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4 THE ARGOSY.

dangling from the edge of the cabin-roof
near him sat Jud Billings'’s companion
of the saloon, the man called Hank, a
medium-sized, sandy-complexioned, bull-
dog sort of fellow. Beside him squatted
the fellow addressed as Mike, a little red-
headed Irishman with an ill-favored face,
but having a saving twinkle in his watery
blue eyes.

They were both watching Secabury
curiously.

That young man raised his head and
looked about him. He fairly shouted in
his surprise.

He was on the deck of a little canal-
boat. It was one of a big tow of a score
or more which was slowly crawling after
a sleepy old side-wheel steamer at the
other end of a long tow-line.

About him was the familiar scenery of
the: Hudson River.

Shanghaied on a canal-boat!  After
the first surprise, the idea struck Seabury
as immensely funny. So his romantic
Captain Kidd was a canal-boat’ captain,
and this sea-voyage in the clutches of a
pirate that was to live afterward in im-
mortal drama was to consist of a pro-
saic following of the dusty tow-path!

Despite his throbbing head, Seabury
lay back on the deck and laughed aloud.

‘“Seems to tickle ye some,” remarked
the frowning Hank. “ What d’ye see so
funny about it?”

Seabury stopped laughing, then asked:

“This is a canal-boat, isn’t it?”

“1t sure is,” replied Hank. “Ye

didn’t take her fer the Lucytania, did
ye?”
" “You go to Buffalo by way of Albany
and the Erie Canal, do you not?” pur-
sued Seabury, ignoring the pleasant sar-
casm of Hank.

“Yep. Ye seem to know the way.
Been over it before> So much the bet-
ter.”

“ 1 never have; but I know something
ol my State’s geography.”

Hank and Mike looked plainly sur-
prised. = They exchanged curious glances
as Seabury went on.

“What I want to know is, do you
people expect to keep me prisoner on
this dinky boat in that narrow caral all
the way to Buffalo, with villages and
cities in shouting distance all the way?

Do vou know whom I am, anyhow?”
c

“No, Mr. who am you,
mocked Mike.

“ Well, either you do know and expect
a good big sum out of this job in some
way, or you've made a mistake,” said
Seabury.

Again
glances.

“Guess I'll go talk to the boss,” an-
nounced Hank, and entered the cabin.

Seabury rose slowly to his feet under
Mike’s curious gaze.

Here and there a rough man or sloven-
ly woman lolled about the neighboring
decks. No one seemed concerned about
affairs aboard the Billings.

Seabury turned to Mike again,

“Do any of these other boats belong
with you people?”’ he asked.

Mike shodk his head, and pulled sol-
emnly at his clay pipe.

Not encouraged to talk, Seabury fell
to studying his neighbors. Mike went
below, after a moment, and apparently
left him alone.

On the next boat a kindly looking old
man was from time to time taking a few
strokes at a pump that kept his leaky
hold free of water. At one of these
times Seabury ventured to address him
across the gunwales.

“ Do you know Jud Billings, the cap-
tain of this boat? " he asked.

The old man looked at him curiously
for a moment, then replied: * No, never
seen him till this mornin’!”

He left his pump and started for his
cabin as though he did not wish to say
more.

“Hold on!" said Seabury. ‘I want
help. I've been kidnaped, I tell you.
I must escape. I don’t know these
people. Let me come aboard with you.
Protect me!"” _

The man was backing away, shaking
his head in some alarm. A woman ap-
peared in the companionway of the
stranger’s cabin, and listened.

At that moment Seabury felt a rough
hand seize his collar. His neck was
gripped till he choked. Then the ugly
face of Billings, livid with rage, peered
into his own.

“ Listen to me, young fellow,” he said.
“Ye'll never get another chance to hit
Jud Billings, an’ I'll pay ye yet fer that ™ -
swat this mornin’ before I'm through

Bones,

the other men exchanged



CAPTAIN

with ye. Make a move to escape, er blab
a word to strangers, an’ I'll kill ye in

the night and drop ve overboard with .

a stone around yer neck. Now go to the
kitchen an’ eat as I told ve to.”

He hurled Seabury stumbling down-

the companionway. As the captive sank
at the foot of the stairs, he¢ heard the
woman on the other boat say to the old
man of the pump: “Why do they treat
that poor young man so cruel? It's a
burnin’ shame.”

“ Hush, Mary,” cautioned the man.
“It’s all right. He's a dangerous lunatic,
an’ they have to watch him every minute.
He tried to kill Captain Billings this
mornin’! He's the captain’s nephew, an’
they’re takin’ him back to s home up
the State. Billings told :.c all about
him this mornin’, so we'd understand
anything strange that happened on the
way up the river.”

CHAPTER TIIL
A PLOT IS DEVELOPED.

SeEaBURY laughed again in spite of his
new bruises.

So he was involuntarily posing as the
crazy nephew of this Captain Kidd. of
the tow-path!

By thig artifice Jua Billings evidently
expected to carry out his shanghaing
plans without interference.  Captain
Billings was an astute person in his own
way.

As Seabury coaxed into his reluctant
stomach the dubious ham and eggs and
black coffee set before him by Hank, his
sense of humor once more overcame him.

He had selected Jud Billings as the
principal character-.in his little drama.
Jud, all unconsciously, had retaliated by
giving Seabury second place on the bill
as The Crazy Nephewe. So much for the
cast.

Setting—Pirate craft sweeping—not
the high seas, but the low canal.

Plot—Well, that was what was both-
ering Seabury. The thought of it again
banished the humorous aspects of the
case, and left him troubled in spirit.

That night, however, this part of the
problem began to unfold, but in a man-
ner that by no means lessened his worry
or increased his chances of ever being in

KIDD OF THE TOW-PATH. 5

position to arrange his drama for real
footlights.

All that day he had been allowed to
go about the deck much as he pleased,
but early in the evening Billings ordered
him below. He found the cabin hot and
stuffv.  After a futile attempt to sleep
he took up a position at the entrance to
the companionway, where, unnoticed on
deck, he could rest his head in the open
air.

There were two cabins on the little
boat. The forward one was a stable ,
for the mules which were to tow them
from Albany to Buffalo. The after-
cabin was for the crew. This latter had
a narrow galley at the front, where the
men cooked and ate. The rest of it con-
sisted of two tiny staterooms, one occu-
pied by Billings and Hank, and the
other by Mike and Seabury.

As Seabury peered from the hatchway
he saw that Billings and his two men
were squatting on the opposite deck.
with their backs against the cabin. He
could just make out their heads in the
¢loom. '

The three were in animated confer-
ence, and their talk came to Seabury
over the narrow cabin roof as distinctly
as though he were sitting beside them.
Evidently, from the first words they ut-
tered, it would not be healthy for him to
be caught listening.

“T tell ve, Jud, that boy's a white ele-
phant on ver hands, one o’ the biggest
an’ onlikeliest beasts ye ever see. It
hain’t what ve thought it was when ve
got it: the Lord onlv knows jest what
it is. Tt ain’t no good fer what you got
it fer; it’s liable to kick holes all through
ve if yve don’t git rid of it. an’ if ve do
git rid of it, it'll come back an’ kick holes
through ve, anyhow. They's jest one
way to do, an’ that’s to put that boy
away where he won’t never do no talkin’
er botherin’ agin.”

It was the voice of Hank which spoke
thix parable and its direful moral.

‘ Are ye dead sure this chap don’t be-
long to the Bowery set?” asked Jud.
“ He's kep’ me so mad sence I had the
first chance to squint at him by daylight,
thet I ain’t seen nothin’ but red. He
might look like a dook fer all I noticed.”

“Sure’s T want to be,” returned Hank.
“No hobo's got soft. white hands like
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ment, he leaped overboard and swam to
a group of fishermen on the heel-path.
As he landed he saw the fishermen scur-
rying right and left as though he were
the victim of plague.

He looked back at the boat, and there
stood the imperturbable captain, gun in
position, ready to fire at him pointblank.
So Seabury had clung to the bank, shiver-
ing with fear, while Hank lowered away
a skiff and came for him, explaining
meanwhile to the fishermen the details
of the “insane nephew ™ story.

That meant another drubbing, and ap-
parently exhausted possibilities in the
way of methods of escape.

Soon after this episode, the captain. be-
lieving his captive properly cowed, put
him to driving the mules. At each vil-
lage of any size Seabury was again
locked in his cabin, and Mike, or Hank,
who constituted the night-shift, were by
turns routed out from their bunks to
guide the mules past the danger-point.

So, hour after hour Seabury plodded
on in growing blank despair. He had
not even the consolation of thinking he
would be missed at home.

The Seabury family kept little account
of one another’s movements during the
summer season.” His father and mother
had planned to leave town for their cot-
tage-home on the Sound the next day
after his disappearance. He had not
expected to join them for a month.

He had announced that he might ac-
cept Freddie Kane's invitation for his
vachting trip, unless he decided to go
up to the Delaware Water Gap and
camp with two other literary friends who
were pretending to do some writing in
communion with nature.

His absence at breakfast that morning
he made Captain Jud’s acquaintance
would not be unusual enough to “excite
comment in the household. He frequent-
1y breakfasted .alone, and went away for
days at a time without notice.

So his family would suppose he was
either on the yacht or in camp. The
yachting party would think he had de-
cided on the camp, the campers that he
" had preferred the yacht. One of the
eccentricities of Walter’s budding genius
was a failure to be punctilious about de-
clining or accepting invitations.

So it looked as though a month would

pass before any of his friends missed
him. Hence, it would be a month before
his captors would learn from the news-
papers what particular jungle had pro-
duced their white elephant.

Undoubtedly before that time they
would reach the conclusion that he was
of strictly plebeian origin and unredeem-
able, and feel free to dispose of him as
they saw fit.

And there was a whole month in which
Hank couid develop and carry out his
evil plans to free the Judson A. Billings
of its Jonah.

At any rate, it looked as though the
stage were tightly fenced in and the play
considerably more than a one-night stand.

In fact, many unpleasant things might
occur on a month’s cruisg with Captain
Kidd of the tow-path. ~At the theught
though the thermometer on the shady
side of the cabin registered ninety de-
grees, Walter Livingston Seabury ' suf-
fered from a severe chill.

He closed his eyes to shut out the scene
that had grown so hatefully familiar,
and mechanically followed the guiding-
lines in a kind of torpor.” Then came to
his dazed senses a mocking vision of the
high seas he had fondly dreamed would
furnish the setting for his great play.

There was the roll of the billows; the
smell and sting of the salt spray; the
spanking of canvas and snapping of
sheets; and picturesque, swaggering vil-
lains chanting rakish pirate-songs.

But always, in spite of every effort of
will, the pirate-captain was Jud Billings
in every detail. That face, even by clo-
sing his eyes, Seabury could not lose.

He opened his eyes again with a de-
spairing groan.

There was still his Captain Kidd. But
the gay crew was gone. For the salt
breeze was substituted the scent of de-
caying eel-grass, and the bounding bil-
lows became a dirty-brown, sluggish-
flowing ditch. By no stretch of the
imagination could the Judson A. Billings,
of New York, leaky, old. prosaic tub, be
made to play the part of a low, black,
romantic pirate-ship.

But suddenly Seabury straightened up
and shook off his fatigue.

What had he been thinking of? A
month, indced! Deliverance “was right
at hand.
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reins smote thz tow-path with a tread
that expressed defiant desperation.

Escape seemed impossible.
soon, at the best, awaited. It would not
find him a craven. Nor would he longer
submit abjectly to his brutal captor. At
the next favorable moment he would
make a dash for freedom and, if need be,
die like a man.

That’s the way the hero of a pirate-
drama ought to feel! Only now Sea-
bury was not thinking of dramatics.

He regretted only that he had not
made this resolve while aboard the boat.
Then, while white-hot, he might have
attacked the pirate, and settled some old
scores before the crew could interfere.

Two hours later Seabury had an op-
portunity to put into effect his desperate
resolutions. The boat swung around a
bend out of a deep cut, and beyond them,
in a sweeping curve, the canal ran,
banked high above the level of a broad
valley. Through the center of the val-
ley ran a tiny creek, and Seabury could
see the end of the culvert, as they call
the stone-arched tunnels through which
the creeks flow under the canal. From
the edge of the tow-path to the culvert
mouth was a steep grassy slope of twen-
ty feet, almost a sheer drop.

Here was Seabury’s chance.

Once below the edge of the bank he
would be out of range of Billings’s rifle.
Gradually he edged the mules toward
the outer side of the path, and he him-
self walked nearer and nearer the grassy
slope, making no sudden moves that
might arouse the suspicions of Captain
Billings.

As he approached the culvert, Sea-
bury’s heart almost stopped beating with
a sudden return of fear. He dared not
look back again, but he seemed to feel
the captain’s rifle muzzle boring his back.
This feeling, however, lasted only an
instant.

A moment later he reeled forward, as
though stumbling, then dropped over the
edge of the bank toward the culvert’s
mouth. At the same instant he heard
the crack of the captain’s rifle anc the
sing of a bullet over his head.

But Seabury had been too quick even
for the expert Billings. In a few seconds

Death

-he was plunging through the dark, drip-

ping culvert up to his knees in water.
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From the other end of the culvert he
emerged in a wood-lot whose protection
he had calculated would shield him from
the bullets of the irate captain till he
could get out of range. As he clambered

‘to the creek’s bank he heard over his

head a wild outcry.

It was the voice of Billings, joined a
moment later by Hank and Mike.

‘“Stop thief! Murder! Head off that
madman!” came from the deck of the
Judson A. Billings.

Then, again and again, the rifle spoke,
and the fugitive, his heart pounding his
breast-hone, heard the bullets zip and-
snap among the branches about him.

But for thc moment he felt safe. It
would take some minutes for the captain
and his men to run the boat in and land.
In that time he could cross the woodland,
and seek refuge. with the first farmer he
met.

Refuge? At the thought he stopped
irresolute. He had sought refuge before,
and to what end? Each time Billings
had told the prospective rescuers his
story about the ‘crazy nephew,” and
Seabury’s own true, but apparently im-
probable, tale had only strengthencd the
captain’s position.

Could Seabury expect better luck this
time?> No. He would run na chances.

His best course, he decided, would be
to avoid mankind as a pestilence, and
keep in hiding till dark.

No sooner had he reached this con-
clusion than he was impressed with the
need of haste. .

On the far side of the woods halloos
answered the wild cries of the boatmen.
There was a sound of men forcing their
way through the underbrush at several
points. Then the shouts of the boatmen
drew nearer. They had landed, and es-
cape was cut off.

Hurriedly Seabury cast about him for
a hiding-place. His first impulse was
to climb a tree. In every direction big
mast-like trunks, with their lowest limbs
ten feet from the ground, vetoed this
proposition.

Had he been able to climb them, there
was not time to get up among their con-
cealing branches before his pursuers
came into view.

Nearer came the shouts and crashing
of underbrush on both sides of him.
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he -discovered he feared that even the
broad bough on which he was resting
would not protect him from Billings’s
repeater. The leaves of some short
branches near the base of the limb ef-
fectually hid him, however, and afforded
chinks through which he could safely
watch his foe.

Billings was alone. He had evidently
sent his men on with the farmers and
villagers, and had returned himself to
seek the lost trail from the start.

“He come through this way, all
right,” Seabury heard the boatman mut-
ter to himself, “and this is just the
place the young whelp’d be likely to
Lide in. Well, we’ll. warm it up a little.”

Billings thrust the rifle through the
opening in the tree, set it upright, and
fired several shots. One slug went
straight up through the hollow and sang
past Seabury’s ear.

Then the captain fired several other
shots from the outside among the branch-
es about the quivering fugitive.

He dropped his gun, and waited to
see if there were any results from his
fusillade. Again Seabury held his breath.

The captain gazed long and thought-
fully up among the branches. Would he
attempt to climb the tree? Seabury
hoped he would. He thought longingly
of the damage the heel of his shoe would
~ do the captain’s features if he tried to
come out through that opening at the top.
* But Billings had hit on another plan.
He had evidently discovered tracks at
the base of the tree and was still con-
vinced that the man he wanted was
somewhere among its branches.

Fascinated, Seabury watched the in-
land pirate gather a pile of twigs and
dry leaves, and arrange it in and about
the opening. Then Billings struck a
match and lighted the heap.

Seabury was going to be smoked out
or roasted alive. His wild attempt to
make an exit from the stage and bring
- his drama to a close was going to end
ignominiously in the wings.

CHAPTER VL
A CHAXNGE OF ROLE.

Hicuer and higher rose the flames
around the trunk of the old tree. It

became apparent to Seabury that his little
drama was likely to come to an end right
here, with a climax of very heavy busi-
ness for the villains. _

The hollow trunk, a splendid flue, was
pouring around him a smoke-cloud. Be-
low, the flames were leaping through
the dry grass and underbrush. Soon he
would be perched over a roaring forest
fire. It could not be long before his sup-
port would give way and drop him into
the blaze.

The captain, seeing how much mis-
chief he had set on foot, disappeared be-
fore Seabury had made up his mind to
appeal to him for mercy and help.

At last the counsel of Hank had pre-
vailed, and the white elephant was to be
safely eliminated.

Wider and wider spread the flames,
and higher licked their red tongues. The
smoke choked Seabury and the hot air
singed his face. Despairingly he clung
to the highest limb he could reach. and
fought for breath.

Now he heard the shouts of the search-
ers drawing nearer again. Over all the
tumult came the cry of “ Fire!"”

The forest-blaze had been discovered,
and the men were returning to fight it.
Seabury shouted loudly for help, but the
roaring flames made his calls futile.

He wondered dazedly if the little vil-
lage supported a fire company, and if he
could hope for rescue from them. How
comparatively pleasant it would be to
lie once more shackled aboard the Judson
A. Billings, or, after a pummeling by
the captain, be again set to driving the
mules!

But his senses were reeling. His
gasping breath, smoke-saturated, refused
longer to enter his lungs. Had he not
been lodged in the crotch of a limb he
must have fallen.

He was falling! Or was that a fantasy
of semiconsciousness? He clutched for
his supporting limb. It was still there.
Yet, down, down he went.

Now he noticed it was not an ortho-
dox fall. It was a slow, easy motion, yet
irregular, like a sinking series of billows.

Branches snapped and split around
him. Then flames licked and blistered

his face. His clothing was afire. He
was burned in a dozen places,
Down! Down! Then, splash! His
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leaving the safe unlocked, and barely
remembering to shut the door of the
store.

Then, enter the villain.

The captain, leaving his driver, as he
believed, treed and roasted, and having
provided more entertainment for the
merry villagers in the shape of a baby
forest fire, sought out the deserted vil-
lage to see what he might pick up while
the inhabitants were out hunting lunatics
and fighting blazes.

The lone store had looked like easy
money. He pried open a rear window,
found the open safe, and in it, to his joy,
discovered a goodly sum of money that
had been left with the merchant for safe-
keeping by the paymaster of a near-by
stone quarry.

This the pirate had hastily wrapped
up, and departed again by way of the
window.

Now, at this critical moment the store’s
proprietor and two young men of the
village were . returning from the chase.
They passed the rear of the store by a
side street just in time to see a shadowy
form jump from the window.

They gave chase, but the good-fortune
of Billings in bumping into Seabury, and
his quick wit in substituting positions in
the friendly dusk, had established for
him a complete alibi.

No doubt existed in the minds of his
latest captors that it was Seabury they
saw leap from the store-window.

As the storekeeper unfolded his tale
of wo he made a vehement appeal for
vengeance, declaring a man sane cnough
to break into a store was sufficiently
lucid to be justly punished.

Here the accused young man tried an
excited and indignant explanation of the
real facts, but was promptly shut off,
having merely convinced his hearers that
there was no manner of doubt about his
insanity.

So ‘“the pirate” and his “nephew”
were escorted back to the boat 'by the
town constable, who stood on the canal
bank warningly till the captain had safe-
ly locked his prisoner in his cabin, and
the Judson A. Billings was once more
under way.

To Seabury, return to his prison was
at first a relief. He was not used to
playing fugitive, and it got on his nerves.

Nevertheless, his new-found spirit had
not deserted him, exhausted as he was
by his trying experiences. And as he
thought it all over, he saw the need of
immediate action. He was more than
ever filled with apprehension over the
possibility of the carrying out of Hank's
murderous designs.

The more he thought of it the more
ominous became his reflections:

Here he was in a trap. He would
have no chance after all to end his carcer
in a spirited battle, as the hero of a
pirate play should make his exit. Even
if nothing was done this very night he
would undoubtedly be held a close pris-
oner to the end. After his late escapade
the captain would not trust him to drive
the mules again.

Then the attempt by Billings to roast
him alive showed that all ideas of hold-
ing him for ransom had been abandoned.
Even now they might be planning the
method Dby which all too literally he
might be made to walk the plank.

Seabury could hear the indistinct
voices of Billings and Hank in long and
earnest conversation at the wheel. At
length they ceased, and the captain went
to his bunk.

But weariness at last overcame worry,
and the captive fell into a deep though
troubled sleep.

He awoke again suddenly, to find him-
self cramped and suffocated. He was
being dragged from his berth. He tried
to struggle, but his hands and feet were
bound.

A rough gag held his tongue silent.

" He was hauled up the ladder, and a mo-

ment later lay helpless on his back beside
the wheel.

His assailant was truing up the course
of the momentarily neglected boat. By
the light of the deck-lantern Seabury
saw, as he expected, that it was Hank.

He was alone. Mike was driving the
mules, and the captain was asleep.

Seabury recalled again the murderous
proposition Hank had made to the cap-
tain that first night on the Hudson, in
which it was stipulated that Billings was
to have no disagreeable knowledge of
ways and means used in ridding the boat
of its involuntary Jonah.

For several minutes the Jonah lay
trembling with helpless horror while
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young gentleman was
demonstrating his existence.

The eyes behind those fluttering lids
looked into strange faces. Moreover,
Seabury realized that the waters of the
Erie Canal no longer engulfed him.

He was surprised at that. It had
scemed only an instant that he had lost
consciousness. Not that it appeared at
all strange to be still alive. So absorbed

incapable of

had he been in his struggle with the boat- .

man that he had not realized he was
drowning.

Gradually came more strength and
clear-headedness. He looked around
him.

He was lying on the deck of a strange
boat, a steamer, moored to the bank along
which stood several houses dim in the
half light of dawn. Near him Seabury
saw, in the glow of a lantern, the be-
draggled form of Hank.

He, too, was slowly recovering con-
sciousness under the ministrations of a
serious-faced man whom Seabury took to
be a doctor.

The young man struggled to his el-
bow.

“ Where am I?" he asked feebly.

“You're on the steamer Peter Hol-
lings, at Kimball's Basin,” answered the
doctor, eying him keenly. “ You and
vour friend were pulled out of the canal
by the steamer’s crew pretty well all in.
They dropped their tow and hustled you
here just in time. They say you fell off
a boat that had just passed them. They
hailed your boat, and your friends will be
shere before long, probably. You're all
right now. This maW here tells me you
are the chap we had all the trouble over

vesterday.”

The doctor pointed to a sleepy vil-

lager who had been aroused by the boat-
man to find the doctor.
" So Seabury was back again in the lit-
tle town from the authorities of which
he had so recently escaped. A strange
turn fate was taking! This time, he
thought, he would surely be able to ap-
peal to justice.

Indeed, Captain Billings seemed dis-
posed to aid in this getaway. for when he
came up half an hour later, having
moored the boat and left it in Mike's care.
he and Hank formally charged Seabury
with attempt at murder and refused to
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leave the village till he was taken off
their hands. He added to this the threat
to appeal to the county authorities.

. It was evident the captain was bank-
ing on making his escape before the case
came to actual trial. Seabury being a
mere adventurer, as Billings now felt
sure, the case would soon go by default
and in a few weeks Billings and his crew
would be forgotten.

Meanwhile, a few days more would
grant them the safety of the Great Lakes.

So at nine in the morning the justice
of the peace held Seabury, and he was
thrust into the little village jail to await
the grand jury. This time the prisoner
was allowed to tell his own tale, but so
fixed was the impression of his insanity
in the minds of rural justice that the im-
probability of his story only strengthened
the idea implanted by Billings.

Seabury, of course, kept back his name
and family prominence. He did not
deem it wise to reveal to Billings the
value of his prisoner.

So the captain departed, leaving be-
hind an alleged list of points where he
could be found along the canal when
wanted as a witness. He carefully con-
cealed the fact, however, that he was to
join a tow in the Great Lakes.

So at last the dramatist and the vil-
lain of the play parted, the former feel-
ing sure that he would soon be able to
communicate with his relatives, for with
the captain safely away he would divulge
his real identity. The pirate, on the
other hand, was satisfied to get rid of his
white elephant, the crazy nephew of the
piece.

So for the rest of the day our play-
wright sat and dozed in the tiny jail,
which consisted of one bare and musty
room in the basement of the town hall.
The furniture included only a hard bunk
and harder chair. On the floor was the
dust of months. Flies, bugs, and other
vermin infested the place.

All day long village children and loaf-
ers studied him through the barred win-
dow and freely discussed him as though
he were some strange animal. He was
greatly relieved when at length darkness
fell and he had eaten the frugal supper
brought him Dby the neighboring black-
smith, who was also janitor of the town
hall and official jailkeeper,
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he stood looking alternately at his cap-
tive and at a newspaper in his hand. At
length he seemed satisfied.

“ You're the man all right,” he said,
dropping the paper in Seabury's lap.

Staring the young man in the face was
a two column cut of himself.

The paper was a sensational Buffalo
journal. In the most lurid language
known to the yellow press, Seabury read
an account of the disappearance of the
eccentric young New York millionaire. -

It seemed something of importance
had come up in the Seabury family the
weck before and his mother had tried to
communicate with him. The camp in
the Water Gap had not seen him, and
when the yachting party had been traced
by wire they knew nathing of him. Sub-
sequent inquiry revealed his absolute dis-
appearance and a general alarm was sent
out for him.

“There ye are,” said Billings when
Seabury had read the account through.
“Ye see why I went to all that trouble
to git yve out o’ jail. We got this paper
after I left ye yesterday, and me and
Hauk decided we’d let a rich one through
our fingers. So we roped ye in ag'in.

“I reckon yer folks'll pay something
to git ve back ag'in safe. Keep quiet
now fer a spell an’ we’'ll treat ye decent.
We're goin’ to run this ol’ tub to Cleve-
land an’ leave her. Then we'll take a
little summer trip up to Canada. I
reckon you'll write to yer folks when we
git there an’ we kin arrange a deal.”

So Seabury was to be held for ransom
after all! Rage filled him at the
thought, and for a moment he was seized
with the impulse to fly at the throat of
the sardonic villain before him.

But in that 'same instant wisdom, born
of Ditter ‘experience, prevailed. He
would appear to acquiesce and might yet
outwit his captors. He dropped his
clenched fist. He even tried to grin
good-naturedly.

“All right, captain.” he replied.
“ Now that we understand each other
things will run smoother. My folks

won't mind a reasorable sum. and now
I'm in no more danger of being mur-
dered, I'll behave myself.”

“That’s talk,” approved Billings. ““ I'll
have to keep ye close till we git on the
lake. I got a nice little extra cabin ye

ain’t seen yit. I'll hev to put yer in it
while we go through this village we're
comin’ to. I reckon the folks in that
town below we left so sudden like'll hev
a man here to search fer you an’ some
other little trifles I picked up there.”

At that Captain Billings drew back
the bunk from the wall, after prying out
some pins that had before looked like
nails. Under the bunk was a trap-door.
This the captain raised and ordered his
prisoner through.

Seabury found himself in absolute
blackness next to the wet bottom of the
boat, with a space of about two feet be-
tween it and the flooring which he had
previously supposed was the real keel of
the craft. Evidently the good ship Bil-
lings, had a false bottom with a good-
sized hiding-place for the use of her free-
booting owner.

Seabury felt his way aft on hands and
knees. He came across several packages
and boxes which reminded him of the
package of booty Billings had been
obliged to surrender when the store-
keeper got after him.

Evidently this space under the false
bottom was the pirate captain’s treasure-
trove.

This lower hold extended the whole
length of the boat. Seabury had now
crawled back to a point where he heard
the tread of the mules in the after-cabin,
directly over his head. He traced above
him a thin line of light. It was a crack
between the planks.

Shifting a little, he found a similar
parallel crack a foot and a half away.
the other side of the plank. If he could
only pry this plank up, he thought, he
would be able to get into the stable cabin,
and escape would be possible.

More for amusement than with anv
hope of success, he placed his back under
the plank and braced his hands and
knees. Suddenly some rusty spikes gave
way and the plank sprang up.

There was a burst of davlight, accom-
panied by a cloud of chaff and straw.
The mule over him gave a snort and
plunge of surprise.

Seabury lowered the plank again and
backed away exultantly. Evidently the
crew of the Billings knew nothing of
this loose board. He had only to wait
till dark, when he could make a quiet get-
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away that would give him plenty of start
before discovery.

He crawled back to the other end of
the boat, and in a few minutes Billings
opened the trap again and restored himx
to the comparatively luxurious cabin.

The captain gave him some dinner and
went out, carefully locking the cabin
hatch, a precaution that made Seabury
grin to himself,

“ Just wait till dark!” he gloated.

He did wait. It was just beginning to
show twilight through the shutters of the
little cabin window when Billings reap-
peared. -

‘“Sorry to annoy ye, Mr. Seabury,” he
said with half-serious, half-mocking con-
cern, “but I ain’t takin’ no chances in
the dark. TI'll just put these trinkets on
ve night times when it ain’t so handy
keepin’ track of our star boarder.”

To Seabury’s dismay, the pirate pro-
duced shackles and bound the unlucky
vouth’s wrists and ankles, His discov-
ery of the loose plank was, after all, of
no avail.

He passed the night in bitter dis-
appointment, his thoughts reverting again
and again to the secret compartment in
the boat’s bottom in a vain hope that in
some way he could make it serve him for
escape.

His thoughts were beginning to wan-
der into the foolish discords that come
with approaching sleep when he re-
membered, drowsily, that among the
many objects against which Le had
bumped in the boat's bottom was a big
tin pail, )

In an instant he was wide awake with
an inspiration.

He could escape by daylight after all!

He was too excited to sleep the rest of
the night. At last came dawn and with
it breakfast and release from his shackles.

They were entering Lockport, the cap-
tain deigned to tell him, but did not deem
it necessary to put his prisoner in the
hold again, as the injured villagers back
at Kimball's Basin did not seem anxious
to bother the Billings again.

It was noon before they had passed
Lockport’s series of locks from which it
derives its mame. Just after they left
the last -one, Seabury, peering through
the half-closed shutters, saw a white-
cabined vacht glide by, It was the
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White Wing again with Freddie Kane's
party. ‘Traveling only by daylight, they
had made no more net progress than the
old steady-going Billings, another case of
the hare and the tortoise.

A half-hour later the Billings passed
the White Wing moored near a meadow,
where the party were having luncheon
under the trees just outside the city.

Here was luck! Seabury would es-
cape at the first favorable moment and
join his friends, confident of being able
to establish his identity when given a
real opportunity,

A half-hour later came his chance. By
the sounds on deck he knew the noon
shift of mules and drivers had been made
and dinners eaten, and that the crew had
settled down for the drowsiness of the
afternoon.

He waited till Billings peered into his
cabin again, as he did every five minutes
or so, to see that all was well. Then
Seabury quickly drew off his shoes, coat,
and trousers and rolled them into a tight
bundle. He pulled back the bunk, lifted
the trap-door and replaced both from be-
low.

He knew his absence would be dis-
covered in less than five minutes and he
must act quickly.

He felt along in the dark, and in a mo-
ment found the old pail. Into the bot-
tom of this he firmly wedged his clothes.

Next he carefully raised the loose
plank in the stable-floor and crept out
with the pail on his arm, quie(fng the
alarmed mule, whose squeal and jump
was not an unusual sound where two ani-
mals are stabled together.

Seabury covered the planking with
straw again and a close observer would
never suspect that it had been moved.
Then he peered out of the stable-hatch.

Billings was still facing ahead, smo-
king calmly. They were at a lone point
with no one on the bank to notice his
move.

Seabury made a quick, noiseless dash
for the stern. In less time than it takes
to tell it, he was over the rail on top of
the big rudder. From this he slid quiet-
ly into the water and inverted the pail
over his head like a diving-bell, thus
keeping his clothes dry and giving him a
chance to breathe without exposing his
head. :
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canal-bed the dim deck lights of a strand-
ed craft, but close examination showed the
hulk of a canal-boat instead of the trim
lines of the yacht he sought.

‘The searcher always got away quickly
from such a locality, for fear the canal-
boat might turn out to be the Judson A.
Billings., He had no desire to return
again to that hoodoo craft.

After a long, fruitless search he saw
a deck-lamp that lay lower than the rest
and, looking across to the sky-line, he
could make out a steamer’s funnel.

That seemed worth a. closerinspection.
He clambered down the canal bank and
waded through the mud and shallow
water of the nearly empty bottom, and
had nearly reached the side of the boat
when there came from the deck a hoarse
hail of “ Who'’s there?”

Then a tiny searchlight flashed in his
face.

“It's—it's—a friend—Walt Seabury,”
came from the scantily clad and rather
embarrassed visitor.

Perhaps it wasn’t the White Wing
after all.

“1 say, Bill, come and look who's
here,” said the voice on deck.

“Well, I'll be blowed!” came a mo-
ment later from another deck person,
evidently “ Bill.”

“TIsn’t this the WWhite Wing? " fal-
tered the object of this surprised in-
spection.

“Jt sure is,” replied voice number
two. ‘““What kin we do fer ve, sir, an’
who's yer tailor?”

“ Frederick Kane’s White Wing? Is
Mr. Kane aboard?” pursued Seabury,
ignoring the pleasantry aimed at his
embarrassing physical exposure.

“ No. - Mr. Kane an’ his friends ain't
aboard. ‘They're in a Lockport hotel
waitin’ fer their ocean to come Dback
home. We're the crew. You want—

whew !’ the man broke off suddenly.

There was an excited undertone of
conversation on the yacht. A moment
later the men. swung over the side, clam-
bered down the ladder, and one of them,
swinging a lantern in his face, they
looked him over carefully.

“Hope you like my appearance:
snapped Seabury, with growing irrita-
tion.

“ Now,

PXD)

don’t mind us, sir,” replied

KIDD OF

TIIE TOW-PATH. 23
one of the men, in a tone which betrayed
pretended deference, mingled with anx-
iety. *“ We hev to be careful, ye know.”

T'lie other man had clambered back on
the yacht. He returned immediately.
Before the surprised young man could
move there was a simultaneous spring by
the two. Seabury’s arms were pinioned
to his sides, a rope was passed around
them, and he was a prisoner.

“ Now, don’t git excited,” one captor
told him soothingly. “ Ye come off the
Judson A. Billings, didn’t ye? We both
seen ye on her three weeks ago, when ye
sung out to us. Captain Bil]ings wuz
around here this afternoon inquiring fer
ve. Said ye giv him the slip when the
bank broke. Well, yer better off iwith
ver folks. jest don’t fret. We'll see ye
back al]l right.”

All Seabury’s cajoleries, offers of
bribes and attempts to explain, and final-
ly threats, were met merely with pitying
smiles. He was hoisted aboard the yacht
with rough gentleness and placed on a
comfortable bunk, with the advice to get
some sleep.

After hours of restlessness she was just
beginning to take this-advice, when he
was aroused by his new captors. They
gave him a pair of overalls, a jumper-
jacket, and some old shoes that were
very bad fits, and released his arms long
enough for him to dress. Then he was
bound again, and between the two men
was led away from the White Wing and
down the tow-path.

The men had chosen the earliest mo-
ment of dawn, evidently wishing to avoid
publicity. In less than fifteen minutes’
walk the recaptured prisoner recognized
the hulk of the Billings almost in the
great breach in the bank. There was the
captain himself on watch.

Seabury’s guards hailed the pirate, and
in a moment the young man was back
in his old prison. After a passage of
good-sized greenbacks between the de-
lighted captain and the men of the White
Wing the latter departed.

Billings then glared hard at his run-
away prisoner. The latter returned the
look with interest. He no longer feared
personal violence, for since his 1dent1ty
had been established the pirate had given
him no ground for complaint on that
score.
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“So ye giv me the slip again, did ye?”
thundered the villain at last. “ This
trouble’ll all cost yer o’ man something.
Every time ye duck I raise the ante.
Well, T got a new lock on this cabin
hatch. Ve must '’ moved blamed quick
to git by me. I wuz so flustered by thet
bust in the bank, a steam-engine could
’a’ passed me and I wouldn’t 'a’ seen it.”

The captain’s words puzzled Seabury
at first. ‘Then light dawned, and his
blood tingled with another burst of hope.

Billings did not know how his pris-
oner had escaped, evidently thinking he
had burst out of the cabin-hatch in the
confusion following the break in the
.bank. Seabury judged he suspected the
hatchway lock of not working properly.

So the plank in the stable floor might
still be loose and unguarded. and Seca-
bury would yet make an effectual escape
that way. .

CHAPTER XII.
EXIT THE VILLAINS,

For a week the Judson A. Billings,
like an ancient mud-turtle in winter
quarters, lay fast in the mud while the
bank was being repaired.

Seabury half hoped that this delay
would enable the detectives searching for
him to locate him aboard the boat. If

ot,  there was still a chance that the
authorities of Kimball's Basin, from
which he had escaped, might want to
examine the Billings. But neither event
occurred, and neither possibility seemed
to bother the captain. He watched his
captive closely, and apparently had per-
fect confidence in the safety of his secret
hold as an emergency hiding-place for
both prisoner and booty in case of a
sudden search.

It mattered little to the captive, how-
ever, for his loophole of escape was still
undiscovered, and he was confident of

his ability to make a sure getaway when

they reached Buffalo.

‘But, alas, for the best-laid plans of
mice and men, including shanghaied dra-
matists! On the day that the old hulk
once more felt the sluggish movement of
water along the place where her keel
ought to be, Seabury was taken violently
ill with an attack of indigestion.
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Billings was alarmed to the extent of
calling a country doctor to attend him,
after first explaining to the physician
the young man’s ‘ unfortunate bughouse
state of mind.”

Scabury was too ill to make any at-
tempt to appeal to the doctor to help
him escape, even if it had been possible
under the close watchfulness of Billings.

The doctor pronounced the case se-
vere; but not seriou=, and said he would
be all right again in a few days. :

Howev er, it was not till the pn:oners
bunk rose and fell on the heaving waters
of Lake Erie that he was again able to
take interest in his surroundings.

.Then he was allowed to crawl on deck
and sit with his back to the cabin and
watch the shore of his native State fade
away over the shifting green and blue
water.

At last, thought the dramatist, with
bitter irony, the setting of his pirate play
was a little truer to his original inten-
tions. Yet now all hope of a thrilling
escape was cut off.

The young man sighed with regret as
he looked ahead over the long string of
canal-boats, of which the Billings was
the tail, in tow of a big, churning tug.
And still, perhaps it was better after all.

When they reached the captain’s retreat
in Canada it would be simple enough to
write home for a ransom, which would
be no hardship for his wealthy parents.
Then he could produce a glorious drama
from his strenuous experiences, and sup-
ply the romantic escape as a grand cli-
max out of his own imagination.

He fell to pondering dreamily over
this climax. It wasn’t so bad lying there
in the wind-swept sunshine, sprayed oc-
casionally by the white tip of a wave
as it slapped against the boat’s side.

Billings was almost civil on the few
occasions in which he addressed his pris-
oner at all.  Mike was inclined to be
friendly, but the sullen Hank kept away
from him altogether.

Seabury retired to his bunk that night

-unshackled and was soon lulled to sleep

by the rocking of the gentle waves.

His rest was disturbed Ly dreams. At
first they were fantastic, but not un-
pleasant.

He seemed to be at home introducing
the gallant pirate and his crew to his
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gracious parents. Then the scene shift-
ed, and his parents, no longer gracious,
appeared to be imprisoned with him on
the Judson A. Billings.

Suddenly Hank strode into the scene
and began, in the dream, to beat Sea-
bury over the head with an ax.

Blow after blow fell on his unpro-
tected head, and he wondered vaguely
how he managed to live so long under
such a vicious attack. Then he awoke
to realize that the blows were real.

Instead of Hank with an ax, however,
they were caused by his Deing pitched
repeatedly back and forth in his bunk,
his head striking violently against the
partition.

In uncomprehending terror he tried to
rise, and was hurled to the floor into a
tiny, swirling pool of water. A dash of
spray struck his face. Then the floor
seemed to jump up under him, and he
was. thrown back across the bunk.

Lake Erie was in the throes of one of
those sudden and violent storms that are
the terror of navigators on that broad
and comparatively shallow expanse of
water.

Slowly, and with great difficulty, Sea-
bury felt about the pitching cabin, in an
attempt to find the hatchway. He was
tossed like a large grain of salt in a
shaker. At every pitch of the boat more
water poured through the cabin window.

