, we’ll keep Son, won’t 
we?”

“ Dearest, of course! And we’ll name 
him—we’ll name him—Robert Ulysses!”

Barbara hesitated.
“ I don’t think Ulysses is a very pretty 

name,” she said at last. “ We’ll call him 
Robert Lee.” And then in a flash of sweet 
generosity she added: “ Robert E. Lee.”

But Stuart, even bow, deep in his love 
and happiness, remembered. And with 
swiftly tender prescience she caught his 
thought.

“ We’ll name him Boone,” they said to­
gether.
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CHAPTER XI.

“ i’m a fool to do it.”

THE three whom Farnsworth left be­
hind reviewed the events of the last 
few minutes in silent amazement. 

Each realized in a different way that they 
were not yet done with John Farnsworth. 
Each had the premonition that Farnsworth 
would play a big part in shaping the future.

Trench sat down weakly. He was rather 
breathless—tired out by his anger. He 
folded his hands again and began to stare 
gloomily at the opposite wall.

Trench had gone through an amazing 
half hour. Nothing in all his life had been 
like this. He was surprised and shaken by 
the intensity of his own feelings. Now 
that the crisis had passed, there came the 
gloomy conviction that Farnsworth would 
keep his word in spite of anything he could 
do against him. Farnsworth could make 
him trouble—and he would.

“ He won't quit now,” Trench said dully. 

“ He promised to make trouble, and he 
will. I can feel it coming. That man’s 
going to wreck my business!”

“ How can he?” There was a hearty 
scorn in Kate’s exclamation.- “ That’s silly 
talk.”

“ He can make trouble,” Trench repeat­
ed. “ You don’t think so? I do. Why, 
do you know what he told me I had to do? 
Do you know what he had the colossal 
nerve to come in here and tell me? Told 
me 1 was crooked. Told me he’d found all 
about my business — and by Heaven he 
had, too’ Told me either I’d change all 
my plans to meet his ideas of honesty or 
he would ruin me, disgrace me, drive me 
out. Nobody ever heard of such a thing 
before—nobody! What’s his game? Per­
haps he’s mad as a March hare, I don’t 
know. I do know he’s out to make trou­
ble!”

“ Yes, sir! I tell you that Farnsworth’s 
a dangerous man. He’s a bad one, no misr- 
take. Lucky I was in time!”
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Trench and Kate turned in surprise on 
Randall. They had forgotten Randall. 
The informer had sat quiet, listening eager­
ly. If his vanity, desirous of applause, had 
not betrayed him he might have heard 
other things to his advantage.

“ Here.” Trench beckoned him with a 
look of dislike. “ Here’s fifty dollars for 
you. More than you deserve. You can 
go now. And keep your mouth shut, you 
understand?”

“ All right, Mr. Trench. You can count 
on me all right. Hope I can help you out 
again some time. Good morning — good 
morning, miss.”

“ Get out,” said Trench grimly.
“ What did Farnsworth want of you?” 

Kate pressed when Randall had gone.
“Just what I tell you. Came to tell me 

he’d been spying and nosing around and 
knew all about my business. Said I was a 
crook, and if I didn’t do what he told me 
he was going to expose me. He threatened 
to go out and tell the world that Cheer-0 
is a swindle unless I wound up the business 
and stood all the losses myself. Threat­
ened to brand me as a swindler!”

“ He can’t do that! You’re not a swin­
dler. Cheer-O’s not a swindle.”

Trench met her brown eyes with a curi­
ous stare. Then he looked back at the 
•wall.

“ It’s not a swindle—is it?” Kate prod­
ded at his silence.

“You know what Cheer-0 is. You 
ought to.”

“ Of course I do!”
“ You think it’s all right?”
“ Why, yes—I suppose so. Don’t you?”
“ I know this,” Trench said bitterly. 

“ If Farnsworth should happen to scare 
Carfax about the business he could put me 
in a tight hole. It’s Carfax’s money has 
kept us going. And—well, I intend to sell 
out the whole thing to Carfax. Just as 
soon as his notes fall due and he takes that 
stock over. That’s my chance to sell out. 
I can make him buy—provided Farnsworth 
doesn’t scare him off—”

“ You really want to sell?”
“ Of course I do! Haven’t got the 

money to swing Cheer-O, anyhow. You 
know that. I’m promoting it. I want my 

promoter’s profit. Let Carfax worry then 
—he can afford to. And now—now when 
everything's running smooth, comes this 
white-haired weasel, this rat — this dirty 
jailbird!”

Trench sprang to his feet and began to 
walk the rug. His face worked with anger. 
“ Damn him,” he repeated again and again. 
“ The crook, the sneak. A reformer! Him! 
The white-haired old hypocrite!”

Kate watched him uneasily.
She had never seen Trench like this. 

Not so long ago she herself had tried to 
goad Trench to show fight. Now he dis­
played an anger that startled her — and 
roused a fearful wonder.

Finally Trench turned to her, his rage 
abating, something of his usual self in his 
appeal.

“ Kate, he’ll do what he said. He’ll hunt 
up Carfax. Kate, what are we going to 
do?”

Kate considered soberly. Her face 
brightened. “ Do! Why, that’s easy. 
We’ll beat Farnsworth to it—”

“ What!”
“ Yes, beat him to it. We’ll tell Carfax 

first. Steal Farnsworth’s own thunder— 
that’s the thing to do. Tell Carfax that 
Farnsworth is coming; tell him just what 
Farnsworth will say, that’s the very thing 
to do.”

“Are you — feeling—-quite all right?. 
Here, I mean?” Trench tapped his fore­
head.

“ Listen,” Kate urged, laughing excited­
ly. “ We want to save Cheer-O. We need 
Carfax’s money—and his confidence? You 
want to sell to Carfax? Yes! Well, then, 
we’ll let Carfax believe that there is a good 
reason for scaring him out of the invest­
ment. We must find a reason—a plausible 
reason—”

“ Yes,” Trench’s eyes began to glisten. 
“ Here’s your reason. Carfax must think 
we’ve perfected the process. That Cheer-0 
is ready to go big. That I’m trying to hog 
it all. Carfax must think we are trying to 
get that stock back!”

“ Exactly what I mean,” Kate echoed. 
“ Then, when Farnsworth tells him his 
story—you see? Carfax will think you 
sent Farnsworth to scare him out.”



“And who’s going to tell Carfax all 
this?”

“ I am, of course. The telephone, 
please.”

Trench listened, marveling, while his sec­
retary, in her most honeyed and confiden­
tial tones, made an appointment to take 
lunch with Walter Carfax. Admiration for 
Kate’s shrewdness was dimmed somewhat 
by his jealousy of Carfax, but it was re­
assuring to think that Kate was playing 
the part to help him—not Carfax.

“You wonder!” he glowed when Kate 
finished with the telephone.

“ I am,” she admitted. “ Sometimes it 
almost scares me to find how clever I am. 
You needn’t worry any more about Farns­
worth. After this he can talk himself black 
in the face.”

“ I wish I was as sure of that as you 
are!”

Trench’s face fell into its gloomy cast 
again. She left him staring darkly at the 
inoffensive wall.

Randall continued to think about Farns­
worth all the rest of that day. The forger 
was not badly pleased with his work. He 
considered he had dealt Farnsworth a very 
neat and stunning blow. He had exposed 
him and enjoyed the pleasure of seeing 
Farnsworth put out of a position of trust. 
That helped in a way to pay off his grudge 
against his former companion.

But Randall still had cause to think and 
wonder. He wondered what was Farns­
w’orth’s game with Trench? From the 
things he had overheard that game seemed 
mad beyond all belief. Why should Farns­
worth be preaching to his employer about 
the business? What did Farnsworth care?

And, above all, what was it between 
these two men, facing each other across that 
table, white with anger, that so held his 
thoughts? Randall had shrewd eyes. 
They had discovered something which as 
yet his thoughts could not name—some­
thing between Farnsworth and Trench. 
Self-interest w'hispered to him that the an­
swer to this puzzle might be turned to ac­
count.

Randall knew that Farnsworth had 
money. Through gossip of his kind he had 

pieced together much of Farnsworth’s his­
tory. He knew how Farnsworth’s wife, 
out of her means, had repaid much of the 
loss Farnsworth’s defalcation caused. He 
had heard, too, that the wife had divorced 
Farnsworth and taken their son to some 
new home. He also had followed Farns­
worth to the lawyer’s after his release from 
prison, and guessed that he had come into 
possession of money. But up to the pres­
ent his dealings with Farnsw’orth had 
brought small financial return. He meant 
to make them pay him.

The more he thought about it, the 
stranger Farnsworth’s course appeared. He 
came directly to Seattle after the visit to 
his lawyer. He attached himself, in a 
minor capacity, to John Trench’s business. 
Apparently his sole purpose had been to 
find out about that business in order to 
provoke the scene with Trench.

And the theme of that quarrel was 
Trench’s conduct. Why did Farnsworth 
care what Trench did with his affairs? 
Randall knew Farnsworth was not mad. 
There was a reason behind these strange 
actions.

And surely, between Farnsworth and 
young Trench, who owned a prosperous 
business, there was a chance for a clever 
man like himself to make a financial killing.

The restaurant where Kate lunched 
with Carfax had a balcony given over to 
little tables, each just big enough for a 
couple. It was a discreet little balcony, 
and the tables were not too close together. 
It was also far enough from the orchestra 
that a man and woman could talk without 
effort.

Walter Carfax had lighted a thin, brown 
cigar and leaned back, watching its drift­
ing smoke through narrowed eyes; then he 
turned those eyes back to Kate, busy with 
a greedy spoon to catch the last of her ice. 
Kate gave him a distinct sense of pleasure 
when he looked at her. Gradually he for­
got the cigar altogether.

John Trench’s secretary dressed with 
better taste and more effectively than any 
woman Carfax knew—and he knew a great 
many women of all sorts and conditions. 
He liked her radiant look and her clear, 



young, brown eyes that always held a quiz­
zical smile for him. He liked her hands, 
which were very white and had a shapely 
strength and capable flexibility. Carfax 
liked Kate’s brisk conversation and her 
habit of making a joke of things. It 
showed pluck. She was an all round good 
sport, this Kate Singleton, and he sighed 
at the recollection their luncheon was al­
most ended.

“ Mighty decent of you to phone me, 
Kate. You’re a wonderful tonic for a lone­
ly fat man. Been most a week since we’ve 
met, eh?”

“ We’ve been so busy — so frightfully 
busy!” Kate adopted a notable sincerity, 
at variance with her usual manner. The 
whole shop’s been in an uproar these last 
few days. Exciting, but, my dear, I’m glad 
to run away for a minute.”

“ Busy, eh?” Carfax betrayed a little 
keener interest. “ What’s up with Cheer-O? 
Trench get caught putting booze in it?”

“ No-o. Though you’d think it had 
something, the way it sells. No, you see 
Amos Wormser’s big find—oh, I don’t 
mean that!”

“ Don’t mean what? What did Worm- 
ster find?”

“ Why — why nothing. That is — per­
haps I shouldn’t have mentioned it.”

“ Why, that’s all right, between you and 
me, anyhow. You know I’ve got a sort of 
interest with John Trench. Let’s hear the 
news?”

“ Well—” Kate seemed to consider se­
riously, Then she looked up at Carfax, 
the joy of a happy discovery in her eyes. 
“ Why, I suppose it is all right, to tell you. 
You—are one of us—aren’t you?”

“ Sure, Kate.”
“ We’re all so happy about it I’m just 

tickled pink to tell somebody. You see, 
Mr. Wormser perfected a new process that 
makes Cheer-O ever so much cheaper to 
manufacture. Mr. Trench says he can 
make a killing now. But it kept us all ex­
cited and pretty hard at work for awhile— 
a lot of details to be changed—and some­
thing about the financing, I believe.”

“ Financing?” Walter Carfax pounced 
upon the word. His blue eyes brightened 
perceptibly.

“ Why, yes.” Kate hesitated, watching 
his interest grow warmer. But then, of 
course you understand all about that, don’t 
you?”

“ I’m supposed to,” Carfax admitted, 
breathing a little heavily. “ Anything new 
—new arrangements, I mean?”

“ No—no, I suppose not. Except—
Trench is funny, isn’t he?”

“ Is he, Kate?”
“ Some of his ideas, I mean, I don’t 

quite make them out. Yesterday he said 
something about what a lot of money he 
would make out of Cheer-0 with this new 
process, and then he added that, of course, 
to handle it right, he’d have to spread a 
pretty general report the whole business 
was a flivver. I wanted to ask him what 
he meant, but I hate to bother him. It’s 
not really my affair. Only I wondered. 
What do you think he..meant?”

Carfax did not answer for a moment. 
His eyes were filmed, curtaining his 
thoughts. “ I wonder,” he grunted at last, 
and Kate noted with secret pleasure that 
his pudgy hands contracted slightly. Then 
she knew Carfax had taken her bait, hook, 
line, and sinker. In view of what she let 
him think there was nothing for Trench 
to fear from John Farnsworth’s revela­
tions.

She sighed with real relief. The dissemi­
nation of this propaganda was ticklish work.

Carfax remained silent. After several 
minutes Kate picked up her gloves. “ Back 
to the mines for you, Kate Singleton,” she 
declared dramatically.

Her companion started. “ Oh, wait. 
Just a minute.” His manner altered now. 
Carfax seemed to hesitate with a bashful­
ness that was new. He spoke again, softly 
and almost pleadingly. “ Kate, sit down 
a moment, please. I had something to say 
to you—intended to say it this noon. Will 
you listen to me?”

That little catch in a man’s voice, that 
tone—Kate knew what it meant. Was this 
the bill Carfax had promised to send her? 
She stirred uneasily, and a slight, almost 
imperceptible change came .over her face, 
a stiffening of her expression. Better to 
hear him now, in this place, she argued 
quickly. At least she was not at disad­



vantage as on the night before, with 
Trench. She nodded a silent assent to Car­
fax’s question.

“ Well, it was just this.” His voice was 
deprecating. “ I’m no young Adonis like 
young Trench and the other boys you play 
with, Kate; but you’ve been pretty nice to 
a chap who’s fat and past forty and getting 
bald, too. You’ve been nice to me, and I 
want to say I appreciate it. I’ve enjoyed 
a good deal of your time recently. You’ve 
been generous—”

“You mean you have been generous!” 
Kate found herself answering with unusual 
honesty. “ The things you’ve given me— 
and the good times—”

“ Oh, those!” Carfax waved his pudgy 
hand, brushing aside trifles. “ Any fool 
with money can give you those things. I— 
was just wondering—about you, Kate? Do 
you mind if I ask questions?”

She shook her head, knowing not what 
to expect.

“ About your folks, I mean, about your 
home? I suppose you have a home?”

“ Had—once.” Kate summoned one of 
her ready smiles. “ Want to hear it? It’s 
short.”

“ If you please.”
“ I was a minister’s daughter,” Kate 

grinned. “ Folks always expect a minister’s 
son to be a caution—I suppose my folks 
thought I was as much trouble as a son. 
Nasty little town in the Middle West. 
Narrow. Ignorant. Prejudiced. I hated 
it. Ran off to make my own way. Studied 
business. Got a job. Here I am!”

“ Happy?”
“ Why—yes, I am.”
“ Like to know lots of nice young fel­

lows; have a heap of good times; get a 
lot of nice presents, making bets and pay­
ing in smiles?”

Kate felt her cheeks reddening. She 
raised her chin haughtily, started to rise.

“ Wait.” Carfax raised his hand gently. 
“ Don’t be sore at my frankness. I meant 
well. I just wondered, Kate—that’s all.”

Kate hesitating, found herself smiling. 
“ I don’t know whether you’re making love 
to me—or lecturing me on my terrible life,” 
she confessed. “ But I don’t mind. 
Shoot!”

“ Well,” Carfax murmured, “ that’s 
about all, I guess.”

“All!” Her eyes were round and big.
“ Yes—except, well, just this. Kate, my 

dear girl, you know all about me. My past 
isn’t much to brag about; my future prob­
ably won’t be very brilliant. About all I’ve 
got is money—and fat. But I wondered 
if some time—oh, not now necessarily, 
but any time—supposing you got tired of 
your little game, working and playing so 
darned hard—or if you wanted somebody 
to pay the bills and try to make you hap­
py—try as damned hard as a man could 
try—well, Kate, I wondered if you would 
consider me. I mean, would you marry 
me?”

“ Carfax—” Kate got no further. Her 
voice choked. There were burning tears on 
her cheeks and she had to bend down her 
head to hide them.

Carfax reached across the table with his 
pudgy hand and touched her hand lightly.

“ I suppose I ought to have had sense 
enough to know your answer,” he said 
slowly. “ It’s all right if you don’t want 
me. But if ever you need me, Kate— 
well, I’m always around where you can 
put your hand on me.”

Carfax brushed an imaginary crumb 
from his vest. He picked up his own 
gloves, cleared his throat and hesitated. 
He pushed back his chair. “ Well?” he 
suggested in his matter of fact voice. 
“ Shall we beat it back to our slavery?”

“Wait!” Kate’s eyes were still moist. 
She rose and came toward him and Carfax 
rose to meet her. “ I don’t know just how 
to answer you—” she whispered uncer­
tainly.

“ Don’t have toL”
“ You—paid me a pretty—big compli­

ment, Carfax. It—it’s kind of got me—”
“ S’all right.”
“ A lot—of men—have made love to me. 

You know? A lot of ’em consider that 
necessary. There never was a—damned 
—one, in the whole lot came closer to mak­
ing a fool of me—than you did, just now, 
Carfax. I—”

Her sudden, erratic smile returned, a 
smile with mischief and adventure in it. 
Kate snatched a quick look about the quiet 



spot. Then without any warning she 
kissed Carfax on the cheek.

There was a lightning swiftness in the 
salute. In a second she was demurely but­
toning her gloves, eyes downcast.

After one stunned moment Carfax raised 
his fingers slowly to the spot where her 
velvet lips had touched. He looked both 
frightened and pleased. That look lingered 
until Kate had moved away. Then, with 
a heavy sigh, he lumbered after her.

Dutifully, Kate returned to Trench and 
reported the result of her luncheon with 
Carfax, so far as the business concerned 
Cheer-O. Trench showered her with ques­
tions which she answered rather listlessly. 
During their long talk she continually 
guarded against a foolish inclination to 
burst into tears.

Life was suddenly getting very tearful.
Memory' of Carfax’s patient, unassuming 

love brought tears. It reminded her also, 
that her own meteoric career of hard work 
and enjoyments bought with ever-ready 
smiles had its perils. She felt a little sorry 
about herself and a little worried about her 
future.

And she decided she had a wuetched 
headache and was tired of excitement.

When the report was done finally, 
Trench beamed.

“ Bully for you. Kate, Kate my dear, 
you’ve saved my life! That fixes it. That 
spikes Farnsworth’s guns. Let him rave. 
The more he talks the better. Kate, you 
are a wonder—a gem—a—”

“ Yes, I know. I suppose I am—all of 
that.” Kate disengaged her hands from 
Trench’s grip and rose, looking rather 
sober. “ I’m—just a little tired—of the 
whole business,” she explained. “ It's 
done—we’re safe—now, if you don't 
mind—”

“ Mind? Do whatever you please. Take 
the day off. Take a week off. Get a good 
rest. If you want money—any amount—”

“ I don’t. Not a cent.” Her refusal 
was instant and sharp. “ And I don’t want 
any day off. I’ve got work to do. Just 
let me alone, please.” She left Trench 
puzzled.

Kate was puzzled too. She had become 
suddenly ashamed of her own cleverness, 

and very much surprised at the emotion. 
Sensibly she applied herself to her work 
and tried to forget the luncheon with Car­
fax.

Kate worked overtime to catch up with 
neglected correspondence. When she 
reached her comfortable little bachelor 
apartment she found awaiting her a huge 
florist’s box filled with the longest stemmed 
and most expensive of hot house roses. 
Among the roses was Walter Carfax’s card 
and, penciled beneath, his name, “ First 
installment on a debt. You don’t know 
yet how much I owe you.”

Warm color flooded over her face and 
neck. Her lips compressed and her brown 
eyes regarded the gift with a strange hostil­
ity. Never before had she been ashamed to 
accept a gift. Now shame was succeeded 
by hot resentment.

Fler first impulse was to throw the 
flowers from the window. Yet they were 
lovely, and she hesitated. Then came a 
notion that pleased her better. She called 
a messenger and readdressed the flowers 
to Primula Feltman. She made sure there 
were no identifying marks on the package 
and sent them off with a trace of her usual 
mischievous smile.

“ That’ll give the old girl something to 
talk about for a month,” she thought with 
satisfaction.

“ Oh, Miss Singleton, two ’phone calls 
for you,” the switchboard girl announced. 
“ Mr. Carfax and Mr. Trench, both called. 
Both gen’man said they’d phone you up 
again.”

“ Tell them I’m out,” she answered with 
sudden decision. “ Tell them I’m out for 
the evening.”

“ Oh! Why, all right, Miss Single- 
ton—”

“ Be sure. Get that straight. I’m out. 
I don’t want to see anybody.” She re­
peated the instructions sternly.

She didn’t want to see anybody, certainly 
not Carfax. Without exactly understand­
ing why, she was ashamed of her luncheon 
with Carfax. For Trench’s sake she had 
deceived Carfax. Suppose Carfax lost 
heavily because of her deception? Of 
course, it was only business—a business 
trick, but—



And Trench she would not see. Not 
now. She needed time to think things out 
—to think Trench out particularly.

She wanted to see nobody, yet she 
finished the evening by paying a call!

For this attention she chose the man she 
hated; who openly despised her. She 
could not forget John Farnsworth. Out of 
the day’s many impressions Farnsworth’s 
quiet, tragic face haunted her most. She 
hated him and yet he attracted her. It 
was a ridiculous notion, but she could not 
shake off the impression that Farnsworth 
needed help.

“ I’m a fool to do it,” she argued. “ I’ll 
get sworn at for my trouble. I’m a fool 
■—yet I’ve got to do it. I started this 
thing. I’m responsible for his losing his 
job. If he does need a lift—oh, Lord, 
what a fool I am!”

CHAPTER XII.

FARNSWORTH FAILS AGAIN.

JOHN FARNSWORTH walked from his 
son’s office in a murderous rage. His 
white mask-like face had set in an ex­

pression of curious intensity and the 
strange, insane glare of his black eyes at­
tracted many startled second glances from 
those he passed.

Before Trench he had shown no sign of 
flinching at the humiliation of his ex­
posure and dismissal, but the burden of 
black shame went with him. It accorded 
with his own gloomy conception of a 
poetic justice that his past wrong-doing had 
come between him and what he considered 
an act of atonement. His son’s savage 
scorn, heaping humiliations higher, had cut 
him raw. He writhed at the recollection.

But stronger than the humiliation was 
the strength of his resolve to win over 
Trench—to turn Trench from his course 
—to drive Trench to honesty, or kill him 
in the driving. That had been the purpose 
of many bitter years. It was a purpose 
that long reflection and brooding over his 
own past had fixed as the guiding principle 
of life. Trench’s resentment, his scornful 
rebellion against him, only hardened Farns­
worth’s resolution.

“ He’ll go straight. I’ll make him go 
-straight.”

Farnsworth had vowed that often 
enough. He meant to keep the vow. 
Trench had beaten him. But he was not 
defeated. His course was plain. Since 
Trench would not heed his advice, Trench 
and his business must be smashed. He 
would go at once to Carfax.

It was late in the afternoon that Carfax 
consented to see his strange visitor. Farns­
worth recited his warning.

“ The business is a swindle,” he con­
cluded. “ It is designed particularly to 
swindle you out of your money. I know 
what I say from my own investigation. I 
come to warn you entirely from a sense of 
duty. Don’t let Trench deceive you. 
Protect yourself!”

Carfax, entrenched behind a great ma­
hogany desk, heard him out in silence. His 
pudgy hands were folded in his lap. He 
kept a cold, blue eye on Farnsworth and 
finally smiled cynically.

“ Very kind of you, Mr.—ah—Farns­
worth. That’s all you wish to say?”

“ I have told you the truth. That’s 
enough.”

“ Oh, yes-—yes, indeed.” "
“ Be careful, then. Save yourself. Pull 

out while there’s time!”
Carfax merely smiled.
“ Surely you believe me? You—at least 

you’ll investigate?”
Carfax’s smile broadened. “ Farns­

worth,” he chuckled, “ you’re good. I'll 
say you’re good. I’d made up my mind to 
let you play your hand out, but you're too 
much for me! I had to laugh. Well—you 
go back to John Trench with my compli­
ments. Thank him for giving me a good 
laugh. Tell him I enjoyed it—and it was 
a good trick—a damn clever trick. Tell 
him I said that, a damn clever trick, but he 
picked the wrong fellow to play it on—”

“ What?” Farnsworth was staggered. 
“ You—you don’t believe?”

“ My dear fellow! I’m no infant. I’m 
wise—wise to you and to young Trench’s 
game! Come—”

“ Wait.” Farnsworth’s expression was 
grim. “ If Trench had told you of my— 
<ny reputation—my past—”



Carfax stared coldly. “ Your past? 
Oh, here, this is going too far. I don’t 
know anything about your past — and I 
don’t care to. Why keep up this pretense? 
You’re wasting my time and your boss’s. 
Good day, Mr. Farnsworth—”

“ You shall listen! I say you must lis­
ten. Carfax—”

“ Good day,” Carfax repeated coldly. 
His finger had touched a button beneath 
the desk and a secretary was in the room.

“A swindle!” Farnsworth shouted.
“ You hear? A swindle. I warn you—I 
warn you, Carfax!”

“ All right,” said Carfax bluntly. “ That 
will do. No need to get rough about it. 
Show Mr. Farnsworth out, Dobbs.”

The secretary’s hand was on Farns­
worth’s arm. He was propelled firmly to­
ward the door.

“ Be careful,” he cried desperately, fight­
ing to the last. “ I warn you! I warn you 
it’s true. You must Relieve! You shall 
believe! ”

The strange, low-keyed voice cracked 
harshly as it reached that last, high note. 
The door was closed between him and Car­
fax, and his last glimpse was of Carfax’s 
cynical smile—a smile that plainly branded 
him liar.

Farnsworth was at his hotel when Kate 
Singleton called. He had been in his room 
for hours, without any notion of the pas­
sage of time and no recollection of coming 
there. And all that time he had sat quite 
still, his nervous hands gripped tightly be­
fore him, staring at nothing.

The first effect of his failure was com­
plete bewilderment. The rock on which 
his feet were planted had crumbled: the 
light of his world was gone; all its elements 
had betrayed him and cast him adrift.

Always he had been certain of his power 
to do the thing he planned. The man real­
ly believed that God had kept him living 
to watch that son of his and rule the path 
he should go. His egotism was sublime. 
Nothing short of such an assurance of the 
pact between himself and God could have 
got him even that brief hearing men had 
granted to his message.

When the mists of his bewilderment 

cleared an anguish of shame and humilia­
tion came after. There was a pride in John 
Farnsworth that was stronger than any 
other thing in life. All his years of im­
prisonment had not bent it. It was that 
pride made a scourge for his punishment 
so that the memory of prison sentence never 
lost its sting.

That pride made him writhe this night. 
His son had cast him out; called him “ jail­
bird.” Carfax had sneered and branded 
him liar. There was not one man or wom­
an left in the world—or so it seemed— 
whose hand was not against him, who did 
not mock and spit upon him.

But the wretched man’s egotism always 
saved him from madness. Egotism whis­
pered its own bitter consolation, a consola­
tion that salved his outraged pride. Ego­
tism told him that a just and wrathful God 
had visited this punishment because of his 
one wrong-doing. Egotism counselled him 
to bear his lot; armed his resolution to 
keep on his way alone; fired him again to 
carry out his grim purpose of driving John 
Trench as he would have him go—of driv­
ing him or ending him forever.

Then Kate’s name was announced.
Farnsworth found her waiting in the ho­

tel’s dreary little “ Ladies Parlor,” a room 
filled with plush furniture, every piece 
worthy of the Spanish inquisition; with a 
horrible, large figured carpet and some 
dreary so-called etchings against its large 
figured wall paper. The room was entirely 
at their disposal at this hour.

Kate’s resolution, which was wabbling 
badly, died entirely when she saw Farns­
worth. She knew, instinctively, there was 
no good in talking to this man. She knew 
her kindly intention would never reach be­
hind his armor. But she was there, and he 
was there—there was no escaping.

Outwardly Farnsworth showed no effects 
of his utter defeat except that the lines of 
his white face were drawn a little sharper 
so that his features were as fixed and life­
less as a cast in plaster-of-Paris. He had 
no answer for Kate’s greeting, and she was 
obliged to rise to meet him at an equal 
advantage.

“ I suppose it was silly of me to stop in 
here,” she began, already irritated by his 



manner. “ I was just wondering if—well, 
I just wanted to know—that is, to ask.— 
about your plans.”

“ My plans?”
“ Yes. About the future, I mean — if 

you were looking for employment, you 
know. I thought maybe, if you wanted a 
job—” She stopped, and Farnsworth said 
nothing. The silence was awkward—more 
than awkward; it was highly irritating to 
her. Finally, she said: “ Yes, you’re quite 
right. It’s none of my business!”

The sarcasm w’as lost on Farnsworth. 
“ You seem to have made it your business,” 
he said in his usual, dull voice. “ Since 
you have, suppose you explain exactly what 
you mean.”

“ Oh, I don’t mean anything.” Kate 
turned away suddenly petulant. “ I was a 
fool to come here—I told myself that before 
I came. Good night.”

“ Wait.”
Farnsworth’s word was a command.
“ Tell me what you meant to say,” he 

added sternly.
“ I will.” Kate was defiant now, bound 

to go through with it. “ I’ll tell you— 
though you’re about as easy to talk to as 
a stone wall. I came here because I 
thought perhaps you needed a little help. 
I felt—sorry, in a way, about your losing 
your job, I don’t know why I felt sorry’— 
but I did. I had an idea I might help you 
to get something to do.”

“ Did John Trench send you?” Into 
Farnsworth’s dead eyes came a flash of 
hope, a plain look of eagerness. Thinking 
about it afterward, Kate could not recall 
having ever seen anything in his expression 
so close to a human emotion. For that lit­
tle time Farnsworth was almost pathetic.

“ No,” she said honestly. “ Trench did 
not send me. My own idea, entirely.” 
The hope died from Farnsworth’s face. “ I 
just had a silly idea maybe I—could do— 
something—to help you. Sorry I felt that 
way, now.”

She turned again as if to go, and again 
he stopped her.

“ Is that true?” He put the question 
sternly.

Kate flared up and her lips opened to 
pay him in equal rudeness. Yet there was 

something honest in his manner that halted 
her. “ Yes,” she said quietly, “ it is true.”

“ You want to help? You’d like to do a 
service?”

“Silly of me, wasn’t it!”
“ Why don’t you help John Trench?” 

He asked the question with an emphasis 
that was startling in its bitterness. When 
she stared, he repeated, “ Why don’t you 
help John Trench? You love him. You 
have wronged him. If you feel that way— 
if you have any sincerity in your feelings 
■—if you are an honest woman as you say, 
pay your debt!”

Kate looked at him blankly.
“ Pay your debt!” Farnsworth whispered 

bitterly. “ Prove you are honest—as you 
claim to be.”

At last she found voice to ask, “ What 
debt?”

“ The debt you owTe to Trench. The debt 
you owe to God. How can you shake your 
head at me! You know—your guilty soul 
must tell you. You say you are honest 
yet you shake you head with a lie in your 
heart. You persist? I’ll tell you that 
debt.”

All this time Farnsworth’s voice held 
to his monotone and so it went on, 
trembling sometimes as he shook with 
anger, but never exploding in the harsh 
diatribe that always threatened.

“ You—you made Trench what he is. 
You made him. Dishonest! A swindler! 
Lover of loose ways, lusting after stolen 
money. You made him that. You are 
making him a thief. Don’t you think I 
know? Don’t you think I have eyes to 
watch you? You’re the rotten spot in a 
decent life. Your light ways; your silly 
extravagance; your indecent dress and 
painted smile that makes fools of men, 
those are the things that have pulled him 
down, turned him from the path, tempted 
him into crookedness—”

“You say I did that!”
“ You know that is true. You’ve turned 

his head, made a fool of him. He is mad 
after you. Can a man take fire'into his 
bosom and his clothes not be burned? Can 
one go upon hot coals and Iris feet not be 
burned? The guilt is yours—and the 
shame. Repent!”



Kate heard him out in a stupid astonish­
ment. The force and weight of his bitter­
ness for the moment beat her down. He 
stunned her. But she had a fighting spirit 
of her own that would not down for long.

She said, harshly, “ I was right, about 
being a fool to come here. A straitjacket 
is the only cure for you, Farnsworth. 
A fine nerve you have talking of debts 
and honesty—you, and ex-convict, an em­
bezzler!”

“ You’ll not do it. I should have known 
that.” Farnsworth’s head drooped. His 
hands clasped in a strange despair.

“ You’re raving,” Kate answered. 
“ Every word you say is a slander against 
an honest man. Trench is honest. In 
all the world you’re the only fool who* 
doesn’t see that. You dare call him a 
swindler and a thief—you!”

“ She’ll not help,” Farnsworth repeated 
dully. “ Why expect it?”

Kate spoke again more gently. Her 
sympathy was touched, in spite of herself, 
bj’ Farnsworth’s dejection. Almost she was 
sorry for Farnsworth. Mad or sane he 
suffered.

“ Farnsworth, listen to me. You’ve 
been working too hard, that’s what ails 
you. You’re a nervous wreck. You’re 
beginning to see things that ain’t. You’ve 
gone and fussed yourself into taking over 
Trench’s worries. I should think you’d 
have enough of your own. And you’re all 
wrong about him—way off the truth. I 
guess I am a little sorry for you, after all. 
Take some advice from me: Forget 
Trench. Forget that job with Cheer-O. 
Forget the whole thing. Take a brace— 
and a good, long rest. Then, when you feel 
human again and want a job, let me know. 
Be sure to let me know.”

Obedient still to her kindly impulse she 
touched Farnsworth’s sleeve gently and 
smiled into his face in token of good-night. 
He answered the touch and the smile with 
a strong shudder of repulsion.

“ All right,” said Kate grimly. “ Have 
your own way about it!”

She bit her lips with vexation as she left 
him, but at the door she glanced back and 
saw him standing motionless, head sunk 
on his breast, dull eyes staring at the car­

pet, hands limply open at his sides—a 
man without fire in his heart or strength 
in his knees—a failure.

Home and clad in the thinnest, silkiest 
and most shining of frivolous negligee she 
huddled in the midst of her bed trying to 
find some sane purpose in that most be­
wildering day devoted to the troubles of 
Farnsworth and Trench. There was little 
consolation in the attempt.

“ Forget Farnsworth ” was her final de­
cision. “ I got exactly what was coming 
to any fool who goes around peddling sym­
pathy. Who asked me to feel sorry for 
him? Nobody. All right, then, don’t”

But for many days thereafter, while she 
worked and played with all her old time 
enthusiasm, Kate remembered Farnsworth 
as she last saw him. The harsh things he 
had said she could put aside, crediting 
them to his madness. But the utter de­
spair of his slack figure would not leave 
her memory.

CHAPTER XIII.

RANDALL SELLS A SECRET.

JOHN TRENCH came to accept Kate’s 
explanation of Farnsworth. “ He’s 
worked too hard and now the squirrels 

are paging him. It’s what anybody de­
serves for hard work.”

“ You ought to know,” he said by way 
of tribute to her own industry.

“ You needn’t worry about me, John. 
I’m watching my step. The first time I 
get the notion that Cheer-O’s a bunk I’m 
going to ask for a good, long vacation.”

They were back again on the familiar, 
pleasant relations of a friendship skillfully 
guided by Kate. She was in Trench’s com­
pany as much as ever, but seldom alone. 
Carfax and others made up their parties.

Carfax had met Trench several days 
after Farnsworth’s interview and he greeted 
him with a grin.

“Your man give you my message?”.he 
asked.

“ What man—what message?”
“ Farnsworth, I mean. Pretty clever, 

boy! Not such a bad trick, if you had 
picked another man to try it on.”



“ Oh.” Trench understood now what 
Carfax meant. “ So you don’t feel any 
worry about Cheer-O?”

“ Not so’s you’d notice. I guess that 
stock of yours is good enough security for 
my money. If you need any more—”

“ Oh, no, no! I’ll worry along,” Trench 
assured him, inwardly delighted.

“ Ought to expand, boy. The stuff seems 
to be popular. Can you keep up with the 
demand?”

“ Will, when Wormser finishes some ex­
periments he’s making to help the 
process,” Trench lied easily.

“Oh, yes—Wormser’s process!” Carfax 
favored him with a knowing wink. “ Worm­
ser’s some chemist, so I hear. We’ll make 
a barrel of money out of Wormser yet.”

“ Will we?” Trench thought when he left 
Carfax. “ Anyway, I know somebody who’s 
going to make a barrel of money!”

The same day Kate remarked: “ It 
does beat the mischief how Cheer-0 sells. 
We’re getting swamped with orders, now 
that the weather’s warm. Why in the world 
you ever consider selling out, I can’t see!”

“ Money,” Trench explained briefly.
“ Why, there’s a fortune in owning it!”
“ Yes, I know. Sure there’s a fortune in 

it, but—I’m not crazy about settling down 
to this steady grind. You know that.”

“It’s a darn shame!” Kate declared, 
studying her employer seriously. “ What 
ails you, anyhow? When everything is 
coming your way and you’re so lucky that 
a dollar will run a mile to jump in your 
pocket, you want to make a change. Why 
don’t you settle down?”

“ With you, Kate?”
“ Settle down first—and see.”
“ Kate! Would you —”
Kate gathered up her notes and rose. 

At the door she answered him. “ You’ll 
have to show me—first!”

Trench stared at the door she closed and 
drew a long, slow breath. “ By God,” he 
whispered, “ I wonder!”

He slipped open the table drawer and 
spread out his confidential reports on 
Cheer-O. For more than an hour he was 
busy with calculations. There was little 
reassurance in his figuring. Finally he sent 
for Amos Wormser.

When the little chemist was alone with 
him Trench said: “ Look here. You’ve 
been messing in that laboratory for pretty 
nearly twelve months. How about it?”

“ I’m doing my utmost, Mr. Trench. Up 
to the present time I have nothing else to 
report. There is a cheaper process, sir. 
There must be. But to find it takes time— 
and patience. Patience, Mr. Trench. We 
must wait, and work—”

“ Wormser, I give you credit for being 
on the level. You really are trying to beat 
this kelp game, aren’t you?”

“ Sir, you know my ambition,” Wormser 
growled eagerly. He leaned forward in his 
chair, his eyes shining. “ If you will only 
give me time! If you’ll only be content 
to wait. Perhaps even in a few months—”

“ But there’s nothing in sight? No real, 
tangible hope?”

“ There’s always hope,” Wormser re­
plied. “ But nothing—definite.”

“ If we could even reduce the cost a 
little,” Trench urged impatiently. “ If I 
could make enough profit to live on!”

“ Cheaper substitutes?” Wormser sug­
gested.

Trench shook his head, frowning. 
“ Then the sales will fall off. No, you’ve 
got to find another way. .Mid your time’s 
getting mighty short, I warn you! ”

“Oh, Mr. Trench!” The dusty little 
chemist laid a pleading hand on Trench’s 
sleeve. “ Give me a little more time—just 
a little. I’m on the level about it I mean 
it, Mr. Trench. There is a formula I’m 
trying now—it may be the right one. I 
have hopes. Think, if I find it—a fortune 
for each of us, millions. Give me time.”

Trench was not much impressed with 
this talk. Wormser was always on the 
brink of great discoveries which had a way 
of dissolving into thin air as he reached 
them. He had about concluded that 
Cheer-O as a paying proposition was a 
problem as abstract as the fourth dimen­
sion. But what Kate had hinted had 
started Trench’s mind on a new tack. He 
wished with more fervor than ever before 
that the business was honest. So he an­
swered Wormser sternly:

“ I’ll tell you just how much time you 
can have. One month—”



Wormser’s face ceased to glow. He 
shook his head.

“ No use shaking your head,” Trench 
warned him. “ That's my limit. But I’ll 
add this: if you find a process in that time— 
something that will guarantee me a reason­
able profit—I’ll double the bonus men­
tioned in our contract. Yes, and I’ll add 
another five per cent to your royalties. I 
mean it, Amos. I—have sort of a notion— 
I’d like to keep this business. To settle 
down with it, maybe. If you think it can 
be done—”

“ It can be done, but—three weeks—a 
month! You know better.”

“ I know this: in a month I’ve got Car­
fax’s notes falling due; in a month I must 
know where I stand, whether to go ahead or 
unload. I’ve kept Cheer-0 a double bar­
reled proposition for a year. I can jump 
either way. But time’s up, Amos, time’s 
about up. Now it’s up to you.”

Wormser only sighed and shook his head 
portentously.

Trench looked at his watch. When he 
spoke again his manner was indifferent. 
Plainly he lost hope of the chemist. “ I’m 
going East to-morrow. Be back about the 
end of the month. When I get back, either 
you’ve got it, or—whoof! No Cheer-0 in 
my family. Carfax can have it.”

After Wormser had gone Trench re­
mained sprawled deep in his big chair. His 
hand caressed his cheek, twisted his mouth 
into strange shapes, and pulled at the lobe 
of his ear. His eyes were sober with think­
ing.

“ I wonder,” he thought, “ if Cheer-0 
was on the level, if I did settle down— 
would she have me? I think she would. 
And if it doesn’t make a go? If I have to 
sting Carfax and get out? What ’ll she 
say then? I wonder!”

His fingers continued to pull and mold 
his face. Finally he chuckled.

“ On the knees of the gods—and Amos 
Wormser! That solemn eyed shrimp! 
Anybody with an ounce of sense would get 
ready for trouble.”

Amos, leaving Trench’s office, stole one 
frightened glance at Primula Feltman’s desk 
and was relieved to note the terrible woman 
was absent. He sidled rapidly through the 

general office and into the public corridor. 
There he was ambushed.

Primula pounced upon him. She blocked 
his path and her hand caught his sleeve. 
There was no escaping her. Wormser 
blinked rapidly as she loosed the torrents of 
conversation.

“ Amos, you dear! Yes, you are! You’re 
not going to slip away, either, till I tell 
you all I think of you. I know who sent 
me those lovely roses! There, don’t you 
dare deny it!”

With Primula’s finger shaken roguishly 
in his face, his back to the wall, utterly be­
wildered and at her mercy, the dusty little 
chemist could only roll his terrified eyes and 
gasp.

“ I tried to write you, Amos, to thank 
you. But I just had to say it to your 
face. I tore up my note. I waited to 
say it. Why didn’t you answer my tele­
phone calls, you naughty—”

“ I dunno, Miss Feltman—I—”
“ Don’t you dare say you were busy— 

don’t you!” Primula performed a playful 
calisthenic wriggle. She was a little like a 
kitten with a mouse—a superannuated kit­
ten, slightly troubled with, say, rheuma­
tism.

The mouse fidgeted uneasily. His lips 
opened, but he could not speak. He wished 
he had the strength of will to push her 
aside, but a strange numbness stole over 
him. Primula’s face swam mistily before 
him, her glasses and teeth gleaming hor­
ribly. Being entirely innocent of Kate 
Singleton’s hasty generosity, he had not the 
slightest notion what roses she was talking 
about. All he knew was that he had fallen 
victim of a horrible conspiracy.

“ I have saved them all—every precious 
petal,” Primula sighed. “ The most beau­
tiful and sweetest bloom of all I have 
pressed in my copy of Tennyson. Amos, 
you shall see it some day.”

“ Yes—yes, Miss Feltman,” Amos stam­
mered. “ Y-yes, delighted. I—I—”

“ And you’ll not neglect your old friends 
so long again. Now, you must promise! 
I’m waiting for you to call on me, Amos 
Wormser!”

A wild, giddy intoxication was stealing 
over Amos. He could not fight it off. There 



was a thrill in his blood. His heart beat 
faster and his pulses hammered in his ears. 
The vampire’s spell was working. He knew 
it was working, and a voice within him tried 
to cry a warning. But Amos was lost to 
warnings now.

“ I—am coming to see you,” he roared 
With sudden, new boldness. “ Yes’m, I’m 
coming—old time’s sake—we’ve got to be 
better friends, Miss Feltman.”

“ Why, Amos! You do say such things! 
Mind you, then, I’ll call you up some eve­
ning.”

“ No, I’ll call you up. Sure. I’ll call 
you up. Got to see—more of you—you 
know. Now—now, I guess I’ll have to run 
along, Prim—Prim—Miss Feltman. Got 
to hurry. Awful busy.”

Primula relinquished him with a long, 
quivering sigh.

