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Living Loveliness

In beauty of face, what appeals most directly and
most intensely to our admiration is the beauty which
glows and beams with life and animation—in a word,
the beauty that is natural. A chief element in the
realization of such beauty is a dainty complexion
and the greatest aid to a lovely complexion is

Pears' Soap

This is such a universally accepted truth as to be almost
proverbial. The most beautiful women of the last hundred and
twenty years have declared it to be matchless for the complexion.
Being all pure soap, possessing special emollient properties
that soften, refine and beautify the skin, it is indisputably

The Beauty Soap of the World

i(Alirights secured ”
OF ALL SCENTED SOAPSJZ&A-RS' OTTO OF ROSE /S THE BEST.



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

OU needn’t leave the enjoyment and benefit of
Campbell’'s Soups behind when you go to the country.
All grocers sell these pure and wholesome soups. You
can be supplied anywhere if you only insist on it
Make it a point particularly to insist on

That is the favorite among-our whole 21 kinds. It is really the king
of soups. And summer is one of the best seasons to enjoy it.

Often when you have no appetite for heavy meat or other hearty
food, the spicy delightful flavor of this perfect soup is just the thing to
create an appetite and give zest to the simplest meal. If you don’t al-

ready know why not find out about it today?

21 kinds 10c a can

Asparagus Clam Chowder Pea
Beer C'ousonmifi Pepper Pot
Bouillon Julienne Printanier
Celery Mock Turtle Tomato
Chicken Mulligatawny Tomato-Okra
Chicken-Gumbo (Okra) Mutton Broth Vegetable
Clam Bouillon Ox Tail Vermicelli-Tomato
“ My suitors came in countless Just add hot water, bring to a boil, and serve.
troops.
And all were bright and Joseph Campbell Company, Camden N J

clever
Bat one who brought me

psamepetsouer . Look for the red-and-white label

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

| How Many Cigars
~ DoYou Throw Away
Half Smoked

because at the time you didn’t want or hadn’t the
inclination for a long smoke ? The average man
wastes nearly half of his cigars, for no one likes the
taste of a re-lighted cigar - a stale smoke at best.

If it is QUALITY not quantity you
want, here is as fine a cigar as any one
could wish for.

Our Baby Grand is of medium size, hand made
from the short leaves of the delicious, rich Havana
used in our highest priced brands. These tender leaf
ends are cut to uniform size and wrapped with selected
Havana of the same high quality. The only difference
between the Baby Grand and the best
10c. cigar you can buy over a retail
counter is in the length of filler.

FREE TRIAL OFFER

No Advance Payment

Simply write us on your busi-
ness idter-hend or on that of your
employer and ask for 100 Baby
Grands, expressage prepaid, on
ten days} free trial. Smoke five
or six and THEN send us $3.75
or return the remainder, express-
age collect, and no charge will be

flp y

made for the few cigars used in |FAC -

testing.  YOU TAKE NO RISK.
When ordering from our
factory you save 50 and are
always guaranteed complete
satisfaction or —no sale.

Our entire business is confined to
selling cigars to regular customers, BY
M AL, directly from our factory and
at strictly wholesale price. We have
no retail stores and sell through no
jobbers. We make the same fair profit
which is added to his product by the
manufacturer who sells to the jobber
and in each case the cost of distri-
bution is the same; consequently our
thousands of customers save for them-
selves that big margin which, to cover
the prof.t and expenses of middlemen,
must be included in the price of a
cigar sold retail.

Compare our Baby Grand costing 3%c.
with the best cigar sold by your dealer
for 10c. or 3 for 25c.

Send for a trial shipment to-day and let us prove, at our
own expense, our own risk, that La Reclama cigars are double
the value of those sold over cigar store counters.

EXACT SIZE

arfeclainau>

E.H.RIDGEWAY
£si 1875 22SMAKERtoSMOKBR
405 EAST 32nd STREET, NEW YORK CITY

CM "\

S\
A

8j

FREIGHT PREPAID

30 Days Free Trial

SOLD DIRECT FROM FACTORY TO YOU
No Cash Down. No Interest. No Extras

Price $ 1 7
Stool

A guaranteed saving of $100 at least
on each instrument

and Scarf Free

WE believe the correct way to buy a piano is to try it
in your own home first. We don’t want the trial to
cause you any expense, hence we pay the freight— also
the return freight if the piano is not entirely satisfactory.