At length he was hurled against the
ladder, and there he clung. He beat on
the locked hatch and shouted. His only
answer was the roar and pound of the
waves.

He sank back against the ladder. ex-

hausted. The water was now a foot
deep in the cabin, and increasing mo-
mentarily. Was he to be drowned like a

rat in a cage?

Again and again he he'lt on the hatch
and shouted but in vain. Perhaps the
crew had deserted the boat for the larger
and safer tug, and left him to perhh
alone. Or maybe they had been w ashed
away by the waves.

Dawn was beginning to show through
the battered \\mdo“ There was mno
abatement of the storm. however. If
anything the shock of the waves was

fiercer than before.
It was nearly light when Seabury

heard a <ound at the hat(‘h\\ av other than
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that of the waves. In a moment, to his
great relief, the hatch was raised, and
the ugly face of Captain Billings, now
a thrice-welcome sight, appeared in the
opening.

Then a wave struck the hatch and
forced it back. Several times they tried
together before they were able to make

_the hatch stay. open.

Seabury thrust his head and shoulders
through.  Billings grasped him by the
collar and jerked him out sprawling.

‘“ Catch that rope!"” the captain yelled,
and then slammed and locked the hatch
again, just as a huge wave buried the
cabin. *

A rope had been tied at its middle to
the wheel-post. © To one end Hank and
Mike clung to prevent being washed
overboard, and at the other end were
Seabury and the captain.

“Ye were better off in there as long
ez we were floatin’ all right,” roared
Billings in his ear; “ but looks now ez
though she wuz goin’ down. Git ready
to swim fer it. 'T'he other fellers ahead "
got aboard the tug, but we waited too
long.”

Seabury, looking forward, saw that
the rest of the Dboats seemed deserted.

Now, no man could make his way
alive over the string of Dbare, wave-
washed decks. even had there been any
means of bridging the gap between the
front boat and the tug.

Her life-boat must have picked the
others up early in the morning. but now
such a trip would be practically impos-
sible.  The tug herself was having a
hard battle for life.

Even as Seaburv noted these facts
one of the middle boats foundered and
sank, the cables binding her to the others
broke, and the tail-boats, including the
Billings, were adrift.

The four men on the canal-boat’s deck
rose together and shouted at the re-
ceding steamer. Were they seen on the
tug? For a moment it seemed that her
crew had not even noticed the loss of
her tow. Then, to her great peril, she
slowed down.

The remainder of the tow came pound-
ing toward her like a great, jointed bat-
tering-ram. Then the anxious watchers
saw a-man crawl out of the tug’s wheel-
house.
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For some distance below the city this
great river flows steadily and smoothly,
its treacherous current hidden in the calm
blue water. Strong steamers ply back
and forth with impunity. Every year
many lighter craft are lured across the
dead line of safety to destruction.

Had Seabury realized at first sight of
- land what a predicament he was in, a
swim might have saved him. Then, too,
had it been broad daylight, there would
have been many craft about, and rescue
would have been practically sure.

But now the Billings was well past the
dead line and being hurled at tremendous
speed toward the cataract a few miles
below. Here and there the surface of
the river was already breaking into angry
little riffles. .

The strongest swimmer could not make
the shore across that current. Not even
a stout steamer could venture after the
speeding death-craft -on which the young
man stood.

Tensely lie listened for the expected
roar of the falls and strained his eyes
along shore, half expecting some mirac-
ulous rescue.

The river had narrowed down a little,
and the boat had drifted within futile
hailing distance of the land. One human
being Seabury saw, an early riser on the
veranda of a cottage past which he sped.

The man saw him, gave a shout, waved
his arms, and disappeared around the cor-
ner of the cottage.

“ Going to spread the alarm so he and
his neighbors can enjoy the spectacle of
a human being-plunging to picturesque
destruction,” thought Seabury bitterly.

The water about him was beginning to
toss and swirl. Here and there it foamed
over half-hidden rocks.

Now he noticed groups of excited
people on the shore. Some stood watch-
ing him tensely. Others were running
and shouting. The news had evidently
been wired down the river.

Then he heard the distant roar of the
falls, and forgot all else as he waited
with tense muscles for the final plunge.

Louder and louder grew the sound of
the cataract. Now the old boat was
pitching. and tossing like a frightened
runaway horse. ‘

Half mechanically he caught the rope
again that was still tied to the wheel-post
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and wound it round his wrist to keep
himself from pitchiirg overboard.

As though it mattered !

Now the roar of the great fall over-
whelmed everyvthing., Confusedly he real-
ized that only. a few yards away was the
safe shore flashing by him. There he saw
a crowd of excited men, but he could not
hear their voices.

Then under him came a rending crash,
which he felt rather than heard. The
shore suddenly stopped moving. He felt
the deck heave up, then split. .

He was out in the air, still clinging to
the rope. He fell over the side of the.
boat ; and his body, half submerged, shot
straight out in the swift current. Still
the rope held.

" ‘Then he knew that the swift flight of
the old boat had been suddenly stopped
short by one of those jagged rocks. And
he was in the Niagara current, held to
life by a frail line that might at any mo-
ment slip from the shattered wreck.

Then something fell across his body.
Scarcely noticing it, he felt it slip over
him like a snake. Then he turned his
eyes and realized what was happening.

The men on shore had thrown a rope
to him. With a frenzied movement he
caught the sliding line as its very end was
slipping off his body. Convulsively he
wound it around his wrist.

Then he let go the rope to the wreck
and felt himself hurled like a shot out
into the current.

For an instant he was swept down-
stream ; then the rope tightened, and he
was hauled toward the shore.

An age it seemed ; but, in fact, it was
only a moment before he felt several pairs
of sturdy hands grasp his shoulders, and
found himself lying high and dry on the
shore of Goat Island, gasping for breath
and clearing his lungs of river water.

One masterful person was chafing his
hands an9l breast, and waving the rest
back to give him air.

““He can talk all right,” the rescued
one heard an eager voice protest, and a
young man in the forefront of the crowd
pushed forward and knelt beside him.

“ I/’m a reporter for the Gazette,” he
said. ‘‘ Tell me who you are, please, and
how your boat got in the river.”

Seabury, between fits of coughing,
gasped out his name.

S
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itself, together with cost o’ maintenance,

intrust on investment, repairs, incidentals;

an’ et cet’ry inside o' ten years, which
means—"’
“Hol’ on, hol’ on thar, 'Saiah!” in-

" terrupted Captain Asa, repentant of the

pleasantry which had stirred up this
ebullition. ““ That may all be. I ain’t
a disputin’ yer figgers none; but yew
‘pear ter fergit we're all gittin’ on in
years. We mayn’t none of us be here by
the time that thar lightin’-plant is paid
fer; an’ in the meanwhiles look at the
burden we’d have to carry. Taxes is
sure high enough ez it is.”

He glanced about him with the tri-
umphant air of one who has evolved an
unanswerable argument, and was reward-

~ed with slow nods of approval from most
of the circle.

“It’s all on account of that air pesky
tariff,” piped up Seth Gentfy, a dyed-in-
the-wool Democrat, who never could re-
sist an opportunity to switth the conver-
sation into politics, “ Ef ’twa'n’'t fer
that a’ eternally takin' toll on every
scrap o' clo’es a body wears, an’ every
bite o’ vittles he puts inter his mouth,
mebbe we could see our way cl'ar ter—"

“Shucks!” disclaimed Eph Fanshaw,
an equally uncompromising Republican.
“Yew ole fool, cain’t you reelize that
pertection to ’Merican industries is all
that keeps this country a goin’? We'd
be hke the dow ntrodden masses o' Europe
ef—

But Bender put a stop to- the discus-
sion by banging, his fist down on the
counter and declaring that unless the dis-
putants ceased he would close up.

“’Lection’s over,” he grumbled,
yew don't s’pose I'm goin’ ter stay up
an’ burn ker'sene ter hear that sort o’
guff. What we was a talkin’ about was
the lightin’ question, somep’n that vitally
interests every man, woman, an’ child.

“ Naow,” he went on, assuming an
oratorical pose, “ Cap’n Asa here has ad-
vanced a objection which seems ter have

‘ some meat in it. He says ten vear’ is a
long time, an’ we might all be in our
graves 'fore the plant is paid fer, an’
we're free of the burden.”

“Well, ain’t it so?” demanded Cap-
tain Ketchum sharply. * Didn’t yew
say yerself that it'd be ten year’ afore-the
debt was cl’ared off?”

“Yes,” assented Mr. Bender, “1 did;
but that, ez I told ver, was figgerin’ on-
the lowest possible basis; whereas, thar’s
skursely any doubt but what the plant
would make three, four, or five times the
amount [ say.

“ By gorry,” he concluded enthusiastic-
ally, “ef we do what’s right an’ stick the
summer people double what we do the
home folks, thar ain’t no reason why we
can’t make the thing pay fer itself in one

ear.”

“If it's as good as all that, why don’t
you put the scheme through yourself, Mr.
Bender? I heard you tell a traveling
man only yesterday that you could sell
out the business here any time you wanted
to for five thousand dollars.”

The voice which propounded this query
came from without the charmed cirele,
and had not hitherto been heard. A dif-
ferent voice it was, too, from the lazy
drawl of the leading citizens — quick,
alert, inquisitive.

Its owner matched with it, a youth of
twenty or thereabouts, grown so fast that
the legs of his patched trousers did not
reach’ to his shoe-tops and the wristlets of
his calico shirt were half-way up to his
elbows. Rather a grotesque figure, re-
minding one of a half-reared setter-pup
with his shock of red hair, and his hands
and feet too big for his lanky limbs; yet,
as with the setter-pup, his face wore a
look of keen intelligence, which promised
a shrewd and capablé&maturity.

Vangceport, however, held him in slight
esteem. He was entirely too knowing,
according to theif ideas—too given to
asking inconvenient questions, such as
that which he had just put to Bender.

The circle turned as one man to re-
gard him with stern rebuke; and the
storekeeper, a trifle flushed, snapped
tartly:

“S’pos’n yew keep yer lip out'n things
what don’t consarn yew, Ike Somers, an’
at the same time yer fiigers out’n my
cracker-bar’l.”

He crossed over to slam down the lid,
beneath which the other’s hand had been
exploring.

“But why doesn’t the electric - light
question concern me?” persisted the of-
fender, unabashed. * Ain’t I a property
owner just the same as any of the rest of
you? "
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scarce in Vanceport. Yet, somehow they
managed to eke out a precarious exist-
ence, keep a roof over their heads, and
scrape up annually the few dollars re-
quired for taxes on,their land. :

Moreover, the hard - worked, busy
mother found time to carry on the edu-
cation of - her boyv, the foundations of
which had been laid by the student
father; and Ike, naturally bright and
precocious, was as far advanced for his
years as many a lad with much better
advantages.

He had an ambition to make something
of himself, and almost from the time
he had discarded pinafores had de-
clared that” some day he would be a
lawyer; but he began to realize now
that such an aim could not be attained
without going through college and law-
school, and this seemed impossible.

Had he been foot-loose, he would have
tackled the proposition as many another
young man has done, and worked his
way through the institutions; but he felt
that at present he could not leave his
mother.

Her health was markedly failing un-
der the long strain she had borne, and
he was being more and more called upon
every day to assume the burden of their
joint maintenance. -

True, it was but little he could earn
at the odd jobs which came his way—
opportunities for employment were
scarce in Vanceport, and his sharp tongue
and superior attainments rendered him
anything but popular in the village.
Yet he also knew that if ib were not for
what he Was able to contribute, their
meager larder would often have been
entirely bare.

The one hope on which he fed his soul
was that, by some rejuvenation of the
sleepy community, their land back on
the “rise” might be sold for enough
to support his mother while he was pre-
paring for his profession; and with this
idea in mind, he had been ardently in-
terested in Bendet's efforts” to secure
electric lights.

With city conveniences to back up the
natural advantages, and beauty .of the
locality, he reasoned that a largely in-
creased number of summer visitors would
be attracted to the place; and he was
shrewd enough to see that his despised

3 A
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““ patch of scrub-oak,” being just beyond
Ramsay Grant’s villa, would then be-
come the most available site for bun-
galows and cottages.

And now all his fond dreams were

Jknocked on the head; for, with the final

and decisive refusal of the city people
to take up the project, it was hopeless.
The Vanceporters themselves, he well
knew, could be trusted to maintain a
masterly inactivity.

Then, to cap the climax, he had, by
his own impulsive outbreak at the store,
worked himself out of the sole source
of income, little as it was, upon which
he had been banking for the coming
winter.

In return for such assistance as he
could render about the place, Isaiah
Bender had allowed him to maintain a
picture post-card stand on the premises;
but Ike had noticed that the proprietor
was daily regarding the scant profits of
the innovation with a more and more
covetous eye, merely seeking an excuse
to take it over himself; and hence he
had no doubt that the dismissal of that
evening would stand.

What he could do now to provide the
necessaries of life for himself and mother
the young man was at a loss to decide.

Turning over these problems in his
mind, and with a deeper and deeper
sinking at-his heart, Ike plodded sul-
lenly homeward through the mud and
rain along the dark country road.

He was sore at the world in general,
sore at Isaiah Bender and the circle of
“leading citizens,” but especially re-
sentful against Ramsay Grant, upon
whom he had pinned his highest hopes,
and whose letter he blamed more or less
unjustly for his present misfortunes.

He stopped now, while passing the
banker’s dark house, showing dimly back
among the trees, to shake a vengeful fist
toward it. .

“IWhy couldn’t he have given the
money?” he muttered bitterly. ** He'd
pay three thousand dollars for an auto-
mobile for his own pleasure, and think
nothing of it. Yet,~when it comes to
something which would benefit other
people, he closes up tighter than an
oyster. By George! if they called me
the ‘king’ of a place, I'd try to do
something to deserve the title.”
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shoulders, not on our'n. I say, let’s
write him the letter, anyhow, jest to show
him that we can’t be skeered or bluffed;
an’ then if he chooses to go, let him go.”

‘““An’ at the same time yew might as
well hang up the bankrupt sign over all
Vanceport,” Isaiah snapped, * ’cause
that’s what it'll mean ef Grant does git
out., Howsomever, thank Heaven yer
letter won't have no chance of reachin’
him, since he- plainly says he's leaving
fer Europe ter-morrer; so that settles
that.

‘“An’, naow,” rising to his feet, ‘‘ git
out, all o’ ye, 'cause I'm goin’ to close up.
I've heerd about as strong a mess o
fool-talk as I can stand fer one evenin’.”

They arose slowly to their feet at his
behest and, struggling into their oil-
skins, started for the door; but at that
moment the - telephone bell rang, and
they lingered with natural curiosity to
see what it might portend.

“Ter the land’s sake,” grumbled
Isaiah, circumnavigating the counter to
reach the instrument, ‘who's callin’ me
up naow? I'll bet Almiry Cooper’s
Uncle Sol has driv’ over from Bellville
unexpected ag’'in, an’ she wants some
bacon fer breakfast. Well, ef she thinks
I'm goin’ to pack it clear up to her house
sech' a night as this, she'll git fooled.
I'll be out of every livin’ thing she
wants.”

By this time, though, he had taken
down the receiver and was gruffly bellow-
ing “ Hallo!” into the mouthpiece ; then,
as though by a miracle, his tone suddenly
became as suave and smooth as oil.

“Why, Mr. Grant!" he cooed. * This
is a s'prise party.. I didn’t know you was
in town at all. Yew, sure, didn’t come on
the stage to-night, did yer?

“What?" with lively astonishment.
“Yew ain’t in Vanceport at all? Yew're
in Noo York, a talkin’ to me from the
Metropolitan Op'ry House! An’ yer
voice as cl’ar as ef yew was standin’ right
at my very elbow. Wal, wal, now, ain't
that wonderful?

“ What's that yew say, Mr. Grant?
Not to pay no ’tention ter that letter
vew wrote me? ’Twas all a mistake of

yer secketary?”

Isaiah had fairly to clutch at the in-
strument for support, and the listening
group eagerly tiptoed, nearer, involun-
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tarily bending their hands behind their
ears as hoping to catch the cheering mes-
sage coming over the wire.

“Yew’re a tellin’ me, then, that ‘yew
will stand fer the 'lectric-light proposi-
tion, an’ pay all the cost yerself? " gasped
Isaiah breathlessly. ‘ Wal, ,naow, that
is cert'nly han’some, Mr. Grant. Vance-
port’ll sure remember yew in its prayers.

“Eh?"” he interrupted himself.
“What's that? C’ruso is jest erbout to
sing; an’ ef I listen, I kin hear him over

o

the wire?

‘““ Hi, fellers,” and he turned excitedly
to the others, ‘ what d’yew think of that?
He says he’s goin’ to stand away from the
telephone, an’ let me hear—"

He stopped suddenly, and over his fat,
complacent face, with the short chin-
beard, spread an expression of startled
awe, of amazed delight.

“ By glory, boys,” he shouted, ‘it
sounds like the gates of Heaven had
been pried open, an’ yew could hear the
angels singin’! Here, Uncle Billy, jest
listen to Rim.”

He thrust the receiver into the hands
of the patriarch, who became almost
equally enchanted, and gave way only
reluctantly to the insistence of Captain
Asa Ketchum that he, too, should hear.

And now arose a veritable free fight
over the possession of the instrument.
Every one wanted to try the novelty,
and, having tried, was loath to step
aside. Those who had heard once
eagetly clamored for a second chance,
and the man in temporary control of the
receiver was an active storm-certer, with
all the rest jostling and pushing and
struggling to wrest away his prize.

The ‘“ diamond horseshoe ' never con-
tained a more appreciative audience than
that little coterie gathered among the
hams and calicoes of that country store,
listening to Caruso as he sang a famous
air from “ Rigoletto.”.

Bender himself was at the phone when
the end was reached—that brilliant ca-
denza - which never fails to evoke a
tumultuous round of applause.

He was standing with closed eyes
drinking in the music; but as the full,
trumpet-like tones trilled higher and
higher, his lids widened, and he raised
himself until he stood upon his toes.

Then he came back to earth with a
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thud, dropping the receiver with a crash,
and staring about him in startled alarm.

A second later he was bellowing into
the instrument at the top of his voice.

‘“Hey, what’s the matter thar?” he
shouted ; then, after an interval, in less
excited tones: “ Oh, so that’s yew ag’in,
is it, Mr. Grant, an’ what stopped the
music was yew a shuttin’ the door of
the booth? By gee! when that feller
went skimmin’ up ter the clouds that
way, an’ then all of a suddin I couldn’t
hear nothin’, I think sure he must have
bu’sted his throat, :

“Did we enj'y the music? Yes, sir,
vew- bet we did. Ask Uncle Billy Gale
here, what ain’t never been to a play-
house sence he seen ‘Ten Nights in a
Barroam’ down at the ole Bow'ry
Theayter, in '62. He’s a figgerin’ -naow
on takin’ the money from his turnips an’
goin’ inter town to hear the hull of that
air piece.

‘““An’ now, ter git down to business
ag'in, eh? Yew say yew won't be able
to git-down here afore yew sail; but to
go right ahead an’ have the ’lectric-light
plant put in, an’ yew’ll settle when you
come back in the spring? Oh, yes, that’ll
be all right, Mr. Grant. Jest so that we
know yew’re goin' to foot the bill in
the end.

“An’— What's that? Yey think
this’d be a good time to put In some
other improvements that is badly needed?
Wal, I don’t know, Mr. Grant. Yew
see, taxes is pretty high now, an’ our
folks—

“Oh, yew're willin’ to go inter yer
own pocket fer the other things, tew?
\Wal, now, that is cert'nly squar’ on
yer part, Mr. Grant. It’s more'n squar’;
it's deownright ginerous.

“A town hall? With a stage an’
scen’ry on it? Yes, indeed, sir; I cer-
t'nly dew think it’s badly needed. An’
what'll sech a buildin’ as we require cost
erbout? Wait a minute, sir, an’ I'll ask
Eph Fanshaw, here. He's a builder, an’
he kin prob’ly give vew a rough esti-
mate.” :

He slid his hand over the mouthpiece,
and turned to question the man of prac-
tical knowledge.

“ One that'll seat erbout tew hundred
people, Eph,” he explained. “ An’ fin-
ished pretty nifty both inside an’ out.”
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Fanshaw calculated laboriously with
a stubby pencil on the lid of a flour-
barrel for a minute or two, and then an-
nounced that, in his opinion, * fifteen
hundred’d come close to seein’ things
through ”; but this did not at all satisfy
Isaiah’s expanding views.

““Shucks!” he growled. ‘ Ramsay
Grant'd think yew was plannin’ ter build
a dog-house.”

He turned to the telephone again, and
explained in dulcet tones that since they
did not wish to “stick " their benefactor,
they had cencluded a town hall costing
three thousand dollars would serve all
their present needs.

“What'd I tell yew?” he observed a
second later, as he again shut off the
mouthpiece to turn a beaming glance
upon his associates. * He made no more
fuss over it 'n yew would in swallerin’
mush an’ milk fer breakfast. I'm only
sorry now I didn’t raise the figger to five
thousand.”

On the subsequent items, however,

‘Isaiah gave himself no such cause for

regret, Mr. Grant proposed a new
Union Church, and was prompily held
up for eight thousand on that score. A
new schoolhouse was decided upon,
which Bender told the .donor he was
getting cheap at four thousand.

The electric-light plant, which it will_
be remembered was originally estimated
at three thousand dollars, it was now
discovered could not be put up for a cent
less than double that amount and a thou-
sand dollars more.

Still, the bank president seemed in no
wise dismayed at the rapidly mounting
total, nor at all inclined to be critical
of the figures suggested to him.

He assented to everything without
demur or haggling, and immediately
went ahead to discuss some new subject
for outlay.

At last, when Isaiah’s brain was fairly
whirling, and the others had reached a
statc where they could enly gaze at one
another in dazed incredulity, he halted.

“I1 guess that is all,” he remarked.
“Or, no—I was forgetting about those
execrable paths you have down there.
Have a three-foot cement walk laid
along the road leading to my house, will
vou, Bender, and have it extend about a
quarter of a mile beyond my place.”
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.scalpin’ on their own account over there

"« just now that nobody’ll have time to

bother over how I lost my one little
ornery—"’

“They don’t scalp people over there;”
I explained for the tenth time. * The
guillotine makes rather more thorough
work of it. But eten that is all over
now.” -

“Then there won't be any sort of
fun? " he asked, chagrined.

‘“Not of the sort you mean. But
there’ll be something about as exciting for
me, I think.”

“ For you? Why not for me, too?”

‘ Because it's my quarrel. Not yours.”

“Quarrel! You never. said a word
about a quarrel before we started. You
claimed you was just goin’ over to claim

your Great-uncle Shayvrooze's farm and,

cash-box and the handle on his name.”

“Shad!” I exclaimed in mock horror,
“if my highly honored great-uncle, M.
le Vicomte de Chevreuse, were alive to
hear you refer to his Touraine estate, his
fortune and his title as a ‘ farm, cash-box,
and handle,” he’d be more contemptuous
‘than ever at me for preferring to live
in America rather than in his beloved
France.”

“ Well,” urged Shadrach, * from all I
hear, the people in France get as r'iled
over the title-and-estate game as I am.
'Twasn’t over a year ago I heard about
their rippin’ their monarchy all to shucks

an’ sendin’ their noble folks screechin’ up.

a tree an’ hittm" out on the Ind’pend’ce
trail in Uncle Sam’s wake.”

“ By the latest letters, that’s all over,
though,” I told him. “ The monarchy is
restored and the country going on as of
old. That's why I'm on my way there.
I'd scarcely be fool enough to go looking
for title and estates in a country where
wearers of the one are guillotined and
owners of the others find their property
confiscated ‘ for the good of the people.’
It was only because of those last letters
from my great-uncle’s lawyer that I de-
cided on the trip.”

“ But this quarrel?
Who's it with?”

“Upon my soul,” I confessed, “I
don’t know.”

“ Just goin’ to meander around lookin’
for trouble?” ’

“No. I'm afraid trouble is coming to

How about it?
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look for me. The De Chevreuse advo-
cate in his letter warned me there was an-
other claimant to the fortune -who was
resolved, at all cost, to combat my claim.
Now, the claimant must be of noble birth.
In France his manner of ‘combating my
claim’ will doubtless take the shape of.
challenging me to a duel.”

“A duel? An’ you was fool enough
not to bring your rifle along? I warned
you, time an’ again, you'd need it. Think
of strikin’ a new trail without totin’ your
rifle! It's like—"

“ 1 sha’n't need it, I think,” said I.

“ That’s so,”” he admitted. ‘’Cause
mine’s always at your service, same as
anything else I got. She shoots just a
wee trifle high an’ to the left, an’ you've
got to humor her. But, 'cept for that,
there ain’t a better gun bétween Nash-
ville an’ Pens’cola. I'll—"

“In France,” I explained,  they don’t
use rifles in duels. They prefer these,”
and I touched the small-sword that hung
at my side.

“Those!” snorted Shadrach in huge
contempt. ‘“ Lots of fun there must be
in gettin’ spitted on a, skewer like that!
If I was to get in a row an’ had no better
weepon than one of them steel spits, I'd
grab it by the point an’ hammer t’other
feller over the head with the butt of it.”

“That would certainly be a unique
improvement on the gentle art of fen-
cing,” said I, “but a man who under-
stands how to use a dueling-sword can
make it almost as deadly as your beloved
rifle. I remember, in France—"

“Oh, that’s where you learned to use
such trinkets? I thought as much. How
long did it take you? ”

“ T fenced for seven years under Cadil-
lac. Even at the end of that time, I
could hardly call myself an adept.”

“Seven years to learn fool nonsense
like that! " groaned Shadrach. “ Longer'n
it took me to get married an’ to find out
that women are dangerouser'n canta-
mounts and to sneak out of my own coun-
try to get away from ’em. Did I ever
tell you how I happened to get married?”

“Yes,” I answered hastily, ‘“as often
as you've told me about being scalped.
And how you ran away from—"

“No, no, son!” he expostulated, “I
didn’t run away. She druv me out. An’
then <he sued me for divorce for leavin’
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her; an’ I lit out’n America, so the papers
couldn’t be served on me. It must be a
dretful thing to get divorced. Not any
of it for me!” _

“And yow—a man whom Washington
himself called his pluckiest scout — ran
from one little woman!” C

“Son, you ain’'t married. So don't
presume to jedge.the fears of them that
are. It’s a— Hallo, there! What's up
now, I'd like to know!”

A yell from the lookout, a rush of feet
across the deck, and at the same instant
the double booming of distant guns.
Shadrach and I were at the rail on the
moment, straining our eves across the
tumbled mass of gray waters.

May I stop here to explain a little
more fully, yet in as few words as I can,
the reason of our presence there and then
aboard the French brig Solent?

I am Jack Braith, American. At
least, so I have ever styled myself, though
my grandfather was a Frenchman.- He
was eldest of the several younger broth-
ers to the Vicomte de Chevreuse, and
emigrated to the American Colonies as a
lad.

There he married a New Jersey
maiden and adopted her name of
‘ Braith,” his own being hard for Yan-
kee tongues to master, and Frenchmen
being none too popular in the Colonies
at that time.

No more was heard of our French
relatives until I was a child of six. Then
word came that my great-uncle, the
vicomte, was old, childless, and lonely.
He had quarreled with his various other
brothers and their children, and his mind
had at length turned to our branch of
the family.

The upshot -of it was that I was sent
to visit him ‘“ on approval,” with a view
to becoming his real, as I was his natural,
heir. My parents had died in my baby-
hood.

For the next eleven years I had dwelt
in France. It was a loveless, if beneficial,
time. My great-uncle wasted no affec-
tion on me, nor I on him. Moreover,
even as a child it angered me to hear his
sneers on America.

Nevertheless, he gave me such educa-
tion as a young nobleman of the day was
lsupposed to receive. I was taught the

various arts and accomplishments, spoke®
French better than English, could handle @
a dueling sword, ride, dance, and ex-
change small-talk with the best of them.

But. oh. it was a loncly, cruel life for
a growing boy! Thanks'to the zicomte’s
quarrels with his family, I saw none of
my several cousins who were scattered
through Irance and Germany, nor was
I able to learn much concerning any of
them, save Ktienne de Chevreuse, a lad
of my own age and—to judge from all
I had heard—strikingly like me in looks.

He was the grandson of a still younger

brother of the wicomte than my grand-
father, and had already attracted some
note as a daredevil, gambler, and swords-
man. :
Etienne and his wildness the vicomte
never wearied of denouncing, until,
though I had not chanced to meet the
unfortunate youth, I began to feel a
lively sympathy for him.

It was in 1779, when I was .about
seventeen, that the crash came. I fell in
with some French officers newly returned
from America. They told me—what
herctofore I had but vaguely understood
—the story of my native land’s mighty
struggle for liberfy, and painted in
strong colors the glory of that conflict.

It was enough. My boyish blood was
fired. The patriotism my great-uncle had
spent years in crushing sprang into new
life. I announced my intent of going
home to fight for my country.

“If you go,” roared the wicomte,
“your name is forever blotted from my
will and from my memory. Take your
choice—the life of a French noble or of
a Yankee rebel.”

Next week I sailed.

Armed with a letter of introduction
from a friend to the young Marquis de
Lafayette, I landed in America after
eleven years’ absence. I was not likely

. to starve because of the rank and wealth

I had put behind me. For I had in-
herited a comfortable little New Jersey
property and a few slaves from my
parents, whose only child I was.
Another month, and I was in the army.
Before the Revolutionary War’s end I
had been so fortunate as to rise to a cap-
taincy and to win praise from no less a
personage than the great Washington
himself. After which I had settled



THE CRIMSON HARVEST. ‘ 45

down to a quiet country gentleman’s life,
letting memories of France fade grad-
ually from my mind.

It was early in 1793 that a letter from
my great-uncle’s family advocate sharply
recalled those memories. He wrote of
the wicomte’s death, intestate. Thus I,
as grandson of his next elder brother,
was heir to title and estates.

The letter warned me that other heirs
—one especially—were supposed to be
preparing to contest most vigorously the
heritage of an alien American to such
French rank and wealth. -

Yet, my rights were clear, and I was
minded to claim them. True, garbled
tales of the French Revolution had
reached our shores—tales that I, with
my recollection of the nobles’ power and
the peasants’ crushed condition, could
scarce credit.

But later rumors told of an agreement
between king and pcople and a smooth-
ing over of political differences. This,
with my knowledge of the Irance I
remembered, I naturally took to mean
that old times were restored.

So I secured passage aboard an armed
French brig, built and fitted out in New
York and manned by a mixed crew. It
was the brig’s maiden trip. Nor had
her officers—who had superintended her
building—Dbeen home for three years. I
could, therefore, learn little of present-
day French politics from them. They
seemed, in fact, as 1gnorant as L.

On the day of our sailing I had come
face to face, on Water Street, with a
man as much out of place there as a bear
in the capitol. He was Shadrach Bemis,
a lank Tennessee trapper, at whose side
I had fought at Cowpens and at York-
town.

He was one of Washington's own
scouts, an Indian fighter of local re-
nown, and a quaint character 1ot casily
forgotten.

It was twelve years since we had met.
He hailed me with delight as the one

familiar figure in a strange, over-
populous place. It seemed he was in
hiding. Having successfully escaped

British and Indians alike, the man was
in full retreat before a fair foe. He had

recently married a frontier woman who,*

tiring of him, had threatened a divorce.
Iike most backwoodsmen, law had un-

told terrors for the otherwise fearless
Bemis. So he had incontinently fled at
threat of the mysterious divorce.

Reaching New York, he was still in
fear lest his wife might reach him with
legal proceedings, and he had resolved
to add the ocean to the stretch of dis-
tance between them. Hearing I was
bound for France, he eagerly took
passage on the same ship—where his
long rifle, fringed buckskins and coon-
skin cap were an endless source of won-
dering joy to our French companions.

At first our voyage had prospered.
Then the new stearing-gear had broken
in a gale, and we had drifted four days
southward on the wings of the hurricane.
Hundreds of miles south of.our course,
when the storm at last died down, we
had just-repaired the tiller and were on
our northward way at the time this story
opens. B

Shadrach and I joined the crowd at
the rails and looked out, across seas as
from a stage-box, at an exciting little
nautical drama.

Barely two knots to westward lay two
vessels. One—by far the smaller—was
a French merchant sloop; the other, a
brig carrying full gun-ports and floating
a British flag.

She was bombdrding the smaller ves-
sel, at easy distance, from her starboard-
guns. The sloop was making ineffectual
retort with a couple of short-range deck-
carronades.

It was like a fight between a mastiff
and a kitten, so far as fairness went, or
chance for the French craft. I took in
the situation at a glance.

The brig was doubtless a British
privateer, preying on French commerce
from the West Indies. My only wonder
was that the sloop dared offer fight to so
formidable a foe.

The wind was sharp from ‘the south,
which had prevented our hearing the
firing at first. How long the pitifully
unequal fight had waged I could not
guess. But already the brig was closing
in. The sloop, most of her rigging shot
away and smoke curling from her after-
ports, was slowly settling by the head.
Still she did not strike her little patch
of colors, and continued to bark valiant-
ly with her ridiculous little carronades.
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was my mental comment as he clambered
feebly over the rail, assisted by a couple
of sailors.

The old man turned to- give a helping
hand to the last passenger—the plucky
boy whom the masked one had tried to
steal and who had shown such presénce
of mind in the face of sudden peril.

The lad was tight-wrapped in his long
sea-cloak. His broad hat was down over
his eyes. His hair had escaped from
its old-fashioned queue and hung loose
and shimmering on his -shoulders.

In one hand he bore a heavy port-
manteau. The other clung convulsively
to the old man.

At sight of the ring of strange, curious
faces on our deck, the youth shrank back,
and crouched, hesitating, by the rail.

“ Brave lad!” cried Pitou, clapping
him on the back. “ A good shot if ever
I saw one!”

“ Oh, don’t,” gasped the boy, hysteric-
ally. “Don’t speak of it! It was /ior-
rible!”

He sank down upon a chest, covered
his face with his hands and broke into
passionate sobbing; his whole fragile
body convulsed and trembling.

- “Come, come!” urged Pitou with
rough gentleness. “ That’s no way to
behave! Be a man!”

“I—I can't!” was the wailing reply.
“I'm—I'm a girl!”

CHAPTER IIL
I LOSE SOMETHING NOT WORTH KEEPING.

“T's a girl!” repeated the wceping
figure crouched there upon the chest.

And all at once my contempt was
turned to a wondrous unexpected pity
for the frail, trembling little creature.

“YWhat'’s the row?” asked Shadrach,
to whom the foregoing French dialogue
had been as Greek. “What ails the
brat?”

“JIt isn't a brat,” said I in English.
“It's a girl.”

uA g(d? »

“So she says.”

“Well,” he drawled, “I. s’pose that
ought to settle it. Do all French gals
dress like that?”

We had been speaking needlessly loud.
Especially by contrast with the hush of
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embarrassment that had fallen over the
rest of the group at the pseudo-boy’s an-
nouncement.

On Bemis’s wondering query I saw the
figure on the chest start guiltily and pull
the long sea-cloak more tightly about her.
I could have kicked both Shadrach and
myself for adding to her embarrassment.

“of course,” went on Bemis, unnot-
ing, “if they reely enjoy sech clo'es—"

“Shut up!” I whispered savagely.
“ She understands English.”

“ Permit me!”

It was the white-haired man who
spoke. He had recovered his breath, and
now, with an air of authority, advanced
shelteringly in front of the girl.
Pitou, he resumed:

“Let me thank you, first of all, cap-
tain, for your timely aid. We owe you
our lives. Had you arrived earlier—
but our debt is Rpne the smaller. I am
le Sieur de Perier, Barbados planter,
late of France. With my daughter, Mlle.
Elise de Perier, T set sail last week in my
own sloop, L’Hirondelle, for France on
a mission of importance. This morning
we were overhauled by the British pri-
vateer you saw. I forbade my captain
to strtke his colors and—"

‘“ But,” cried Pitou, ‘““ what chance had
a little sloop like yours against— "

“It is the creed of my race, sir,” re-
proved De Perier calmly, “to fight as
bravely against hopeless odds as against
a weaker foe. It is on such a seemingly
hopeless mission I am now Dbound for
Paris. To continue: When we were
without hope of rescue I bade my daugh-
ter don a suit of the cabin boy's. As a
boy she might die fighting. As a woman
she would perhaps have been spared and

.sold as a slave in the West Indies. That

will account for her costume, I think.
“If any here,” and he bent a stern

Facing

eye on the curious Bemis, ‘““if any here
deems so necessary an action unworthy of -

a De Perier, I am ready to justify my
course and my daughter’s behavior in
whatsoever method he may prefer.”

To which Shadrach, supposing himself

addressed, and being sensitive on his ig-
norance of Irench, replied gravely:

“1 lost it in a knife-fight down in the
Everglades. But I kilt the pesky red-
skin that got it. He won't do any more
scalpin’, T reckon, unless the—"
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~ you describe be doing in apparent au-
thority aboard a privateer or pirate craft,
cruising in the southern seas—unless,
perhaps, he is a refugee aristocrat of
France who has turned to piracy for a
living.? "’

“If he had turned to such a means of
livelihood he would be tanned,” she as-
serted ; “ yet his hands were white. That
means the constant wearing of gloves—
not usual among pirates, I should think.
And, from the glimpse I had of his fore-
head where the mask ended, that was
white, too.”

“ But what sort of a freak could have
led him to—" I began.

““Then, too,” she broke in, more ex-
citedly, “he had not the figure of a
sailor. He was tall, and slenderly
though strongly built, and had the « .=
riage of a gentleman. Tell me, do pirates
usually go masked?, No one else in his
boat was.”

“T never heard of such a case,” said
I. “TI would like to get at the bottom
of the mystery. It means much to me.”

“ But why? " she asked.

“If this man, or any other, is pursuing
you or seeks your harm, I want to stand
between you and him. I want,” T added,
carried on by hot impulse—* I want the
right to protect you. Do you understand
me, Elise?”

Now, it was a fearsome thing in those
days for a man to address a daughter of
the noblesse by her Christian name. And
I knew it quite well. Also, a suitor
should have spoken to her father, not to
herself. 'T'his also I knew.

Why did I then doubly transgress? I
suppose because by heart and nature I
am American, not French. I say that in
boast, not excuse.

She made no answer, and I looked in
vain for some sign from her averted face.
‘I'o a French girl, reared in the ultra-
sheltered fashion that-she had been, my
words must have -séemed a million times
more glaringly unconventional than
American women can understand.

Small wonder her head was turned
away and that the tiny portion of her
cheek still visible to me should have
flushed so deep a rose color! My only
marvel was that she did not leave me on
the instant and go straight to her father
for protection.

0y
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Yet she did not. And I took her stay-
ing as a good omen.

Nevertheless, her first start of fright-
ened surprise brought me to my senses—
not only as to the proper treatment of a
sheltered French girl confided by her
father to my escort, but also to a realiza-
tion of my own position.

While I was fairly well-to-do, accord-
ing to our rural New Jersey standards,
still I was a mere gentleman farmer of
no wealth or station. As such I knew
myself no fit match for the daughter of
a French noble who owned vast Barba-
dos plantations and had the bearing and
traditions of a great family name. This,
too, was the view M. de Perier was cer-
tain to take. .

Yet I, who had never till this hour
realized that I loved the girl, had
plunged—American fashion—into some-
thing very like a proposal of marriage.
I had smashed Gallic convention, and
—had she chosen to take my words so—
had committed a mortal offense.

Then a hope cut across my chagrin.
Was I not on my way to Paris to claim
the splendid fortune and title of the
Vicomte de Chevreuse? With that af-
fair satisfactorily settled, I should be
in a position to beg the hand of any
woman alive.

So when I spoke again it was less
ardently, but- with a thrill that must
have robbed my words of their formal
primness.

“ Mademoiselle,” 1 Dbegan, “1 ask
vour pardon for speaking as though
you were an American lass of my own
station. What I said I had no right,
as matters now stand, to say. The next
month or so will make or mar my for-
tune. In the latter case you shall see
me no more. In the former, I shall
seek out your father and beg of him
what I now dare not ask. When that
time comes—"

I paused. She had turned toward me
again. And in her flushed face so
much was written! But what the emo-
tion stamped there might be I had not
the courage to guess.

Perhaps it might be anger, or con-
tempt, or impatience, or pity, that soft-
ened those big gray eyes to a wondrous
light and set the lovely face aglow.

Perhaps—but I, who had faced Corn-
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wallis’s regiments without fear, lacked
the daring to read her face as I wished
to. I could not stand a rebuff—and
what else had I a right to expect? I
know so idiotically little of women.

Her lips parted. Before she could
speak, Shadrach Bemis had joined us.