“ Don’t you dare forget,” she admon­
ished in parting. Then she was gone with 
one final, flashing, gleaming smile and a 
pounce.

Amos moved on slowly, in a daze. He 
was sweating and weak. The inner voice 
was crying out in despair. It was horrible. 
He was committed. He had promised. He 
knew he could not escape. The victim of 
some horrible blunder. She thought he 
had sent her roses!

He scuttled back to his laboratory in the 
factory on the tide flats and slammed and 
locked the door on the world. His nervous 
state was such he could only sit huddled 
in a chair for hours after, victim of the hor­
rible woman’s wiles. And the terrifying 
thing was that, frightened as he was, he 
liked it!

When Trench started his trip East he 
left Kate in charge of Cheer-O. Osten­
sibly Trench went to arrange for a national 
market for his product. In reality he was 
glad- of an excuse to get away. He wanted 
some diversion that would end his time of 
waiting on the outcome of the double-bar­
reled business venture. Suspense was 
wearing on him. He knew that Kate was 
capable of managing affairs in his absence 
—fully as capable as himself.

Kate was delighted. She liked to man­
age things. Her devotion to business set 
a shining example for her small office force, 

and won the applause of Carfax, who kept 
a fatherly eye on the little venture in which 
he had invested money.

Carfax made it his business, also, to be 
sure that Kate was not dull during Trench’s 
absence. Almost every evening he engi­
neered Seme amusement. His yacht was 
at her disposal for week-end cruises on the 
sound. He made up a party of motor tour­
ists to Mount Rainier. His guests were 
prominent in the various resorts. Kate 
Singleton, in all her career of pleasure, re­
membered no time livelier than these happy 
weeks—weeks of driving work by day and 
play by night. She was living up to the 
top notch of her tremendous capacity for 
diversion. All worries seemed forgotten. 
There was neither past nor future.

And her host asked nothing. Carfax re­
mained quietly in the background of all 
the gay scenes he staged. The man ap­
peared entirely content in Kate’s happiness. 
Often she remembered him with sudden 
compunction and a thrill of gratitude for 
his kindness.

On one such night—a night of a splen­
did moon, when the yacht was purring 
across water of the midnight silk, through 
a curtain of dusky velvet, bound south 
from Vancouver—she kissed Carfax again. 
The salute was as sudden and unexpected 
as her former gift to him.

“ I—couldn’t help it,” she laughed soft­
ly. They were alone on deck. “ You’re 
so dam good—and a dear, besides!”

“ Thanks,” Carfax acknowledged briefly.
“ You don’t mind?”
“Huh!”
“ I believe you do!” She smiled teasing- 

ly, leaning toward him.
Carfax considered before he answered. 

“ You know I don’t. I—kind of under­
stand—what you mean by it. I—thanks, a 
loti” He added soberly: “ Don’t worry too 
much about John Trench. He’s all right. 
I’ll bet on him!”

His remark kept Kate thinking until 
early morning. She had scarcely realized 
that Trench was in her thoughts; certain­
ly she had no idea she was worrying about 
him. Yet Carfax was right. She had wor­
ried about Trench. During his absence 
Trench was very much in her thoughts.



She wished die knew all that Trench was 
doing—and planning.

“ How do I know what he’s up to?” she 
sighed. “ Maybe he’s sold the business— 
or traded it in for cigar certificates. May­
be some other girl’s vamped him! Maybe 
he’s forgetting his rubbers when it rains! 
That man sure needs a mother’s tender 
care.” She yawned and added her whim­
sical invocation, “ Gawd pity the poor 
working goil.”

On a day shortly before Trench’s expect­
ed return, Lester Harper, the bijou office 
boy, came to Kate. Lester now wore white 
flannel trousers; a blue serge coat, belted; 
salmon pink shirt, and purple tie to honor 
summer’s brief warmth.

“ That guy’s back again, Miss Single- 
ton,” Lester reported. “ Shall I call a 
cop?”

“ Who’s back again?” Kate frowned up 
from Trench’s own desk where she worked 
during his absence.

“ Why, this Randall. Asking for Mr. 
Trench again. That makes the fourth 
time.”

Didn’t you tell him Mr. Trench is 
away?”

“ Yeah! But he won’t believe me. 
Seems to think everybody’s a liar.”

“ Send him to me. I’ll see Randall,” 
Kate directed, her lips compressing.

When Randall had edged in the door he 
gave a sharp look about the room, very 
much as if he expected Trench to be in 
hiding.

“ Well?” Kate challenged him.
“ I want to see Mr. Trench. That’s all. 

I’m getting tired of being stalled off, too.”
“ Mr. Trench is in the East. The boy 

told you that.”
Randall began to whine. “ How was I 

to know? Everybody tries to pass the 
buck when I come around. You say he’s in 
the East, how—”

“ Perhaps you think I’m a liar, Ran­
dall?”

“ No. No, I don’t mean anything like 
that! But I got to see Trench pretty 
quick, that’s all. • Pretty—damn—quick.”

“ Suppose you see me, instead? I’m his 
private secretary. Also I’m in charge just 
now.”

“ Nope.” Randall shook his head wifh 
a look of deep mystery. “No, sir, lady! 
This is Trench’s business—his own private 
affairs. He’ll be damn anxious to see me, 
I can tell you that. But he’d better hurry 
home or I—well, he’d better hurry back if 
he’s a wise guy. Say, you might telegraph 
that to him, eh Just wire him Randall 
says he’d better hurry home and have a 
little talk!”

Kate studied the ex-convict shrewdly. 
Randall had added a new boldness since 
his last visit. There was a certain excite­
ment that showed in his womanish brown 
eyes. He was both bold and uneasy. She 
disliked Randall heartily. His sallow, long 
face, with the small, weak mouth, and his 
curly hair, were repulsive to her. She had 
a lively curiosity to know Randall’s busi­
ness with Trench.

“ I guess you can wait,” Kate answered.; 
“ A week more won’t hurt you.”

“ A week. Another weds? Say, miss, 
is that straight?”

She nodded serenely.
Randall showed uneasiness. “ Now look 

here,” he began in a more ingratiating man­
ner, “ I—-I’m kind of up against it. I got 
to have some money, y’ see? Well—I’ll 
tell you, I’ve been to a lot of expense find­
ing out some things for Trench, and I got 
to have a little stake sooner than a week. 
I got to have something right off. I guess 
now, you could advance me a few dollars 
till the boss is home. How about it?”

“ I guess not!”
“ Now, miss, don’t you be so quick.” 

Randall lifted a forefinger in warning. 
“ Don’t you be so damn quick. This stuff 
I’ve been finding out for Mr. Trench—well, 
he’d be mighty glad to know you slipped 
me a few iron men. Y’ see, it might keep 
me from spilling the beans! ”

“ Is that a threait or a promise, Randall?”
Randall wagged his head solemnly. 

“ Take it either way,” he said. “ Take it 
either way!”

“ What work have you done?”
“ That’s all right now, that’s all right! 

Trench is going to be interested, all right.”
“ Did Trench hire you? Of course not! 

He left no word.”
“ Never mind who hired me. Maybe



I’m working for Randall, when you come 
down to cases. But I got hold of something 
worth money to Trench and I’m giving you 
a straight tip, you better come through 
with a little jack if you don’t want the boss 
good and sore.”

Kate considered the visitor for several 
moments. “ I’ll tell you what I think,” 
she announced. “ You’ve got hold of some 
dirty little secret you think you can sell 
to John Trench.”

Randall’s eyes flickered aside from her 
direct glance and the pupils dilated. She 
knew she had come close to truth. “ Well, 
I’ll tell you something, Trench isn’t in the 
market for your kind of filth. You’re in the 
wrong shop with that stuff, Randall.”

“Am I? Hah!” The sallow man 
seemed to swell with rage and importance.

“ You are. Now, you can go—”
“ Look here, you’d better watch your 

step!” Randall’s voice rose angrily. “I’m 
telling you, you hear? I’m telling you! ”

The outer door was opened by Lester, an­
swering Kate’s signal with the buzzer.

“ Call the police,” Kate directed quietly.
Randall’s face went red and white. He 

raised a clenched fist and his lips began to 
work with a jerky excitement.

“ Call a cop! ” he shouted angrily. “ Yes, 
go on, call one. Maybe your fine gentle­
man friend Trench will thank you for that 
when the whole town knows who his father 
is—who he is. Go ahead, call a cop!”

Kate was out of her chair with a white 
face and had the door open. “ Lester,” she 
directed, “ never mind that call.” Then she 
turned back to Randall. “ Now,” she com­
manded, “ suppose you tell me just what 
you mean by that?”

“ That’s Trench’s affair,” Randall 
growled.

“ It’s my affair right now. Come on, spill 
it, or—” Her finger went again to the call 
button.

Randall sulked, rolling his cloth cap be­
tween his fists. He glared at the floor. 
He turned his back on her.

“All right,” said Kate. “The police 
then—”

She pressed her fingers upon the button, 
careful not to press enough to sound it.

Randall whirled on her. “ If you do,” 

he threatened, “ I’ll tell the town. I’ll 
tell the world. A fine chance of doing busi­
ness young Trench will have after that. A 
fat chance. Him! Son of a convict—son 
of a crook—a damn, dirty, stiff necked, 
white faced, embezzling crook that robbed 
widows and orphans! I’ll put him and his 
business on the rocks, you hear me? On 
—the—rocks.”

“ That’s just a plain lie, Randall. A 
cheap, nasty lie.” Kate’s brown eyes chal­
lenged him.

“ Oh, it is!”
“ Yes, it is.”
“ Then how about this! Eh, how about 

this? Proofs, that’s what I’ve got. Proofs. 
Copy of birth record, copy of divorce de­
cree, listen here: ‘ Alice Trench Farnsworth 
versus John Farnsworth — custody of the 
minor child John is vested in the plaintiff— 
permission given plaintiff to resume her 
maiden name of Alice Trench—’ Copies 
of commitment papers of John Farnsworth, 
sentenced for crime of embezzlement. How 
about all this, eh? It’s a lie, is it? I sup­
pose that’s a lie!”

Kate heard and understood, grasping the 
import of Randall’s boasting revelation with 
swift clarity, though her own heart seemed 
to have stopped and the world about her 
had vanished into a whirling chaos. She 
found herself stretching out a steady hand 
to take the papers Randall flourished; 
found herself glancing over those papers, 
attested copies of legal record, as Randall 
claimed.

Randall had done his work thoroughly. 
The proof was there, in black and white 
and without doubt of its authenticity. The 
ex-convict's inquiries and speculations had 
put him on the right track. There was no 
denying him.

And what he showed her dovetailed be­
yond any suspicion with the mystery of 
John Farnsworth’s strange speech and 
strange acts. It cleared all that had been 
dark.

But it was only some instinctive intelli­
gence within her, some detached self that 
grasped these things then. Her own iden­
tity, Kate Singleton, was overwhelmed, 
beaten down and lost to conscious thought 
by the amazing and terrible revelation.



Yet it was that same, extra human in­
telligence, acting in her place, quietly and 
sanely that dealt with Randall, advancing 
the man enough money to keep him quiet; 
dismissing him from the offices of Cheer-O; 
dispatching the remainder of the day’s busi­
ness.

Only when all that was done, when the 
day’s routine was cleared away did she 
desert her responsibility to get home some 
way, to close her own door against the world 
and try, as she never had tried before, to 
discover the course that was right and just 
toward John Trench and John Farnsworth.

CHAPTER XIV.

“i—don’t believe you!”

AT about seven o’clock that evening 
AX Kate Singleton reached a decision.

She began to act by carefully wash­
ing her face and hands, dusting on powder, 
dressing her hair and even buffing her nails. 
Then she selected the plainest, simplest 
frock she owned and donned it. Thus re­
vived and fortified she hunted up the tele­
phone directory.

Farnsworth was still at the little hotel 
where she had interviewed him almost a 
month before. When he was on the wire 
she told him her name and address and 
added: “ I’ve got to see you. It’s about 
your son. You may call at once.”

There followed so long a pause she 
thought he had disconnected. She began 
to shake the telephone hook when his quiet 
voice cut in: “ I’ll be right over, Miss Sin­
gleton.”

She turned from the telephone in some­
thing like a panic. The die was cast. As 
she put it rather shakily: “ We-e-ell, you’ve 
gone and did it this time! You’ve spilled 
the beans, Kate—”

She sighed tremulously, looking thor­
oughly frightened. “ Nobody asked you to 
stick your monkey wrench in the machin­
ery,” she reflected. “ Nobody asked you 
to jazz up the affairs of old John Farns­
worth and young John Trench. I guess 
that’s right about fools butting in where 
angels beat it—but, oh Lord, w’hat’s going 
to come of it?” After a little the frightened 

look faded from her eyes and her chin went 
up bravely.

“ Carry on, Kate,” she murmured. 
“ Carry on! And meantime shake a leg 
and get this place looking decent. A fine 
joint to ask old Farnsworth into. Looks 
like the setting for a bedroom farce!”

Though she was glad to forget her fears 
in the business of tidying the little apart­
ment, Kate felt she had done right. First 
of all, she must learn Farnsworth’s side of 
the story. From that she might judge how 
much Trench should know, for she was 
perfectly willing to take on her own shoul­
ders the responsibility of the secret, if she 
thought that wisest.

She had some very definite ideas of John 
Trench’s character, not altogether untrue. 
Trench was impressionable; apt to do the 
wrong thing if the suggestion was strong 
enough. If his father should prove to be 
a handicap and a disgrace to him, better 
Trench should not know that father—at 
least not now. And it was up to her to 
judge the father and judge Trench and en­
gineer both of them as seemed best. No 
small undertaking and growing more per­
plexing the more she thought of it.

John Farnsworth was announced; en­
tered.

Even his repressed personality was not 
shockproof. There were signs of excite­
ment plain upon him. Kate w’aved him to 
a seat and watched his quick glance sur­
veying her home, and disapproving of it.

After a somewhat awkward period of hes­
itation, Kate addressed her visitor.

“ Farnsworth, you don’t like me. And 
I’m not in love with you. It’s about fifty­
fifty between us, that way. But maybe 
both of us like John Trench. I’m willing 
to say I do.”

She paused, hopeful Farnsworth would 
give some sign of acquiescence. There was 
no sign from him. She went on:

“ Attending to Trench’s affairs to-day, I 
happened to uncover the relationship be­
tween you two. I’m sorry, but that can’t 
be helped now. It’s true, you are his fa­
ther?”

The white haired man bowed his head.
“ He must never know it,” he whis­

pered.



“ I’m not making any promise at all. 
Suppose I tell you first what I know; then 
you can tell me the rest. This little rat, 
Randall—”

'‘Randall! I see.” Farnsworth’s black 
eyes showed the red wrath that was in his 
heart. “ I should have killed Randall.” 
he admitted quietly.

“ Yes,” Kate agreed, “ I don’t know but 
I wish you had. However, it’s too late 
now.”

She told Farnsworth all that had passed 
between her and the forger. When she had 
finished he sat very still, his hands clenched 
on his knees, a stiff, strained posture that 
seemed to hurt.

“ John Trench is my son,” Farnsworth 
said abruptly. As though the revelation 
had broken his self-control, he was on his 
feet quickly. The frivolous, shaded lamps 
of Kate’s little reception room illumined his 
face and drew the cavernous hollows of his 
sunken eyes in sharp relief. He continued 
to speak from his feet, head thrown back, 
his thin hands intertwined before him.

“ I meant no living soul should know 
that. Trench must not know, you hear? 
He must not! So far as our relations are 
concerned, I am dead. The boy was 
brought up to believe me dead. My wife 
carried out my wish in that. For his sake 
I cut myself off from both of them. For a 
long time I thought it would be better for 
the boy if I had died.

“ You know what I am. You heard Ran­
dall tell it. True, every word. I stole 
money, and the innocent suffered because of 
my crime. Men, women and children have 
suffered for what I did.

“ Nothing I have done or that my wife 
did for me can heal all that harm—nor con­
done my wrong. Better that I had died, 
perhaps—but my son was alive; and it 
came to me, while I was in that ugly prison 
on the river, that I had something left to 
do. I let my son live. Was it right the 
boy should live?”

A horror made Kate’s lips dry, so that 
she tried twice to speak and failed. Final­
ly: “ You devil! You—w'ould kill—your 
own son?”

“ I’d tear out my own heart,” Farns­
worth cried, his strange voice ringing. “I’d 

trample on my own heart to atone. Kill 
him? Yes, if he lived to carry on my 
evil!”

There was a blackness before Kate’s 
eyes and a numbing coldness in her veins. 
Farnsworth’s voice, patient, low, monoto­
nously controlled again, came to her from a 
great distance.

“ That is why I continued to live. That 
is why I looked forward to my freedom. I 
went on, and on, through more ages than 
God has numbered, to find this boy of mine 
again—to judge his heart.”

Farnsworth studied Kate’s pale face, 
reading her horror and fear and loathing 
of him. Fie began to move about the little 
room and the muscles of his hard face 
twitched while his hands rose in jerky, un­
controllable gestures.

“ I know what you think,” he cried, and 
there was something like pathos in voice 
and manner as if the human desire to jus­
tify himself had conquered his resolution. 
“ You think I’m a beast. You think I’m 
mad. A hard, harsh, unjust father—some­
thing evil and fearful. Let me tell you, I 
have decent affection. I love this son of 
mine.”

The very thought seemed revolting to 
Kate. Her face showed it.

“ I gave up all I had for him,” Farns­
worth croaked. “ I gave it all up—my 
wife, freedom, a home. They told me I 
might escape punishment; that my wife’s 
money, what we had between us, would 
satisfy the law. I wouldn’t have it. I 
sought what I deserved—punishment—and 
because I would keep away from this boy; 
because I hoped he would be a better man 
than I was. That was not easy. I was 
proud. I loved them.

“ I had a right to be proud,” Farnsworth 
went on bitterly. “ I was honest until that 
time. Aly father before me had been hon­
est, and his father—men of integrity, men 
known for their honor. And I was young, 
already succeeding far beyond what many 
men of my age were doing, trusted because 
of my honest name. I was proud of that; 
proud of my lovely wife; proud of my son. 
When I did wrong I was too proud to lie. 
I know right from evil. It was right that 
I be punished, and I didn’t try to evade.



“ Yes, and more, I’m a proud man still. 
I’m not shirking my duty. Not by one 
minute fraction will I evade the punish­
ment a God of wrath has laid upon me. 
You hear! ” He flung back his head proud­
ly, fists clenched, posture rigid.

In that momentary posture, that look 
that challenged the world and God in His 
heaven, Kate Singleton’s shrewd eyes saw 
the real John Farnsworth, and in a glimpse 
understood the man. For all her dislike of 
him, she was stirred to admire.

“ Perhaps you think my way has been 
easy,” Farnsworth resumed, dull again. “ It 
has not. It has been a black way, a thorny 
way, a bitter, hard way to go. Is it easy, 
do you think, to skulk as I have skulked— 
to pry, to lie, to watch in the dark? Is it 
pleasant to be branded jailbird—pleasant 
that my own son should spit on me and cast 
me off? But that is my punishment. I 
accept it. It shan’t turn me from my duty.

“ For John Trench is my son. I must 
answer to God for him. I’ll not forget it. 
That’s why I watch him; why I’m near 
him. The taint began with me. Of those 
honest Farnsworths I’m the first to soil 
the name. If that taint of my blood has 
gone on to my son—if John Trench is a 
thief, that’s the question I’m going to an­
swer. I’m here to judge.”

“ Well, you’ve seen him. You’ve judged 
him.” Kate’s words sounded brokenly, her 
whisper ragged and harsh. “ You know— 
you know John Trench is fit to live!”

Farnsworth began to shake his head slow­
ly and she felt she must scream her terror. 
Yet there was indecision in his lined face, 
and that made her hope.

He said: “ I don’t know. I’m not sure. 
I think—”

“ Yes? You think, Farnsworth?”
“ The boy’s more fool than knave,” 

Farnsworth’s voice quivered with scorn. 
“ He must be driven, driven into doing 
right; beaten into honesty—”

“ He’s honest. He’s honest, and you— 
you who say he’s not—you lie.”

Farnsw’orth answered her vehement de­
fense with his bitter, shadowy contortion of 
the lips that passed for a smile.

“ The boy’s in bad hands; the victim 
of loose companions and an evil woman—”

“ Oh, leave me out of it!”
“ Take yourself out of it!” The com­

mand was stem. “ Take yourself from his 
life—and we may see! It is you—you 
who—”

“ Now look here, my friend, we’ll never 
get anywhere on that argument. You hate 
me. All right. Put that aside for the 
time—”

“ Put that aside! Forget you!” Again 
the bitter smile.

“All right.” Kate moved toward the 
door. “ No use our talking any more. But 
let me tell you this again, Trench is honest. 
I know him. I know his business. Both 
are good, you hear? They’re square, de­
cent, on the level. I’ll swear to that.”

The perfect sincerity with which this 
woman defended Trench halted Farnsworth, 
Looking in her eyes he could not doubt her. 
He considered her patiently and said at 
last:

“ Then you’re a fool—a bigger fool than 
Trench. And I thought you shrewd! If 
you’re playing a part; if you think for 
a minute you can trick me—why, I know! 
I’ve seen the proof! This stuff Trench 
makes—this Cheer-0—what, you mean to 
say you don’t know!”

“ I know this, Trench is honest.”
“ You think so! Why—I can’t believe it. 

You! And I thought you knew business! 
Look at his cost sheets. Look at them. 
Study them. I’ll tell you what it is—a 
swindle. He can’t make that stuff at a 
profit—he never expects to. He’s kept the 
business solely as a pretense. For one rea­
son—one reason only—to swindle Carfax.”

“You’re ridiculous!” Kate tried to 
laugh, but the laugh was rather a failure.

“ Am I? Look in Trench’s desk—the 
private cost report. Ask Wormser, he can 
tell you. The plot was made a year ago. 
His only plan is to force a sale on Carfax 
who thinks it is a money maker—to unload 
on him—to dump the business, and take 
Carfax’s money and run away. A common 
swindle! ”

“ I don’t believe you.”
“ I don’t ask you to believe. Look for 

yourself. The report is filed in his desk—■ 
or was. Accuse him. He’ll probably admit 
it himself. But it shan’t happen, I’ll prom-* 



ise that. I'll stop it—some way I’ll stop 
that crooked thing! I went to him—gave 
him his chance to turn back. He mocked 
me. Then Randall came—and beat me, 
the rat! I have tried to tell Carfax. Some­
body has lied to him, or bewitched him. 
He laughs in my face and his laugh calls 
me a liar. Never mind. Never mind, I 
say! I’ve waited a long time to do this 
thing. I’m going to do it. I’ll not fail— 
God won’t let me fail.”

Farnsworth checked himself. He fav­
ored Kate with one more of those contor­
tions of his stiff lips, a black, sour smile.

“ You,” he said, “ are either criminal— 
or fool. I—well, I shan’t try to judge. 
But if you believe this nonsense—if you 
do—look for yourself. The proof is there. 
A child could find it—even the simpleton 
you may be, could find it.”

In Kate’s steady glance there was de­
fiance, but defiance somewhat shaken. “ I 
— don’t — believe — you,” she whispered 
again.

“ One thing, then. You’ll not tell this.” 
He did not ask; he commanded.
Kate shook her head. “ I’ll let you 

know if I do.”
“ You’ll never tell.”
With that grim threat Farnsworth was 

gone.

The woman he left was greatly shaken. 
Kate Singleton’s views of life of recent years 
had been steadfastly of one sort. Memory 
of an unhappy childhood, of revolt against 
a Puritan constraint and a philosophy both 
warped and wrong, she had put behind her. 
No thinking person is without a religion—■ 
or a philosophy that serves as well. Hers, 
realized only vaguely, had been a deter­
mined belief in the doctrine of live and let 
live; judge not lest ye be judged. She 

clung resolutely to pleasure and diversion 
and blinded herself to whatever interfered.

But to-night she had seen the other side. 
She had a glimpse of the poor, tortured 
thing that was Farnsworth—all his hurts 
exposed to her. She could not help but be 
moved.

And in his tragedy Trench was involved. 
She began to realize now how much she 
cared for Trench. It was, most of all, his 
need for her, his dependence, that cried out 
and she wanted to give Trench the best she 
had to give. She wanted to do for him all 
that the wisest and most loving woman 
could do.

She said she would not believe his dis­
honesty. Yet she was afraid for him. She 
was bitterly afraid. She shrank from con­
firming Farnsworth’s charge and at the 
same time fortified herself to do that very 
thing.

Kate realized now the burden she had 
undertaken. Trench and Farnsworth— 
father and son—both were in her hands, 
hers to right or wreck forever. The realiza­
tion drove her to do a most unusual thing. 
She had to ask help and there was only 
one place to ask it.

“ God,” she began slowly, staring at the 
carpet, “ if you’re Farnsworth’s choice of a 
God there’s no use my taking up your time. 
But if there is something up there that 
makes the wheels go round—and fishes 
monkey wrenches out of the machinery— 
Well, I don’t amount to much, and you 
know that; and I’m a good many kinds of a 
fool and probably not properly respectful. 
And I do think too much about clothes 
and good times. And I paint a little. But 
if there’s something that finds time to look 
after fools like me, give mt!'a lift just this 
once! Show me the right thing to do be­
cause—I’m darned if I know!”

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK
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THE MIRACLE
A CROSS the meadow, dead and sear,
** I saw the Rain Prince gently pass;
And at his touch each withered spear

Up sprang as living grass. Edwin L. Sabin.



By J. U. GIESY

GEORGI GORZAS was an immigrant 
, of many years past, from the little 

town of Poti on the east shore of 
the Black Sea. And he kept a small shop 
for the sale of rugs and Oriental bric-a-brac 
in a part of the city given over to others 
like himself of foreign birth.

Short and heavy set he was with a round 
poll, pink under a white stubble of close­
cropped hair, scraggy eyebrows and a huge 
mustache he was always brushing aside 
when he ate or drank the light wines one 
could get, when first I knew him, and in 
which he was wont to indulge.

It was a rug that brought us together 
the first time. I saw it in his window and 
went inside to inspect it. Later we became 
friends.

Georgi got the rug out of the window, 

and we looked it over. I told him some­
thing of myself, and he reciprocated in 
kind. It was a matter of mutual interest. 
Physician though I am, rugs and rug lore 
are a bobby of mine, and Georgi saw it at 
once, of course. In the end I bought the 
one we had been discussing, and later 
formed the habit of dropping into the shop 
to examine his stock from time to time.

It was so I met Kuba, his daughter. 
Georgi told me she was like her mother. 
If so, his dead wife must have been a beau­
tiful woman, indeed. Kuba was blond, 
with hair the color of amber honey, and a 
slender, lithesome figure, and lips like the 
flame of the hibiscus petal, in the warm 
whiteness of her face. And she was the 
apple of Georgi’s eye.

Her father spoke broken English, but 



Kuba was American in all but birth, her 
parents having brought her to the land of 
their adoption as a child of five.

After such an introduction and the fol­
lowing association, there was nothing un­
usual, therefore, in Kuba’s calling me on 
the telephone one afternoon and inviting 
me over to inspect a new and rare specimen 
of the weaver’s art.

I called at the shop that evening and 
found a third party unexpectedly in their 
group—a young man as dark as Kuba was 
fair, with a great mass of nearly black hair 
that covered his head in a bushy shock.

Georgi introduced him as Kars Gorzas, 
the son of his brother. “ From Tiflis he 
iss, toctor, und hees papa und mamma iss 
dead. So I wrote heem to come und lif 
w’id hees oncle und hees cousin. Und see 
v’at he prought. Ged id, Kuba.”

Kars grinned with a flash of strong white 
teeth, and Kuba, entering the shop back of 
which they lived, returned with a rug at 
sight of which I gasped. It was old, faded, 
mellowed like wine by age. But—it was 
an Eighur if I knew anything of such mat­
ters. And Georgi confirmed my judgment 
as Kuba unrolled it on the floor.

“ See, toctor—a Tree of Heafen! Price­
less—ab-so-lutely priceless!” His keen old 
eyes gleamed beneath their scraggy brows.

A Tree of Heaven it was, with the 
spreading branches, the varicolored car­
touches, each with its contained cuneiform 
symbols on either side—a Tree of Heaven, 
and only Heaven knew where Georgi’s 
nephew might have picked it up, or how 
he had brought it through the customs, or 
anything—except that there it was, with 
the stocky little old rug dealer gloating 
above it, and pointing to the first cartouche 
of faded pink.

“ See, toctor—can you read id?”
I shook my head. I was no student of 

cuneiform. “ Can you?” I returned.
He nodded.

“Man is a thistle blowing, 
Woman a falling rose.”

My interest quickened. The thing was 
Omaresque. It caught the fancy. Even 
the sound of its translation hinted at the 
origin of the rug—its age. Man a thistle. 

The comparison was not inapt even in mod­
ern days. Human nature did not change— 
or not much. Woman a rose—in a garden 
—of Babylonia •— a Babylonian maiden, 
hundreds and hundreds of years ago, per­
haps. One thought of the hands that had 
woven the suggestion into the fading 
threads. Those hands were dust—but here 
was their handiwork. I glanced at Kuba. 
She, too, was a budded rose of womanhood. 
Her blue eyes met mine, and she colored 
faintly as though she understood.

Georgi shifted to the second cartouche, 
which was red.

“ Who knows where the thistle blows 
Death in the heart of the rose?”

His daughter caught her breath. “ That’s 
not a bit nice,” she said.

Georgi smiled. “ Bud id iss life, leetle 
Kuba,” he told her softly. “ Der rose dies 
—alvays. Only der perfume lifs—der soul. 
Id iss der vay of der vorld. Bud see, toc­
tor.” He pointed to the last cartouche of 
all, which was black, but not an even black 
—a thing of mottled effect as though some 
of the threads had turned rusty with the 
years. “ Dis I cannod yed translate. Iss 
dese lines symbols or nod? V’at do you 
t’ink?”

I bent over the thing, but I could not be 
certain. I shook my head again, balking 
the question, and glanced at Kars. “ Where 
did you get it?” I asked.

He smiled, but made no other answer, 
and Georgi explained: “ He don’ spik Eng­
lish mooch. Bud—id comes from a reech 
man’s house, he tells me. One can ged 
sooch t’ings cheap in Georgia, seence id 
vent Bolshevic. Und he knows I like sooch 
t’ings, so—ven I write heem to come life 
wid me und Kuba, he prings id. Und—I 
s’all not sell id. I am interest in dis plack 
cartouche.”

I didn’t blame him. He was pretty well 
fixed, and could afford to keep the Eighur, 
which was a thing to quicken a connois­
seur’s heart. So, after possibly some half 
hour of further discussion of the rug, I ex­
pressed my pleasure in having been asked 
to view it, and left.

And though in the press of work I did 
not see either Georgi or his daughter for



V
some considerable time after that, I did 
not forget either them or the rug.

I thought of it instantly on the afternoon 
Kuba walked into my office during my con­
sultation hours and took the patient’s seat 
at the end of my desk. “ Woman a falling 
rose—death in the heart of the rose.” She 
was like that—her mouth a crimson petal, 
and death in her as in all of us, of course, 
but at that moment—glorious life as well.

Then, as we exchanged a mutual greet­
ing, I noted a little lurking expression of 
what I thought anxiety in her eyes. And 
her first following words assured me I was 
right.

“ Doctor, I wish you would drive over to 
see father, if you will.”

“ He's not well?’’ I questioned.
“ He’s not—exactly himself.” She ap­

peared to hesitate in the form of her an­
swer. “ I—I’m afraid it’s his mind, and 
so is Kars. It’s principally—that Eighur 
rug.”

“ The black cartouche?” I said, my in­
terest mounting.

She nodded. “ Yes. He’s puzzled over 
it ever since Kars brought it—trying to 
make it out. But two weeks ago he hung 
it up on the wall and sat down in a chair in 
front of it, and he’s — been there pretty 
much ever since. Kars and I have to coax 
him to bed and to his meals.”

“ He sleeps, though?” I questioned.
“ Very little.”
“ And" eats?”
“ Hardly anything. He drinks a little 

wine. You know he has been accustomed 
to it all his life, and Mr. Sergovitch, a 
friend of Kars and a steward on an ocean 
liner, got a little for him.”

I frowned. I didn’t like what she said 
in the least. Fixed ideas, set determina­
tions upon some object or subject are bad 
things at best, and especially so in men of 
Georgi's age. And then I looked Kuba full 
in the face.

“ Just what did you mean by saying it 
was principally the Eighur?” I inquired.

Unexpectedly she colored and dropped 
her eyes. “ I suppose I may as well tell 
you everything, doctor. Father doesn’t 
like Serge. Kars brought him to the house 
shortly after you were there last, and—he 

came frequently after that. About a month 
ago—he—asked me to become—Mrs. Ser­
govitch.” She broke off with a little self 
conscious laugh.

“ He is a man of your own people?” I 
queried, taking advantage of the Slavic 
sound of the name to cover my surprise, at 
the information her somewhat stumbling ex­
planation gave.

“ Yes, doctor.” She nodded without 
looking up.

“ And your father does not approve?”
“ No, doctor. I hardly know why, either. 

Serge had been very nice in every way he 
possibly could.”

“ And you—does he mean much to 
you?” I asked with the privilege of the 
physician, since ofttimes the doctor comes 
more closely into contact with the intimate 
details of his patients’ lives than any one 
save the priest. “ Do vou love him, 
Kuba?”

“ I don’t know.” She lifted her eyes 
frankly. “ Honestly, doctor—I don’t know. 
I like him well enough. He’s really hand­
some, but—I guess I’ve never thought very 
much about marriage.”

Once more she laughed in a catching 
fashion.

I smiled. If the girl herself was un­
certain I judged that any impression Sergo­
vitch may have made was not very deep.

“ Well,” I said, “ when your time comes 
you won’t think so much about it either. 
You’ll think mainly of the man. Don’t 
marry till you feel that way, little girl.”

“ Anyway, father absolutely forbade it,” 
she returned and rose. “ He became very 
much excited. That is why I felt I had 
best tell you about it. I told Serge I could 
not give him an answer then, and of course 
now—I wouldn’t think of such a thing. 
You’ll come over this afternoon?”

“ In a little over an hour,” I promised.
And I kept my word. I drove across to 

Georgi’s shop, and Kars led me instantly 
into the living room where Georgi sat 
brooding over the rug.

He was in a chair before it as Kuba 
had described him, and he paid no least 
attention to our entrance until she spoke.

“ Father, here is Dr. Payson.”
“ Huh?” He grunted then and turned 



his head slightly, peering at me from be­
neath his scraggy brows.

His appearance shocked me in spite of 
what Kuba had told me. There was more 
than a hint of failing mentality in the stare 
he bent upon me, and he seemed doubly 
aged since I had seen him, no more than a 
husk of his former self. Also there was an 
actually childish heat in the way he flared 
out:

“ Inderruptions! My Gott, alvays inder- 
ruptions! Veil, Pay-son, vat do you vant?”

“ Why,” I said as casually as might be, 
“ I just dropped in to see you. Miss Kuba 
thought you were not as well as you should 
be?”

“ Veil?” he grumbled. “ I’d pe veil 
enough eef I could read der ptack car­
touche. Somedimes id iss ledders, und 
somedimes nod.”

I drew up a chair and sat down.
“ Georgi,” I said, “ you’re overdoing. 

You’re tiring yourself out. If you’d take 
it easy—give yourself a little rest—”

“ Rest?” he interrupted with a frown. 
“ I can’t rest, Pay-son. My head iss too 
full of tedders.”

“ Exactly. That’s just it,” I agreed; 
took out my thermometer and got it under 
his tongue.

He took it after a moment of hesitation, 
and held it, staring again at the rug. Ab­
ruptly he cried out, “ Hah!” and bent for­
ward, only to lean back, mumbling: “ Nod 
yed—nod yed.”

I caught the bit of glass and mercury 
as it fell from his lips.

“ Georgi,” I said sharply. He actually 
seemed to have forgotten my presence.

“ Huh?” He glanced at me. “ Oh, yes, 
Pay-son—yes, yes.”

I made the best examination of him I 
could. He complained fretfully the whole 
time, but submitted. And I found little 
for my pains. His heart was a trifle quick­
ened, the pulse too tense, and he was getting 
old.

In the end I prescribed a sleeping pow­
der to be administered that night, and ad­
vised that while Georgi slept the rug should 
be removed. After that everything was to 
be done to divert Georgi’s mind from it. 
The reading of the black cartouche would 

seem to have grown to a monomania with 
him. I could see no other explanation of 
his conduct, and I told Kuba what I 
thought.

She shuddered.
“ I—hate the sight of the thing,” she 

declared with an emphasis that mirrored 
her feeling as clearly as the words.

Kars was standing by the street door of 
the shop as I made my way out, apparently 
waiting for me.

“ He iss mooch seeck?” he inquired, hav­
ing apparently picked up a little English 
since I had met him first.

“ Yes,” I said. “ I’m afraid he is.”
“ Eet ees hees head?”
“ His mind—yes,” I assented, and 

walked past him.
That night Georgi slept.
But the next day Kuba telephoned to 

say that he had grown well-nigh violent 
upon waking to find that the rug had been 
taken away, and that Kars and she had 
been unable to pacify him until they had 
put it back.

“ Doctor, what are we to do?” she asked 
with a pitiful little quiver in her voice. 
“ He’s in there now, staring at that horrible 
black cartouche.”

I said I would come over. And to my 
surprise, Georgi seemed to know me at 
once.

“ Ha, Pay-son!” he exclaimed. “ I’ll tell 
you someding. Id iss in dere eef I could 
ged id out—eef id vould keep quiet. Id 
viggles—comes oop und goes pack. But 
yun dime I fooled id. I pretended to pe 
asleep, und id stayed oop so long I read 
der first wort. Listen, Pay-son, dot first 
vort iss—Death.”

“ Oh, my God,” I heard Kuba whisper 
under her breath, and even so there -was 
tragedy in the sound of it, the jangling of 
overstressed nerves.

“ See here, Georgi,” I said, “ what does 
it matter? How did you rest last night?”

“ Hey?” He eyed me. “ Vat does any- 
ding matter, Pay-son? Death in der rose 
—death in eferyding vat iss alife.”

He chuckled as though at some grizzly 
joke.

“ Well, yes—of course,” I assented.
He put a hand on my arm. “ I’ll tell 



you someding more, Pay-son. Id iss alife. 
Id knows. But—I’ll fool id. I’ll vatch.”

There was no longer any question but 
that the man was mildly mad.

“ But,” I said, “ if that’s the case, and 
you have to fool it, why not rest a little— 
go lie down, and catch it off its guard?”

He frowned at that, appeared to consid­
er. “ Trouble iss, I can’t rest, Pay-son; 
My head iss—funny. I’d like to—rest— 
eef I could,” he actually whimpered at last.

. I gave it up, and Kuba followed me into 
the shop. And there I turned to her with­
out waiting for her to speak.

“ It’s utterly hopeless unless we can get 
his mind off the rug or he should actually 
manage to read it, or fancy he had.”

Kars began speaking rapidly in his own 
tongue the instant I paused.

And Kuba translated: “ He thinks pos­
sibly—we should have him taken to—some 
institution. But—I can’t bear to think—of 
it except as a last resort. Do you think—”

“ I don’t know,” I told her. “ Suppose 
you give him another powder to-night, and 
try to get him to eat. In the meantime I’ll 
have a talk with a friend of mine and see 
what he can suggest.”

“ If you will, please, doctor,” she agreed.
And that evening I drove over to Martin 

MacVeagh’s for the purpose of keeping my 
word. I was actually distressed over 
Georgi and confess I wanted help.

MacVeagh was my friend, and, like my­
self, a physician, though one not engaged 
in practice in any general sense. Tall, 
slender, but well formed, with mobile fea­
tures, spare fleshed, capable hands, hair of 
the color once denominated brick dust, and 
gray eyes, he was by no means handsome. 
But he was possessed of one of the most 
remarkably analytical minds I have ever 
known, a magnetic personality, and an at 
times almost feminine fineness of under­
standing that ever should the need arise 
quite overrode the calm deliberation and 
unswerving fidelity to purpose commonly 
attributed to the Scot.

Possessed also of independent means, he 
had taken a house shortly after leaving col­
lege, and fixed it up to suit himself, with 
living rooms on the ground floor and a series 
of laboratories above. There he devoted 

himself to what he chose to call “ trail 
blazing ”—the scientific investigation of 
medical theories and problems—some of 
them those of others, many of them self­
evolved.

In his whimsical denomination of his 
activities Martin literally told the truth. 
He spent his days, and sometimes his nights, 
in blazing trail for the everyday workers 
like myself to follow to better and more 
complete results. Few men not of scientific 
interest ever entered his doors. But I had 
the run of the place when I desired; and 
many were the hours I had spent there in 
listening to his discussions of theory and ex­
perimental demonstration, of which I never 
tired.

So when I found myself faced by 
Georgi’s distressing condition I could think 
of no one better qualified to discuss the 
matter with me than my trail blazing friend. 
And I drove over after dinner, having first 
telephoned to make sure I would find him 
alone.

Jukkins, his man—Martin was unmar­
ried—showed me into a huge room with a 
fireplace and a massive flat topped desk 
beside which my host was seated.

“ Hello, Henry,” he greeted my appear­
ance. “ What’s on your mind?”

I told him the whole thing, and he light­
ed a cigarette and sat knocking the ashes 
onto a little tray from time to time.

“ The man’s off his head, of course. The 
human mind is a peculiar thing. Not 
unnaturally, though, his monomania has 
turned on a lifelong hobby,” he said when I 
was done.”

“ I know,” I said; “ but what shocked 
me, Martin, was that when I saw him last 
he was interested in the rug, but as mentally 
right as we are.”

“ Assuming that we are,” he returned, 
favoring me with a peculiar sardonic grin 
in which he at times indulged. “ Is there 
anything in it—the black cartouche, I 
mean?”

“ I don’t know,” I told him. “ There 
are faded lines, as I’ve said. Georgi says 
they’re alive—that they wiggle. But that 
is all bosh.”

“ Or eye strain,” said Martin, discarding 
his cigarette. li But if there are cuneiform 



symbols in the other cartouches, we may 
assume that there are in the last, I think. 
I’d like to see it, and your patient.”

“ Now?” I suggested. It was more than 
I had hoped for.

“ Well—there’s no time like the present, 
is there?” He smiled and glanced at his 
watch.

As I recall, he spoke only twice after 
that on the drive over to Georgi’s.

“ Give him anything but that sleeping 
powder, Henry?”

I said I had not.
“ Introduce me as a physician to his 

daughter.”
I replied that I would, and followed his 

advice.
We went into the shop and found Kars, 

Kuba and a second man, whom she made 
known as Sergovitch as soon as I had pre­
sented Martin. I recognized the name and 
sized the fellow up. He was dark, well ap­
pearing, with a somewhat dapper air about 
him accentuated by a small Continental 
mustache.

“ It was good of you to bring Dr. Mac- 
Veagh,” he said as we shook hands. “ We 
were just speaking of our poor friend here 
and ”—he smiled in a deprecating fashion 
■—“ I was asking if there should not be a— 
how do you say?—”

“ Consultation?” I supplied, rather sur­
prised at his lack of the word since his 
English, even if accented a trifle, appeared 
excellent indeed.

“ Yes,” he accepted, nodding. “ Nothing 
personal, doctor, I hope you’ll understand. 
Kuba felt that you understood the situa­
tion. I presume there is nothing strange 
in her father’s trouble taking the turn it 
has. He has been handling rugs for years.”

“ Nothing,” said Martin shortly, joining 
the conversation for the first time. “ Now 
if we might see the patient and—discuss 
him later.”

“ Of course, sir.” Sergovitch stepped 
back with a slight twitching of the lips that 
showed he had not missed the almost pain­
ful abruptness of MacVeagh’s words.

Kuba, too, glanced quickly at Martin as 
she turned to lead the way to where Georgi 
still sought to plumb the meaning of the 
black cartouche.

“ Father,” she said, and laid a hand on 
his shoulder, “ here is Dr. Payson again 
with Dr. MacVeagh, his friend, he has 
brought to help you.”

There was a veiled hope—a clutching at 
straws as it seemed to me in her voice. But 
Georgi chose to translate her announcement 
to the measure of his own desires.

“ Hah, Pay-son! Now I haf almost god 
id. I told you id vas alife, didn’t I, Pay- 
son? Und now I tell you someding else. 
Dere iss a soul in id—a leetle los’ soul, died 
indo der -warp und der woof. Und id’s 
dryin’ to ged oud. Id’s peen dryin’ for 
years und years. Ven I can read der mean­
in’, dot vill sed id loose. Und der first vort 
is death—”

It was rather startling, rather weird— 
that thought of a lost soul caught, bound 
up, imprisoned in the fading threads— 
eerie, uncanny, what you like. I saw Kuba 
shudder. Her blue eyes turned again to 
Martin, tacitly asking his aid for another 
soul as I thought.