Notwithstanding our easy terms of payments and
our extremely low price, the Meister is a high-
class instrument of standard construction and quality
fully guaranteed for 10 years. Ask your local banker
to investigate our standing. Rothschild & Co.’s re-
sources exceed $3,000,000-00.

We sell more pianos direct from factory to home
than anv other concern in the world

Send a Postal for the Piano Book

It is free, and illustrates in the colors of the wood
eight styles of the Meister

The Meister Piano Co.
Rothschild & Company, Sole Owners,

State, Van Buren and Wabash Ave.
Department 23 G Chicago, 111

in answering any advertisement on this page 'i is desirable > t you mention The Argosy.



The Argosy for June

Two Complete Novels
MIDNIGHT BETWEEN TOWNS. A trolley tale of adventure and

mystery, over a road not yet opened to the public.............. FRITZ KROG 385
THE FIGHTING STREAK. The story of the Virginian who went to war
in his OWN Way ..o, s william h.GREENE 434

Six Serial Stories
VENGEANCE BURNED AWAY. Part!. The strange thine that hap-

pened to Walter Carson after his horse bolted............ seward w. HOPKINS 414
A SKY-SCRAPER CONSPIRACY. Part Il. A story of plotand counter-

plot among the steel-WOorkers.......cccociiiiiiiiiii e GEORGE C. JBNKS 461
THE SHOOTING AT BIG D. Partll. A New Yorker on a Wyoming

ranch in a game of bluff..........ccccooiiiiiiiiiiiieiiee, FRED V. GREENE, JR 476
IN QUEST OF THE PINK ELEPHANT. Part Ill. A story of experiences

in Africa, decidedly out of the common..........cccee.... elbert d. WIGGIN 500
IN THE NAME OF THE KING. Pan Ill. The thrilling adventures that

befell Dirck Dewitt under the Dutch............ ALBERT PAYSON TERHUNE 523
HIS BROTHER'S ECLIPSE. Part V. Bob Hillias pleads in vain, and

then refuses to talk, which puts him in had...................... lee BERTRAND 549

Twelve Short Stories

THOSE GUNS FOR CARITAS ..., nevil g. henshaw............... 409
ALL FOR A BLACK MALLARD FREDERICK HEWITT.... 430
THE MAN WHO LEASED AIR....ciiiiiiiiee, viola JUSTIN..................... 456
FROM OVER THE MEXICAN BORDER........ GEORGE FOXHALL............... 473
THE HAWKINS PERIL FOR MAN AND BEAST..EDGAR FRANKLIN................ 489
THE TAMING OF LEM HAWKS........ivevveinne, BURKE JENKINS............c....... 516
HIS PICNIC PREDICAMENT.......cccccciiiiiiiiiiinieens 538
THE WIRE THAT WASN'T CUT. .o F. RAYMOND BREWSTER. 543
AFTER THE ROAD FORKED 553
A TENDERFOOT'S STAND oo 557
GROCERIES, DIAMONDS, AND A FRAUD....... h. e. TWINELLS............cneeee. 562
EMMY ANDTHE DINING-CAR CONDUCTOR..RALPH IRVING..........cc..c....... 568
THE ARGOSY'S LOG-BOOK .ciiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieiieeeeeeees THE EDITOR. 573

W ONE THRILL TOO MANY,”

a Complete Novel inthe July ARGOSY, shows how a wealthy bachelor can hitch himself to
the chariot wheels of dire peril, while “ THE SIGN OF FEAR "'carries the reader into the heart
of a revolutionists’ conspiracy in Russia. “JUST LIKE WYOMING,” the New Serial, tells
of the remarkable freight-car experience that befell a party in evening-dress, while “ ON THE
CANNIBALS’ RESERVE LIST” isone of a fascinating array of short stories.

I1SSUED MONTHLY BY THE FRANK A. M UNSEY COMPANY
17 5 Fifth Avenue, New York, and Temple House, Temple Avenue, E.C., London

Kikime A Mi N*rv. trivitier.t. Kiohikd H Tjthmiv>T n, Secretai’- w'HiMotiith 1 r* rnanrcr
crji’Yitmur, ivu, by thk fkank a. mcnsey company. ENTERED AT THE NEW YOKK POST-OFFIfK AW oNIH'l. vSS MAIL Jla I'lIH.