“ Maybe you folks think it’s fun for
a white man to herd all by himself on
a ship,” quoth he. “Old Pitou speaks
what he thinks is English, but he can’t
get any one else to believe it. An’ all
the rest jabber French at me.
Why can’t folks learn to speak some
civilized language when they first begin
to talk? An’ you two—the only folks
I can chin with—you two walk up and
down together, chatterin’ French like
the worst of 'em. So I couldn’t stand
it no more by an’ by, and I makes bold
to jine right in with you. D’you mind?”

“ Not at all,” said Elise in her pretty,
accented English, quite herself again,
while I was still confused and angry at
the interruption. *“ Come and walk
with us, M. Bemis. So you're lonely
on shipboard?”

“Well, I wouldn’'t hardly say that,
miss,” he replied. “Only sometimes I
can’t help thinkin’ of what I heard a
feller read once in a book. Somethin’
about a man on shipboard bein’ like a
man in jail, with the extry danger of
gittin’ drowned. I heard Andy Jack-
son say, down in Nashville once, that—"

“ Elise!"”

It was M. de Perier’s querulous voice.
He had risen from his chair, and was
signaling his daughter to come to him.
Refusing our escort, she ran lightly
across the deck to where the old man
awaited her.

“Jest as I knew he would!"” chuckled
Shadrach.

“What do you Tnean?”
crossly.

“Why, the old wool-head don't like
his darter talkin’ to the likes of me,”
explained Bemis, with cheerful irrever-
ence for M. de Perier's snowy locks.
“1 don’t talk his lingo, but I notice he
always kinder shooes her off - when he
sees me with her. Thinks I ain’t quite

I asked

in the high-nob class, I reckon, an’ not -

proper company for his gal. So I
jined you two on the chance he'd call
her oft.”

Lord !l
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“Why did you do such a wretched
thing as that?>” I asked with more in-

_dignation than the case perhaps called
for. ‘“What business was it of yours
to_)l

“T wanted to speak to you alone an’
in a hurry,” he replied colossally, un-
moved by my wrath. “ There’s trou-
ble.”

“ Mutiny? " I queried in quick alarm.

“No. Worse, I'm thinkin'.”

“ Speak out then, can’t you?"

__ ‘“Son,” Shadrach went on with a gen-
tle severity, ‘ you're a good boy in your
way, but you have a nasty habit of tryin’
to hurry people that want to take their
own time. I jest nacher’ly Aate to be
hurried. One of these days you'll
hustle me too hard, an’ then I'll do to
vou like I done to a Britisher that
thought he could chase me down at Nor-
folk jest 'cause he had a musket with
him an’ I hadn’t. I ran away from him,
reel obligin’. It’s always good policy to
run away from a loaded gun. But he
made me run too fast for sech hot
weather.  So by an’ by I got peevish an’
turned all of a sudden on him. Arn’
what do you s’pose happened then?”

‘““He probably scalped you,” I sug-
gested maliciously. ““ If not, he must
have been the only one, according to
your stories, who—"

“ That’ll do,” cut in Bemis in cold
dignity. ‘ When it comes to jeerin’ at
a feller man’s phys'cal infirmities, it's
time to draw the line. D’you want to
hear my views or don’t you?"

“I'm sorry. old man,” I said, stretch-
ing out my hand. “ Go ahead, won't
you, please?”

Quite mollified. Bemis shifted his
quid of tobacco and, sitting down beside
me, began:

“In the fust piace, we passed a west-
bound bark from France about two

o’clock this mornin’. Did you know
that?"” :
“No. I was asleep. Did—?"

“ None of us other passengers did, I
reckon. But she ‘spoke’ us, an’ we
hove to while they sent across a-boat for
a confab. She’d just left France three
days ago. She had news. Lots of it.”

“ How did you find out all this?”

“When I told Miss What'’s - Her-
Name just now that no one spoke Eng- -
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lish here, I told a kind of white lic.
D’you know Pecr?”

‘“ Pierre, the cockswain?"

“Yep. Him an’ me struck up an
acquaintance t’other day when 1 licked
him for laughin’ at my bald spot. That
trouncin’ sort of endeared me to Peer,
I reckon. Tor ever since then he hangs
around me, tryin’ to make friends. He
speaks pretty fair English. Worked on
a Britisher packet a couple of years
once. He don’'t get more'n one word
in two so bad I can’t understand him.”

“And it was he who told vou about
the French bark?”

‘““Half an hour ago. It seems the
law-shark that wrote to you was puttin’
money on the wrong card.”

“What do you mean?"”

“ A while ago there was some sort of-

pow-wow Dhetween old King looey an’
his lovin’ pcople, an’ they came near
agrecin’ not to chase him around no
more. That must ’a’ been when your
friend wWrote to you. Since then, Peer
says, there’s been terrible ructions in
Paris. Them same lovin’ people took
Looey an’ cut his head off.”

“'The king guillotined?” I gasped.
“They dared—" '

“ Measly sort of trick to play on him,
wa'n’t it?” agreed Bemis. ‘ But that’s
what the bark folks told Cap’n Pitou last
night. King’s dead, queen’s in jail; an’
merry hallelujah’s runnin’ riot all over
the place. This rev’lootion is actin’ up
pretty petulant. They've cut off all the
‘ristocrats’ heads they could find an’
now they’ve begun on cach other, with a
stray batch of nobility thrown in now an’
then for good measure. TParis is about
as safe just now, from all Peer tells me.
as a caveful of rattlesnakes.

I sat dumbly listening to his recital.
If what he said was true—and it was
hardly to be doubted—my air-castles
were about to tumble about my ears.

This was scarcely a propitious time to
¢o to Paris and demand an inherited title
of nobility. My own head would not be
over-safe, my chances of success barely
one in a thousand. I must await quieter
"days.

Then came the thought of Elise de
Perier. She—with no stronger escort
than her feeble old father—was ventur-
ing into that lion’s den.
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I was about to carry her the tidings I
had just heard and counsel her father to
take passage back to Barbados on the
next outgoing ship. Whatever their mis-
sion in Paris might be, they must not
venture there now.

But, on the moment, I remembered
what she had told me. She and her
father had sailed for France in the belief
that the revolution was still rife. Both
had said that such knowledge could not
deter them; that their mission was a
matter of principle which must come be-
fore thoughts of life itself.

No, they would go on, whatever I
might tell them. And I—I would go,
too. Where Elise Perier led I would
follow, were it to the foot of the guillo-
tine itself.

Nor should I prove myself less cour-
ageous than she. Since my one hope of
winning her lay in my establishing claim
to the De Chevreuse title and estates, I
would take that chance, even if death
should cog the dice against me.

‘Shadrach,” T said, after a short si-
lence, “ T must go on. I'm going to play
the game down to the very last card. But
when we reach Calais yox can get pass-
age back. You can—"

“Son,” interrupted Bemis, “if I go
on I run into a rev’lootion. If Isgo back
I run into a d’vorce. I've lived through
one rev'lootion an’ maybe I can live
through another. But a d’vorce is some-
thing I ain’t up to tacklin’. I'm goin’
on with you!” '

CHAPTER IV.

THE TERROR.

WE had Dbeen in Paris nearly a fort-
night. I had taken rooms for Shadrach
and myself on an upper floor of a quiet
little hotel in the Rue St. Honoré. On
my advice, M. de Perier had engaged a
suite in the same hostelry for Elise and
himself.

I had gone at once to the office of the
Chevreuse advocate, only to find he was
absent in Touraine. As he was expected
back within a few weeks and as his
present whereabouts weré somewhat in
doubt, T had resolved to await him in
Paris rather than waste time on a wild
goose chase through southern France.
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I was in almost a daze during my first
week in the French capital. The gay,
sordid, magnificent, misery - checkered
Paris of my boyhood days was gone. The
formal courtesy, the contrasting splendor
and raggedness of dress, the Old-World
charm—all were fled.

In their place, surging streets; a mob
no longer servile, but supreme; strange
placards everywhere; on nearly all faces
a look of ferocity or of panic fear. No
man was “ Monsicur.” ‘I'o use that term
was to incur suspicion of aristocratic
leanings. Every one was * Citizen,”
from duke to pickpocket.

And this was Paris! To me it seemed
like some stately marquise masquerading
as an insane, drunken rag-picker. The
king was dead. The “ Teérror " was king.

To Shadrach the whole affair was
charmingly entertaining. He would wan-
der for hours, alone, through the maze
of the dangerous underworld; always
returning safe and elated. Thanks to
his woodsman’s instinct, he already knew
his way about Paris almost as well as I.

The volatile mob, too, had learned to
know him. His lank, gigantic, buck-
skinned, coon-capped figure, his rifle,
hunting knife, and rough. fearless bear-
ing all delighted them. He was hailed
admiringly wherever he went as “Le
Grand Sauvage”” He was looked on as
the typical American—the race France in
those days loved and was loved by.

To-day Bemis and I were standing on
the hotel balcony, outside the grand salon,
some twenty feet above the street. From
wall to wall the thoroughfare was
choked with the rabble. A spectacle was
on view. For, along the center of the
roadway rattled the tumbrels, laden with
victims on their way to the near-by
“ Place de la Guillotine " (later mock-
ingly renamed “ Place de la Concorde”).

A file of soldiers, in blue coats, white
trousers, and tri-color cockade hats,
would force a wzy through the mob for
the rumbling, creaky carts with their
loads of the condemned. And as each
fresh party of victims rolled past, the
crowd would break forth anew into that
terrible hymn of theirs. Truly, I exag-
gerated little when I compared them to
wild heasts at feeding time!

“You were wrong in one thing. son.”
Shadrach remarked. “ You =aid we was
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puttin’ our heads in the lion’s mouth by
comin’ here. Now, I'll grant you these
folks seem some peevish toward their
own feller countrvmen. But they act
reel cordial to me when I go out. I guess
you got scared for nothin’!”

“I hope so,” I answered. * They're
no more dangerous to us than a tiger to
a fawn he has not yet discovered. But I
wish T could persuade M. de Perier to
get away.”

“You wouldn’t have any int'rest, I
s'pose,” observed Bemis, ‘in his darter’s
bein’ safer. Only the old man you think
of, hey?"

He dug his elbow into my ribs and
chuckled in a peculiarly irritating way.

*“There, there!” he laughed, noting
my annoyance. ‘ Don’t you care, I ain’t
blind an' I can see as fur through a
stun wall as the best of 'em. She's a fine,
sweet-spoken gal. Have you popped

et?”

“What?”

‘“ Have you asked her to be Mrs. Jack
Braith? If vou ain't you've been wastin’
a whole lot of time.”

“T'll trouble you to leave my private

matters alone,” I said stiffly. ‘It is not
good form to speak of a woman in
that—"
“ Never mind all that,” he broke in,
an’ don't take offense where none’s
meant. Nobody asked you to jine forces
with me if you didn’t like my ‘form.
Our ‘form’ ain’t alike. That’s a fact.
You wear tight pants and brass bttton
coat and two weskits an’ a fob and a
sword an’ a glass7an’ a neckcloth that’d
choke most folks. An’ you comb that
long. valler hair of your’'n. You're what
they call a macaroni or a fop, I guess.

“T dress as nater’ meant folks should.
But I was a good enough man to save
you from bein’ rode down an' sabered
at Cowpens, an’ I reckon I'm good
enough to talk to you like T want to
now.”

I laughed. One couldn’t stay angry at
Shadrach,

“That's all right.,” he said, his sulks
gone. ** An’ now, tell me why you don’t
marry her.”

“ For one thing,” I replied, ‘ because
I'm not in her station. For another. I'm
not rich. For a third, there’s no recason
to think she wenldl accept me. Those are

o



the only obstacles I can thirk of just
now.”

‘“ This business of station and cash
is beyond me,” answered Shadrach, “ but
I haven’t spent my life studying trails
and the sign language without recognizin’
a gal in love when I see one. An’ if
Miss Elise ain’t pretty near ready to
drop into the basket when you shake the
tree, then I—"

A rustle of skirts from the room be-
hind checked him, and Elise de Perier
stepped ‘out on the balcony. She looked
very fresh and lovely in her white muslin
dress. '

I set a chair for her at the rear of the
little space where, sheltered by the iron
trellis, she could look out, unseen from
the street below. :

“1 am waiting for my father,” said
she. “ He has ordered a cab, and sent
me down here to let him know when it
arrives. But no carriage could make its
way through such a crowd to the door of
the hotel.” .

“ The crowd will thin out soon,” 1 told
her. “ The last of the carts will be
passing in a minute or two. Then the
street will be passable again. In the
meantime, Shadrach and I—"

I checked myself and glanced about.
Bemis had vanished. I mnow recalled
that he had done the same thing several
times lately when he, Elise, and I had
been left together alone. I understood,
at last, his kindly motive.

“ 1 don’t know,” said Elise, ‘“ why I
look at sights like that in the street down
there. Heaven knows, it is not from
morbid curiosity. I feel as if each of
those poor, bound creatures in the
tumbrels might be a personal friend,of
my own. It's horrible! Horrible! ”

She shuddered as she spoke. A louder
shout than usual from the crowd made
her glance involuntarily downward.

My gaze was riveted to her face. I
saw it suddenly blanch and the big eyes
distend in some quick emotion—whether
of dread or of mere astonishment I could
not determine. For, almost at once,
she regained control of her features.

I shifted my glance at once to the
crowd, to find what face or other sight
could have thus shocked her. But in
that sea of red caps, waving arms, and
flushed, distorted countenances. I could
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single out none that seemed especially
different from the rest.

‘ Something startled you!"” I hazard-
ed. ‘“What was it?"”

‘It was—" She paused, laughed in
a forced, mirthless fashion, and added:
“ Nothing! "

“Won't you tell me?” I begged.

“It's absurd,” she said shyly; * Dbut
all at once I felt some one was looking
at me intently. I glanced up. There
was only one little patch of space—
where that iron ornament has been
broken off the balcony rail—from which
I could be seen from the street. So I
looked through it.”

“Well2”

“ 1t commanded a view of at least a
dozen men and women on the opposite
walk. One of them was just turning
away as I saw him. So his face was in-
visible to me. But—"

“ But what?” 1 asked. as she stopped
again.

“ My nerves must be a little shaken by
all the tumult and tragedy about us, I
think,” she said, hesitating, * Perhaps
that was why—just for an instant—his
pose and figure brought back all in a
flash a vision of that masked man of the
privateer ship. It’s silly,, of course.
And it couldn’t be the same man. And
he no doubt looked at me just from idle
curiosity.”

She spoke fast, excusing her weakness
as might a child. It went to my heart
to see her so distressed. I rose and leaned
far over the balcony, scanning the street.

“ He's gone!” she hastened to say.
““ He moved away at once.” ’

“You shall not be annoyed by him or
by any one else!” I declared. “It is
unsafe for you to go abroad in a hired
cab with no other escort than M. de
Perier.  When you go out to-dav, won’t
you let Shadrach or myself come along?
We will not intrude, nor—"

“You are very good,” she replied, now -
quite mistress of herself again, ‘ but we
are in no danger. What object could
any one have in harming us? I am
ashamed that my nerves were so shaken
just now~I'm not really a coward—hon-
estly, I'm not.”

I remembered her shot at the masked
man, her serene calm in this city of hor-
rors, and I answered : ’
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“You are the bravest girl I ever knew.
Just the same, I should feel easier if you
would let me keep near you whenever you
stir from the house. Is it too much to
ask if your mission in Paris will be ac-
complished soon?”

“1 can’t tell,”” she answered.
have made no progress thus far.
day we hope—"

Now I had understood why she had
vetoed my suggestion to accompany her.
And a vague curiosity as to their mis-
sion’s nature assailed me.

Whatever it might Dbe, she and her
father were risking life for it. And I,
who loved her, was not allowed even to
share her peril.

We had turned away from the street
and were looking at each other now.

““And vour own errand here?” she
queried.

“ No progress, nor strong chance of
it,” I told her gloomily enough, adding:
‘It means everything to me.”

“1 am sorry,” she said softly.

“It means love, happiness—a future
of sunlight,” I went on. “ Without it
my life is not worth the living.”

I saw she remembered our talk on
shipboard, for again her check was dyed
a decper red.

“ Now that-you know all it means to
me, mademoiselle,” 1 continued, “ do you
wish me good fortune in it?”

I hung breathless on the answer that
would tell me whether or not she re-
turned my love. She, too, knew what
her answer must mean. But her eyes
met mine bravely. ‘Then, drowning her
first word, came the deafening roar of
the crowd’s awful song again.

The last cart was passing. The throng,
falling in behind, followed it, singing, to

“ \Ve
But to-

the place of execution. Their din
echoed and reechoed Detween the
narrow walls, obliterating the girl's

soft-breathed answer.

I drew closer and repeated my ques-
tion. My heart hammered wildly, and
my throat felt curiously tight.

I was a novice at. this game of love.
I am told some can play it as coolly as
tennis. I was not one of these.

But my question was scarce half-
voiced when an attendant appeared in
the doorway of the balcony.

“ Citizeness,” he reported, in the queer
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phraseology of the day, * your father,
Citizen Perier, bids me say he is waiting
for you in the fiacre, on the street in front
of the hotel.”

With a little exclamation,
on her feet.

“ How thoughtless of me!” she cried.
“I hope I have not kept him waiting
long. I certainly understood that it was
here on the balcony he was to meet me.”

With a hasty aw« revoir, she snatched
up her traveling-cloak and was gone. I,
looking down into the street once more,
saw a cab drawn up before the hotel. I
had not noted its approach. On the box
sat a frowzy, unshaven driver. A com-
missionnaire held the door of the vehicle
partly open, awaiting its second passen-
ger’s arrival.

A moment later Elise darted out of
the hotel, crossed the narrow pavement,
and hastily approached the cab. The
commissionnaire,with a scant curtsy—for
which, in the olden days, he would have
been flagged—caught her elbow as she
drew near, half - lifted, half - supported
her into the dark depths of the hack,
and slammed its door behind her with
decided haste. ’ :

The driver, before the door was fairly
shut, set off at a rickety gallop. I had
scarce time to note what even then struck
me as an an odd fact: that the fiacre’s
curtains were drawn down.

Still, on second thought, I did not
marvel at this. It was not a period when
pretty girls of rank, accompanied by
weak old men, drove in public behind
raised curtains.

Even as I turned away, the cab was
out of sight. So was the commissionnaire.
I started to reenter the salon. At the very
doorway I collided with a man. It was
M. de Perier..

“ Pardon, m’sicur,” he said, stepping
back, “1 came in search of my daugh-
ter. She was to mecet me out there on
the balcony. I have been over-long, for
the latch of my room door became some-
how broken, and I could not get out. So
—what is the matter>” he broke off,
noting my stare of horror.

“ Klise—DMlIle. de Perier!” I croaked,
hoarse with dread. * She-—she has
gone!”

“ Gone?” e
“ Where?”

Elise was

echoed querulously.
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so huge a-man, he was on his feet and,
with an oath, had whipped out his sword
before I could stammer forth an apology
and hasten on in my fruitless quest.

With a howl of rage the bespattered
colonel rushed at me. I had barely scope
to flash my own weapon from the scab-
bard and guard his first fiery thrust when
he was upon me.

There was no time to argue, to ex-
. plain. The officer was mad with chagrin
and bent on wreaking vengeance upon
the cause of his misfortune. Indeed, I
had need of all my skill as a fencer to
save myself from his lightning attack.

But we had scarce engaged again after
his initial lunge when one of the two
others hurled himself between us, beat-
ing down our swords with his walking
stick.

“Sacré bleu, Carré!” cried the peace-
maker, half angry, half laughing. ‘ Look
who it is you are trying to kill!”

“What do 1 care?"” roared the colo-
nel, scarlet with fury, as he struggled
to pass the other to get at me. ‘ He
ruined . my uniform. He—"

“But look who it is!” insisted the
first speaker.

The colonel blinked at me out of his
red, near-sighted eyes. Then, his anger
changing to sullen resignation, he saluted
and sheathed his sword.

Utterly at a loss to understand this
swift change of affairs, I mutely followed
his example.

“You were likely to fall into trouble,
my good Carré’ went on the peace-
maker. Next time be more careful how
you draw sword in the public streets.
There is a wider, sharper blade than yours
over yonder,” jerking his thumb toward
the Place de la Guillotine, ‘“ and it has
a way of punishing those who attack the
republic’s officials. Besides, he apolo-
gized. I heard him.”

It is of no moment whether he apolo-
gized or not,” observed the third of the
trio, speaking for the first time and in a
high-pitched, dry, precise voice, ““ you are

at fault, Citizen Carré, for allowing your .

temper to blind you. As is he for run-
ning the streets in this drunken state.
As a lover of all that is highest in man
I feel shame for vou both.”

I ‘had thought the prim words and fal-
setto utterance would have raised a
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laugh. But, instead, both the others lis-
tened with marked respect. ,

Wondering, I glanced at the speaker
sidewise through the tangle of hair that
had fallen over my eyes during the wild
run.

I saw a man, perhaps thirty-five years
old, thin, of a greenish, jaundiced, parch-
ment-like complexion, and with the big
luminous eyes of a mystic. He was
dressed in the very extreme of fashion

.and wore his hair in a powdered queue.

But for the strong, harsh face I should
have taken him for a Paris dandy of the
most ridiculous type.

“I—I ask pardon, Citizen Robes-
pierre,” faltered the colonel, fidgeting
like a guilty schoolboy.

Muttering something apologetic under
my breath I bowed low and hurried on,
leaving the trio so hastily that they had
no chance to call me back.

What did it all mean? That they mis-
took me in the early twilight for some
acquaintance of their own I had gath-
ered from the talk. My face, flushed
from running -and half covered by my
long fair hair, that had become disar-
ranged in my flight, had probably re-
sembled that of some official of the
republic.

And to this same tumbled aspect I
doubtless owed the rebuke for drunken-
ness wherewith Robespierre had favored
me.

It had given me more than a slight
thrill, through all my worry and mad
haste, to come thus face to face with
the great Maximilien Robespierre, He
was the most talked-of man in France
even then, and was already mounting
fast to the zenith of his brief, meteoric
career. ’

It was but recently he had been elect-
ed to the famous—or infamous—com-
mittee of public safety, that dread body
which swaved the nation and turned
loose the Terror, like some fearful
beast, on its enemies.

Dapper, eccentric, half mystic, half
demagogue, wholly incorruptible in an
age of corruption and boundlessly pop-
ular with the mob, Robespierre had just
begun to stamp his name in crimson let-
ters on history’s face. Glad enough I
was that I had met him as a sipposed
friend, not as victim-foe.
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My delay had robbed me of the last
frail chance of tracking Elise. Though
I ran from street to street for an hour,
like some coursing dog — seeking, in-
quiring, bribing — even consulting the
police bureau, I could find no sign of
her nor of the cab that had carried her
off.

Footsore, ill with the horror and de-
spair of it all, I retraced my steps at
last toward our hotel. 1 fell to cursing
myself for my idiotic, aimless hurry.
Had I waited to summon Shadrach
Bemis before setting off on that wild-
goose chase, his half-miraculous instinct
for picking up a trail might perhaps
have availed something.

I dimly remembered seeing him loll-
ing on a sofa in the salon as M. de
Perier had accosted me. But now I
sought him in vain. From top to bot-
tom I searched the hotel, inquiring of
servant after servant. Yet with no suc-
cess.

M. de Pecrier, so 1 learned, had re-
covered from his swoon and had hurried
to the prefect of police, to set the law
in motion in his daughter’s behalf—a
thing I myself had done during my use-
less hunt an hour earlier.

But of Bemis nothing had been seen.
And my worry changed to petty anger
against the gaunt old trapper. As the
moments went by, my wrath grew the
hotter and more unreasoning.

There is nothing so trying as forced
inaction in time of heart-stress. And
Bemis, as well as any other, served as
scapegoat for my temper.

As I tramped up and down the hotel
foyer, the trapper strolled unconcerned-
ly in through the great doorway, mop-
ping the perspiration from his bald
forehead and grinning benignly on every
one.

I ran up to him.

“ Mlle. de Perier has been kidnaped!”
T exclaimed.

“Do tell!” he replied calmly. * Got
any terbacker? I lost my pouch an’—”

“You idiot!” I blazed out, gripping
his arm. “ Mlle. de Perier is gone.
She—"

“So you- said, 'son,” he returned;
‘“an’ you needn’t holler it at me, nor yet
pinch my arm off like you was a measly
grizzly. I’ve been out—"
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“Out gaping at the executions and
enjoying the crowd’s delight at your
clownish self, I suppose,” I snarled.
“While 1 needed your help to—"

“Son,” he said sadly, “you act more
an’ more peevish the older you get.
Honest, it almost riles me to hear you
talk so paltry. Be ca'm, can’t you? I—"

I turned away in furious despair.
Everywhere I was balked. Not a soul
could I rely on for help.

And out there, somewhere in the ar'
murderous night, my beautiful love was
held captive! Oh, the anguish of it
all!

I had little hope from the police pre-
fect. If, as I surmised, those who had
taken Elise away were powerful in the
government, the suborned police would
give scant aid toward her recovery.

And I, who would have died for ler,
was powerless. Worse than powerless.
A wcak old man and an ignorant, vain-
glorious backwoodsman were my only
allies.

Nevertheless, I had the grace to feel
shame for my boyish outburst. I dug
my nails into the flesh of my palms and
fought for self-mastery. I gained con-
trol of myself by a mighty effort and
walked out to the street to recommence
my hopeless search.

But Bemis caught up with me on the
threshold. .

“ Now, if you're more like a grown
man again an’ less like a frettin’ brat,”
said he gently, “I'll go on with what
I was tellin’ you. I've been out. On
the trail. The Paris trail. Lookin’ for
this Miss Elise of your'n.”

‘“ Looking for her?” I shouted, wild
again. “Did you find any trace of—"

“Why, son,” he answered, hurt in his
self-esteem, ‘“what a fool question!
Any trace, ch? Why, I found ker’ ™

CHAPTER VI
A NEW MYSTERY.

For a moment I could scarcely be-
lieve I had heard aright. I stood
staring doubtingly into Shadrach’s lean,
stolid face. Bemis went on as quietly
as though describing a deer-chase:

“When I heard what you said to the
old man, I knowed there wasn’t any use
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“Where is ze linen department?” I
" just caught the man’s now familiar
question. -

He was directed there and, taking his
wife by the arm, they started off. Just
as she left the table against which she
had been leaning I was startled by a
resounding crash and looked over just in
time to see that the lady had knocked a
cut-glass water-bottle from the edge of
the table. It lay on the floor in hopeless
pieces. .

It seemed incredible. This was the
third time I had seen this careless lady
knock off a choice bit of glassware.

The pair glanced back for a second
and then hurried on, trying to lose them-
selves in the crowd. But'a clerk stopped
them and held them until a floor-walker
came up.

Several people gathered to sce the ex-
citement, and I was among them.

“You'll have to pay for that. It's
worth eight dollars,” the floor-walker
was saying, as he led the couple back to
the table.

‘“ But she did not knock eet down. Eet
fell off,” protested the little Frenchman
hotly.

The thing had become funny to me.
To think that a graceful, beautiful
woman like the one before me could be
so awkward. Three pieces of glass in
one morning. It was astounding.

I suppressed a laugh and, to keep from
exploding at the absurdity of it all, I
turned to a quiet man next to me, and
said, in a low voice:

“ Funny thing! That's the third time
this morning I've seen that woman knock
down a cut-glass dish.”

“Is that so?” he commented. * Where -

were the other two places?”

I told him, and we edged in nearer to
hear the hot dispute.

“Well, eef she did break eet, she
pay!” cried the Frenchman.

“ But, Robespierre,” faltcred the
woman. ‘I cannot. T haf no money. T
was going to buy ze piano, but ze money
ees in your pocket.”

Again I felt a great pity for the poor
woman.

-The Frenchman cast an angry look
around the little gathering, to find some-
body else that he could accuse, I im-
agined.. Suddenly he sighted me.
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He gave a start. Then he looked down
with an awkward stare. Evidently he
was put out at my seeing him twice in
such a ridiculous position.

Then, abruptly, he plunged his hand
into a deep pocket and brought up a
wallet. .

“1 pay you,” he cried, “but I will
not patronize you. My wife, she suffer
for thees. She awkward, like a cow.”

He wunsnapped the wallet slowly,
skinned off a twenty-dollar bill and
handed it to the floor-walker.

The latter started to make change,
when suddenly the quiet man beside me
pushed himself forward.

“ Just a minute, Perkins!” he said.

The man who had taken the bill from
the Frenchman evidently recognized the
quiet man and stepped toward him. I
hoped that he was going to intercede for
leniency toward the poor woman, influ-
enced perhaps by what I told him.

But instead of that he reached out,
took the twenty-dollar Dbill from the
floor-walker and held it to the light.

I glanced quicky toward the French-
man. He had turned pale and was slip-
ping toward the edge of the crowd.

“Catch that man!” cried the quiet
man, as he reached out and placed a re-
straining hand on the shoulder of the
woman, who would have followed her
husband. _

“ That’s a neat counterfeit,” continued
the man who had stood beside me, as he
looked at the bill,and addressed the pair
of nervous foreigners. ‘ But that game
doesn’t go in this store. It's a new one
and mighty clever, but I've got the goods
on you.”

Then it came to me like a flash. The
French pair were crooks. The woman
had knocked off the pieces of glass on
purpose, so that the bils could be passed
without suspicion. She had played her
part well, and so had the man.

I hastily figured what money they had
made that morning to my knowledge.
There was sixteen dollars profit on the
first bill passed, fourteen on the next,
there would have been twelve on this
had they not been caught. Then I un-
derstood how they could afford to break
the articles, and why it paid them to
act so cleverly.

By this time a policeman had been
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cd pensioner, for his long coat and auto-
mobile-cap, coupled with gloves and
goggles and the distant chugging of a
motor, hardly suggested extreme pov-
erty.

He studied Hoftman with keen blue
eyes for a minute. He shut the door
then and locked it and brought a chair
to the side of the treasurer’s desk.

“ My name is Thomas,” he said with-

out preface. ‘‘You're MNartin Hoff-
man?”

‘“That is my name.”

“Treasurer of the Galpin Com-
pany?”’

“I am.”

The visitor leaned back and laughed
richly.

‘“And you don’t remember me?>”

“TI can’t say that I do,” Hoffman 1e-
sponded colorlessly.

“Well, T remember you, my boy, in
the days when old John was alive and
making things warm around here. I
remember you first as a lean youngster
in his first long pants, with shaggy hair
and a wise look and a desk over in the
far corner there. Eh?”

“I was certainly there — something
over twenty years ago.”” The treasurer
smiled faintly.

The older man’s chin dropped to his
chest, and his under lip was thrust out
for a little in a meditative smile. He
returned from the past rather suddenly
then, and straightened up with a loek
that was businesslike in the extreme.

“This concern’s in trouble, Hoff-
man!’ he observed. .

“Yes?"” The treasurer stiffened.

“Bosh!” The visitor snapped his
fingers. ‘‘ Don’t put on that frigid air,
boy! I'm a friend of the house, to put
it mildly, I was the silent partner over

half a century ago when it was ‘ Galpin
& Co., Tinware. T laid the foundation
of a fortune here—and it was a good

foundation, I can tell you. (,ome' Tell
me precisely what is wrong.' '
Hoffman stiffened further and his
smile was distinctly perfunctory.
“ Whatever the circumstances, Mr.
Thomas,” he said, “I think you will

realize that it is impessible for me to
discuss the busme:s of this irm with a

practical stranger.”
“ Then—" “Fhere was a little frown.
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‘“See here, Hoffman! Tom Stound’s
here still, isn't he?”

“ \‘es"l

“Send for him.”

In a little bewilderment Hoffman
pressed a button at his side. Perhaps

half d minute passed when the door
opened again and the old general man--
ager entered.

It was a brief, dramatic
which the treasurer had no part. “Fhe
two old men stared at each other.
‘Thomas . came out of his chair, and
Stound stumbled forward uncertainly—
and they were all but in each other’s
arms, babbling and laughing and chat-
tering and shaking hands and talking
together. .

The stranger was the first to recover
himself, and he turned to Hoffman with
a smile. )

“ Stound seems to know me, at least!”
he observed.

instant in

“Know. you, sir! Good gracious!
Know you, Mr. Thomas! I—"
“Wait, Tom! Do you believe I'm a

friend of this concern—that I'm entltled
to its confidences? ”

“ Good Lord, sir, there ain’t another
‘em !
Well I remember the time—"

The visitor laid a hand upon his shoul-
der.

“Well, that'll do for the minute, Tonr.
I wanted to establish my identity with
Mr. Hoffman here—that was all. I'll
see you a little later, I think.” _

There was another long handshake,
and the general manager departed to his
own domain. Thomas settled himself
once more in his chair and grinned at
Hoffman.

‘“Tell me the whole trouble—the real
trouble!” he said flatly. ‘““ What the
deuce’s the matter with this outfit I
don’t know. I haven’t been around here
much in the last fifteen years, since
young Richard Galpin took charge,” he
ended pleasantly, ‘“ because Dick’s as big
an ass as his father was a business man.
Now!” ’

‘““And how do you know that there
is anything the matter with the outfit?”

“ Simply because it’s the talk of the
hardware trade that either you or the
Dalton Stamping Company is going out
of business this month,” said the visitor
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“A millionaire? God bless us, sir!
Mr. Thomas is nearer a Dbillionaire, I
hear! He—"

The treasdrer of the Galpin Company
was out of his chair; he had gripped
the old man and was waltzing him
around the office as he chanted:

“’Then—Holy Moses!—Stound! The
old concern’s saved! The company isn’t
going to fail! As soon as I've signed my
name to some notes to-morrow morning
—whooo! "

CHAPTER IIL
THE PREMIUM OF CORRUPTION.

CaLM came presently.

Hoffman released the aged manager,
and the latter dropped breathlessly into
a chair; and there was a dazed smile
upon his wrinkled and bearded counte-
nance as he stared at the wide-eyed treas-
urer of the company.

“ Did he—did he say, sir—"

“ He said he was coming around here
to-morrow morning with four hundred
thousand cold plunks out of his own
particular storage warehouse, to take up
those notes of ours and carry them him-
self for a few months longer on his own
account, Stound!”

“ But_,'

‘“ Blast the buts!”
‘“’Therg aren’t any buts!
over, won't it?"

“There’s every chance in the world,
sir,” responded the manager gravely.
“I don’t think the Dalton people can
last for another month at this rate.
‘They’ve been borrowing very heavily,
and they’ll have to pay off this month
or fail, from all I understand.”

“ And does that far-reaching wisdom
of yours happen to include the knowledge
as to whether they're able to pay?”

The old man’s eyes twinkled.

“ From what I hear, ‘Mr. Hoffman,
they have as much chance of paying their
debts as we had an hour back!” he said.

Hoffman cried.
It'll carry us

He chuckled softly, and his chuckle .

found echo in Hoffman's low laugh.
For a time they sat there in silence;
until at last the old man rose, chuckling
still.
merriment reflected in Hoffman’s own
face; then he gave an almost airy wave
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For an instant he paused, his-
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of the hand and disappeared toward his
own part of the establishment—and the
treasurer of the company abandoned all
thought of work and propped his heels
upon the desk and fell into a day-dream
that was all high lights and pink roses!

‘They were saved!

Yes, they were actually saved. An
hour ago, absolute and certain ruin had
seemed as sure as death itself.
or two more, and the ancient house
would have had to close its doors for
good—and the Dalton concern .would
have skipped blithely after its business
and secured it.

And after that, on the strength of
their own operations they would have
been more than able to secure an ex-
tension of their own loans; and in a year
the Galpin Company would have been
no more than a memory!

And now! Ah, now! Now the tables
were turned altogether. To - morrow
morning Hoffman would affix his name,
as sole power in the company at present,
to several notes, and the good old busi-
ness would jog on just as serenely; and
the Dalton people would shut up shop
and hand over their trade as well.

It was great! It was more than great!
It was so big and so glorious and so love-
ly all around that Hoffman could have
stood on his head and cheered.

Just the signing of his name to a
document or two! Just his named

The idea impressed him suddenly.
Dummy treasurer though he might be,
owner of no more than half a dozen
shares of stock at present, he was, never-
theless, the whole power just now.

The thought thrilled him. In the
exhilarating reaction that followed so
many weeks of gloom and depression,
he half contemplated calling in Stound
and shouting it at him.- His spirits found
more private vent in hurling the letter-
file at the big iron press dn the corner;
and Hoffman thrust a handkerchief into
his mouth and yelled almost noiselessly.

A little time however, and he settled
down again as the conservative business
man and turned to his desk.

There were letters to be answered,
and he would answer them—in a some-
what different fashion than he had con-
templated a little while back. Instead
of qualified statements he was capable

A day-

v
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came in a little while ago and offered to
help things through. Hence the un-
wonted - geniality of my reception.
What? "

There seemed to be no reply.
visitor continued :

“Now, that's all right. It's nice.
It's lovely. Essentially, as you under-
stand matters, it puts the Dalton people
out of business, and leaves the Galpin
outfit supreme. Young Galpin's on the
other side attending to business in his
usual fashion. You're here to look after
matters, and you have them all on your
own shoulders. VYou're going to put
through this deal with Thomas.”

He paused for breath, He also came
still nearer the seat of authority in the
(alpin Company.

“ Now, suppose that things don’t go
as you expect them, even after you get
the loan? Suppose that there should be
such a load of money in the Dalton treas-
ury that the Galpin Company was
knocked off the face of the earth after
all? There's a mighty good chance of
it, Hoffman.”

“On the contrary,” said Hofiman
swiftly, ““ you can go back and tell your
Dalton people that there isn’t a chance
in the world of such a thing, and that—"

“ But there #s/” Mr. Gulick insisted

The

placidly. ‘ There's still' a roaring good
chance of it. And suppose that this firm
goes out. Where'll you be? Out of a

job, Hoffman! After that—well, you're
near forty, and vou're not experienced
in any other line—"

“ And now if you'll kindly get down
to business before I decide to throw you
out bodily?’ the treasurer smiled sav-
agely.

“All right!” ‘The insolence in Mr.
Gulick’s tone grew suddenly as his legs
recrossed. ‘“ Glad to-hear you talk in
that strain. Here! Your name is the
only one that can go on those notes to
Thomas, Hoffman. If you're not here
you can't sign them. If you feel like
disappearing from the face of the earth
for a week, I'll pay you five thousand
dollars in cash, here and now in ad-
vance.”

The treasurer’s breath left him for
the moment, When it returned there
was a marked flush on his cheeks.

“Straight down that aisle, outside,

MARTIN

- minute left,” he smiled coldly.
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vowll find the street-door,” he began.
“You've got precisely three minutes to
get through it with a whole skin.”

Mr, Gulick rose and smiled broadly.

One hand went into his pocket and
produced a roll of yellow bank-notes
that might have been expected to choke
the vulgar and proverbial cow!

“Ten thousand, Hoffman!” he ob-
served.,

The treasurer consulted his watch.

“Two minutes and a half!” he an-
nounced.

“ Twelve thousand!”

“Two minutes!” -

Mr. Gulick seemed almost bored. He
filliped the roll gently as he squinted at
the man with the watch,

“Well, you're a Tartar, Hoffman,” he
observed.” “ You go in for all the stage-
settings and everything else, don’t you,
for your gallery plays? Fudge! If I
was a profane person I'd make it strong-
er. As it is—merely, fudge! I—"

“ One minute and a quarter!”

“T'll go the limit in that brief space,”
smiled the visitor. ‘ Here’s the whole
blamed thing—fifteen thousand dollars!
Now come with me and let me put you
on a train! Quick!"”

He tossed the huge roll to Hoffman’s
desk and thrust his hands in his trousers-
pockets and grinned.

The treasurer pressed a button.

“There is only a little less than a
“You'd
better—"

“Cut it out!” The visitor snapped
his fingers. * Drop that business and—"

He was interrupted by the entrance of
a porter—a thoroughly large and capable
porter who appeared fully competent to
carry out a grand piano. Hoffman
pocketed his watch and nodded:

“Time is up!” He turned to the per-
son in the striped overalls. ‘* William "

“Yes, sir?”

“ Pick up that roll of bills on my desk
and put them in that person’s pocket.
That’s right. Now kindly conduct the
person to the street-door and kick him -
through it. If he should happen to re-
sist on the way, use whatever means yolt
choose, and I'll see you through any trou-
ble he may make—so long as you're not
gentle with him. That’s all. Start!”

There was a momentary scrimmage.

I
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The gentleman sat down with a smile
that radiated good-will. He rubbed his
plump white hands and fastened his eye
upon the tired man with:

-

“I'm half. sorry I came, Mr. Hoff-

man. You're fagged out. I can see
that. I'll get right down to business,
and then leave you in peace, eh?"”

“Well—if vou don’t mind,” smiled
the treasurer, '

“I don’t. I assure you of that,” the
visitor chuckled pleasantly. * Mr. Hofi-
man, vou're the treasurer of the Galpin
Company, are you' not—that is, you're
the Mr. Hoffman I want to see>”

“I'm the treasurer.”