And then Martin was speaking. “ Just 
so, Mr. Gorzas. It was recognized long ago 
that lost souls entered just such rugs—-es­
pecially those that were very much faded, 
was it not?”

“Heh!” Georgi’s gaze leaped to him. 
His old eyes flashed. “ So—you know 
someding—you! Now you will helup me to 
helup dot leetle lost soul ged loose!” His 
fingers twitched in excitement. “ Dis rug 
iss an Eighur—from Ninevah—Babylon— 
who knows? Kuba—a cless wine for Pay- 
son und his friend und me. Quick, Kuba. 
Hah!”

Ninevah, Babylon! And this was the 
twentieth century world. I heard the slen­
der blond girl catch her breath in a gasp. 
She was palpably startled by Martin’s words 
even if I was not. I knew the superstition 
he mentioned, and I knew, too, that he was 
possessed of the most amazing store of 
heterogeneous information from which he 
was always digging something up. But save 
for her sibilant inhalation she gave no sign 
as she left the room to return after a few 
moments with a bottle and three glasses on 
a tray.

But Martin, as he took his, looked into 
her eyes and smiled. “ Thank you, Miss 



Gorzas. A soul is a wonderful thing. We 
should help it in any way we can, should 
we not?” he remarked.

“ Yes—oh, yes, indeed,” she faltered with 
an oddly searching expression, as though 
she were striving to read his full meaning. 
Then she turned to me with the tray.

Georgi, however, noticed nothing. He 
drained his wine at a gulp. I watched him. 
His hand shook and his head kept nodding 
like that of a senile paretic. He looked a 
man worn out, verging upon collapse.

Martin meanwhile sipped at his glass, ap­
peared to roll its amber contents on his 
tongue. “ A very wonderful wine, Mr. 
Gorzas,” he declared. “ May one ask where 
you obtained it?”

“ Serge god id,” Georgi said gruffly. “ He 
iss in lof wid leetle Kuba, so—he prings 
her papa vine.” His lips quivered, for an 
instant it was as though in a flash of sanity 
he smiled.

I glanced at Kuba and met her troubled 
blue eyes.

Then Martin set his glass aside and went 
closer to the Eighur as though to inspect it. 
And while he stood there, Sergovitch tapped 
on the door and called through that he was 
leaving.

Kuba stepped into the shop, and Martin 
turned to Georgi. “ We haven’t shaken 
hands yet, Mr. Gorzas,” he said.

“ Hey? No-o.” Georgi put out a shak­
ing wrist.

The two men gripped, and I saw Martin’s 
sensitive finger creep up and find the radical 
pulse.

“ And now about the translation,” he 
veered back to the rug. “ Man is a thistle 
blowing, woman a falling rose.”

“ So—dot iss right. Dot iss der first car­
touche.” I saw Georgi thought Martin had 
read it. I fancied likewise I saw Mac- 
Veagh’s purpose and sat waiting—marking 
his every word and move.

“ You have read them all?” he asked.
“ All bud der last. Der first vort of det 

iss—”
“ They are all about the rose and the 

thistle?”
“ Yes.” Georgi frowned, twitching his 

scraggy brows.,
“ Then may we not assume that the rose 

and the thistle are memtioned in the black 
cartouche also?”

“ And der first vort—” Georgi began 
again.

“ Quite so,” Martin once more cut him 
short, and glanced again at the Eighur. 
“ The first word is death.” He paused and 
then without warning intoned slowly:

“ Death to the thistle and to the rose.”
“ Hah! ” Georgi sprang to his feet as he 

cried out: “ Hold on! Vait! Dot’s id— 
dot’s id. Death to der thistle und to der 
rose. Bud—ten thousand, thousand like 
dem oud of der dust in vich dey find—re­
pose. Gott! See—I haf read id! At last 
I haf read id! Der soul is—loose!” He 
swayed drunkenly, sagged, sank together 
like an empty sack. Martin caught him 
before he touched the floor.

“ Get Miss Gorzas,” he prompted.
But Kuba had heard that breaking shriek 

of triumph. As I turned to comply with 
Martin’s bidding, she ran in pale faced and 
wide eyed, with Kars at her heels.

“ His bed, Miss Kuba.” Martin spoke 
across the burden in his arms.

“ In here.” She kept her control and 
opened a door before him.

He bore Georgi through it.
“ Undress him,” he directed Kars. “ Get 

a nurse, Henry.”
I nodded and went into the shop to use 

the telephone. Sergovitch had disappeared 
and there was nobody about.

I got hold of a woman I frequently em­
ployed and gained her promise to come up 
at once.

Martin was sitting in the living room, 
staring at the rug, when I went back. He 
turned his glance toward me.

“ Immediately,” I said, and he rose and 
followed me into the bedroom.

Kars and Kuba had Georgi in bed. The 
girl’s eyes questioned us as we entered.

“ What happened?” she asked. “ I heard 
him scream just before I ran in and—”

“ He read the last cartouche,” said Mar­
tin slowly. “ Death to the thistle and to 
the rose. But—ten thousand, thousand like 
them out of the dust, in which they find re­
pose.”

“ Ten thousand, thousand like them— 
out of the dust,” she repeated, and glanced



’at the face of her father. “ And now, Dr. 
MacVeagh?”

Martin surprised me. He went close 
to her, reached down and took both of her 
hands in his. “ Miss Kuba,” he said very 
gently, “ would you wish him to—go on— 
if he is to be—as a little child?”

For a moment she made no answer, sim­
ply stood breathing deeply. Small doubt 
but that she understood. And then her 
mouth quivered, “Oh—no—no—I think 
not,” she faltered. “ Not if he should be— 
like that.”

Martin’s gray eyes lighted at the almost 
Spartan choice. “ Then,” he said, “ I will 
tell you that in my estimation he will not 
live long or suffer much,”

Silence, then, which Kars Gorzas broke, 
speaking swiftly with his eyes on his cousin’s 
face.

She smiled wanly when he was done, and 
drew her hands from Martin’s grasp. “ He 
says—he will—take care of me—but, oh— 
if he only had never brought that dreadful 
rug to him!” She turned away to the bed 
and sank down on her knees beside it, and 
drew her father’s hand to her lips with a 
sob.

Martin moved toward the door. I asked 
Kars to go into the shop and wait for my 
nurse, and followed him out.

When the woman came we gave her what 
instructions seemed best and left shortly 
after.

“ Well?” I said when we were in my 
machine, “ just what do you think?”

“ I think,” said Martin dryly, “ that I 
overshot the mark. It was my intention to 
suggest a possible reading of that cartouche, 
let down the strain on the man’s mind if 
I could. But—by a bit of infernal luck 
I hit too close to the truth, and he took 
the words off my lips. His excitement 
did the rest. The reaction was too great 
and—he broke.”

“ He’ll die, of course?” I pressed for an. 
opinion.

“Of course. You can’t rebuild brain 
cells, Henry, and the man is nothing but 
skin and bones—burned out.”

“ And,” I said,” you think he really read 
it there at the last?”

“ I think so” Martin assented. “ His 

translation matched the rest. And when he 
read it, he knew it. It was his last con­
scious flash and it was—too much. He 
collapsed.”

“ Naturally,” I agreed. “ He’s been eat­
ing next to nothing—keeping up on sheer 
determination and a little of that wine.”

Martin made no immediate answer, and 
then; “ The girl is the main reason for 
the latter, as one may suppose from what 
you tell me..”

“ Quite possibly,” I said.
He chuckled, actually chuckled. He had 

a bizzare sort of humor at times. “ And 
Georgi wasn’t so muddled but he saw the 
point of Kuba’s suitor currying favor by 
catering to her father’s appetite, which 
being a steward, he could without much 
trouble. I suppose you consider that 
natural also, my friend?”

“ I don’t see anything unnatural about 
it at least,” I declared. “ These Europeans 
don’t agree with us on prohibition. It 
.would be natural enough for him to get it 
for Kuba’s father under the conditions, I 
should think.”

“ Exactly,” Martin gave me another of 
his diabolical grins. “ That’s the point.”

“What is?” I demanded. Frankly I 
couldn’t see any sense in the discussion of 
what Seregovitch had done.

“ It’s naturalness,” he returned.
“ See here,” I exploded. Georgi had 

been my friend and all at once MacVeagh’s 
manner piqued me, “ do you or don’t you 
know what you’re talking about?”

“ Not certainly,” he said slowly. “ It’s 
hard to be certain of some things even when 
they’re right under your nose. Do you 
know I sometimes think a great many things 
are missed, just because of the fact that 
their very naturalness, their triviality, 
causes them to be overlooked.”

“ What things?” I questioned, feelingly 
interest quicken in spite of myself.

“ Oh, the solutions of problems—the 
deeper meaning of things we meet,” he an­
swered as though half to himself. “ I sup- 
poes this will leave Gorzas’s daughter pret­
ty much alone in the world. She’s a beauti­
ful women. Henry. She has personality— 
a mind. And still waters run deep. She 
feels this keenly, no matter how well she 



maintains her control. She’s that sort; the 
sort a man would do well to win—and 
keep.”

His words amazed me. Although women 
liked him he was in no sense a ladies’ man. 
Now I found myself wondering if he were 
taking a personal interest in Kuba. She 
was beautiful enough to warrant it and I 
recalled how, when she had asked for his 
opinion, he had taken and held her hands. 
The thought shaped my answer.

“ Still, she has Kars and Sergovitch, 
even if they are not actually engaged. 
Georgi’s death will probably bring that 
about.”

“ Eh? Sergovitch?” he rejoined with an­
other chuckle. “ Oh, yes—the steward, 
mustn’t forget Sergovitch or—ten thou­
sand thousand like him, Henry. I see your 
point. Wonder if they’d sell that rug?” he 
broke off abruptly.

Actually I winced. Sometimes for all 
that I admired him immensely, Mac- 
Veagh both puzzled my understanding and 
got sadly on my nerves. One moment he 
had been discussing Kuba and the grief 
that had come upon her and the next he 
was casually voicing a cold blooded specula­
tion on a point of barter and trade.

“ I don’t know,” I said rather shortly as 
I stopped the car in front of his house. 
“ But you might ask Kars.”

“ Thanks. Not a bad suggestion.” He 
got out and grinned at me again. “ Good­
night.”

“ Good-night,” I grunted and drove off.
And this was the last I saw of him until 

two days after Georgi died. Then on the 
day of the funeral which I attended, Martin 
gave me another surprise. Unexpectedly 
he also was present and tacked onto me 
during the services both at the chapel and 
the grave, so that he was with me when 
Kuba came over with Sergovitch and 
thanked us with a wistful smile despite her 
tears.

Martin stood there until she had finished 
and then addressed the man at her side. 
“ Lucky you could be here. You’ve ob­
tained leave?”

Sergovitch twiched his brow’s, and 
shrugged. “ I’ve given up my berth, sir. 
Miss Gorzas needs me right; now, and we 

expect to be married shortly. I can always 
get another place.”

“Doubtless. And I must be getting 
back to mine.” Martin lifted his hat and 
walked off.

Kuba watched him with a puzzled ex­
pression in her eyes before she turned back 
to me. “ Serge felt it would be best—since 
I have no one else—now’,” she reverted to 
the subject of her marriage, speaking slow­
ly. “ It will be just ourselves, and you, 
doctor if—you will come.”

“ I will,” I said bridging over the situa­
tion as best I could. “ I was your father’s 
friend, and I would like to feel myself 
yours.”

Then I went to where my machine was 
parked and found that MacVeagh had al­
ready driven away in his. I hardly knew 
why, but as I ran home I was conscious 
of a renewed feeling of annoyance with 
him rather hard to express in words.

Consequently, when he called me up the 
afternoon of the third day and asked me 
to come over that evening, I was glad. I 
had found there was generally some definite 
reason back of his at times peculiar actions, 
and to say the least his questioning of Serg­
ovitch the day of the funeral had smacked 
to me of bad taste.

So I went over after dinner and found 
him seated beside his desk with a bottle 
of amber colored fluid and a pile of crisp 
new bank notes before him, along with 
several test tubes in a rack

“ Hello,” he said, shoving over a box 
of cigars. “ Sit down and light up. When 
Kars gets here our party will be complete.”

“ Kars? ” I repeated as I struck a match.
“ Yes.” He lighted a cigarette. “ I 

took your advice about that Eighur.
“ You’re going to buy it?”
“ Well,” Martin blew out a stream of 

smoke. “ That remains to be seen. Hello, 
there’s the bell. He’s punctual it seems.”

Jukkins padded along the hall, and I 
made no response. Once more I was feel­
ing a trifle piqued that Martin should have 
asked me over merely to -witness his pur­
chase of that infernal rug rather than for 
any other reason. Possibly two minutes 
passed and then Jukkins ushered Kars 
Gorzas in.



“ Good evening,” Martin said without 
rising. “ Have a cigar, Mr. Gorzas, and 
sit down. You’ve decided to sell me that 
Eighur?”

“ Yes. I t’ink so.” Kars helped himself 
to a smoke. I saw his eyes dart to the pile 
of paper money “T’anks.” He stepped 
back to a seat.

“ And the price?” Martin lifted the 
currency from the desk and riffled it like 
a pack of cards.

“ Vat you t’ink?”
It struck me Kars was feeling his way, 

forcing his customer to an offer.
Martin tossed the notes aside.. His man­

ner subtly altered. “ I don’t mind answer­
ing that since you ask me,” he said, and 
suddenly he laughed. “ You told your 
uncle it came from a rich man’s house, and 
>—what I think is—that you stole it. You 
stole it, didn’t you, Kars? You’re 
bolshevik at heart and it was part of the 
loot when Georgia was—sovietized?”

For a moment Gorzas stiffened. Then 
as Martin paused and sat regarding him 
with one of those devilish grins of his dis­
torting his face, his lips parted slowly, and 
he smiled. On the instant it was as though 
the two of them understood each other and 
were sharing a joke between them. “ Veil 
—vat of eet?” he returned.

Martin’s grin faded. “ Why, simply 
that there doesn’t seem to be much chance 
of the original owner’s showing up to claim 
it,” he said slowly.

“ He won’t,” Kars agreed grimly, so that 
I realized with a shock of disgust that the 
two of them were bargaining for a dead 
man’s rug.

“ Just so,” Martin nodded. “ But, be­
fore we go any further, suppose that I tell 
you a story—about a young man who lived 
in Georgia, and had an uncle who was a 
dealer in rugs in the United States. When 
the young man’s father died, this uncle 
wrote him to come and make his home with 
him and his cousin, who was a very beau­
tiful girl. And he came, and brought his 
uncle an Eighur rug as a present. Are you 
interested, Kars?”

I stiffened. Once more Martin’s manner 
had1 changed. To me it seemed that an 
actual note of menace had crept into his 

quiet voice. And Gorzas seemed to sense 
it, too, because his brows contracted, and 
he fidgeted in his chair before he said, 
somewhat gruffly: “ Vat about eet?”

“ I’m coming to that.” Martin leaned 
back in his chair and dropped his hands 
into the pockets of his coat. “ This young 
man’s uncle was well to do—he had money. 
He had worked and saved. And the young 
man was bolshevik at heart. So, after a 
time he formed a plan to steal his uncle’s 
money as he had stolen the rug he— Sit 
still! I can’t miss you at this distance— 
Kars.”

There was a phantasmagorialike ele­
ment about it ail—a continual bizarre shift­
ing and change. One moment Gorzas was 
a s^lf-admitted, unabashed thief, bargain­
ing for the sale of his plunder—the next he 
was starting from his chair, snarling, with 
lips rolled back from his teeth. Then— 
then he was sinking back into it, crouching 
down before the flat, black weapon in Mac- 
Veagh’s hand, shaken, gone sickly pale, 
with the furtive eyes of a cornered rat. 
And suddenly the atmosphere of the room 
had grown electric—charged with a threat 
as ominous as that of a rising storm.

Martin’s voice came again like the mur­
mur of its thunder as he went on: “ He 
chose a peculiar means to effect his pur­
pose. In the region of Trebizond, in Asia 
Minor, there grows a certain grape, and 
from that grape is made a wine. And that 
wine has a most devilish effect, in that 
while a glass or two may not hurt one, its 
continued use destroys the mind of the 
one who drinks it, so that in the end he 
becomes hopelessly insane.”

I saw the whole diabolical thing at last, 
and I think I must have unknowingly ut­
tered a sound, for Martin’s eyes turned to 
me briefly and jerked back to the man in 
the chair beyond him—gripping its arms 
with tightly crooked fingers. Then he re­
sumed :

“ So this young man gave his uncle that 
wine. But, he had to get it first, and he 
did so through a steward on an ocean liner 
—one of his own people, and a man of like 
mind. And that man brought it to the 
young man’s uncle as a friend.- And the 
uncle, who had always been used to his

6 A 



wine before prohibition, was glad to get it, 
not knowing his nephew’s intent. That 
went on until the uncle was practically 
mad, and his daughter called Dr. Payson 
to see him, and he in turn called me in. 
Then, because it is my business to know 
many things, and because after I arrived 
at Georgi Gorzas’s house, he himself of­
fered me a drink of this selfsame wine, I 
also stole something before I left. After 
he had become unconscious, and you and 
your cousin Kuba were undressing him, 
Kars, and Dr. Payson was telephoning for 
a nurse, I went back to the living room 
where it sat on a tray with three glasses, 
and stole that bottle of wine. And I 
brought it here to my house and analyzed 
it. And then I was sure, and everything 
else was plain. Here ”—he gestured sud­
denly to the flask of amber fluid on the 
desk—“ is the stuff with which, Kars, you 
murdered the man who had given you a 
home. And in these tubes—”

I leaped to my feet as Gorzas sprang. 
In a sweep of his arm he had hurled bottle 
and test tubes into a splintering wreck 
across the room and stood glaring at his 
accuser as he panted: “ Proof eet? Proof 
eet, now, eef you can—you fool!”

“Sit down!” Martin’s tone was dead­
ly, and the mouth of the automatic was as 
black as a period to life itself. “ I can 
prove it without any trouble. That bottle 
was only colored water—the stuff in the 
test tubes the same. Did you think I was 
fool enough really to place them where you 
could destroy them. The wine of Trebi- 
zond is safe where you cannot reach it, as 
well as the deadly brain destroying alkaloid 
which it contains.”

The wine of Trebizond! Sinking back 
into my chair, I watched while Gorzas 
crept step by step backward to his own. 
He was cowed, now—had been tricked and 
he knew it. I saw a tremor shake him. 
He licked his lips with his tongue.

“ And if that isn’t enough,” said Mar­
tin, “ Serge Sergovitch was arrested this 
evening for smuggling wine into the coun­
try. Well, Kars?”

Gorzas shuddered. He clenched his 
hands. “ He vas reech,” he stammered 
thicklv. and broke off, gasping. A little

7 A

dew of perspiration came out and glistened 
in the light at the roots of his bushy black 
hair.

“ And you told Kuba you would attend 
to everything,” Martin went on. “ Of 
course you meant to—you and Serge Ser­
govitch. It was the principal part of your 
plan. She was the price of his help, .wasn’t 
she, Kars?”

“ He vanted her. Ve dicin’ mean to keel 
heem—only mak heem crazy,” Gorzas 
mumbled.

Martin reached out with his automatic 
and struck a single blow with its muzzle 
upon the bell of a little bronze Chinese 
gong.

The door of the room was flung wide, 
and an inspector of police stepped through 
it.

MacVeagh gestured to the cringing thing 
in the chair. “ Here is your man, inspec­
tor,” he said. “ He has practically con­
fessed to the murder of his uncle, Georgi 
Gorzas. The charge against Sergovitch 
should be changed to accessory before the 
crime.”

“ You suspected it from the first,” I said, 
after Kars had been led stumblingly from 
the room.

Martin nodded. “ Yes. The man’s con­
dition suggested some drug, and I was cer­
tain after I had analyzed the wine. But 
I waited until after the funeral, because 
God knows that little girl had enough to 
stand up to, and then I struck. They de­
served it, of course, and I wasn’t going to 
let her fall into their hands.”

Well, it was like him—like the Martin 
MacVeagh—sensitive as a woman in his 
finer feelings, inflexible to duty, I had al­
ways known. And of course it made every­
thing he had done quite plain.

“ And you were right all the way 
through.” I said, “ even to Georgi’s death 
leaving her all alone in the world.”

MacVeagh’s expression softened. He 
flung the little black gun on the desk and 
harked back to the Eighur in his answer: 
“ Yes—poor little Georgia rose. But at 
least she is saved from that death in the 
heart she would have come to understand 
so well if their scheme had worked out as 
they planned.”
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CHAPTER XIV.

“kill me now!”

FOR a moment or two Barrows found 
himself deflected from his own ur­
gency of interests by this young 

woman, whose composure commanded his 
passing tribute. But he was not to be long 
distracted from singleness of purpose.

“ Next, Miss Page,” he answered 
thoughtfully, “ should be the disposal of 
some little correspondence. If you’ll get 
your dictation book—”

“ I brought it with me,” she responded 
briefly. “ I imagined there might be let­
ters.”

“Letters!” P. B. Pettigrew, who had 
been sitting in a dour silence, spat out the 
word as he straightened a bit in his chair. 
“ I didn’t say anything about letters.”

“ You didn’t mention them just now, 
P. B.,” responded Barrows mildly, “ but 
Miss Page and I hope we shan’t have to be 
constantly reminded of your wishes. When 
we begin the dictation, I think you’ll rec­
ognize the purport—or would it be more 
restful if we did the work elsewhere?”

The caged and hobbled old captive glared 
with an impassioned yearning to lash out 
and go berserk. Only a temperamental 
cowardice and object lessons as yet unfor­
gotten restrained him. Beating the bars 
would only make rawer the battered wings 
that were helpless for flight, so he slumped 
writhingly in his chair and scowled in futile 
truculence. As his companion sat await­
ing his reply with an outward perfection of 
deference, yet with a subtle lurking of 
irony in his pupils, Pettigrew growled 
shortly:
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“ No; stay here. I may be interested in 
learning what I have to say.”

“ I think you may,' P. B.—though my 
purpose is to stand between you and need­
less fatigue. That shouldn’t be forgot­
ten.”

The younger man spoke with a medita­
tive deliberation, and Edith Page stood 
waiting, until at his nod of decision she 
drew a chair to the table and laid out her 
shorthand tablet and her small collection of 
neatly sharpened pencils.

Barrows half closed his eyes and clasped 
his hands behind his head, in the pose of 
one absorbed in composition.

“ This first letter,” he began quietly, “ is 
addressed to John P. Morton, at his office, 
Broad and Wall Streets.”

Pettigrew flinched as from the bum of 
hot iron and bit back an ugly oath, while 
Miss Page, the self-contained, let her eye­
brows lift in a little flicker of momentary 
surprise. She had the agreeable sensation 
of playing a small and anonymous part in 
affairs of consequence, for writing to John 
Morton was not unlike writing to royalty. 
His was a kingship based on astounding di­
mensions of wealth, and second only to his 
fame as a money potentate was his repute 
as a prince of art lovers and collectors.

“ ‘ Sir,’ ” went on Barrows, with a bland 
evenness of tone, “ ‘ you will perhaps be 
surprised to learn that I am letting go the 
small but carefully gathered collection of 
pictures, tapestries, and porcelains, as to 
which your representatives have from time 
to time approached me. In making this 
announcement I feel that in order to escape 
the charge of inconsistency I should explain 
my motives.’ Period and paragraph.”

Pettigrew gasped. His face had become 
ghost pale. The gray old mortal was on 
the rack of torture. Impulse, surging 
against the resistances of compulsion and 
fear, wrung an incoherent sound from the 
lips that smacked of agony. Not only was 
he being sold out, but he was being sold 
out to the baronial enemy whom he hated 
as a little prince may hate a powerful and 
arrogant overlord. The secretary1 feared for 
a moment that he stood on the verge of 
some dangerous stroke.

But Barrows arose calmly from his chair 

and nodded to her reassuringly as he passed 
into his own room, to return at once with 
two liquor flasks.

“ P. B.,” he suggested soothingly, “ you 
need a bit of a bracer. Which of these 
flasks will you have it from?”

The eyes of the men met, and as he stood 
with his back to the girl something flashed 
in those of Barrows which registered their 
warning to those of his rat gray companion. 
It was something merciless and sardonically 
malicious.

“ 'Which is which?” stammered Pettigrew 
faintly. Between the insurgent soreness of 
his heart and the will to stand and fight 
flashed a memory of last night, and in its 
train came scourgings of fear. In one of 
those two apparently identical flasks was 
the death dealing agency which he had 
himself put there. “ Which is which?” he 
queried desperately.

This one,” responded Barrows dryly, 
“ is that from which I poured a drink last 
night. You may remember that I found it 
excellent.”

Edith Page sat waiting with her un­
finished letter while the solicitous friend 
poured and proffered the other a stimulant. 
Here, she thought, was a kindly and patient 
man with a flair for quieting and soothing 
the cantankerous. Then she saw him seat 
himself again, saying as he did so:

“ There, you’ll be all right now. But 
you must be careful, old man. You’re ap­
proaching seventy, you know, and you’ll 
have to take care of yourself if you expect 
to go to par.”

Again Barrows seemed to be thinking 
only of the selection of his words, and after 
a pause he resumed his dictation.

“ ‘ Your representatives have, as I have 
mentioned, come to me in the past, urgently 
pressing me to sell to you certain of these 
things which I had no wish to part with. 
Your attitude seemed to be that your ear­
nest desire to acquire them, was reason 
enough for my relinquishing them, how­
ever dearly I cherished them or however 
reluctant I might be to see them go. It 
was as though I had succeeded in securing 
a few altar pieces that were too good to 
rest in any lesser sanctuary than the great 
cathedral of your own collection. In this 



idea I did not see eye to eye with you— 
and your emissaries learned that, with one 
man in New York, a no meant no. Such 
was the pertinacity of your spokesmen that 
at last my tone became necessarily sharp, 
and this, I understand, was a thing which 
you resented.’ ”

Barrows paused and smiled inwardly. 
He was doing the job rather convincingly 
and well, he thought. If one could imagine 
old Pro Bono writing such a letter, it would 
be in this exact strain that he would com­
pose it—in the surly fashion of a dog who 
relinquishes his bone only from snarling lips.

“ ‘ Now the unexpected has happened,’ ” 
continued the dictation, “ ‘ and if I ap­
proach you, it is because in me artist love 
is greater than personal prejudice. My 
physicians assure me that I am, spending 
too much of myself in my devotion to my 
collection. They insist that I have become 
a slave to my enthusiasm, and that unless 
I break that servitude I can hope for no 
permanent and complete recovery of health. 
This is a tyranny to which I must bow— 
though with a heavy heart. I appear to 
have suffered from the effects of over­
intensity of interest, and I am a collector 
who could find no pleasure in turning over 
the care of his treasury to paid curators. 
With me it is a personal thing.

“ ‘ If I am not to be permitted to guard 
and keep, myself, these things which I have 
given much of my life to gathering together, 
I must at least see them pass into hands 
that will hold them with appropriate rev­
erence. For them, sir, I have such feeling 
as might animate the keeper of a shrine 
for the sacred relics over which he stands 
guard. If I can no longer maintain that 
vigil in person—if the ardor and joy of 
possession are too strong an emotion for a 
weak nervous system—then I wish to see 
them pass to one who also knows that feel­
ing of almost devout appreciativeness. At­
taining that end, I can even bring myself 
to count as unimportant the fact that the 
sacristan who comes after me is one be­
tween whom and myself little personal ad­
miration stands and little love is lost.’ ”

Once more Barrows paused, puckering 
his lips and obviously pleased with his 
fluency of authorship. Pettigrew was re­

flecting in desperation that only squeamish­
ness had made him shrink and falter last 
night when he thought this man to be dy­
ing. Next time he would not shrink and 
he would not fail! He was mentally con­
signing Barrows’s soul to the nethermost 
pits of Hades, yet when Barrows glanced 
inquiringly his way, he only growled low 
in his throat. If it is true that the deepest 
blackness comes just ahead of dawn, then 
dawn could not be far off.

“ We will go on, Miss Page,” prompted 
Barrows. “ New paragraph.

“ ‘ This necessity which confronts me, sir, 
is a thing I approach as one might approach 
the operating table. I hope it will, as the 
physicians predict, benefit me and I wish 
the surgicial blade to cut cleanly and quick­
ly—but until the ordeal is over I can hard­
ly hope to find in the attendant suspense 
anything conducive to my peace of mind. 
It must be done, swiftly if at all.’

“ Period and paragraph, please, Miss 
Page.

“ ‘ If you care, sir, to send your repre­
sentatives to me again, I shall at last re­
ceive them. Or, since that, too, is a part 
of the medical manifesto, my friend, Mr. 
Prescott Barrows, will be authorized to act 
for me with full authority and sanction. 
I am, sir, faithfully yours—’ ”

The younger of the two men swung 
about in his seat to present a smiling face 
to the older. He had the appearance of 
expecting praise for his performance.

Pettigrew was moistening his lips with 
the tip of his tongue. When he had done 
so he drew them together in a thin, tight 
line, and then he opened them to inquire 
bitingly.

“ Am I to understand that that absurd 
screed purports to go from me to that arch­
pirate, John P. Morton? Because if it does, 
Miss Sheet, you may spare yourself the 
pains of transcribing it. You may tear it 
up.”

The young woman glanced at the wrath- 
distorted features and her eyes went in­
quiringly to the face of Prescott Barrows, 
to find it tranquilly smiling. She had evi­
dently not been deceived when she was told 
that employment here would be about as 
serene as work in a madhouse.



“ It’s Miss Page, not Miss Sheet,” cor­
rected the younger man composedly.

“ Miss Whatever-it-is, then. She can 
tear it up by any name she likes.”

“ Now my dear P. B.,” placated Bar­
rows smoothly, “ you must really avoid 
these constant back-fires of irritation. 
They’re bad for you, and unless I can save 
you from them, all my effort in your be­
half goes for nothing.” He turned again 
to the young woman.

“ At all events, Miss Page,” he directed 
suavely, “ don’t tear up our little effort just 
yet. Write it out and if, on reflection, our 
chief still disapproves, we can destroy it 
later. In that event we will have to try 
again. Now, however, I want you to take 
another dictation, though this one will be 
brief.”

“ Another?” rasped Pettigrew and Bar­
rows nodded.

“ Have you forgotten,” he inquired, 
“ that at the same time you directed the 
Morton letter, you spoke of one to the 
Commissioner of Police?”

“ The Commissioner of Police?” This 
time the exclamation was one of high and 
quaking trepidation. “ What about?”

“ Let the record speak for itself,” sug­
gested the other. “ Miss Page, will you ad­
dress this to the Hon. Jason Poynton, 
Police Commissioner?

“ ‘ Dear Sir: I find myself so indisposed 
that it is impossible for me to call at your 
office, yet there is a matter which I feel 
should be laid before your department 
without delay. If you cannot come to my 
house in person, at your earliest conven­
ience, will you be good enough to send such 
a deputy as may be trusted to receive in­
formation of a highly confidential and im­
portant nature? Faithfully yours—’ ”

“ Listen, Barrows,” Pettigrew seemed to 
be groping for his voice in recesses where 
it eluded him, and from which it emerged 
weak and faltering. “ Listen, Barrows, 
that letter—” There he broke off and, 
as if the metal of his spirit had been lique­
fied in the blast furnace of wretchedness, 
his mind processes stopped. This is the 
stage m fusing when iron may begin to turn 
to steel.

“ What! Did I foozle that one, too?” 

demanded Barrows contritely. “ We will 
discuss it then—but we needn’t detain Miss 
Page. You can transcribe both of those 
if you will, Miss Page, and then bring them 
back. I don’t believe your effort will be 
wholly wasted. I still think that, on re­
flection, our chief will decide that at least 
one of them should be mailed—substantial­
ly as dictated.”

W’hen the door had closed behind the 
secretary, Barrows turned and in the face 
of the seated figure he read danger. In 
the eyes of the old man tears of chagrin 
were glistening, and Prescott Barrows knew 
that an emotion which could make one of 
such toughened heart-fiber weep, might 
make him do any desperate thing—even to 
pushing apart the temple pillars. Possibly 
he had subjected his human ingot to too 
fiercely cruel a reduction in the crucible 
after all. Possibly the molten stuff might 
cool into a new and harder formation.

But that was a contingency to be faced. 
Any weakening on his part would mean 
surrender and disaster, and so with a cal­
culated brutality the younger man stood 
before the other smiling with a cold and 
ironical malice. Yet more than once he 
had seen how dangerous that type of man 
can be, who cries as he fights.

Pettigrew rose up and clenched his two 
thin fists. His features were twisting, and 
with an unbridled rage of a maniac he 
seized up and flung at his companion a cut 
glass ash tray from the table. Barrows 
side-stepped with as pretty an agility as 
that with which the matador eludes the 
lunge of the bull that sees red. His wary 
eyes had been quick enough to foretell the 
attack and the missile struck the bossed 
and scutcheoned stone of the Italian 
mantel and splintered there, without 
casualty.

Then with quiet effrontery Barrows 
walked over and thrust the trembling old 
man back into his chair and as he looked 
down into the eyes that were crazed with 
transports of fury, he said:

I don’t seem to have supplied myself 
with enough paraphernalia, P. B. I 
thought handcuffs would be sufficient, but 
I seem to need a strait-jacket as well.”

But Pettigrew’s physical demonstration 



was over. He made no effort to rise again, 
but sat with his features working to the 
twitchings of his rage and frustration.

“ There are some things in life that I 
care for,” he broke out suddenly and now 
he was talking -with rapid fervor of fanatic 
frenzy. “ I’ve submitted to man-handling 
and mauling and degradation. I’ve en­
dured all that—but there are some things 
I won’t endure! Those pictures and tap­
estries are, to me, what a woman’s love 
and children’s voices are to other men.”

“ That would seem to prove,” came the 
calm and merciless rejoinder, “ that your 
mental ration needs balancing.”

Pettigrew groaned as a man may groan 
who, under torture, is too weak to do any­
thing but suffer—or be transmuted into 
another being.

“That Corot!” he almost sobbed. “In 
all the world there’s no canvas to replace 
it. The achievements of genius have no 
duplicates—of each there is only one. I 
had that one and I treasured it as you 
treasure your right arm—Corot is dead— 
never again will his brush caress a canvas 
and bring to it the magic of those willows 
by the water—those subtle, misty half- 
lights and shadows! Out of that frame 
spoke sheer genius and you—a devilish 
house-breaker with no soul beyond greed, 
brought a damned young popinjay in here 
and sold the thing to him under my nose.”

“ Rave on, P. B., commended Barrows 
graciously. “ Your verbal eruptions are 
good for you. It’s like burning out a sooty 
chimney.”

“ You can steal a man’s motor car, or 
his steam yacht,” wailed Pettigrew des­
perately, “ and, if there’s money enough 
left in bank, he can have others like them 
built; but even John P. Morton didn’t have 
money enough to get that Corot away from 
me—until you betrayed me.”

“ And now what are you going to do 
about it?”

Pettigrew laughed unpleasantly. Some­
how that laugh seemed to proclaim his 
emancipation from fear—his conversion to 
warfare.

“ Now, I am going to call your bluff. I 
would rather rot in jail than be picked to 
the bone like carrion in my own house, by 

a human buzzard. If I go to prison for the 
rest of my days, I’ll at least know that I 
took you with me. I’m old, and the 
chances are death will soon release me. I 
have no children to disgrace. I can die 
with some comfort, even in the peniten­
tiary, for knowing that when my troubles 
are over, yours will still be going on.”

The voice rose high and shrill like a ban­
shee’s. “ You’re gambling on the assump­
tion that I haven’t got the cold nene to 
defy you. Until you goaded me into des­
peration you ■were right. Now you’re 
wrong. You will give back that confession 
and all those papers and walk out of this 
house empty handed within five minutes, 
or else I’ll call the police, and we’ll both 
take what’s coming to us.”

Barrows stood unmoving, and there was 
no change in his expression, but under his 
ironic smile the fear assailed him, suddenly 
and for the first time, that perhaps he 
would not, after all, ride this mount to his 
destination. He had seen a boy on the 
threshold of life lash himself into a mood 
of heroic resistance, and perhaps he was 
now seeing an old man at the close of his 
existence choosing the same plunging route.

“ In that event,” he said quietly, “ I 
might as well kill you before I walk out.”

“Kill me now!” shot back Pettigrew 
wildly. “ What’s one death compared to 
a dozen a day? I don’t know what hap­
pens to the spirit after death, but if mine 
has any choice it will be hovering about 
the electric chair when they throw the 
switch for you. Go on and kill me if you 
like, but you’ll never bully me again!”

CHAPTER XV.

THE CORNERED RAT.

BARROWS drew his case from his 
pocket and lighted a cigarette. If his 
spirit was shaken, at least his fingers 

remained steady, and his features held to 
their impassive irony.

“ Well, it seems that I was mistaken, 
Pro Bono,” he commented after a brief 
pause, while his companion sat glaring and 
panting up at him. “ I placed a lower es­
timate on your physical courage than it 



seems to deserve. I had counted too far 
on the quailing instinct of the weasel spirit, 
and last night seemed to vindicate that 
judgment.”

“Yes; you thought, after the fashion of 
all egotists, that you, and you alone, dared 
'to face facts. You defied me to pull down 
the temple, and now I’m going to do it.”

“ So it would appear.”
“ And in the ruins I won t be the only 

mangled thing.”
Barrows smiled.
“ My dear Pro Bono, are you trying to 

frighten me? Surely you credit me with 
having counted the consequences in ad­
vance. and with readiness to accept them 
if need be. This thing you are threatening 
to do is not your invention, born of sudden 
inspiration. I’ve been consistently invit­
ing you to take that precise course. I have 
never yet issued a command without also 
submitting an alternative.”

“ That,” sneered Pettigrew, “ was a part 
of the bluff. You felt so cocksure I 
wouldn’t dare accept it. The strange thing 
is that up to now you were right. I weak­
ened when the notary came. I weakened 
a few minutes ago when you wrote to the 
police; but I’m done with weakening now.”

“ What has wrought this sudden trans­
formation? It’s an intriguing point of 
psychology.”

“ Work that out for yourself if you’re 
so keen on psychology. I think many men 
run away one day who would fight a pack 
of wolves on another occasion. A timid 
man’s first impulse is fear; but there may 
be one minute of revelation that shows it 
up for a fool impulse, and after that he 
doesn’t give a thought to death or prisons 
or any other thing except smearing his 
enemy to a thin pulp. That’s me—and 
that’s what I’m going to do.”

Barrows nodded with that seeming of 
grave interest with which a doctor attends 
a recital of symptoms.

“Well, there’s my letter to the police 
already dictated,” he observed philosophi­
cally. “ But perhaps the sending of a let­
ter is too slow for your present impulsive 
frenzy. Shall I telephone to headquarters 
for you, now?”

“ Yes.” Pettigrew barked out the word 

savagely, but he followed it up quickly 
with an amendment. “ However, before 
you do that, I have a few things more to 
say. You’ve monopolized the conversation 
up to date, and now it pleases me to listen 
to my own voice.”

Barrows, whose hand had already gone 
out and grasped the telephone receiver, set 
it down and nodded. “ Of course,” he of­
fered a reminder, “ we would still have 
some interval for talk while we were wait­
ing for the officers to arrive.”

■ “ Not enough,” snarled the other. 
“ We’ll both have long silences hereafter. 
Let’s take our time now.”

Again Barrows bowed.
“ You’ve been issuing ultimatums to me 

every few minutes for some time past,” de­
clared Pettigrew frostily. “ Now I mean 
to issue just one to you.”

“ But I thought you’d already done so, 
my dear fellow. I thought it was all over 
but the clanging of the gong on the police 
patrol.”

“ I mean to give you one last chance.” 
The old man sought to speak with the con­
fidence of a victor’s magnanimity, but one 
felt that already his clear blaze of suicidal 
courage was clouding to a smokier quality, 
as is the way of frenzies. “ I mean to of­
fer you a half-and-half split of all I have, 
on the condition of your leaving at once, 
never to return. Either that or I call the 
police and we both take the consequences.”

Barrows laughed.
“ But my dear P. B., aren’t you forget­

ting that we’ve already flailed that out 
until the subject is wearisome? I came 
with the slogan ‘ No compromises ’ and 
with my Jolly Roger nailed to the mast 
head. Hadn’t I better ring headquarters 
and get the job done with?”

“ What did you mean,” demanded Petti­
grew with sudden irrelevancy, “ when you 
said that you thought last night vindicated 
your judgment of me?”

“ Last night,” answered the younger 
man equably, “ you attempted to murder 
me. I have no doubt you would have re­
peated the attempt soon again, had you not 
decided on the better alternative of making 
a clean breast to the police. Last night 
you failed, but-we all do that at times.”



“ How did all that vindicate your judg­
ment?”

“ I placed the instruments for that at­
tempt within your reach. I paved the way, 
anticipating that you would.act as you did. 
I didn’t proceed in idle curiosity. It was 
my purpose to watch you under circum­
stances that would strip your soul and re­
veal it to me nakedly. When a man can 
be observed in the act of committing his 
first murder—when at the same time he 
believes himself unobserved — that man 
shows himself inside out. He leaves noth­
ing to surmise. Last night I was looking 
deep into you, Pro Bono, and what I saw 
there confirmed my preconceived estimate.”

“ Which was?”
“ Which was hardly consonant with the 

admirably bold stand you have just taken. 
The view you afforded me hardly showed 
you as the man who could fling himself on 
his own sword. You see, Pro Bono, though 
it may not be a nice thing to say, the soul 
that you turned inside out last evening was 
a dirty and a ragged soul. It was a thing 
of ugly shreds and tatters; of murder lust, 
of craven shrinkings and quail ings, and it 
was stitched together with the rotten thread 
of meanness and cowardice.”

The speaker paused, and his companion 
interposed with a truculent sneer. “ You’re 
a fine evangelist to call a man dirty souled 
because he attempts a technical crime.”

“ I wasn’t referring to the attempt on 
my life,” Barrows corrected him. ‘‘ I don’t 
go so far as to say that homicide is in­
herently ignoble. I can even grant that it 
may sometimes be creditable; but no man 
who suffers brainstorms of childish terror 
while he strives to poison another measures 
up to a decent standard of criminal spirit.”

“ So last night you thought me a cow­
ard?”

“ I have always thought you a coward. 
Last night I merely saw the thing demon­
strated. If it hadn’t been for last night I 
might believe now that you mean what you 
say. As it is, I know you don’t. I know 
that you’ve merely flared up in the brief 
effulgence of a rocket to come streaking 
down like the stick. You are still the wea­
sel, Pro Bono—and there’s the phone, 
which you won’t bring yourself to use.'

“ You doubt my resolution even now?”
“ I believe you were yourself deceived 

by the magnificence of your gesture. I 
think you had even convinced yourself, for 
an artificial moment, but you failed to con­
vince me. I require a tougher texture of 
proof. You won’t speak out. You were 
never in any actual danger of speaking out 
—though for a minute or two you beguiled 
yourself. If I misjudge you—there is the 
telephone. Vindicate yourself by using 
it.”

Slowly Pettigrew thrust out his hand and 
closed it about the shaft of the desk instru­
ment. He drew the thing to him as if it 
were heavy with the weight of the world, 
and his hands were tired with the weariness 
of the ages. He sat holding it and staring 
fixedly ahead of him.

Across his features, as across a shell- 
blasted terrain, the issues of battling emo­
tions swept back and forth in charge and 
counter charge. Then, after a long period 
he thrust it violently away and covered 
his face despairingly with his palms.

“ I can’t do it,” he muttered in broken 
self-confession.

“ Call back your silly flapper,” he said, 
“ and let me sign the letter to this high­
binder Morton.”

Barrows was halfway to the door when 
the other halted him with the single word, 
“ Wait.” He turned inquiringly.

“ And if I submit to every unspeakable 
demand you make of me, what do I gain 
thereby? When I’m wrung dry in my old 
age—rvhat then?”

“ There is no ‘ if ’ about it, Pro Bono,” 
responded the other tartly. “ The word 
you want is ‘ when.’ When—not if—you 
have fully submitted, you will find me un­
changed. I shall be utterly inflexible in 
my purpose, and my purpose is to strip you 
to the last smooth cent. By submissive 
obedience, however, you may save your­
self some rowelling. You may escape hav­
ing the quirt raise so many welts along your 
hide. Then, after that, when I’ve finished 
with you—”

“ Yes ”—Pettigrew’s lips trembled pal­
lidly on the question, though he sought to 
speak sarcastically—“ when you’ve finished 
with me—what then?”