DEPARTMENT maintained for
the small advertiser and for the

convenience of the reader in quickly
locating a wide variety of necessities
for the home, the office, the farm, and
for the man or woman who seeks busi-

Mimsey’'s Magazine $2.50 n
The Srrap Book $—----6 \ Special

‘Hie Argosy 1.5 5 i

The All-Story.Magazine 1.00 Cumslantaeltlon
Railroad Man’s Magazine 75 $5.50 b
The Cavalier .50 : fi
July Argosy FormsClose $6.25 u

May 24th.

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

BE YOI'R OWN BOSS— Soil this absolutely different
household necessity. Men and women easily make $15.UU
to a week. Olio agent says. "The results it pro-
duced in my home were so remarkable | way compelled
to take orders for seven more for my friends-—and now
1 am selling boo a week.” Postcard brings full information,
iSi-nil nor. Dept. 4”. Dunlap Mn;, <o.. Bloomington. 11

Agents, male and female, can make $15 daily selling the
latest style French Foulard dress patterns, 1ersian borders
In (lliferent desigus, also embroidered French lawn waist
and suit patterns. Write J. Gluck* GUI B’'way, New York.

SGRIBNER'S MAGAZINE tfIlKSt TUITION SOLICITORS
easily earn lib* m1 connriiitsirtn/t and also can pick up extra
prize money by prntixtrnt irorh\ Em- full particulars regaril-
ing commissions, prizes, free advertising matter, sample
cojlies. eo-.. address 1>;sk s. 155 Fifth Ave,. N. Y. City.

GET A NOBBY MA\DK-TO-M E\SI*RE SI'IT al wholesale
<irst. W«* sini\v the most beautiful and exclusive fashions and
fabrics ami guarantee ;i perfect lit. All goods are shipped
express prepaid subject to 24 hours’ examination. Me need
an agent in yuur town. If you want to double your income,
write for uur bb handsome fabrics and fashion [dates.
F.wvt:\oo.x TAtl . O Co., Dept. I', Ghicago, JII.

AGENTS— Sec our Sink-Mol' barter machine iiuarter-page
arlvertiseiuent in back of this magazine. The best proposi-
tion of this kind for agents and sales-managers. 'I'm: M.vk
Mui; Sai.ks Co.. 2* Moore St.. N. Y, C.

WANTED— Agents to sell printers, engineers, motormen.
anybody who wants clean hands. Vtinco, The Perfect Hand
Soap and Household Cleanser. Let anybody try a sample
and make a quick sale. Add $12 per week easily to your
income. We want hustling representatives in every shop.
Enclose 10c for full size can and particulars. Address Box
D.. Tub J. t. Robertson Co.. ManChester. ("amu.

MEN. DON'T BE IDLE; this is your opportunity to earn
$4 to $(» daily : we have men in mu' employ making $bu
weekly: we ntu prove this statement; no books, insurance
»r realestale. New Era Sperially <o.. 200 W. “4th. New Y ork.

ItAlI N<'()ATS FROM mX Kk EK TtXwEA HBit'—at nianu-
facHirer's prices. Write for particulars and samples. Agents
Wanted. Hkcal Raincoat Go.. llept. bb. E!U7 Broadway.
New Yolk.

AGENTS— $50 weekly. We manufacture the best needle
case made: a wonderful seller; 200G to 5unG protit ; talk-
ing unnecessary: our "Trust Scheme” Envelopes do the
work: general agents can make Sinn weekly: send Du* for
a 25c sample containing 115 needles; particulars free.
J'aty Nkkpli: Go., 2un I'nioii Sqg.. Soim*rville. Mas-.

AGENTS~HHtlkerclii'efs. Dress Goo<Is7~Garleton made $s
one afternoon; Mrs. IWworth made $25 in 2 days. No ex
perienee needed. Free samples. Credit. FhkkpuKT MANrr.v-
ti'kixu (‘umi'avy, “S Main Street. Brooklyn. N. Y. _

Salesmen Watited— to sell trees and plants. Free ottUil.
Experience unnceessary. Steady work. Gottimission paid
weekly. No investment, deliveries or collections to make.
Write* lor terms. Pkhity Nri:sriiin:s. licwliestqr._Ni‘\v_y<.rk.