“ Exactly.” The visitor rubbed his
plump hands. ‘I looked you up in the
directory, and I wasn't quife positive of
the first name; but I Telt pretty sure I
was on the track of the right man. Ah!"”

Hoffman nodded rather vaguely.

To be quite truthful, things seemed to
be happening inside Hoffman’s own head
which he could not altogether under-
stand. ‘T'he racking ache was increased,
and it appeared to be settling in his eyes.

Spots floated before them—a steady
" stream of formless, indefinable black
particles which drizzled in unceasing
lines from somewhere in the neighbor-
hood of the ceiling and filtered into
space in the direction of the floor.

He could place neither their origin
nor the point where they disappeared;
they were a quantity he had never en-
countered before, and they annoyed him
exceedingly, and—

“Well, I, sir, am the vice-president
of the Dalton Manufacturing outfit,” the
visitor was announcing.

“Oh!"” Hoffman stiffened a little.

“I've come on an entirely peaceful
and personal and conciliatory mission,
despite any little business clashes our
firms may have had,” the purring voice
went on. “I understand that an em-
ployee of ours, by name of Gulick, called
upon you this afternoon?”

“ He did,” said Hoffman dryly.

“And that you—er—had him kicked
out of the place?”

“T don’t think he left of his own voli-
tion,” the treasurer agreed.

A gloved fist came down upon an open
palm with a resounding smash.

“Then 1 wish to say, sir,” said Mr.
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Wellingford, ‘‘that you used precisely
the right tactics. Personally, my only
wish is that you had ordered Mr. Gulick
kicked across the street.”

“ El] ? ”

“ Certainly, Mr. Hoffman.” The.
tone grew even more earnest. ‘‘ Mr.
Gulick took a very great deal upon his
own hands. Being intimately connected
with one of our executives, he conceived
the plan which he proposed to you, and
Mr.—er—the gentleman I refer to, gave
him permission, in a moment of weak-
ness, to try it upon you. I may say, sir,
that he regretted it almost immediately
and sought to stop this Gulick. Further,
I may add that Mr. Gulick, on his re-
turn, severed his connection with the
Dalton Company by the decision of its
officers.”

“Really?” Hoffman spoke rather in
a haze. The spots were fairly pouring
down past his eyes now, and his head
was pounding and.banging almost be-
yond endurance. ‘“I—I'm sorry for
Gulick.”

“ Well, I'm not, sir,” said the visitor
heartily. *“ Our house, like your own,
endeavors to do business. on strictly
straightforward and fearless lines, with-
out any underhand work of any nature.
This is not Gulick’s first trick of the
kind, but it is assuredly his last with us.
Therefore, sir” — he arose slowly and
held out his hand frankly—"I've come
to ask your pardon in the name of the
Daltons, and I hope most sincerely that
it will be granted.”

The treasurer all but gasped. One
hand went to his eyes for a moment, for
some malevolent force seemed to be
pounding them with a red-hot hammer.
It dropped then and went almost gro-
pingly in search of Mr. Wellingford’s, for
temporarily things were somewhat dim
in the room, and the vice- president
seemed to have half a dozen hands.

Finding it at last, Hoffman shook it
somewhat weakly.

“I'm sure — you’re pardoned,” mur-
mured he uncertainly. ‘“I'm very glad
to know that the scheme didn’t hail from
headquarters.” '

“And I'm sure that when you think
it over. you’ll feel certain that it couldn’t
have hailed from our headquarters,”
laughed the large man.
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He picked up his hat and cane and
buttoned the top of his coat.

“Well, I'll leave you to rest now, Mr.
Hoffman. Straight ahead to the ele-
vator, isn't it? There, there! Sit still,
my friend. I'll find it. Good night.”

““Good night,” said the treasurer
weakly, as the spots whirled before him
again in increasing volume. ‘‘I—er—
good night.”

The hazy figure was almost at the
door. And then it had turned back for
an instant with that infectious laugh
and:

‘ Brilliant scheme of Gulick’s, though,
wasn’t it—to buy you out of the way for
a week and knock out the Thomas deal?”

3 Very.ﬂ N

“ By George! I believe that if I'd
thought of it myself, I'd have tried it.
all things notwithstanding,” chuckled
the elder man. “ But I'd have made the
bait bigger.”

He chuckled afresh as he turned to
Hoffman ; and suddenly, despite the haze
and the spots and the pain, the treasurer
saw the broad face broaden in a new
roar of laughter as the visitor said, with
a little note of excitement in his voice:

“ See here, Hoffman. This evening it
became necessary for a man to pay me
twenty-five thousand dollars in cash. If
you'll take it and a week’s vacation,
without communicating with the Galpin
Company in any way, shape, or form,
I'll make you a present of it here and
now. It's—therc!”

Before the treasurer’s rapidly failing
eyes a huge roll of money floated sudden-
ly. His head swam wildly.

Was this—this paragon of virtue who
had come to apologize—was this indi-
vidual trying to bribe him on a larger
scale than Mr. Gulick? Was this—

A new thought shot into his tired
brain. What could he do with twenty-
five thousand dollars?> What cowldn’t
he do with it?> He could set up, as he
wished, in business for himself. With
his own savings he could muster a full
fifty thousand in cash for a starter. He
could—

The thought was.banished as quickly
as it came. Following came a swirl of
wild anger so overpowering that for the
instant the whole room vanished as Hofi-

man rose to his feet and shouted: '

7%

“You infernal old hypocrite! You—
ah!”

He dropped back suddenly as an
exclamation came from Wellingford.
Where wwas 1Fellingford?

Where, for the matter of that, were
the lights and the tables and the chairs
and the rug and the bookcases and every-
thing else? Where was the door, or the
windows and—

Where was everything?

For a long, terrible ten seconds Hoff-
man sat rigid in every muscle, his teeth
shut and his hands clutched hard.

The fingers loosened then, and he felt
about the couch wildly. And his eyes
tried to follow them—and failed utterly.
As concerned any report to the Dbrain
from the eyes, neither fingers nor couch
existed.

And then, with a last. {rantic rubbing
at his aching orbs, realization came over
Martin Hoffman and a wild little scream
left him.

He was stone blind!

CHAPTER 1V.
FROM BAD TO WORSE.

BrackxEss had fallen! Right or left,
before or behind, above or below, turn
as he would, strain as he might at his
eves, there was nothing but blackness!

A second cry—and this time a yell of
positive fright—came from the Galpin
treasurer. He clutched frantically at
the cushions and tried hard to regain his
self-control.

Out of the limitless gloom Welling-
ford’s voice issued, markedly startled,
with

“My dear Mr. Hoffman, are you—"

“Bah! Stop it! Don’t talk to me!”

The words were fairly screamed. And
as they left his lips, Hoffman grew limp
for an instant and huddled down al-
most prostrate, trembling and stiffening,
stiffening and trembling again, as a cold
sweat broke out on his forehead.

His mastery of himself was gone.

He knew it now for a certain, terrible
fact. The strain of the past months,
endured, fought off from day to day;
the sleepless nights and the racking hours
of uncertain business transactions; the
trials and the makeshifts which had kept
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voice went on, much as if intended to
calm an excited child. *“ You'll be a
good deal quieter after a little, and then
we'll talk things over and give you a
first-class bullyragging on the subject of
working yourself to death. Here it is.
Now!”

Limply, the treasurer obeyed.

A cold—a gratefully cold—tasteless
liquid was brought to his 'lips, and he
gulped it down; and the powerful arm
around him lowered him to the couch
again, and a hand tucked a blanket about
his throat.

He smiled faintly and relaxed again.
Through his brain there was coursing a
frantic impulse to shriek and struggle;
but the rest impulse appeared to have

the upper hand, and he remained limp

and silent—and blind.

That blindness was the worst of it.
In a minute or two, when he had re-
gained a better grip on himself, he
would ask the doctor about that—ask
him what had caused it and how long
it was going to last, or—or—

No, it couldn’t .be that. It couldn’t
last forever. It wasn't going to last for-
ever. It was merely some freak of eyes
overstrained and overworked; and in an
hour or two they’d be in working order
again, and he’d go to bed. And in the
morning—

Ah, in the morning! Then he'd hurry
down-town again and get ready for
Thomas, and square matters for the com-
pany. And— Hoffman caught himself;
he had almost dropped off to sleep in
the middle of his meditations.

That comfortable sensation in the pit
of his stomach seemed to be spreading
rapidly to all his anatomy. The tired
pains were relaxing under the magic of
that glass of cold stuff; his headache
was fast disappearing. And he was
sleepy—sleepy beyond anything he had
ever known before.

Indeed. he was so utterly sleepy that
the blind cyes closed, and he tucked his
hands under the covers and smiled a
little; and then—

Voices again. More voices this time
than there had been before, it seemed to
Hoffman.

Well, what did it matter? "There must
be half a dozen men talking now some-
where out in that warm, comfortable
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space where he had taken up his abode.
His brain, dulled, listened without in-
terest to the low hum of words.

““Well, there doesn’t seem to be any

great difference of opinion among you

”

gentlemen.” said a low, sharp tone.

“On the contrary, I think that my
colleagues agree with me perfectly,”
murmured Raffley. “It's a perfectly
open-and-shut case, judge.”

“Judge!” Judge—who? What was
a judge doing here? Hoffman shook his
head and smiled peacefully.

Beyond question, no judge was there;
for plainly his apartments were not a
court, and he owned no lights of the
bench among his acquaintances. It was
all a figment of his poor muddled brain,
and—

“For my part, I concur absolutely
with Rafiley’s diagnosis,” remarked an-
other new voice. “ The condition of
the eyeballs, the pulse, the whole history
of the case—"

The words rumbled off into an indis-
tinguishable muttering. They were re-
placed almost immediately by a high,
thin voice, saying:

“ And so far as I am concerned, judge,
I can only agree perfectly with my
friends here. It's one of those rather
rare nervous cases in which a raw grad-
uate could hardly mistake the marked
symptoms.”

The voice that seemed to hail from
the *“ judge ” laughed a little.

“Well, Dr. Cascard, I think that your
opinion alone would be sufficient. Inas-
much, though, as you have two support-
ers so able, my course seems pretty clear.
You have the papers, Dr. Raffley, have
you not? "'

“Yes. Fountain pen, your honor?"”

“I have one, thank you,” said the
other voice.

There came another interval of still-
ness, broken, miles away, by the scratch-
ing of a pen, and now and then by a low
murmur.

Hoffman listened without a trace of
interest. He was comfortable and warm ;
and if a set of dream-demons wanted to
hold a mock trial in his rooms, they were
perfectly welcome to do so, so that they
did not disturb him in the process.

Let them have their fun. If it kept
them from him—but another voice was
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door closed behind him, and there came
another wait.

Elevator cables sang whirringly in
the vicinity. An iron gate clattered
open, and he was forced forward again,
to hear a muttered:

“ Great Heaven!
man!”

The car sank to the lobby. There was
a loud hum of conversation here; it
ceased abruptly on the instant of his
stepping out. The hands under the arms
tightened, and he heard a whispered:

“Walk quickly if you can, Hoffman.
There’s no use in having this crowd stare
all evening. Come!”

Rapidly again, and very unsteadily, he
was pushed forward, his hands out-
stretched instinctively before him. A
door creaked open, and a breath of chilly
air struck his hot face—and they were
down the steps and pausing again.

o Step up' ” -

The treasurer obeyed mechanically.
His foot met a rubber-covered step, and
the other followed it higher; and he was
forced into what ‘could be nothing but
the seat of an enclosed automobile.

So they were taking him somewhere.
And he—why, they had no business to
take him anywhere. He gathered his
strength and dragged back—in vain.

“See here! I don’t want to leave my
rooms'!’ he shouted weakly. *I—"

“ Now, you sit down there, and—"

“1 won't! I—"

With a violent shove, he was crushed
back into the seat, and the vehicle gave
a bound. A man settled down on either
side of him, and he could hear the indis-
tinct voice of another talking without.

Whirring, whizzing, the machine
hummed along. A little lean and a
slight slowing told of a corner. A
series of gentle bumps indicated car-
tracks—and after a very little another
series told of further rails. They
seemed to come to asphalt then, for the
car spun along without a jar for blocks
and blocks and Dblocks.

It slowed at last, after all of ten min-
utes, and turned to the right. It took
some few hundred feet over rougher
pavement and stopped suddenly—and a
new breath of .cold air and a new pres-
sure of the hands came with:

Poor Mr. Hoff-

NAME OF MARTIN

HOFFMAN. 79
““Here we are. Get out, Hoffman.”
He was all but lifted. He was set

upon the pavement and pushed gently
forward again, and up some three or four
steps—and suddenly there was warmth
again and an absence of street noises.

Whatever their destinatfon might Dbe,
they had reached it.

There was quiet—absolute quiet—save
for a clock that ticked loudly and a fire
—it seemed to be an open fire — that
crackled softly and cheerily.

There was a pause of perhaps two
minutes. Then hands were laid upon him
again.

“We will go up-stairs now, Mr. Hoff-
man,” came in a strange tone.

“ But before we go,”” the blind man
said with some difficulty., “ I insist on
knowing where we are and—"

“You shall know all that when you've
had a thorough rest. Mr. Hoftman.
Just now you must come to bed. It's
growing very late — or, rather, early.
Come!”

The tone had gained an imperious
quality. The treasurer resented it with
that sudden, wild fury which seemed so
much a part of him this evening.

“The first man that lays a hand on
me—the first man that tries—" He be-
gan at the top of his lungs as his fists
clenched.

He tried to raise his arms. The strait-
jacket intervened suddenly. He strained
at it, and felt another .pair of arms fold
about him. And still another pair were
about his legs and lifting him bodily
from the floor.

He.. sercamed again. A towel, or
something very like it, was thrust into his
mouth, and the odd, jogging motion told
him that he was being carried swiftly.

His feet seemed to go into the air—
they were on a staircase now. He
struggled anew and tried to call for
help. The towel and the grips merely
tightened. and he was borne on upward.

And then he was laid upon a soft bed,
and there was quick talking all about
him. Some one grasped his arm in an
iron grip and shoved back the sleeve.
Some one else took a hard pinch of skin
—and there was a stinging, pricking jab
that sent a shriek even through the gag.

And afterward—oblivion!

(To be continued.)
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and get out on the street,” he told him-
self. “Then I'll have a good chance to
put the question to her.”

If Belinda guessed aught of what was
passing in his perturbed mind, she be-
trayed no indication of it as she turned
to him with a dazzling smile.

“I'm all through now, Mr. Seaton,”
she remarked, as the saleswoman handed
her the dozen pairs of long white kid
gloves she had just bought. * This is
positively my last purchase. Do you
think you can carry it, or shall I have it
sent?> No trouble at all? Thank you so
much. I am afraid that I am sadly im-
posing upon your good nature, but I
warned vou how it would be if you came
shopping with me.”

She added the package to the half
dozen which already cumbered his arms
and they walked out to the street.

“ My shopping is all done now, Mr.
Seaton,” said Belinda with a smile. It
really has been very kind of you to ac-
company me. I can’t tell you how much
1 appreciate it.”

“ Miss TFarrar,” exclaimed Seaton,
somewhat hoarsely, ‘‘ there is something
1 want to ask you—something that has
been on my mind for some time. Could
you—would yvou—"

They were standing on the sidewalk
as he began his little speech, and she was
looking at him with a smile that was
decidedly encouraging.

But he did not finish, for just then
they both became aware of the fact that
something extraordinary was happening.

Men were shouting wildly; women
were screaming; everybody seemed to
be running. Panic appeared to prevail
among the pedestrians.

Ancd the cause of the excitement was
soon apparent. A big, savage looking
bulldog came bounding toward the spot
on which they stood.

White foam was issuing from the jaws
of the brute. He was snarling and snap-
ping as he ran,

. “Mad dog! Mad dog!” yelled several

‘men frenziedly,

Seaton was not afraid of dogs—he
rather liked them, when they were sane
and normal and well-behaved. But he
had no desire to be bitten by a mad dog,
for he had read graphic accounts of the
horrors of hydrophobia.
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Panic seized him as it had seized the

rest of the crowd, and he dropped all of

Belinda’s bundles to the sidewalk.

Without stopping to pick them up, he
seized the girl’s arm and dragged her
back into the store, hurriedly closing the
door behind him. )

Then through the excited, scurrying,
frightened throng there came a tall,
heroic figure, clad in the blue uniform
and natty cap of a police-sergeant.

‘Through the glass door of the store
they saw this hero coolly and calmly
approach the infuriated bulldog. Coolly
and calmly he proceeded to draw his re-
volver and stood there, smiling, and quite
undismmayed, as the brute, with a ferocious
snarl, sprang at him.

‘The revolver flashed, the dog gave a
convulsive shudder and fell dead at the
policeman’s feet. ‘T'he brave man re-
placed the revolver in his hip-pocket and
the admiring crowd gathered around to
heap congratulations upon him for his
courage and self-possession.

‘O, isn't he a hero? " cried Belinda
rapturously. ‘“ Did you notice how cool
and collected he was? What perfect aim
he took, too, despite his danger. What a
sublime exhibition of courage. Oh, I do
admire bravery in a man. That is the
kind of man I could learn to love. That
is the kind of a hero I hope to marry
some day.

‘“ Let's go out now, Mr. Seaton. The
danger is all over. And—well, I declare
—you have dropped all my packages.
How could you be so careless?”

“I'm sorry,” apologized Seaton, flush-
ing crimson. “In my haste and excite-
ment [—"

“In your haste and excitement!' re-
peated the girl witheringly. * You were
afraid, Mr. Seaton—yes, afraid. You
ran into this store like a coward, while
that brave, handsome hero calmly stood
there and confronted the savage beast.”

“He had a revolver,” protested poor
Scaton feebly. ‘ Perhaps if I had had a
gun, I also might have stood there and
shot that dog. It’s easy to do it when
vou're armed, you know."”

But this argument did not seem to
carry much weight with Belinda. All
the way home she talked of the gallant
police hero and his brave act.

Her unfortunate escort walked by her
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Suddenly, a tall, handsome man threw
off his coat and vest and, amid a roar of
applause from the admiring passengers,
plunged fearlessly into the river.

In a few minutes a great cheer went
up as he was seen swimming sturdily to-
ward the boat, with the half-drowned
fellow in tow.

A dozen pairs of strong arms assisted
him and his burden aboard. Belinda was

foremost in the throng which gathered -

around the dripping hero and shook his
wet hand.

“Well done! Well done! God
bless vou for vour noble act! ™ cried men
and women enthusiastically.-

“Pooh!" replied the gallant rescuer
modestly. ““ It was nothing. It was easy
work for me. I am an expert swimmer.”

“Isn’'t he fine? Isn't he brave?”
whispered Belinda to Seaton.

“Yes. It was a brave act,” admitted
the young man, and added with a regret-
ful sigh: “I wish I could swim. Per-
haps if I had been an expert swimmer, I,
too, would have jumped overboard after
that man.”

Belinda sniffed her open disdain at this
remark.

“What a handsome fellow he is, too!”
she exclaimed. ‘“ And what a fine ath-
letic figure. I wonder what his name is.”

“ No,” said poor Seaton to himself
with a sigh, “I guess I won’t ask her
that question to-night. T really don’t
think it would be a good night to pro-
pose.” ’

All the rest of the wayv home Belinda
talked enthusiastically of the handsome
hero. His charms had even made her
forget all about the intrepid lion-tamer
at the vaudeville show.

She was so intent upon expressing her
admiration of the brave swimmer that she
actually forgot to thank her escort for
taking her to the theater.

The unfortunate young man parted
from her with the sad conviction that she
was forever lost to him.

“If only I could be a hero!” he
groaned, as he wended his sorrowful way
homeward, and he resolved to begin a
course of swimming lessons the very next
day.

He crossed the river again and board-
ed an up-town car, throwing himself de-
jectedly into a rear seat.
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After the car had proceeded a few
blocks, three men boarded it and took
seats immediately in front of him.

One of the men was tall and handsome,
and it seemed to Seaton that there was
something decidedly familiar about his
face and figure. Of his two companions,
one was thin and sharp-featured, the
other corpulent and somewhat flashily
attired.

As soon as they had taken their seats,
the three men began talking very ani-
matedly, and Seaton found himself lis-
tening intently to their conversation,
“without knowing why he did so.

“I can’t say that I like the idea of
it,” remarked the flashily dressed man,
with a shake of the head. ‘'To my mind
it would be decidedly dangerous.”

“Not at all,” replied the sharp-fea-
tured fellow. ‘ There really wouldn't be
the slightest danger. Professor Snowdon
has one lion which is perfectly harmless.
Haven't you, professor?”

“Yes,"” replied the tall, handsome man,
speaking with a slightly foreign accent.
“ Nemo is as safe as a kitten. He is the
only lion of the bunch that I can fully
trust.”

Seaton gasped. He recognized the last
speaker now. ‘It was Professor Snow-
don, the lion-tamer, whose courageous
performance that very night had sent
the hero-worshiping Belinda into such
ecstasies of admiration.

At this realization, Seaton leaned for-
ward in his seat and listened eagerly.

“Well, even so. I say again I don’t
like the idea,” declared the corpulent
man. “ The police might make trouble.
I've been running that theatet for ten
vears, and thus far have never had any
run-in with the authorities. I should hate
to get into hot water now, just for the
sake of a little free advertising.”

“ But think what a fine advertisement
it would be!” exclaimed he of the sharp
features. ‘‘ The papers would have col-
umns about it. They'd just jump at the
thrilling story of a lion loose on the
streets, And, of course, you wouldn't get
into any trouble with the police. Nobody
would know that we deliberately liber-
ated the lion. We would pretend, of
course, that the brute escaped from his
cage.”

‘“ Humph! Supposing the beast should
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And a few seconds later, Professor
Snowdon, the lion-tamer, stood beside
Seaton’s cot.

“ My friend,” said the professor, “I
am very sorry that you suffered such
painful injuries from my lion. Still, I
must congratulate you that you are still
alive. Neptune was the most ferocious
of all my troupe, and when he broke out
of his cage I thought for sure that some-
body was going to be killed. It is a
mercy we were able to shoot him dead
before he did greater damage. Neptune
had a reputation as a man-killer. He
killed seven men before I bought him.”

“ Neptune!” exclaimed Seaton in sur-
prise. ‘ You mean Nemo—don't you? "

* Oh,.no,” replied the lion-tamer. * It
is true that I have a lion named Nemo;
but he is perfectly harmless. He never
would have hurt you. He’d have turned
tail and run from you, He's afraid of
his own shadow. But what made you
mention Ai/m?” added the professor,
looking at Seaton suspiciously.

“1 don’t know,” answered the latter
cautiously. ‘‘ Somehow or other I thought
that the lion who attacked me was named
Nemo—"

“Well, that's a mighty strange thing,”
declared the professor. * As a matter of
fact, my dear sir, I don't mind confessing
to you that we fad secretly planned to
let Nemo loose on the streets—just as
an advertising dodge, you know. It
would have been quite safe, for Nemo is
as harmless as a pet dog and would have
hurt nobody; but just as we were going
to carry out this plan, Neptune escaped
from his cage and got to the street before
we could recapture him.

“1 am awfully sorry that vou got in
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his way and were hurt. Here is my check
for five hundred dollars to compensate
you for your injuries.”

‘The professor slipped the check into
the hands of the surprised Seaton and
disappeared before the latter could utter
a word.

“‘There’s another visitor outside wait-
ing to see you,” announced the surgeon
after the lion-tamer had gone. ‘ Shall I
send her in?”

A second later Belinda was kneeling

- beside Seaton’s bed.

“ Oh, how glad I am to see that you
are still alive,” she cried, pressing the
hand of his uninjured arm. “ What a
brave thing vou did, Mr, Seaton! I never
in my life saw such a superb piece of
heroism.

“You deliberately walked up to that
savage lion and risked your own life in
order to save mine. I shall never forget
your noble and courageous act. I think
vou are the greatest hero that ever was
born, You are the kind of a; man that I
hope to—"

She did not finish the sentence. She
suddenly realized what she was saying
and stopped short, blushing vividly.

But Seaton knew the rest of that sen-
tence by heart—he had heard it several
times before.

On that other occasion it had filled
him with despair and envy, but now his
heart beat wildly with joy.

He squeezed her hand and raised it
to his lips.

“ Belinda's hand and a five-hundred-
dollar check from the lion-tamer to pay
for an engagement ring,” hc mused. I
guess my plan worked pretty well after
all.”

INCOGNITO.

WE pay assiduous court to Yesterday,

Before To-morrow bend expectant knees,
Because the living monarch, King To-day,
Passes incognito, begirt in these

Dull robes of opportunity, in place

Of velvet—dim past glories, or the sheen

Of brocade—woven, sumptuous, baseless dreams.
Yet we but need to look upon his face

To know him royal—born of what has been,
And master of what is to be—the beams

Of dawn his crown—a voung, brave warrior,
Heir of the Past, the Future's ancestor!

Grace H. Boutelle.
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present moment, over the thought of what
casy marks we proved.”

Simple Simon frowned at this unpleas-
ant possibility. He hated to be laughed
at. .
Suddenly his face cleared and he ex-
citedly smote the table with his fist.

“I have it,” he cried. “ I know what
we'll do. We'll get him again. He
couldn’t have gone very far away by this
time. We'll get him again and win that
reward. What do you say, messmate?”

Leffingwell shook his head despond-
ently.

“I'm afraid we’ll have a mighty hard
job finding him again, now that we've
let him slip through our fingers,” he said.
“ Doubtless his narrow escape has scared
him and he’ll take mighty good care now
to keep under cover. Remember, we've
only got two weeks in which to catch
him.”

“ Two weeks!" repeated Simple Simon
in surprise. ‘“ How do you figure that
out?”

“It says so in this advertisement. [
didn’t finish reading it to you. The ad.
goes on to give a description of Mitchell,
and ends with these words:

Arrest must be made during the pres-
ent month. Immediatcly Mitchell has
been handed over to the proper authori-
ties, person responsible for the capture
will be paid the reward by communi-
cating with R. A., box 36, Ferald.

“ To-day is the 17th,” Leffingwell con-
tinued. * That leaves only fourteen
days to the end of the month. You see,
therefore, that unless we can capture that
cad within two weeks we don't get the
money.”

“ What a strange advertisement!” ex-
claimed Simon. “I wonder what the
mischief it all means. It's a cinch the
government ain’t offering that five thou-
sand dollars reward. Fifty dollars is all
that the capture of a deserter is worth to
Uncle Sam. Then, who in thunderation
is this R. A., and why does he want this
cuss arrested so all-fired bad that he's
willing to pay five thousand dollars in
real money to bring it about?”

“1 don't know,” replied Leffingwell.
“ Suppose it must be some enemy of
Mitchell’s.”

“ Well, it sure don’t look like the work
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of a friend,” Simple Simon commented
dryly. “ However, it ain't any of our
business what this R. A.s motives may
be. The principal point for us to con-
sider is whether this offer is on the level.
Do you think he really means to hand
over all that money, comrade?”

“Oh. I guess the offer is genuine
enough,”  replied  Leffingwell. “I

_wouldn’t worry much about not getting

the reward—if only we could lay hands
on that cad Mitchell again.”

“Well let’s make a try for it. As [
said before, he can’t have gone very far.
We'll search this town until we find him.’
We've got to look for that girl, anyway,
so we might as well keep our weather eve
open for the deserter at the same time.”

“We stand mighty little chance of
finding either of them.” sighed Leffing-
well. ' As that lawvyer said. ‘ New York
is a big city.” It's worse than hunting for
a needle in a haystack. It would be dif-
ficult enough if we had funds and could
go wherever we pleased; but here we are
without even a cent car fare, which is just
like having our feet tied. It's impos-
sible to do anything under such condi-
tions.”

“ Well, maybe if we write a note to this
chap R. A. and tell him what we intend
to do, he’'ll loan us a few dollars,” sug-
gested Simple Simon.

Leffingwell’s face brightened.

“ Say, old man, that isn't at all a bad
idea,” he said. “ Of course the chances
are that he'll suspect us of trying to work
him for some easy money and will ignore
our letter. However, the plan is well
worth trying. R. A. is evidently a
wealthy man, or he couldn’t afford to offer
such a big reward. If we can get an in-
terview with him, we may be able to in-
terest him in poor Al's case and persuade
him to help us.”

He begged a sheet of paper and an en-
velope from the saloonkeeper, and sit-
ting down at one of the small rourd ta-
bles wrote the following:

R. A.. Box 36, Herald.

Dear Sir:—My friend and I have
seen the deserter, Richard Mlitchell,
this day, and can give you some im-
portant information concerning him. I
have just been honorably discharged
from the United States army. and the
said Mitchell was a member of my
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Leffingwell and Simple Simon walked
the street for a couple of hours, and then
paid another visit to the Herald office
and inquired whether a reply had arrived
from the mysterious R. A.

The clerk informed them that the spe-
cial messenger who had delivered the let-
ter had returned and reported that R. A.
was not at home. 'The messenger, there-
fore, had left the letter with a servant.

“Come back later,” the clerk advised
Lethngwell. * Perhgps when he returns
home and finds your letter. he'll send a
message down here for vou.”

At seven o’clock no answer had arrived
and, after talking the matter over. it was
~agreed that Leffingwell should hang
around the newspaper oftice in the hope
of hearing from R. A., while Simple
Simon should go to fill hix engagement at
Dell’s Theater and join Feflingwell after
the show.

_Promptly at the appointed hour the
red-haired man ef the sea applied at the
stage-door of the theater.

This time the surly old doorkeeper ad-
mitted him without challenge, and Simple
Simon found himself in a dark, narrow
passageway, at the farther end of which
he encountered some of the queerest look-
ing men and women he had ever seen.

Attired in the most extraordinary gar-
ments, and with their faces so thickly
smeared with red paint that their own
mothers could not have recognized them,
they stood around in little groups, indulg-
ing in idle chatter.

Some of the men sported tin helmets
and carried shining tin swords in their
hands; others wore long, loose, flowing
gowns which resembled bath-robes.

It took only one glance to convince
Simple Simon that the women were far
from beautiful. WWhatever good looks
had been bestowed upon them by nature
were hidden and distorted by the grease-
paint and powder which covered their
features.

“And these, T reckon, are actor
ladies,” mused Simple Simon. ‘ I've al-
ways heard that actor-ladies was peaches
—that their beauty was such as to turn
men’s heads. Imagine any sane man’s
head being turned by these painted scare-
crows! They're ugly enough to make a
man want to turn his head in the oppo-
site direction.”

~a stupid-looking bunch.

Of course Simple Simon did not realize
that to the people on the other side of the
footlights these roughly painted cheeks
would appear delightfully smooth and
deliciously rosy. He did not know that
during’ a performance actresses’ faces,

like stage-scenery, are not supposed to be-

subjected to close inspection, and that
cven the most perfect complexions have
to be “ made-up ” in order to produce a
proper long-distance effect.

In a little group, standing apart from
the rest of the performers, Simple Simon
noticed a dozen miserable-looking men.

They were attired in shabby, tattered
costumes, for they were supposed to rep-
resent a starving Roman street mob,
clamoring for bread.

‘I'heir faces needed no stage make-up
to carry out this effect. for they were the
most gaunt, emaciated, wretched-looking
group of men Simple Simon had ever
seen.

These. of course. were the supers—
poor unfortunates to whom a chance to
earn fifty cents a night was a golden
opportunity.

Simon was regarding this group with
interest, when the hustling stage-manager
suddenly approached and tapped him on
the shoulder.

““Ha! Here vou are!” he exclaimed.
“Glad to see that you're punctual and
that you've managed to keep sober.
That's the trouble with most supes—
they're so beastly unreliable.

‘“ By the way, I'mr going to give you a
chance to distinguish yourself. Instead
of being one of the mob, vou're going to
have a speaking part.”

““A  speaking part!”
Simon, aghast at the idea.

“Yes. Don't get scarcd. You'll only
have two lines to speak. You oughtn’t
to have any trouble keeping them in your
head. 1've just received word that the
man who regularly plays the part is sick
and can't go on to-night. It’s too late to
get another actor to fill the rdle. I've
been looking the supes over, and there
isn’t one of them looks intelligent enough
to trust with the lines. I never saw such
You look like
an intelligent man, so, although you say
yvou've never had any experience, I'm go-
ing to give you a chance.

“It's a fine opportunitv for you. I

cried Simple

—



WANTED BY UNCLE SAM.

can’t make you any definite promise, but
if you make good to-night, and help us
out of our difhiculty, you're likely to get
a permanent job.”

“Very good,” said Simple Simon
eagerly. “Tell me what I've got to say,
sir, and I guarantee vou that I'll say it
when the proper time comes.”

“Well, you're supposed to be a Ro-
man captain, In the first act you rush
on the stage and, approaching the em-
peror’s throne, shout breathlessly: ¢ Im-
perator, all is lost! The imperial army
has been defeated and put to rout. The
enemy, fifty thousand strong, is even now
marching this way-to seize your august
person.’

“Then the emperor asks you: ‘And
what of my son—does he survive?’ To
which vou reply, very sadly: ‘ No, Im-
perator; alas! he, too, is slain. With my
own eyes I saw him cut down by the
sword of a barbarian.’

“ Think you can manage that?” in-
quired the stage- manager anxiously.
“Your appearance certainly fits the part
to perfection, and if you can memorize
these lines, you’ll do first-rate.”

Simple Simon was blessed with a very
good memory, and he soon had the words
down pat. When he was rigged up in
the uniform of a Roman captain, with a
shining tin helmet resting somewhat
heavily on his red hair, he regarded him-
self in a cracked mirror with some com-
placency. ‘ -

After the curtain had gone up. he stood
in the wings impatiently awaiting his cue
to go on, and constantly mumblitg his
lines for fear that they would slip his
memory.

Suddenly the stage - manager tapped
" him on the shoulder. .

“ Now,” he whispered, * here comes
your cue. Rush on and speak vour lines
breathlessly as though you had been run-
ring a long distance. Don’t be afraid to
speak out. For heaven’s sake. old man,
don’t make a mess of it or yvou'll spoil the
whole act. Here vou go, now.”

With his bright tin helmet flashing in
the light of the calcium. and feeling
strangely shaky at the knees, Simple
Simon rushed upon the stage toward a
gilded throne, upon which sat a richly
robed man of magnificent appearance.

“ Imperator ! ” he cried, © all is lost.
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The imperial army has been defeated.
The enemy—"

He suddenly stopped short and mut-
tered under his breath, * Well. I'll be
jaggered.”

“ Go on,” commanded a voice from the
wings in an angry whisper, “ The enemy,
fifty thousand strong, is even now march-
ing this way.”

But Simple Simon did rot heed this
prompting. He was staring over the
footlights and into the big audience. His
gaze seemed to be riveted upon somebody
sitting in an orchestra-chair in the third
row.

“I'll be shanghaied if it ain’'t him,”
he muttered.

“Go on,” commanded the voice from
the wings still more angrily. * You red-
headed fool. what on earth is the matter
with you? ”

The Roman emperor wriggled uncom-
fortably on his throne; the other actors
on the stage glared at the offender. The
audience began to snicker.

But, unmindful of the sensation he
was causing, Simple Simon walked slow-
ly to the very edge of the stage and, lean-
ing over the footlights, stared fixedly at
the occupant of the above - mentioned
orchestra-chair.

“’Tis him,” he muttered again. *I'm
sure of it. But how the deuce can he be
here in the theater when he's supposed to
be dead or dying in the hospital?”

Just then the emperor, realizing that
desperate methods must be adopted in
order to save the act, jumped from his
throne and, going over to Simple Simon,
-cried in an excited tone: “ Calm your-
self, my good captain, and fear not to tell
me the worst. What of the enemy? Are
they marching this way, fifty thousand
strong? Did you see my son slain by the
sword of a barbarian?”

But his hope to save the situation by
this ingenious improvisation was a vain
one. Of course he expected that Simple
Simon would avail himself of this help
and make a suitable answer.

But. to his horror, the latter replied in a
voice loud enough to be heard by part of
the audience:

“ 1 don't give a darn about the enemy,
nor a continental about your son. I've
got no time now to play-act. There’s a
man out in front there who's supposed to
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be dead or dying in the hospital, and 1've
got to speak to him right away, so you'll
have to excuse me.”

So saying he bounded over the foot-
lights and jumped from the high stage to
the floor of the auditorium.

The audience broke into a roar of
laughter, ‘I'he stage - manager, almost
foaming at the mouth with rage, hastily
ordered the curtain to be lowered.

Simple Simon rushed toward the occu-
pant of the seat in the third row.

‘“ Excuse me, sir,” he cried breathless-
ly, “ I'm surprised to see you here. They
said you was at the point of death and
I'm real glad to find you ain’t. Since
you weren't seriously injured and, as you
must admit, my messmate struck you fair
and square, I hope you won’t be mean
enough to press the charge against him.”

The man whom he addressed regarded
him with frank amazement.

“I don't know you, and I don’t under-
stand what you're talking about,” he said.

“What!"” cried Simple Simon, equal-
ly aflazed. ‘“‘You don’t mean to pre-
tend that you ain’t the man my comrade
laid out flat with a knockout blow last
night. Why, of course you are. I'd
know you among a thousand. ’Taint any
use for you to deny it.”

“ Nevertheless, I'm not the man,” re-.

torted the other quietly. - * Either you're
crazy, or else you're mistaking me for my
cousin, who resembles me very closely.”

Simple Simon gave a gasp of disap-
pointment. "

“Your cousin!” he exclaimed. “and
what’s his name? ”

“ His name is Thomas Clark. He's
a private detective. Perhaps he’s the
man you mean.”’

“ Good Heavens!” - gasped Simple
Simon in dismay. ‘A detective! 'That
lawyer was right. The feller may have
been perfectly justified in following that
young woman. It looks as if my poor
messmate is in mighty bad.”

CHAPTER IX.
R. A. EXPLAINS,

WHILE Simple Simon was making his
somewhat startling début at Dell’s Thea-
ter, Leffingwell was waiting patiently in
the advertising office of the Herald, in
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the hope of receiving a reply to his let-
ter to R. A.

At about nine o’'clock his patience was
rewarded by the arrival of a district
messenger boy, bearing a note addressed
to him, which read as follows:

MRr. FRANK LEFFINGWELL,
Care Herald.

Dear Sir:—Yours received, and if
vou are really sincere in your state-
ment that you can give important
information concerning the deserter,
Richard Mitchell, please call here im-
mediately upon receipt of this.

R. A.

At the head of this note was the en-
graved address: “The Gondola Apart-
ment House, Riverside Drive.”

“Funny he didn’t sign his name,”
mused Leffingwell. 1 suppose, how-
ever, he’s afraid to trust me until he is
convinced that I am really on the level.”

He consulted the advertising-clerk as
to how to get to the Gondola Apartment
House, and the latter not only directed
him there, but, upon learning that he had
no car fare, was accommodating enough
to lend him a ten-cent piece.

Half an hour later, Leffingwell en-
tered the big apartment - house which
overlooks the Hudson "River, and ap-
proaching. a hall-boy, asked him if there

. was any person living there known as

‘“ Before I answer that question, will
vou please tell me your name?” in-
quired the boy cautiously. .

“ Leffingwell—Frank Leffingwell.”

““Then it's all right, sir,” said the boy.
“The gentleman is expecting you, and
I'm to take you up to his apartment right
away. Will you please come with me?”

He led the way to an elevator, and
they were whizzed to the top floor of the
tall building. The hall-boy pressed the
bell of the left-hand apartment, and the
door was opened by a tall, gray-bearded
man.

“This is the party you told me to
bring up, sir,” said the boy.

The gray-bearded man nodded.

‘“ Before I ask you to step inside,” he
said, addressing Leffingwell, * you will
pardon me if I ask you to give me your
word of honor that you are not a news-
paper reporter.”
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“T swear to you that I am not, sir.”

“And you told the truth in your let-
ter? You have important information to
give me concerning the man in whom I
am interested > ”’

“Yes, sir. I have information which
I think you will consider important.”

“Very good. Kindly come inside.
You will pardon my taking these precau-
tions; but I am extremely anxious to
avoid publicity in this affair; and when
I received vour letter, I half suspected
that you were a newspaper man, and
that you had written that letter as an
ingenious means of getting an interview
with me and obtaining some information
concerning this matter.”

He led the way to a magnificently
fitted up library, and taking care to close
and lock the door, motioned Leffingwell
to a seat.

‘“ And now, sir,” he answered, “ 1 am
ready to hear this important information
concerning Richard Mitchell. If it re-
sults in his"capture, I assure you that
you shall be paid the reward I offer.”

“I'm afraid I can’t promise you posi-
tively that it will result in his capture,
sir,” replied Leffingwell with a sigh.
“ The important “information I referred
to is that I know confidently that Mitchell
is in this city, and that he has been
drinking heavily. It seemed to me that,
such being the case, it ought not to be a
ery difficult matter to run him down.
The fact that he allows liquor to get the
best of him shows that he is not taking
any great precaution to avoid detection
and arrest. I thought you might not
know these things, and that is why I
wrote to you.”