“ Then—” Barrows’s tone took on a 
faint geniality. “ Then, when the debt is 
liquidated—like a good and faithful old 
horse, worn out in honest service to his 
kind master, you shall be pensioned. I 
shall not let you starve, and when you die 
I shall not suffer you to lie in the potter’s 
field. I shall feed you and clothe you, Pro 
Bono, decently if not extravagantly.”

“ I won’t submit to it,” declared Petti­
grew, with a last expiring flare of defiance, 
and Barrows waved to the table.

“ There’s always the telephone,” he said.
“ Call the hussy in,” groaned the elder, 

“ with her cursed letter.”
“ In a moment, Pro Bono. Something 

has just occurred to me. I am in your 
house as an ostensible friend rallying to 
your assistance in ill health—a friend im­
plicitly trusted—a comrade leaned upon. 
There have been times when your manner 
has failed to make that fully clear. Even 
with allowances for a valetudinarian’s 
whimsies, you seem less than ardent in your 
affection for me.”

“ What do you want me to do? Kiss 
you?”

“ Scarcely that, perhaps. You needn’t 
be exactly Gallic, but I should like occa­
sional glimpses of your mellower and more 
gracious moods. I should wish guests and 
employees to observe the warmth that 
should characterize the relations of an 
Orestes and Pylades. Indeed, I’m afraid 
I must insist on something of the sort.”

Pettigrew did not answer, and after a 
moment Barrows came a step nearer.

“ The idea enlarges with reflection,” he 
suggested. “ You ought even to make some 
public gesture, declaring the esteem in 
which you hold me. I think a dinner in 
my honor might serve the purpose. Rising 
from the head of the table, you could make 
a brief but feeling speech about me.”

“ I can’t make speeches,” demurred Pet­
tigrew shortly. “ I never could.”

“ I’ll write it for you,” volunteered the 
other. “ It won’t be difficult.”

“ Who do you want invited?” This time 
the householder succeeded in putting into 
his tone the caustic bite of scorn. “ The 
Manhattan locals of the porch climbers’ 
union and the exalted order of yeggs?”

Barrows shook his head.
“ I suppose you intend a subtle implica­

tion that such are my natural associates and 
friends. However, I need no encomium ad­
dressed to my friends. It is your friends 
who are to be impressed, Pro Bono. Who­
ever are your nearest and dearest will do 
for me—the holy rollers and the pundits 
and the would-be witch burners. We must 
arrange the entertainment soon.”

A few minutes later Miss Page entered 
the room, and to her Barrows said: “ We 
want the Morton letter, Miss Page—for our 
chief’s signature.”

With that same air of quiet capability 
that characterized her attitude throughout 
this new relationship of employment, the 
young woman brought in the letter and laid 
it on the table.

This impersonal calm, reflected Barrows, 
was no more the woman’s self than was the 
dark serge frock she wore, but he admired 
that complete captaincy of one’s self which 
made possible so natural a wearing of an 
assumed garment.

Pettigrew had subsided into a torpid 
quiet which was the sequel of exhausting 
emotions. He took the letter and reread 
it with a perfunctory show of care before 
scrawling his signature across the bottom of 
the page. Morosely he watched the young 
woman withdraw and then let his eyes stray 
despondently about the room.

This spaciously proportioned chamber 
at the front of the house took on, to his 
eye, a new and sorrowful interest, and with 
a fascinated fixedness his glance went to 
the Gobelin arras over the Italian mantel.

Barrows had strolled to the window that 
looked out on the square, leaving the elder 
man to his own unpleasant thoughts. The 
new and melancholy interest with which the 
room invested itself for Pettigrew was nat­
ural enough. It was a shrine about to be 
stripped and looted—a treasure place on the 
verge of spoliation.

“ That tapestry,” he moaned, “ is a 
thing beyond price. Morton will smack 
his greedy lips when he gets it aw’ay from 
me.”

He broke off, and his eyes changed from 
brooding anger to poignant distress, then 
he turned his face toward the erect figure 



by the window and barked out: “ And 
to you, I suppose, that celestial piece of art 
means about as much as a department store 
hearth rug!”

Barrows turned indolently and lifted his 
brows.

“ You wrong me, Pro Bono,” he protest­
ed. “ I know a bit more than you give me 
credit for. I know that old Jehan Gobelin 
discovered a scarlet die in the fifteenth cen­
tury and established a business which was 
known as ' la Jolie Gobelin.’ I know that 
the establishment became a royally con­
trolled enterprise in the reign of Louis 
XIV. I can even place that particular 
arras as one done from a cartoon by Lebrun 
himself. I know that it is perhaps as fine 
an example from that loom as any in a 
private collection, and I know that you lied 
when you told me what you paid for it. It 
cost much more than you admitted.”

“ I don’t doubt you know the commercial 
end,” sneered Pettigrew. “ So do the sales­
men in the department stores. But of the 
traditions, the rich historic elements, you 
know nothing—care nothing.”

“ One should think of the cheerful side,” 
suggested Barrows. “ You are losing your 
Gobelin—but saving your life. You speak 
of the traditions. Do you remember that 
Mary Queen of Scots once removed the 
tapestries that hung in Darnley’s suite and 
replaced them with others less valued? She 
did that just before the unfortunate Darnley 
was done to a death which it was. appre­
hended might prove bloody.”

Outside on the pavement a hurdy-gurdy 
began grinding out an asthmatic tune, and 
suddenly Barrows wheeled toward the inte­
rior of the room.

“ There’s a fine amber sunlight flooding 
the square, Pro Bono,” he said. “ It’s a 
square that novelists and poets have cele­
brated in prose and verse. Just now in the 
forenoon lights, its old south side lies under 
a wash of cobalt mist that would have en­
chanted Jean Baptiste Camille Corot him­
self. You know how ineffably he loved the 
delicacy of changing light effects? Come 
over here, Pro Bono, and have a look out of 
your window.”

Pettigrew growled deep in his throat, but 
Barrows swung an easy chair into a position 

commanding the view, and when he took 
the arm of the other and vouchsafed him 
guiding assistance the elder man moved in­
ertly and sat glowering with eyes that 
sought escape from the now haunted inte­
rior.

Limousines and trucks went gliding or 
thundering by outside. In. the brisk cold, 
fur wrapped women hurried along and, in 
the square itself, a few inadequately clad 
loafers sat huddled on the sunnier benches. 
A few days ago, Pettigrew reflected, he 
himself moved as freely in this current of 
life as any of these others. A few days 
ago he would have said that a man who 
found himself assailed by robbers need only 
call the police.

Barrows stood beside him, also looking 
out, and his shadow fell on the seated figure. 
That shadow had changed everything.

Across the street from the square came 
slowly a young man who was dressed poor­
ly, yet not without thought for neatness. 
He had no overcoat and his hands were 
stuffed into his coat pockets. He wore a 
black cotton shirt with no necktie, and he 
needed a shave.

Pettigrew noted his deliberate approach 
with a tepid interest of disapproval. This 
was obviously a specimen of that trouble­
some human group designated as “ the un­
employed,” which constitutes an endless 
problem for society. Individual aid given 
to such characters encouraged faking and 
idleness. Pettigrew subscribed only to or­
ganized charities, and even in that he ob­
served an extreme moderation.

The young man walked dejectedly and 
with downcast eyes. He was shivering 
slightly, but as he crossed the street his 
glance struck upward and perhaps he saw 
the two prosperous looking gentlemen in 
the window of the dignified house. If he 
did so note their presence there he made 
no sign, but when he had reached a point 
from which they must look down on him 
he halted and stood indecisive. Illness and 
wretchedness showed plainly on his face.

For a long enough time to be noticeable 
he stood so, and one hand came from his 
pocket and went tremulously to his lips. 
Then he raised his face, and one could see 
there was a fleck of foam about his mouth.



Suddenly he collapsed on the sidewalk, 
where he lay writhing.

Pettigrew started. If his impulses of 
kindliness were rudimentary, his personal 
distaste for gruesome or unpleasant sights 
was abnormally developed. Moreover, this 
seizure of a man by his window reminded 
him disturbingly of another scene which had 
enacted itself in the room itself last night.

“ The fellow’s having a fit,” he broke 
out in startled amazement. “ Why doesn’t 
he go to a hospital if he’s ill?”

The man in the street arose to his feet, 
with a seeming effort, and stood unsteadily 
as if seeking to gather strength with which 
to go on. Whether he could summon that 
reserve of power appeared dubious.

“ Perhaps a friend gave him a drink,” 
suggested Barrows cynically, “ or possibly 
his attack was too sudden for preliminary 
arrangements.”

The stranger stood uncertainly, and Pet­
tigrew turned away his eyes, as if that were 
the simplest method of dismissing an un­
pleasant subject.

“ If he has another one,” he snarled, “ I 
hope he’ll have it somewhere else. You 
might tell Yates to give him a half dollar, 
provided he’ll move on promptly.”

But Barrows had rapped sharply on the 
window glass, and when the man looked up, 
out of haggard eyes, he beckoned him in.

“ Why did you do that?” exclaimed Pet­
tigrew in explosive exasperation. “ I wrant 
him farther away, not nearer to me. I don’t 
want the fellow dying in my lap.”

“ You suggested giving him alms,” re­
sponded Barrows, as he saw the man weav­
ing his way shakily toward the front steps 
and steadying himself on the iron balus­
trade. “ I applaud your commiseration, 
but it’s always wise to investigate a charity. 
We’ll just have the fellow in and form our 
own opinion of him.”

CHAPTER XVI.

AN OBTRUDING THOUGHT.

BARROWS went to the hall door when 
the bell rang, and a moment later he 
heard Yates asserting himself in the 

tone of one standing by to repel invaders. 

“ Move on now, bo,” commanded the but­
ler truculently; “ we don’t cater to bums 
and beggars at our front door. Move on, I 
tell you.”

“ The gentleman upstairs ”—the voice 
was weakly plaintive, yet insistent—“ the 
gentleman upstairs beckoned to me.” !

“ Yes, I assume the gentleman upstairs 
would have had me put out the sidewalk 
canopy and the red carpet if he’d known 
you were coming. I dare say—”

“ Yates,” ordered Barrows incisively 
from the stairhead, “ send the gentleman up 
at once.”

“ Gentleman, sir!” For once Yates per­
mitted his voice to carry its true emotion, 
and it was an emotion of shocked horror as 
he croaked: “ Did you chance to see this 
person, sir?”

“ I saw him and called him in. If he’s 
not strong enough to climb the stairs alone, 
lend him a hand.”

Yates groaned and seized the visitor’s el­
bow much as a terrier might seize a rat, 
but the stranger drew’ it away and managed 
the stairs alone.

Entering the room where Barrows stood 
awaiting him, and where Pettigrew sat with 
ostentatiously averted face, the newcomer 
paused to lean heavily against the door 
frame, w’hile he twisted his limp hat in ner­
vous and tremulous hands.

“ You called me in, sir,” he began slow­
ly, “ and if I may just sit down and rest a 
moment—and get warm—I’ll be obliged.”

“ You see, P. B.,” broke out Barrow’S 
triumphantly,- “ how much better I read the 
human document than you?” He turned 
again to the ill clad man, while Pettigrew 
cast a frosty and inquisitorial glance toward 
the door. “ This gentleman was for toss­
ing you a half dollar and telling you to 
move on,” explained Barrows. “ He diag­
nosed you as a sick beggar—but I knew 
you more accurately. I had you brought 
in for warmth and rest—and conversation.”

The stranger moved stumblingly to a 
chair and dropped into it.

“ I am grateful,” he declared.
“ And now,” asked Barrows with a 

smooth pleasantness of voice, “ where is 
your cake of soap?”

The man in the chair raised his eyes, in 



which still dwelt the aftermath of his 
seizure.

“ What cake of soap?” he asked blankly.
“ The cake you did it with,” smiled Bar­

rows. “ You see, you are among the cog­
noscenti, here. I allude to the cake of soap 
you chewed into a lather when you glanced 
up at us in our window and classified us as 
likely prospects. I refer to the small bit of 
soap that is used to induce a froth on the 
lips of the seeming epileptic sufferer and 
bring pity to the heart of the observer. In 
short, having seen the device resorted to 
before, I was interested in a chance to dis­
cuss the matter with an adept. I believe 
you are what is termed a ‘ dummy-chucker,’ 
are you not? Is it, after all, a profitable 
business?”

He paused, and while the stranger still 
gazed at him with hurt eyes and reproach­
ful lips, he went on.

“ I trust you won’t regard my curiosity 
as an impertinence. I am interested in the 
less obvious human phases, that’s all, and 
I’ve wondered whether this particular prac­
tice is worth the difficulties it entails. One 
has to consider the constant watching for 
the policeman out of the tail of the eye— 
the ignoble necessity of rising, as it were, 
from a bed of pain on the sidewalk to hot­
foot it away—and the occasional sojourn to 
the Island when the cop proves the better 
sprinter. Of course, if you don’t care to 
answer my questions, it's your privilege to 
refuse.”

“You mean ”—the young man put his 
question in a faltering voice of wounded 
sensibility—“ you mean that you believe 
me to be a faker and a panhandler?”

Barrows shook his head. “ I don’t use 
the term ‘ dummy-chucker ’ in any deroga­
tory sense of accusation,” he reassured him. 
“ I was merely interested enough to invite 
you in for a pleasant chat. You needn’t 
fear that I shall turn you over to the police; 
and I can also speak for my friend here. 
This gentleman’s confidences are safe with 
us, are they not, Pro Bono?”

Pettigrew snorted. Nevertheless, he was 
relieved to find that he need fear no hy­
drophobialike demonstrations here in his 
study, and although he would not have 
confessed it, his curiosity was pricked.

“ Suppose, for purposes of pleasantry,” 
suggested Barrows with a smile that pointed 
the vast humor of his extravagance, “ I tell 
you that in a somewhat more ambitious 
field, I myself have practiced the devious 
arts? Suppose I have for you a fraternal 
interest, such as a swordfish might entertain 
for a smelt?”

The young man in the black cotton shirt 
arose from his seat and shrugged his shoul­
ders. With the philosophy of experience, 
he cast aside the role to which, it seemed, 
he had failed to bring a convincing quality 
of illusion.

“ I don’t get you,” he admitted in a per­
plexed voice, “ but I do get this. I’m on 
a cold trail. I seem to have fallen among 
wise guys and for a man in my situation 
that's worse than falling among thieves. 
Still this old house looked like a good lay. 
How could I guess that you two wouldn’t 
fall for the fake? You looked like good, 
respectable solid ivory.”

“ My dear sir,” declared Barrows genial­
ly, “ every word you speak confirms my 
hunch that you are an interesting person­
ality. Perhaps you will get more than you 
hoped for—if you sit here and sing for us 
the saga of your adventurous calling. The 
epilepsy failed, I’ll admit—yet a good story 
is worth more than a fake fit. The minstrel 
is worthy of his entertainment.”

The dummy chucker smiled, and there 
was a flash of good white teeth.

“ I wouldn't care for this pinchbeck 
business myself as a steady graft,” he con­
fessed, “ but lean days set a man back 
sometimes and force him to resort to the 
things he hoped he’d outgrown.”

“ In absolute confidence,” came the in­
gratiating voice of Mr. Barrows, “ what is 
your specialty?”

The other sat looking him up and down 
for a while with a bold effrontery of 
gaze, yet with a shrewdly biting appraisal. 
Pettigrew watched the face of the watcher.

At the end of that pause the dummy 
chucker answered: “ Whatever it is, it’s 
mine. Suppose you just let it go at that.”

“ Quite so,” agreed Barrows. “ I hoped 
you felt reassured as to our attitude, so that 
you could talk freely and we could listen 
open-mindedly.”



The vagrant who balked at autobiogra­
phy sat for a while in silence as if he sought 
to analyze a situation which seemed rather 
too innocent to be genuine and yet too genu­
ine to be other than innocent. His face 
meantime was, in itself, an interesting study. 
Across it passed shrewd and trenchant ex­
pressions, as if he were accustomed to gauge 
matters by symptoms more obscure than 
apparent.

“ My invitation to you is simply this,” 
amplified Barrows, “ we shall have luncheon 
in an hour or so. If you care to do it we 
invite you to remain and eat with us. When 
you leave, if the conversational entertain­
ment provided by you has been worth it, 
we may feel disposed to make you a small 
monetary gift. We shall not call the police 
or lecture you. We hold no brief for any 
prosecution.”

The dummy chucker seemed to consider. 
If he declined, this whimsical person might 
see fit to detain him and call an officer. If 
he remained with a show of willingness he 
faced no worse alternative. Such appeared 
to be his silent thought, and at its end he 
nodded with a grin.

“ Righto,” he said, “ but I won’t talk 
about myself. Let us say that I’ve been 
an observing ■wanderer through life and 
have seen strange birds and beasts—of a 
human sort.”

Pettigrew sat as one apart. He was won­
dering whether his tyrant had dragged in 
this human refuse from the gutter merely as 
a gratuitous insult to his pharisaical dignity, 
yet as the talk went forward, he found him­
self at moments forgetting his own duress 
and falling captive to an unwilling interest.

Here was a type entirely novel to his ex­
perience—a man who talked with easy 
transition in two tongues. One of them was 
the amazingly robust, if often unclean, 
argot of criminals and the other was a lan­
guage of almost academic precision.

Familiarly from these vagrant lips 
dropped personal reminiscences of London 
and Constantinople—but it was Limehouse 
and Stamboul that he knew best—and over 
all the conversation was draped a mantle of 
large and pagan freedom from any censor­
ship of conscience or any fettering of ethics. 
Medicine was touched upon, and he talked 

as one who had been a practitioner—with­
out honor.

Versifying, soldiering, school teaching 
and highway robbery—he seemed to have 
tried them all. A casual side comment sug­
gested poisoning and he told how the art of 
the Borgias might be adapted to modem 
usage.

But from these and kindred topics Bar­
rows led him deftly aside. Indeed, just as 
Pettigrew’s interest became truly arrested 
Barrows seemed to feel that a possible error 
of hospitality had been made. Barrows 
began directing the trend of talk more prim­
ly and cautiously and once or twice Petti­
grew thought he detected well masked evi­
dences of impatience and anxiety in the 
eyes of his jailer.

Once Miss Page entered the room on 
some routine errand and eyed the visitor 
with open distaste, but when luncheon w'as 
over and the visitor stood on the order of 
his going, Pettigrew thawed to an unusual 
degree.

“ I have an overcoat you can have, if 
you want it,” he made magnificent pro­
posal.

“ Thank you. I’d be glad.”
“ I can’t look it up now,” the old man 

qualified, “ but if you come back to-mor- “ 
row—”

“ I’ll do it.”
Barrows frowned almost imperceptibly 

as he watched the dummy chucker descend 
the stairs, then turned and went back into 
the room.

“ Why, may I ask,” demanded the old 
man petulantly, “ did you see fit to offer me 
the affront of bringing that rat here?”

Prescott Barrows seated himself, and for 
a minute or two, looked broodingly out of 
the window. The receding figure of the 
conscienceless visitor could still be seen go­
ing southward across the square. After an 
absence of two hours the man and woman 
with the hurdy-gurdy had returned and the 
thing was emitting its damaged tune unim­
proved by the interval.

“ There,” commented Barrows with a nod 
of his head, “ save for the grace of God goes 
yourself and myself. That rat, as you 
call him, is just a P. B. Pettigrew—or a 
Prescott Barrows—out of luck.”



Pettigrew bridled.
“ This is a new pose/’ he began sourly. 

“ You have at least been the avowed crook 
up to date. If you’re going to become the 
preacher, too—”

“ Not permanently the preacher,” an­
swered the other lightly. “ I merely want, 
on occasion, to open your eyes to your own 
moral shortcomings. My instincts are so 
humane that if I didn’t resort to such de­
vices I might, at times, think of you as a 
weak and cowardly old man, whom it’s no 
pleasure to strip naked. I don’t suppose 
you have wasted many hours reflecting on 
how the days pass there at Sing Sing for the 
one member of our trio that went through 
the mill?”

“ Have you?” retorted Pettigrew sav­
agely.

“ When I first came here,” Barrows re­
minded him, ” I explained that I could do 
nothing at the time of Challon’s trial— 
when help might have brought results—be­
cause I, as well as he, had been robbed. 
You had the swag—all of it.”

“ And since then have you troubled your­
self in his behalf?”

Barrows’s face hardened.
“ At least from time to time I’ve thought 

of him,” he said. “ The poor little rat had 
one game moment when he blazed up into 
a sort of martyrdom. Before we got to 
him he was decent. I'm not a sentimental­
ist, but it was we who corrupted him and it 
was you who fattened on his dishonor. I 
was thinking of Challon all the time we 
were talking with that bit of human flot­
sam that drifted in here and drifted out 
again a moment ago.”

“ What had that hobo to do with it?”
“ That hobo had come from something 

different—as Challon did. That hobo is 
about the best Challon can hope to develop 
into when he comes out—if he ever does 
come out.”

“ Why?”
“ Because when the gates open for him, 

he emerges with a brand on him, and the 
police will always be watching him. When 
he seeks a job, they will see to it that his 
Sing Sing reference is duly presented. After 
he has wom threadbare the forlorn resolu­
tion that some of them bring out to ‘ go 

straight ’ he’ll cast it aside and become—a 
rat.”

“ If you felt all this so keenly, why didn’t 
you do something looking toward his re­
demption when you could?”

“ I turned several wheels in vain. The 
company thought he was in the right place. 
Naturally, nothing was to be gained by ap­
proaching them.

“ I managed to get a message to the boy 
himself there up the river. I sent him word 
to sit pretty until I could do something— 
but he figured out that it was I who’d got 
him there and he sent me back insults.”

“ So then you passed him up?”
“ I had to. He wanted me to get my 

share of the punishment, and he was young 
enough to be a fool. He notified the au­
thorities that he expected messages from no 
friends, except his own family. He even 
warned them that if they watched and 
traced any messages sent in to him-—or any 
inquiries made about him—they might 
strike the trail of the bigger crook. After 
that I couldn’t even inquire.”

“ May I ask,” inquired Pettigrew biting- 
ly, “ whether you mean to apply any of 
your present gigantic theft to purposes of 
philanthropy? Do you expect to help him 
now?”

“ How,” demanded Barrows icily, “ could 
I help him now? Would you suggest send­
ing him a Christmas box with our cards in­
closed? Or do you counsel our going to the 
Governor with a pardon plea, based on our 
ex-cathedra knowledge of the truth?”

“ With all the money you’re making,” 
suggested the man from whom he was mak­
ing it, “ you might at least grubstake him 
when he got out.”

“ Capital!” exclaimed the other derisive­
ly. “ And how would you suggest going 
about it? Shall I stand at the prison gate 
when it opens on him and hand him the 
cash? In that event I might as well keep 
moving and pass him going in as he comes 
out. Don’t you imagine that so unusual an 
interest evinced in an emerging convict 
would lead to certain investigations?”

Pettigrew shrugged his shoulders.
“ I merely wished to show.” he remarked 

tartly, “ that unless you had in view some 
substantial reparation, it’s the merest 



hokum for you to preach at me. I’m not 
mourning over the fact that one out of three 
thieves got caught. God knows I wish 
it had been two.”

“But you draw the line at three?”
“ There is a highly practical phrase to 

this effect: ‘ I don’t care what happens so 
long as it doesn’t happen to me.’ It might 
be a better world if more people admitted 
how far they subscribed to that principle.”

“ Have you ever spoken on that theme,” 
asked Barrows, “ in one of your addresses 
to the brethren who, like yourself, have 
experienced the social awakening?”

Pettigrew frowned out of the window and 
shook his head at the hurdy-gurdy woman 
who was craning her neck below and holding 
out a catch penny tambourine.

“ I’ve said before,” commented the 
younger man, “ that I’m no sentimentalist, 
yet I’ve lost some sleep thinking about the 
boy who’s rotting up there; whose compan­
ions are pallid and depraved; whose future 
is blank. I mean to keep you reminded of 
him, too, and if you lose no sleep over it, 
it won’t be my fault.”

More annoyed than contrite, Pettigrew 
scowled at the thought of being frequently 
admonished as to his lack of humaneness.

This black look stirred his tormentor to 
cast another verbal missile.

“ What an unfeeling brute you are, P. 
B.,” he remarked, partly in wonderment, 
but wholly in malice. “ Even in the things 
that you do not say, you show your com­
plete divorcement from all normal senti­
ment. Has it never occurred to you to 
question what became of the old mother of 
that dead chauffeur?”

“ I have no responsibility there! ” the old 
man declared stoutly. “He was paid be­
forehand; and any driver who charges two 
hundred dollars to make a ‘ get-away ’ is 
expected to assume all risks.”

“ But that stray bullet also put an end 
to his mother’s daily bread.”

“ Bah!”
Barrows thoughtfully considered the dis­

gust on his companion’s face.
“No; it is not a mask,” he confessed, 

half to himself. “ Old Pro Bono really is 
nauseated at the presumption of an old 
woman who required room and board.

“ Well,” he concluded, snapping into 
direct speech; “ I shall make you writhe 
now. I couldn’t buy freedom for the boy 
in Sing Sing, but I saw to it that the result 
of his unfortunate shot meant a continu­
ance of room and board for the chauffeur’s 
mother. W'hat do you think of that, P. B.? 
The little old lady was sheltered and clothed 
and fed, and when her time came to die she 
was buried in what the neighbors called a 
‘ grand ’ style.”

“ I think you were a fool to waste the 
money!” Pettigrew retorted.

“ Oh, it’s all coming back to me.”
“ How?”
“ I’m collecting it from you!”
And then P. B. writhed.

CHAPTER XVII.

love’s probation.

WHEN Barrows took Pettigrew for 
his drive that afternoon, he re­
flected that he had managed to 

keep the current of affairs moving rapidly 
enough to escape any valid charge of stag­
nation. Yet, as he gazed at the lean and 
somewhat ascetic face framed between up­
turned sable collar and glossy silk hat, one 
might have inferred that he was not entire­
ly content.

Casting a sidewise glance at Barrows out 
of the tail of a cold and hostile eye, Petti­
grew himself drew such an inference. Pet­
tigrew thought he could distinguish a lurk­
ing trace of anxiety on the well modeled 
features and a hint of flaw in their custom­
ary self-confidence.

Perhaps, mused that reflective being, the 
audacity of his enterprise was beginning 
to wear on Barrows; but that was an ab­
stract idea. Perhaps the more concrete 
thing was that Barrows was regretting the 
unwisdom of letting the fake epileptic enter 
the house and talk so freely of the ease 
with which the process of elimination may 
be applied to human life.

In that unusual human creature, who 
had so strangely come and gone—and who 
was to come again for his overcoat—the 
elderly captive descried possibilities as a 
useful varlet.



That idea was as yet vague and nebu­
lous. How could he tell the creature enough 
to make him an active collaborator in fel­
ony without also admitting things which 
must not be divulged?

How, even granting an inspirational so­
lution for that premise, could he ever see 
the man alone or formulate a conspiracy, 
free from the vigilant watchfulness which 
never lifted?

He could not leave his house except 
chained and under escort as he left it now. 
He could not move from room to room 
without clanking as he walked with a stut­
tering shortness of step. He could not 
give an order to a servant without the 
chance of its being relayed and censored. 
Yet men escape from iron cell-tiers in stone­
walled prisons—and their urge to ingenuity 
eould be no stronger than his own. The 
solving was up to himself.

His idea, impossible as it seemed, was 
yet a thing of provocative fascination, and 
he mulled it over as he rode in chains along 
the avenue. It brought a sort of balm to 
the bruises of his sensibilities like that of 
a man who has been given an anodyne 
against pain.

As the car turned from the end of the 
avenue in the dusk, Pettigrew fancied he 
made out the same shabby figure under the 
spot of an electric globe; but he could not 
be sure, and the next instant he stiffened 
wrathfully as he recognized George Eldoras, 
the man who had deprived him of his be­
loved picture, striding briskly along the 
sidewalk.

The machine stopped at the curb, and 
with deft hands that made no undue dis­
play of their movements under the lap­
robe, Barrows freed the ankles of their fet­
ters, and with due dignity the two gentle­
men proceeded together into the house.

There, in the hall, Edith Page was wait­
ing, and with a glance at the grandfather 
clock, Barrows spoke apologetically:

“ I supposed that you had gone home, 
Miss Page. We hadn’t meant to keep you 
here so late.”

“ I wasn’t sure that there mightn’t be 
some further instruction,” she answered 
quietly, “ so I waited to ask you.

“ Nothing more to-night, thank you.

And please forgive my failure to say so be­
fore we left.”

Five minutes afterward, Barrows heard 
the street door close, and knew that the 
girl had ended her first day’s work as sec­
retary to the man in pajamas and iron ank­
lets. Indolently he strolled to the window 
to assure himself of the correctness of his 
assumption. It gave him a more comfort- 
ble feeling to know definitely who was in 
the house and who was out of it.

In tlie trim simplicity of her serge suit 
and street hat, he saw’ die girl turn briskly 
toward the avenue, and then he saw George 
Eldoras step up and raise his hat, confront­
ing her.

Edith Page halted suddenly and stiff­
ened, but the man wheeled and fell into 
step with her, and, with the air of fastid­
ious avoidance for anything like a scene in 
public, she suffered him to walk beside her, 
though her carriage was rigid with an af­
front which, even at such a distance, Bar­
rows could read.

As the pair went along the street to­
gether, Eldoras was talking rapidly under 
the enveloping chill of silence on the girl's 
part, which he feared would presently break 
in indignation.

“ I had meant to keep my word and 
wait for a note from you, Edith,” he de­
clared with a curbed stressfulness of voice; 
“ but the day has been a century of pur­
gatory for me. The suspense paralyzed my 
faculties until I could neither work nor 
think—except of you. I waylaid you here 
because I couldn’t face the night without 
seeing you. Perhaps, during the day 
you’ve thought about it. Perhaps you’ve 
decided to give me my chance—”

“ I’ve been working,” she answered with 
a noncommittal brevity, yet with less anger 
in her tone than he had feared. “ My 
time wasn't mine to spend on my own 
thoughts.”

“If they’re working you as hard as 
that—” he began indignantly, then broke 
off and began again. “ No, dear, you 
couldn’t help thinking of it, however busy 
you were. I don’t mean to persecute you 
with my insistence, but we loved each 
other—I still love you. If the thing that 
has brought about my excommunication 



can be cleared away, there’s no good in 
letting it linger, like a slow poison, in our 
lives.”

” You promised me,” she said more re­
proachfully than angrily, “ to wait for a 
note from me.”

“ I know it, and I've broken my promise 
—but I’ve only broken it to the extent of 
begging you to give me that note now— 
verbally.”

Edith Page looked ahead of her as she 
walked. For the distance of a half block 
she maintained her silence, then she turned 
her head and nodded briefly.

“ Perhaps you’re right,” she acceded. 
“ There’s nothing to be gained by putting 
off the interview; but don’t assume that I 
mean anything more than that.”

She paused with a catch in her voice, but, 
when she went on again, she had steadied 
it—almost.

*■ I didn't disappear without a word, be­
cause I didn’t care. It wasn’t an easy thing 
to do, and the reasons that forced me can’t 
be brushed aside with phrases. Unless you 
have something to say that carries more 
weight than what you said this morning—”

Again her sentence ended short of its 
period, and in grave acceptance the man 
nodded his head.

“ I’m asking a hearing,” he said, “ not 
a verdict in advance. Then I may go with 
you now? Won’t you dine with me some­
where first?”

“ No,” she answered resolutely, although 
she was to dine alone, and from the unbe­
guiling resources of her kitchenette refrig-' 
erator; “ but I’ll give you the address, and 
you may come this evening at eight.”

It was seven fifty-nine when Eldoras, 
who had been fretfully pacing the street for 
a half hour before the door of a somewhat 
shabby structure in West Eleventh Street, 
set his shoulders and entered it. He knew 
the character of the place instinctively, and 
his heart sank.

This was a house which advertised apart­
ments, but which was in reality a place of 
cheap lodgings masquerading under a more 
formal designation. Dreariness permeated 
it to saturation, and Eldoras knew that to 
admit it as one’s address was to declare the 
pinch of one’s poverty.

But one thing it had—that drab respec­
tability which made virtue linger in the 
memory of its tenants as a quality insep­
arable from the odor of boiling cabbage. 
Edith’s apartment had once been a large 
and single room, but now it was divided by 
a partition into two cramped cubicles—and 
a hutch, flatteringly called a kitchenette.

Yet, even in such unfavorable soil a few 
deft personal touches had blossomed and 
gone far toward relieving the dingy squalor 
of murky walls and threadbare carpets. It 
was as though the spirit of this lodger car­
ried its own cleansing alleviation of air and 
sun into the confining staleness.

Into the mind of George Eldoras in­
truded the uneasy thought that the price 
which Edith had seen him pay for a small 
landscape would have carried the lease on 
this whole wretched house for several years.

He wondered vaguely whether that dis­
turbing realization had not indeed been 
born of the cryptic, Mona Lisa quality of 
her smile as she opened the door for him, 
a smile that was baffling in its locked in­
scrutability.

She herself looked to the man quite 
flower-fresh and beautiful in whatever 
change of costume she had made from her 
severity of business uniform. He supposed 
a woman would have seen the pathos of 
cheapness and makeshift in her clothes; but 
to his masculine eye, although it was an 
eye trained to the measurement of subtle 
artistic values, there was apparent only a 
brave success.

The mean surroundings had distinctly 
shocked him, and as he took her hand in 
both his own, he found himself protesting, 
“ But, dear, this isn’t nearly so comfortable 
a place as that from which you ran away, 
is it?”

Edith, laughed.
“ I didn’t really run away from you in 

such panic as all that,” she assured him. 
“ I only refrained from telling you I was 
moving. The reasons were those of eco­
nomic determinism.”

“ Economic determinism?”
“ Yes. You know I was living with an­

other woman — but she was doing more 
than fifty-fifty on the expense. Even my 
share was too much.”



“ And so you came here!”
Eldoras had not meant to let his tone 

sound so lugubrious or tragic a note, and 
the girl smiled mockingly. Just now she 
felt that it was safer to smile than risk a 
gravity behind which tears lay so danger­
ously close.

“ It’s scarcely polite,” she observed, “ to 
criticize the mansion that flings wide its 
portals to you in entertainment.”

Under the hot sweep of impulsiveness, 
he stepped forward, and his arms came out 
as if to seize her and carry her away, in 
some sort of rescue, from this beleaguering 
of conditions. But she eluded him with a 
disconcerting quietness of movement, and 
he found her regarding him coolly and a 
bit wamingly from across a small jig-saw 
table of monstrous ugliness.

“ I want to take you out of all this,” he 
declared passionately. “ You don’t belong 
here.”

She offered no response, yet had he 
known it he had said the one thing that 
could shake her self-containment with the 
violent force of an earthquake. She had 
fled from him only because he had said 
nothing like it before: because after she 
had let him engage her heart irretrievably 
she had waited vainly for just such a dec­
laration. She had waited for his lover’s 
ardency to graduate into some suggestion 
of marriage — and that graduation had 
never come.

She wanted to cry out, “ Why don’t you 
do it, then? I love you, and I want to give 
you all I have—and all I have is myself!”

But she said nothing of the kind, and 
the enigmatic quality of her half smile car­
ried no betrayal of the deep tumult in her 
heart. She wondered why he said: “ I 
want to take you out of all this ” in such 
a despairing tone as a man might use in 
lamenting that he wanted the moon!

“ Perhaps we had better remember,” she 
suggested, “ that you came this evening be­
cause you insisted I owed you a hearing.”

Eldoras inclined his head.
“ This morning,” he reminded her, “ you 

accused me of being a sham, and when I 
pressed you to make the accusation more 
explicit, your only charge was that I’d con­
cealed from you some alleged prosperity.”

“ The only charge?” she repeated in 
amazement. “ Was the whole matter of 
telling me-you loved me, of accepting my 
admission of love for you—without show­
ing me any real portrait of yourself or your 
life—was that a little thing?”

“ Was judging me and my life only by 
circumstantial evidence a fair thing?” he 
countered.

“ You knew all there was to know about 
me,” she answered slowly. “ You knew 
that I didn’t give my love lightly—that I’d 
never given it before. You should have 
known, too, that I didn’t mean to give it 
to a man who wished only to play with it. 
I didn’t question your sincerity—until it 
dawned on me that you had nothing more 
to say.

“ You found me congenial. You were 
willing to take me out to dinner and make 
love to me—and it seems that was all.”

She paused, then went on, with a level­
eyed earnestness, “ It meant too much to 
me for that. To me it must be everything 
or nothing—and if it were to be nothing 
I must know it and make up my mind to 
it in time.”

“ To me, too,” declared the man sim­
ply, “ it meant everything.”

Edith Page shook her head gravely, in 
denial. “ To you,” she answered, “ it 
didn’t even mean frankness. I met you, as 
people meet each other here in New York, 
through a common and casual acquaint­
ance who drifted on and passed out of 
both our lives.

“ I knew nothing about you except that, 
into a loneliness that hurt, you came with 
something like the password of comrade­
ship. I liked you so tremendously that, 
at first, I didn’t let myself see as much of 
you as I wanted to—because I knew it 
would hurt to lose you.”

“ You had no chance to lose me,” he 
protested, but she answered steadily: “I 
did lose you. In spite of all my cautious­
ness, I found that I’d given you my love, 
and that you were playing with me, and it 
just about broke my heart.”

“ What gave you the utterly absurd idea 
that I was playing with you?”

“ The withholding of your full confi­
dence.” She broke off as if considering a 



difficult utterance, then made it with the 
clean-cut unflinchingness of surgery, “ Be­
cause you never said—until to-night—any­
thing about wanting to take me out of all 
this, and to-night you said it as though it 
were an impossibility.”

Eldoras rose from his seat and stood 
looking down at her. His engaging face 
was gloomily set to an expression of la­
mentable wretchedness.

“ I didn’t ask you to marry me,” he said 
slowly, “ because I couldn’t. I loved you, 
and I do love you with every breath that 
I breathe, and with every thought in my 
mind—and I told you that.”

“ If you couldn’t ask me to marry you,” 
her eyes were holding his with a brave and 
undeviating directness—“ don’t you think 
I should have known it—before I let my 
heart go at a runaway pace? And since 
you didn’t warn me, but made love to me 
instead—just as though there were no ob­
stacle-—isn’t my accusation proved?”

“ But the time will come—and it will 
come soon—” The man went on talking 
with a trancelike intensity—“ when I can 
ask you, and all my life is building to that 
time. All I plead for is suspended judg­
ment. All I ask is for a little time and a 
little trust.”

“ And during that time, when I am asked 
to trust with my eyes shut,” she inquired 
steadily, “ I am not to know what the thing 
is that stands between us with the barrier 
of impossibility? I am not even to know 
whether it is an existing marriage or—”

“Great God, no!” he broke out tem­
pestuously. “ You can’t think me such a 
cad as that. If there were any other wom­
an, you'd have the absolute right to 
know. There is not. There has never 
been.”

“ Yet I'm not to be told what it is—and 
I do know that it’s not the usual obstacle 
of money.”

“ But it is. This morning you called 
me rich. I’m not rich.”

“ Not rich? And yet you can buy Co­
rots? You can live in an apartment that 
is prohibitive to men in moderate circum­
stances. and drive a car that—”

“ Please wait,” he pleaded desperately. 
“ Those things are true, and yet I am, in 

effect, poor—so poor that the one thing I 
want with all my soul I can’t have. I 
bought the Corot—yes—but not for my­
self. God knows I don’t want it, and if I 
did I couldn’t afford it.”

“Not for yourself? You mean you were 
buying on a commission?”

“ No. I bought it for John Morton, be­
cause John Morton believed old Pettigrew 
held a grudge against him and would refuse 
to deal with him direct. I didn’t get any 
commission or ask any. I did it as an ac­
commodation to a financial nabob whose 
friendship can make me, and whose dislike 
can ruin me—and when I saw you there, 
and read your thoughts, every dollar of his 
money I paid out was like shedding a drop 
of my own blood.”

Edith Page looked at his passionately 
earnest face for a moment in silence, then 
broke into a peal of half hysterical laughter.

“ And to-day,” site declared, “ I wrote a 
letter to John Morton, inviting him to 
come and buy what he chose!”

“Thank God!” exclaimed the young 
man fervently. “ Then I needn’t play the 
gentleman lackey any longer in that quar­
ter. At least now you see—”

“ No,” she interrupted, “ I don’t see. I 
don’t see how a man can live as you live 
and do business w’ith such money royalty 
as John P. Morton, and yet be so poor 
that—” She broke off again and shook 
her head. “ But unless you choose to tell 
me,” she hurriedly added, “ that’s none of 
my business.”

“ This much I can tell you,” he declared. 
“ I live as I do because I must wear that 
front of affluence or lose business with the' 
men whose association I need. I live, if 
you choose, like a plunger, taking in a large 
income and disbursing it again as a sort 
of overhead. But I need only to turn a 
comer that lies just ahead to be past all 
that. I need only a little time to stand 
permanently established and to lay all I 
have at your feet.”

“ And meanwhile,” she prompted him 
with possibly the slightest trace of irony, 
“ ‘ He travels fastest who travels alone.’ ”

“ No, not that either. Whatever income 
I have I should joyously ask you to share 
with me without waiting—if I could regard 



it as income. Until I turn my corner it 
can’t be so regarded. It is a sinking fund. 
I might liken my situation to that of a 
man who has bet all he has on a single race. 
Success means triumph and fortune. Fail­
ure means ruin. There is a difference, 
though.”

He was talking with pleading earnestness 
and burning eyes: “ I don’t think in my 
case there is the hazard or doubt of a horse 
race, still until I cash my tickets I have 
nothing—nothing at all.”

He paused, and met her eyes beseeching­
ly, and she encountered the gaze with one 
of steady thoughtfulness—but made no an­
swer.

“ I love you,” he declared, “ with all the 
power of love that is given to the human 
heart. I love you with tenderness and pas­
sion and steadfastness. I want you to 
marry me, and meanwhile I want you to 
trust me until I can turn my corner.”

He paused and breathed deep: “ God 
knows,” he added, “ I’ll waste no time and 
no effort in pressing toward my goal. I 
rest my case.”

Edith sat with her hands folded in her 
lap for a while, as he waited. In her face 
he could read no more of her decision than 
a man can read on the outer panel of a 
jury room’s closed door, beyond which his 
fate is being balloted. Finally she spoke 
in a low voice:

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.

“ I retract my charge that you are a 
sham,” she said. “ I withdraw all the ac­
cusations I made. I admit that I still love 
you-—more, perhaps, than ever.”

Eldoras came forward with a step that 
was swiftly eager; but her hand came up 
and she said, quickly, gaspingly, “ No, 
please wait!”

Again she hesitated, then rose and stood 
as if braced: “ But, dear,” she declared, 
with the tension of finality, “ we are drift­
ing, and we can’t afford to drift. God 
grant you success in turning your comer. 
If my prayers are heard, you’ll turn it 
triumphantly—but by your own statement 
it’s a sort of a gambling chance—and I 
can’t carry my life into the betting 
ring.”

He had halted where he stood, and ab­
ruptly his face blanched. “ But you say 
you love me,” he pleaded. “ If you do, 
can’t you trust me?”

“ I can trust you always, I think—but 
I can’t trust blind luck—and that’s what 
it seems to be.”

He reached out his arms, and she stood 
looking at him, her eyes widened with suf­
fearing and the effort at self-command 
Then she sank into her chair and clasped 
her face between her hands.

“ Don’t make it harder, dear,” she begged 
him. “ It’s just a wonderful dream—that 
didn’t come true; that’s all.”

V V V

WHERE STRENGTH UES
gTRENGTH lies—not, as one would suppose, 

In knowing things—but that one knows
He doesn’t know, and makes the pause,
Before advancing toward his cause!

Strength lies in knowing what you lack,
In preparation for attack:
In knowing what you do not know—
In getting set, before you go!

George A. Wright.



By CHARLES FRANCIS COE

FIGHTS may come and fights may go
—but oh, boy!

It was that time down in Ginkburg 
that the fight of fights took place. Gink­
burg, be it said, was far enough from the 
province of boxing commissions and strict 
supervision so that real battles could be 
held. And being one of the fighters was 
none other than the world famed Socker 
Dooley, they didn’t come too big, nor too 
tough. Socker met ’em all!

To get the story in its entirety we must 
be in on a conference between two fistic 
impresarios of the small time circuit. One 
“ Snippy ” Dix managed to retain a lease 
on the Ginkburg Opera House wherein he 
staged bouts.

Snippy was not without his qualifications. 
He had the good sense to confine his activ­
ities to the sphere wherein his blatant ego 
was accepted at nearly fifty per cent of its 
face value by a credulous fandom; and that 
meant a fortune. Confidentially, the only 
reason that Jack Dempsey hadn’t ap­
peared at the opera house last week was 
that he had busted a knuckle.

And positively the only reason that he 
would not appear next week was that Snip­
py had signed a hidebound contract with 
none other than the mighty Socker Dooley.