$im PER MONTH AND EXPENSES TO MEN t* travel,
advertise and put out catalogues. Big mail order house.
Sis.vmiroN CoMi'ANy, M. l... Chicago. 11

1

WANTED, by large manufacturer, agents everywhere to
sell a new line'of patented kitchen specialties. Every hotel
and Imme needs one or all ot our articles. Write tor eata-
l.igu<Kkystgni: Mnt. O"'.. West B'way. N. Y. Gjty.

SALESMAN AS LOCAL MANAGER. Good- i-oiista-arly
used by E. S. Government. NVw York Centml ami Pennsyl-
vania Railroads, (live references and particulars concerning
yourself ill first letter. Folsmacum-: Go.. Dept. "A.” 5ti
Glntrch StreerL_Nx»w York. e

AGENTS—$"im» EVERY M(,NTH selling our wonderful
7-pieee Kit.-lien Set. Send for sworn statement of $12
daiiv pmlit. Guttit Free to workers. 12nn other fast
sellers. Thomas Min. Go.. 2"7 'I'hird St.. Dayton. Ohio.

in answiring any atfvirtisenu nt on this page i

ess opportunities. There is virtually

no want that may arise which cannot

e supplied in these classified adver-

tend fi>r Interesting booklet
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on CLiS(*Ifk*il Advertising.
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AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

TRAIN ABSOLETELY FREE ill’
men who are willing to sell.
ottice and farm specialties from

AGENTS W E AVILI
POST eli.Tgei ambitious
A splendid 1lim- «<f home,

wiiii li to select. .Magniticejit 2ndiook. $75.on corresponde
ence course iu Practical Salesmanship that insures y.uir
success, free to you while selling for us. Good immey
from start and a splendid income after graduation. Write
today for tlm -due that reilv.s- you irin. STa>L. BI 1-
lana.ns t Go. iManufacturers’ Representatives'. Glliees
752. loos s. Michigan Avenue. Gliirago.

AGI-NTS -A PROFIT FGR You ii~lliug Eureka VF

ler Strainers, other household necessities. $5 upward daily.
Let us prove it. Free samples before ymi buy. Scj.d two
celli> mailing cost. M. Skj:i> Filtkk Gu., New York.

BELLY:—GREAT:— IMMENSE:— That's Wliai all .na-
ilgents say atter selling our attractive Dill Gomldiiation
packages of -nap and ‘toilet articles with valuable pre-

miums. inn‘', to ;»uu'T protit. One Michigan agent mode
$b5 in 47 hours : another $21 in S hours; another $22.re
iu P hours. Act now—nut tomorrow. Davis Shap

~ L 1I:)KS- - n~ Davis Building. 142b Garroli Av»v. Chicago.

Hustlers i" introduce in every Imme in-r new all-wi.oRe i
knitted sanitary sofa cushions, attractive color combina-
tions. Excellent proposition. Write regarding our full line

m knit goods. Hansa Mfg. Go,. 41 Euioii Sip. New York.

EASY SI MMER WORK FOR AGENTS selling "'Berry's
Life Guard.” wherever there is water to swim in. Best
swimming device ever made, lias real merit and sells ¢)lli«ek-
iy. Good pi-oiit. A/rite today fur particulars. Batu
l.tn: Gl.ittn M Go.. 450 AAesf 45th St.. New York.

SEND $l.im EUR 14K, GULD F'>FnTA IX I'KN. guar-
anteed non-h-akuble. Postage paid. Live agents wanted.
SJ5.n0 to S2n.nii per week made easily. Circular free.
c. IE Si'K.vci:l:. r.* Rush St.. Chicago, up

WA.VTED— AG ENTS TII~.SULK IT~" ()RI)E11S F<Tit
MAIMVTii- MEASE RE IN DERAYEAR. Those taking orders
for Custom Shirts and Clothes preferred, /tig oggnrtu nitu.
Tkxtii.ii .Alio. Go., gll Institute LMnce. Ghic'ago. Il

AGI-LN'I'S amr special otfer still good. No Splash Water
Filters. $2.50 per gross. Aluminum Tea am | GutYec Pei.... lat..r,
$H per gross. Household necessities. Samples Die eaeii.
New Eng. 1lie. Lt. Go.. 2b2 Ti'oiimiit St.. Boston. Mas-.

LIVE WIRE SALESMEN. SELL ill'll. OWN .MAKE
B1IGslllcS for every hoiiseholil use. Write for particular-,
lerritory and the eight advantages of our proposition.
125D [tr-oiit. (ai-jtol Jlki'sii Go.. Desk 5. Hartford, Goim.