“ Humph! And you say in your let-
ter that you and your friend have seen
Mitchell to-day? "

“Yes. We met him on the street this
afternoon. He was so drunk that he
could scarcely talk, but when he saw us
it sort of sobered him up.”

“ Well, if vou met him, and knew that
he was wanted by the government for
desertion from the army. why on earth
did you not hold him and hand him over
to the authorities?”

“We did intend to do so: but he told
us that he had a good job in Philadel-
phia, and that he expected to get married
to-morrow  He worked on our sympa-

UNCLE SAM. 95
thies to such an extent that, for the
girl’s sake, we finally let him go.”

The gray-bearded man frowned.

“That was foolish—very foolish,” he
said. “The scoundrel was deceiving
vou.  He told vou barefaced lies. He
has no job in Philadelphia, and I have
good reason to know that he is not going
to get married to-morrow.”

“1 suspected as much—afterward,
when it was too late,” admitted Leffing-
well bitterly. “I was a fool to place
any stock in what he said; for I know
the cad of old, and he always was an
out-and-out liar. I assure vou, sir, that
my friend and I now greatly regret our
weakness, and if we can lay hands on
him again—he’ll have a hard job get-
ting away.” :

The gray-bearded man shook his head.

“I'm afraid you'll have quite some
difficulty in laying hands on him again,”
he said. “You had your chance, and
vou missed it. I don’t think you'll get
another.”

“ Well, we're going to try our best to
find him,” announced Leffingwell grimly.

I presume that you are inspired sole-
ly by the big reward I offer, eh?"” in-
quired the other.

‘ Principally by that, I will admit,
sir.  We need money mighty bad to help
out a friend who is in trouble. But,
apart from the reward, it will afford me
much satisfaction to bring that cad to
justice. I have several grudges against
him to settle on my own account.”.

“Humph'! You say in your letter
that you have been honorably discharged
from the United States army.”

“Yes, sir. That’s the truth.”

‘“ Have vou got vour discharge-papers
with you?”

“No; they were stolen from my
pocket yesterday, and, of course, I
haven’t had time to get duplicates from
headquarters. I hope you believe that
I am telling vou the truth, sir?”

The gray-bearded man studied Lef-
fingwell’s face intently.

“Yes, I believe you,” he said slowly.
“If T am any judge of faces, yours is an
honest one. ~May I ask why you have
left the army? "

“My chum and I grew tired of a
military career, and determined to seek
our fortunes in civil life.”
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he is a deserter from the United States
army? Surely that faci alone should
be sufficient to open her eyes to his
worthlessness,” suggested Leffingwell.

Mr. Addison shook his head.

“She knows that he is a deserter;
but I regret to say that that knowledge
has had no effect upon her. The villain
has a glib tongue, and he has managed
to concoct a story to account for his act
which puts his offense in a good light in
her eyes. I have tried to argue the mat-
ter with her; but she is deaf to all rea-
son. She declares that she.loves Mitch-
ell, and is determined to marry him.”

‘ Has she known him a long time?”
inquired Leffingwell.

“Only about a vear. She met him
down South. We had gone there to
spend the winter, and Mitchell was em-
ployed as a clerk in the hotel at which
we were stopping.

“Of course, nobody had any idea

that he was a deserter at the time; but
I didn’t like his looks at all, and when
I caught on to the fact that there was a
love-affair in progress between him and
my ward, I immediatelyv packed my
trunks and returned to New York, bring-
ing her with me.

“ Well, sir, that scamp soon afterward
threw up his job in the hotel and came
North. Pretty soon I found out that he
and my ward had resumed their love-
affair.  Of course I forbade him the
house; but, nevertheless, they managed
to communicate with and see each other
pretty often.

“One day, a few months ago, I
learned that Mitchell was wanted by the
army authorities for desertion. Imme-
diately I heard this, I made up my mind
to capture him and have him sent to
prison, with the object of getting him
out of the way and saving my ward from
subsequent unhappiness.” -

“Well,
have been easy for you to get hold of
him at the time,” remarked Lefingwell.

“ T guess it would have been, if I had
not been foolish enough to inform my
ward of my intentions,” replied Mr. Ad-
dison with a frown. ‘ She gave him
warning, I guess; for I haven’t seen or
heard of him since that day, and haven’t
the remotest idea of his whereabouts.

“1 have a sneaking suspicion, though,

7A

I should think it ought to ~
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that my ward has, all along, been in
constant communication with him; but
how she manages it, I can’t imagine. I
have had private detectives watch her,
and they have closely scrutinized all the
mail she receives; but not a single clue
have they been able to discover.”

“Isn’t it possible that they are al-
ready married?” suggested Leffingwell.
“1It seems to me that when Mitchell
was warned that you were aware of the
fact that he was a deserter, and were de-
termined to hand him over to the author-
ities, it’s likely that he would persuade
the young lady to ‘marry him secretly,
so that, whatever happened, they could
not be parted.”

“No,” replied Mr. Addison emphati-
cally; “I feel sure that such is not the
case. Mitchell won't marry that girl
before next month.” 7

“Why not?” persisted Leffiigwell.
‘“ If she loves him and he loves her, it—"

“That’s just the point,” the other in-
terrupted fiercely. ** Mitchell does not
love my foolish ward. The infatuation
is all one-sided. I am positive of that.
The scoundrel is trying to win the poor
girl because he knows that, on her twen-
ty-second birthday, she will inherit a
million dollars from her father. He is
nothing more than a contemptible for-
tune-hunter, and is after the poor child’s
money, although she blindly refuses to
be convinced that such is the case.

‘ By the terms of her father’s will, if
she marries without my consent before
her twenty-second birthday, she loses
every cent of her inheritance. After her
twenty-second birthday, she is supposed
to have arrived at an age of discretion,
and the will gives her the privilege of
marrving whoever she pleases.”

“And does Mitchell know of the
terms of this will?” inquired Leffing-
well.

“ He does. My ward admits that she
has told him all about it. That is why
I feel confident that the scoundrel will
not try to persuade her to marry him
until the tenth of next month.  She
celebrates her twenty-second birthday on
that date.”

“Ha!” cried Leffingwell. “1I see,
now, why vour advertisement in the Her-
ald states that Mitchell must be caught
during the present month.”



98

“Well, that isn’t the only reason why I
inserted that clause in the advertisement,”
Mr. Addison explained. ** As a matter of
fact, if the scamp is not arrested by the
first of next month the authorities will be
powerless to arrest him at all.”

“What do you mean?” cried Leffing-
well, in great surprise.

“1 mean that after the first of next
month he will be immune from arrest,
under the statute of limitations. Surely,
you, as a soldier, must know the law re-
garding deserters.”

“No, I don’t,” Leffingwell replied. 1
never even thought of deserting, so never.

. had cause to acquaint myself with the
details of the law on the subject.”

‘“ Well, the law says that if a deserter
is not arrested within two years after the
expiration of his term of enlistment he
shall be immune from arrest, provided
that since the date of his desertion he
has always lived in this country under
his own name.

“T have learned that the term of
Mitchell’s enlistment expired just one
year eleven and a half months ago; so,
you see, if he can manage to avoid cap-
ture until the first of next month, the
law will be powerless to touch him. and
he will be able to marry my ward when
she reaches her twenty-second year with-
cut fear of molestation,

“That is why he must be captured
within the next two weeks. If I can
have him sent away to a military prison
he won't be able to marry my ward until
he gets out. That will be at least two or
three years, I guess, and by the end of
that time the silly girl ought to be thor-
oughly cured of her infatuation.”

1 sincerely hope that you'll succeed
in catching him,” cried Leffingwell earn-
estly. “If only I had known what I
know now, when I had my hands on the
cad to-day!” . .

“TIt is too bad that you let him- get
away,” said Mr. Addison with a sigh.

‘“ However, it's no use crying over
spilled milk. Now, having heard my ex-
planation. don’t you feel justified in ac-
quainting this misguided girl with all
you know reflecting on that scamp’s
character?”

“Yes, sir; and I'm perfectly willing
to do it,” replied Leffingwell. *“I'm
afraid my words won't have any effect
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upon her; but I feel it my duty to do
what [ can to dissuade her from taking
this rash step.”

“Yery good,” said Mr. Addison. 1
will send for her, now.” '

A few minutes later a pale-faced young
woman entered the library.

“ Do you want to see me, guardian?"”
she inquired, darting a glance of curiosity
toward Leffingwell.

. CHAPTER X.
A LITTLE LIGHT.

“ CLaRICE,” began Mr. Addison some-
what nervously, ‘I sent-for you because
I want you to meet Mr. Frank Leffing-
well.”

The young woman acknowledged this
introduction with a gracious bow. As Lef-
fingwell rose from his chair he studied
her appearance with great interest.

She was by no means a pretty girl.
Her face, besides being devoid of color,
was quite plain, its one redeeming fea-
ture being a pair of very bright black
eyes. Her brown hair was dressed in a
manner which gave her an appearance of
being much older than her years.

It was an interesting face, however,
despite its lack of beauty, and her figure
was slender and graceful ; but, knowing
what he did of Mitchell's character and
disposition, Leffingwell felt sure that this
was not the tvpe of girl to attract the
deserter, apart from the fact that she was
heiress to a fortune of a million dollars.

“ Mr. Leftingwell, I must explain, has
served in the United States army and
has only just been honorably discharged,”
went on Mr. Addison.

At these words, the gracious smile dis-

‘appeared from the girl’s face and she

regarded the two men haughtily—almost
defiantly. It was quite evident that her
suspicions were aroused.

‘“ As a matter of fact,” continued her
guardian, paying no heed to her
change of manner, *“ Mr. Leffingwell was
in the same regiment and in the same
company as—as that contemptible scoun-
drel with whom vyou are so foolishly
infatuated.” :

“1 beg your pardon, guardian,” said
the girl quietly, her black eyes flashing
fire. ‘I must request vou to choose your
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words more carefully. I presume you
refer to Richard. He is nof a scoundrel,
and I don’t care to hear lnm spoken of
in such a manner.’

‘““He is a contemptible scoundrel,
cried her guardian. “ 1 have suspected
him of being such all along, and now I
have convincing proofs that my sus-
picions were correct. Mr. Leffingwell,
here, knows the fellow well. He can tell
you what kind of reputation the scamp
bore in the army. ‘T'hat is why I have
sent for vou. I want you to hear the
truth from him.”

“If Mr. Leffingwell will pardon me,”
retorted the girl coldly, “ I don’t care to
hear his testimony. It seems to me that
a young man might be engaged in a
braver and more honorable task than
speaking ill of a man who is not here to
defend himself.”

Leffingwell colored furiously at
rebuke.

“I assure you, madam, that I am quite
prepared to tell Richard Mitchell to his
face what 1 am requested to tell you
now,” he said.

‘By gad—vyes!"” cried Mr. Addison
indignantly. ‘““‘That remark is as unkind
as it is unfair, Clarice. I wish to Heaven
that that skulking scamp was here now to
hear what we have to say about him.”

“T'wo weeks from now your wish shall
be granted. if you like.” replied the girl.
“Then, if Mr. Lefingwell desires, he
shall have an opportunity of saving what
he has to say in the presence of the man
he is apparently so eager to traduce. Un-
til that time, as you well know. Richard
cannot afford to come out of hiding.”

“And why is he in hiding?” cried
the old man passionately. * Because
he didn’t have stamina or patriotism
cnough to serve out his time in the army.
Like the white-livered coward he is. he
broke his sworn pledge and deserted. He
richly deserves to go to prizon, and you
ought to be ashamed of vourself. my girl,
for vour lack of patriotism in (lcfu\dln"
him and shielding him from the authon-
ties.

The girl sighed wearily.

“ Pra\ what is the use of going over
all that again, guardian?” she said. “We
have argued it out so often. I have told
you that Richard has fully and satisfac-
torily explained to me \\h\ he deserted

this
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from the army. Of course, I'll admit, it
was a rash and wrong act on his part,
but under the circwmstances he was jus-
tified.”

“He was not justified,” cried the old
man angrily. *‘T'ell her;” Lefingwell, the
real reason why the scoundrel ran away.”

“ He deserted because he was too cow-
ardly to stay and- fight.” said Leflingwell.
“We got word one night that we were
to be attacked by Tagalogs. ‘The next
morning Mitchell was missing.”

“That is a slanderous falsehood,”
cried the girl furiously. * He did not
desert for any such reason. He received
word that his aged mother was dving in
Boston and was crving for him night and
day. He applied to his officers for leave
of absence. His colonel had a grudge
against him. and permission was curtly

refused. ‘Then he deserted and went
straight to the bedside of his poor
mother. That is the truth. He has ex-
plained it all to me.”

Leflingwell smiled grimly.

*“1 beg vour pardon, madam,” he said

quietly. “It is he who has lied to vou
—mnot 1.7

“I wouldn’t believe you under oath,”
cried the girl, her eves blazing with scorn
and indignation. ‘“I am fully aware of
vour object in coming here, sir. My
guardian has hired vou to attempt to
poison my mind against Richard. You
are prepared to slander a man who has
done you no harm in order to earn a
few miserable dollars.

“Well, you won't earn the money. [
refuse to listen to what yvou have to say.
Whatever vou or anvbody else might tell
me reflecting on Richard Mitchell’s char-
acter would have no cffect upon me. 1
am fully aware of the motives which in-
spire such tales.

“ As for vou, guardian, you ought to
be ashamed of vourself for adopting such
methods. You are governed by a most
unreasonable prejudice. Some day ‘you
will appreciate Richard at his tru¢ worth,
and then I shall love vou again. But
until that time comes I cannot give yvou
even my respect.

* Please don’t send for me again for
any such reason as this. No matter what
vou say or what anybody clsc says, I am
going to marry Richard on the eleventh
of next month. Nobody can stop me.”
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messmate is now in prison as a result of
the thing. [ hope, sir, that if vour
cousin comes to his senses you'll speak a
good word with him on behalf of my
messmate.  Tell him. please, that the
boy meant no harm and had no ide¢a that
he was a detective. and try to persuade
him not to be hard on him in ceurt.”

“ 1 shall do nothing of the sort,” re-
torted the other angrilv. “If the un-
identified man in the hospital really is
my cousin. I warn you that your friend
will get all that is coming to him.  Tom
Clark has plenty of pull in this town. and
whether he dies or whether he lives. his
friends will see that he is fully avenged.”

Feeling exceedingly despondent as a
result of this reply, Simple Simon's first
impulse was to go at once to Leffingwell
to impart the unpleasant news to him.

But he suddenly recollected that he
was still attired in the costume of a Ro-
man captain and that a flashing tin hel-
met adorned his fiery head. Realizing
that he would cut a painfully conspicuous
figure if he appeared on the streets in
this extraordinary get-up, he deemed it
expedient to go in scarch of his own
clothes before taking any other step.

With this purpose in- view, he was
about to endeavor to climb onto the stage
again when one of the ushers intercepted
him and, leading him to a door at the back
of one of the boxes. explained to him
that he could get back by this means with-
out having to go through an acrobatic
performance in full view of the audi-
ence.

When Simple Simon arrived behind
the scenes once more, he was confronted
by the angry stage-manager.

“You harebrained jackass! You
wooden-headed simpleton!  You red-
headed baboon'” shouted the latter furi-
ously. “You've ruined the act—you've
spoiled the whole show. What the dick-
ens do vou mean by these infernal mon-
key-shines?”

“I'm sorrv.” replied Simple Simon.
looking very sheepish. 1 didn’t mean
to do it; but when I caught sight of that
feller in the third row. he looked so much
like the chap I thought he was, that [
forgot everything else. 1 promise you,
sir. that it won’t occur again—""

“Won’t occur '™ roared

again! the
manager. “ You can bet vour sweet life
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it won't. L'll be mighty careful in fu-
ture not to hire a man who looks any-
thing like you. Get your clothes, now,
and get out of here, you freckle- faced
(Im\n. before I have you thrown out
bodily. 1 intended to pay you two dol-
lars if you'd done your work properly;
but now vou won't get a single cent.”
Under other circumstances  Simple

- Simon would have been inclined to resent

the abuse which the irate manager hurled
at him; but now his sense of guilt caused
him to receive these epithets with meek-
ness and submission.

He lost 1o time in exchanging his stage
costume for his own clothes, and hurried
out into the street and procceded as fast
as his legs would carry him toward the
lerald oftice. in search of Leflingwell.

But leffingwell was not to be found.
Their friend, the clerk at the advertising
desk, had gone home and another man
was there in his place. The latter knew
nothing about Leffingwell, and could give
no information as to where he had gone.

For two hours Simple Simon waited
patiently.

Suddenly. happening to «lance through
the window into the street beyond, lns
cves encouniered a sight which made him
gasp.

On the other side of Herald Square a
voung woman was stepping into a hansom -
gab. The cab was some vards away from
where Simple Simon stood; but his eye-
sight was good and. despite the distdnce,
he was able to-recognize that young
woman.

“It’s her!™ he gasped without regard
to grammar. “ By all that’s wonderful,
it's her. T'his is the greatest piece of
luck I've ever had in all my life.”

He rushed out of the door like a mad-
man, and rcached the other side of Herald
Square just in time to see the hansom,
with the girl inside. starting up Broad-
way at a slow rate of speed.

“Stop ! stopt” he cried frenziedly, at-
tempting to give chase on foot and
running in the middle of the street in
reckless disregard .of the many vehicles
hurrying in all directions. * Stop! stop!
For the Lord’s sake, stop!"”

But his voice was drowned in the roar
of the traffic and the cab kept on its way.
Observing which. Simple Simon groaned
despairingly.
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“What’s the trouble, mister?” cried a
voice above his head.

Simple Simon raised his cyes and saw
that it was a cabman seated on the box
of an empty hansom who had addressed
him.

“That there cab!” gasped Simon,
puinting to the other hansom which was
now almost out of sight. “It's got a
voung woman inside that I'd give a for-
tune to get hold of, and she’s getting
away—blast my lubberly luck, she’s get-
ting away.”

‘“ Pooh!" exclaimed the jehu. *‘ That’s
a cinch. You want to catch that cab,
eh? . Well, get into my hansom, mister,
and we'll give chase. I've got a better
horse than that guy and we're bound to
overtake him.”

Simple Simon lost no time in accept-
ing this invitation. He jumped into the
vehicle with a single. bound, the cabby
urged up his horse with an ostentatious
flourish of his whip, and the chase was
on.
The first vehicle had a good stareand
the intervening trafic of Broadway
forced Simple Simon’s cabman to pro-
ceed with caution; but they were able to
keep the other hansom in sight all the
time. Finally the latter turned down a
side-street and proceeded - up Seventh
Avenue, a much less crowded thorough-
fare than Broadway. .

Here there was a chance for Simple
Simon’s driver to put on more speed and
quickly bring the chase to an end.

The first cab was not going particu-
larly fast, and a sudden spurt undoubted-
Iv would have chabled them to over-
take it :

Observing this, Simple Simon leaned
out of the cab at a dangerous angle and
velled. to his driver: “ For land’s sake,
man. go faster. Put on full speed and
we'll overhaul her in a jiffy.”

Now, Broadway cabmen are world-
famous for their cunning, and this one
was no exception to the rule.

He was fully aware of the fact that at
the rate the first cab was going it would
be an easy matter for him to overtake it;
but he also figured out that the longer
the ride, the more money he might expect
to reccive from his grateful fare and,
thercfore. not having the slightest suspi-
cion of the latter's impecuniosity, he se-
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cretly resolved to prolong the chase as
much as possible. )

“ All right, mister,” he replied. “ I'm
making my horse go as fast as she can.
We'll catch them pretty soon, never
fear!”

But, as a matter of fact, he was se-
cretly reining in his steed and taking
good care to see that they did not get too
near the object of their pursuit.

Just then, the driver of the first cab
glanced around and saw that he was be-
ing pursued. He lifted the trap on the
roof of his hansom and imparted the in-
formation to the voung woman inside.

Apparently the latter enjoined him to
go faster and outdistance the pursuing
cab, for Simple Simon suddenly saw him
whip up his horse and proceed up the
avenue at breakneck speed.

‘“ She’s getting away!” shouted Simon
to his driver. ‘‘She’s getting away!
She's given the signal for full speed ahead
and they’re leaving us badly astern. For
the love of Mike, comrade, put on more
steam or we'll never catch her.”

His jehu saw that at the rate the first
cab was now going he could safely afford
to urge on his own horse without any
danger of overtaking the former, so he
slackened his hold on the reins and they
began to make better time.

For nearly an hour the exciting chase
continued, the first cab making frantic
efforts to throw off the pursuing vehicle,
and Simple Simon’s cab all the time man-
aging to keep the first one within sight,
although never overtaking it.

More than once Simon leaned out of
his hansom and hoarsely shouted to the
driver of the cab ahecad. beseeching him
to stop.

But the latter paid no heed to his cries.
In fact, every time he yelled the driver
of the fugitive vehicle would whip up his
horse and increase the pace.

At length, however, Simple Simon saw
to his joy that the first cab was slowing
down. A sccond later, it came to a full ~
stop and the yourrg woman alighted.

His own hansom was about thirty yards
away, and before they could draw nearer
the young woman had handed some
money to. her driver, stepped hastily
across the zidewalk and entered the door-
wayv of a big building.

When Simple Simon’s cab drove up to
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that cab. She lives in that big building
across the street.”

“Great guns,  You don't say sol”
cried Lct’ﬁng\\'ﬁl. “Why. that's the

Gondola Apartment House.
ueer.”

“ Queer that she should live there. do
you mean?" inquired Simple Simon.

“Yes. Do you know who else hap-
pens to live in that house? K. A. him-
self. Isn't that a strange coincidence? ™

“Strange! I should say it was,”
gasped Simple Simon, greatly aston-
ished.

** Perhaps. though, it may be more than
mere coincidence,” muttered Leffingwell,
speaking more to himself than to his
companion. ‘ Perhaps she is connected
in some way with Mr. Addison’s ward
and with that cad, Mitchell. Pecrhaps
that is why she was out alone so late at
night and why that detective was fol-
lowing her. I must ask Mr. Addison
about her to-morrow morning. He
didn’t mention anything about any other
young woman in the case.” )

“Who's Mr. Addison, comrade?” in-
quired Simple Simon, to whom Leffing-
well’s words were meaningless.

“T'll explain everyvthing to vou later.
If you are positive that that girl lives
across the street, where we can get her
at any time, we can afford to dismiss her
from our minds until to-morrow morn-
ing. There is another matter which
needs our immediate attention. Look
across the river, old man. Do vou see
that light over there?”

‘1 see several lights,”
Simon, gazing at "the
“Which do you mean??

“1 mean that tiny light directly op-
posite to where.we're staiding.”

“The one that’s a short distance in-
shore, eh? I see it. What about it?”

“ Notice anvthing queer about it?”

“Why, it keeps going in and out—
like—like as if somebody "was signaling.
By Jingo!"” he cried excitedly. “ That's
just what it is. Somebody is flashing
a message to somebody over here.
‘There’s no doubt of it.”

“ Exactly what I think!” exclaimed
Leffingwell with a smile of satisfaction.
“Old man, we've got to get a boat of
some sort and get over to that light right
away.”

[t's mighty

replied Simple
Jersey  Dbank.

>
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“Why? What business is it of ours?”
inquired Simple Simon. * It's probably
some love-sick chap sending a spoony
message to his sweetheart over here.
Tet 'em go ahead. It's no concern of
ours. comrade. Why should we go to
the trouble?”

“111 tell vou why.” replied Leffing-
well excitedly. **1 happen to have a
pretty shrewd idea who's manipulating
that light. Who do you think it is, Sim-

le?”

The other shook his head in perplexity.

“ Well, the chances are a hundred to
one that the fellow who is doing the sig-
naling is Dick Mitchell, the deserter.”

“ Mitchell!” gasped Simple Simon.
“Well, I'll be jiggered.. What makes
you think that?”

“TI've the best of reasons for believ-
ing that such is the case. I'll explain it
all to you later on. Now, don’t you
think it's worth while. for us to get to
that light as soon as possible? "

“Worth while? I should say so.
We must get across to the other side—
even if we-have to swim.”

“I can’t swim it. I understand the
tide of the Hudson is pretty strong, and
I'm not a good swimmer. e must find
a boat of some sort.”

“ All right.  We'll climb down to the
water’'s edge and walk along a bit. No
doubt we'll come across a craft of some
kind a little farther up or down stream.”

They descended through Riverside
Park and walked along the tracks of the
New York Central Railroad, which run
along the edge of the river.

After walking some distance, they
came to a boat-house, to the plank land-
ing of which several rowboats and naph-
tha launches were moored.

Simple Simon was in favor of appro-
priating one of these boats without ask-
ing leave; but the more prudent Leffing-
well proposed that they apply at the
boat-house first and ask permission.

For some minutes they knocked on the
closed door of the wooden structure in
vain. They had just come to the con-
clusion that the place was deserted,
when suddenly the door was flung open
and a sleepy looking watchman appeared,
carrying a lighted lantern in one hand

and a formidable - looking club in the
other.
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“What do yez want?” he demanded
indignantly. .

“We want to borrow a rowboat for
a little while.”” Lefingwell explained.

“Well, yez can’'t borrow any boats
here. This is a private clubhouse. and
we don’t loan out our boats. The pair
of yez have an awful nerve knocking
like that and waking me out of my
sleep.”

“We're sorry to have waked you up,
old man,” said Leffingwell soothingly.
“We wouldn’t have dreamed of doing
it, I assure you. if it wasn’t a case of
great urgency. We must have a boat to
get across the river immediately. If
you'll be kind enough to loan us one of
those you've got moored over there, we’ll
promise you to take the very best of care
of it and to return it to you in a few
hours.”

The
phatically.

“ No, yez can't have any of our boats.
I tell you this is a private clubhouse. I
wouldn’t drame of—"

" He stopped suddenly, for Leffingwell
was holding up a crisp five-dollar bill
before his eyes.

“You see this five-dollar bill,” he said
in a confident whisper. “ Well, if vou'll
be a good fellow and grant our request,
the money is yours. You shall have the
boat back before daylight, and nobody
but ourselves will know that it was
used.”

“Huh!"” growled the watchman, per-
ceptibly wavering as he eyed the five-
dollar bill longingly, “ I'll warrant the
pair of yez arc after no good, anyway.

watchman shook his head em-

Why be yez wanting to cross the river

at this hour of the night?”

“We live on the other side,” Simple
Simon explained shamelessly. “ We've
been over here having a good time. and
if we don’t get home pretty soon our
wives will scold us. Maybe you're a
married man yourself, old Loy, and real-
ize what it is to have a scolding missus? "

He winked at Leffingwell, as though
to invite admiration of his cleverness.
It occurred to the latter that if Simple
Simon’s explanation had been the truth.
the watchman would have stood a’mighty
poor chance of having his boat returned
to him that night; but, luckily, the lat-
ter was either too slow-witted to per-
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ceive this point or else his eagerness to
get possession of that five dollars dulled
his sense of logic.

“Well, all right,” he said, “ I'm run-
ning a risk of losing my job by doin’ it,
but I guess I'll accommodate vez.
"Tain’t for the money, of course,” he
added, taking the five-dollar bill, fold-
ing it very small. and putting it care-
fully in his vest-pocket. “I'm an hon-
est man, and ain’t to be bribed; but I'm
that good-natured I can’t refuse to do
anybody a favor. Ye can have that end
boat there. Here are the oars. Ye'll be
sure to take good care of her and bring
her back before daylight, eh?”

“Of course we will,” Leffingwell as-
sured him; and a few minutes later they
were seated in the rowboat. Simple
Simon at the oars and pulling across the
river with a powerful stroke.

“T1 guess we’d better land right oppo-
site to her¢ and walk along the other.
bank until we come to that light.” Lef-
fingwell suggested. “ Otherwise Mitch-
ell may see us land, and, becoming sus-
picious, get away before we can get to
him.”

Simple Simon thought well of this
idea, so they made directly for the
opposite shore and tied up the boat.

They tramped the Jersev shore until
thev came to the point opposite the tall
Gondola Apartment House. Glancing
across the river, they could see the light
in the window on the top floor of the
apartment-house still flashing its replies
to the other light on the Jersey side.

This was a surprise to Simple Simon,
for Teffingwell had not mentioned any-
thing to him about the light in the Gon--
dola: but the latter did not now stop to
do any explaining. '

“This is the place,” he whispered.
“Sec, there's Mitchell’s light still flash-
ing over yonder. I hope he doesn’t
catch sight of us until we can get up
close.”

The light was situated much farther
inland than they had supposed. It was
on top of a hill. and this had given it
the appearance from the other shore of
being much nearer to the water’s edge
than was actually the case.

Leffingwell and Simple Simon climbed
this hill without difficulty. As they
drew near to the light, they discovered
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“You'll stay right here till this train
stops in Jersey City,” he went on.
“You'll get killed next time. You're
lucky vou weren’t badly hurt this time.”

“ But 1 can’t leave her there. I've got
her purse and tickets.”

*You'll have time to telegraph from
the terminal—the agent will fix it up.”

Martin thought a moment on this plan.

‘“ But there isn't any telegraph office
open in Midwood to-day,” he suddenly
exclaimed.

“Well, I can’t help it. You're not
going to get off this train till it stops.
Here, Mike, just keep your eye on this
chap. He's crazy or drunk, I guess.”

The last two sentences were addressed
by the conductor to a stalwart brakeman.

“I guess I kin hold him,” Mike
grinned.

.But he didn’'t have to hold Martin
Moore. Martin was feeling too much
shaken up to attempt any dispute about
the right of way. A man who had held
his seat up to this point looked into the
pale face of the brakeman’s ward and
calmly arose and forced Martin to take
“his place.

But his fall was no longer the cause
of Martin’s weakness. He was picturing
the forlorn condition of the girl he had
left behind him.

Each moment he recalled some new
detail of painfulness in the situation.
And, whether she ever managed to reach
home or not, whether she was lost to all
her friends, or would find some scheme
for rescuing herself—even though he
should get back to that miserable station
and fetch her on the next train—she was
lost to him forever.

She would never forgive him for leav-
ing her thus. Perhaps that was not the
worst possibility involved—it was cer-
tainly the most painful.

* Jersey City! " the brakeman suddenly
bawled almost in his ear. * Now you kin
get off if you wanter,” he added to
Martin.

It was time to get active. He must
try to telegraph. He must see if there
was another train back. Even if his hopes
were dashed for good and always, even
though the girl was rightfully angry with
him——past all chance of forgiveness—he
nfust do what he could to get her out
of her trying position,
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He arose stifffy. His knee hurt him
slightly, and he put down his hand to
rub it. He felt drying mud there. As he
joined the pushing mob once more and
had to bide his time in reaching the
platform, he tried to brush the spot
aw aY\

He managed to get a peep at_ one or
two other mud -spots and get them
brushed off by the time he got to the
steps of the car. Then he thought he was
all right once more and hurried past the
people in a mad rush for the telegraph
office and a time-table.

“Mr. Moore”

He turned half about as he ran,
stopped short and stood petrified.

Nellie Nugent was standing at the
foot of the steps of the second car
through which he had passed.

“ Why, you look as though you had
been through a mill—and seen a ghost.
What have you done to yourself? I saw
you go through the car looking for me,
but you went right past without seging
me. Dear me,” she kept rattling on,
‘that crowd was awful. They pushed
me up into that other car before I could
tell what was happening to me.”

‘ But—your ticket—how did you get
here?”

“T1 don’t know. You remember that
sudden stop just a little after we pulled
out? Well, the conductor was coming
right for me then. He went back to see
what was the matter, and when he came
again, somehow he began at the seat be-
hind me and never came near me at all.
But, oh, my, I'm all mussed up. Is my
hat on straight?”

And then Martin Moore's temper got
the best of him. It was too much of an
anticlimax.

“ Your hat! ‘Thunder! You're enough
to make one mad. Ask about vour hat
when a fellow’s been- near killing him-
self and worrying himself to death for
fear something had happened to the only
girl he ever loved. It's

Martin suddenly pau»ed, grew red,
stammered, stuttered, then gave up trying
to say anything more. He had let the
cat out of the bag.

His temper had got the best of his em-
barrassment. Nellie blushed too. She
looked so pleased that Martm forgot his
anger.

then
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“Your - cousin, Miss Van Brunt, is
really gone, then? ” struck in Caxton, his
own face suddenly growing grave.

Could it be, he wondered, that Max
Horowitz had hit the nail on the head
with his gossip, after all?  Certainly,
this assurance of the beauty’s flight,
coupled with Chegnay’s inexplicable ab-
sence, gave decided color to the supposi-
tion.

“Yes,” assented Muriel, ‘“ she is gone;
or, at least, she did not return home to
luncheon, and she was still away when
I set out for the theater. Papa—that is,
her father, Uncle Cyrus, was in quite a
stew about it; bur I was as worried at
not hearing from Laszlo, and so anxious
to get away to rehearsal in the hope that
he would come there, that I paid very
little heed to her disappearance until I
heard what that little wretch of a Horo-
witz was saying, and then it all came
over me at once what her leaving
" meant.” :

‘“ But you may be entirely mistaken,”
argued Caxton, although he felt himself
there was hardly a ring of sincerity in
his voice. ‘‘She may have returned by
this time, for all you know; or, if still
away, she may be detained by an acci-
dent; or—or— Oh, a dozen things
might have happened.”

“No,” and the girl shook her head,
‘“she is gone; and I feel certain is gone
for good. She left the house this morn-
ing for a ride in the automobile; but,
when some distance out in the direction
of the Arsenal, sent the chauffeur back
with the machine, telling him that she
felt like taking a walk and would pick
up a cab when she got ready to return
to town, which would certainly be, she
assured him, in time for luncheon. But
twelve o'clock came, one, two, and half
past, when I started for the theater, and
there was still no sign of her, while—"

But by this time the cab had drawn
up in front of the hotel, and Mr. Van
Brunt, who had been notified by some
one over the telephone, hastened out to
the curb to meet them.

He was full of anxiety and solicitude;
but Muriel, hastily assuring him that she
was all right, demanded to know if he
had heard anything yet of her cousin?

““ Not a thing,” he returned perplexed-
ly. “We know that she went to the
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Arsenal, but Captain von Altdorff as-
sures us that she left there before eleven
o'clock, and from that time not a trace
of her have we been able to discover.
Nobody saw her along the road, no re-
port has come in to the police of any
accident or casualty in which she might
have been concerned. There is a silly

rumor afloat,” he added hesitatingly,

‘“ that she and Count Chegnay have gone
away together; but—"

“Then he, too, is still absent?” broke
in Muriel sharply.

“Yes, no one has seen him, according
to the report, since Max Horowitz left
him talking to some American at the
theater last night.”

Caxton, glancing up quickly, took a
step forward; and Muriel, recalled by
the action to his presence, hastened with
many apologies to present him.

“ No relation by any chance to my.
old friend, Peter Caxton, are you?”
queried the millionaire, as. he cordially
grasped the young man’s hand.

“Only his son,” smilingly. ‘“But
you will pardon me, Mr. Van Brunt, if
I revert to what I overheard you saying
just now, that no one had seen Count

" Chegnay after he was observed talking

to me at the theater last night.

“ Surely,” he added as he turned to
Muriel, “surely, you yourself saw him
subsequent to that, Miss Bonner? "

“I? Oh, no. I expected him to
meet me at the end of the performance,
but he did not come.”

“What?"” The New Yorker was al-
most brusk in his excitement. * He did
not come back to you on the stage shortly
after the curtain had risen on the second
act?”

“He most certainly did not. We
parted when he brought me to the thea-
ter, and I have never seen him from that
moment to this. But why do you ask,
Mr. Caxton?” Her face had turned
pale, and her hands were clasped to-
gether in startled agitation. ‘“ And why
do you look so strangely? Do you know
more than has yet been found out?”

But, fearing the effect of any fresh
shock to her already overwrought nerves,
Caxton choked back the exclamation
trembling on the tip of his tongue and
sought to allay her trepidation by an
affectation of indifference.
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“Oh, no,” he said carelessly. “ When
you come to know me better, you'll not
be surprised at some of my abrupt
changes of mood. It was merely that
a suggestion came to me from something
Chegnay said last night which may serve
to account for his prolonged absence. I
have not time to explain now; but,
if you will permit me, I will drop in
later in the evening to let you know
w hether I have achieved any results.”

“Do so by all means!” exclaimed
Van Brunt heartily. ‘“ We will welcome
you, news or no news; for I have yet to
express my appreciation of what you've
done for my little girl here, and then,
too, there are dozens of questions I want
to ask you about your father.”

But Muriel only lifted to him eyes
which were still full of fluttering inter-
rogation-points.

“No,” Caxton said, as he took her
hand in parting, “ I swear that there is
nothing I can tell you now; but I hope
to have good news before long.
meantime keep up your spirits,
believe that he is true.”

Then he stepped into the cab, which
was still waiting, and gave the curt di-
rection:

“ Back to the Burg Theater.”

and—

CHAPTER XIV.
A DUEL A LA AMERICAINE.

A Narrow, littered alley choked with
débris of all descriptions may present no
unusual appearance to the casual passer-
by, and yet be replete with significance
to the man who studies it aright, and
who knows just what he is looking for.

So, a thousand men may pass over
some rocky stretch of land and unwitting-
ly go their ways, while the thousand and
first, noting with expert eye the signs of
petroleum, buys it in and reaps a fortune.

And in the investigation which he had
on hand, Caxton emphatically ‘struck
ile” in a very brief space of time.

The daylight was still good when he
arrived at the theater, and, consequently,
although many feet had trodden the way
that day, he had small difficulty in de-
ciphering the marks of a struggle still
written in the ooze and slime upon the
bricks of the passage.

In the -
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Here he could see where some one had
slipped and fallen, leaving a broad
smear across the muddy pavement, while
all around it were the prints of hands,
and knees, and feet, and close at hand,
upon the side of a box, drops of dried
blood, showing plainly the nature of the
desperate encounter which had been
waged.

Nor was this all ; for at a little distance
away Caxton found a spot behind a heap
of barrels where two men had evidently
lurked in ambush, waiting for their in-
tended victim. )

The mire here was trampled as with
considerable vigor, and there were ciga-
rette-butts and burnt matches strewn
about, some of them hastily extinguished
as though the smoking had been inter-
rupted by the approach of an occasional
passér-by.

Moreover, the footprints at this point,
as Caxton discovered by a careful exam-
ination;, were the same as those which
gave such telltale testimony about the
scene of the conflict.

Following them up, then, from this
latter situation, he found that they led in
a procession of pairs—but slowly and
heavily as though the two men had been
carrying a cumbersome burden—into a
diverging and still narrower alley. and
thus out to a side street, where all trace
of them was Jlost.

He glanced up at the surrounding
buildings and studied the locality care-
fully, \\ondermg if by any chance the
captive had been immured so close at
hand.

But it required only a brief scrutiny
to decide that this notion was unllkelx
The structures all around were solid, re-
spectable warehouses and business places,
closed at night, and not at all of the sort

to lend themselves to such illicit trans- .-

actions.

“No,” concluded Caxton shrewdly,

“ there \\as probably a cab or vehicle of
some kind waiting in this dark thorough-
fare, and he was hauled off to some other
part of town. The trail undoubtedly
ends for me here, and I shall have to pick
it up again as best I can—a task which
means that I shall have to obtain more.
information than I possess at present;
for, although it’s as plain as the nose
upon one’s face that the poor chap has
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been kidnaped, I will have to gain some
idea why, and by whom, before I can set
about finding him.”

Having thus summarized the situation,
and satisfied himself that there was noth-
ing more to be learned by lingering about
the somewhat malodorous passageway,
the amateur detective turned his steps to-
ward his hotel; for-he felt that he had
put in a rather exacting day, and that a
bath and dinner were necessary to his
welfare, ere he should delve any deeper
into the investigation. .

However, as he strode briskly up the
wide, tree-embellished avenue, he could
not keep his thoughts from dwelling upon
the strange tangle of circumstances into
which he had so involuntarily been drawn.

“Nice little riddle, ain’t it?” he
mused, instinctively lifting his hat and
rumpling his close-cropped hair. *‘ One
of the kind that comes in a pound of tea
elegant. silver-plated water-
pitcher as a prize to the lucky guesser.

‘“ First, there is the mix-up of the two
girls; but that isn’t’hard to unravel, now
that I have got a line upon it. If I had
nothing else to go on, old Van Brunt’s
attitude would have givgn me the cue
there; for a man isn’t ordinarily more
concerned over the fainting fit of a mere
niece than he is over the disappearance
of his daughter, and Cyrus, -1 am bound
to say, was bearing the loss of his sup-
posititious ewe lamb with remarkable
equanimity.