Now, in all fairness and common sense, 
who would want Dempsey around when 
they could see the Socker? No one, of 
course! Therefore Socker was coming 
And that was but the half of it!

Facing the next champion would be the 
one and only “ Mauler Mike.” Every one 
knew that this bruiser was about the 
hottest thing in the ring. Never knocked 
off his feet! Sixty-two knockouts out of 
sixty-three fights! He was the only—but 
what’s the use? It was the real Mauler 
Mike and the real Socker Dooley!

Well, the papers played the fight a lot. 
The fact that Socker Dooley had won his 
last fight just after the surrender of 
Napoleon was of no direct consequence. 
Neither did it matter that Mauler took a 
licking in the political riots that presaged 
the purchase of Louisiana by the United 
States.

That is, it didn’t to Snippy, nor yet to 



Mauler or Socker Dooley. Those august 
gentlemen were infinitely interested in eat­
ing, and the one way open to them was 
fighting and promoting fights.

But Snippy was worthy of broader fields 
in that he was not averse to shady money, 
and not without ideas as to how to secure 
it. When he saw the condition of Socker 
he had visions of a slaughter. Then he 
sized up the Mauler and the visions be­
came vivid.

This Mauler was going to paralyze the 
aged Socker at the first wallop, and no 
one had ever said that Mauler could not 
fight—for a few rounds.

Snippy figured. Snippy thought. Snip­
py dreamed. Culminating the foregoing 
laborious processes, Snippy decided. He 
journeyed to the camp of Mauler Mike. 
With the apish fighter, whose appearance 
recalled the dark ages, he went into deep 
conference.

Be it said, in consideration of the un­
adulterated truth, that both these leather 
warriors of a day long gone regarded the 
battle in the same light. Their greatest 
fear was that some younger man would 
come along and displace them in the favor 
of the promoter.

It therefore behooved them both to con­
vince Snippy Dix that they were of the 
present vintage of live wire fighters, and 
simply “ rarin’ to go I ” Mauler had this 
uppermost in mind during the conference.

“ Lissen, commish,” he began, “ I ain’t 
never seen dis Dooley party work, but I’m 
wise to me own wallop! Dis guy’s health 
is due fer complete wreckin’, chief. I ain’t 
none uh dese braggin’ pugs; not no more 
than you are, but I’m hep tuh me own wal­
lop, admiral, I’m hep tuh me own wallop!”

“ It’s looks like a sure thing to me,” ad­
mitted Dix. There was in his heart a great 
love of money, but penuriousness is ever 
a breeder of caution. “ I can see two 
radium bushes growin’ in our front lawn 
if this works out!”

*• Radium bushes? Yer speakin’ me 
native tongue, Oliver. Let’s have de idea 
back uh dis radium chatter. Whatever is 
de big idea? I’m wit yuh from hell to 
breakfast!”

It all sounded reasonable, this ready ac­

quiescence; the obviously superior condi­
tion of Mauler as compared to the faded 
Socker; but Snippy wanted to be more 
than sure before he risked the few dollars 
he had accumulated. From the outside 
looking in, the plan was all that any 
“ fixer ” might ask. On the other hand, 
the better the fixer the more thought given 
the “ fixing.”

“ I’ll think it over for an hour an’ see 
you later,” grunted Dix, and left. He went 
his way blithely unconscious of the state of 
mind into which he had plunged poor 
Mauler Mike.

“My Gawd!” gasped the stricken 
bruiser from low New York, “ I didn’t 
make it strong enough!” He was on the 
point of following Dix to explain that he 
had withheld some of his prowess that he 
might avoid scaring the general public into 
the belief that the fight was too easy for 
him. However, he thought better of it and 
retired into the shack that had meant beans 
to him for the last five days, and held 
promise of all the hazily remembered things 
that two hundred dollars in one pile would 
buy.

Snippy journeyed then to the camp of 
Socker. Better that he be sure the Socker 
was helpless before the onslaught of 
Mauler. Then he could bet his money in 
real safety; that being the only manner in 
which he would consider the risk.

But all men are alike in some respects. 
Socker had to eat as well as Mauler Mike. 
Therefore he proceeded to spill his “ mut­
ton talk ” as prolifically as had Mauler.

“ Dat ‘ hash hound?’ ” he demanded 
belligerently. “ Lissen tuh me, Cull, I’m 
gonna hit dat crow so hard on de button 
dat his feet’ll swell! Boy! If I happen 
ter miss him de wind’ll give his near 
rel’tives pewmonia. Kid, I’m rough w’en 
I’m scrappin’! It’s me bizness an’ dere 
ain’t no sent’ment in bizness!”

Poor Snippy was doubtful. He had 
heard many pugilists shout their prowess 
before the fight and then develop into the 
mellowest of “ bums ” when the bell com­
manded “ do.” Ordinarily he would have 
grinned knowingly, passed the comment 
along to the papers, and “ checked up de 
gate.”



But this was different. Here were two 
men whom no one knew except from 
records the very length of which alone, cast 
shadows of doubt over their present pos­
sibilities. No one was kidding Snippy much 
about how long these birds would last 
against a hitter! Both were the merest of 
shells. Both would probably collapse at 
the first sound wallop.

Which would go first? It was a dead 
cinch that the fight could not go past six 
rounds. Neither of them could keep out 
of their own way for that length of 
time. Socker presented no doubt at all 
upon this point. He couldn’t hold a pair 
of boxing gloves in front of him for 
eighteen minutes, much less fight with 
them. He had been a wonder in Bis day, 
true, but that was in his day. Now—!

It certainly seemed a cinch for Mauler 
Mike. There remained only that hun­
dredth chance that the New Yorker might 
“ walk into one ” and find a soft spot after 
he had felt age and disintegration gnawing 
at the pit of his stomach. Overcome that 
possibility and here was a clean up worthy 
the name!

Night found Dix once more in the com­
pany of Mauler Mike. What a relief it was 
to the latter can but be guessed.

“ Listen, Mauler,” the promoter began. 
“ There’s two hundred bucks in this mill 
for you. I can’t see any reason why we 
can’t make that three hundred—if you 
bring home the bacon.”

Mauler began to see. This affair was 
to be cooked in his favor. One of the big 
advantages in that was that victory might 
mean another bout. On the other hand 
what was Dooley getting for “ laying 
down?” It made a lot of difference to 
Mauler which end of the purse showed the 
more money. If Dooley was getting five 
hundred for quitting, then Mauler wanted 
to do that part of the job and let the 
laurels of victory rest upon the brow of 
Socker.

Snippy realized the thoughts that were 
passing through the Mauler’s mind.

“ You’re all wrong, Mauler,” he snapped. 
“ This ain’t a cooked fight. I’m not lay­
ing any dough on a sure thing. I’m figur­
ing you to win and I’m going to treat you 

right if you do. I’m figuring on making 
you win, if I can.”

'* Pray erlong, pray erlong,” insisted 
Mauler Mike. “ Lemme git yuh straight on 
dis deal.”

This here Socker used to be good,” said 
Dix softly, ‘‘ he’s a ‘ beaner ’ now. He’d 
fight for a mess of hash. I’m going to let 
him think that he’s a cinch to win from the 
first bell, and I’m going to ask him to give 
the fans a run for their money, by letting 
you stay three or four rounds. Then I can 
bring him back for another bout, he’ll think. 
Well, I’m going to wind your right hand 
with tea lead. And then you only need to 
sock him once and there won’t be any more 
Socker Dooley.”

“ My Gawd! Man, alive, yer dome is 
hidin’ a still dat will make thirty-year-old 
Bourbon in twenty minutes! You ain’t got 
no right outside de White House, you 
ain’t! ”

“ You’ll go through then? You’ll play 
the game with me?”

“ Will I? Does yuh inquire, will I? 
Myron—my birthmark looks like your 
name!”

And while the Socker trained with a clean 
heart, the plotters wove the skein of his 
disaster about him. It certainly did look 
like a sure thing. Neither of the fighters 
had the slightest hope of winning, until 
Snippy thus cast the assured victory upon 
the fading wrinkle that marked the passing 
of an eyebrow from the countenance of 
Mauler Mike.

The preponderance of the Ginkburg pop­
ulation was miners. When it developed that 
Socker Dooley had spent some time in the 
same vocation, it followed that public sym­
pathy gravitated toward him. When mys­
terious money backing Mike began to ap­
pear about town, public spirit cultivated a 
resentment.

A miner should bet on a miner. So they 
did. It wasn’t long before there was a lot 
of money backing both men. And interest 
follows money in more ways than one.

Crowds began watching the men train. 
At the camp of the Mauler it was readily 
seen that he was holding back just a little. 
A clever manner of getting more Dooley 
money into the ring! Then the same was 



discovered at the Dooley camp. It was 
noticed that both men gave evidences of 
tiring easily under the strain of training.

Both men were faking! More money was 
bet and it was commonly conceded that this 
would be the fight of an age. A gathering 
of Mauler Mike adherents sought him out 
in his camp. They watched him train. For 
their benefit he “ cut loose ” a little. That 
night in the hotel lobby, new Mauler money 
was offered.

Then came a committee to the camp of 
the Socker. It savored of old times, and 
Socker caught the spirit of the thing. He 
summoned all his old tricks and made con­
siderable of an impression—for a few min­
utes. Then he met the committee in a 
heart-to-heart talk, following his “ work 
out.”

“ Gents—de only t’ing I ever got bawled 
out fer was not talkin’ enough. I ain’t no 
kind of a guy ter tell about me old man’s 
oldest son. I’m just like uh vi’let, w’en ut 
comes ter shrinkin’. But yuh kin anchor 
dis fact in fer feeble ‘ well uh thought ’: 
De’re ain’t no kind of a chanst fer dis here 
bimbo once I gets him inside de ropes!”

Socker spoke with cold finality.
There were decided and enthusiastic nods 

of approval from the avid audience. Their 
reception of his statements urged Socker 
to continue:

“ Boys, I ain’t never felt no better since 
de time I made de world sit up—an’ Dan 
Sykes lay down—an’ take notice. If yuh 
got any gelt yuh want tub see grow like an 
explosion—get it back uh me, dat’s all, get 
it back uh me! Dis here ‘ ant eater ’ ain’t 
gonna be sure uh nuttin’ after he gets a 
sniff uh de powder I carries!”

And so the ball rolled merrily on. True 
to his promise to Mauler Mike, Snippy Dix 
presented himself at the camp of Socker. 
His tale was one which would have wrung 
tears from a heart of stone. He was only 
a poor promoter. And wasn’t he slipping 
Socker a “ soft two hundred ”? Then 
wouldn’t Socker please “ make it look good ” 
by giving Mauler a chance?

“ I ain’t no crook,” Socker assured him. 
“ If you come aroun’ here tryin’ ter fix a 
frame up, I’ll leave yuh flat, Snippy. But 
dis here’s diff’runt. It don’t lose nobody 

no money an’ it don’t change de final result. 
I’ll see it your way.”

Poor Socker well knew that to see it any 
other way was the best way in the world to 
court disaster. In the excitement of the 
moment he mustn’t forget that his battle 
was “ cake and wine ” to him. To lose the 
chance meant to lose the grub. But he cer­
tainly would “ stretch ” that Mike person 
at the earliest possible moment.

With Snippy scheming, Mauler -wondering 
not a little, and Socker oblivious to all but 
a determination to make the most of a 
showing possible, the night of the fight 
arrived.

The Ginkburg Opera House was nothing 
much to boast about, but its very walls 
bulged with the perspiring humanity that 
found entrance long before the actual fight 
time arrived. It was through this cheering 
jam of fight fans that Socker made his way 
to the ring.

Be it a thousand years hence, Socker 
would always feel that indefinable thrill that 
presaged entrance to the squared circle. He 
but needed to hear the yells of welcome, 
breathe the thick smoke of unchoice tobac­
co, look upon the murky rays from the lights 
over the center of the ring; and all else in 
the world faded past the immediate call of 
memory.

Mauler Mike had preceded Socker into 
the ring. This was as it should be. There 
is nothing like “ keeping them waiting.”

Amid the incessant cheering that greeted 
his appearance Socker strode across the 
ring, stopping only when he faced Mauler 
in his own corner.

“ Come fer yer beatin’ after all, eh?” he 
sneered. “ I kinda figgered yuh’d run out 
on us.”

But the Mauler was old at the game. He 
knew the tricks and came back at Socker 
in kind. “ I’m fightin’ here nex’ week, too,” 
he pronounced in a disinterested tone. 
“ There’s a careless guy challenged de win­
ner! ”

“ What’s de idea uh de gloves? Take 
’em off! ” There was strong suspicion not 
untempered by surprise in Socker’s voice. 
That any one should attempt to take him 
in on that old game! Gloves are put on 
in the ring, and each man has a right to 



look over the hands and windings of his 
opponent.

Snippy Dix presented himself at the 
ropes. Now was the time for him to assert 
himself. He hadn’t been fooled a bit by 
the “ mutton talk.” He felt pretty certain 
that either of the men would fight a lion 
for the promised purses.

“ Take your corner, Dooley,” he snapped 
softly. “ There ain’t nothing wrong, and If 
there was it would only kill the fight. Don’t 
start nothing now.”

It wasn’t fear that deterred Socker from 
further expostulation. It was sense. He 
turned to his corner to await the bell. In 
his mind was great wonderment, neverthe­
less. There might be anything from a 
porus plaster to a meat ax under those 
gloves! Well, watch the Socker just the 
same.

“ Yuh can’t git hurt by nuttin’ dat don’t 
hit yuh,” he muttered.

He gained his corner and seated himself 
on the little stool. At his elbow was a 
local handler imbued with that instantane­
ous loyalty which is a part of his kind. If 
the Socker lost, this chap would feel it a 
personal grief. Explain it if you can, it cer­
tainly is the truth.

Then Mauler stood and shed his bath­
robe. For the first time Socker had oppor­
tunity to judge of the physique that he was 
called upon to beat into submission. He 
noted the broad, forward slung, sloping 
shoulders. He saw the hamlike fists dan­
gling almost to the knees. The heavy mus­
cles that rippled under the bestial face.

The handler, too, saw these things; and 
the crowd, as was evidenced by their ac­
claim.

“ He’s an ape ! ” gasped the handler, 
questioning the evidence of his own eyes.

Socker gazed spellbound for a fraction 
of a second. For the first time in his ring 
career he knew fear.

“ What de hell are we gonna trap dat 
with?” he whispered. “ Dat ain’t no man! ”

And from out the mystic recesses of an 
unintelligent mind came suddenly, gems of 
the deepest psychological conviction. The 
handler spoke:

“ See dem tin ears? Somebuddy hit ’em! 
De same fer dat nose, dem feeders, an’ dem 

eyes. If anybuddy hit ’em, you kin! An’ 
if you hit ’em—well, kid, we’ll find a place 
ter lay him!”

It was true. The Mauler certainly had 
been hit upon many and diverse occasions, 
to say nothing of every inch of his rippling 
carcass that presented itself to view. And 
just why had Dooley been named Socker, 
if not for the very “ sock ” that would soon 
land upon those uninviting features? The 
handler was right.

The bell rang. The fight was on.
They met in the center of the ring, Mau­

ler crouching warily, the whites of his eyes 
visible as he leered slantingly over the new 
gloves that adorned his mighty fists; Sock­
er, erect and smiling a smile that was bom 
of habit rather than desire.

A moment they fiddled for position, then 
that restless left of Socker’s straightened. 
The glove popped resoundingly onto the 
nose of Mauler Mike, and the Dooley bet­
ters shouted their approval as they saw the 
bullet head snap back. Before Mauler 
could regain his poise Socker was upon him 
and his right fist whanged against one of 
the shriveled ears.

The referee “ broke ” them from the 
clinch that ensued. As he stepped back 
Socker managed to grin meaningfully into 
Mauler’s face, and mutter—mutter some­
thing that sounded to Mike as though as­
persion was being cast upon his fighting 
prowess: “ Watch me close, Mauler. It 
ain’t never too late ter learn.”

Once again they fiddled, then suddenly 
the right hand of Mauler Mike swept for­
ward in a whistling arc. Socker had been 
waiting for that. He stepped neatly out of 
danger, and prepared to step inside again 
when the blow had passed, thus landing an­
other right of his own.

But it wasn’t to be. The blow missed 
Socker well enough, but when he went to 
step in there was no place to step. That 
fist of Mauler’s just naturally kept on going. 
There was nothing to stop it. The velocity 
of the punch took all the arm length that 
Mauler possessed. Then it took Mauler. 
It was as though he had grabbed hold at the 
end of an express train. He was jerked 
from his own feet by that flying weight and 
spun completely around before he brought 



up in a sitting position upon the floor. A 
moment he sat there, stupefied. Then he 
saw the fist on the floor of the ring, an 
arm’s length from him. He drew it to him 
and lifted it into his lap.

Socker had gone just a trifle pale at the 
course of events. To be hit by that right 
hand might mean anything from sudden 
paralysis to complete decapitation. Cer­
tainly it meant nothing less.

“ Three—four—five—”
The referee was counting, and Mauler 

rose again to his feet. There was a look of 
puzzled doubt upon his wrinkled brow. In 
a ringside seat was Snippy Dix. Their 
eyes met momentarily. The meaning that 
Snippy transferred was all too clear. Mau­
ler began to fear for his two hundred, to 
say nothing of the bonus promised. He 
happened to know that several thousands 
of dollars had been wagered upon him to 
win that fight, and it looked considerably 
as though the tail had wagged the dog on 
that last punch.

As for Socker, he was recovering from 
the first fear that had attended the proof 
of his suspicion regarding that hand of the 
Mauler’s. Here was a ring general worthy 
the name, this Socker Dooley. All in the 
world that he had was experience, but he 
had oodles of that.

He grinned just a little when they faced 
each other again.

“ Don’t drop dat mitt on yer foot, Mau­
ler,” he warned. He must play a waiting 
game, he felt, and get the Mauler to quit to 
him for fear of what would happen to him 
if the crowd learned what was in that glove. 
He whispered something of the kind to 
Mauler Mike in the next clinch.

In the second round Mauler conveyed a 
message from Snippy. The promoter had 
whispered it to one of his henchmen who 
was doing duty in Mauler’s corner.

“ De boss says dat if yer screeches about 
dis mitt, de referee is gonna call de jam 
‘ no contest,’ an’ dat means no purse. Fer 
Gawd’s sake, Dooley, be reasonable!”

Here was indeed a menace. There was 
no alternative. The fight had to continue 
on its merit, with all the advantage with 
Mauler Mike.

The second round was much like the first.

Mauler was a very tired fighter w’hen he 
sank upon the stool to be revived against 
all the laws of nature. Recuperation is the 
privilege of youth, from the ring stand­
point.

In the third Mike’s right lashed out once 
more. It barely missed Socker, who shiv­
ered a little at his proximity with devasta­
tion, then chased the Mauler across the ring 
as the latter “ followed his right.” If it 
was bard to start that weapon, it was hard­
er to stop it.

In the fourth round Mike fought defen­
sively. The right rested menacingly against 
his hip. He seemed awaiting opportunity. 
His weary left prodded ineffectually at 
Socker. He was obviously tired. Now was 
the time for Socker to finish him. Dooley 
adherents shouted encouragement and ad­
vice. But Socker seemed heedless. He 
fought no harder than Mauler.

Then came realization. Both men were 
tired out. Two left hands were partially 
suspended in mid air—tw’o hands laden with 
the weight of years and the pressure of ex­
haustion.

Two pairs of feet "wandered flat and slug­
gish about the ring. Four knees found it 
easier by far to bend than to straighten. 
Two right fists, fairest of all pugilistic pos­
sessions, hung lifeless; monumental to the 
call for youth.

But there was experience, generalship in 
that ring, past the understanding of the new 
generation of pugilists.

Whereas the Mauler awaited the one 
grand blow that would win him the fight, 
Socker sensed with a feeling of joy that the 
trick they had attempted to work on him 
was very apt to develop into a boomerang. 
He governed himself accordingly.

The Mauler’s right now hung at his knee. 
The whites of his eyes watched with a 
growing fear the lagging right of Socker. 
Every breath he drew resembled a snort. 
To land on the floor for any reason was 
to be counted out. He simply hadn’t the 
strength to get up.

What he didn’t know was that Socker 
was in exactly the same boat. Brains were 
•with Dooley to greater degree than with 
Mauler. And he used them to the extent of 
showing his condition less plainly.



By leaning forward he managed to make 
his feet follow him and got into a clinch. 
Immediately he leaned heavily upon Mau­
ler, and, had not Mike done precisely the 
same thing upon Socker, they must both 
have fallen. As it was, they swayed per­
ilously about the center of the ring, each 
preventing the other from dropping.

Poor Snippy Dix, from his ringside seat, 
sensed the impending loss of his bets. He 
became desperate.

“ Use your right!” he hissed at Mauler. 
“ Get it over!”

As if drawn by the power of a magnet, 
the fighters whirled over to the side of the 
ring, and Mauler managed to gasp forth his 
misfortune so that Snippy could hear.

“ Me right? Use it? My Gawd! I 
can’t even lift it!”

The referee was making valiant but futile 
efforts to separate the clinging men. He 
cussed and demanded to no avail. Finally 
he threatened to declare the fight no contest 
and drive the men from the ring. This 
meant no purses. The Mauler was getting 
desperate. By a mighty effort he caught 
his balance and let go his support. Once 
more the fighters faced each other.

“ Boy! If I had somebuddy ter hoist 
dis here right, I’d jus’ nach’ally drop it en­
ter yer dome, Oswald,” growled Mauler 
weakly. And from somewhere Socker 
found the strength and the humor to grin.

For a moment they stood facing each 
other. Then Socker drew back his aching 
right and managed to throw it out in the 
general direction of Mauler. In his attempt 
to avoid the punch Mike lost his balance. 
He grabbed wildly at Socker. The latter 
had thrown himself off balance with the ef­
fort of the blow, and the two crashed to the 
floor of the ring.

A sort of sigh escaped Mauler. A sigh 
of relief. They lay there a tangled mass 
of arms and legs. The referee stood over 
them uncertainly. He couldn’t count them 
both out.

Suddenly Mauler caught the eye of Dix. 
It inspired him. He made an effort to rise, 
but the mind of Socker was not as numb as 
his body. He clung with all his remaining 
strength to the torso of Mauler Mike. The 
latter gave up in despair.

“ Yuh don’t git up without yuh carry me 
wit’ yuh!” grated Socker.

Once more the referee was threatening 
that dread “ no contest ” ruling. Each 
fighter looked cautiously at the other. In 
the next few seconds the fight would be 
won or lost. Both knew that. Had either 
held up his chin for a fair chance, the other 
could not have hit it.

Then the light of an idea illumined the 
eyes of Socker. He got his knees under 
him and raised his body. Somehow he 
eluded the grasp of the Mauler and got one 
foot under himself. The crowd was cheer­
ing wildly now. Dix was screaming hoarse 
commands and threats at Mauler.

“ Leave him up!” he bellowed. “ Then 
take yer ten count for gettin’ up yourself.”

It was the one plan that was workable, 
as the Mauler readily saw. Socker got to 
his feet and skidded around the ring on 
knees bent almost double. The referee be­
gan counting over Mauler. As he did so 
Socker discovered that he could not stand 
still. He had to keep moving or sink to 
the floor.

He managed to guide his course so as 
to keep clear of the ropes. The faces of 
the crowd were a mere blur that oscillated 
dizzily. At least he knew Mauler could 
never catch him.

Mauler was on his feet now’. He man­
aged to get hold of the ropes with his left, 
and there he stood, steadying himself and 
looking around in an attempt to locate 
Socker.

“I’ll do ut!” Socker was muttering to 
himself. “It ’ll work!”

He guided his staggering steps in the di­
rection of the Mauler. The crowd yelled 
a wild approval and sprang upon chairs in 
anticipation of what was to come. Only 
hazily was the Mauler visible to Socker, 
but he steered a straight course.

As he approached the Mauler rolled his 
eyes helplessly. The right that had seemed 
a sure bet to win for him hung lifeless at 
his side. The left clutched the rope in the 
one hold that kept him upright. He might 
as well have had no hands at all.

Socker gave no heed to hitting. He just 
crashed into the form of his adversary, on 
over him, and into the ropes, w’here he hung 



like some great spider. The Mauler col­
lapsed and stayed collapsed. Once more 
the referee was mystified. From the secur­
ity of the ropes that held him upright 
Socker coughed out of flattened lungs and 
managed to gasp at the third man in the 
ring:

" Gawd, man, ain’t yuh never gonna 
count? Can’t yuh see w’en a guy’s 
licked?”

And thus it was that the Mauler listened 
to the fatal ten being tolled over him while 
Socker Dooley had the unexpected joy of 
once more looking down instead of up while 
the count was being made.

That night in the hotel lobby an enthu­
siastic gathering proclaimed the arrival of 
the victorious Socker. He swaggered into 
the place with no trace of the battle he had 
just survived. On all sides were people who 
were happy in possession of funds that 
Socker had won for them.

■' You guys might uh been a little scared 
there for a while,” grinned Socker in truly 
deprecatory manner, “ but I ain’t been in 

de game fer years without learnin’ some­
thin’. I had dat bird any time I wanted 
him after de second round. But I was 
afraid ter take a chanst on bustin’ me 
knuckle. Mebbe you guys ain’t ‘ jerry ’ to 
ut, but—I’m as good as matched wit’ 
Dempsey fer nex’ summer if he don't run 
out of ut!”

And because of their admiration for this 
great fighter and the rare ability and judg­
ment that was his, the residents of Ginkburg 
made up a purse for him from the winnings 
he had brought them.

Fickle Fate had again cast her best for­
tunes upon the passing Socker. As he left 
the hotel to catch the early morning train 
for the East he passed a little group at the 
door who were still talking over the fight 
of the night before.

“This man Dooley’s got everything!” 
one of them proclaimed knowingly. “ If 
he fights Dempsey he’ll give him a battle.”

“ You sed ut, kid,” agreed Socker ve­
hemently. “ Stowin’ away dese guys is a 
evenin’s pleasure fer me!”

u u n

THE IRON-KNEED
CQUIRREL-COATS and coon-wraps,

Not as Lobby loon-traps
Do I see them since I’ve steeped in our good old times;

But as winter shags for men,
B reasters of the blizzards when

Pewter pennies could buy more than our silver dimes.

Squirrel-tails and coon-caps!
Scant the afternoon naps

For the stripe of Marion, spit of Daniel Boone,
One the flail of Cherokee,
The other sharper than Shawnee,

Adventurers that aimed as high as if they sought the moon.

Squirrel-coats and coon-wraps,
Covering no June-laps

Flower-soft like Luxury’s: these men were iron-kneed
They’d have scotched the parlor snake,
Indian giver of tea and cake,

Trenchermen and tankardmen of blizzard-white breed?
Richard Butter Glaenzer.
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CHAPTER XXXIII.
PRINCESS OR CINDERELLA?

HERE’S the Priory—you can see it 
across the meadow.”

Julie Duplessus gasped with as­
tonishment, and Jack Kennard dug his 
hands into the pockets of his ulster and 
told himself that the wealth of the Beau­
forts must be beyond his limited imagina­
tion.

He frowned as he glanced at the clear 
profile of the girl who was his wife. So 
haughty, so coldly serene behind the glitter­
ing barricade of her riches, she became in 
that moment unattainable.

There it lay, Beaufort Priory, one of the 
noble country houses of England; its gran­
ite walls hung with the ivy of centuries; 

its broad terraces and great arched gate­
way through which a coach and four 
could drive to the inner quadrangle; its 
clock tower and cobbled bridge over what 
had once been a moat. The Priory had 
been lost to the Beauforts for a hundred 
years before Carol’s father bought it back 
again.

“It is all—yours!” Julie Duplessus ex­
claimed faintly, as the car slid swiftly along 
the driveway—half a mile from the entrance 
gates to the mansion itself.

“ Yes, it is all mine,” Carol replied, thrill­
ing a little.

Although London was fog bound that 
morning, the countryside lay under a blazing 
sun, which contradiction so often happens. 
The air was still, and as the car passed 
under the arched tower gate into the court­
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yard one felt that a purposeful hush per­
vaded the atmosphere.

The main doorway was flung open and 
two footmen appeared. From their de­
meanor, Carol knew at once that the mes­
sage concerning her uncle was a true one.

The housekeeper, in softly rustling black 
silk, hurried forward to welcome her.

“ This is my husband, Mrs. Blake,” she 
said.

The housekeeper dropped an old-fash­
ioned curtsy.

“ And my uncle?” Carol asked.
“ There’s not much hope, miss—I should 

say, madam. I’m afraid not.”
“ Tell me.”
“ Well, he wasn’t really so bad until yes­

terday. Just influenza, as you might say. 
Miss Beaufort called in Dr. Ransome from 
the village, and he told the colonel to keep 
to his bed.

“ Well, you know, miss—madam—-the 
colonel’s more used to giving orders than 
taking ’em. He would get up. He spent 
all yesterday in the library going over busi­
ness papers and things. Seems as if he 
knew he was in for it.

“ A dozen times he was on the telephone 
to Mr. Barnes, and Miss Beaufort couldn’t 
do nothing with him. When Dr. Ransome 
called again in the evening he said he must 
have Dr. Izzard down. He couldn’t take 
the responsibility alone. Dr. Izzard’s with 
the colonel now.”

“ He really is dangerously ill.” Carol 
could scarcely comprehend it.

“ Yes, madam. Dr. Izzard says we must 
be prepared for the worst.” There was 
sympathy for the young mistress in Mrs. 
Blake’s eyes, but no trace of moisture.

“ And my aunt? I must go to her at 
once.”

“ Miss Beaufort’s resting just now, 
madam. I suggest that you have some tea. 
You must be tired after your long drive. 
I’ll send in tea and then see about your 
rooms.” The housekeeper glanced a little 
dubiously at Kennard and Julie Duplessus. 
“ I had your room got ready, Miss Carol— 
I mean, madam. But Miss Beaufort didn’t 
say anything about—”

“ Just tuck me in wherever it’s most con­
venient, Mrs. Blake,” Jack said.

“ The tapestry room,” Carol suggested.
Mrs. Blake was surprised, but concealed 

it. The tapestry room was in the west wing, 
whereas the apartments occupied by the 
family were in the eastern one.

“ And give Miss Duplessus the powder 
closet next my dressing room,” Carol said, 
thus disposing of the matter. “I should 
like to see Dr. Izzard.”

“ Yes, madam. I’ll tell him you are 
here.”

At that moment a decrepit cab from the 
station lumbered up, depositing Mr. Barnes, 
the solicitor. He had a worried expression 
and he was burdened with an immense tin 
dispatch box marked with the name of Col­
onel James Beaufort.

Jack Kennard felt out of it all, as he had 
from the moment Beaufort Priory was 
pointed out to him across the lush meadows. 
He wondered what on earth he was doing 
here, anyway; how small his own offering 
to Carol could be, even if she condescended 
to take it.

Until now he hadn’t thought of himself 
exactly as a poor man, despite the splendor 
of the house in Grosvenor Square. That 
house had made him feel sorry for Carol. 
The Priory gave him serious material for 
thought.

He could give her his love, supposing it 
were ever acceptable, and nothing more of 
the slightest value, as far as she was con­
cerned. The modest but beautiful home of 
his dreams crumbled into the air from which 
it had arisen.

She already had her homes—too many 
of them, and too overpowering. In effect, 
she had the whole world, and she didn’t 
want his love. In that moment there 
was a certain kinship of feeling between 
Jack Kennard and Father Dawley.

He tried to recall that it was only yester­
day when she had seemed to be so cozily 
at home in Mrs. Carey’s studio.

They had their tea, at which Dr. Izzard 
and the solicitor joined them, but the doc­
tor made short work of it. He had to get 
back to the sick room.

The solicitor, a thin, elderly man, whose 
well known city firm had attended to the 
affairs of the Beauforts for thirty years, 
stared mournfully at Carol and said little.



In all delicacy they could not discuss legal 
matters just yet.

The French girl, taken in charge by 
Mrs. Blake, went up to unpack Carol’s be­
longings and Carol was soon informed that 
her Aunt Pamela would receive her. It 
was like Aunt Pam to hold herself aloof, 
to instill awe-inspiring ceremony into any 
crisis.

As Carol hurried along the endless corri­
dor to Miss Beaufort’s suite, she pictured 
her aunt severely imposing, detached from 
any outward semblance of grief, as she had 
been when Carol’s father died. Aunt Pam 
would be distressed, but she would not 
show it.

To Carol’s intense surprise, however, she 
found Miss Beaufort in a state of agitation 
bordering on collapse. In her younger days 
she had been a great beauty and still pre­
served many traces of the rather cold fas­
cination she had shed about her as a girl.

To-day she seemed'all gone to pieces; her 
hair was ruffled, her face blotched from 
weeping. She began to tremble violently 
when Carol came into the room and sank 
down in a chair close to the fire, crouching 
and quivering like a sick animal.

“ Oh, poor Aunt Pam 1 ” Carol cried, for­
getting all her own grievances at the sight 
of that wretched figure. “ I’m so sorry for 
you, dear. Perhaps he’ll get better. Don’t 
cry, dear.”

Miss Beaufort straightened up for an in­
stant, then her shoulders sagged again.

“ It’s all right,” she muttered thickly. 
“ Only—you see I’m in no condition to meet 
your husband. Was it necessary to bring 
him here—at such a time.”

This was more like the Aunt Pam whom 
Carol could understand.

“ Don’t you think he ought to be here?” 
she asked.

“ You knew your uncle’s wishes. I sup­
pose even while he lies on his death bed 
you won’t give in,” Miss Beaufort sobbed.

“ You mean, have my marriage an­
nulled?”

Miss Beaufort nodded and shook out a 
fresh handkerchief, which she applied to her 
eyes.

“ I’m afraid I can’t let anybody else de­
cide that for me,” Carol replied.

“ Will you appoint him to manage your 
affairs after—after poor Jim—”

“ Dear Aunt Pam, I hadn’t thought 
about anything of that sort.”

“ You will have to think shortly.”
One of the nurses entered the room and 

beckoned silently. Miss Beaufort jumped 
to her feet, made a wavering motion to 
smooth her ruffled hair, and turned a white 
face to Carol.

“ Come,” she said.

“ Colonel Beaufort has passed away, sir,” 
one of the solemn footmen announced some 
half an hour later. He lifted the ponderous 
tea tray and paced out with it.

Mr. Barnes coughed and took the pre­
caution to look at his watch.

“ Fifteen minutes to six,” he said as if 
that had an important bearing on the 
matter.

Jack Kennard and the solicitor had been 
left to their own devices in the great en­
trance hall, with its tapestries and stags’ 
heads and the mammoth chimneyplace, 
where one might almost believe the pro­
verbial ox could be roasted. They had 
talked about the weather and other manu­
factured subjects. From time to time Mr. 
Barnes would break off in the midst of a 
sentence to stare meditatively at the tin 
dispatch case he had brought with him.

“ It—er—seems to have been very sud­
den,” Jack replied awkwardly to his com­
panion’s comment on the time.

“ Well, in a manner of speaking, yes. The 
old gentleman’s been breaking up for some 
time. We knew it. We all knew it. He 
was ripe to be carried off by anything.”

Mr. Barnes’s manner implied that he him­
self was a two-year-old by comparison with 
the late Colonel Beaufort.

Jack fidgeted uneasily. He wondered if 
there wasn’t something he ought to do at 
once to show his helpfulness. Had Carol 
been tremendously fond of her uncle? 
There would be telegrams to send, the fu­
neral arrangements to be made.

But these people were so self-sufficient. 
It seemed as if a Beaufort funeral, like a 
Beaufort wedding, would carry itself to a 
triumphant conclusion by its own magni­
tude. Very likely Mr. Barnes had already 



made the arrangements when all was lack­
ing but the corpse.

“ Perhaps you would like to go to your 
room,’" Jack suggested, smiling grimly to 
himself at daring to take on the role of 
host even to this small extent.

“ Presently. Will you come into the 
library a moment? Unless, of course, Mrs. 
Kennard—”

“ Oh, my wife will be with her aunt,” 
Jack replied.

He wondered if Mr. Barnes knew how 
precariously Carol and he were married. 
Colonel Beaufort would surely have taken 
his solicitor into confidence on that sub­
ject. But it soon became apparent that 
Colonel Beaufort had done nothing of the 
sort.

“ Fine old place this.” murmured Mr. 
Barnes as he lifted his dispatch box. 
“ Great pity! Terrible shame. Mr. Fran­
cis would turn in his grave if he knew. I 
mean in his coffin. There’s the most amaz­
ing vault under the chapel. You'll have the 
pleasure of seeing it. The last of the Beau­
forts. All of that name gone now—I mean 
this family. Air. James was the last. Per­
haps it’s as well he didn’t marry. He never 
had a head on him for much of anything.”

Jack caught only snatches of this speech, 
and these he did not understand.

Mr. Barnes knew the way of the house 
and exhibited it with the pride of an official 
guide. The library was magnificent, but it 
had a cold, unused look. All those books. 
It would take a lifetime to read them.

Jack was just enough of a student to 
feel his fingers itch at the sight of those 
thousands of warm, mellow bindings. Wal­
ter Rathbone would have gone stark, star­
ing mad at the idea of any one person being 
able to command such a treasure house for 
his or her personal indulgence.

“ Tidy lot of books, eh? That portrait 
over the mantel is a genuine Franz Hals. 
Well, there isn’t much of a fire in here. I 
wonder if I might venture to smoke?”

“ I don’t see why not,” Jack replied.
The presence of the dead seemed very re­

mote in this vast establishment.
Mr. Barnes produced a shabby old pipe 

and loaded it.
“ Strictly speaking, what I want to say 

to you, Mr. Kennard, is unprofessional. 
However, you are Miss Carol’s husband, 
and as a humane man, I feel that she ought 

■—in a manner of speaking—to be prepared 
for the worst. I am not acting entirely 
upon my own discretion. Only yesterday, 
poor Colonel Beaufort begged me over the 
telephone to prepare her. Properly speak­
ing, you are the one to do it.”

Jack moistened his lips which had gone 
suddenly dry with apprehension.

*• For what am I to prepare her?” he 
asked.

Air. Barnes gave him a commiserating 
glance.

“ Colonel Beaufort got through her 
money. That’s it in a nutshell. He never 
had any head for business and Air. Francis 
ought to have known that. Everything the 
colonel touched went wrong. He shouldn’t 
have touched anything—but he had full 
control and could do as he liked.

“ He fancied himself buying and selling 
shares and messing about generally, and 
he laid his failures to the war. That might 
have had something to do with it, but not 
all—not all, by any means. For two years 
he’s met your wife’s supposed income out of 
capital.

“ In another year the crash would have 
been inevitable. As it is, we may be able— 
after everything is settled up—to make a 
little income of a thousand or so for her. 
Aliss Pamela has a private settlement from 
Air. Francis, which leaves her modestly in­
dependent.”

It appeared to the solicitor that Air. 
Kennard was scarcely attending to his mo­
mentous news.

In fact, Jack’s thoughts were far a-field. 
His dream home had come into being again.

If it were true that Carol had lost her 
heritage, might there not be some hope that 
she would find it again, in a different way?

CHAPTER XXXIV.

THE HEART KNOWS.

IT was all over, and what a business it 
had been. Jack Kennard had settled 
down in the vast library which by now 

had become quite a companionable apart- 
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ment, with the extra tables put in for the 
convenience of Mr. Barnes’s multitudinous 
documents and the accommodation of the 
two secretaries and lawyer’s clerk.

Miss Duplessus took her turn at the type­
writer, having volunteered the information 
that she was accomplished in that direction, 
and proved invaluable. She was an intelli­
gent little thing and a hard worker. The 
library at Beaufort Priory had become a 
teeming office for winding up affairs of the 
estate.

Through it all the two black robed wom­
en, aunt and niece, moved as in some sinis­
ter dream. Miss Pamela had suspected that 
everything was not well with her brother’s 
financial industry, but she had not remotely 
suspected the worst, and it was the worst 
which had happened.

As they went into it, deeper and deeper, 
it became apparent that when Mr. Barnes 
had said there might be an income of a 
thousand or so for Carol, he had been rather 
too optimistic. In sheer panic Colonel 
Beaufort must have thrown good money 
after bad, hoping to retrieve his disastrous 
speculations. The vast fortune which 
Carol’s father had built up was scattered to 
the winds.

Miss Pamela, luckily for herself, was 
snugly sheltered from the gale. Some in­
stinct had made her keep her investments 
in her own hands. Tearfully she said she 
would share what she had with Carol; they 
two would make a little home for them­
selves somewhere. She was quite consis­
tent in her ignoring of Kennard.

The mortgages over Beaufort Priory 
weighed heavily on her. Of course they 
need not turn out this very moment, she 
understood that, but it was a great anxiety 
to feel that she might be called upon to help 
with the running expenses.

Carol, herself, was dazed. Her strongest 
feeling was one of pity for Uncle Jim. No 
wonder he had refused when she wanted 
to make settlement on Lloyd.

Poor Uncle Jim—he must have lived a 
dog’s life these last few years. No won­
der he had tried to persuade her to have 
her marriage annulled. He had gone in 
constant fear of having to face the facts 
which his folly had produced.

9 A

Yet it was difficult to reconcile one’s 
memory of him with this idea of a haunted 
man. Uncle Jim had always appeared so 
full of self-confidence, so pompously secure 
of himself, so dictatorial to others; and 
while he must have spent quite a lot of time 
blundering on the Stock Exchange, one re­
membered him best as setting out for his 
club where the rubbers of bridge went on 
until the small hours. Auction bridge had 
appeared to be the only serious business of 
his life.

And now he was dead—“ Timed it nice­
ly,” as Mr. Barnes said~the last of the 
Beauforts, laid to rest in the vault of his 
forefathers by the kindness of the war 
profiteer who now practically owned the 
Priory, and all that in it lay, to the very 
coffins under the chapel.

There had been a great gathering of the 
clan, but among them were no male Beau­
forts. Here and there a spinster cousin 
bore the name, and there were plenty of 
sons of married daughters, but they were 
not Beauforts.

Carol had received one letter from Sybil 
Carey which she answered. Mrs. Carey 
wrote, without knowing of the financial 
crash, just a formal letter of condolence, 
and the mere announcement that she was 
going away somewhere.

Father Dawley, much depressed, came 
down for the funeral. The mission was 
endowed sufficiently to keep it going as it 
was, but the endowment allowed for no 
luxuries in the way of charity, and Father 
Dawley felt that in some way he had been 
treated unfairly. He found it very hard 
to get it through his head that things were 
as bad as they were, and he did not urge 
Carol to return to St. Bede’s.

She reminded him of his promise to find 
employment for Julie Duplessus, and he 
replied vaguely that he would try, but the 
parish was not very prosperous, so many 
poor people, out of work, et cetera, that it 
was doubtful if he could do anything.

He was a little cold toward Carol, and it 
was from him she first learned that some 
of her worldly importance had vanished. 
She did not realize that Father Dawley’s 
coldness was not merely a matter of money, 
although that had something to do with it.



He was genuinely hurt with her for seem­
ing to prefer Jack Kennard to St. Bede’s.

During that period, Carol found her 
greatest comfort in the companionship of 
Julie Duplessus. Aunt Pam, of course, did 
not in the least approve of the French girl. 
She said she was “ a common little thing,” 
and Carol would soon find out how impos­
sible it was to look after every waif and 
stray who solicited her charity.

But worst of all, this girl’s history was 
dead against her. She had been, on her 
own confession, one of a gang of thieves. 
Beaufort Priory was filled with valuables. 
Who cotftd say, with a girl like that in the 
house, what might not happen?

Dandy Grogan, according to the news­
paper reports which Aunt Pam had read, 
had been Julie’s lover, and he was still at 
large. For all they knew, she might be in 
communication with him.

In vain did Carol protest that, having 
betrayed the gang, Julie vrent in fear of 
her life from Dandy Grogan; that the girl 
had never willingly lent herself to that life. 
Aunt Pam knew better, and was as dis­
agreeable as she well could be.

The attachment of the French girl was 
sincere. She wept when she learned that 
“ all this ” did not belong to Mrs. Kennard, 
after all; that Mrs. Kennard had been 
stripped of her earthly goods. She toiled 
at the typewriter to save the cost of an 
extra clerk, and sat up late at night sewing 
for Carol’s benefit. For an hour in the 
afternoons they walked in the vast park 
Carol for exercise; Julie, in painfully high­
heeled shoes, for sheer love of Carol.

“ It is so sad, for you, madame—but it 
might be so much worse,” Julie would say, 
determined to be cheerful. “ With such a 
kind and handsome husband, you are not 
poor, really. Me—I hope one day to be 
married, also.”