AGEN'I'S i hi make big nioii.-y selling our gold and -ii
vei* letiei>. imvelty and changetible signs in demand every-
where. aad burglar alarms. Illustrated catalogue. Cilimax
Nhvklty Go.. ;nr, Gay Bldg.. St. Louis, Mo.

AGENTS WANTED To SELL the Bighw Wire Fly
Killer. Kills, but does not crush the insect. Wholesale and
retail prices furnished upon request. Sample sent for 15.-.
.1 V. Bintow An;. Co., pi Foster St.. A/oivester. Mass.

AGENTS- -Send for free copy of "The Thomas Agent.”
Filled with nieiiey-inaliing plans, iioHiccnsc-tax decision of
Supreme Court, pointers and experience of thousands of suc-
cessful agents. J, M. Finch, Editor, li»7 Third St.. Dayton. 11.

YOG GAN MAKE $$$$$ as our general or local agent.
Household necessity : saves m ig. Fcrmanent hiisine”-. big'
profits, exclusive territory, free sample, credit. Pitkin
Go., s? Pitkin Block. Newark. N. Y. .
AGENTS— The Tufts Etiliry Go.. Pittstield. Mass., can
show you a eombinariiwi of new slieeialti**s. high class but
loti- priced, that will keep you busy pulling in lie d--Hall's,
Semi for our illustrated catalogue I> to-ay.

AGENTS make big money selling our new gold letters for
ottice windows, store fronts, and glass signs. Any one ‘uin
put them on. AVritp today for fn-e sample and full particu-
lars. Mktai.lic Sion Lkttli: Go.. -Inn N. Clark St..Chi- ag,=.

A(GENTS AYANTED IN EVERY Cd'NTY t-* se;' tie-
Transparent Handle Pocket Knife, Big ™iiinii>'i"i! paid.
From in n a niontli can be made. Writ*- for terms.

clty ('rrt.itiiy Go.. No. (7 Bar St.. Canton. irhi'«

is desirable tinit you mention Tin: Aituosv.



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISIN'G SECTION.

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED
— Continued

AGENTS, Canvassers. everywhere. Enormous profits : eusy
work: noexperience necessary. Every call a sale. New Auio-
niiitit- Stropper. absolutely giiaranteed to pm a perfect edge
on any razor, or any safety razor. Write to-dav for territory
iState or Countyi. S.,J Kanni 112 Broadway. New York.

\VII>K-A\YA KK SALES AGENTS to sell personally and
organize sales force on new and winning invention. Live
agents make extraordinary profits the year round. Breston
Hurman. West Virginia, writes; --Sales first day $112-In—
first five days $22n.1G.” <I»r advertising does half the
work. Here is your best op]n*rtu:iity in mil for making
bi.tr income. Give full parrh-ulars first letter. The Progress
Company. b20-21<> Monme st.. Chicago.

WAXTKI>--Hue Good Man in eaeh town to take orders
for made-to-measure clothes. Up-to-date styles, very low
prices; orders mine easy. lligh-elass permanent business:
tine protits. $,1.oh a day iind up. No money or experience
needed. We ship on approval, express prepaid, and guarantee
perfect fit. Write for free sample outfit and inside price on
suit for yourself. Banner Tailoring Co.. Dept. 7M1. Chicago.

. AGENTS—DOU.AKS IN YOLK POCKET EVERY DAY.
if yon handle our new fast selling specialties. Sell at cv<*ry
liouse. See our big line. Samples furnished. Catalogue 1'n*e.

A. Mii.i.ei: Co.. Box 2.14. Muskegon. Mich.

I WILL START_YOU earning $4 daily at home in spare
time, silvering mirrors. No capital. Anyone can do the
work. Send for free instructive booklet, giving plans of
operation. G. 1\ Kunxroxn, Dept. B., Boston. Mass.

TIN-: GREAT FRUIT NANNING TOOLS. The Milwau-
kee Fruit Jar Holder and Wrench. .100 other red hot
sellers. Samples of best sellers and big catalog sent free,
Guo. Kimin:x Co.. Milwaukee. Wis.

AGENTS CAN EASILY MAKE $10.00 A DAY selling
our Gold Window Letters. Novelty Signs, and Changeable
Signs. Kimnnons demand. Men limits must hnve them. Cat.
ulogin* free. Sullivan Co.. 1222 W.Vmi Bureti Si.. Chicago.