“1 can see, too, how he came to stand
for the deal, which is the thing that
chiefly puzzled me at the start. He was
not willing that his daughter, for all her
voice and talent, should go openly upon
the stage, but has permitted himself to

" be wheedled into sanctioming this arrange-

ment off here, where her identity was not
likely to be spotted. and she could in-
dulge her stage-struck yearnings under
cover of her cousin’s name.

“Yes, that is all reasonably plain. The
actress is the heiress, and the heiress is
the lady who, in ordinary times twinkles
before the footlights. The little romance
of Muriel is also in evidence, and the
fact, as well, that ‘ Cousin Jov’ has been
using Chegnay to stir up the jealousy of
a certain Captain von Altdorff.

“ But from that time on the strings
arc so inextricably mixed and interwoven
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that it would take a Philadelphia lawyer
or a ‘mystery novelist’ to successfully
straighten them out.

“ Chegnay is kidnaped and carried off.
Why? “Cousin Joy’ also mysteriously
disappears.  Again we ask the reason.
Is there anv connection between the two
incidents, or are they simply coinci-
dences?

“Did the woman leave of her own
free will, or was she, too, constrained by
force? If of her own {ree will, is she
then a party to Chegnay's seizure? Or,
if through force, for what reason—ran-
som, or another motive?

“Oh, I could go on asking questions
from now until doomsday,” he broke off
impatiently, ‘“and still come no nearer
an answer. It all seems like a maze. to
which one can find neither beginning
nor end. . .

“ And. really, T am not particularly
concerned about the girl,” he reflected.
““ Not so much as I should be, perhaps.
But, somehow, I have a feeling that she
is in no particular danger, and will come
out on top all right.

“It is poor Chegnay’s predicament
which worries me, for there is no doubt
that he is gone because he could not help
himself, and Heaven alone knows what
peril he may be facing in this old,
‘ Dark-Ages’ country.

“ Why was he set upon, I wonder? Tt .
couldn’t have been for money, since they
say the family is poor. What, then, was
the motive? An old grudge, or a present
injury? Love, jealousy, fear, or revenge?
I shall have to puzzle out an answer to
that before I can decide who is back of
the affair, and what has become of him.”

Absorbed in - these meditations, the
American had been proceeding steadily
along with his eyes upon the ground
and all his faculties engrossed ; but now
as he came into the shadow of the stately
Stadthaus with the sunset gilding its
Gothic spires, he heard his name spoken,
and, glancing quickly up, found himself
confronted by the frowning visage of
Max Horowitz. ’

“Mein Herr)” said the little hussar
haughtily, ' you are offensive to me!”

Caxton gave him a half comprehend-
Ing stare.

“ Offensive to you? Why don’t vou
keep away from me, then?”
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So, at last, the tale was concluded;
and, with only the briefest pause, Caxton
turned to them for their verdict.

“ It seems to me unquestionable from
all this,” he summed up, * that Chegnay
was overpowered and abducted; but
whither he was taken or to what end are
questions that, I must confess, are still
beyond me. Do either of you know of
any enemy that he had, or of any person
with a strong enough motive. for wishing
him out of the way? In short, of any-
body who would ha\e been likely to do
this thing?”

Muriel and her father gazed at each
other with a common suspicion dawning
in their eves; and then, as though by a
mutual impulse, their lips framed - in
unison the one name:

“Von Altdorft!”

CHAPTER XVIL
+ PLANS AND PURPOSES.

THE three talked over the matter to-
gether for a long time. Both the mil-
lionaire and his daughter felt that it was
not a time for false reserve or half con-
fidences, and they therefore unbosomed
themselves freely to this new friend.

As a result, Caxton could not help but
agree with them that Von Altdorff was
at the bottom of the villainy.

“ But what of the disappearance of
‘ Miss Van Brunt’? " he suddenly asked,
reminded that there were still some. loose
ends to the problem upon which they
were working. ‘“ That we must regard
as a separate incident, I take it, not con-
nected in any way with the Chegnay af-
fair? At least, Von Altdorff had no mo-
tive to spirit her off?”

“ Well, I don’t know,” rejoined Van
Brunt thoughtfully. “ He was the last
person to see her. Ha!” struck by a
sudden suggestion. “ Might it not be
that he has kidnaped her, too, in order
to quiet the apprehension of Chegnay’s
friends by giving color to this elopement
story which has- been so industriously
circulated?”

Caxton started to look incredulous;
but changed his mind, and drew a deep
breath instead.

“ By George, T believe vou are right!”
he burst out excitedly. ‘“I remember
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now that that little reptile of a Horowitz,
when he first repeated the scandal to me,
mentioned something about having got
it from Von Altdorff, or Von Altdorft
being his authority, or something of the
kind.

“Yes, sir,”” starting to his feet and
beginning to pace up and down his cell,
“T'll bet that is just what has been done.
Oh, the crafty, scheming hound! The
cold - blooded scoundrel! To drag a
woman- into his dirty business, and an
American girl at that! If Uncle Sam
doesn’t demand his head for this, and
on refusal blow the whole Austrian em-
pire off the map, I shall feel almost like
renouncing my allegiance.”

Caxton was working himself up into
quite a frenzy, for the idea of an injury
being inflicted upon a woman, and espe-
cially one of his own countrywomen,
roused all his chivalric ire; but Mu-
riel’s voice, cold and clear, broke in upon
his outburst.

“I don't think there is any necessity
for you to get so excited, Mr. Caxton,”
she said; *for, if matters are as vou
suspect, I fancy my cousin is much less
worried than you. It would simply
mean that Captain von Altdorff would
have to marry her at the end of her im-
prisonment ; and, since that is what she
has been angling for ever since she came
to Vienna, nothing would suit her better.

“I am not harsh or heartless,” she
averred, answering the glances of re-
proach which both of them cast toward
her; ‘“ but I know my cousin as only one
woman can know another, and I am not
in the least degree alarmed about her.
She is amply able to take care of herself,
it is reasonably sure that no accident has
befallen her, and if she has stumbled into
Von Altdorff’s clutches, I say again that
it is Just where she would wish to be,
and that she wouldn’t thank any one who
attempted to rescue her. .

‘It seems to me that we would much
better devote our time to devising some
plan whereby to help Laszlo.” Her
voice softened, and her face lost the
asperity it had assumed when speaking
of her cousin. ‘‘ His peril, as we know,
is a very real one; for there is no telling
to what lengths Von Altdorff’s hatred
may not carry him. And every moment
may count now in his need for succor.
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‘“Oh, is there nothing that we can
do?’ She lost control of herself for a
moment, and began wringing her hands.
“We must do something! Something
right away!"”

She raised her eves in tearful appeal
to Caxton; and he, feeling a lump of
pity rise in his throat, kicked savagely
at the door of his cell in order to relieve
his feelings. .

‘“There is, of course, nothing that I
can do, Miss Van Brunt,” he said husk-
ily, “ caged up here as I am by my own
foolishness ; but even if I were free, I
don’t see that I could do any more just
at present. We can't go to Von Alt-
dorff and charge him with this thing on
mere suspicion, don’t you know ; we can’t
even have him get onto the fact that we
suspect. He is a deep one. and we must
be just as deep to catch him.

“No,” he went on; ‘it strikes me
that, at present, our only play is to lay
low until we find out definitely where
he has Chegnay confined, and what his
intentions are concerning him. And, un-
less the chap gets frightened, that ought
to be no very difhcult task; for he will
almost certainly visit his prisoner from
time to time. _Of course, skilled detec-
tives should be employed to shadow him
every moment ; but I have no doubt that
yvour father will attend to that.”

“You bet I will.” Mr. Van Brunt
nodded a hearty assurance to his daugh-
ter. ‘“ The best that money can procure
shall be at your disposal. And now,
dawtie "—throwing an arm about her
shoulder—* don’t you think we had Det-
ter be going? This has been a long and
trying interview for you; so let us thank
Mr. Caxton for his kindness and—

“ Er—Dby the wayv. my dear boy.” inter-
rupting himself with a considerable-show
of compunction, ‘“how about vour own
plight? We have been terribly thought-
less, running on here concerning our own
troubles, and paving no attention to the
hobble in which you are placed. You
must have bail at once, of course.  Just
wait until I can get the little girl here
safe home, and I will be back at once to
arrange about it.”

“No.” Caxton stayed him with a
gesture. ‘‘ It would do you no good to
come back. As it happens, I am in on
a non-bailable charge.”

THE ARGOSY.

“ Non-bailable? You don’'t mean to.-
tell me that you injured vour man to
-that extent?” :

“Only in his feelings and the seat of
his trousers,” the New Yorker smiled
ruefully; “ but that, it seems, is a griev-
ous transgression over here.” I have
lifted my impious hand against one of
the bulwarks of the empire.”

“ But this is ridiculous, unbelievable!”
sputtered the millionaire. “ The idea of
holding a man without bail on such
grounds! I’ll bet there is an attempt at
graft in it. Have you seen counsel yet,
my boy?"

“Oh, yes. I've had a couple of law-
yers here, and the secretary of legation.
and I don’t know who all; and, as near
as I can find out, the thing is regular
enough. They tell me I can’t hope to
get out under six weeks, anyhow; and.
indeed, that I'll be lucky if I don’t get
a year or so in one of their jolly old for-
tresses.” _

By this time, Mr. Van Brunt was
worked up almost to the explosion point,
and Muriel, all her compassion stirred,
was eagerly beseeching him to intervenec.

“You won't let them do that, papa?”
she entreated. “ You'll find some way
of keeping Mr. Caxton from going to a
fortress, won’t vou?" ’

“You bet I will! Six weeks here, and
send him to a fortress, indeed! Why, I
never heard such poppycock in all my
life!

“What time is it? 7 snapping open his
watch. “ That makes no difference,
though. T'll see the minister of public
justice before he’s an hour older, if I
have to drag him out of bed. Come on,
Muriel ; we have no time to waste.
Peter Caxton’s boy staying here six
weeks, and then going to an Austrian
fortress, for slapping over a little,
puffed up. epauleted toad! Not if the
court knows itself. Come on, my dear;
we've got to be stirring our stumps, and
get him out this very night. Why, they
couldn’t have tried to do much worse to
him if he had gone up and pulled the
whiskers of old -Franz Josef himself!”

The little man was in a perfect
““sweat” now to be off; but Caxton,
naturally anxious though he was to be
released, still detained the pair to add
a word of farewell to Muriel.
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“Don’t permit yourself to get wor-
ried now, Miss Van Brunt,” he urged.
“ It looks a shade ticklish for Chegnay,
we'll all have to admit; but there's a
good deal gained in knowing that we
are on the right track, and whether I get
out to help in the work or not, I am
very sure that he'll be found.

“ Just you keep up your courage and
feel, as I do, that everything is going to
come out all right. Remember that I
told you, this afternoon, not to doubt,
and I've proven to you that I was not

mistaken. Well, now I say to you with
just as much certainty: Do not be
afraid!”

CHAPTER XVII.
CAXTON’S RASH PROMISE.

NEITHER Mr. Van Brunt nor the pris-
oner himself had -any real doubt that,
with the powerful influence of the great
financier exerted in his behalf, Caxton
would speedily be free; but they had
failed to take into account the leisurely
processes of a Highly formal and bureau-
cratic government.

The minister of justice did indeed de-
scend in dressing-gown and slippers in

response to the copper king’s imperative

demand to see him; but, although he
was all deprecation and regret, he could
not be brought to-the point of issuing
an order for the American’s release.

“If it were a murder, now, or a bur-
glary, or a matter of that sort,” he ob-
served, tapping his fingers on the table,
‘“something might be done; but this, you
must understand, mein Herr, is a grave
dereliction. It will have to take the
regular course, I am afraid, although I
think that I can safely promise you no
stringent penalty will be inflicted upon
your young friend. And, of course, we
will do all in our power to expedite the
process of justice.”

“ Er—yes—hum,” commented Cyrus,
realizing at last that this was the best
he could get. “ And how much longer
would you say, then, that the poor boy
will have to stay in jail?”

“ Oh, not more than a few days. Or-
dinarily it would take six weeks or more
before a hearing could be arranged, but
under the circumstances I think that we
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can hasten that up quite a deal. Or,
indeed, we may possibly—only possibly,
mind—discover a way to permit of bail,
which would let him out even sooner.
Trust to me, Mr. Van Brunt, I will
exert every energy in his behalf.”

Perhaps he did, for really every one
about the ministry seemed awestruck at
the speed with which the case was ac-
celerated. But to the Americans watch-
ing the process, it all seemed wofully
slow and cumbersome, and Van Brunt,
before the arbitrament was finished, de-
clared witheringly that enough red tape
had been used to carpet a road forty feet
wide from Portland, Maine, to Portland,
Oregon.

He spent half his time gyrating be-
tween the American embassy and the cab-
inet offices, but although he fumed and
fretted, besieged and even tried to bribe
high officials, stormed, protested, actually
carried his complaint, against all prece-
dent, to the Kaiser himself, the case still
stretched to a weary length.

Papers went from one clerk, and from
one bureau, to another, to be signed, coun-
tersigned, ziséd and indorsed, and this all
consumed time, until at last the * few
days " so blandly promised by the min-
ister had extended themselves into pretty
near a month.

Meanwhile, the captive was bearing his
fate with more resignation than might
have been expected of him.

“It is not just exactly the way I
planned to speiid my vacation on the
‘beautiful, blue Danube,’” he would
say philosophically, ““ but there are com-
pensations. If this had not happened I
would never have known how deliciously,
picturesquely profane Mr. Van Brunt
can be over the pig-headedness of these
foreigners, nor would I have had the
pleasure of these daily visits from Miss
Van Brunt. The only thing I can really
regret is that I am shut off from taking
an active part in the search for poor
Chegnay.” :

And, indeed, he did get along surpris-
ingly well, for although the confinement
naturally chafed on one of his stirring
temperament, he found plenty to occupy
his time.

There were the reports of the detect-
ives shadowing Von Altdorff to be gone
over, for one thing, and new suggestions
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“ Now, dis here buildin’ is de¢ home of
a company wot protects de savin's of de
widows an’ orphans. De Governor of
de State has said dey was sompin’ wrong
'bout de management; but de Governor
wuz playin' to de gallery—an’ not’in’
ain’t been done ’'bout it, dey say.”

On another occasion a well - known
figure in the financial world whizzed by
in an automobile, and the boy quickly
attracted the old gentleman’s attention
to him.

“‘That guy's bubble looks like it wuz
goin’ faster dan de law allows—but dat’s
a mistake — it ain’t — and, ’sides, de
‘thorities feel sorry for him an’ don’t
want to fine him—he’s just lost a million
dollars playin’ de stocks in Wall Street.”

“ And how do you know all this. my
boy?” finally exclaimed the old gentle-
man.

Joe looked up at him with a natural,
wondering expression.

“ Ain’t ye got to know all ye kin?

Don’t it all help ve to be a big bloke—'

ain't ye got to keep yer cyes open? An’
askin’ questions—an’ listenin’ w’en de
guy dat’s talkin’ don’t pay no 'tention?
Say, mister, who wuz de biggest bloke
wot ever lived?"”

It was rather a poser for the old gen-
tleman ; but, after a moment’s considera-
tion, and with the benevolent spirit
which had prompted him to pay the
boy’s fare, he entered into a short dis-
sertation on the great characters of his-
tory. He was a well-informed man, and
the boy's eager mind drank in every
word with surprising interest.

At last Joe's friend reached the street
where he desired to alight, and, thank-
ing the boy for the valuable information
he had given him, took his leave.

Joe's eyes followed the portly figure
\as the old gentleman became lost to sight
in the hurrying crowd. The boy then
surreptitiously took from his pocket a
large fifty-cent piece and gazed at it a
moment.

“An’ I made him pay me fare,” he

soliloquized. ““ Wid dis shiner in me
pocket all de time.”
" The figure of the teacher he had re-
cently left rose before him, standing be-
side the old gentleman who had just
befriended him, and the youngster shook
his head in puzzled doubt.

THE ARGOSY.

“I wonder if wot dey bot’
true? " he mused.

Down the avenue the car sped on; and
when it had reached the end of the line,
Joe alighted and sought a bench in the
little park which marked the city’s limits.

Before him stretched the waters of a
great harbor, its shore lined by wharves,
over some of which were huge signs tell-
ing of the destinations of the boats which
sailed from them. _

One sign especially attracted the boy’s
attention, as it always did—the sign of
the Mecca of all pleasure-seekers in this
great city. But even its allurements did
not dispel the thoughts which crowded
into the brain of this urchin of the
streets, wise far beyond his years, but
ignorant until recently of the knowledge
which the streets do not bring.

“It’'s too much for me,” he muttered
at last, and then his bright eyes began

say is

‘to take in the things about him.

II.

JoHN STUART was rather an imagina-
tive young man; and it was often his
unconfessed pleasure to sit on one of
the benches of the park which faced his
office, and speculate as to the thoughts
and aims of those poor forlorn persons
who, for hours each day, would sit there
in the sun, or perhaps rain, mth scarce-
ly a movement.

Nor was it all imagination Wthh wove
the stories concerning them that his
brain would conjure up, for Stuart had
not always been as prosperous as he was
this Saturday afternoon when he stepped

from the door of the great building.

Toward the park he took his way, and
sought a bench Wwhere the sun was not
quite so hot and where the breeze seemed
to penetrate.

As he seated himself, the other occu-
pant of the bench, a boy of about twelve,
looked up at him, and Stuart returned
the glance with- interest.

He was prone to like or dislike a coun-
tenance at first sight, and Joe's intelli-
gent eyes at once aroused his curiosity.

“ Fine day, my boy,” he remarRRd.
“You ought to be playing baseball or

‘something like that.”

“T got fifty cents,”

observed Joe, with
amazing irrelevance.
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““So have I,” replied Stuart.

But the answer seemed to displease
the boy, for he was quick to resent sar-
casm; and, with a comprehensive look
from the other’s feet to his head, he
turned away, and again was lost in a
contemplation of the huge and attractive
sign telling of the delicious destination
of the boat, due to sail in a short time.

The: boy’s reception of his tactless re-
mark was just the thing to interest the
young man, and he again sought to open
a conversation.

“But I want to spend mine,” he said.
* Let’s have some—some—peanuts.”

Again Joe looked at Stuart with a dis-
dainful glance.

‘“ Say, mister, wot cher t'ink I am—a
beggar? ”

“Of course not, my boy—only can't
one gentleman treat another? What is
your name? "

“Me name’s Joe,” replied the young-
ster firmly, ‘“an’ let me tell ver dat if
yer want ter talk ter me, it ain’t no use
ter jolly. I'm wise—see? "

Stuart was really interested now, and
he was learning a lesson which his pre-
vious experiences had not taught him; he
intended to profit by it, too.

“ All right, Joe. we understand each
other. You say you've got fifty cents—
perhaps you'll treat me to some lemonade,
which I see they sell over there, and after
that I'll suggest that. we do something at
my expense which will cost just as much.
How about it?”

“T don’t want no lemonade.” said Joe.

There was silence for a few moments,
and finally the boy, with something of
the manner one would expect in 6ne of
his years, turned to Stuart.

“Did you go to college?” he asked.

“Yes,” replied the voung man in sur-
prise. ‘“ Why?”

“IWot wuz de biggest bloke vou ever
heard of? "

As the old gentleman in the car had
been puzzled for an answer, so now this
young man was equally at a loss for an
immediate reply. For a few moments he
sparred for time, with.the boy’s bright
eyes upon him .all the while, but at last
he was forced to go into detail and men-
tion the different names which “were by-
words in history.

But Stuart was neither learned nor re-
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ligious, and he soon sought to change the
drift of the conversation, his interest
having in no way abated, however.

“Say, Joe,” he said at last, “I like
vou, and think it would be great sport to
take a sail on that boat. I—I've got
morey enough for us both—if it costs
more than your fifty cents for your part.
Come on.” _

“ T'll come.” replicd the boy eagerly—
and then added shrewdly, ““if I kin keep
me fifty cents.”

“ All right, come along.”

The big boat was not crowded, and
Stuart and Joe found places where they
were practically alone. The lively music
of the band seemed to get into the boy’s
blood, and it was with apparent willing-
ness that he left the serious subjects they
had been discussing. He became for the
first time that day a youngster alive to
the pleasures about him.

In this mood Stuart knew how to enter-
tain him, and entertain him he did with
all the stories in his repcrtoire.

The boy seemed to be thoroughly fa-
miliar with such historic characters as
Jesse  James, the highwayman, Old
Sleuth, the detective, and was perfectly
willing to hear new and imaginative ac-
counts of their doings.

The trip to the pleasure resort was all
too short for them both, for Stuart really
felt the consciousness that he was giving
this lad a day of real enjoyment. But
the greatest heights were reached when
the pair landed at the boat’s destination
and began a round of the wonderful
shows installed there for the delectation
of visitors.

Nor was Stuart backward about spend-
ing his money. The two of them raced
around the tan-bark arena on tired
ponies; had the delicious sensation of
‘“shooting the ‘chutes”; were thrown
against each .other in “ bumping the
bumps ”’; and, in fact, tried everything
that seemed to offer the least prospect of
pleasure.  Finally they were both so ex-
hausted that Stuart’s tentative suggestion
that they return to the city was readily
accepted by the boy.

But their last visit to one of the gaudy
booths brought seriousness to Joe again.

For some reason he was attracted by a
fortune-teller’s sign, and asked his com-
panion if they might try the skill of the
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quiet and hide his movements. His
curses were so constant, and his breath-
ing so heavy, I could tell where he was
as well almost as though I could see
him.

I kept striking out, sometimes hitting
him and sometimes not, and never stood
in the same spot more than a second.
I could hear him grunt as he made ter-
rific lunges at where he supposed me
to be, and at last he grew more careful,

As his care increased, so did my dan-
ger. He now seemed to be adopting my
own tactics. And I had greater difficulty
in finding him.

Then there was a sudden lunge, an
exultant cry from him, and I felt the
knife jab into my shoulder.

The pain, and the knowledge that my
life was in such danger, maddened me,
and drove all the caution I had from me.
Unmindful of what the consequences
might be, I leaped forward with Dboth
hands outstretched before me. and by
good luck clutched him at the throat.
He struggled, and I felt the knife again
in my arm. :

Driven now to a desperation I had
never felt before, I put all the strength
I had into my hands and pressed my
thumbs against his windpipe. There was
a choking, gasping sound. He wriggled
in my clutch, but I had him firm, and
he seemed to have no more fight in him.
Then I heard the knife drop on the floor.

“ Mercy, scior!”
gurgling sound. “ Do not kill me.”

‘“ Mercy—to vou!” I cried, shaking
him like a rat. * You were showing me
mercy when you were about to murder
me in my sleep. And you dare beg for
mercy? " ’

“No, seidor—nol” he said. ‘I was
but going to cut open your shirt. You
have the money from Don Manuel’s
bank.” '

“ But it isn’t vour money.” I retorted.

“It is nobody’s. Don Manuel is
dead.”

“It is his daughter’s, and she shall
have it,” I told him. *“TI'll soon put
vou where you won't need money.”

Even as I spoke I could feel his throat
stiffening, and he began to sink. With
a terrific grasp, T gave him the last clutch
and hurled his body from me.

I heard him fall with a groan.

9 A

he gasped with a -
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I hurried and lit my bull's-eye lantern
to have a look at him. His face was
somewhat familiar. He was one of Pe-
dro's gang. If Pedro was captured, this
fellow would take the money for him-
self. I looked at him again. It was the
fellow [ had seen rifling Pedro’s chest.

“So,” I said, *“ it seems that those who
said there was honor among thieves were
mistaken. Well, he is still breathing.
I have no wish to commit murder, so
out of here I go.”

Making sure that my revolver was
loaded, 1 shut off my light with the
slide, without putting out the flame, and
went outside.

At first I wished I had a horse, but
reflection told me that even if I had
[ would be no better off. A horse could
not take me far enough to get out of
the danger zone, unless he took me too
far away for me to be of any assistance
to the others I wished to find and help.

I knew the land was level on the plan-
tation, and started off across the fields,
keeping my lantern and revolver ready
for instant action. But nothing inter-
fered with my progress.

I walked on and on, until I struck
some woods. I could not expect to make
my way through these without a light,
so I risked using the lantern. After go-
ing in a crooked, winding path through
these woods, I heard the ripple of a
little stream and halted.

Here was as good a hiding-place as
any I knew of. I knew a dry, grassy

. plot near the stream, and fixing my lan-

tern on a stick, to throw the light on
me, I took oft my jacket and shirt to
bathe my wounds.

These, though not dangerous, as I
knew, were becoming painful. My arm
was growing stiff.

[ felt better, though, after laving the
wounds with the cool, clear water of the
stream, and then, tearing off a strip
from my shirt, I bandaged my arm as
well as I could.

The wound in my shoulder I could
not handle so easily, and, in fact, it did
not need it. The knife had struck a
glancing blow there, whereas it had gone
almost entirely through my arm.

‘I'he bleeding having been stopped to
a great extent, I sat down, feeling weak
and exhausted.
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“That,” she answered, ‘’is more
chance than anything else, but a very
fortunate chance it is.”

“What's this? Fraser conscious?”
came the voice of Balover, and his boy-
ish face was soon bending over me.

“Sure, an’ I hear talkin’,” said the
voice of Mary O’Donnell, and the cour-
ageous Irish girl joined the other two.

“Am I delirious?” I asked. ‘“Is this
all a dream? Now bring Isobel Fernan-
dez, and you'll be complete.”

“T1 wish we could,” said Balover. .“I

only wish Isobel was with us in this saie

retreat. But the poor glrl is on her way
to Spain now.’

“Well, then,” I replied, trying to de-
cide whether it was my own voice I heard
or a dream voice, it sounded so queer, ** if
it will do you any good to know it, Isobel
Fernandez is no more on the way to Spain
than you or I.”

“What? Did the old don relent after
all? Did the Cristobel sail without
her?”

“The old don didn't relent and. so far
as I know, the Cristobel hasn’t sanled
And the old don is dead.”

“Dead!” cried Kate Arnold.
uncle dead?”

They drew camp-stools near- my cot
and listened with staring eves as [ re-
lated all that had befallen me. and all I
had learned in Santa Rosa about Don
Manuel and Isobel.

Balover was the most affected.

““My poor girl—my Isobel!” he mur-

“ -\Iy

mured as he paced the narrow limits of

the tent. ““ Alone with
must go to her.”

“ But you will be shot!”
Kate.

“Then—TI'll be shot, that’s all said
Balover. ‘T was afraid of a bullet when
[ thought I was to meet Isobel, but now
I'll risk anything to go to her.”

“ But didn't you listen to me?” I
asked, almost in anger. “ Didn't I tell
you she had gone? [Either run away her-
self or been captured by somebody and
carried off?”

“ 1 don’t believe anybody would try to
harm Isobel,” said Balover. ‘She was
always good to the poor. Nobody would
or could have a grudge against Isobel.
She may have gone away to escape the
ship to Spain, but when she hears that

her dead! I

exclaimed
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her father has-been taken home dead she
will return. I shall find her at home.”

Mary said nothing. ‘T'his was a cir-
cumstance in which she could not advise.

“I'm off,” went on Balover. “1 can’t
wait another minute. I'll take care of
myself. never fear. I'll bid your father
adieu and thank him, Mary, for all he has
done.”

“Sure, he'll call ye foolish for goin',”
said Mary.

‘“What was that Balover said?” I
asked wonderingly, as Balover went out,
“ Mary’s father? What does that mean?
I never heard of Mary’s father being here.
Anyway, I don’t know where ‘here is.”

“ Do ye remember the time I asked ye
where was the source of the Rio Rico?”
asked Mary.

“Yes. You told me that one saw his
sweetheart there.”
“ Well, now alanna! Ain’t ye lookin’

straight into the eves o' Kate Arnold?”

“ Mary!” cried Kate in reproach,

Her face became suffused with blushes.

' Sure, it’s onlyv a joke I'm after gettin”
off. miss.  But true it is for me.”

Kaie laughed at this.

“ How many of the expedition are your
lovers, Mary? "

* All of thim,” said Mary with a laugh.
“There’s luck in havin’ plenty. You're
beholden to none.”

* But quench my curiosity, somehow,”
[ insisted. * Why is Mary’s father here,
and what place is jt2”

“Well, it's two places,” replied Kate
' Ostensibly it is the camp of the Ura-
para Mining Company, operating under
a concession.  As a matter of fact. it is
just as much the headquarters, of a force
of filibusters who make a living stirring
up strife and having revolutions in such
countries of South America as are in a
state of unrest, as most of them are all the
time.

“ Mary's father. I believe, has nothing
to do with the filibustering part, but is
the boss of the mining operations. He
has very little liking for the natives. and
no ob)ectlon \\hatsoever to anybody get-
ting up a revolution who wants to do so.
He savs that things are so bad now that
no revolution can make them anv worse,
with just a little possibility of i'mprove-
ment.”
~'“And is there an army encamped so
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advantage of the unfortunate sityation
we were all in.

“TI wonder,” I said one day, as Kate
and I were strolling along by the river-
side, ‘“where Balover is. I hope he
hasn't got himself in any more trouble.”

“I don’t know,” she answered dubious-
ly. I felt when he went away that it
was not for the best, But, then—what
could one say? I could not attempt to
dissuade him from going to the ‘girl he
loved. I'm sure I would not think much
of a man who professed to love me who
would not risk something to come to me
if he thought I was in trouble.”

“Wouldn’t you?” I asked.
would—

I almost had said it—had almost de-
clared myself, when I had resolved not
to do so until we were in safety, when
she clutched my arm and pointed to some
bushes not far away.

“Look there,” she whispered. “I
am sure I saw a man skulk behind those
bushes.”

“ Are you sure®” I asked,
revolver from my pocke

“ Certain. . But give him a chance be-
fore vou <hoot.”

‘ \es, and let him shoot us first?
have him out of there.”

I was just leveling the revolver to fire
into the clump of-brush when a dark
face showed above the branches.

“ Don’t shoot!” he called out,
up his hands to show that he
weapon. ‘I come as a friend
friend of yours.”

A messenger from Balover,” I said
to Kate, lowering the weapon. *‘ He's
in trouble. sure as blazes. Come here,
then, and give vour message.”

The fellow advanced, hat
He looked weak and hungry.

“ Senor and seiiorita,” he began, bow-
ing particularly to Kate, * I have had a
terrible time finding vou. I suppose, of
course. I speak to the American medico,
Senor Fraser?"”

“Yes, [ am Dr. Fraser,” I answered.
“This is Miss Arnold.”

“ Good. Well, I have been two days
and nights :earchmrr the hills. Sefior
Balmer had no chance to tell me just
where vou were, and T did not know. I
dared not ask, or I would have been
sent back to prison.”

w
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”

“Prison.” I cried. “Is Balover in
prison? "

““He is, seior,” said the messenger.
““And, if the reports are true, they in-
tend to shoot him. But of that I have
no proof. We have little opportunity
to speak to one another in the prison at
Santa Rosa. But Sefior Balover man-
aged to write a letter. He couldn't
escape Dbecause he is in an underground
dungeon from which there is no outlet.

‘““He called to me one day as I was
walking over an iron grating that lets
light into his cell. He knew I was a
prisoner. The keepers wear a sort of
uniform.  Well, seiior, he handed me
this letter, and asked me to see that it
was carried to you in Seiior O'Donnell’s
camp. ‘Then a keeper came along, and
we could talk no more.

‘It just happened that I had plotted
to escape that night, and I did. But I
did not see Sefior Balever again. I had
to scarch for yvou, and now I am pleased
to find vou and deliver the letter.”

“You must be half famished,” I said.
“ Go right on till you find a little en-
campment with two or three tents and a
few log houses. Ask for Mr. O’Don-
Tell him we sent you for a‘square
meal. He'll give it to you.”

I also gave him a coin.

“ Thank vou, seiior,” he said, bowing
again as he started toward the camp.

“Sit down here,” I told Kate, finding
a favorite seat of ours near the river-
bank. ‘ Let's see what poor Balover
has to say.”

I opened the letter and read it aloud:

“ Ny DEAR I'RASER:

*“1 shall probably never see you,
Aiss Arnold, or Isobel again, so take
this method of bidding you all farewell.
And I thank you for trying to help me
when I needed help. It wasn’t your
fault that vou ran away with the wrong
girl. T should have told you Kate
Arnold was visiting Isobel, but I had
no idea she was to start. for Buenos
Avres the same night that Tsobel was
to start for Spain.

“1 regret now that I asked you to
take the risk, for you and Kate are in
trouble and danger, and Isobel and I are
worse off than if we had kept still and
she had gone on to Spain. It must be
easier to get out of a convent in Spain
than it is from this dungeon.
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My mind was befogged; I was weak,
and my steps irregular and uncertain.
I staggered along till 1 came to a small
café. This I entered and called for a
drink of brandy. If I could find a native
surgeon, I knew he would. help me and
keep my identity a secret.

While I .sat at a table sipping the
cognac, a man entered. He glanced
around. evidently seeking a place to sit:
and finding my table in use only by my-
self, he sat down there.

“Pardon. By your leave. scior.” he
said.

There was something about his voice
that was familiar. I looked at him
carefully. He was well dressed, but the
dark face was one I knew. )

It was the man who had worked for
me, and from whom I had taken the
clothes to disguise me when I drove Don
Manuel’s carriage to the old ruin.

I dared not address him as an ac-
quaintance. ‘I'flere was no doubt in my
own mind, having seen what he used to
wear and the expensive way he was
dréssed now, that he had stabbed and
robbed Henrique and laid the blame on
me. He did not want much, just a
drink ; and, having drained the glass, he
walked out.

I finished my cognac and asked the
proprietor where I could find a surgeon.

He told me, and I started oft.

No sooner had I reached the street
than heavy hands were laid on me.
“You are wanted.” said a

“You are a prisoner.”

“Unhand me!” I cried. “T am an
American citizen.” '

“You are, indeed,” said my captor
with a sneer. ““You are one who robs
a banker, runs away with young women,
and stabs an innkeeper. Here. you,
José, follow up close, and stick him with
a bavonet if he lags behind.”

I saw that I was in the power of a
number of soldiers, and was too weak to
make any attempt to fight.

“To the alcalde”” said the leader.
“This will please him much.”

I had never spoken to the alcalde of
Santa Rosa, and had no idea what sort
of man he was. I had seen him, driving
about in a fine carriage; but, beyond the
fact that he was rich and powerful, I
knew nothing about him.

voice.
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I felt myself growing weaker, after
the stimulating effects of thef cognac had
worn oft; and Ly the time we reached
the house of the alcalde 1 could scarcely
stand, and my wounds were still un-
cared for.

At the door a few words from the
leader among my captors gained us ad-
mission. We were taken at once to a
spacious library, where the alcaldc — a
stern, sour-faced man—sat reading.

When he saw soldiers entering with a
prisoner he faced them.

“What is this?” he demanded an-
grily.  * You disturb me in my hours of
retirement? Who is this man? Why
did you not lock him up till to-morrow?”

“ Excellency.” said the leader, “ we
are but obeying orders. Do vou not re-
member that we were to bring him to
yvou at once when he was caught, if he
was caught alive?”

“What? Who is this?”

““I'he American who has played so
many tricks, vour excellency. He ran
away with the niece of Don Manuel
Fernandez, and then obtained a large
amount of money from Don Manuel’s
bank and disappeared.”

“Ah! I remember. So. instead of a
professional gentleman, you are a thief,”
said the alcalde, eying me coldly.

“T am not a thief,” I answered. “ The
money was taken from the bank on' an
order from Don Manuel himself to get
him free from some mountain robbers
who had him in their clutches. When
I returned there was nobody in their
stronghold. The soldiers had been there,
and they had captured some of the rob-
Lers and set Don Manuel free.

“I had the money—that is true. I
returned to Santa Rosa, intending to give
the money to the bank. I learned that
Pinero had gone with the funds. and the
bank was closed. I also heard that Don
Manuel was dead.

*The money then belonged to Don
Manuel's daughter, and 1 did not know
where to find her.”

The alcalde looked at me sharply, and
in no friendly way.

“You tell a story that sounds well,
but I do not believe you. If you do not
know where the seiforita is, who does?”

“TI don’t know. I never saw Isobel
Fernandez in my life.”
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“You stabbed and robbed Henrique,
the innkeeper.”

“T did not.”

“You ran away with the niece of Don
Manuel.”

“ T fancied it was Isobel. and I thought
I was driving her to meet her sweet-

heart.”

A heavy look came on the alcalde’s .

face.
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“ Where is Don Manuel’s gold now? "

“ It was stolen .from me this evening.
I am wounded—the robber drove a knife
into me twice.”

* Lies—all lies. I do not believe your
countrymen. I do not Dbelieve you.
Take him to the Santa Rosa prison. We
will deal with his case to-morrow.”

And without further ceremony I was
dragged away.

(To be continued.)

CARRIED

By F. K.

BEYOND.

SCRIBNER.

The trifling misadventure with a satchel that threatened disaster to an important

business deal, capped by an encounter in the woods as the finishing touch.

“D:\\'ISON," said the senjor part-

ner, ‘it is up to you to take
those plans and specifications up the
river; I would go myself, but an impor-
tant engagement puts that out of the
question.”

“But I thought—>Mr. Dawson was—"
I ventured.

“ Mr. Dawson has just phoned down,.
or, rather, his wife phoned, that he fell
over something hefore breakfast, and is
laid up with a sprained ankle. This is
too important an aftfair to trust to any
one besides ourselves; as Dawson and I
are out of it, it's up to vou.”

I had been for eight vears with the
‘firm of Bridwell & Dawson, architects,
when Fortune smiled and I was admitted
to partnership as junior member. This
had occurred only two weeks. before the
conversation given above; and for that
reason it was, as Mr. Bridwell put it, up
to me to take the drawings up the
Hudson.

And the entire staff had been at work
upon those drawings for a good month
back, under Mr. Dawson's generalship.
There was a big contract coming to some
one of the various architects in the
metropolis, and we proposed to be in the
running.

Some months before, there had ap-
peared out of the West a personage with
a bank-account as long as the Erie Canal
and an ambition not to hide his light
under a bushel. He had rented a place

forty miles up the Hudson, looked over
the ground at his leisure, and then in-
vested in acres of meadow, hill, and
forest, which should form an immense
park; a-setting Dbefitting the modern
palace which he proposed to erect in the
midst of it.

And the plans upon which we had
been working for-weeks were to Le sub-
mitted that afternoon, with probably a
score of others from rival architects, to
the critical eyve of the man who would
not permit a few hundred thousand to
stand in the way of his latest ambition.

‘T'hat was the situation in a nutshell ;
the labor on which we pinned our hopes
was finished and resting in the big safe
behind Mr. Bridwell, and it was up to
me to carry the bulky package to Maple-
wood and return either a victor or among
the vanquished.

“T wish,” 1 ventured a trifle nervous-
Iv. “that Mr. Dawson could handle this
affair : vou see. he understands just how
to put up the best explanations and—"

My companion was polishing his eye-
glasses vigorously, for perhaps he, too,
was a little nervous.

“ But Dawson is out of it, and, after
all. I don’t fancy the explaining will cut
so much figure. I understand this- Far-
rington- knows his own mind, and it’s the
drawings and specifications he’ll look at.
They’ll speak for themselves, and per-
haps the less said the better. I'm told
he is a bluff. hearty chap; and if he does
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possessing little nerve. judging probably
from my inane remark about being in a
hurry.

This aroused me to action and [ did
what was doubtless a decidedly foolish
thing under the circumstances. 1 grabbed
the reins and whip from the boyv's hands.
velled to the horse. and brought the lash
smartly down upon its back.

The beast plunged and strained at the
lines. but the man ahead held on firmly,
though I Delieve he was dragged a dozen
feet or more. At the same moment his
companion grabbed me by the leg and,
despite my struggles. pulled me roughly
from the seat into the road, the robe and
satchel sliding after me.

Fortunately, I was not hurt, and was up
in a minute, only to be seized by the col-
lar in a grasp 1 realized there was no
shaking off.

“ Plaved funny, didn’t vou?” laughed
my captor harshly.

And then the thing happened, which,
had it occurred before the fellow seized
my leg, might have saved the situation.
The horse, a high-strung animal, jerked
its head loose from the clinging fingers;
the man went backward into the ditch.
and beast and buckboard——the frightened
boy clinging to the seat—dashed up the
hill.

A volley of oaths followed them. but.
as the man crawled out of the ditch and
limped toward us, his companion gave
me a sudden twist,

“ Let 'em go. Bill
pinch the nag. and the boy hadn’t a
nickel in his jeans: we've got what we
wanted Aere,” said he triumphantly.

Then, when the other had taken a po-
sition which must cut off retreat if I
tried to run, he let go my collar.

“ Shell out, and be quick about it
he commanded savagely.

“There was nothing else to do. for I
preferred that to having them go through
me.

I handed over my watch, a handful of
change, and my wallet. containing in
the neighborhood of fifty dollars. Per-
haps I should not have given up these
things so readily had it not been for the
bag ]\m« under the robe by the side of
the road 1 hoped. ha\m-* received my
valuables, the fellows would be satisfied.