« Do you? Why?” Carol would ask.
“Ah, madame, surely the answer is in 

your own heart!”
But one day, in the midst of this sort of 

thing, it suddenly struck Julie Duplessus 
that she had made a colossal blunder. She 
flushed up to the eyes, stumbled in her 
speech, and said no more.

She hadn’t thought of it before, that this 

young couple, so recently married, inhabit­
ed separate wings of the palace — so to 
speak—and, as far as one gathered, never 
saw each other except at meals and when 
Carol came to sign document in the li­
brary.

Why, Julie herself had a great deal more 
to do with Mr. Kennard than his own wife. 
Sometimes they had worked together until 
midnight, with never a single interruption 
from Mrs. Kennard. Had Mrs. Kennard 
objected?

The French girl -was shrewd, and under­
stood human nature. She could detect no 
sign of jealousy in Carol’s manner toward 
herself, and while Julie rather admired 
Jack, and thought his jokes too clever for 
words, she was quite innocent of any feel­
ing to which a wife could take exception.

CHAPTER XXXV.
THE MAN WITH HENNA HAIR.

IT -was Christmas Eve, and James Beau­
fort had lain in his coffin nearly three 
weeks, when an uninvited sinister guest 

came to the Priory. He was so modest 
about the sort of reception he might re­
ceive that, although he had arrived early 
in the day in the guise of an inspector 
from the local waterworks, it was not until 
after midnight that he intended to have a 
look around.

All day he had waited philosophically in 
a cold attic room, sustained by a pocketful 
of sandwiches, a flask of whisky, and in­
numerable ciragettes. In one of his pockets 
was a sharp-bladed, ugly looking knife, and 
in his heart was murder. He also had a 
large black bag for what plunder might 
come his way.

But murder was his real mission. Dandy 
Grogan had that temperament which never 
forgives an injury, and he was not one to 
count the cost. For instance, it mattered 
not to him that the mediaeval architecture 
of the Priory admitted of but one entrance 
—or exit—for tradesman, commoner or 
peer, and that when at night the massive 
gates under the clock tower were closed, 
whoever was inside and wanted to get out 
might experience considerable difficulty.



There was a sheer drop of twenty-five 
feet from the ground floor windows to the 
grassy bed of the moat, and a watchman 
was on duty all night. Grogan, however, 
had no fear but that he could negotiate 
that drop without injury to himself. He 
was as lithe as a cat. His greatest problem 
.was to locate the bedroom of the girl into 
whose heart he meant to plunge his knife.

Downstairs there had been no special 
attempt at festival. Turkey and plum 
pudding appeared at dinner mechanically, 
as it were. Also a bottle of ’49 port which 
the butler produced at a strong hint from 
Mr. Barnes, who felt that he needed it.

There had been no thought of Christmas 
gifts. The day was upon them before any­
body realized it. After dinner a table for 
bridge was made up, Miss Beaufort, driven 
by boredom, consenting to waive her an­
tipathy to Kennard for the evening. They 
played in one of the small drawing-rooms, 
and she graciously permitted the men to 
smoke.

Julie Duplessus went into the library to 
finish off a batch of letters.

She felt a little melancholy. What on 
earth was to be her future? Miss Beau­
fort’s hints, and the obvious situation which 
unfolded itself in every letter she typed, 
told her that even were Mrs. Kennard of 
a mind to employ her indefinitely in the 
capacity of secretary companion, there 
would be neither the money nor the reason 
for such a situation. But depressing as it 
was, this Christmas was infinitely better 
than last, and perhaps next year’s would 
show a further improvement.

Tap, tap, tap, went the typewriter, under 
her slim fingers. Anyway, she was earning 
her board and keep. All she wanted was 
to go on earning it. Tap, tap, tappity-tap.

What was there wrong between Mr. and 
Mrs. Kennard? They ought to be so hap­
py. It couldn’t be because Mrs. Kennard 
had lost all her money. Mr. Kennard 
wasn’t that sort of gentleman at all. Were 
most marriages unhappy? So soon, too. 
Tappity-tap, tap, tap-tap.

Upstairs in the secluded attic of his 
choice, Dandy Grogan rose from the trunk 
upon which he had been reclining, stretched 

his stiffened muscles and thought he might 
as well spy out the lay of the land a little. 
He knew the ways of big houses.

It was that quiet hour after dinner when 
the family fed and, their wants satisfied for 
the moment, the servants would be gath­
ered for their own evening meal. A little 
later the maids would be turning down 
beds and the footmen replenishing fires, 
but just now one could count upon com­
parative privacy.

He ventured forth and made his way 
down to the bedroom floor. His instinct 
was cunning in such matters, and it was 
scarcely a couple of moments before he dis­
covered Carol’s rooms and the powder 
closet adjoining. This, beyond a doubt, 
was Julie Duplessus’s bedroom, for the 
proof was there on the mantel, the treasured 
photograph of her father in its battered 
frame which accompanied her everywhere.

So she was here. He had feared a little 
that the rumors which had reached him 
were not reliable. One of his pals who 
lived in Limehouse had told him that she 
was first staying at St. Bede’s Mission, but 
had gone into the country with Mrs. Ken­
nard. She was here.

And now that he was here, in her room, 
wouldn’t it be as well to stay? He took 
a quick survey of the possible hidingplaces. 
It was decidedly risky. One side of the 
room was occupied by built-in cupboards, 
originally all shelved, but some had been 
converted into hanging wardrobes.

He investigated them and found one 
stacked with household linen and blankets. 
It was scarcely likely that Julie would have 
any reason to use that one.

Ascertaining that the door was pierced 
at the top for ventilation, Grogan burrowed 
down among the blankets and shut himself 
in. It was much more comfortable here 
than in the cheerless attic. He finished his 
whisky, and decided that a little nap 
wouldn’t do him any harm. He could sleep 
quite expertly with an eye and an ear open.

Tap, tappity-tap, tap. Very near the 
end of her task, now. She might as well go 
to bed, although it was still early. Only 
half past ten.

Miss Duplessus drew out the last typed 



sheet and laid it together with the others 
on Mr. Barnes’s desk, ready for him to 
sign to-morrow.

To-morrow was Christmas Day, and 
Father Dawley was coming down to hold 
a special service for them. It was a feast 
day, yet no feast had been prepared for the 
heart of poor Mrs. Kennard.

“ It is a very sad world,” said Julie to 
herself. “ I am young, but I have found 
that out, already.”

Yes, she might as well go to bed.
One of the footmen came in.
“ A gentleman has called to see you, miss. 

Mr. Rathbone.”
Julie was puzzled only for the merest 

moment. Then she remembered that the 
clerks and messengers from Mr. Barnes’s 
City office were in the habit of appearing 
when one least expected them. She only 
hoped this would not mean more work for 
her to-night.

“ All right,” she drawled indifferently.
And the next moment she was face to 

face with her fate.
True, she did not instantly recognize 

him as such. Mr. Rathbone’s appearance 
was very much against him; he was handi­
capped at the start, but he soon made up 
for that.

For five solid hours he had sheltered 
himself from observation behind the trunk 
of a giant oak tree in the park from where 
he could command a view of the great 
gates under the clock tower. He even 
waited an hour after they had been closed 
for the night. And before then—that is 
to say, before five o’clock—he had kept 
a vigil, all along the line, that seemed to 
have been endless.

He was frozen stiff; hungry to the point 
where it had become ravenous; even thirsty. 
Not only his nose, but his whole face was 
blue, and the sight of it, corpselike and 
decorated with those extraordinary spec­
tacles, caused Julie to start back with a 
faint exclamation of alarm, as he unwound 
the cozy muffler which should have warmed 
him, but somehow hadn’t.

“ You don’t know how glad I am to see 
you, Miss Duplessus,” he began. “ Alive 
and well. I must confess I was some wor­
ried.”

“ I do not think I understand. Have I 
met you?”

“ Well, you might have noticed me,” said 
Rathbone, with becoming modesty. “ I 
was in the court aM through that coroner’s 
business. I noticed you.”

“ No, I didn’t,” Julie said frankly. 
“ What is it you wish of me, Mr.-—er—”

“ Rathbone. Walter. That’s my name. 
Don’t be alarmed, Miss Duplessus. You 
are in no danger now that I am here.”

Julie took another step backward, which 
brought her within reaching distance of the 
bell.

“ What is it you wish of me?” she re­
peated.

“ I’ll just check my notes, if I may,” he 
replied, whipping a fat copybook out of his 
pocket. “ Then, if I am right, we can pro­
ceed.”

Julie laid her hand on the bell-push, 
ready for any emergency. Was he mad, 
this blue-faced young man with the hideous 
goggles?

“ You must tell me, should I be wrong in 
any one particular—which I doubt,” he 
declared, absorbedly flipping over the pages 
of his well-filled book. “ Ah, here we are— 
‘ Duplessus, Julie. Remarkably interest­
ing girl. Gave evidence that—’ Wait a 
minute. The next page, I think. Yes, 
this is it—‘ Miss Duplessus said that Gro­
gan, the wanted man, was a very desperate 
character and that she had reason to fear 
he might take vengeance on her for what 
she had done? Is that right, Miss 
Duplessus?”

Dry lipped, Julie nodded. “ Are you a 
detective?” she faltered.

Rathbone seemed to consider this ques­
tion before replying. One could almost 
see him turning it over in his mind.

“ I’m working on the Hugh Lloyd case,” 
he said finally, “ but independently of the 
police, if you understand what I mean.”

“ Oh—a private detective.”
“ Something like that,” he admitted. 

“ I’m a scientist, really. I work entirely on 
scientific methods—now, against your name 
I’ve got these further notes: ‘ Living for 
the present at St. Bede’s Mission in Lime­
house. Presumably under the protection 
of Mrs. Kennard. Question, why? An­



swer, see above’—‘ left on Tuesday with 
Mrs. Kennard for Beaufort Priory. Great 
Beaufort, Kent ’—is this correct, Miss 
Duplessus?”

“ I think it was Tuesday that we came 
down,” Julie agreed.

Rathbone shut his note-book. “ There’s 
lots more, but I can tell it to you—the fact 
is, I’ve been thinking about you—in con­
nection with this case, of course—and I’ve 
been worried about this fellow Grogan.

“ I went to Scotland Yard and got copies 
of his photographs and full description, 
and there’s a girl who lives in my board­
ing house told me she’d met him once, 
playing the swell in the West End. I got 
her to tell me all about him she could. For 
one thing, she said his hair was a funny 
red. If he hadn’t been a man, she’d have 
thought he dyed it.”

“ He does,” Julie put in breathlessly. 
“ He uses henna. I don’t know whether 
it’s for a disguise or vanity.”

Rathbone glowed. He was thawing out, 
now, and had quite forgotten his hunger. 
And Julie forgot the bell.

“ You have seen Grogan? xbu know 
where he is?” she asked.

But the American was too much of an 
artist to be hurried.

“ This morning it struck me that I 
needed a day in the country',” he began 
afresh, “ and the Lloyd case being on my 
mind, I decided to combine work with 
pleasure. .Anyway, I wanted to have a look 
at this Priory. I came down in a third- 
class compartment with a most unpleasant 
looking fellow, and he asked me some ques­
tions about Great Beaufort which I 
couldn’t answer. I didn’t tell him I was 
going there, myself.”

“ Grogan! Did he come here?” The 
girl was as white as a sheet.

“ There now—didn’t I tell you it’s all 
right? Just you listen. Yes, I came to 
the conclusion that the fellow was Gro­
gan. I don’t believe I’m mistaken. His 
natural hair is a sort of mousey brown, 
isn’t it? Well, he’s letting it go back to 
brown, but it still shows the henna—

“ He jumped out of the carriage almost 
before the train stopped, while I waited 
until it was starting again. By that time 

he had disappeared. I inquired my way to 
the Priory, finding out that visitors are al­
lowed in the park, and pretty soon along 
comes this fellow, wearing a peaked cap 
with Inspector written on it and carrying 
one of those iron hook things that they use 
to open the lids of gas and water mains.

In the train, he’d had it wrapped up 
in paper. I thought from the shape that 
it was a golf stick. And in the train he 
was wearing a soft hat.

“I let him pass me, and he just threw 
me an indifferent look as though he’d never 
seen me before in his life. I saw him speak 
to the man at the gate, and then go on 
in, across the courtyard to what I took to 
be the kitchen quarters.

“ Well, Miss Duplessus, the long and the 
short of it is that he hasn’t come out. I’ve 
been hanging around all day, nothing to 
eat, frozen stiff, watching for that bogus 
Inspector, who if he isn’t Dandy Grogan, 
this is where I retire from the detective 
business, here and now.”

“ Why did you ask for me? Why didn’t 
you ask for Mrs. Kennard?” she gasped.

Rathbone was as frank as he was 
methodical.

“ Because I wasn’t so sure that your 
stunt in court of being so afraid of Grogan 
wasn’t bluff—that’s why. I thought you 
might know he was here. Get me? I 
don’t want to insult you, but I never take 
anything on trust. I have to prove it. 
That’s my nature. I can’t help myself.”

This was not time to quarrel over in­
sults. Julie’s little hands clenched together 
and she gave an apprehensive start as a 
log crashed in the fireplace.

“ Oh'—but you say he is here, here! 
Where?”

“ Don’t worry. This is a big place. 
He’s hiding until everybody’s gone to bed, 
and then he’s going to come out and pinch 
the spoons and any other jewelry he can 
lay his hands on.”

“ He has come to kill me! ” the girl whis­
pered, her eyes searching the shadowy cor­
ners of the room. If it is true that he 
is here.”

“ Well, pull yourself together, kid.”
Rathbone took off his overcoat, although 

not invited to do so, and cast a speculative 



eye on the fire-irons. A poker would make 
a good emergency weapon.

“ I must tell Mr. Kennard,” Julie said. 
“ But I am afraid—afraid to cross the hall 
alone.”

She stumbled as she went toward the 
bell and Rathbone considerately caught her, 
with the effect that there was an immediate 
improvement in his circulation.

“ I’ll tell you what,” he said hurriedly. 
“ They’ll give Grogan at least five years 
in jail, and long before then you might be 
living in California. You never know. It’s 
a grand climate. You wouldn’t be afraid 
of him in California.”

Julie smiled wanly. “ Do you live 
there?” she asked.

“ When I’m at home.”
“ I don’t think I should be afraid—where 

you are. You are so clever.”
Rathbone tried not to feel puffed up. He 

had known from the first that Julie 
Duplessus was the girl for him.

Very few women had told him that he 
was clever. The ordinary female brain was 
not capable of appreciating him.

Miss Beaufort stared indignantly at the 
footman who had come to interrupt a most 
important rubber.

“ Miss Duplessus wishes to see Mr. Ken­
nard?” she repeated coldly. “What can 
you possibly mean, Turner?”

The footman looked uncomfortable.
“ I’m sorry, miss. I was told not to 

alarm you. But a detective has called, ask­
ing for Miss Duplessus, and he says there’s 
a burglar in the house. Mr. Kennard might 
wish to ring up the police.”

Jack rose hastily, followed by Mr. 
Barnes.

“ A detective,” exclaimed Miss Beau­
fort. “ He asked for that girl. Did you 
hear, Carol? What did I tell you?”

CHAPTER XXXVI.

THE BITER BITTEN.

CAROL said nothing in reply to her 
aunt’s taunt, but hurried out in the 
wake of Jack and Mr. Barnes.

The footman’s announcement had been 

suggestive. The “ detective ” had asked 
for Miss Duplessus, and there was a bur­
glar in the house. If the little French girl, 
so childlike in many ways, had deceived her, 
Carol felt she could have no more faith 
in human nature.

There was much confusion in the library. 
Jack had sent at once for the housekeeper 
and menservants, and they were arriving 
in various states of dress and semi-dress. 
The ponderous Carson, brought down from 
Grosvenor Square, had exchanged his 
ceremonial coat for a comfortable old one 
of black alpaca; the housekeeper’s feet 
were encased in red felt slippers, and there 
was a general air about her of one who had 
been on the point of going to bed; the knife 
and boots boy was in his shirt sleeves and 
baize apron.

Directly Carol set eyes on Rathbone, she 
remembered where she had seen him before, 
and in whose company. Was he the “ de­
tective?” Apparently so. Such an oddly 
familiar way he had, of button-holing Jack 
as though they were equals if not fast 
friends. She caught a little of what he 
■was saying.

“ Now, sir, I guess we needn’t take up 
too much time over this. It’s that fellow, 
Grogan. I’ve talked to Miss Duplessus, 
and she’s of a similar opinion to mine. 
Just find out if an ‘ Inspector ’ of some­
thing or other called here about lunch 
time.”

Julie Duplessus, white and trembling 
though she was, did not impress Carol as 
looking guilty.

“ Julie, do you know anything about 
this?” Carol asked.

“ Ah, madame, if it is true that he is 
here, then he has come to kill me. But I 
do not know. The American gentleman 
may be mistaken. It is such a strange 
story that he told me. He asks to see me 
because he says I may know something. 
But I know nothing. I am only afraid— 
a coward, madame. They killed my cour­
age, those people. I want to go far away, 
forget; I want to go to—to California!”

The knife and boots boy supplied evi­
dence. He talked most reluctantly, be­
cause he had a feeling that somebody would 
hold him to blame. His apprehensions 



were justified. Under the merciless cross- 
examining of Mr. Barnes he nearly col­
lapsed.

Yes, he was the one who had been en­
countered by the man from the water­
works. He was terribly busy at the time; 
certainly the man was an accredited official; 
“ Inspector ” was on his cap—a blue cap 
with white letters.

“ And what did you do?” Mr. Barnes 
interrupted.

“ Wbv, sir; I let him in.”
“ Where?”
“ He said he had to examine the bath­

room taps.”
“ Did you take him upstairs?”
“ N-no, sir. He said he knew the way.”
“ Did you see him, again?”
“ N-no, sir.”
“ Then, as far as you know, he is still 

on the premises?”
The knife and boots boy burst into tears 

and was roughly shaken by one of the 
younger footmen.

“ I suggest that we ring up the local po­
lice and then organize a search,” Rathbone 
said. “ If my surmise is correct, and I’ve 
not the least doubt about it, we’ve got the 
fellow trapped.”

Again Carol looked sharply at Julie, but 
it was plain that the French girl was guilt­
less.

“ He is very clever,” Julie said faintly. 
“ And he carries a knife. Oh, madame, can 
we not lock ourselves up somewhere? You 
and Miss Beaufort and I.”

“ I think,” said the housekeeper, “ that 
I will take the maids down to my sitting 
room.”

She did not like the idea of a trapped 
burglar who carried a knife.

It would be as well,” Jack replied. 
“ Carson, you might remain here and look 
after the ladies.”

Carson drew a deep breath of relief. He 
was old—had no stomach for a man hunt.

Mr. Barnes telephoned to the police sta­
tion in Great Beaufort.

Dandy Grogan sat up, suddenly wide 
awake. It was close and stuffy in the cup­
board with the blankets, and he had napped 
more soundly than he intended.

It must be long after midnight, now, yet 
the household had certainly not retired. It 
sounded as if they were having a game of 
hide-and-seek all over the place.

Could it be possible that they had got 
wind of him? He hadn’t been very careful 
with his cigarette ends and sandwiches in 
that attic room, but it was not occupied. 
Who would have troubled to pay a mid­
night visit there on Christmas Eve?

Even in the cupboard he could feel the 
stealthy patter, patter of footsteps, and 
hear a murmur of voices. They were get­
ting closer.

The devil! He was trapped!
He stumbled to his feet and fumbled for 

the handle of the door. There was none 
on the inside. For the first time in his ca­
reer he had blundered badly; had failed 
to remember that cupboard doors only have 
a handle on the outside. He put his shoul­
der to it, then waited.

The feet and voices were in the corridor 
outside Julie’s room.

“ I’ve said right along that here’s where 
we’ll find him, if he meant to harm that 
girl.”

It was the American’s voice; the fellow 
who had been in the train, and afterward 
he passed in the park.

Dandy Grogan ground his teeth and 
swore a mighty oath that if ever he got out 
of this— He reached for his knife, opened 
it, and set his shoulder to the door, this 
time in earnest.

But there again he blundered, for as he 
prepared to crash his way out, the door 
was flung open from the outside and the 
impetus sent him sprawling halfway across 
the floor.

Rathbone made a brilliant attempt to 
suffocate him before he could rise with a 
pillow snatched from Julie’s bed, and one 
of the country constables, taken by sur­
prise, stumbled and fell heavily across him 
with back-breaking effect, but Grogan had 
not earned his reputation as a desperate 
character by allowing such little things to 
impede him.

There was a sound of ripping cloth, and 
the amateur detective, with a gusty 
“ Ouch! ” fell back nursing a slashed arm, 
while Grogan wriggled out from under the 



policeman, picked up a chair and hurled it 
full into the faces of the other men who 
were crowding into the room, and then 
made a dash for the window. He had it 
up and was over the sill and out, kicking 
himself free of Jack Kennard, wTho all but 
caught him by one leg.

Kennard looked out. It was as black as 
the bottom of a well.

“ How far?” asked some one.
“ Do you hear anything?”
The answer was profound silence.
“ I believe he’s got clean away,” mut­

tered Kennard.
They hurried out, one of the constables 

carrying a bruised forehead, and Mr. 
Barnes an arm which felt broken, if it was 
not. Only Walter Rathbone was left be­
hind, and in the excitement he was not 
missed. He sat on the edge of Julie’s bed, 
swaying dizzily, clutching a blood-soaked 
coat sleeve.

Unless he stopped that pretty quick, he’d 
be done for. It was beastly; he was going 
to die. If only he had three arms, then 
he might manage to tie one of them up. 
Yes, this was the end. He was dying; the 
world faded gently away.

When he woke up again he was in 
heaven, and a pale-haired girl angel had 
coaxed a warm hand under his neck and 
was imploring him to “ drink some of this ” 
for her sake. He was comfortably bedded 
on a feathery cloud and wrapped around 
with fleecy down. His spectacles were 
gone. He probably didn’t require them in 
heaven.

Deliriously he tried to obey the pale­
haired angel. Had Grogan managed to 
slay Julie Duplessus also?

Presently he became aware of the fact 
that there were other angels ministering 
to him, and that a fire was roaring up a 
chimney not far away. Did they have 
fires in heaven? Also, the cloud on which 
he reclined so luxuriously had posts at the 
ends unholding a canopy.

“ Feel better, old man?” one of the gen­
tlemen angels inquired.

“ Where am I?” Rathbone murmured.
“ It’s all right, you’re in bed. Drink all 

you can of this—it’s hot milk. Do you no 

end of good. Then you’ll go to sleep com­
fortably, eh?”

That must be a doctor angel.
“ Am I dead?” Rathbone inquired, some­

what peevishly.
“Oh, no!” cried the pale-haired one. 

“ And you are not going to die. Your poor 
arm, it is so nicely fixed, and soon will heal 
again. Is that not so, doctor?”

The doctor angel said that it was so.
Rathbone took their word for it. The 

hot milk was most welcome, and he drank 
all they would give him, and then he went 
blissfully to sleep, feeling like a noble lord 
in his canopied bed, with the luxurious fire 
roaring up the chimney and a young foot­
man told off to keep him company on a 
couch in the dressing room next door, in 
case he needed anything during the night.

The next morning he realized that he was 
very much alive, indeed, and that the en­
tire household at Beaufort Priory, includ­
ing Aunt Pam, regarded him as a hero.

For Dandy Grogan had not escaped. In 
the plunge from the window he had broken 
both legs, and was now safely lodged in the 
prison hospital at Maidstone.

CHAPTER XXXVII.

“ didn’t know it was loaded.”

A FORTNIGHT after Christmas, Sybil 
Carey came wearily back to her lit­
tle house in Chelsea, from which 

she had flown in panic after that interview 
with the cashier at Todhunter’s ironmon­
gery. She had made one desperate attempt 
to get into touch with Jack Kennard, only 
to learn that he had gone out of town.

Then came the news of Colonel Beau­
fort’s death, and Sybil guessed that Jack 
was at the Priory. She did not guess, how­
ever, that Carol’s fortune had gone to 
smash.

Grogan’s capture was recorded in the 
newspapers, but the police gave themselves 
full credit for that, and Walter Rathbone’s 
name was not mentioned. If it had been, 
Sj’bil would not have identified him as the 
young man who had passed himself off as 
her brother in order to obtain information 
respecting the broken skylight.



She had spent a lonely Christmas on the 
Norfolk Broads in a small inn where she 
was the only guest. She had done a very- 
little work and wept a great deal, which 
was unusual. It should have been the 
other way about. Of late years she had 
scarcely permitted herself ever to give way 
to the luxury of tears. They were too cost­
ly. The woman who weeps pays a dear 
price for her self-indulgence.

But something had happened seriously 
to disturb the vagabond ease of Sybil’s life. 
It had always been there, lying in wait to 
catch her, although until recently she had 
managed to elude it. She wished, now, 
that she had fought Francis Beaufort when 
he threatened her. To be sure, he. had had 
everything on his side. The facts against 
her were too strong.

She had disobeyed him, a small enough 
sin in its way, but the effects were far- 
reaching. She knew what he would have 
told the world had she defied him—that' 
his real objection to her painting was be­
cause she wished to continue studying under 
her old master. She had adored her master, 
but Francis Beaufort did not understand 
such adoration, and neither -would the 
world have understood it.

Her master, too, was dead now. He had 
come often to the little house in Chelsea. 
In those days her husband’s business in­
terests had necessitated his spending days* her own personal possessions, 
and sometimes weeks in the north. Sybil 
had been comparatively free, and had used 
her freedom unwisely. For that folly, if it 
could be called such, she paid by parting
from her daughter.

It did not satisfy her now that in a cer­
tain sense Carol was restored to her. The 
daughter did not know, and so the mother 
wept and longed and bitterly repented the 
solemn oath Francis Beaufort had wrung 
from her.

She had made her plans to winter in Italy, 
but the winter was passing and her plans 
still hung fire. She could not go before she 
saw Carol again.

Also, the mysterious young man who had 
inquired about her broken skylight was very 
much on her mind. He probably was a 
plain clothes police official. But how could 
he possibly have traced a connection be­

tween her house and the finding of Lloyd’s 
body in East Sheen? There had been men­
tion of particles of broken window glass 
at the inquest.

Were the police instituting a house to 
house search on that clew? And why this 
unnerving silence? It had lasted nearly a 
month now.

It was in this mood that Sybil returned 
to London. She found a few letters waiting 
for her—a long one from Carol—and was 
met by Sarah with the disconcerting news 
that a young American gentleman had 
called three times to see her. He had given 
the name of Mr. Rathbone, and said he 
came on a business matter.

Sybil tried to pull herself together. He 
likely was an agent commissioned by some 
natural history society to inquire into the 
merits of her work, and something in Carol’s 
letter strengthened that belief.

First of all there was the news about 
Colonel Beaufort’s unwise stewardship, al­
though Carol dwelt lightly upon that. She 
merely said: “ I am going to be dreadfully 
poor. In fact, I am, although there has 
been no outward change yet, and I don’t 
quite realize it.”

She went on to say that they wrere leav­
ing Beaufort Priory within a fewT days. 
Aunt Pam was very much cut up about it, 
and very busy superintending the packing of

Aunt Pam
was going to spend the rest of the winter in 
Bournemouth.

Carol did not care to go to Bournemouth. 
She wished Mrs. Carey would let her come 
along to Italy. She wouldn’t make a nui­
sance of herself.

Sybil frowned as she read this bit. Was 
Jack Kennard to have no say? *

Then came a brief reference to him. 
“ Jack has to go back to Cape Town almost 
immediately. He sails next week. I don’t 
suppose I shall ever see him again, but he 
has been most kind during this trying time, 
and I am certainly grateful.”

“ Well,” thought Sybil, with a sigh of 
resignation, “ I suppose one cannot force 
love, but a little common sense ought to 
tell that child that Jack is a man in a mil­
lion, and the very one to make her happy.”

But most of Carol’s letter was devoted 



to a Mr. Rathbone who, Sybil gathered 
incorrectly, had been staying as a guest at 
the Priory when the man Dandy Grogan 
was captured. She wrote:

It was entirely owing to Mr. Rathbone 
'.hat the burglar was caught. The man nearly 
killed him, too. It was a dreadful affair. 
Poor little Julie Duplessus would have col­
lapsed, I think, except for the fact that she 
took on the duty of amusing and helping to 
nurse Mr. Rathbone. They are in love with 
each other and going to be married next 
month. He's a nice boy and awfully clever, 
and they are going straight out to his home 
in California, where he has a very good posi­
tion waiting for him in a university.

Even Aunt Pam likes him, and his being 
here during such a trying time has been a 
perfect godsend, although we are scarcely in 
the mood or position to entertain.

Possibly, considering the letter as a whole 
and trying to guess from the general con­
text what Carol in her hurry had left out, 
this Mr. Rathbone had been inspired by 
her to take an interest in natural history 
sketches. The reference to a university 
suggested it.

The letter was three days old. There was 
more than a chance that Carol might be in 
London. And Jack? Within a week, a few 
days now, he was going back to South 
Africa, alone, but not free. But Sybil would 
have her daughter. Carol wanted to be 
with her.

A thrill of deep joy warmed the mother’s 
heart, and she tried to tell herself that she 
was not selfish in being glad. She had hon­
estly tried to push that haphazard marriage 
to success. It wasn’t her fault that it had 
failed.

It seemed to Sybil that something quite 
pleasant might be going to happen any mo­
ment. Jack would certainly look her up 
again before he left, and she might be able 
to promise him that before long she would 
make her work an excuse to take Carol out 
to the cape.

She gave Sarah some money and told her 
to buy food, in case somebody unexpectedly 
dropped in to dinner. Sarah replied dolor­
ously, “ Yes, madam,” and should she run 
to the expense of a chicken? Sybil added 
another pound and said to make it a turkey 
—a small one. She hadn’t had a proper 
Christmas dinner.

“ Who’s coming?” Sarah asked.
“ I don’t know that anybody is,” Sybil 

replied.
“ Then who’s to eat it up?”
“ Oh, we will, Sarah.”
Sarah grunted and said that turkey didn’t 

agree with her, but it wasn’t any of her busi­
ness if people liked to throw their money 
away.

Sybil went out to dispose of more money, 
but legitimately in this case. She had to re­
plenish her stock of brushes and paint tubes, 
and to order the dozen small canvases she 
would need. Also there were a few odds 
and ends of wearing apparel to be bought. 
One always contemplates a journey with the 
idea that there are no shops at the other 
end.

She lunched out, and it was nearly five 
o’clock before a cab deposited her and an 
armful of parcels at die little house in 
Chelsea. Had anything happened during 
her absence?

Something had.
There was a telegram from Carol inviting 

herself for the night. She would arrive 
about six o’clock.

“ You see, Sarah, I was right about that 
turkey!” Sybil exclaimed with a happy 
smile, after reading the telegram aloud.

“ Yes, madam,” Sarah admitted gloomily. 
“ That Mr. Rathbone called again. He 
said he’d wait, as I was expecting you back. 
I expected you sooner.”

Her tone demanded an explanation, and 
Sybil gave it.

“ I had such a lot to do—so many things 
to buy.”

Sarah grunted. It was a grunt which 
said that everybody would be in the poor­
house if they went on in this reckless way.

“ That Mr. Rathbone is in the studio, 
madam. I didn’t offer him any tea.”

“ Well, you might bring some in,” her 
mistress suggested amiably.

The smell of the roasting turkey was al­
ready in the air as Sybil went down the 
long passage to her studio.

On the threshold she paused.
Her visitor was on his hands and knees 

in front of the fireplace; his head as near 
to the smoldering coals as safety permitted; 
his gaze up-chimney.



Mrs. Carey was fascinated by the spec­
tacle. What on earth was he doing?

Then a little shiver trickled down her 
spine. Could Carol’s Mr. Rathbone be that 
inquisitive young man who had questioned 
the girl in Todhunter’s?

He reached out, gripped the poker and 
began to scale away soot from the chimney 
back.

Mrs. Carey coughed and the young man. 
dropped the poker and scrambled to his 
feet. His hair was all askew, and he had a 
broad smudge across his noble forehead, 
but of these blemishes he was ignorant.

“ Pardon me,” he said excitedly, “ but 
wasn’t the body just here?”

He took two strides away from the fire­
place and halted, awaiting her answer.

A dreadful sensation of faintness swept 
over Sybil. She could almost see that dark 
spot on the floor under the rug, where one 
of his feet was planted.

“ You’re quite correct,” she said. “ And 
what are you going to do about it?” Pas­
sionately she added an afterthought: “ No­
body else is to blame. I did it all myself— 
and will take the full consequences.”

Rathbone was moved out of himself. He 
watched with deep concern as she came 
slowly down the studio, groped with a shak­
ing hand for a chair and sank into it life­
lessly.

“ What are you going to do?” she re­
peated. “ I know what the law is. I looked 
it up—afterward. But I don’t know that 
it wbuld have made a great deal of difference 
had I known before. I had not only myself 
to consider. However—” She finished in­
definitely with a weary gesture.

“ Pardon me,” Rathbone remarked; not 
so excited this time. “ I guess I under­
stand how you feel, but until now I hadn’t 
thought of it. I was too busy working this 
thing out.”

“ And what have you discovered?” Sybil 
asked.

“ Why ”—he tried to reassure her with a 
smile—“ just how Hugh Lloyd was killed. 
There’s only one little point I haven’t fixed. 
How did the skylight get broken?

“ The bullet didn’t get in that way. It 
struck the top of your chimney at an angle, 
ricochetted down—see that mark on the 

fireback?—struck the hearth and then flew 
into the room.

“ Lloyd must have been standing where 
I am now. That’s where he would have 
caught it in a dead line between the hearth 
and that little hole in the wall over there.”

“ How on earth did you find that out?” 
Mrs. Carey gasped. “ And who are you, 
anyway?”

“ Oh, I’m nobody,” he replied modestly. 
“ Only a scientist. And I’ve got nothing to 
do with the police.”

Sybil motioned him to a chair. “ Sit 
down, please. Tell me all about it. What 
led you to my house? How did you suspect 
that it happened here?”

The young man told her. There was not 
one single point of the evidence which had 
slipped by him.

He told her how he had gone to the Brit­
ish Museum and searched the newspapers 
for a clew, which he had found. Tucked 
away in an inconspicuous corner was a para­
graph announcing that a certain Major 
Kelcey and his wife, Lady Barbara Kelcey, 
of Queen Margaret’s Mansions, Westmin­
ster. were leaving that evening for East 
Africa to join friends in a big game shooting 
expedition. Mr. Rathbone argued to him­
self that these people might have been in­
specting their guns and ammunition on the 
morning that Miss Carol Beaufort was mar­
ried.

He went to Queen Margaret’s Mansions 
and made inquiries. It was the highest flat 
building in London, and the Kelcey rooms 
were on the ninth floor, facing toward Chel­
sea. Through a maid who was in charge of 
the empty apartments, Rathbone learned 
that Major Kelcey’s manservant had acci­
dentally discharged one of the heavy rifles 
while sighting it out of the window. He 
was cleaning it, and “ didn’t know it was 
loaded.” The time was about eleven thirty 
in the morning.

“ So,” said Mr. Rathbone, “ that was 
enough to begin on. The next thing wTas to 
find what woman had sent Lloyd a note 
that morning, and later telephoned to his 
valet that he couldn’t be married. She had 
an object in wanting to keep him from his 
wedding, and he must have had reason to 
fear her.”



* Well?”
Rathbone smiled apologetically.
“ It was easy, after I saw Mrs. Ken­

nard come to your house one day, and the 
same evening you were dining with Mr. 
and Mrs. Kennard at the Scarlet Pimper­
nel. The woman was you.”

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

BRIDGING THE EMPTY YEARS.

THE further trend of Walter Rathbone’s 
inquiries had rapidly brought him to 
a logical conclusion. From the five- 

year-old file of the Cape Town papers he 
read up Lloyd’s trial for the murder of his 
wife. The crown’s most important witness 
in that case was Sybil Carey, to whom the 
papers referred as a well known painter, in 
private life a Mrs. Francis Beaufort, of 
London. Here was established a clear 
motive for Sybil’s determination that Lloyd 
should not marry her daughter.

“ And,” said Rathbone, “ you got him 
around here and locked him up. I only 
guessed that, but I know it now. I saw 
the bolts on the outside of the studio door. 
Then you probably went off and left him 
to think it over for a while; and when you 
came back—”

“ When I came back he was dead,” Sybil 
concluded.

“ I say, you must have felt pretty sick!” 
“ I certainly wasn’t very happy,” she ad­

mitted.
“ Then you got into touch with Mr. 

Kennard, and between you it was decided 
to get the body away from here.”

“ I tell you, nobody was to blame but 
myself,” Sybil protested.

“ Oh, well, I don’t care about that. He 
helped you. You couldn’t have done it by 
yourself. I won’t pretend that I know how 
he did it. But you both became panicky 
when nothing happened.

“ He was even foolish enough to go to 
a house agent’s in Richmond and ask who 
owned Holly Lodge. There was a clew the 
police might have followed up. Perhaps 
they did. But the trouble with them is, 
they’ve been looking too far away from 
home.

“ They think Lloyd was killed some­
where in the neighborhood of the Sheen 
military rifle range, and that soldiers car­
ried his body to the garden of Holly Lodge 
at night. It was a theory I entertained 
myself for a brief moment.

“ They had been practicing with high 
power ammunition all that week, and, as the 
medical evidence made clear, the bullet was 
not fired at close range, and so it must have 
been an accident. Consequently, the police 
have no vital reason for clearing up the 
lesser mysteries. I worked it out merely 
for my own pleasure.”

“ And now7 that you have done so?” 
Sybil asked.

Walter Rathbone extended a friendly 
hand.

“ Mum’s the word,” he said. “ My 
mouth is shut, from this moment. It had 
been in my mind to make the police look 
silly—but, on thinking things over—well, 
there's no sense to it. It ’d only get you 
into a whole peck of trouble, and I guess I 
don’t want to do that.”

Sybil’s lips trembled as she tried to thank 
him, and eventually emotion got the better 
of her.

“ You must excuse me a moment,” she 
said. “ Don’t go. Sarah will be bring­
ing in tea presently, but I—I want to take 
off my outdoor things.” She fled from the 
room, leaving him a little bewildered.

But since Sarah did appear with the tea 
tray, he sat down philosophically to enjoy 
it. She told him he had a sooty smudge 
on his forehead, and he was endeavoring to 
remove this when there was the sound of 
some one arriving, and a moment later 
Carol strode into the studio.

Her eyes opened wide with amazement 
when she beheld Rathbone.

“You!” she exclaimed. “What are 
you doing here? I hadn’t the least 
idea—”

There were few situations to which he 
was not equal.

“ Oh, yes! Your mother and I are by 
way of being old friends,” he said easily. 
“ We first met—now let me think when it 
was—”

“ My mother!” '
“ Yes. You see, I always knew her by 



her professional name of ‘ Carey.’ It’s 
only quite recently I connected her with 
you. Say, she is a fine woman! ”

Carol stood looking at him in such a cu­
rious way that he knew he must have blun­
dered. What was wrong? What had he 
said that didn’t fit in with the harmless 
little lie about being an old friend of Mrs. 
Carey’s?

“ You said—she is my mother. Did I 
hear you aright?”

Rathbone’s angular jaw sagged unhap­
pily. He dusted some crumbs of cake from 
his waistcoat and began a crabwise exit.

“ Er—probably not. I guess I’d better 
be going. Will you tell your—er—Mrs. 
Carey I had to be off? I promised to 
meet Julie at the boarding house at six. 
We’re going to be married next week. 
Thinking things over, it seemed better to 
be married at once and have done with it. 
Good afternoon, Mrs. Kennard.”

“ Good afternoon. And, oh, I do hope 
you’ll both be very happy. Give Julie my 
love. I’ll see her in a day or so.”

Carol had collected her wits sufficiently 
to respond, but Rathbone knew there was 
something much amiss, and he left the little 
house in Chelsea with a distinctly guilty 
feeling. Was there a secret about Mrs. 
Kennard’s maternal parentage? The old 
Cape Town papers had referred to Sybil 
Carey as Mrs. Francis Beaufort “ in pri­
vate life,” and Mrs. Kennard appeared to 
be on very good terms with her mother. 
This was one mystery which Walter Rath­
bone never solved. Possibly he had the 
good sense to realize that it was none of his 
business.

Carol stood for some moments, outward­
ly calm, her brain in a turmoil. How blind 
she had been! Mrs. Carey was her moth­
er, and everybody but herself had known— 
Uncle Jim, Aunt Pam, Father Dawdey, per­
haps even Carson.

Her memory flew back to the night be­
fore her wedding. Carson must have known 
who it was he more or less advised her to 
see. If only she herself had known—that 
night!

A feeling of childish helplessness came 
over her. She turned and ran down the 
studio, through the corridor and upstairs.

Sybil Carey sat at her dressing table, 
arranging her hair with hands that were 
none too steady.

“ Oh, my dear child, I didn’t expect you 
quite so soon. Why, what’s the matter?”

Carol flung herself in a little heap at her 
feet.

“ Mother—you’re my mother! Oh, why 
didn’t you tell me?” she cried.

She held out her arms, and Sybil clasped 
her in a passionate, tender embrace.

“ My darling baby!” she crooned. “ I’ve 
got you back again.”

She said it many times: “ I’ve got you 
back again!”

The empty years were bridged.

CHAPTER XXXIX.

A mother’s loss.

IT was the night before Jack Kennard 
was to sail for Cape Town, and he felt 
in a very bitter mood. He had taken 

legal advice, and found out what he al­
ready suspected: that his marriage to Carol 
was perfectly sound from the law’s point of 
view. It could, however, be dissolved if 
one or both the parties desired. There was 
just enough of fraud in it and the fact 
that they had not lived together to make 
that possible. Jack had said to himself, 
all right, let Carol do as she pleased.

A disorder of luggage cluttered his rooms. 
Mr. Barnes called to say good-by and to 
assure him that the winding up of the Beau­
fort estate was progressing satisfactorily. 
He told Mr. Barnes that he was in a posi­
tion to supplement his wife’s slender in­
come, but she had not taken kindly to the 
idea.

“ The truth is, she doesn’t realize how 
poor she is,” the solicitor sympathized. He 
thought it rather odd that Mrs. Kennard 
was not accompanying her husband on his 
journey, but doubtless she had reasons. 
“ Going to be away long?” he asked.

“ It depends,” Kennard replied vaguely. 
He was glad when the kindly old man had 
taken himself off.

To-morrow night he would be on the 
high seas and soon England ■would exist 
for him only as a memory. This afternoon 



he had said good-by to Mrs. Carey, but 
she was so happy in her recognized mother 
role that he felt she did not greatly regret 
parting from him, despite the fact of their 
being such old friends and what they had. 
suffered together recently.

He did not see Carol, who was out when 
he called, and Mrs. Carey did not press 
him to remain. She said Carol was going 
to Italy with her, and possibly in the spring 
they might pay a visit to Cape Town.

Jack pretended to be content with that. 
They both consciously avoided any refer­
ence to Carol’s being his wife. And now 
he was here alone in the damask and gold 
hotel rooms, throwing things into trunks 
and bags, savagely lonely, utterly miser­
able.

“ Say good-by to Carol for me,” he had 
said to Mrs. Carey in parting, and she had 
replied brightly that she would do so. In 
the mother’s wistfully eager face he carried 
away his memory of her daughter. His 
mind ranged back to that first afternoon 
when he had plucked up sufficient courage 
to call upon the Miss Beaufort his cousin 
was going to marry. How surprised he 
had been—how confused and awkward!

She was so different from what he had 
expected her to be; just a little kid all 
dressed up in lace and ermine with a great 
rope of pearls around her neck. The pearls 
were gone now. In effect, so was the house 
in Grosvenor Square, and that wonderful 
old place, Beaufort Priory. And Carol was 
setting forth in the footsteps of her mother, 
to live the vagabond life, as Mrs. Carey so 
often said.

It was a life that suited Sybil, but in his 
mad dreams Jack Kennard had conceived 
another sort of existence for Carol. When 
the havoc wrought by Uncle Jim’s finan­
cial experiments was revealed, Jack had 
taken heart of grace.

He would have made love to his wife, but 
die gave him no chance, and little by little 
he realized that a man cannot, with de­
cency, force his loverlike attentions where 
they are not wanted.

Sometimes he had caught her looking at 
him as if she was angry or hurt; but he 
was angry and hurt himself. Worst of all, 
he was so intolerably lonely.

Should he sit down and write to her? 
He might put on paper what he had not 
dared to say—that he had loved her from 
the very first moment he set eyes on her; 
that he was going away with a broken 
heart which could never be mended.

All these things of commingled love and 
bitterness were destroying him entirely. 
The world was a great arid desert in which 
one perished miserably of thirst and hun­
ger while following a mirage.