PHOTO PILLOW' TOPS, Portraits. Frames. Sheet Pictures
and Photo Plates at very lowest prices. Rejects credited.
Prompt shipments. Samples and cat. free. 2d days’ credit.
Experience unnecessary. Jus. C. Bailey No., Desk 2.1. Chicago.

SEND US YOUR ADDRESS and we will mail yon our
catalog of 750 quick sellers. Over 21(to guaranteed artleles

beautifully illustrated in our 4 free catalogs, js.ionprizecontest :

this month. A. W. Holmes & Co.. Dept. Il. Providence,lt.l.
AGENTS— IM>UTRAITS Tic. FRAMES Lie. SHEET

PICTURES le. Stereoscopes 2.1c. Views le 2u days’

credit.  Suniph* an*l f'atnlog Free. Cowvsoi.iiiatei> pqit- :

Ticait. Dept. 17 X. 1027 W. Adams St.. <Miicage.

$im MONTHLY TO TRUSTWORTHY PEOPLE to dis-
tribute samples and catalogs at home. Steady work.
§i—.1 expensi* allowance. S. Sciikitkr. Treasurer. M. O--
I -ﬁjf

WANTED—FIRST-CLASS MEN TO SELL STUCK and
patent rights for public utility. Large commission,
seller. A. A. Buotisun. ldaho Mills, lIdaho.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

. MK.N AND WfgiKN t« sell WtaltwinbVv * Flexw.Ir." mi-
lined shoe for women ; no tuck-. u» seams. ic* lining : ad-
vertised ill magazines I years: handsome income assured :
ail orders filled the same day received: protected territory,

Eastern Shoe Co.. 24d Broadway. Beverly. Mass.

FORMULAS for manufacturing Metal. Brass. SiHit. Fur-
nittire. Stove and Sloe Polishes: Glue. Ink, Starch Enamel
and Sealing Wax. $1 for one. $2 for five n* $2 for complete
set of tet) formulas. Address Dominion M umi Ia I*i iiuai .
414 Lindsay Building. Montreal. Cauada.

RIG PROFITS. Manufacture Hurley Crisp. New con fee-
tion. Costs c.r to make, sells like hot cakes for -ic. Macliim*
ami instructions $7.1o0. Scud Im- for samples and liiera-
tm-e. Shafer A Co.. .122 Xatoma St.. San Franeiseo.

BIG PROFITS: Open a dyeing and cleaning establish-
ment. excellent field. splendid profits, very little capital
needed. We tell you how. Write for booklet. Bux-
VoNi'K System. I>ept. E. stauntmi. Va.

INVESTMENTS

HAVE YOU FIVE DOLLARS PER MONTH TO IN-
VEST for fourteen months in a Mexican plantation for

the growing of a very pr<>Htaide filter jtni‘hic!. That ought
t<> pay you lug within twi. years? If so. write Uwviteu
States Mexican Trust Company. Singer Building. New

York City. Assets. jS2.imw.ouii.

easy !

BUSINESS & CORRESPONDENCE
SCHOOLS

MATHEMATICS BY CORRESPONDENCE. FIRST
LESSON FREE. Experienced college professor gives in-
struction in all branches of mathematics by correspondence.
i to overcome uni\ersai weakness in mathematical reasoning.
| Personal attention, short methods for quick calculation.
Other studies also taught. Address Kin-lid School. Troy, N.Y.

SHORTHAND IN :io DAYS— Boyd Syllable System—
written with only nine characters. No " positions.”
" ruled lines.” mshading.” " word-signs.” uor e tn[d
notes.” Speedy, practical system that can be learued in
20 days of home study, utilizing spare Time. Cun ago
*meiiiii:si'o\llknii: Schools, H'U-112 Clark St.. Chicago.

LEARN B()<>N\KKEPI NG : First Lesson Free. Course of
2G Lessons $G..1U: ymi pay 2.1c for each: you're not com-
pelled to take ontire course. Work corrected free. Send 2c
stamp for first lesson and partimdni-s. Cox Ar Beck.
Accountants. Room 42. Warburton Bldg.. Yonkers. N. Y.

local REPRESENTATIVE WANTED. SPLENDID
INCi i.MK assured right man to act us our representative
after learning mir business thoroughly by nm.il. Former
experience unnecessary. All we require is honesty, ability,
ambition and willingness to learn a lucrative business. No
soliciting or traveling. This is an excegtional opportunity
for a man in .vmir section to get into a big-paying business
without capital and bed.me independent for life. Write at
mice for full purlieulars. Address K. H. Makhen, Pres.
The National CieOperative Real Estate Company. 1.241
Mardeii Building, Washington, J». c.

FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOK TELLS ABOUT OVER
oiin.iiiw protected positions in U. S. service. Mon* tit; n
40.1W1ll vacancies every year. There is a big chance here
jfor you. sure and generous pay, lifetime employment.
7 Easy to get. Just ask for booklet Ais. No obligation.
Karl llopkins. Washington. D. C.

A COMPLETE COUKSI-,

in Practical Automobile Engi-

neering under experienced instructors with all modern
ciJuipinelit ami appliances. Our fmir-stury building offers
special accommodation to out-of-town students. Call or
write fi.r inn* liberal ]>roposirion on Resident or Home
Courses. AUTo.MoRti.u SritooL or Ciiii'Ace. 12:ip Mich-
igan Avenue. Dept. A.A.

$2.lwo TO $10.0lW YEARLY IN THE REAL ESTATE
BUSINESS, without capital: we will teach you the business
by mail, appoint you special representative in your locality,
of leading real estate company, list with you readily salable
i properties, co-operate with and assist you to permanent suc-
cess: a thorough commercial law course free to representa-
! tives. If ymi an* holiest and ambitious, our free 112-page
book will surely interest you. Address INTuknational
Realty Corp.. Dept. 1G7G. Chicago. Il

I_ A DRAFTSMAN FOR $20.00. Drawing course during
J summer at special reduction. Everything $20.00, drawing
; outfit included. Become a draftsman by studying at home.
The greatest offer ever made to men who want to rise to a
hotter position, more pay. cleaner work, shorter hours. If
interested in yourself, write for enrollment blank and Cat-
alog F. The School of Railway Signaling. TJtica. X. Y.. IL S. A.

LEARN AUTOMOBILE BUSINESS. Home Lessons.
$21.mi weekly .job guaranteed: SHOW weeklv while learn-
ing. IPnili;sti;R A1 To Sellout.. 111.11. Rochester. N. Y.

J MEN WANTED for Government Positions. Inthiein-c un-

necessary. Average salary $ll<w. Annual vacations, short
hours. Send postal immediately for list of positions op. n.
| I ran kj.in_ Institttk, Dept. J-1. Rochester. N. Y.

CIVIL SERVICE GOVERNMENT POSITIONS are v.ry
. desiruble for young people. Full informalion and questions
Jrecently used by tile Civil Service Commission free.
Columbian Cokrusi-onhunce Collugl. Washington. p. c.

: TRADE SCHOOLS

LEARN THE LINoTYPE— High salary, short hours,
steady employment : this progressive trade taught successful-
[ ly at conservative, well-equipped school : prospe<-tus and in-
] formation free. N.K. Linotype School. «Dix PL.Boston.Mass.

i PLUMBING. ELE<"™fITi<ITY. BRI<SKLAYINgT Paii7tlug

taught in a few mouths. No age limit, positions secured.
Free Catalogin*. Gkfat Kastlrn Trank School. 4b K
22d St.. N. Y. City, arid 121 South 22d Si.. Philadelphia.

ELECTRIC THOUGHT REGISTER

1“K7 KIJ-<'TKB' TIBd'GI IT REG!STEP Kycry
professional and business man or woman should have aa
*> K. Fleetric Thouf/ht IltoinlF~ It relieves vour mind and
saves you time, money and worry. Nearly every person has some
very important thought Hash through his miad before going
to sleep at night and matters which should have b™n taken
care of have been forgotten. Send $2. in Stamp*. Draft.
M.n. i.r Cash for an D.K, Electric Thought HegLi.T. on 2b
days’ trial. Weis Manufacturing & Supply Co.. Hamm** id. Ind.

TileT
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PATENT ATTORNEYS

PATENT SKCUIiKI) <HE FEE RETCRNED. SKNI)
sketch for free report ns to patentability. *iui'h Jiool; :m<l
whut Jo inrtut, with valuable list of Inventions Wanted,
tent free. Oiu Million DoUrirn offered fi® om- inventi<cqg
Patents secured by us advertisod fret- in World's Progress:
sample five. Yptmr .1 Kvans A Co.. Washington. I). C.