But myv experience with gentlemen of

We don't want to
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their kidney was limited. The man to
whom I handed the articles looked them
over and dropped them in his pocket,
then nodded to his companion.

“ Go through him. Bill. there may be
another wad on him; and [ reckon there’s
a scarf-pin and such trinkets lving loose
somewhere,” said he shortly.

Before T could remonstrate he grabbed
me from Dbehind and held on while the
other followed out his suggestion.
The letters and papers I carried in my
pocket thev tossed into the ditch: even
a small knife and a couple of lead pen-
cils went to make a part of their plunder.

When the fellow let go I backed off,
biting my lip to keep back the words

which might have got me into more
trouble. My foot touched the robe and

a sudden resolve possessed me.

I realized they would not leave it lying
in the road and must discover the satchel ;
that they would appropriate the latter
was now a certainty. Possibly, having
examined its contents, they might throw
the whole after my other papers, but I
was not certain. ‘T'he thought that they
might carry away bag and plans filled
me with desperation. 1 resolved to take
a chance. no matter what happened.

And, unsuspecting, thev furnished me
the opportunity. It was “ Dave” who
issued the command:

“Get out of that coat;
can make use of it!”

[t was my overcoat they wanted, and
just then I was perfectly willing to
dispense with the article in (uestion.
When one contemplates sprinting down
a lonely country road with two deter-
mined tramps in pursuit a heavy winter
overcoat is a hindrance.

I did not move quickly enough, and
the command was repeated, this time
with a savage snarl. .

“Shed the coat! Do vou think
can stand around here all night?”

I unbuttoned the garment and slipped
off one sleeve: then I pretended some-
thing had stuck and the other sleeve
would not slide oft easily. T went through
various contortions, and they watched
me. unsuspecting.

Suddenly, T bent down and slipped
my arm from the sleeve, and, as I felt
myself frec of the coat, made a quick
dive. hurled aside the robe, and caught

T guess we

we
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up the bag. Another instant and I was
sprinting down the road, teeth tightly
clenched, my heart pounding like a trip-
hammer.

I fancy the pair of highway robbers
were the most surprised men in Woest-
chester County. I had covered a dozen
vards before they realized there had been
a shift in the program.

I heard a shout behind, the clatter of
feet, and knew they were after me.

Looking back at it, I do not re-

“member feeling any serious doubts as to
the outcome of the race along the lonely
highwayv. I had a fair start, and it was
no great trick to outdistance the lumber-
ing tramps following in my wake. But
I remember that the thought flashed
through my mind that I was running the
wrong way—awayv from Maplewood.

For a quarter of a mile or so the road
was straight, and bevond a rather sharp
turn: we were racing toward it. the
tramps losing gradually, when suddenly
something happened. Around the turn
ahead rushed a pair of glaring eyes, and
the thrum, thrum of a speeding auto-
mobile came to me through the night.

Blinded, I swerved to the side of the
road ; there was a rush of air, a medley
of voices, and, turning to look behind, I
saw the red and green of the rear lights
of the machine.

For a dozen rods it kept on its course,
then slowed down and stopped in the
middle of the road. I turned in my
tracks and walked slowly back.

A man in a great fur coat and gog-
gles greeted me. He had been pufting
on a big cigar, and waved it in the air
as he put the query:

“Training for the Marathon, or what
the devil are you up to? Another mo-
ment and we might have run vou down.”

I was breathing in short gasps, and
for several moments could not answer
him. ‘Then. disjointedly. 1 explained the
situation. He gave a low whistle, puffed
for a moment on the cigar. and proceeded
to look me over.

“ Fancied I saw some one take to the
fields ahead of us; must have been vour
late friends of the road.” said he, and I
fancied I detected a trace of humor in
his voice.

This nettled me.

“You may consider it a joke,

)
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torted hotly, “Dbut I fail to sce the fun
in the thing. I've been robbed of about
cverything except my clothes, and I'm
stranded here, with the prospect of hav-
ing to walk the rest of the night before
finding a hotel which will put me up.”

“Which way were you going?” he
asked shortly.

“ Maplewood ! and if ever a man was
in a hurry I am,” I answered, and I
fancy my voice broke a little.

He waved the cigar toward the ma-
chine.

“ Going to Maplewood myself, and
there’s always room for one more. Come,
get aboard ; I'm in something of a hurry,
t0o,” he jerked out in a friendly tone.

Then his glance traveled to the bag.

“Saved something from the wreck?”
he queried.

“Yes, thank the Lord,” I muttered,
and followed him to the car.

The huge machine. was panting and
quivering as we boarded her. I took'the
vacant front seat, while my companion
climbed into the rear, beside another fig-
ure, mutfled in furs. The chauffeur
pulled a lever and we shot forward at a
bound, covering thé ground over which
I had raced a few minutes before, up the
hill, and past the spot where the tramps
had stopped the buckboard.

The wind whistled past my ears and
penetrated to the marrow of my bones,
but I could have raised my voice in a
paan of thanksgiving. The satchel was
safe and I was speeding toward Maple-
wood at the rate of fifty miles an hour.

A hand rested on my shoulder, and
the voice of the man of the goggles
sounded in my ear.

“Here. take this!” said he shortly,
and threw a fur robe over my shoulders.

Then we sped on, past silent farm-
houses, up and down hill; across the
levels : and, after a time. I saw the glim-
mer of lights far ahead of us.

I knew it must be Maplewood, and,
instinctively, my hand went to my watch-
pocket ; then I swore softly and dropped
it again on-the precious bag in my lap.
A voice came out of the gloom behind.

“That is Maplewood. We will make
it in twenty minutes,” it said cheerily.

It could not have been more than fif-
teen when we entered the outskirts of
the town and slowed down a trifle.
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and the girl, too, around the landscape
till they can go to sleep standing up any-
where. I've turned automobile thief, and
—by thunder! I even abandoned some
screaming idiot in the woods when I stole
the car. I followed you to-the Dblasted
little joint Bowers keeps away back there,
Because it was the only place in the neigh-
borhood I knew, and—"

There was a big leather couch across
the room—the couch upon which Ban-
derson was wont to repose on his rare
visits to the Chicago office. Clifford
gravitated toward it, and sat down rather
noisily.

His eyes were popping in the direction
of the tired Mr. Barton; a minute or so,
and his lips began to work again:

“Do you mean to say that you've
cleared that presumed crime away from
me, Barton?’ he cried.

“Eh? Certainly.” Barton indulged
in a long yawn, *‘ There was a lot of
luck about my work, Clifford, but—say!
It didn’t take over three hours to get
what I wanted in the way of evidence.”

Clifford continued staring.

He was beginning to understand sev-
eral matters.

For one thing. he seemed to-have been
absolved of murder! That in itself was
about as glorious relief as man could
desire.

THE
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He began to understand, too, the re-
markable reappearance of the little white
racer at Bowers’s yesterday morning. He
began to understand the presence of the
unfortunate woman — and he began to
understand several other things as well.

But more than all he began to under-
stand that he was tZere/ ‘That he had
delivered his papers intact. His mis-
sion, with all its queer freaks, was over
successfully.

And suddenly, as Banderson, and Les-
ter, and Barton began to chatter excitedly,
a tremendous relax came over him, and
he stretched out flat upon the couch;
and his eyes closed as if leaden weights
had been laid upon them.

Things were floating deliciously above
him—rosy pictures of innocence, and ten-
thousand-dollar salaries, and white and
gray automobiles, and apologetic judges,
and groveling jailers and policemen, and
future trust operations, and— )

“Why, most emphatically, we've es-
tablished a clear case for him!’ a pink-
ish-white angel who resembled Barton
was fervidly saving. somewhere off in
space.

Mr. Clifford smiled serenely, but his
eves failed to open.

“ I—made—it—on—Thursday!” he
muttered, as the door opened to announce
the first .of the board of directors.

END.

HIS DISREPUTABLE FRIEND.

By

BURKE JENKINS.

The college-mate who became a medium and proceeded
to use this pursuit as a cloak for a nefarious deed.

I'l' was at the wedge of the Flatiron
Building that one young man slapped
another vigorously on the back.

“Well, good for sore eyes, Jim, boy:
Where've you been keeping yvourself these
many moons? "’

Whereupon the other turned a sad
countenance, which lighted but little at
this recognition.

“Oh, I've been around the same as
usual. Seems to me it's you that ought
to give account of yourself, Fred. What
are you up to now?"”

Though he put the question, Jim ap-
peared little enough interested as to
whether or not he got an answer.

“Why, the latest graft is immense,
Jim; immense.” ’

“ Some new
other?”

“ Na, na; better'n that. This thing’s
safer and surer, now I've got it fairly
started.”

“ Aren't building air-ships, or any-
thing like that?”

‘“ Far be it. Air-ships are too practi-

‘ gilt-edge ™ svndicate or
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this latest nefarious proceeding necessi-
tates, is irksome to a man of your indo-
lent inclinations. In other words, you
have stated definitely, on several occa-
sions, when you were communicatively
convivial, that to marry for money was
the utmost desire of your innermost
heart.” .

“ And, at last, I'm on the right trail,”
explained Fred.

“ I have even narrowed the thing down
to the actual -girl. I've found out that
her sacred male parent is rated safely in
seven figures. I have, moreover, only
this forenoon, mapped out a plan, but if
you don’t mind we'll tackle the grub I
hear approaching before I elucidate.”

He went to the door and gave entrance
to a darky who bore an appetizing tray.
A small table being produced and a tip-
joyed waiter dismissed, the two sat down
to the meal.

“ Now, this plan,” continued the for-
tune-teller, mumbling around a mouthful,
“is what even my extreme modesty com-
pels me to term distinctly unique. But
before I make it entirely plain to you, let
me show vou just exactly how ‘Kara’
appears to his devoted dupes.”

He gulped his bite, laid down his fork,
and caught up from the gloomy shadow
of a curtain a false beard and wig.

The effect, when he had fitted these
to his rubicund countenance, was that of
an absolute disguise, with the added ad-
vantage of giving to the entire aspect that
note of mysteriousness he most desired.

“ Now, besides this facial make-up,
Jim, I wear a long, flowing robe; and
when I'm fitted into all this regalia, you
" wouldn’t know me yourself. I some-
times doubt my own personality when I
catch a glance in the mirror.”

He swept the beard and wig from his
head and once more attacked the food.

‘“ But your plan about this catching of
the girl of coin?” inquired Jim. “ You
certainly don’t expect her to fall madly
in love with such a patriarch as that out-
fit makes of vou!”

“ Well, hardly. But just you trust
me when I tell you that the aforemen-
tioned patriarch is going to play his part,
and a mighty important part at that.”

“ But the plan?”

“ Coming at once! Simply stated,
thus: About a week ago the young lady in
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question made her first visit upon ‘ Kara.’
I didn’t know her—who she was—at the
time, but my usual lingo, in the way of a
stercotyped foretelling, being optimistic
in the extreme, made its impression upon
her girlish. credulous mind. Fortunately
for my plan of to-day I told her that
there was a young man who was to figure
prominently in her life in the near fu-
ture. Whereupon she sighed ecstatically.
And the upshot of it was that she came
again the next day and listered to my
‘ five-dollar readingt’

“The resplendent glitter of the motor.
she had arrived in made me go to the
trouble of finding out who she was,
which, of course, as the affair concerns a
lady, I shall not tell you.

“ At this knowledge 1 began to map
out my scheme, and here it is:

I learn through the society column of
a smart newspaper that a noteworthy re-
ception is to be given at no other than the
august residence of my desired father-in-
law. T happen to know a fellow who
will get me an invitation thereto. This
will take place Thursday.

“When Thursday arrives it will be
vour old friend Fred, decked in the best-

 fitting frock coat he can get, and not the

bearded ‘ Kara,” who will present himself
for introduction to that same girl who has
formed the habit of consulting the crys-
tal gazer in all matters pertaining to her
tender and susceptible heart.”

“Aha, the plot thickens.”

“Right. Having thus produced in
very life the young man ¢ Kara’ has fore-
told, I don’t believe it will be overdifficult
to bring to her most careful considera-
tion, clairvoyantly of course, the extreme
attractiveness and general desirability of
consenting when this voung gentleman
makes her his offer of wedlock, which
offer, by the way, is carefully foretold.
The effect, of course, will strengthen her
adherence.

‘ Grant you, now, that she accepts (for
there certainly can be no other outcome),
immediately after the wedding-bells, the
devoted callers upon ‘Kara,’” the seer,
will push an unresponsive electric button
below-stairs ; for he will, by this, have
skiddooed, gone to a veritable limbo;
ceased to exist.

“ Now, Jim, boy, see you any flaw in
the reasoning? "
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“ Now, of course, I wasn't going to
flush this fluttering little partridge too
soon; so ‘ Kara' advised her at first to
conceal her affections, letting nothing of
her budding love show itself. Accord-
ingly, my next call at her house was
characterized mainly by its commonplace-
ness of conversation.

“But by her next consultation with
‘Kara’ she had fretted herself into an
imaginary belief that we would have to
meet terrific obstacles in the way of
active objections to the match from
her august parent. ‘Kara’ saw- fit to
humor her in this whim, though assuring
her that all would end well. Mean-
while, I made another call, at which I
could see her former reserve was break-
ing; there could be no doubt that she
was ill at ease.

‘“ The next day she didn’t appear here
at all, though I sat around in that suf-
focating wig and chin fringe till three
o’clock. But on the next day following
she showed up, and that very much so.
And she wanted ‘ Kara’s’ advice on a
plan. And here it was. This imagi-
nary opposition by her male ancestor had
grown more violent, and what she wanted
to know was this: would everything go
all right—that is, were the omens favor-
able, if the affair were pulled off by a
regular, old-fashioned elopement, moon-
light and all? -And, further, did
*Kara,” as a man, think that it would
seem immodest, in view of the circum-
stances, for her to be the one to propose
the trick?

“ Now, considering I was in a position
to judge of the young man’s own feelings
in the matter—clairvoyantly, of course
—1I assured her, after I had pondered a
second, that the thing was feasibility
itself, advising her to make her plan
known to her lover at the next meeting.

‘“ After she had left, I had a final re-
view of the situation, which resulted in
the conclusion that the thing was map-
‘ping itself just about as I would like to
have it. Barring, of course. the im-
aginary weaknesses due to her sex and
vellow-novelishness. But it was a wed-
ding I wanted; that was the point.

“Of course, all this time I had to
I positively suffer from an overdeveloped
sense of humor. But you can imagine
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my wonderful control when I assure you
that, had my face Leen of dried putty,
it wouldn’t have showed a crack when
she made known to me in the privacy of
the conservatory her well - thought - out
plan of clopement. I started in surprise,
just about enough, I think; then I al-
lowed my chubby features to light them-
selves up into a smile calculated to kill
at twenty paces. 1 called her all the
dignified pet names in my ken, and
thereupon we went over the exact details
of the elop:ment.

“1 left the Fifth Avenue brownstone
in high glec. We were to pull off the
trick that very night; and, of course, she
had decided upon the Little Church For-
ninst the Corner for the place of splice.

‘“ Imagine me, then, at ten o’clock that
moonlit night. I had prepared for -
things by a visit at the church, to be
assured of speed in the thing. ‘Then I
had chosen a closed taxicab as the vehi-
cle best adapted to this latter-day run-
away. .

“To the second of the hour, lights
of the cab doused, I waited in readiness
at the curb of the side street, directly
alongside a small door that gave access
to the house, an entrance well hidden
from the greater glare of the avenue’s
arc lights.

“I wasn’t kept waiting two minutes
before her veiled and hooded figure
popped from the doorway and into the
cab beside me. Oh, I tell you, she had
read her novels closely!

“Away we went down the avenue.
She leaned against me trustingly; but
fear seemed to hold her, for she re-
peatedly turned for a look through the
little back window.

“Incited by her example of alarm,
I, too, caught myself turning for a
glance backward up the road. By the
godlets, there as a motor. dead in our
wake. and increasing speed by the sec-
ond!

“ Of course. this might not argue any-
thing at all—lots of motorists hit up a
terrible clip—but, coupled to her own
alarm, I found myself attaching some
particular significance to this particular
gas-wagon. So I chinned to our driver,
offered that which makes the mare go,
even gas mares, and our little taxicab
jumped three notches in speed.
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that accursed hand-mirror. Taking it
up, I sank down on a stone and looked
at it thoughtfully, as Hamlct surveyved
the skull.

‘T'here was the thing that had got me
into all this trouble. I cursed myself for
not having thrown it away the moment
I came upon it. If I had only lost it!
But no, it had stayed by me to bring me
shame and misfortune.

I could not blame my mother for it,
poor soul ; she meant well enough in put-
ting it in. Confound the thing, anyway!

I seized it by the handle, and was about
to dash it on the stone when suddenly,
in swinging, it caught the sun’s rays, re-
flected them into my eyes and almost
blinded  me.

An idea sprang to my mind at once. I
had already looked for something that
would make a suitable signal for passing
ships. This was the very thing. When
the sun was shining it would always be
on duty and could be seen much farther
than a red shirt, which I had already
considered as the best signal.

So. carrying out the idea, I took the
mirror down to the water’'s edge and
hung it, face toward the sea, on a palm-
tree. 1 hung it rather low, at about the
height of my waist, and then put the
‘red shirt among the branches of the tree,
so that I would have two signals.

"The crew had assured me that it would
not be long before some vessel would
come along and take me off.

I now set out for a survey of the
island. It was not very large, and vet I
figured that it would take me some time
to explore it, for it was about three miles
in circumference.

I got a general idea of the geography,
and then beat among the underbrush near
my cave for a spring.

Suddenly I came upon a well-beaten
path. TFollowing it with wonder, I came
out into an open and there found water.
I could not understand the path and the
prints T found in the dirt, Hitherto, T
had not suspected the presence of any
living thing on the island.

It was a great shock to me. I could
not imagine what the creature could be.
From the prints that had been.left by it
[ could not make out whether it was a
lion, a big chimpanzee. or what. It
caused me a great deal of worry.
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There was much vegetation on the
island, and I realized that almost any
animal could find enough to live upon.

Then I hurried back to my cave to
figure out how I could barricade it from
this strange beast I knew to be ‘the only
other living thing on the bit of land.

I cleared the mouth of the cave, and
began putting the provisions away safely,
when I suddenly discovered that my strip
of bacon was gone. In a moment it
flashed to my mind that the animal on
the island had stolen it in my absence.

I looked high and low for the stuff,
but it was gone, and suddenly I came
upon that strange footprint near the
cave. Then I was certain that I had
been robbed by a beast of prey.

Making a rough barricade, I crawled
in and went to sleep. I had no weapon
of any kind, and knew that I could only
trust to luck to get out of my hazardous
situation alive.

But I was not bothered during the
night. -

Next day I arose early and looked
about the mouth of the cave carefully.
I found many prints of the beast and
realized that he must have been walking .
up and down before my sleeping place
all night. That gave me a cold shiver.

I went out, however, and scanned the
sea, for a boat. The sun’s rays caught on
my looking-glass on the palm-tree, and
I hoped that it would prove an effectual
signal if a ship came near.

Then I went to the spring for a drink.
Just as I parted the bushes I saw a huge
hairy form skip on four legs through one
of the other paths. I drew back. praying
that the animal had not seen me.

Then. as I heard it crashing through
the bushes farther on, I summoned my
nerve and got enough water to last me
for two davs. After that I returned to
the cave.

It was rather a sad outlook. Here I
was, without a weapon, with only two-
thirds of my original supply of food,
and a ferocious animal on the same island
with me. A nice ending for a young man
who hadl started out so hopefuly in search
of a fortune in the equatorial regions.

Suddenly my eye caught sight of a
speck in the distance, out on the water.
I felt certain that it was a ship. It came
nearer and nearer.



THE HOODOO

Jumping to my feet, I scized & white
shirt and ran down to the water’s edge,
waving it frantically. But the ship went
on. I followed for probably a mile
around the island, continuing to signal,
but finally I realized that it was too far
out to see.

Then 1 returned sadly to my cave. As
I crawled in I felt a vague premonition,
and started to back out. Then. getting
my nerve together, I~ forced myself
through and began looking around.

I was wrong. the strange animal was
not in my-abode. Then my provisions
suddenlv came into mind. Hastily going
over them I found thay all of my sea-
biscuit had been stolen.

There was little left now. I found
crumbs where the beast had greedily de-
voured the crackers.

It was not an enviable situation. but I
bore up under it admirably for about an
hour. Then I gave way.

It was mighty disheartening. I could
easily see my finish. The food I had
now would not last me for two days. To
be quite certain of having that. I dug a
hole in the back of the cave and buried
it.  Then I went out to look up and
down the shore.

It was a calm, bright day and there
wasn't a ship in sight. I fell to think-
ing about the spring on the island. ‘That
certainly was a curiosity. Thén I real-
ized that the island must have a very
deep foundation in order to have water
running through it

That made me think that possibly it
was not a floating island after all, but'it
certainly looked the part. ard I believed
the crew when they told me it was.

Suddenly my eves took in an object
drifting toward shore. [ wondered
-Dblankly what it was. [ had never seen
anvthing on-the sea before that looked
like it.

Procuring a stick, I stepped down to
the edge of the island and managed to
pull the thing in. It was heavy and soft.
[ Jgoked at the shapeless mass and won-
~dered.

Suddenly a thought sprang to my
mind,

“ Ambergris!” I cried. ‘

And. sure enough, that was what it
was. I recognized it now by the descrip-
tions I had read of it. T'he sailors had
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told me how the sick whales in that re-
gion belched forth this valuable stuff. I
dragged the thing to my cave and hid it
in a corner. "

Things began to brighten. If I could
onty live to get off that island now I
would have a good bit of money.

Having thought about it for some time,
I took a stroll along the edge of the is-
land in the hope that more of the stuff
would float in. But. though I walked
for an hour. keeping a careful watch out
all the time for the unknown animal, I
did not find any more ambergris.

Then I returned to the cave.

“Good Heavens!” 1 cried. “ 7he
ambergris is gone!”
That I could not understand. I could

rcadily see ‘why the beast wanted food,
but why he should deprive me of my pre-
cious ambergris was something I could
not fathom, .

Things suddenly blackened again. It
was about three o’clock in the afternoon
and the sun beat down hotly. In spite
of that I rushed down to the water’s edge
and- threw myself in despair at the foot
of the palm-tree where I had hung my

mirror. I turned and looked at it.
Flash!
It seemed to me as though I had been

struck by lightning. The powerful
sun’s rays had been suddenly reflected
into my eyes. I almost fainted from the
shock. My eyes were painful for some
time afterward. )

Then I seated myself at some little dis-
tance in front of the palm-tree and gazed
It was a big rock
that I sat upon, and it gave me an excel-
lent view. But there was not a ship in
sight. :

Having personally experienced the
strength of the sun’s rays as reflected by
the mirror, I felt sure that it would make
a good sigpal.

The sun was very hot and I drowsed
off, thinking blankly of all the hard luck
I had had and dully cursing the mirror
that had been responsible for it all.

Suddenly I stirred and opened my
eyes abruptly.

Great Heavens! There! Not ten feet
from me, was that horrid animal I had
scen at the spring. It was crouching for
a spring, and a wicked look was in its
cves. I realized in a flash that it had
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reaching New York again, he dreaded to
tell his mother of his discharge—a fact
with which he had not acquainted her
earlier in the day.

He entered the house; and the con-
dition of things there was not such as
would tend to cheer up one who had
reached the very depths of despair. He
and his mother had moved into their new
apartment the day before, and, as with
ong glance he took in the disorder, he said
grimly, in reply to his mother’s greet-
ing: ‘“ Well, it's all over between Mr.
Starret and me.”

“ Why, Harry, what do you mean? "

“I'm fired!” he burst out. ‘ Dis-
charged, in plain words.”

Mrs. Dean looked at him wonderingly ;
then putting her arm around him led him
to a chair. .

‘“ Harry. do not feel so glum about
it.  Of course, I know it's a shock, but
I'm sure it wasn’t your fault—"

‘“ Indeed, it wasn’t,” Dean interrupted,
‘although I couldn’t make Starret be-
lieve me.”

‘ Come, my boy, prepare yourself for
dinner ; vou will feel better after eating.”

Dean strode in the direction of his bed-
room, and when he sat down at the table
a little later he felt somewhat easier in
mind than when he first entered the house.

During the meal he recited the story
of his discharge, and the vain efforts he
had made to vindicate himself.

His story brought forth all the -sym-
pathy a fond mother can give, and that
lightened his heart to such an extent that,
as he placed his arm around his mother’s
waist and led her toward the unsettled
living-room, he exclaimed: * Well, per-
haps after all it may turn out for the
best. But just at present I must get busy
in an effort to put this room into some
semblance of order.”

JFor some time he worked arranging

furniture. Then he threw himself wear-
ily into an casy chair.

“This is more tiresome than selling
flour,” he laughed. ‘It’s getting late,
and vou must be tired. . I l\no“ I am and
I'm going to bed. To morrow I'll try
to get another position.”

““And you will succeed, Harry.”

FI¢ smiled at his mother s confidence,

then kissed her good night and went to

his room.
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He was up early the next morning,
and after breakfast started down-town.

Before falling asleep the . previous
night. he had dgcided upon a plan of
action. He would visit all the flour-
dealers he knew in an effort to form a
connection, and as Currie & Son were
considered the most formidable rivals of
Starret & Co., he resolved to see them
first.  Then, if not successful there—
and something told him he would not be
—he had listed in his mind the next con-
cern to which he would offer his serv-
ices, and so on right down the line.

"~ As he entered the Currie offices, he was
met by Johnson, one of their salesmen,
whom he knew quite well.

‘“ Hallo, Dean! What brings you to
the enemy’s camp?’ the other inquired
jocularly.

“ My dire need of employment,” was
the reply.

“Your what?” Johnson exclaimed in
surprise.

“ In every-day parlance, I am after a
Job ”

“You?
Starret?”

“We severed our business relations
yesterday.”

Dean could not bring himself to say
he had been discharged.

“In that case, see Mr. Currie imme-
diately. Oné of our salesmen leaves this
week, and as you ought to have some

Why, what’s the matter with

‘trade, he'd be only too glad to take you

on. Wish you luck, Dean.”

With a wave of his hand, Johnson
passed on to the street, and the other
started toward the offices of the head of
the concern.

When Mr. Currie received him, Dean
briefly stated the object of his call—
that he wanted a position, as he was no
longer in the employ of Mr. Starret.

“Well, we might be able to use another
salesman,” was the thoughtful reply.
“In fact, we can always use good men.
I'll look into the matter and let you hear
from me. Is there any trade you think
you could bring to us in the event of our
hiring you?"

“Yes, I feel certain of some,” Dean
replied quickly, “and there are others
of which I am not so sure, but feel quite
confident of eventually getting.”

“That is certainly something with

”



166

which to start. Of course, you realize
that our brands are totally different from
those handled by Starret, but a few days
here in the office will be sufficient to
familiarize yourself with them.”

“I think so.”

“Very well; come down to-morrow
morning. Be here a little aftér nine.
Meantime, I'll look around and see just
how we can use you to best advantage.
When did you say vou left Starret?”

“ Yesterday, sir.”

For a moment Dean hesitated, and
was on the point of explaining that he did
not quit his former employer of his own
free will, but had been discharged. But
before he could speak further Mr. Currie
extended his hand.

“Then come to-morrow. There is a
great deal of work here before me, so I
must beg to be excused now.”

Dean bowed himself out, and although
something seemed to whisper that he
should have corrected the impression Mr.
Curric had—that he had not been dis-
charged by his former employer—he was
once more himself.

It had all been so much easier than he
had expected. In the first place, he had
felt certain that he would have to inter-
view a great many of the dealers before
receiving any encouragement at all; and
that would only be a promise of the first
vacancy. And here he was practically
engaged for the next day.

When he again entered his home he

was in a far different frame of mind |

than when he left it.

“ Everything is all right again, Harry!
I sec it in vour face,” his mother ex-
claimed.

“Yes, it is, mother.”

““And Mr. Starret is convinced—"

“No, I have not been near him,” he
interrupted. 1 have another position—
or at least [ xhall have in the morning.”

“ Really?”

“Yes, I am going with Currie & Son.
They are a first-class house, and 1 am
very glad to connect myself with them.
But I have other things that need my
attention just at present. I'm going to
dig in and try to get this flat all to rights
to-day. It's mighty lucky I have a day
off—the work is really too hcavy for
you.” He glanced around the room.
“What shall we do first?”
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“If we hang the pictures there will
be that much out of the way, Harry.”

* Just the thing. You sit in that easy
chair and direct the work. In other
words, I am the employed, and you are
the employer.”

Dean laughed good-naturedly, and his
mother realized that he was again him-
self—that the hopes for the morrow were
based on something more tangible than
a mere promise. .

The rest of the day was spent in set-
tling their home, and long before night-
fall it had been brought out of the chaos
that existed in the morning.

After the evening meal Dean settled
himself in a chair and read for some
time. Then he arose and, after bidding
his mother good night, went to his room,
where Ire soon fell into a sound sleep—
the work of the afternoon had left its
effect upon his system.

‘The next morning he entered the build-
ing Currie & Son occupied, and, going
directly to the private offices, learned that
Mr. Currie had not arrived as yet. So he
seated himself and, taking out his paper,
tried to become interested in its contents;
but for some reason or other there seemed
to be nothing in it to attract his attention.
Instead. a peculiar feeling came over
him—a premonition that all was not well,
and that disappointment awaited.him.

The few moments he was forced to
wait for the man he expected to employ
him seemed many more than they really
were : when Mr. Currie entered hurriedly.

* Oh, good morning,” was his greeting.
“T'Il see vou in a few minutes,” and he
passed on to his own room.

Dean fidgeted in his chair, and asked
himself why he should be so nervous.
But before he could form an answer in
liis mind the office-boy appeared.

“Mr. Curric will see vou now,” he
said. ) - -
Dean followed the boy,- and entered
the private office.

‘“ Sit down a moment,”” Currie directed.
“Pve been so busy I haven’t had the
time to look into your case at all.”

. Dean only nodded his head.

“ By the way.” the other continued,
“why did you leave Starret?”

“ J—we—had a -disagreement,
stammered.

Currie glanced up at him searchingly.

"

Dean









TAKING NO CHANCES.

By MARIE B. SCHRADER.

A Friday invitation that left something to be desired, but
was the means of bringing certain surprising events to pass.

“WHAT do you think of that?” ex-

claimed Frank Evans as he
glanced up from the letter he held in
his hand.

He had read it three times before com-
menting upon the contents, and it was
with no small degree of interest that his
friend and roommate, Ernest Keene,
waited for some word which would give
a clue to the absorbing news.

“ Anything startling? ' inquired Keene
sympathetically.

“ Not startling,”
very perplexing.”

Evans stood in the middle of the room
with the open letter held mechanically
before him, although he had ceased to
‘read it. He ran his fingers through his
hair.

“1 declare I don’t know what to do
“about it,”" he muttered.

“Maybe I can help you out, old
chap,” ventured Keene. *‘ If he wants to
borrow money, tell him you've loaned
all you have to me.”

“’Oh, it isn’'t anything like that,” re-
plied Evans. ‘It isn’t money. It's a
dress-suit case.”

‘““ A dress-suit case!” exclaimed Keene.

“Yes. ‘This note is an invitation
from Lucy Kenyon's brother, and it's
several days late in reaching me. Wrong
address — just like Tom. I'm to take
dinner with them to-day, Friday, at
their country place up the Hudsen.
It's Tom’s birthday, and they are going
to have quite a family gathering. The
question is, shall I or shall I not carry
my dress-suit case?”

““1 should sav, take it, for certainly
you will want to wear your evening
clothes at dinner.”

“ Now, that's just where you are
wrong, Ernest. Old man Kenyon has
made it one of the unwritten rules of
his country house that young men from
the city who come to dinner need not

replied Evans, “ but

harness themselves up in regulation at-
tire. ‘ Business clothes are all right for
the country,” he says. Of course, if
a dance or some entertainment were
going on, it would be different; but the
old man isn't keen on dressing up him-
self, and he won’t let his guests do it.”

“Well, what’s the -difficulty, then?”
asked Ernest. ‘“If you don’t require
vour evening clothes, why bother about
the suit-case? You won’t need it.”

“Now, that’s what I am puzzled
about,” said Evans. * This letter in-
vites me to dinner. ‘['he dinner is on
Friday. On other occasions when I
have been asked to the Kenyons it has
usually been on a Friday, and the detter
invariably mentioned the fact that I was
expected toiremain over for the week-
end. This letter says nothing about
that. It merely speaks of the dinner.
The question is, am I or am I not in-
vited for Saturday and Sunday as well
as Friday?"”

“Let me read the document,” sug-
gested Keene. * Perhaps I can find a
solution of the problem.”

But, after reading the invitation over
several times, he shook his head.

“Sorry I can’t help you, Frank.
all Greek to me.”

“If,” continued Evans, “if I am in-
vited to dinner only, of course I wouldn’t
carry my suit-case, for I would have no
need of it. Besides, it would be very
embarrassing for me to present myself
at the door with it. On the other hand,

It's

‘if they expect me to remain for the week-

end, and Tom has merely forgotten to
mention the fact—which I suspect is the
case—then I would be in a fine fix with
no other clothes with me.”

“Call Tom up on the phone and ask
him,” suggested Keene.

‘““He has gone to Pittsburgh. This
note was written just before he left.
He’ll be back in time for the dinner.”

169
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“You could decline to stay if you dis-
covered on your arrival that Saturday
and Sunday were included. * Pressing
business ' and all that—you know what
to say."”

‘““But don’t you understand that it’s to
Lucy Kenyon’s house?” asked Evans, a
shade of annoyance crossing his face.

“Oh!” exclaimed Keene with sud-
den comprehension. “ You like her,
don’t you?” -

“ Like her!" repeated Evans with em-
phasis. * There isn’t another girl who—"

“1 see,”” broke in Keene. *‘ Then I
really don’t blame you for wanting to
make the most of vour opportunities.”

‘“ Besides, that fellow Woods will
probably be on the trail,”” Evans went
on. ‘“He's very popular with the fam-
ily, and is usually invited when I am.
He's in love with her, and is always on
the  lookout for chances to rush -her off
into corners where he can have little
private chats.”

“ Well, what will you do?”

“I'm trying to think of something,”
answered Evans doubtfully. * My brain
seems in a muddle.”

“ Why not check your suit-case?” pro-
posed Keene. “Then when you get up
to the house and learn whether you are
to stay or return, it would be right
where you could easily get it.”

“By Jove! that's a capital idea.
Ernest. you've-saved my life. I'll just
leave the suit-case at the station. Why
couldn’'t I have thought of -that? It’s
the only way out of the difficulty.
I guess Woods won’t have such an easy
time of it as he might have had. Thanks,
old fellow, thanks.”

Evans proceeded to empty his bureau
drawers in search of the articles he want-
ed to take with him, and soon had them
spread out on the bed. Among the col-
lection was his dress suit.

“What are vou taking that for?” in-
quired Keene.

“ It's best to be on the safe side,” re-
plied Evans. “You never can tell
what’s going on; and if there should be
some entertainment. naturally, I want to
be prepared. As I told you, they don’t
dress for dinner ; but sometimes there are
dances and plays and such things.”

He finished packing and fastened the
top securely.

Now,
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“Now, I will take this down to my
office. I have several business matters
to look into before I leave, and don’t
want to be bothered sending up to the
apartment after it. Besides, it is just
possible I might at the last moment for-
get all about it.”

“Oh, no danger of that,” laughed -
Keene.

Evans picked up his suit- case and
hailed a passing taxicab. In a few mo-
ments he arrived at -his office, and was
soon busy in the details of a prospective
real-estate deal. Time flew, and the
hour for his departure drew near. He
glanced at his suit-case as he lifted it
up, and started on his way to the ele-
vator.

“ Great idea!” he murmured.

He reached the station just in time
and seated himself in the car. The
journey was a short one of an hour or
so, but it seemed interminable to him.

He looked about to see if there was
any one of his acquaintance on hand.

Yes, there at the end was the detest-
able Woods. Evans pretended. not to
see him, and the latter followed the same
plan, although each felt that his rival
was aware of his presence.

Evans looked around for WWoods’s
suit-case. He caught sight of one end
of it protruding from the floor. It bore
the initials “J. W, W.”

“It couldn’t be that she would ever
consent to put Mrs: before those letters!”
thought Evans.

In the meantime Woods had realized
that Evans was there with his sujt-case.

“ Why must they always have that fel-
low Evans?” he muttered to himself in
annoyance. “‘Too bad he can't stay
away once in a while.”

As the train drew up at the little sta-
tion, both men, suit-case in hand,
alighted.

‘“ Ah, how are you, Evans>”

“Fine! How are vou, Woods?”

“ Great! I sce you're invited for the
week-end, too,” blandly remarked Woods.

“I won’t give him the satisfaction of
knowing my difficulty,” decided Evans
quickly.

“ 1'21 not sure that I can stay,” he
remarked aloud, by way of avoiding an
untruth. * Pressing business in town, you
know. It all depends on how certain
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matters come out.
wire.” »

“You must be busy,” said Woods
politely, but with an undercurrent of
sarcasm which did not escape his com-
panion.” “ Are you usually so much oc-
cupied on Saturday? I seldom do any-
thing on that day. It’s merely a couple
of hours’ duty, vou know—from ten to
twelve. Don't you close your ofhce at
noon on Saturdays? "

Evans felt his anger rising,
controlled himself.

At this moment the Kenyon carriage
drew up in front of them. Woods got
in, but Evans told the coachman not to
wait for him since he was obliged to
call up New York on the telephone and
then wait for some information. He did
not wish to detain Mr. Woods.

This was perfectly satisfactory to
Woods, and he drove off with ill-con-
cealed content.

The moment the carriage had disap-
peared Evans picked up his suit-case and
walked over to the baggage-room, where
he secured a check for it. This done, he
was forced to idle away some minutes in
order to cover the supposed telephone-
call. Then he hailed a passing country-
man and dashed up to the Kenyon house.

As soon. as he had deposited his hat
and cane he entered the parlor. Lucy
came forward to greet him, both hands
outstretched.

“So good of you to come,” she said.
“We really didn't know whether to ex-
pect you or not. Tom attended to the
invitation and mother and I feared there
was something wrong. You know how
forgetful Tom is. Hc has the best heart
in the world, but at times he isn't as
careful about social duties as he should
be.”

“Oh, the invitation came all right,”
said Evans, “but it only reached me this
morning. I sent you a special delivery.
Haven't you received it?”

“Not yet,” said Lucy with a smile.
“ Special deliveries up the Hudson mean
any old time at all.

“We expect Tom at anv moment,”
she went on. ‘It would be just like him,
though, to have a birthday dinner with
the cause of the festivities absent.”

They both laughed heartily at her re-
mark, and Evans thought that she had

Am looking for a
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the prettiest teeth and the sweetest smile
in the world.

“We are going to have quite a jolly
time to-morrow night at the dance,” she
rattled on. ‘I have asked all the men and
girls I know for miles around. But, of
course, T'om told you all about it in the
letter. I think you will enjoy yourself.
By the way, your room is the one you
always have. I told Thompson to take
vour things up there. So glad you came.”

Her reception was so cordial that
Evans determined that he would not in-
form her of Tom's negligence. He liked
Tom. In fact, he liked him well enough
to call him brother some day, with every-
body willing.

If he told of the oversight, Lucy would
be sure to scold Tom, and that wouldn't
do. Tom had already had trouble enough.

No, everything was turning out well
and he would say nothing. After dinner
he would slip down to the station and
bring up his suit-case by the back en-
trance.

The son and heir of the household ar-
rived about fifteen minutes before dinner
was announced—just when every one had
concluded that he preferred to dine in
Pittsburgh.

He greeted Evans in a hearty fashion.

“Glad to see you, Frank. Thank
Heaven my letter reached you all right.
Lucy is always lecturing me about mail-
ing things. I had a sort of feeling that
something was wrong with your invite.
Perhaps because it was written in such
a hurry. Glad vou are here, old chap.”

Evans was pleased when Lucy's brother
laid his hand in a familiar manner on his
shoulder. He glanced over at Woods to
see how he was taking it, but that gen-
tleman was looking the other way.

The dinner passed off in delightful
fashion, without formality and restraint.
There were several other young women
friends of Lucy present, but neither
Woods nor Evans paid more than the
expected attention to them.

Their allotted stay at the Kenyon was
too short to waste time on the others.
Each man focused his words and looks
upon the daughter of the house whenever
he saw an opportunity. Each had decided
some months before that Lucy was the
most charming voung woman in the
world. but he had not vet arrived at the
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point where he could summon up enough
courage to ask her to devote her charms
exclusively to him.