He began his letter. A dozen times he 
tried to write it. Sometimes he found him­
self scolding and reproaching her; but that 
wouldn’t do; and sometimes he was so ab­
ject that any self-respecting woman would 
be justified in kicking him.

It was difficult to strike the happy me­
dium. He wanted it to be a love letter, yet 
dignified. In such circumstances as he 
had to contend with, could any love letter 
be dignified?

For the last three days there had been 
nothing but turkey dishes in the little house 
in Chelsea, and possibly that accounted 
for the depression which settled over the 
modest establishment after dinner that 
night. Sarah made no secret of her own 
feelings, and the fact that she was ruining 
what little digestion she had left simply for 
economy’s sake.

“ Oh, Sarah, throw out the rest of it,” 
said Mrs. Carey.

But “ the rest of it ” was going to be 
soup. Sarah had never heard of such reck­
lessness.

“ You and I will dine at the Scarlet Pim­
pernel to-morrow,” Sybil informed her 
daughter privately.

“ Not there,” Carol said, her voice a 
trifle sharp.

“ Oh, I thought you rather liked it. 
Anywhere you please, but not even Sarah 
can ram anything remotely suggesting tur­
key down my throat for many days to 
come.”

Carol sat by the fire staring wide-eyed 
at the glowing coals. She dared not blink. 
If she did, her eyes would run over.

“ Aren’t you feeling well, darling?” Sy­
bil asked, looking up from the paint tubes 
and brushes she was packing.



“ Quite well, mother, dear.”
Mrs. Carey sighed.
“ I don’t know that I do. It will be 

heavenly to get away to the South. Oh, 
to see the sun again! The gray winter has 
cast a blight over my soul.”

Carol said nothing. If she spoke her 
voice would betray her.

“And Jack sails to-morrow!” Sybil 
mused aloud. “ He has to get up at dawn, 
I believe, and down to those ghastly Til­
bury docks. Poor fellow! I do hope he’ll 
get over it in time.”

“ Get over what?” a woebegone voice 
from the chimneyplace demanded, shakily 
indifferent.

“ Why, you—my pet. He’s about as 
miserable as they make ’em, now. But his 
loss is my gain, isn’t it?”

“ He doesn’t care anything about me,” 
Carol muttered.

Mrs. Carey laid down a handful of newly 
cleaned brushes. She couldn’t see very 
well across the dim studio, and Carol’s face 
was only half in profile. But she did no­
tice a surreptitious movement with a hand­
kerchief, and there was something that 
sounded suspiciously like a sniff.

“ Carol, what can you mean? The man 
is head over heels in love with you. He’s 
simply eating his heart out, and I hope, 
for his sake, that he forgets all about you 
and finds some other woman who will make 
him happy.”

“ He’s already found her.”
Carol’s head went down and her shoul­

ders heaved. There was no good in trying 
to keep it back any longer.

Sybil flew to her and knelt, clasping the 
distressed child in her arms.

“ Now tell me what you mean,” she 
coaxed. “ I can’t understand it at all. It 
isn’t too late, darling. Do you care for 
him?”

“ Y-yes, I do,” Carol sobbed.
“ Well, of all the stupid girls I ever met, 

you are the—the limit!”
“ It was that woman in the restaurant 

with the red hat,” Carol explained, some­
what inadequately. “ He was kissing her 
—or she was kissing him. I saw it with 
my own eyes. In his sitting room at the 
Savoy.”

Bit by bit it dawned on Mrs. Carey what 
Carol was driving at.

“ Why, you mean the Fordyce girl,” she 
exclaimed. “ My dear child, she was black­
mailing him. She thought she knew some­
thing about his cousin’s death, and to get 
rid of her he gave her some money. And 
then she threw her arms around his neck 
and embraced him by way of thanks. He 
told me all about it. He said he was never 
so disgusted and furious in his life. She 
simply walked up to his rooms. Do you 
mean to say you stumbled on that scene?”

“ Yes, I did.”
“ Oh, poor Jack—poor wretch!”
“ Mother, you—you wouldn’t lie to me, 

would you? Just to save my feelings—”
“ On my solemn word of honor, Carol, 

what I’ve told you is the truth. I have 
nothing to gain—” She was about to add 
“ and everything to lose,” but changed it 
to “ except your happiness, and that 
wouldn’t be brought about by pretending 
something which isn’t true.”

There was a little silence, then Carol 
said: “ Mother, it makes a difference. I 
must see Jack—at least to say good-by to 
him. Don’t you think so?”

Mrs. Carey softly kissed the wet cheek.
“ You won’t say good-by to him, my 

darling. You’ll say good-by to me—for a 
little while. It’s all right, dearest. He’s 
your husband, and if you love him half as 
much as he loves you, then you’ll both be 
very happy. Do you think I’d give you 
up to a man who didn’t care for you? It’s 
not easy, as it is.”

“ I don’t know. I feel so—-so queer about 
it. He mightn’t be a bit pleased.”

Mrs. Carey smiled wistfully.
“ Go to him, my dear. Tell him he 

must take you home with him. If he doesn’t 
understand, then I shall be greatly sur­
prised. Now go upstairs, take off that 
gloomy black frock — you’ve mourned 
enough for James Beaufort—and put on the 
pretty going away dress. Sarah and I will 
pack the rest of your things and send them 
on after you. Do as I tell you—that’s a 
good girl.”

How empty the studio was. Sybil Carey 
mopped her eyes and tried to smile. In a 
few days she would be on the tramD aaain.



with her easel and paint pots. The sun was 
warm in Italy, and spring would soon come 
round.

Would Jack and Carol be glad to wel­
come the vagabond in the springtime? Or 
would she have passed out of their lives?

“ Sarah,” she called, “ we must pack Mrs. 
Kennard’s clothes. She’s going abroad with 
her husband, after all.”

A little later she said, when they were 
both busy at the task: “ Sarah, I think I’ll 
shut the house up while I’m away.”

“ What’s to become of me, madam?” de­
manded Sarah.

“ I’m going to take you with me,” Sybil 
replied. “ It ’ll be a nice change for you, 
and I’ll have somebody to look after me. 
I’m beginning to feel I need—somebody.”

For the first time on record Sarah’s 
doomsday face broke into a smile, but all 
she said was: “It ’ll be a terrible expense 
for you.”

CHAPTER XL.

a lover’s gain.

BY this time Jack Kennard had a waste­
paper basket half filled with costly 
hotel stationery torn into small pieces.

“ Come' in,” he said wearily in response 
to a feeble tap at the door.

The door opened and he jumped to his 
feet.

“ You! This is—this is a surprise.”
“ I was afraid it might be,” Carol said 

timidly. “ Mother thought I ought to come. 
Mother thought—”

“ That was very kind of your mother. 
So you came to bid me voyage, because 
your mother—”

. THE

“ Because I wanted to. I—I’m so very 
unhappy.”

The hand which he laid on her shoulder 
was by no means steady. ■

“ Why are you unhappy, my dear?”
“ Because you’re going away.”
“ I have to go away. My business in­

terests are all in the Transvaal. Carol! 
Look at me. Why, Carol, I do believe—I 
do believe you care for me a little.”

The tired, sad lines in his face were 
smoothed out as though by a miracle. 
Youth was restored to him with the wild 
hope that pounded in his breast.

“ I’ve cared for you, ever and ever so 
long. And I made a terrible fool of myself. 
Jack, will you take me ‘ home ’ with you? 
Mother told me to ask—”

“ Will I? You are ‘ mother’s girl.’ It’s 
a good thing she approves of me. I’ve got 
a mother-in-law worth having.” Then his 
voice sank to a husky whisper as he gath­
ered her into his arms. “ My most precious 
—my wife. The world has come right; the 
home of dreams has come true. Carol, 
tell me you love me. Look at me.”

She raised her eyes, those glorious, soft­
ly dark eyes, in whose depths tender and 
passionate adoration lurked shyly.

What he saw in them almost satisfied 
him. But it is a dull lover who is ever 
quite satisfied.

“ Tell me, I want to hear you say it.”
“ I do,” Carol whispered.
“ That isn’t enough. Say, ‘ I love you, 

my husband.’ ”
“ Oh, I do—I do!”
She buried her face against his coat 

sleeve, wondering why it was such a difficult 
thing to say; a little shamed in a mysterious 
feminine way, but very, very happy.

END

WHA KENS ?
WHA kens but the dog wi’ his eyes o’ love 

Has a soul to save like our ain,
•And ’ll mak’ his way till the realms above, 

P And just by the same narrow lane?
C. Florence Haire.



By RAY CUMMINGS

TUBBY raised himself up in the neat 
little hospital cot. The bandage 
covered his left eye completely, but 

his right one was unimpaired, and with it 
he stared at his friend aggressively. “ That 
ain’t so,” he declared. “ That ain’t so no­
how.”

“ I ain’t sayin’ it is—I’m tellin’ you 
what he said. With one eye you can only 
see things in two dimensions. That's what 
he said.”

“ You’re right, Jake,” agreed the second 
man. “ That’s what he said.”

Tubby relaxed hopelessly. “ Well, it 
ain’t so. Bunk. Abso-ftde-ly bunk!”

The first man was unabashed. “ Well, 
that’s what he said. A one eyed man sees 
everything flat. Length an’ breadth, but 
no thickness. A world of only two dimen­
sions.” He rolled this statement off his 
tongue impressively.

“ Bunk!” muttered Tubby. Then ab­
ruptly he sat up again—so abruptly that a 
red hot pain darted through his injured eye 
under the bandage and made his head swim.

His twisted ankle and his shoulder also 
hurt him badly, but he ignored them all.

“ Ain't I got only one eye now?” he 
demanded.

The first man nodded reluctantly.
Tubby persisted: “ An’ if you put your 

hand over your left eye, then ain’t you a 
one eyed man?”

The second man essayed this experiment. 
“ He’s right, Jake. That makes us one 
eyed.”

“ What you gettin’ at?” the first man 
demanded.

Tubby’s single eye gleamed with antici­
patory triumph. “ Keep that left eye cov­
ered.” His two friends followed the com­
mand. Now listen here. You see that 
table?”

Even with only one eye working, the 
thing was perfectly visible.

Tubby’s two friends nodded.
“ How long is that table, Jake?”
“ ’Bout four feet,” the first man esti­

mated promptly.
“ An’ how wide?”



“ ’Bout three feet.”
“ An’ how high?”
“ ’Bout three—maybe three an’ a half.”
“ Take a look with two eyes, Jake. How 

big does it look now?”
Quite evidently the first man saw no re­

markable change. He shrugged.
“ I ain’t sayin’ it’s exactly that big,” he 

stated cautiously, obviously fearing a trap. 
“ What you gettin’ at?”

Tubby’s fat little forefinger shot out 
suddenly, pointing accusingly directly into 
his friend’s face.

“ You was only lookin’ with one eye, 
but you give me three dimensions! Ain’t 
that proof what you said was bunk? Ain’t 
it, or is it? That’s all I ask.”

He leaned back on his pillows, exhausted 
but victorious.

“ He’s right, Jake,” agreed the second 
man. “ You give three dimensions. It 
must be bunk.”

A white robed nurse glided noiselessly 
into the room.

“ Are you ready, Mr. McGuire?”
Tubby sat up with alarm. “ Yeh, I 

guess so. Where’m I goin?”
A dapper little interne was pulling for­

ward an invalid’s wheel chair.
“ The operation takes place up-stairs— 

in the operating room,” said the nurse 
sweetly. “ Dr. Blake, will you take him 
up? They’re ready for him now.” She 
left the room.

Tubby, thoroughly frightened, was bun­
dled into the wheel chair with a blanket 
wrapped about him. The chair started to 
roll away.

“ Come on, Jake,” he said weakly. 
“ Come on, Pete. Stick around—we’re go­
in’ upstairs.”

The young doctor laughed; and in the 
hall outside he waved Tubby’s friends 
away.

“You can see him back in the ward in 
about an hour. It’s not a serious oper­
ation. We’ve only kept him in bed be­
cause of his other injuries. You wait down­
stairs—I’ll send for you.”

An elevator door opened smoothly.
“ But them’s my pals,” Tubby protested 

faintly. There was a little bump as his 
chair rolled into the elevator—a bump like 

a coffin hitting the bottom of a grave. 
“ Listen here, doctor—them’s my pals—”

The elevator door slid closed. It was 
all inexorable—as death. The elevator shot 
noiselessly upward.

“ S’long, Tubby.” The first man’s voice 
floated faintly upward from far below. 
“ S’long, Tubby. You ain’t goin’ to die. See 
you later.”

II.

The little cone over Tubby’s face was 
horribly sinister. They told him to draw 
a deep breath, and he did. He had decided 
now that this operation was all bunk. He’d 
tell them so in a minute. He guessed he 
wouldn’t bother about having the operation 
to-day anyway. Some other time—to-mor­
row, maybe.

He drew a second breath. Somebody 
had an arm across his knees. He kicked 
tentatively, and the arm tightened. His 
head was ringing. Funny how loud it was 
getting! Was the ringing in his head? It 
sounded more like a great, clanging gong 
away off in the distance and coming nearer 
and ringing clearer.

There were fingers on his wrists. He 
tried to raise his arm, but somebody was 
holding him too tightly. The operation 
would be starting soon. No, it wouldn’t. 
To-morrow, not to-day. It was all bunk 
anyway. The doctor had said he’d lose his 
eye without an operation. What difference? 
One eye—or two eyes—or three eyes.

With a great effort Tubby squirmed loose 
from the restraining clutches on his arms 
and legs and sat bolt upright on the oper­
ating table.

“ I ain’t goin’ to have no operation,” he 
said vehemently.

The hands that had been holding him 
dropped away. His head was ringing fear­
fully, but not so loud as a moment before. 
The bandage over his left eye was still 
there. He jerked it off and opened both 
his eyes upon a most astounding tableau.

The surgeon and his assistant were cow’- 
ering over against the wall. Facing them 
threateningly was a very tall, very thin 
man. He had on a black frock coat and 
under one arm a somew’hat battered plug 
hat was jammed. The other arm was out­



stretched, a finger pointing angrily at the 
trembling surgeon.

“ You let him alone,” commanded the 
stranger. His voice was deep, as though 
it came up from the depths of his insides. 
“ You can’t operate on him. He’s a friend 
of mine.”

The surgeon and his assistant were edg­
ing toward the door. The stranger waved his 
hand scornfully; and like frightened rab­
bits they slid through the doorway and 
down the hall. Tubby could hear their 
footsteps dying away in the distance.

“ Much obliged,” he said to the stran­
ger. His head felt better now, and he 
could see out of both eyes quite as well as 
before the accident. He turned to his new 
friend. The stranger’s face was very kind­
ly, now that the anger had gone from it. 
But nevertheless it was the most extraor­
dinary face Tubby had ever seen—so ex­
traordinary, in fact, that Tubby nearly fell 
off the operating table in surprise as he re­
garded it.

The face was very' thin and wrinkled, 
■with a sharp beaklike nose turning down, 
and a very long, sharp chin , turning up. 
But the most extraordinary part was that 
the man had three eyes—two where hu­
man eyes belonged, and another directly in 
the middle, over the nose. The two out­
side eyes were smiling in friendly fashion 
as they stared at Tubby; the middle eye 
was closed, as though that much of its own­
er were asleep.

“ You—I’m much obliged for what you 
done,” Tubby gasped. The stranger had 
been kind in scaring away that surgeon— 
it wouldn’t be fair to notice he was de­
formed. Tubby decided to be wholly gen­
tlemanly and ignore the third eye.

“ I didn’t want no operation, anyway,” 
he added. “ My eye’s all right. See?” 
He blinked it rapidly to confirm the fact.

Of course,” said the stranger. He laid 
his tall hat carefully on a chair and helped 
Tubby down to the floor. Tubby, in his 
bare feet and long white nightgown, stood 
slightly embarrassed. He raised one foot 
and hooked it under his other knee.

“ Let’s get acquainted,” he suggested. 
“You’re a friend of mine, ain’t you?”

“ I am, indeed,” rejoined the stranger 

warmly. “ And soon I shall be more than 
that—your business partner. You and I 
are going to make millions of dollars.”

Tubby blinked both eyes. “ Right,” he 
said. “ We’re goin’ to get rich. What’s 
your name? We got to get acquainted 
first.”

“ My name is Professor Seer,” said the 
stranger with dignity.

“ Mine’s Tubby. Pleased to meet you, 
professor.”

They shook hands.
“ What are you professor of?” Tubby 

asked, after a short but awkward silence. 
The professor had'been regarding Tubby 
thoughtfully with his two opened eyes. He 
pulled himself out of his reverie at the ques­
tion.

“ I’m a professor of optics,” he said im­
pressively. “ The science of human sight. 
I know all about it—all there is to know.”

Tubby shook hands again. “ That’s fine, 
professor. We’re goin’ to get rich? Tell 
me how.”

“ Not here,” the professor objected. 
“ My laboratory is right down the street 
Get dressed and come along.” He was pok­
ing about the room. Tubby saw his own 
clothes lying on a chair.

Tubby took only a moment to dress. The 
professor put on his high plug hat—he was 
more than two feet taller than Tubby with 
it on—and led the way down the corridor 
with huge strides that made Tubby almost 
run to keep up. The hospital was very 
silent—there seemed to be nobody in it.

They walked down nine flights of stairs 
and came into the lower hall. As they 
passed the reception room Tubby looked for 
Jake and Pete; but there was not a single 
person in sight.

Half a block down the street the pro­
fessor turned into a dingy hallway, unlocked 
a door, and ushered Tubby into his labora­
tory. It was a long, dim room without win­
dows, and lighted by two narrow beams of 
white light—like small searchlights. Each 
of these horizontal beams struck the farther 
wall about six feet from the floor; and in 
the brilliant circles of illumination two 
cards were hanging on the wall—cards 
printed with letters of the alphabet in rows 
of different size type.



A large table occupied the center of the 
room. It was littered with a mass of scien­
tific apparatus, none of which Tubby had 
ever seen before. But scattered in a heap 
at the nearer end of the table he saw’ many 
little magnifying glasses, and a tremendous 
variety of eyeglasses. Even with his first 
hasty glance he noticed monocles, ordinary 
two eyed glasses and many spectacles which 
obviously were made for three eyes.

Over against the wall was a large glass 
cabinet, filled with w’hat looked like surgi­
cal instruments. There was an operating 
table there also, and other paraphernalia 
such as Tubby had noticed in the operating 
room of the hospital. He shuddered and 
looked away. The professor closed the door 
behind them and lighted a small electric 
bulb. It was red; it threw a weird reddish 
glare over the lower part of the room be­
neath the horizontal beams of the white 
searchlights. Simultaneously, two little vio­
let beams of light darted out from the w’all 
and slanted upward to the ceiling.

“ This is my workshop,” explained the 
professor, casting an appreciative glance 
about the room. “ There is only one ab­
solutely complete and modem optical labo­
ratory in the world. This is it. Sit down, 
Tubby.”

Tubby sat down in a chair near at hand. 
He wanted to ask about those three eyed 
glasses, but decided it would not be gentle­
manly. And didn’t the professor ever open 
that third eye?

“You said we’re goin’ to get rich, pro­
fessor,” he ventured. " Tell me how.’

The professor stood before him with 
folded arms, regarding him thoughtfully 
with his two opened eyes.

“ I have selected you,” he began slowly, 
“ because of your wonderfully clever scien­
tific mind. You have a scientific mind, 
haven’t you?”

“ No—yes,” answered Tubby.
“ So have I,” said the professor. “ But 

I have been studying optics so many years 
I have neglected everything else. It is your 
knowledge in the other departments of 
science that I need now. Together we will 
become rich, marvelously, fabulously rich.”

“ Right,” assented Tubby. “ Tell me 
how.”

The professor sat down. “ I have made 
a wonderful discovery,” he went on after a 
moment. His voice was deeper than ever; 
he seemed awe-struck by what he was about 
to say. “ I have made the most wonder­
ful optical discovery since the beginning of 
the world.”

“ Right,” said Tubby. “ It’s a big dis­
covery. Ain’t I right? Tell me what it is.”

The professor drew’ a long breath. “ I 
have located more than a hundred tons of 
twenty dollar gold pieces! I can see them. 
I’m going to let you see them in a moment.”

Tubby’s heart leaped into his throat; 
he swallowed it hastily.

“ Fine,” he declared. “ Let’s see ’em.”
The professor sighed. “ First I shall 

have to tell you how I found them, so that 
you will understand our problem.” He 
sighed again, more heavily. “ It is a terrible, 
scientific problem. I hope you can solve 
it.”

Tubby stood up. “ You give me a look 
at them twenty dollar gold pieces. That’s 
all I ask—just give me a look.”

The professor smiled sorrowfully. “ I 
will. I’ll show them to you right here. I’ll 
let you stand right among them. But sit 
down now. I have much to tell you first.”

Tubby sat down reluctantly.
“ You do not understand the theory of 

stereoscopic vision, I assume?” the professor 
asked.

“ Yes—no,” said Tubby.
“ Stereoscopic vision means what you see 

by using tw’o eyes simultaneously. Now—”
“ Oh,” said Tubby. “ Jake says—”
The professor paid no attention to the in­

terruption. “ I must explain about dimen­
sions first. We are living, you understand, 
in a world of three dimensions.”

“ Length, breadth, an’ thickness,” Tubby 
elaborated promptly.

The professor beamed. “ Precisely. You 
have a scientific mind. I knew you had. 
Now to proceed. What is it has location, 
but no dimensions?”

“ Search me,” said Tubby.
“ A point. And what has one dimen­

sion?”
Tubby wrinkled his forehead, struggling 

to think. “ I give it up,” he declared final­
ly. “ You tell.”



“ A line,” said the professor. “ A line 
has only one dimension—length.”

“ So has time,” suggested Tubby.
The professor smiled. “ You will have 

your little joke, I see. You’re a clever man. 
I like clever men.”

“ Right,” said Tubby. “ Go on to two 
dimensions.”

“ A square has two dimensions—or any 
plane figure. Also a shadow. And you and 
I have three dimensions—also almost every­
thing else in the world about us.”

Tubby nodded. “ A table, for instance.”
“ Yes—a table. Now that brings us to 

the theory of stereoscopic vision. You un­
derstand that with one eye we can see only 
two dimensions—length and breadth, but no 
thickness. To put it more technically, with 
one eye there is no depth to the field of 
vision. The scene might just as well be 
painted on a piece of canvas. It is a little 
difficult to distinguish the difference at first, 
because if you painted a scene in perfect 
perspective, life size and in full natural 
colors, even on a flat canvas it would look 
very realistic. There is a very great differ­
ence, however, Would you like a demon­
stration?”

“ Sure,” said Tubby. “ Give me a dem­
onstration.”

The professor rose to his feet. “ I have 
here two lead pencils. I am going to hang 
them in that beam of white light a few 
feet from you. Don’t look now.”

Tubby covered his face. At the pro­
fessor's command he looked up with one 
eye, his hand holding the other closed. 
Hanging in the white light by invisible 
wires, were two lead pencils.

“ How far away are they?” the pro­
fessor asked.

“ ’Bout ten feet,” Tubby estimated.
“ And which one is nearer to you?”
Tubby indicated the right hand one, 

which was apparently about a foot in front 
of the other.

The professor laughed. “ Look with two 
eyes.”

Tubby opened his other eye, and was 
amazed. He had assumed the lead pencils 
were of usual size. They weren’t. They 
were very much larger, and they were 
hanging at least twenty feet away from 

him. He had also assumed they were equal 
in size. But in that he was also mistaken. 
The right hand one was larger than its 
mate, and instead of being in front was 
exactly beside it.

“ You see,” said the professor, “ every­
thing looks flat. There is no depth to your 
field of vision with one eye. You were 
instinctively trying to guess the depth by 
judging the apparent size of things. If you 
■had known how big those pencils were you 
could have guessed their position.”

Tubby was looking with one eye again. 
“ I can give you three dimensions of that 
table,” he declared.

“ Of course, you can,” laughed the pro­
fessor. “ Because you are judging by how 
much smaller the back of the table looks 
than the front. The mind acts subcon­
sciously on that, of course. But you don’t 
see any depth—any thickness—to that 
table—you only guess at it. The laws of 
perspective make you think you see the 
third dimension, bet you don’t see it.”

So Jake was nght! “Tell me how it 
works,” urged Tubby with interest.

“ It is very simple,” said the professor.
“ And yet, in a way, it is very complicated.”

He held a little cube of sugar a few 
inches from Tubby’s eyes. “ When you 
look at that with only your right eye, you 
see the front face and part of the right side. 
Is that so?”

Tubby tried it, and nodded.
“ And with the left eye alone, you also 

see the front face, but instead of the right 
side you now see part of the left side. Do 
you?”

“ No—-yes,” said Tubby. “ Sure I do.”
“ Very well. Now, with two eyes you 

combine both of those images. Your eyes 
see the object from different view points. 
Look now with both eyes. Now you see 
the front face of the cube and partially 
around both its sides. That is what gives 
you the third dimension—it is what makes 
that cube look solid. With one eye it mere­
ly looks like a picture of a lump of sugar 
—a flat picture, printed on a flat page. 
Do you follows me?”

“ Yes—no,” said Tubby. “ Tell me 
more. Tell me about them tons of twenty 
dollar gold pieces.”



The professor nodded. “ In a few mo­
ments I’ll show them to you.”

Tubby resigned himself to wait. The 
professor continued:

“ It is the combination in your brain of 
the different images your left and right 
eyes see that gives you a perception of 
our world of three dimensions. Is that 
clear?”

“ Abso-Zw/e-ly,” declared Tubby.
“ Very well. Now listen carefully. One 

eye gives two dimensions. Two eyes give 
three dimensions. And then three eyes—” 
The professor paused expectantly.

“ Three eyes—” prompted Tubby breath­
lessly.

“ Why, three eyes give four dimensions,” 
said the professor triumphantly. “ With 
three eyes rightly equipped you can see 
that other world lying all about us—that 
other world science has been trying for so 
long to discover—the world of the Fourth 
Dimension! That is the world that holds 
our tons of twenty dollar gold pieces!”

Tubby gasped. So that was why the 
professor had three eyes. He could see 
into another world, where there were a 
hundred tons of twenty dollar gold pieces 
lying all about!

“ That is my discovery,” the professor 
reiterated. “ The most remarkable optical 
discovery since the beginning of the world. 
1 made it. You observe my third eye?”

“ Yes—no,” replied Tubby. “ It ain’t 
so very noticeable,” he added deprecatingly.

“I am an expert surgeon also,” con­
tinued the professor. “ I have to be. I 
gave myself that third eye. It’s a very 
delicate operation, but I can perform it 
easily. I’m am going to give you one in a 
moment.”

Tubby was frightened. “ You needn’t 
bother,” he declared. “ I ain’t interested. 
I—”

“ Oh, it won’t hurt you,” laughed the 
professor. “ I am a modem surgeon—I 
never hurt anybody.” He unrolled his long 
length from the chair and stood up briskly. 
“ Come over here and pick out the kind of 
eye you’d like.”

Tubby remembered the tons of gold 
pieces: he stifled his fear and followed the 
professor across the room. A long, nar­

row shelf ran along the wall. On it stood 
a row of little glass bottles all filled with 
a colorless liquid. And in each bottle 
floated a single eyeball.

Tubby walked down the length of shelf. 
The eyeballs stared at him unwaveringly.

“ You’d better take a blue one,” said the 
professor. “ Your other eyes are blue. 
Medium size—light blue. Here, this one 
is a good match.” He selected a bottle.

Tuby lay back in what looked like a 
dentist’s chair. The professor opened the 
surgical cabinet and selected several wicked 
looking instruments. He touched a switch, 
and a narrow little beam of rich yellcw 
light sprang from the cabinet and focused 
itself on the bridge of Tubby’s nose.

“ You—ain’t goin’ to hurt me?” Tubby 
quavered.

The professor answered reassuringly: 
“ No. This yellow light will deaden all 
pain. It’s a wonderful light. I discovered 
it. Close your eyes now. I won’t take 
long.”

Tubby gripped the arm of his chair and 
closed his eyes. For five minutes the pro­
fessor hammered, chisled and sawed—cut­
ting a hole in his forehead. It felt ex­
tremely unpleasant, but it did not hurt. 
When the hole was ready, the professor 
fitted in the eyeball.

“ Just a moment now,” he murmured. 
“ Very delicate—this joining the optic 
nerve. Just a moment—hold still.”

Five minutes more and the eyelid, with 
its lashes all complete, was in place. The 
professor tied a bandage over the new eye 
—a wet, hot bandage.

“ All right,” he exclaimed cheerfully. 
“ Now you can sit up.”

Tubby sat up, opening his two original 
eyes and feeling the bandage dubiously. 
He had three eyes! Now he could see tons 
of twenty dollar gold pieces!

“ Right,” he said. “ That wasn’t hard. 
What do we do next?”

The professor replaced his instruments, 
and then led Tubby back across the room 
to their former chairs.

“ It is now only a question of lights,” he 
said. “ You understand that this Fourth 
Dimension is a different kind of matter. It 
occupies the same space as our world, be-



cause it is matter in a totally different 
state—a state where the molecules are very 
widely separated, and are in very rapid vi­
bration. In order to make it visible to 
us—in addition to needing the view points 
of three eyes simultaneously, we must use 
lights of a much faster vibration than the 
range of the solar spectrum. These are 
my own lights—Z invented them.”

He turned off the red light and the two 
white searchlights. At once many other tiny 
beams sprang from hidden orifices—deep 
violet beams—several of very pale indigo 
—and others that seemed to be almost 
phosphorescent. These beams of light were 
all oscillating rapidly back and forth. The 
room was a confused riot of weird color 
—like the darkened stage of a comic opera 
with a score of whirling, colored spotlights 
upon it. Tubby grew dizzy staring at it.

“ There,” said the professor. “ I think 
I have everything adjusted correctly. Now 
we need colored eyeglasses.”

From the table he carefully selected two 
spectacles each -with three different colored 
lenses. “ Take the bandage off, Tubby— 
but be careful to keep your new eye closed.”

Tubby followed directions, and fitted a 
pair of the three-eyed spectacles to his 
nose.

“ Now,” said the professor. His voice 
trembled with emotion, though he seemed 
trying to speak calmly. “ Sit down again 
—you may feel dizzy at first. Now—open 
all three eyes.”

Tubby opened his three eyes. All he 
saw at first was a dim grayness, as though 
he were in the midst of a heavy fog. The 
room with its myriad colors had evaporated.

The professor’s voice came from behind 
him. “ Hold steady a moment—your eyes 
wfil be adjusted to it soon.”

Tubby sat staring into the fog. It 
seemed shifting and crawling upon itself. 
Then, in the distance, gray shapes began 
forming. Were they in the distance? He 
couldn’t seem to tell how far away they 
were. Perhaps they were close at hand? 
Of course they were. There was no doubt 
about it now. He made out an angle of 
wall—a shadowy, white wall, with a ceil­
ing above and a floor below.

The professor’s voice said: “ We are 

looking now at a room in the world of the 
Fourth Dimension. We are in it—it oc­
cupies almost the same space as my labo­
ratory. Now—do you see the gold?”

Tubby saw it, indeed. The fog was lift­
ing rapidly. He was sitting in a huge, bare, 
windowless room whose outlines were all 
blurred and quivering, but now plainly dis­
cernible. There was no way of guessing the 
size of the room. It might have been half 
a mile long—or twenty feet. And curiously 
enough, the back part of it looked larger 
than the front! Things got larger farther 
away, instead of smaller. Tubby was not 
concerned with this anomaly, however; he 
was feasting all three of his eyes on the 
gold. It was heaped in profusion all over 
the room—great piles of shining yellow 
gold pieces!

“ For ten years I have searched for this 
spot,” said the professor, triumphantly. “ I 
found it, and that’s why I built my labo­
ratory right here. We are inside the mint 
of the world of the Fourth Dimension!”

Tubby stood up, trembling with excite­
ment. He felt very dizzy and nauseated, 
but he forgot it in the excitement. The 
mint of the Fourth Dimension! A hundred 
tons of gleaming yellow gold pieces—and 
he was standing right among them!

He looked down at his feet. The coins 
were piled all around him. The floor was 
strewn thick with them everywhere. He 
kicked one foot into them. Nothing hap­
pened! There was no sound; his foot 
seemed to touch nothing but empty air. 
Where was his foot? He couldn’t see it. 
Or his leg. Or his hand, which he held 
before him!

Panic seized Tubby. Was he a ghost? 
Couldn’t he even see his own feet?

The professor answered his thoughts. 
“ Your body is still in your own world, Tub­
by—the world of three dimensions. Only 
your vision has penetrated into the Fourth 
Dimension. You can see that gold, but—” 
A sob choked the professor’s voice at the 
pathos of it—“ but Tubby, you—we can­
not touch that gold—we can do nothing 
with it except look at it!”

Tubby stooped down frantically to gather 
up a handful of the coins. He felt his 
fingers scraping along the bare boards of 



the professor’s laboratory. He touched 
his foot. But he could not see his hands. 
Or his feet. He could only see the heaps 
of glistening coins that lay there undis­
turbed!

The professor’s voice wailed dismally: 
“ The gold is right there, Tubby. Your 
fingers are going right through it. But 
you cannot feel it—you cannot touch it. 
You can only look at it—only look at it—”

The words trailed away into silence. 
Tubby climbed to his feet, and then sat 
down in his chair, nonplused. What a 
horrible thing! You could see the gold, 
but you couldn’t touch it! That was all 
wrong. The professor would have to figure 
some way of getting that gold out of the 
Fourth Dimension. They’d figure it to­
gether. The professor would—

Where was the professor? The room 
was quite silent. Tubby felt suddenly very 
weak and sick. He lay back at full length 

in the chair and closed his eyes. His 
new eye hurt him. Or was it his new eye? 
Wasn’t that pain shooting through his left 
eye? It must be his left eye—there seemed 
■to be a bandage over it.

There was a dim murmer of voices in 
the room—familiar voices. They seemed 
to have been there a long time, but Tubby 
just noticed them. He opened one eye— 
his right eye—and saw a swaying expanse 
of white sheet, with the white enamel foot 
of a hospital cot just beyond his toes. 
The scene stopped swaying and grew 
clearer. A hand touched his forearm. 
He turned his head w’eakly, and stared with 
his one eye into the anxious faces of his 
two friends who were sitting beside the bed.

“Hello, Tubby!” exclaimed the first 
man with relief. “ You didn’t die, did 
you? I knew you wouldn’t.’'

“ You’re right, Jake,” agreed the second 
man. “ He didn’t die, did he?”

n tr tr

A NAME IN THE SAND

^LONE I walked the ocean strand;
A pearly shell was in my hand;

I stooped and wrote upon the sand 
My name—the year—the day.

As onward from the spot I passed, 
One lingering look behind I cast;
A wave came rolling high and fast.

And washed my lines away.

And so, methought, ’twill shortly be 
With every mark on earth from me;
A wave of dark oblivion’s sea

Will sweep across the place 
Where I have trod the sandy shore 
Of time, and been, to be no more 
Of me—my day—the name I bore, 

To leave nor track nor trace.
Hannah Flagg Gould.



By THOMAS THURSDAY

THE other day a professor of high art 
and litterchoor takes a extry swig 
of hip syrup, puts his feet on the 

desk, presses the buzzer for one of his 
beauteous stenographers, then dictates the 
following bit of keen wisdom: “ A bride and 
groom is always funny without any slap­
sticks.”

I read that gem in The Daily Applesauce 
—which I get for nothing, seeing that the 
family in the next flat sleep late—and when 
I finish the entire essay I am convinced that 
the professor gets that dope from peeking 
into one of our flat windows while me and 
Lulu—that’s the name of my charming one 
year bride—is enjoying one of our numer­
ous debates. Otherwise I fail to see how 
he could think up such a wise crack, even 
if he reads everything from Cicero to “ The 
Life of Riley,” right down to the latest dic­
tionary.

Not that I ain’t tickled silly at the mere 
thought that I have married such a com­
plete set of absolute beauty like Lulu. I 
am! And when I think of the bevy of 
rich flippers that she has passed up—she 
told me this herself—why, I believe that I 
am the luckiest dumb-bell in the world. 
Of course, when I innocently remark that 
she is pretty I don’t mean that Lulu is stuck 
on herself, or anything like that, but never­
theless if she had ever foxtrotted in front 
of Mark Antony he would have chased Cle­
opatra back into the kitchen to clean up the 
dishes.

However, there ain’t no such thing as 
perfect happiness, no matter what the fe­
male pen pushers say on the ladies’ page of 
the papers, and although we have now been 
married a full year and blessed with little 
Alexander—the prize winning baby of the 
universe—the joy is somewhat wrecked by 



the constant attendance of Lulu’s clown 
relative, known as brother Joseph Robin­
son.

This nine day shirt wearer ain’t had any 
use for common restaurants since me and 
the missus has taken up housekeeping to­
gether, and if meal time ever comes around 
when he fails to come around with it, why, 
I’ll do a few handsprings from pure joy. As 
far as I know, Joseph ain’t never toiled in 
his life, and to prove it he is now supposed 
to be a sleuth with the Sherlock Detective 
Agency, and before that happens he was a 
floor walker at a race track; and after that 
he falls into a cinch as a cheese inspector 
in a hotel.

However, I will quit the autobiography 
stuff, and tell you how my baby Alexander 
near scares me to a triple death by being 
kidnaped while yet so young, the same being 
a mere three months.

It is Sunday, which is supposed to be a 
day of rest, according to all the butchers’ 
calendars I have ever read, and me and 
Lulu is in our four-room-and-cigar-box- 
kitchen flat, in the land of the Bronx, doing 
nothing more unlawful than arguing to and 
fro about the weather, what we shall eat 
next Christmas for dinner, and most of all, 
what our Alexander will be when he grows 
up to man’s real estate.

I am for making him President of the 
entire United States, having read that the 
job gives you a swell chance to swing a 
nifty niblick on the golf course in sunny 
Florida; but Lulu says that maybe he won’t 
be constitutionally fitted for that sort of 
portfolio; and then I suggest that maybe 
he would look slick in a Senatorial toga 
draped around his manly shoulders, or per­
haps bricklaying may be his forte, et cetera. 
At that witty crack Lulu goes up in the 
air for a few moments, and says Alexander 
will never do anything where he has to soil 
his hands or wear a suit of overalls. She 
comes back to earth when the bell rings, 
and I can tell by the sound alone that it 
can be none other than dear brother Joseph, 
who has called for dinner and to pester me 
in general.

“ I think it would be a great little idea 
to put a muffler on the bell, and, while I 
am at it, it won’t do much harm to install 

a rubber door. Then we can’t hear that 
bright brother of yours when he knocks.”

This naturally makes a big hit with Mrs. 
Wife.

“ William,” she says, raising her eye at­
tracting eyebrows, “ if you do not stop 
passing those vulgar remarks about my 
brother Joseph, I shall find a way to make 
you. Many people would be only too glad 
to have him around to cheer them up. For 
one thing, he is very gay and jolly, and for 
another, he certainly isn’t an old grouch 
like you. And, anyway, would it be too 
much for you to take Alexander out in his 
new carriage for a little air? Of course, 
I do not wish to disturb you ftpm sitting 
there and doping out how the Giants will 
win the pennant, or anything like that.” 
And she puts an icicle on each and every 
w’ord.

“ I don’t happen to be doping out any­
thing about the Giants,” I replies. “ I am 
merely trying to figure how and the hell 
Spareribs beat out .Checkerboard in the fifth 
race at—”

“William!” she hellers. “When will 
you cease your common manner of speak­
ing? Have you ever heard brother Joseph 
swearing?”

“ He’s too lazy to even do that much!” 
I slam back. But that don’t arouse a weak 
smile, although Lulu has a great sense of 
humor, like most wives. One day I hap­
pen to slip on a chunk of soup meat; that 
was a little out of place, and I take a nose 
dive right into the kitchen sink with my 
entire face. She don’t stop giggling for a 
week.

She opens the door, and the world’s pre­
mier food consumer enters our love nest.

“ Hello, folks!” he opens up soon as he 
gets his fat face inside. “ How’s dear lit­
tle Alexander? Fine, I hope; but he should 
be out in the air on a bright day like this. 
Really, it’s a shame to keep him cooped 
up in this terrible flat. What kinda hus­
band is Bill getting to be, anyways?”

You get that sucker’s number right away, 
don’t you? As for me, I get it the first day 
I marry his charming sister, and ever since 
we have been getting along like a tomcat 
and a mouse in the bottom of a barrel. And 
the thing that makes a terrific hit with me 



fe the way he spends his money. He’s so 
tight that he ain’t spent a nickel since Gen­
eral Grant was a baby; and if all the res­
taurants closed up forever, why, it wouldn’t 
worry that ape at1 all. He takes all his 
meals with us. I say he “ takes ”—and I 
mean exactly that.

“ How are you, Joseph?” I greets, trying 
to be pleasant under extreme difficulties. 
“ It’s a mighty fine day, and it’s too bad 
that we ain’t gonna have much to eat for 
dinner, eh, Lulu?”

“ Joseph will be satisfied with turkey, 
won’t you, Joseph?” she beams, opening 
the oven door and showing the big wimp the 
largest turkey that ever got soaked with 
an ax.

He takes a couple of tentative sniffs of 
the appetizing aroma, then removes his hat, 
coat and vest—showing a set of suspenders 
that must have been cast off by Charles the 
First. Then he sticks his fingers into the 
turk.

“ Pretty soft, ain’t it?” he says.
“ Pretty soft for some people,” I answer. 

“ However, when we decide to take in 
boarders, why, I will drop you a line.”

“ William,” puts in the much better half 
of the family, “ Joseph is my guest at all 
times.” Then she gives me a wicked look.

I could have mentioned the odd fact that 
I am the gent who is obliged to appease 
the grocer and butcher, and also the sapo- 
lio who scares the landlord away when he 
calls with aggravating promptness each and 
every month—but what’s the use of start­
ing another argument?

Joseph comes over to Alexander, cooing 
in his new Chubby Six Sedan—with Frisk 
tires—which has set me back a whole 
week’s salary, at the rate of five bucks 
down and two bell rings per weekly, not 
that anything is too good for my baby, and 
when Alexander gets a look at dear Jo­
seph, why, he laughs right in his face. I 
don’t blame’m!

“ Ootsiewootsie!” cackles Joseph to the 
little dear—“ dear ” is right, if you know 
what I mean—and proceeds to get himself 
in solid by tickling the kid on his chubby 
chin, which part even Lulu admits reminds 
her of the father.

“ Take your face away from his nose! ”

I snort. “ D’yer want him to catch the flu 
or something?”

“ Who’s got any flu?” he comes back. 
“ If you was only half as healthy as me, 
you’d take your own child for a walk, in­
stead of reading there like a regular big 
flatfoot. What did you buy a carriage for? 
To clutter up the kitchen with? Believe 
me, you are a fierce boob, when it comes 
to having any brains. You let poor Lulu 
cook around a hot oven all day, and you 
are too lazy even to take Alexander out for 
a stroll. If I was Lulu I would bawl you 
out good and proper. Why, the poor little 
baby is actchelly getting pale and—er— 
ansemic.”

“ That’s right, Joseph,” agrees Lulu as 
she jabs a fork into the turkey’s leg—“ Al­
exander doesn’t get any air at all. But 
what can I do with a man like William?”

“ Never mind, sister,” says Joseph; “ I’ll 
take the little fella out myself. If his own 
father don’t think enough of his child to 
give ’im a little airing, I’ll do it!” He 
starts to put on his hat and coat.

“ Mind your own business,” I says, snap­
ping up from the chair. “ Any time I need 
a nurse boy, I will let you know. Mean­
time, drop dead. Me and my baby is now 
going out for a long stroll, and I hope by 
the time we get back you will be some- 
wheres in spice scented Arabia. Thanks for 
listening.”

I grab my last year’s hat, second hand 
coat, then give Joseph a glare that would 
have goaled King Tuttyankamen’s entire 
army if he had any, not that I know any­
thing about Egyptian grave digging.

“ Now, do be careful, William,” admon­
ishes the missus, as I start to push Alex­
ander’s chariot through everything but the 
ice box. “ You know how careless you are. 
Don’t you think it would be better to have 
Joseph go along with you and—”

By this time I am at the door, give the 
coupe a shove out into the hall, then slam 
the door behind me. Joseph has to come 
with me, eh? Bah, beans and blooey! 
Ain’t I the kid’s pop, what? Then where 
in the Sam Hell does that big three-alarm 
simp get off to show me how to take care 
of my own baby? I’ll show ’im! How­
ever, had I known that I was headed for 



the biggest shock of my life— But we’ll 
get to that pulse quickening scene of the 
drama later.