Several times during the course of the
dinner Evans’s mind returned to the suit-
case. He would not for the world have
had Lucy surmise his predicament, and
as for Woods, it would have afforded
him unquestioned satisfaction. Evans
congratulated himself that he had man-
aged everything successfully.

After dinner it would be merely a
matter of a half hour when he might
find some excuse to absent himself, and
so slip, unobserved, down to the station
for his baggage.

The men finished their cigars and
joined the ladies in the drawing-room.
It was not long before Woods took oc-
casion to remark to Evans in a voice that
was plainly audible to those near, among
whom was Lucy: )

“Well, Evans, have you decided to
remain over for the week-end?”

Before Ivans could answer Lucy took
up the inquiry.

“Why, there never was any doubt
about his staying.”

“Oh, excuse me,” put in Woods. “I
merely asked because he told me on the
train that his remaining depended upon
an important telegram. Pressing busi-
ness, I believe.”

Then he added significantly:

‘ Pressing business! These urgent real-
estate deals on Saturday. Ha, ha, old
chap, we’ve all been there! Don’t blame
you at all.”

His shafts got in their deadly work,
and Lucy turned toward Evans with a
slightly frigid look, and remarked :

“Mr. Evans, if you had explained to
me about vour telegram, I would have
telephoned down to the station in regard
to it.  Oh.” .she exclaimed, “T forgot,
there is some trouble with the wires. I
couldn't get Central all the afternoon.
Sorry. Telegrams are often like special
deliveries; thev don’t arrive until after
the sender.”

Evans was very much embarrassed.
He saw at once that Woods was trving
to get him in an awkward position; that
he had led Lucy to believe that he,
Evans preferred to be in town with
some unknown young woman than at her
house-party.
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Woods's stock was rising, but Evans
determined to get even. He didn’t know
how to do it, but he restrained himself
as best he could. lLucy smiled sweetly
at Woods, who devoted liimself more as-
siduously to her than ever.

‘“ As a matter of fact,” said Evans,
after a few moment’s thought, “ no one
could persuade me to go back to New
York now. I did have an important busi-
ness deal on hand, and it was to be fin-
ished to-morrow, but, business or no busi-
ness, telegram or no telegram, nothing
could induce me to leave now.” '

Whereupon Lucy smiled approvingly.
Woods glowered at him, but Evans was
supremely happy, for he felt that he had
fairly staggered his rival.

“Oh, Mr. Evans,” protested Lucy,
‘“don’t let me interfere with such an
important transaction. I wouldn’t for
the world like to feel that your stay here
caused you to lose such a deal.”

‘ Oh, maybe she’ll write to-morrow,”
suggested Woods, in a bantering fashion
which Evans understood perfectly.

However, he apparently did not hear
the remark, and a few minutes later left
the room. The suit-case was worrying
him to death.

He decided that he would go to the
station and get 1t at once. He ran lightly
up the stairs to the room he had occupied
on previous occasions, and sat. down to
think just what he should do to escape
observation.

He started down the stairs for his hat
when he heard steps approaching. He
quickly ran back up the stairs and peered
over the balustrade. It was Woods. He
seemed to be evervwhere. In a moment
all was quiet and once more Evans
started down, but stopped when he heard
Woods's voice. Again he went back. He
wouldn’t have done so, however, had he
heard what his rival was saving to Lucy.

“He won't stay over Sunday,” said
Woods. ¢ Watch what I tell you. He'll
fix it to get back to New York. He has
to take her to dinner on Sunday eve-
nings.”

“Why, T didn’t know there was some
one in whom he is interested,” replied
Lucy in disappointed tones. ‘‘ Aren’t vou
mistaken, Mr. Woods? "

“ Oh, no, indeed. " He's crazy about her.
He told me on the train that he had to
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about it. I do think, though, that you
might have thought enough of me to give
me your confidence. Instead of telling
some one else—"

“I swear I haven't told a soul,” re-
plied Evans. ‘“ And, as far as not think-
ing enough of vou to tell vou goes, I'm
in this sorry fix now, because I think so
much of your good opinion that I didn’t
want to lower myself in your eyes. Of
course I could have brought it right up
to the house with me, but then, suppose I
hadn’t been invited to stay for the week-
end. I would have looked very cheap,
presenting myself with a suit-case when
you only expected me to dinner.”

“ A suit-case? "’ repeated Lucy. “ Why,
what are you talking about? I am talk-
ing about your telegram.”

“What telegram? " asked Lvans.

“ Mr. Woods said vou were expecting
one from ‘her.”

“‘Her!!” So Woods has been talk-
ing. See here, Lucy, I didn’t mean to
tell you this right now, but you ought to
know Dby this time that there’s only one
“her’ in the world for me, and that’s you.
Woods is jealous. that’s.what’s the mat-
ter with him. He thought he would
queer me with you.

“The truth of the matter is, Tom
neglected to mention in his letter whether
you expected me to remain over Saturday
and Sunday. Naturally, I hesitated to
present myself with a big suit-case if I
were only going to stay for dinner. I
was so anxious to stay that I brought my
grip along, anyhow, just on the chance. I
hit on the plan of leaving it at the sta-
tion until I learned whether I was to re-
main or not. When Woods asked me if
I were invited for the week-end, I said
something about pressing business and a
telegram. You see, I had to have an ex-
cuse in case you didn’t want me.”

“Of course I wanted vou,” rejoined
Lucy. “ You should have known it was
Tom’s fault.” :

“I thought so,” said Evans, ‘““but I
" wasn’t sure. I meant to go to the sta-
tion and get back with the suit-case be-
fore any one missed me.”

“ Then there is no ‘her’?"”

“The only ‘her’ stands before me,”
said Evans, taking both her hands.

Inside the house Woods went to the
“library window to raise it. As he did so
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voices fell on his ears. He looked out
just in time to see Evans kiss Lucy. They
were talking very earnestly. _

“Tt will be a great lark,” said Lucy.

“You don’t suppose they will miss
you, do vou?" asked Evans anxiously.

“Oh, not for some time,” she an-
swered. I am sure they won’t suspect
a thing.”

“I think we can get away all right,”
said Evans. “ We can explain later.”

“Wait a moment ‘while I get my hat
and wrap,” replied Lucy. “I know a
shért cut through the woods. A train is
due soon. but there is not apt to be any-
body on it that we know.”

“It won’t take but a moment to get
the suit-case from the station,” said
Evans.” “Then off we trot and nobody
the wiser.” ;

Lucy put her head on his shoulder and
then disappeared in the house. She was
back in a flash, and the two disappeared
through the garden, out the back way
and into the distance.

Woods stood almost petrified. He
had ground his teeth with rage as he
listened to the conversation.

‘“ An elopement!” he muttered. “ That
sly Evans! I might have known he was
up to something. So that’s what he
meant by the ‘ pressing business.” ”’

He walked excitedly into the parlor
and inquired with a suppressed voice for
Mr. and Mrs. Kenyon.

One of the guests replied:

“They have taken two of the young
ladies out to show them the speed of the
new motor-car. They should be back by
now.”

Woods was furious. If he could catch
the fleeing pair before the train arrived!
But what could he do? If only some
member of the family could be found!

He looked for Tom, but he, too, had
disappeared. Some minutes had elapsed
when the Kenyon automobile drew up in
front of the door.

By this time Woods’s rage knew no
bounds.

“T'm so glad you've come,” he blurted
out. ‘““They’ve eloped.” Mr. and Mrs.
Kenyon looked at him in amazement.

“Eloped!” both exclaimed in sur-
prise. “ Who has cloped? When did it
happen?” '

“1 regret to be the bearer of bad
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But instead of sharing her sudden en-
thusiasm, the young man shook his head.

“I'm sorry to disappoint you. little
girl, but I'm sure that plan would not
work. The post-office people would re-
fuse. T'hey would not dream of letting
you or me have that letter.”

“But, why not?> The letter is ad-
dressed to you, and [/ wrote it. Surely
we have a right to it. We ought to be
able to make them see the matter in that
light.”

Steve shook his head again.

“Tt is true that the letter is addressed
to a Steve Barton. but there are probably
a dozen Steve Bartons in New York City.
I should Dbe quite unable to convince
them that I am the person for whom
the letter is intended.”

“But surely they’d believe me if 1
told them that I wrote the letter,” pro-
tested the girl.

“No, they wouldn’t. ‘Technically,
that letter was sent by your father; be-
cause his name and address appear in
the left-hand corner of the envelope.
‘They'll return it to him. and to no other
person.”

“ But we could explain just how that
occurred,” persisted the girl. *“ We could
tell them that I used one of my father's
envelopes, and forgot to cross out the
printed name and address.”

“Your explanation wouldn't affect
them,” affirmed Steve. ‘ You see, Gertie,
our postal. system is like a great Diy
machine. It moves with the regularity
and precision of clockwork. [Lverything
the department does is strictly formal,
“and in accordance with routine.

“They wouldn't break a single one of
their rules to oblige vou, or anybody elsc.
You might as well appeal to that clock
on vour mantelpiece to skip a couple of
hours. You'd stand just about as much
chance of having your request granted.”

“Oh, dear.” sighed Gertrude tearfully.
“ Aren’t they perfectly horrid? I buy
quite a lot of stamps from them in the
course of the vear, too. ‘They ought to
be willing to scratch a point to accommo-
date such a good customer.”

Steve laughed at this ingenuous remark.

“No.” he declared gravely, ‘“it’s ab-
solutely no use to attempt to get that let-
ter while it is in the hands of Uncle
Sam. That would be quite impossible.
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“1f anything is to be done, it must
be done after the fatal missive has. left
the protection of the postal authorities.
Ha! I think I have an idea. I've just
thought of a plan that might work.”

“Oh. what is it. Steve?” cried Ger-
trude eagerly. "1 just knew that you
would ind a way. “T'ell me what it is.”

“No. [T can’t tell you now,” replied
the young man firmly. * It is better that
vou should not know my plan until after
I have tried it."”

“Why, Steve. don't you trust me?”
cried the girl reproachfully.

“Of course I do, you little goose, but
there are reasons why I prefer to keep
my idea a secret. ‘T'o-night I hope to
call here with that letter. and then I will
explain to you how it was done.”

“Is it anything dangerous. Steve?”
inquired (ertrude anxiously. v

“No, 1 don't think so. 1 expect to
get away with it without incurring much

risk. I want you to give me some help.
girlie. I want you to answer one or two
questions.”

* Certainly. dear.”

“ Well, first of all, where is your
father’s office located? I have never
called on him down-town, you know.”

“ He is in the Skv-Scraper Building.
Broadway, near Wall Street.  His offices
are on the twelfth floor.”

“ How many rooms does he occupy? ™

“Two. One is his private office. The
other is used by his help, you know.”

‘“And do you know what hix help con-
sists of 2 How many emplovees has he
in the office. I mean.”

“Only two. a young woman stenog-
rapher, and an office-bov.”

“ Good. Very good.” exclaimed Steve
enthusiastically.  ** And do you know the
name of the girl stenographer?”

“Yes. Her name is Mortimer—D>Miss
Blanche Mortimer. She has been in my
father’s employ for several years.”

‘ Has she a mother, do vou know,
girlie?”

“Yes, of course she has. What a queer

question.  \What on earth makes vou ask
it2”
““Never mind why. T will explain

everything later. Does Miss Mortimer
live with her mother?”

“Yes. T believe the old lady is deaf.
Miss Mortimer told me <o once. [ think.”
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“Very good. And the office-boy—do
you happen to know his name, Gertie®”

“Yes. His name is Tommy Jones.
He is the son of a poor widow in whom
I am interested. [ made father give
him the position.”

“Is he a bright boy?” inquired the
young man anxiously.

“Yes. Father was telling me the
other day that he is the smartest and
most faithful office-boy he has ever had.”

“Ah’ T shall have to look out for
Tommy Jones,” muttered Steve. *1I
don’t think I shall have much difficulty
with the old man, or with Miss Mortimer.
but I shall have to proceed very carefully
with Tommy, I guess. He's liable to
spoil everything. I've had past experi-
ence with office-boys.”

“IWhat on earth do vou intend to do,
Stevie? " inquired Gertrude, her curiosity
greatly piqued by his mutterings.

“You'll learn later. I must leave you
now, Gertie. I haven’t a minute to lose.
That letter will probably be delivered
within three hours, so I cannot afford to
waste any time. 1 must start at once.”

He took a penknife from his pocket
and, without asking permission, walked
over to the telephone and ruthlessly cut
the wires which connected the receiver
with the body of the instrument.

“ Why, Steve!” gasped the girl, as-
tonished at this act of vandalism. * What
on earth are you doing that for? You
have put our telephone out of business.”

“I know,” he answered grimly.
“ That’s what I wanted to do. It's part
of my plan. You must excuse the liberty
I've taken, girlie. Don’t on any account
allow the telephone company to repair
that wire until you hear from me again.
If that wire is restored to working order
it is likely to spoil everything. Good-by,
dearie. I'm off.”

He had kissed her and departed before
the much-mystified and greatly worried
girl could utter another word.

II

THREe ~ hdurs later Tommy Jones,
office-boy of old Joshua Downie, Ger-
trude’s father, entered his employer’s
private office. '

“You're wanted on the phone, sir,
he announced.

”
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“Who wants me?” inquired old
Downie. who was sitting at his rolltop
desk going over some important cerre-
spondence.

“ Party wouldn’t say, sir. He says he
wants to talk to you personally, and that
it's a case of hurry.”

Grumbling at the interruption, old
Downie walked to the telephone in the
outer othce, and put the receiver to his
ear.

“Hallo! Who is this?” he shouted
into the transmitter. “ Yes, this is Mr.
Downie. What do you want? What's

that you say?
can’t be true.”

Miss  Mortimer. his stenographer,
looked up from her typewriter, and
glanced at her employer anxiously, star-
tled by the note of alarm in his voice.

Mr. Downie put the receiver back on
the hook and turned to her excitedly.

“ Miss Mortimer, get me my house on
the wire, quick. Tommy, bring me my
hat and coat. Some person has just
called up to inform me that my house
is on fire.
furiously. It may be some fool's prac-
tical joke. See if you can raise my
daughter on the wire. Hurry.”

Good Heavens, no! It

The young woman hastily went to the

telephone and called up Mr. Downie's
residence.  She knew the number off-
hand, and did not have to take time to
look it up in the telephone directory.

For five minutes she held the wire,
while her excited employer impatiently
paced up and down the office. .

Then she turned to him anxiously.

“I can’t raise them, sir. Central says
she doesn’t get any answer to her call,”
she said.

“ Good Heavens! ‘Then it must be
true. My house really must be burn-
ing. Otherwise they'd be somebody there
to answer the phone. I'm going up-town
at once, Miss Mortimer.”

He rushed out of the office and fran-
tically signaled one of the descending
elevators.

“ Gee - whiz!” exclaimed Tommy
Jones, after his employer had gone.
“The boss was excited, wasn’t he, Miss
Mortimer? I never saw him so rattled
before.”

“T guess you'd be rattled too, Tom-
my, if your house was on fire,” com-

He says that it is burning.

P
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man’s voice reassuringly. ‘‘There is no
reason for vou to worry. Evervthing
is all right: but your mother wants vou
to come home right away for a reason
that cannot very well be explained over
a telephone.”

“ But if she is all right, can’t she wait
until I come home to-night at the usual
hour? ” protested the young woman. * It
is really quite impossible for me to leave
the office just now.”

‘ She wants you home immediately,”
insisted the masculine voice. ‘It is a
matter of the greatest importance. I
really think that vou will regret it ex-
ceedingly if you don’t come at once.”

“Well, can’t you give me some idea
of what mother wants me for?” ex-
claimed Miss Mortimer.  ** This sum-
mons is really very extraordinary. Won't
you tell me— Hallo: Hallo! What’s
the matter, Central?> Why did vou cut
me off in the middle of a sentence? I
shall complain to the manager. Not
your fault?> The party at the other end
disconnected, vou sav? Dear me, this is
really very extraordinary. I wonder
what it means.”

For five minutes she paced agitateddy
up and down the floor.

“ Mother realizes how difficult it is
for me to get away from the office dur-
ing working hours,” she muttered. * She
wouldn’t have sent for me unless it was
something of the greatest importance.

“That man said she was all right;
that nothing had happened to her—
What, then, can have occurred to require
my presence at home? 1 simply can't
imagine.

“Well, anyway. of course I can’t go.
I can't leave this office all alone. I
must wait until either Mr. Downie or
Tommy returns fronffthe fire. It is sim-
ply impossible for me to go now.”

She continued to pace the floor in a
state of great excitement.

“"T'hat man said that everything was
all right—that there was no reason for
me to worry. If that is the truth, it
can’'t be bad news which has prompted
mother to send for me. What, then, can
it be? Gracious! I am consumed with
curiosity.”

And in the end curiosity won out.
The mystery of that telephone message
constituted a lure which was irresistible.
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“1 can’t understand it,” murmured
Miss Mortimer; “I simply must run
home for a little while and find out
what it all means. Perhaps I shall be
able to get back before Mr. Downie re-
turns. At any rate, I must take the
chance. T can’t stand this uncertainty
any longer. And, Desides, the man said
that I should regret it exceedingly if I
did not go at once.”

It did not occur to the simple; con-
fiding voung woman to doubt the authen-
ticity of the telephone message she had
received.  The fact that she had been
summoned by a strange masculine voice
had not aroused her suspicions in any
way.

Her mother Dbeing stone deaf, and
therefore, of course, unable to use the
telephone herself, it seemed to her quite
natural that the old lady should have
requested somebody to telephone for her.

As Miss Mortimer reached the ground
floor of the big office-building, she no-
ticed the nice-looking, well-dressed young
man who had brought the message to
Tommy from Mr. Downie.

He was standing in the lobby near the
clevator-shaft, and as she passed him
a smile of satisfaction and triumph
played over his features.

Miss Mortimer did not see this smile,
however, and she went on her way quite
unsuspecting.

As she passed out of the front door,
the young man stepped into one of the
elevators and alighted at the twelfth
floor.

He walked down the long corridor,
and as he stood in front of a closed door
which bore the legend ** Joshua Downie ”
on its glass panel, he heaved a sigh of
profound disappointment.

“ Great guns!” he gasped. “1I over-
looked this! What an idiot T am. I
might have guessed that the last one out
would close and lock this door. I ought
to have asked Gertie if she had a dupli-
cate key to her father’s office. After suc-
ceeding admirably up to this point, can
it be possible that I am going to fail
after all, just because of this one little
hitch?” .

One of the elevators stopped at the
twentieth floor, and the grilled iron gate
opened and closed with a click.

A gray-uniformed letter-carrier, with
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gasped the boy. “ Well, then, boss, all
I’ve got to say is that I've been deceived.
Yes, sir! Just after you'd left, a slick-
lookin’ guy came in here and said for
me to follow vou up-town right away—
that you needed my services at the fire.
He said you'd sent him up here with

the message. That’'s where I've Deen.
3¢ M
sir. .

“ Dear me!” exclaimed the old man.
“This is really very remarkable. I

wonder if you're telling me the truth.”

“Yes, boss. Honest I am. I hope I
may drop dead if ['m lving to you,” de-
clared Tommy carnestly. “ You can ask
Miss Mortimer. She was here when that
guy came in and said you wanted me to
join you up-town. She heard him.”

“ Humph! Where i Miss  Morti-
mer?”

“I don’t know, sir. She was here
when I left. I don’t know where she’s
gone. Mavbe that slick guy has kid-
naped her. Maybe that’s why he got me
out of the way.”

Just then Miss DMortimer came in.
She looked very white-faced and worried.

“Where have you been, young wom-
an?" demanded her employer sternly.

“ Oh, sir, please don't scold me,” said
the girl, trembling. “I know that I
did wrong to leave the office; but some
man telephoned me that my mother want-
ed me home at once on a matter of great
importance. I feared something was
-wrong, so I just had to go.”

“Well, did you find anything wrong
when you got home? " demanded the old
man sharply.

‘“No, sir.  When I reached home my
mother was surprised to seec me. She
hadn’t telephoned to me at all or asked
anybody to do so for her. T can’t un-
derstand it at all,”” answered the young
woman, beginning to cry.

“ Can't undchtdud it eh > snapped
old Downie. \cuher can 1. Don't
cry. Miss Mortimer. 1 guess ['l] forgive
vou this time. \\'L'\c all been tricked
by the same rascal! I guess.  When I
reached my house I found that it wasn't
on fire at all. I wonder-what his game
was? What did hé. want.to get us all
out of the office for> Ha! T wonder
if—"

He rushed hastilv into his private
room. Then he¢ let out a roar which
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sounded just like the bellow of an angry
bull.

“ My gold watch and fob!” he shout-
ed furiously. ‘I accidentally left them
lying on this desk. and they’re gone.
That watch was worth four hundred dol-
lars, and the chain another hundred.
That rascal has stolen them! ‘Telephone
to police headquarters, Miss Mortimer,
and ask them to send detectives around
here at once. I'm going to get that
scoundrel if it costs me a thousand dol-
lars to do it.”

“I'd know him again in a minute if
[ saw him,” declared Tommy Jones.

Miss Mortimer went to the phone, and
in a trembling voice summoned the po-
lice.

She had just accomplished this when
the door of the office opened and the uni-
formed hall-man entered. .

“Mr. Downie, can I sce vou for a min-
ute, sir?”" he asked.

“What is it you want?”

“Well, sir, there’s Dbeen something
mighty queer going on, and I deem it my
duty to inform vou about it.

“ A short while ago you got a tele-
phone-call that your house was on fire.
I believe?™

“Yes, I did. What do you know about
it?” demanded old Downie, looking at
the man very suspiciously.

“T'N tell vou what 1 know, sir. I
was standing in the Jobby on the ground
floor, near the public telephones—my reg-
ular station, you know—when 1 noticed
a young man enter one of the booths and
call up your office. Although he closed
the door of the booth, I could hear every
word he said, and I heard him tell you-
that yvour house was on fire.

‘A little later he got into one of the
clevators and went up to your floor; and
a little later still he went into the tele-
phone-booth on the ground floor again,
and once more called up vour office.

“ I listened again, and this time I
heard him tell Miss Mortimer that her
mother wanted her to come home imme-
diately. Then. a few minutes later, he
again got into the elevator and went up
to vour floor. I know he went to your
floor, because I afterward inquired of
the elevator-man.

“T didn’t think anything of it at the
time : but later on T got to thinking how
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queer it all was, and I thought maybe
something was wrong, and that I'd bet-
ter tell you about it.”

“You've done quite right, and I'm
much obliged to you,” said old Downie.
‘ Something is wrong. 1've lost a gold
watch and fob worth five hundred dol-
lars. ‘They've been stolen from my desk.
That villain lured us all out of the office.
and then came up here and robbed me.
Can you give me a description of the
fellow?”

“Yes, sir. I think I can,” replied the
hallman, and proceeded to do so.

“That’s him!"” cried Tommy Jones
excitedly. “‘That’s him to a T, ain't it,
Miss Mortimer? [t’s the same guy what
came up here and told me that you want-
ed me up-town, boss.”

“We must catch him,” declared old
Downie grimly. “I wonder how long
it will take the police to get here?
‘They’ve got to get him.  I'm determined
to have him caught and dealt with ac-
cording to law.”

“ Perhaps this will help you and the
police to catch him, Mr. Downie,” said
the hallman. producing a little brown
leather memorandum-book. “ The young
man left this lying on the table in the
telephone-booth the last time he called
up your office. It may prove to be a
good clue.”

0Old Downice scized the book eagerly
and perused its contents, On the fly-
leaf was written:

)

STEVE BARTON: )
15 West Forty - First  Street, New
York City. :

Inside the book were several little en-
tries of a personal nature.  On the last-
used page was scrawled in pencil :

Downie's Office, Sky-Scraper Building,
2oth floor.

Name of office-hbov. Tommy Jones:

name of stenographer. Miss Blanche

AMortimer.

“Ha'!"” exclaimed the old man ex-
citedly. “ These entries speak for them-
selves, of course. This memorandum
helped the villain to work his rascally
trick. You are right, my man; this is
a most valuable clue.”

“This Dbook appears to belong to
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Steve Barton, and Steve Barton is re-
sponsible for the larceny of my watch
and fob. I know the young scoundrel.
He used to Dbe sweet on my daughter,
until T forbade her to have anything
more to do with him. I always disliked
him. He always struck me as being such
an unmitigated ass. Now, it appears
that he is a rogue as well as an ass.

‘“Well, he shall suffer for this. I'll
hand this book over to the police, and
they’ll put Mr. Steve Barton Dbehind
iron bars, I reckon.”

Ten minutes later two detectives from
the precinct station-house arrived and,
after hearing all the facts from Mr.
Downie and examining the brown leather
memorandum - book. agreed that there
seemed to be sufficient justification for
the arrest of Steve Barton.

They found him at home at the ad-
dress written on the flv-leaf of the leather
note-book.

He unsuspectingly admitted that the
little book was his property, and then
they informed him that he was under
arrest.

“What for?” gasped the voung man,
turning pale.

*“ For the larceny of a watch and fob
belonging to Mr. Joshua Downie,” re-
plied one of the detectives. * You went
up to his office to-day.and stole the watch
and fob from his desk. ‘Tain’t no use
to attempt to deny it. yvoung feller, for
we've got vou dead to rights. You must
come along with us.”

They took Steve to a station-house,
and notified old Downie of his arrest.

The old man hurried to the police-
station accompanied by ‘Tommy Jones.
Miss Mortimer. and the hall-man of the
Sky-Scraper Building.

“That’s him! " cried ‘T'ommy excited-
lv, as he gazed at the prisoner through
the cell-bars.  *“T'hat’s the guy who
gave me that fake message. boss. I'd
know him among a hundred.”

“That’s the man who called vou up
on the phone and told vou your house
was on fire. Mr. Downie,” said the hall-
man. * I'm absolutely positive of it.”

Miss Mortimer said nothing; but she
looked at the yvoung man half reproach-
fully, half sadly, and seemed to be un-
dergoing a struggle to keep back her
tears. :
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" So, you're a thief, are vou, young
man?” growled old Downie, glaring at
the prisoner. ‘I guess I did well to for-
bid my daughter to have anything to do
with you.”

‘*“ Mr. Downie, I Leg you to listen to
me,” pleaded the young man earnestly.
“1 swear to you that I am not a thief.
I am innocent of this charge.”

“Oh, no, you're not. It's useless for
you to deny it.  You've heard this boy
and this man positively identify vou.
What's the use of lying any more?”
snapped the old man contemptuously.

“ Mr. Downie, I'll admit that I called
you up on the telephone and told you
that your house was on fire. I'll admit
also that-I lured your boy and this young
lady from your office by false messages,
and I'll admit that I entered your oftice
afterward; but I swear that I did not
steal your watch and chain.”

“ That’s a most ridiculous statement,”
snapped old Downie. ‘ Your admissions
convict you of the crime. If you didn’t
steal my watch, perhaps vou'll explain
why you lured us all away from the
office, and why vou entered after we had
all gone.”

“Yes, sir.
plied the prisoner eagerly.
cause 1 wanted to—"

He stopped short suddenly; his face
turned deathly white; cold moisture ap-
peared upon his brow. It had suddenly
occurred to him that he could not tell
the truth without implicating Gertrude
in the matter.

“1 guess | don't care to explain why
I did it.”” he stammered. * But [ swear
to vou that I am no thief. T went there
to get something that Delonged to me;
that is all I can tell you.”

I will explain that,” re-
“1did it be-

IV,

Wuex Joshua Downie reached his
home that evening le said” to his
daughter: * Gertie, -you remember that
young man, Steve. Barton, whom you
used to be so sweet on,:and whom I for-
bade vou to have anything to do with?”

“Yes, father,” replied the girl, trem-
Lling apprehensively.

“IWell, he's in jail. I've had him
locked up. He's turned out to be a thief
—a desperate character. Let this be a
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lesson to you. my child. alwayvs to follow
the advice of your parent. I always knew
there was something wrong about that
fellow, ‘T'hat is why I warned you not
to have anything to do with him,”

Gertrude uttered a little scream of
horror.

“Steve in prison’ Oh, father, father.
what have you done! Steve is no thief.”

“Oh, ves, he is,” insisted old Downie.
“He lured us all out of the office this
afternoon, and stole my gold watch and
fob from my desk during our absence.
He has confessed.” .

“ Confessed that he stole your watch
—impossible! " gasped the girl.
“ Well, he hus confessed that he visited

.my office during our absence, and that

he worked a rascally trick to get us out
of the way. He denied that he stole
the watch; but that's plainly a lie. If
he didn’t come there to steal, what the
dickens did he come there for?” .

“What does /e say?” asked the girl
eagerly.

““He hasn't got anything to say on
that point. He says he doesn’t care to
explain why he visited myv office after
luring us all away by fake telephone
messages. Of course, he can't explain
it. He stole that watch all right, and
he shall go to prison for jt.”

“No, he did not steal the watch.”
cried the girl excitedly. “ I know why
he visited vour office. father. and I know
why he refuses to explain. [t is because
he is a hero and wants to shield me
but I am going to tell you cverything—
for Steve's sake.”  And she bravely pro-
ceeded to tell her father about the inci-
dent of the misdirected letter.

“ He went there to get my letter, that's
all,” she sobbed.  ““ He worked that trick
on vou for my sake. And to think that
you have thrown him into prison and ac-
cused him of theft! Steve Barton is no
thief! He is the truest, noblest, Dbest
fellow that ever lived. and—I am going
to marry him some day. There! The
secret is out now. and 1 don’t care,
either.”

“ (oing to marry him. eh?” shouted
her father furiously. ‘“You are going
to do nothing of the kind. I tell you
that the young scoundrel /s a thief. Even
if what you tell me about that letter is
true, the fact remains that he stole my
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the Boston Tea Party was organized,” he
bellowed.

“There’s a reason for that man,” re-
marked Betty sourly.

“On your right,” the man continued
as the conductor collected the fares,
“ you see the house where Richard Mans-
field served as a clerk. We are now
passing the historic dwelling where Ben-
jamin Franklin was born, and which is
now a tailor-shop. Across the street is
the Old South Church where he was bap-
tized. That big building is the post-
office.”

“He has a splendid voice,’
whispered.

‘“ Perhaps,” Betty answered, “if it was
separated from that megaphone.”

* Now.,” the man went on, “yvou see
the old State House, with its gilded uni-
corn and lion rampant, which were
thrown into the sea the night of the Bos-
ton Tea Party. And here the Boston
massacre occurred. ‘T'om Lawson’s of-
fices now overlook the ground. T'hat is
IFaneuil Hall, with its gilded grasshop-
per—the Cradle of Liberty, which is now
the city meat-market.”

“I wonder,” Betty remarked, ‘ what
species that grasshopper belongs to?”

“That reminds mag. said Marion,
‘“that your beetle is gone.
it. If I ever have another roommate
who has a mania for bugs—"

)

Marion

“ There is the church.” the man con-’

tinued, *“ where the old sexton hung the
lantern for Paul Revere.”

And so the car bowled along out of
Boston into the country through Somer-
ville, remarkable because nothing ever
happened therc: and on to Lexington,
where the bronze Minute - Man stands
guard over the triangular common.

‘I'he car had proceeded some miles
bevond Lexington, and Miss Chapman,
the chaperon, had remarked that it
looked very much like rain, when Betty
and Marion resumed their discussion.

“ The man,” Betty remarked,  doesn’t
have so much to say.”

“ He looks interesting,” said Marion.
“1 am going to speak to him.” ‘

“ Chappy will see you,” Betty hastily
interposed.

“ There are only two vacant seats be-
tween us and him,” Marion replied. “1
shall cough, anyway.”

I'm glad of
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“You don’t know who he might be,”
cautioned Betty. :

‘““He can’t eat me,” Marion replied.

She started to cough when, with an
unexpectedness that jerked the unsus-
pecting passengers off their seats, the car
stopped.

“Wow!"” Marion exclaimed.
was sudden!”

The motorman was observed to reach
over his head and pull something that
instantly popped. He tried it again with
the same result. Then he gave one of
the two handles, which he always held
in operating the car, a vicious jerk.

“We are stuck,” Betty announced.

Now the motorman and the conduc-
tor walked around to the side of the
car, and talked carnestly in low tones.

While they were holding this little
palaver, the voung man of the mega-
phone joined them.

The upshot of the whole thing was
that the young man climbed into the
motorman’s place on the front platform.
Here the motorman gave him some tools
with avlich he removed the tin cover-

“That

ings.@f .the long narrow boxes on which
the dg{rdiler-handles are mounted.
Aftér filing and hammering in the

depths of the boxes, and after the motor-
man had looked into them, and the con-
ductor had done likewise, and Marion
and Betty had stood up to see, the covers

" were put back.

“He's a man of actiop,” Marion de-
clared.

With a jocular air the young man
took his place on the front seat, smiled
affably, and announced that all anxiety
might cease. T'he car would presently
resume its way.

He was still talking when the car
started.

There was a rasping, squeaking, grind-
ing noise under the floor, and then with
alarming suddenness the car moved, but
in an opposite direction from that in
which it had been running.

The rate at which it proceeded to
back up caused the passengers to grip
their seats. All the more so because
the car at the time of the accident was
mounting the brow of an unusually long
and steep hill.

The man with the megaphone dropped
that instrument. and bellowed some in-



190 THE
coherent remarks to the motorman about
controller - handles, reverse connections,
and circuit-breakers.

The motorman was too busy to hear,
being frantically engaged in turning the
controller-handles this way and that.

When the car had gone about a hun-
dred vards it very unexpectedly stopped
again.

Now the young man and the motor-
man had another very long conference,
after which the motorman climbed on
the roof of the car. While he was sli-
ding over its curved surface the car
started down hill again, and then began
climbing the grade with a vengeance.
The motorman forgot his company, and
swore,

During these antics of the capricious
vehicle, - the girls were Dbusy finding
things to hold on to, and screaming.
Miss Chapman called on the conductor
very peremptorily to stop the car at
once. Each time it did she would order
the girls to get off, and when they let
go of their seats to obey her the car
would start on another erratic spurt,

Moreover, it began to rain; one of
those heavy, steady downpours from a
solid gray sky that boded wet weather
for hours to come.

Megntime the car stopped for a length
of time that seemed to promise a rest.
The motorman crawled down from the
roof. ‘I'hereupon, he and the young man
started another heated argument on the
front platform.

It was plain that the crew had lost con-
fidence in any further interference.

“Who are you, anyhow?” the motor-
man was heard to yell.

“My name is (Goodwin—John Good-
win,” the man of the megaphone replied.

“What do you know about a motor?”
the motorman next demanded.

By this time Miss Chapman, with con-
summate daring, had made her way to
the scene of the argument.

“If vou please,” she said ‘‘can noth-
ing be done?”

“If yowll pull the Dreaker,” the
voung man declared, “and shut oft the
power—"

“ Shut off the power!” the motorman
fairly velled. “Shut off the power!
‘That’s all that’s holding the car on the
hill-side. Do you know where we'd
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fand if I shut- off the power? We'd
slide down this hill, jump the track
at the bottom, and wind up in a wreck.”

“ Maybe,” said a voice bLehind Miss
Chapman, ** we could push it along.”

The chaperon wheeled around, and
saw Marion and Betty, who had covertly
followed her.

“ Go back to your seats,” Miss Chap-
man ordered.

“’T'hey are perfectly safe here,” said
John Goodwin smilingly, and launched
at once into a long explanation of what
was the matter. .

But the motorman would not listen,
and it finally ended in the young man,
the girls, and Miss Chapman being
ordered back to the seats.

In some manner the whole party un-
derstood, with many variations, that they
were being held on the side of the hill
by some kind of uncertain relation be-
tween the trolley-car and the trolley-
wire. Rumors were also gaining ground
that other cars at any moment might
collide with this one at either end; that
the car might burn up; that they might
receive a fatal shock; that the hand-
some young man could help them if the
motorman would let him, and that they
were, on the whole, very near destruction.

All the while it rained steadily.

This particular trollev-car was one
of those summer varieties with cross-
seats and open sides. For protection
from the rain the girls pulled down
the curtains, and huddled as near to the
center of the car as possible.

After some time, when the situation
had begun to grow monotonous, the cur-
tains were suddenly pushed aside.

 Professor Beecher!” Miss Chapman
exclaimed.

The professor, a little weazened .man
with hig steel spectacles, and a tin box
slung on his shoulder, all dripping water,
smiled affably, greeted the party, and
took refuge in the car. Professor Beecher
was an instructor in biology at Tufts.

Miss Chapman explained the situation
to him.

“Very interesting,” he remarked,
‘“strange. I was caught in the meadows
by this same rain.”

“ Look out!” John Goodwin yelled as
something popped on the front platform.-
“The power is shut off.”
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‘I'he car started down the hill.
In the subsequent excitement some un-

fortunate girl grabbed Professor Beech-

er’s tin box and. by banging it against
a seat, knocked the lid off. :

Out of the opening poured a stream
of field vermin—bugs, beetles, worms,
field-mice, caterpillars, and all their kin.

*Sit down,” John Goodwin yelled in
vain. ‘It was the rain — dampness —
short circuit. Hold on.”

The girls, oblivious of everything ex-
cept the creeping. scurrying terror un-
der their feet, clinbed screaming to the

seats. ‘There they clung to each other,
while the bugs crawled, and the car
reeled.

All except Betty. She stood by the
side of a seat Lrom \\hlch \Iarmn Llull"
to her hair. -

“ They
screamed. .

“Thats r.llght \sald the )Omw man.

As the car \\hlrled doiwvn hill it gained
in momentum ‘No one could see, nor
tried to see, “Whither they were going.

Pro essor _ Beecher on his hands and
knees, slidto and fro under the seats with
each [urch of the car, trying to recapture
his speciimens, and succeeding in crush-
ing them.

At the foot of the hill the erratic car
left the track with a care-free bound, and
shot out into a reedy marsh, where it
stopped in a shower of mud. When it
settled the floor was covered with water.
which in one way was an advantagc.
as it drowned the live things swarming
there.

It took a long time to extricate Pro-
fessor Beecher from his predicament un-
der the seats. and then to restore any de-
gree of calmness.

Meanwhile, Betty and Mr. Goodwin
began talking about a big green bug
\\luch he held between lns thumb and
forefinger.

\Iarlon. standing gingerly on the scat,
alternately wept and laughed.

“ Betty,” she cried, “ w Tat are vou talk-
ing about?”

Betty did not heed.

“This particular genus,” she was say-
ing. ‘“is only found in damp places.”

<
cagit-

”»

Whereat John Goodwin and Betty
laughed deliciously.
“Betty,” Marion screamed, ‘“are you

MIX-UD. 191
holding one of those things in your
hand?”

“This poor fellow,”
“has lost one leg.”

“Pooh!” Marion turned her back on
the pair. “I wonder if that fellow
knows as much about bugs as he does
about trollev-cars?”

So far as Betty and John Goodwin
were concerned that party might still be
marooned in the marsh. But the conduc-
tor and Miss Chapman hatched a scheme
of rescue.

It was decided that the men of the
party, except Professor Beecher, should
wade back to the car-track, and find help
in any shape or form possible.

After some minutes they returned with
long boards, which were placed from
the car to the track, and the work of
rescue began.

When everybody had been dragged or
carried off the car, the party started down
the track.

By some chance or other Betty and
John Goodwin were separated from the,
others. and walked some distance behind
the party.

They were still talking about bugs,
even though the rain poured down on
them in torrents.

“There’'s a house,” exclaimed John
eagerly. ‘“ Before we go in,” he went on,
“may I call on you? You see, I am
earning my way through the Boston
‘I'ech. by ‘ spieling ’ on these cars, and—"

He broke off his sentence with a yell
and, reaching for his collar with Dboth
hands. turned and ran along the track
in leaps and bounds.

Betty gasped as she saw him disappear
in the rain. Had that interesting man
suddenly gone mad?

Loath to lose an acquaintance so pros-
perously begun, she waited in the wet for
a long time. But John Goodwin did not
return. At last, the girl, disappointed.
made her way to the house where the
rest of the party were waiting.

Betty had barely rejoined her com-
panions. when a car clanged through the
rain, and the rescue was completed.

It was a day long remembered at
‘Tufts.

John remarked,

About a week later Betty received a
card bearing the simple legend: ‘‘ John
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FREE INFORMATION COUPON

American School of Correspondence,
Chicago, U. S. A.:

Please send me your free Bulletin of Engincering inf‘c‘mnalion
and advise me how | can qualify for position marked ** X.

Electrical Engineer .....Structural Draftsman
..Draftsman .....Heating and Ventilating Engr.
Civil Engineer .....Plumber
Mechanical Engineer Architect
.....Stationary Eagineer Hydraulic Engineer
.....Structural Engineer ... Textile Boss
....Municipal Engineer .....Sheet Metal PatternDraftsman
Railroad Engineer .....College Preparatory Course

ADDRESS . veeeee oeeeeeeeeeses e et
OCCUPATION. ...c.... .

Argosy, 409
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