With the help of the good Lord and 
plenty of dumb luck, I manage to get the 
carriage down the five flights of stairs that 
has more twists than a quarter’s worth of 
pretzels, and safely land Alexander on the 
sidewalks of New York, as the old song 
would remark. I take a few inhalations 
of the passing ozone, thank the stars that 
I have at last got out of hearing distance 
of Lulu's once a week beard shaver—mean- 
nig that dear brother Joseph—then I decide 
I will call in on Tony, the jovial barber, and 
get a shave for myself.

I park Alexander outside, next to the 
pole, make sure that he is covered up bet­
ter than a bootlegger’s conscience, then go 
in and take a seat in the first chair, operated 
bv Tony himself.

“ All I want is a shave,” I says, as he 
surrounds me with a funny smelling towel. 
“ And don’t ask me if I want anything 
else. Get me? I ain’t interested in a 
creme de suds shampoo; a Pharoah mas­
sage with ointment; a Swede hair singe; a 
French wrinkle remover; or even a Yiddish 
eyebrow grower. Just want a plain shave, 
see? Ha, ha!”

“ Ha, ha,” says Tony with a bored grin. 
“ Er—d’yer mind if I use a razor?”

“ Pick up the dice, Antonio,” I says, 
“ you w’in!”

Well, while Tony races the steely blade 
over my tender flesh, I take side glances 
out of the door to see if my Alexander is 
still safe. He is, and I finish my shave in 
pure peace, which is just as it should be. 
I slip Tony full payment, put on my hat 
and coat, then breeze out to Alexander. 
I untie the sedanette from the pole, and 
start for a stroll down the avenue, with the 
main idea in my mind to get as far away 
from the flat as I can get without requiring 
a passport to another country.

Then I happen to think that there is al­
ways a nifty game of ball going on in an 
empty lot, five blocks up the line, between 
the snappiest bunch of kids in the city, so 
I decide to push the roadster to the game 
and see what takes place. The last time 
I was there the game was setled via the aid 

of a score of cops, and a good time was 
had by all.

Two blocks from the lot I run into a 
bevy of kind ladies who are just emerging 
from church, and wheh they see such a 
strange sight as a mere husband wheeling 
his own infant carriage, why, they prompt­
ly clutter up the way to see what it is all 
about, if anything.

“ Oh, what a sweet baby! ” starts off one 
dear old lady. “ I can’t see him—he’s all 
bundled up, but I’m sure he’s a real sweet 
child. Toodle-oo!”

“ Can’t we see the little darling?” de­
mands another interested maiden.

“ Sorry,” I says, “ but there’s a lotta 
this here flu and measles floating around— 
that’s why I keep him covered like that. 
But you can take my word for it, ladies, he’s 
a bear, when it comes to looks. In fact, 
they all say he resembles his daddy. Ha, 
ha!”

After that I step on the gas and plow 
through the whole bunch of females and 
make good time up to the ball field. I note 
that there is a game in progress and so I 
park Alexander’s sedan near the left field 
and then walk up near the home plate to 
get a better look at the game. I find that 
the Gas House Red Socks is engaged with 
no less than the Mulligan Robins, and just 
as I reach the home plate, about nineteen 
players are amusing themselves by firing 
tin cans, et cetera, at the humble umpire. 
This bird don’t trouble to argue back, but 
beats it off the field with much speed.

The next minute the captain of the Mulli­
gans comes up to me and says that I have 
been elected to take the departed umpire’s 
place. I reply with fatherly dignity that I 
have my baby Alexander over in yon left 
field, and that I can’t stay with ’em very 
long. So I get behind the stub nosed and 
freckled faced pitcher and start to show 
’em how good I can call the balls and 
strikes.

“ Mister,” says the pitcher, turning to me, 
" you wanna keep yer eye on me curve, 
see? I only pitch strikes! ”

“ Play ball!” I bellers.
The kid unwinds a Christy Mathewson, 

let's it go, and it wallops the batter right 
on the bean.



“ Take yer base!” I shout.
The next batter up has a wicked way of 

standing at the plate, and I can tell from 
the jovial shouts of his boy friends that he 
is the Babe Ruth of the team.

He slams the first ball pitched a mile up 
in the air and I watch it sail toward left 
field. Then my heart stops ticking. The 
ball lands plumb in my baby’s carriage! 
Righ away I am sure that poor Alexander 
is no doubt killed or maybe worse, and so 
I race to left field a shade faster than 
Joey Ray ever dared run. Then I get a 
worse shock. I feverishly look into the 
carriage to see what is left of the infant— 
and he ain’t even in sight!

Alexander has been kidnaped!
For a minute I can’t talk in any lan­

guage, then I calm down a little, collect 
what passes for my mind in polite society, 
and ask the kids if they have seen any 
blackhanders in the vicinity, and if so, I 
will take keen pleasure in murdering them 
at once! The kids all claim that they ain’t 
seen or heard anything, and so I grab the 
kidambulator, dash around to the police 
station, rouse the desk sergeant, and beller 
to him to send out a general alarm for one 
Alexander Pinkney, the same being the full 
name of my missing baby.

The sergeant looks at me like I was re­
marking to him what a fine day it was, or 
something, and acts like my baby was of no 
more importance than a flea on an ele­
phant’s tail. Then I give him a description 
of poor little Alexander, which the dumb­
bell manages to write down on the blotter, 
and then he tells me that I should go home 
and not to worry.

Bon soir—not to worry! Can you im­
agine a fathead like that? Sweet paprika— 
what am I to tell Lulu? I can already 
vision her ruining me with a rolling pin and 
having brother Joseph assist her in the as­
sault and battery, no fooling. Ladies and 
gentlemun, I’m dazed! All I can think of 
is that dear Alexander is gone, kidnaped by 
some gang of ruthless rascals who will either 
kill him outright or hold him for a large 
ransom. And where in the dickens can a 
poor sucker of a pocketbook salesman get 
even enough jack together to ransom a tin 
goldfish? What a fine mess!

I hail a passing taxi, shove the coupe 
into the front with the driver, and tell him 
to go like red, white and blue blazes to 
the flat. As the cab races over the pave­
ment—not missing a single rut or hole—I 
begin to get past thoughts of Alexander, 
from the day he was born down to the time 
he upset the bowl of goldfish in a playful 
mood. And when I think he is the only 
child I have—me and Lulu have only been 
married a year, you know—why, I just 
break down entirely. And Lulu! How' 
will she take it?

Well, at the end of about two weeks or 
so, the driver finally pulls up in front of the 
flat house. I toss ’im a buck, yank off the 
carriage, then walk weakly up the five 
flights of stairs. When I reach the love 
nest, I don’t take time to use the key—I 
bang on the door like a wild man. What’s 
more, when I think of facing Lulu with the 
terrible news, I actually shiver.

She comes to the door herself and give 
me a wicked look.

“ Well,” she says with her marvelous eyes 
flashing like hot coals, “ what’s all the com­
motion about?”

“ Alexander — our baby — kidnaped —” 
was all I could get out. Then I lounge 
into the hall, and wait for the riot which 
I expect will follow immediately.

“You stupid thing!” I hear her say. 
“ You’re a fine husband. What you need 
is a keeper! ”

I don’t know what this is all about. 
Then I get it—good!

Joseph comes ambling out of the living 
room with Alexander dangling on his shoul­
ders.

“ Wum goo—da da—gugle wah!” re­
marks Alexander, tapping Joseph on the 
skull with his rattle.

“ Yeah—you're one fine fish head! ” flares 
Joseph. “ The idea going into a barber shop 
and leaving poor little Alexander outside 
all by hisself. If Lulu hadn’t of sent me to 
the delicatessen for a pound of butter, I 
might not have seen the poor baby, and 
somebody might of swiped him. Lucky 
I come along and took ’im home, believe 
me! ”

Er—excuse me w’hilst I roll up my 
sleeves!



By W. O. McGEEHAN

PRIZE fighting as an organized 
sport appeared first in Rome 
during the reign of the Em­

peror Nero, to whom is extended the 
credit of being the first of the fight 
promoters. The first prize fighters 
received no purses of any sort, and the widow of the loser paid the funeral expenses 
out of her own pocket.

During the early period of the prize fight game there was absolutely no future 
for a fighter. The boxing gloves were crude affairs, constructed of steel and rawhide. 
One punch usually decided a bout, and the absence of purses kept the more ambitious 
young Romans from indulging in the manly art.

The Emperor Nero used to gather together a group of Christian martyrs and 
give them their choice of putting on the gloves or feeding the lions. Sometimes a 
martyr would annoy and perplex the sporting emperor by saying: “ I’ll take both.”

While some modern sport writers might criticize the customs of the Roman 
prize ring, there was one redeeming' feature about the game. The vanquished fighter 
had no alibi. He had nothing but the best funeral his folks could afford. It never 
has been shown that the loser of a Roman prize fight ever turned up with an excuse or 
demanded a return match.

While Nero must be given full credit for his share in the development of prize 
fighting, there is plenty of evidence to the effect that the manly art of self-defense flour­
ished long before the days of the Caesars. Professor Rudolph Pretzelbender, the cele­
brated archaeologist of Heidelberg, in his work “ The Origin of the Cauliflower,” 

THE ACCIDENTAL'DISCOVERY OF THE 
SOLAR PLEXUS BLOW 

(From a Persian tablei,)

declares that there are traces of the manly art 
among the ancient Chaldeans.

Signor Giuseppe Ravioli, of the University 
of Milan, while excavating at the site of ancient 
Babylon, unhesitatingly stated that the Baby­
lonians were ardent patrons of the ring. One 
set of Babylonian hieroglyphics in the possession 
of this great Italian antiquarian appears to es­
tablish this fact beyond a doubt. The hiero­
glyphics are of the period of King Boob of 
Babylon and are signed Um Boob, which freely 
translated means “ Some Boob.” The king, who 
was inordinately vain, had this title carved 
upon many buildings and also upon his tomb­
stone.

Not only does Signor Ravioli prove that 



boxing flourished during the reign of King Boob, 
but that it was the direct cause of the fall of 
that great city. It is shown that sky high purses 
were offered for boxing bouts in the days of 
Boob. This caused all of the subjects of Baby­
lon to train their male offspring to become prize 
fighters. In the meantime King Boob continued 
to increase the size of the purses.

The result was inevitable. The Baby­
lonians eventually all became prize fighters, and 
at a final tournament given by King Boob they 
unanimously knocked one another out until 
none remained but the monarch himself. King 
Boob is believed to have burst a blood vessel
trying to count the gate receipts from the lady A student.
spectators.

There also is evidence that there was prize fighting among the ancient Persians. 
This is deduced from the fact that the Persians produced the first rugs unquestion­
ably for the purpose of giving their heavyweight fighters something soft to fall upon. 
Unlike the heavyweights of to-day who are content to flop onto a piece of bare canvas 
the luxurious Persian white hopes demanded that they must have something soothing 
to lie upon when they assumed that horizontal position which appears to come 
natural to many heavyweight prize fighters.

While the ancient Greeks did not seem inclined toward prize fighting they did 
show inclinations toward Delsarte, which is the basis of modem pugilism. Professor 
Henri De Lys in his excellent brochure, “ Pieces of Cheese,” explains how like the 
ancient Greek dances the antics of some of the modem lightweights can be. This is 
the strongest volume ever written on the subject of cheese.

The first business arrangement between prize fighters was detected during the 
reign of the Emperor Nero shortly after the establishment of the game at Rome. 
A light heavyweight named Sockus Chinibus held the title for three days, and the 
Roman boxing commission started to investigate. It was discovered that four of 
Sockus’s opponents had agreed to lay down for a price and that he had shares in a 
Roman pool room, where big bets were made on events in the amphitheater.

This gambling ring had even fixed the contests where gladiators opposed the 

FROM AN EARLY GREEK STATUE.

larger beasts of prey. Through an ar­
rangement with the ring attendants at the 
amphitheater the pool was able to substi­
tute pagan Goths for Romans. One of the 
best lions in the zoo broke a fang and quit 
cold after tackling a supposed Roman who 
in reality was a tough old Goth. The bet­
ting that afternoon -was three to one that 
Leo could finish four gladiators, conse­
quently the pool cleaned up.

The betting ring finally'- was abolished 
by the simple process of throwing all the 
gamblers to the lions. Sockus Chinibus 
protested to the last. His final words as 
he marched by the en^eror’s seat were: 
“ Say, Ceesar, ain’t there a chance for a 
business man in Rome? Take it from me, 
if yrnu would kill off all the smart fellows 
there would be no more prize fight game.”

To which Nero replied only by turn­
ing down his imperial thumb. As the lions 
were crunching merrily on Sockus Chinibus, 
Nero was heard to say: “ He can see now



that I dislike business in sport.” It was at this point that Cicero, the sport writer, 
made the crack: ‘ O tempera! 0 mores!” This was taken to mean that Cicero did 
not think that the conduct of Sockus Chinibus had been for the best interests of the 
prize fighting game.

Despite the efforts of Nero to continue and develop the sport it fell into disrepute 
with the incident of Sockus Chinibus’s passing. Business at the amphitheater fell

THB FIRST STAGE IN THE MANUFACTURE" OF A 
CAULIFLOWER EAR.

(From a Roman coin.)

away and it came to be a say­
ing that even the lions of 
Rome were not eating on the 
level any more.

With the corruption of 
the prize fight game things 
turned from bad to worse in 
Rome. Nero’s creditors be­
gan to press him so hard that 
it is believed that he set the 
arena on fire to get the insur­
ance. Later he was the vic­
tim of a political switch, and 
Rome never was the same 
afterward.

Next to Nero the man 
who wielded the greatest in­
fluence on the prize fight game 
was the late Marquis of 
Queensberry, who propagated 
the set of rules under which 
prize fighters do business to­
day. The new rules provided 
that the contestants should 
wear padded gloves. Also
they were allowed a minute’s 

rest between rounds in order that they might have a chance to count the customers.
The custom of charging admission to a bout is considered the real turning point 

of the game, yet historians are rather vague as to when the first spectators were 
forced to yield their money at the gate or who devised this modern improvement. 
It is doubtful if even the influence of the Marquis of Queensberry could have induced 
so many young men to embark upon prize fighting as a career if the customers had 
not been discovered and the institution of gate receipts established.

From the time of the Marquis of Queensberry the development of prize fighting 
is easy enough to trace. John L. Sullivan was the first prize fighter to open and 
close a saloon. James J. Corbett was the first prize fighter to appear as an actor. 
Yet they were merely pioneers in the development of prize fighting to the vast indus­
try it has become to-day.

Benny Leonard, the present lightweight champion, was the first prize fighter to 
use the cash register and the adding machine. Since these two mechanical devices 
have been introduced to the manly art no pugilist of any standing is without them.

Thanks to the Marquis of Queensberry, who first made prize fighting safe for 
fighters, the industry has grown to such an extent in the United States that million- 
dollar houses promise to become common. Just what influence this will have upon 
future generations is hard to foresee. Some political economists are pointing to the 
time when all the able bodied citizens of the United States will become prize fighters.

Already the trend toward the prize ring has created a serious labor shortage 
throughout the country. The fact that the rings are well padded has attracted many 
potential stevedores and piano movers to the prize fight game. Students of economics 
declare that the prospect of dropping upon a nice, smooth canvas, and recovering 
consciousness with a thousand-dollar bill clutched firmly in one hand, appeals more 
to the laborer than eight hours’ monotonous work at something constructive.

10 A



The Titanic Sank—and a world was stunned with the horror of it.
The Lusitania was torpedoedpeople who were apathetic before 
said: “We won’t stand it!”
The Iroquois Theatre burned in Chicagoand laws were passed 
all over the country forcing theatres to install asbestos curtains. 
The Knickerbocker Theatre collapsed in Washington—there 
was immediate Government investigation.
The Qalveston flood—and millions were spent for a great sea wall.
Because these disasters were spectacular—because great numbers 
of people died by accident at one time:the shock stirred the soul 
of the nation.
And yet, added together, the total deaths from these never-to-be 
forgotten tragedies—plus three more that the world will always 
remember, the terrible Johnstown Flood, the burning of the Slocum 
and the San Francisco fire, were less than the number of persons 
killed last year in the United States by automobiles.
14,000 Killed in 1922
The great majority of these fatalities occurred in large cities; 60% 
in home neighborhoods—on the “side streets”—and most tragic 
of all, one-third of them were little children.
“Danger Zones” Safest
On 5th Avenue, New York, between 14th and 59th Streets, where 
traffic is governed by the Tower System, not a single death was 



reported by the police in 1922. At 42nd Street and 5 th Avenue, 
one of the busiest corners in the world, you and your children are 
safer than on your own street.
But at this corner policemen rigidly enforce wise traffic laws and 
compel people to take care of themselves.
Accidents happen in the flash of an eye. Caution is constantly 
necessary. Where you think you are safe—in some quiet street 
—danger is most likely to strike you.
Be Your Own Policeman
At unguarded corners pedestrians and automobilists have equal 
rights on the roadway. Both must use caution. Drivers must be 
watchful and walkers heedful. Not only must our safety con­
science be awake downtown, but also on our uptown streets.
If we wish to stop this rising tide of accidental death, 
all must work together and obey the rules of the 
road. If we do not, the number of automobile fatal­
ities may reach 15,000 this year and more thereafter as 
added machines take the road.

In 1922, the Metropolitan Life In­
surance Company disbursed over 
$867,000 in automobile death 
claims. In the same year it dis­
bursed a total of $4,753,000 for all 
accidents.
These insurance policies represented 
a wise investment — necessary life 
insurance. But something beyond 
a payment for deaths is necessary. 
We need and must have better 
protection against preventable ac­
cidents.
We must insist that drunken or care­
less drivers be punished. We must 
use the most extreme caution our­
selves. We must help the careless 
and protect the absent-minded. The 
small child does not know the dan­
ger of the street. Here the auto- 
mobilist must take the responsibility. 
The younger the child, the greater 
the driver’s need for care.
Safe play places must be provided

for the children; isles of safety, for 
the pedestrian; traffic signs and 
beacons, which will make the care­
less heedful.

Last year about 19,000 fatalities 
were recorded in the United States 
which occurred in or about the 
home—bums, falls from step­
ladders, chairs, stairs, etc. We must 
carry always in mind that where 
danger is most apparent, it can be 
most intelligently guarded against 
and that where we seem to be safest 
carelessness may carry a heavy pen­
alty.

The Metropolitan will be glad to 
send its own information on auto­
mobile accidents, as well as “ The 
Trend of Public Accidents”, pub­
lished by the National Safety Coun­
cil, to any one who wants to help 
in the conservation of life.

HALEY FISKE, President
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How Do You Look in a Bathing-Suit?

Earle E. Liederman as he is to-day

The good old swimming 
days are here. Oh boy! But 
it’s great to rip off the old 
shirt, into your suit and take 
the splash. But what a 
shock to some of the poor 
girls when they see their 
heroes come out with flat 
chests and skinny arms in­
stead of the robust frames 
they expected to see.

You Can’t Fool Them
Don’t try to make excuses. 

You should have knobs on your 
arms like a baseball. A fine pro­
tector you would make, when 
you can’t even fight your own 
battles. What are you going to 
do? She is going to find you out.

Look Your Best
It’s not too late. I can save 

you yet. It means hard work 
and plenty of it, but think of the 
results. In just 30 days I am go­
ing to add one full inch to your 
biceps. Yes, and two inches on 
your chest in the same length of 
time. But that’s only a starter. 
I am going to broaden out those 
shoulders and put real pep into
your old backbone. You will have a spring to your step and a flash to your eye, show­
ing you to be a real, live man. Before summer is past you won’t recognize your for­
mer self. You will have a physique to be really proud of. This is no idle talk, fellows. 
1 don’t promise these things. I guarantee them. Come on and make me prove it.

Send for My New 64-Page Book

‘‘MUSCULAR DEVELOPMENT”
It contains forty-three full-page photographs of myself and 
some of the many prize-winning pupils I have trained. Some 
of these came to me as pitiful weaklings, imploring me to 
help them. Look them over now and you will marvel at their 
present physiques. This book will prove an impetus and a 
real inspiration to you. It will thrill you through and through. 
All I ask is 10 cents to cover the cost of wrapping and mail­
ing and it is yours to keep. This will not obligate you at all. 
but for the sake of your future health and happiness, do not 
put it off. Send to-day—right now, before you turn this page.

EARLE E. LIEDERMAN
Dept. 5007, 305 Broadway, New York City

f EARLE E. LIEDERMAN, j

Dept. 5007, 305 Broadway, New York City ।

I Dear Sir:—I enclose herewith 10 cents, for which ■ 
you are to send me, without any obligation on my I

(part whatever, a copy of your latest book, “ Muscular 1
Development.” (Please write or print plainly.)



white Diamonds are expertly set in a 
hexagon-shaped top of Platinum, to 
resemble one large solitaire. Shank of 
Green Gold beautifully hand-carved 
and engraved. Price $57.50.

EpEE Book of Dia- 
• rn o □ d and 
Jewelry bargains. 
Al! wonderful val­
ues. Send for copy 
to Dept.823-M.

TEN MONTHS1 CREDIT
If, when you receive the Ring, you are 
perfectly satisfied, pay only $10.00 and 
keep it—then send only $4.75 for 10 
Successive months. Otherwise, return 
ring at once, and examination will have

1 cost nothing. Transactions strictly con- 
I fidential. Guarantee Value Bond given 
A with every Diamond Purchase.

THE HOUSE OF QUALITY
W- CAPITAL $1,000,000. —

LW-SWEET INC
1650'1660 BROADWAY, NEW YORK

WHITERIGHTOFF

2 TIRES/ 
FOR#

ZTubesITO
| Standard Tire Prices

I First time you can buy 12,000 
miles of service for only $9. 30. 
During this sale 2 tires for

I much less than usual cost of 
one! Tires fabricated by the 

_ STEWART PROCESS give re- 
I markable service on good and 

I bad roads. You, too. can get 

| <2,000 Miles
During this cut-price sale, we 

| give you absolutely Free a 
i Standard, brand new tube with 
I every tire! 2 tubes free with 2 

Tires! Be sure to state if 
straight side or clincher ia

I wanted.
FREE Examination
Send deposit of $1 for each tire

SMASHED!
Size 

28x3 
30x3 
30x3 la

1 Tube 
$ 6.50

6.70
7.40

31x4 10.15
10.30
11.90
12.30

33x4 
34x4
32x4 
33x4 K
34x4 H

ordered.

13.10
13.40
13.90
14.90
15.10

2 Tires &
2 Tubes

$ 9.30
10.65
12.55
14.50
16.40
17.35
18.30
19.35
20.10
21.10
21.90
22.95
24.85
25.65

... v.uvicu. Send only $2 if you
order 2 tires. We ship C._O. D. for balance and allow examina­
tion. If not absolutely satisfied, return unused and we’H refund ? 
every cent of your deposit! You take no risk whatever! if you I 

Money-Back Guarantee .
St»wartTlreCo.,Dapt.4O2, 21st&RaclneAve., Chicago |

®«25 A DAY
aTcZZ/z# Shirts \

Large shirt manufacturer wants agents 
to sell complete line of shirts, pajamas, 
and nightshirts direct to wearer. Ad- 

। vertised brand—exclusive patterns—easy 
to seiL No experience or capital re­
quired, Entirely new proposition.

Write for free samples.
Madison Shirt Co., S03 Broadway, N.Y.C.

NEW CHAMPION CORNET
OUTFIT $6.85 Down only $5 per* 

month for four months! Fine imported. Cornet, 
polished brass; excellent valve action, 

, tone intonation; pearl finger-tips; EASY
BLOWING; high or low pitch; in velvet- 

lined. Keratol case; mute and mouthpiece; self- 
instructor. For sale by your Music Merchant. 
Money-back Guarantee. ORDER NOW!

LYON & HEALY 72-73 Jackson Blvd., Chicago

Does The Socket Chafe Your Stump?
If so. you are NOT wearing

Buchstcin’s Vulcanized
Fiber which is soothing to 

T . . your stump, cool. 
Limb

C. Bnchstein Co., 113 6th St, S. Minneapolis, Minn.

Guaranteed 5 Years.
Sold on easy payments to good 

people. Send for Catalog today.

neat, light, 
walls not 

much thicker 
than a silver 

dollar, strong.

A GREAT CONVENIENCE
To the Wearers of White, Buck and Canvas Shoes 

Looks the best and is the least work
Other cleaners are GREY when first applied, so you 
have to wait till the shoes are dried to know whether 
you have completely dressed them or not, but Kelly’s 
is WHITERIGHTOFF, so that you know at once just 
how much of the shoes you have dressed.
It will last enough longer than cheaper art icles, that you 
can afford to pay thirty-five cents for it. It is so efficient 
and convenient^ and will give you so much satisfaction 
that you will never use any other white canvas cleaner 
once you have bought a package of WHITERIGHTOFF.

Sold al the Best Shoe Dealers and Shoe-Shine Parlors

GEO. J. KELLY, INC.
S10 Washington Street Lynn, Mass., U. S. A.

How Many Pounds Would You 
Like to Gain in a Week ?

If you are thin and want to gain weight, I will 
send you a sample of the famous Alexander Vita- 
mines absolutely Free. Do not send any money—just 
your name and address to Alexander Laboratories, 

■ 3295 Gateway Station. Kansas City, Mo.

WHEN you start a serial in the Argosy- 
Allstory you only wait a week to go 
on with it. Start one this week, and you’ll 

buy every number until it’s concluded. 
Ten cents a copy, all news-stands.



argosy-allstorv—advertising section.

WE TEACH 
COMMERCIAL 

ART 
Meyer Both Company, the largest 
Commercial Art Organization in the 
World, offers you an unusual opportunity 
for practical training, based upon twenty- 
three years of success. This nationally known organi­
zation each year produces and sells to advertisers

M’ften it’s miles between tubs

You’ll be glad to 
know this

THAT Listerine, the well-known 
antiseptic, is also a very capable

This Beautiful

, 10 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL <(
[V/ Merely send $2.00. Shipment made without red- 
X tape.” Examine it-wcar it 10 days. If not con­
i’ / vinceditis the Greatest Bargain in America, re- 
.‘,7 .turn it and your $2.00 will be refunded. If you keep it pay 
M only $5.48 monthty-a matter of a few cents a day--untilthe 
; Special Bargain Price of £56.75 is paid. Sold under a gilt 
I edge Protective Guarantee. You get 8 per cent yearly 
1 dividend on this purchase---also a 5 per cent bonus.

Million Send for it today. Thousands
I Dollar rDtLofbafRamsatypiirdisposal.

Bargain j ||CEiSnve one-third by writing to

A real bargain, 7 blue-white Diamonds 
set to look like a brilliant $700.00 soli­
taire. Dainty 18 kt. White Gold, nand 
made mounting. Gentleman’s ring, 
same price.

OWN

and safe deodorant. 
And that it cannot 
injure the most deli­
cate skin, or the 
daintiest garment.

Simply douse it on 
when you have been

When you're wishing for 
the old tub way back home

perspiring. See how sweet and re­
freshed and clean it leaves you—

J.M.LYON6CO.INC
Maiden Lane.iNewYbrk

If you're hot and dicky a tier

“DON’T SHOUT”

evaporating quickly 
and removing all 
trace of embarrass­
ing odor.

So often you don’t 
have time for—or

an afternoon’s shopping
access to — a tub or

“ 1 can hear you with the MORLEY 
PHONE. It is invisible, weight­
less, comfortable, inexpensive. No 
metal, wires, nor rubber. Can be 
used by anyone, young or old.”

The Morley Phone for the

is to the ears what glasses are 
eyes. Write For Free 1 
containing testimonials of users 

over the country. It describes 
causes of deafness; tells how 
and why the MORLEY 

PHONE affords relief. Over one hundred thousand sold.
THE MORLEY CO. Dept. 709, 26 S. 15th St., Phlla.

shower. Yet you want to be fresh 
and immaculate. Every fastidious 
person must be. Call on Listerine — 
vour old friend. It will do the work. 
You will be delighted.

Lambert Pharmacal Company
SAINT LOUIS, U. S. A.



DIAMONDSWAKHES

Sylvia 
Diamond

Ring
Blue white.

Loftis

WhiteGold. 
$125

LoftisPerfection 
r/» Diamond Ring 
il Blue white, per-/)* 

feet cut Diamond. 
The Ring is 14-K 
Solid Gold.

AA Solitaire Dia*

$50
Other at S75. 5100. 

$125 up

\ \ Diamond. Ring 
yftXis 18-K Solid

mond Cluster Ring
Blue white,perfectcat 

Q Diamonds.setlnplstlnum. 
Ring is 14-K Solid Gold.

$1OO
Others at $65. $125, 

$150 up.

GENUINE DIAMOND RINGS FOR GIFTS
We import Diamonds direct from European markets and 
sell direct to you by mail. Our immense buying power is 
a great saving to you.Customers testify to Loftis values. 
Our long years of service to the public is our Guarantee 
of satisfaction and the safeguard of your interests.

Send for Catalog
There are over 2,000 illustrations. Select as many ar­
ticles as you wish and haveall charged inoneaccount. 
Sent prepaid for your Free Examination. Catalogex- 
plains everything. LIBERTY BONDS ACCEPTED.

No. 16-Wrlat Watch, 1B-K Solid White Gold. 
17 Jewels. 537.50; 14-K. 15 Jewels. 532.

CREDIT TERMS on all articles: One-fifth

17-JEWEL 
ELGIN

No. 15— 
GreenGoId, 
engraved, 
guaranteed 
25 years. 12 
Size, giltdial.

down, balance divided into equal payments Assorted COE 
within eight months. Send for Catalog. patterns,■ A ■■ ■n ■ 41 THE OLD RELIABLEORIGINAL■ ■■ CREDIT JEWELERS

rdac A-rn est’d’ Stat? Chicago, 
MB pHUo.ttLU.1858 Stores in Leading Cities

Earn $20 to $60 a Week 
Household necessities, Summer drinks, Jewelry, Per­
fumes, Soaps, Extracts, Foods, Spices, Toilet goods, 
Aluminum ware, Bath towels, Fancy boxes of toilet 
soap selling like hot cakes. Big profits. Write to-day 
for catalogue.
WESTERN PRODUCTS CO., 646 No. Oakley Ave., Chicago

PATENTS
Send sketch or model today for examination and report. 
Record of Invention blank on which to disclose your invention 
and new guide book. "Hew to Obtain a Patent." sent free, 
Promptness assured. Highest references, Write today. 
CLARENCE A. O’BRIEN. Registered Patent Lawyer. 528 
Southern Bldg., Washington, D. C.

Try before you Buy
•Your choice of 44 styles, colors and sizes In 

the famous Ranger line. Write for our marvelous 
prices and terms. Shipped on approval and 30 
DAYS* FREE TRIAL,express prepaid.
lOMnnflMtAVlSV XOQ can set immediate potses- ■ A W11UO ivruy 9Ion and use of Ranger^ 

cycle on our liberal Easy Payment plan.
*1*1«aA< Best quality at factory prices. express paid.
I 4X^9 Lamps, wheels, borns, equipment 
* and repairs at unusually low prices.

WoAd «ycle Company NCClU Dept. G-30. Chicago

Write today for free 
Ranger Catalog, f ac- 
tory prices and marvel- Chicags | long easy payment terms

YOU SHOULD READ—
Munsey’s Magazine

I 09 Pages of the Finest Fiction 
Available at Any Price.

Twenty-five cents a copy. At all news-stands.

227 Rash Building SALINA, KANSAS

SAVE YOUR BODY
Conserve Your Health and Efficiency First

“I Would Not Part with it for $10,000”
So writes an enthusiastic, grateful customer. “Worth 
more than a farm,” saj’S another. In like manner 
testify over 100,000 people who have worn it.

The Natural
Body Brace

Overcomes WEAKNESS and ORGANIC 
AILMENTS of WOMEN AND MEN. 
Develops erect, graceful figure.

Brings restful relief, comfort, ability 
to do things, health and strength.
Wear It 30 Days Free at Our Expense

Does away with the strain and pain of standing and 
walking; replaces and supports misplaced internal 
organs; reduces enlarged abdomen; straightens and 
strengthens the back; corrects stooping shoulders: 
develops lungs, chest and bust; relieves backache, 
curvatures, nervousness, ruptures, constipation, after 
effects of flu. Comfortable and easy to wear.

ICpPTl Ynnrcnlf Fit Write today for Illustrated booklet, measurement 
ilvup 1 UUlcvll I 11 blank, etc., and read our very liberal proposition.

HOWARD C. RASH, Pres. Natural Body Brace Co.

For 
Boys 
and 
Girls 
Also



•Easy to Play
IjJ Easy to Pay

(34)

If perfectly satisfied, pay tor it on easy payments. Mention 
the instrument interested in and a complete catalog: will 
be mailed free.

BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO.
Makers of Everything in Band and Orchestra Instruments

Four Out of Five
Saxophone Book Free 
Tells when to use Sax­
ophone—singly, in sex­
tettes or in regular 
band; how to trans­
pose cello parts in 
orchestra and many 
other things you 
would lik 

know.

Truo-Tone
^Saxophone

Easiest of all wind instruments 
to play and oneof the most beau­
tiful. You can learn the scale 
in an hour’s practice and play 
popular music in a few weeks. 
You can take your place in a 
band within 90 days, if you so 
desire. Unrivalled for home 
entertainment, church, lodge or 
school. In big demand for or­
chestra dance music. The por­

trait above is of Donald Clark.
Soloist with the famous Paul White- 

man’s Orchestra.
ITrAA Trial You maY order any■ ■ Buescher Instrument

without paving in advance, and try it <?ix 
days in your own home, without obligation.

3634 BUESCHER BLOCK ELKHART, INDIANA

VourSeving Machine 

fe^eeds NYOIL 
for typewriters, pnonographs, 
radio equipment, bicycles, q 
guns, etc. Lubricates, pre- ft

vents rust. No color, , 
Btain or odor. Will 
notgum. Fine polish 
for piano cases, auto­
mobiles. etc. Buy 
Nyoil of your dealer 
or write
W F. NYE, New Bedford, Mass.

^Bleeding gums herald 
ePyorrhea

Take heed of bleeding gums. 
They’re Nature's warning 
of Pyorrhea. Only one per­
son out of every five past 
forty escapes. Thousands 
younger contract it, too.

THE FINEST 25 
k CAL.AUTOMATIC

Money back 
promptly if 

Not Satisfied.

The highest type 
25 cal. automatic 
made—with three 
safeties — is this 
new improved vest 
pocket model of drop forge 
blue steel, very well made. 
Shoots seven shots. Our No. 
AAII9 atonly«6.9S.

20Shot32cal.doublesafe- I _ 
ty military model, 10 shots with 
extra magazine making 20 shots in all, 
Our No. AAI20, special at $9.7S. 
Both sizes shoot any standard cartridge. 
PAY POSTMAN ON DELIVERY plus postage.

CONSUMERS CO., Dept. AA.1265 Broadway,N.Y.

AMAZING OFFER 
m UNDERWOODS

Only 53.00 down puts a Shipman- 
Ward Rebuilt Underwood in vour 
home or office. Try it: test ft in 
every way for ten days. If you 

can tell it from a brand new Under­
wood in looks, action or quality of 

work, return it and we’ll refund every 
' cent paid by you, If you decide to keep 
it, pay the balance in easy monthly Vfg- 

ments and make a big saving in price. We 
, guarantee the machine five years. Act now— 

send for free book and full particulars.
Shipman-Ward Mfg. Co.

Typewriter Emporium 
264Shipman Building, Montrose 

and Ravenswood Avenues, Chicago

Forhan’s For the Gums, 
if used consistently and 
used in time, will prevent 
Pyorrhea or check its prog­
ress. Brush your teeth with 
it. It will keep them white 
and clean, and your gums 
firm and healthy. Pleasant 
to the taste. At all drug­
gists, 35c and 60c in tubes.

I Formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D. S. 
Forhan Company, New York 

Forhan’s, Limited, Montreal

FOR THE GUMS 
ezWore than a tooth paste 

— it checks Pyorrhea

Forharfs



carat.

e2
iteGold

For fveddtnas.
Graduations. Etc.

.Diamonds

•38s 
^6Ct 
Perfectly 

Cut

„ Here affl 
60% of MarketPrice

Never in three quarters of a cen­
tury have we offered such 
amazing bargains. Hundred of 
money-saving opportunities in 
latest Diamond Bargain List, 
equalling those shown here.
Here’s why we can offer such 
remarkable values: This 75 year 
old firm—ratedatover$1,000,000.00 
capital — the largest and oldest 
diamond banking institution of 
its kind in the world has made 
loans on Diamonds, Watches, and 
other jewels in excess of 
$25,000,000.00.

Why Pay Full Prices
Costs Nothing to See

Thousands of unpaid loans. Must 
sell now. Diamonds, Jewels, 
Watches and other Gems of un­
usual qualities — at an entirely 
different price basis—viz: loan 
Values not market values. At our 
risk we. send you any bargain you 
wish for absolutely free exami­
nation. No red tape. No obligation. 
Don't buy unless satisfied you can not 
match the bargain at 60 per cent more. 
Diamonds of desirable quality at $125 

some even lower
priced—also, finest gems obtainable at 
higher per carat—but proportionately 
low bargain prices. Our bargains have 
guaranteed loan values also, unlimited 
exchange privilege at full prices.

Latest List
Diamond Loans

Send at once for latest list. Thou­
sands of unpaid loans and other special 
advantage bargains described fn full 
detail with exact weight, color, qual­
ity, etc. Get details of Free Examina­
tion offer. No obligation. List Is free.

Mail Coupon Now

I
Jos. DeRoy & Sons,

Fast office 1616 DeRoy, Bldg., Pittsburgh, Pa.
Without obligation, send me free, your latest Bargain List of 
Diamonds, Watches and other jewelry.

I 
<

| Name.....................................................................    |

| Address.............................................................................................. ।

J* City.........................................State................

You, Too, Can Play the

HAWAIIAN GUITAR
Just as the Natives Do—

After Your FIRST LESSON 
You Will Play “ALOHA” 
We Guarantee That—
Our method is so simple, interesting 
and appealing that you begin in your 
first lesson to learn the famous Ha­
waiian Folk Song “ALOHA”. Think 
how happy you will be when you 
surprise your friends by playing 
the fascinating Hawaiian Guitar 
just as the natives do !

Only Four Motions— 
and You Master Them Quickly I 
Ina few minutes you acquire the four motions necessary to play anv 
piece- after that a short period of practice and you will have mastered 
this weirdly sweet music. Complete course of 62 lessons includes fbeb 
beautiful Hawaiian Guitar, necessary picks, steel bar, etc. No extras.

No Previous Musical Knowledge Necessary
If you never read a musical note in your life—if you haven’t even the 
slightest knowledge of music, we can quickly and positively teach you 
to play this wonderfully popular Instrument. Don t be just a “listen­
er'' when you can easily be the center of interest among your friends.

Just Mail a Post Card for Details 
of our remarkable FREE Hawaiian Guitar Offer-- 
simply write: "1 am interested’ -but do it todauJ 

Address
First Hawaiian Conservatory fl

FREE1
Special arrange- 
mints for lessens if

of Music, Inc.
Desk 35 -233B’dwa

A Beautiful 
Hawaiian

L Guitar J

This Jeweled, tested watch nowoffered direct from Im­
porter at lowest price ever made! Think of it!—a gold- 
filled adjusted bracelet watch only $4.98 and extra silk 
ribbon bracelet free! Also patent gold-filled adjustable 
bracelet as shown. Fashionable smallsize gold dial.

Don’t Send a Penny! ■ 5 ■
Deposit bargain price. $4.98, and few pen- I ““raCe,e”S I 
niea postage when watch and two bracelets I w,th every watch | 
are delivered. M oney back guarantee protects —
you, Over 500J)00 sold at higher prices. Order today and get ele­
gant gift case Free!
Crown Jewelry Klfg. Co., Mi. 105. 33 E. 10th St.. Now fork. H It.

MAKE MONEY 
AT HOME

YOU CAN earn $ I to $2 an hour writing show cards at home in 
A your spare time. Quickly and easily learned by our new 

simple “I ns true tograph” method. No canvassing or solicit­
ing. We show you how, guarantee you steady work at home, no 
matter where you live, and pay you cash each week. Full 
particulars and booklet free. Write to-day.

AMERICAN SHOW CARD SYSTEM LIMITED | 
Authorized and Fully Paid Capital. One Million Dollars.

202 Adams Bldg. Toronto. Canada.

ANTED!
U.S. RAILWAY y~

LCLERKS
G1Q9 tfi <21 Q9 Mnnth Every second week off—full pay. Travel--see the 
jlju IU IVIUtllll, country. Common education sufficient. Write IM­
MEDIATELY for free list of Government positions obtainable: free specimen ex­
amination questions and schedule showing places of examinations in your locality.
FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. W-272, Rochester, N. Y.

Pimples
YOUR SKIN CAN BE QUICKLY CLEARED of Pim­
ples, Blackheads, Acne Eruptions on the face or body. 
Barbers Itch, Eczema, Enlarged Pores, Oily or Shiny Skin.

U Write today for my FREE Booklet, “A CLEAR- 
r ■> TONE SKIN”, telling how I cured myself after

r being afflicted for over fifteen years.
$1,000 Cold Cash says I can clear your skin of the above blemishes.
E.S. GIVENS, 221 Chemical Building, KANSAS CITY,MO.

NO JOKE TO BE DEAF
-Every Oeaf Person Knows That
I make myself bear, after being deaf for 25 years 
with these Artificial Ear 
Drums. I wear them day and 
night. They are perfectly 
comfortable. No one sees 
them. Write me and I will 
tell you a true story, how I 
got deaf and how 1 make you 
hear. Address
GEO. P. WAY. Artificial Ear

Medirated Ear Dram 
Pat. Nov. 3. 1908 

_____ __  . ___ ., ___________ ___ Drum Co. (Inc.) 
38 McKerchey Bldg-., 2631 Woodward Ave., Detroit, Mich.

High School Course 
in 2 Years MSI

School Course at home in­
side of two years. Meets all requirements for entrance to college 
and the leading professions. This and thirty-six other practical 
courses are described iu our Free Bulletin, Send for it TODAY.

AMERICAN SCHOOL
Dept. HB-5, Drexol Ave. & 58th St. ©AS 1923 CHICAGO



KODAK
And afterwards it’s all in the album

Autographic Kodaks $6.jOuP

Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester, N.Y. The Kodak city



Here’s a delightful Cream 
for Sunburn

and a real preventive also. HINDS HONEY AND ALMOND CREAM is so 
refreshingly fragrant, so refined, so soothing and cooling, that you’ll enjoy 
it thoroughly. It will quickly relieve all irritation and soreness, prevent 
blistering or peeling, and usually heal the skin over night. If used daily 
as directed it will keep the complexion in perfect condition all summer.

The POWDER Base—Perfection. Hinds Honey and Almond Cream is not only valuable 
for protecting the skin from climatic conditions, but also is giving most gratifying results 
when used as a base for face powder. The process is extreme' -' simple. Just moisten the 
skin with the cream and allow it to nearly dry, then dust c" :?.e p-cwder. It will adhere 
wonderfully and remain in perfect condition Icp.er than '• other base we know of. 
The cream and powder will prevent the skin from beccmir.g rough or chapped.
Hinds Gn-mts Face Powder. Surpassing in quality 
and refinement. Is impalMM^M^yi^^M^JI^ 
delicate tints blend to produce the c
and, with its subtle and distinctivC^MMHggiMMSBvl 
the charm of every woman who uses it. WHjjjmjfe 
pink, brunette. Large box, 60c. Trial box, 15c. 
Sample, 2c.
H1NDS Cold Cream. Gaining steadily in popular 
favor because it is perfect for massage, for cleansing 
the skin and improving the complexion. Valuable 
for baby’s skin troubles because of its potent healing 
qualities. Contains the essential ingredients of the 
liquid cream; is semi-greaseless.
HINDS Disappearing Cream is greaseless, and never 
shows on the surface of the skin. It adds tare charm

A. S. HINDS CO., Dept. 10

■ -b.e ■ ; ~ br its softening, delicately refining
:r.£_ence. Makes rough, catchy fingers soft and 
■ Prevents dryness and that objection­
able c. condition. Cannot soil any fabric. A base 
for face powder that many prefer.
MANICURING—Without Soreness. The same Hinds 
Honey and Almond Cream for years has been 
recommended as an aid in manicuring because it so 
agreeably softens the cuticle for removal and prevents 
soreness; also because it adds to the lustre of the nails. 
Altogether, it is a gratifying success for the entire man­
icuring process.
All druggists and departments sell Hinds Honey and Almond 
Cream in bottles, 50c and $1.00. Cold or Disappearing Cream, 
tubes, 25c. Jars, 60c. Traveler size, all creams, 10c each. We 
mail a sample Honey and Almond Cream for 2c, trial size, 6c. 
Cold or Disappearing sample, 2c, trial tube, 4c.

Portland, Maine
bc jBtTafmEPJErrr I Minpiiumi'M—

THE MUNSEY PRESS, NEW TORBL