PATENT WIIAT YOL: INVENT 1 Your ideas may bring
you a fortune. Our free hooks toll what to invent and how
to obtain a patent. Write for them. Send sketeli .if in-
vention for free opinion ns to patentability. Patent <=
tamed or Fee Returned. Patents advertised for sale free.
H. Kiljs Cuamu.ke iV Co.. Registered Attorneys. 12*7 V

St.. Washington. D. (.

IATENTS 111AT \ ITECT AND I'AE Hooks )r<<.
Highest references; best results. Send for list nf Inven-
tion" Wanted. Patents advertised fr-<  Send sketeli nr
model for fnr seareh. Watson E. *< an. Patent
Lawyer. u.22 F Street. Washington, 1). c.

I'ATKNTS: For fuels about Prize and Reward offers
and Inventions that will bring from $5U00 to W Million
Pollan*, and for books of intense Interest to Inventors,

send So postage to Puns. Patent Sense, GO, Bar-

rister Building, Washingion. D.

Dept.

PATENT YOI'K IDEAS.—$S,500 ottered for one inven-
tion. Book "llow to obtain a Patent” and "What to
Invent"” sent free. Send rough sketeli for free report a*
t" patentability. Patent Obtained or Fee Returned. We
advertise your patent for sale at our expense. Established
If. years. dianih.ee & Cijaxiu.ke. Patent Attys., bu2
F St.. Washington. D. C.

DU NOT PAY fancy prices for cheap new pianos; buy

standard make slightly used. We have a large assortment
of the best makes from $125 up, delivery free anywhere,
and very easy terms. For sixty-five years pease Pianos have

been a standard of durability. Write ....... mplete list.

Pi:a>i; Pianos. Leggett Ave. A Barry St.. Bronx. N. Y.
POPULAR SHEET MUSIC
money writing songs, th OrFr sands of

Dol I ABS for anyone who can write successful wonb nr
music. Past experience unnecessary. Send us your song
poems, with or without mnsie. or write for free particular-.
Qleeckjtuii(€ iHiunnitrtf if uniiluhh. Washington only place
to secure copyright. Il. Kikki's DrunAi.E Co.. Dept. 250,
Washington. 1), ¢

PICTURE POST-CARDS

ART PHOTOS BEAUTIFUD WOMEN. CHILDREN~

Landscapes. Animals. Dost card size, with trade mark
E.A.S. in a heart. From your dealer or send 25c fr five.
E.A.S.. 733 Broadway, New York City.

AGENTS WANTED— Fourth of July cards now ready:

send in eents in stamps for samples. <hn* Fourth of July
Novelty is a new one; send 1 cents in stamps for it
Catalog for 2c stamp. Alinow Post Caku Co.. St. Louis.

".Mifft RCYCITe S— IDIl m7mV to IK IN<I MUDEL. lills
more aetual features than all others. Idler, free engine,

etc. Amerp an

Comuanv.

Agents wanted everywhere.
Brockton. Mass.

roller hearings,
MaM | ACTt niNi;

STAMPS AND RARE COINS

$7.75 PAID for ran date 1Soil Quarters. X< for a
Keep all m<>nej' dated before 1Ns4, and send Dm at on>v for
New Illustrated Coin Value Book, 4x7. It may mean y.*ur
fortune. Clark A Co.. Coin Dealers, Dept. MI. l.e Roy. N.\.

culN.s. T~PAY FRONT.51_To™?dimi for thousands of
rare coins, stamps and pal*er money to 1KP4. Send stamp
for illustrated circular, get posted and make money quickly.
V-lvilictajen. the Coin Dealer. Dept. A. Boston. Mass.

TRICKS, JOKES, AND NOVELTIES

SNAKES. Best imitation of a real live snake ever sold.
Made of rubber. Scares anyone and is a great fun producer
Sent |Histpa.id with our big catalog of Tricks. Jokes, t-ic.. "ii
receipt of 3.V. Spuhler Novelty Co.. Dept. L. Plttsburgh Pa.

VENTRILOQUISM

LEARN VENTRILOQUISM
nn tliod. Big money,great fun.
where. Free interesting booklet
W. Il. Bailey. 771 Iglehart. St.

in a few hours. New wihnul
I want represent!)tires every-
tells how. Send stamp.
Paul. Mint.

REAL ESTATE

ARKANSAS

GET A 1PLMK. Hall Million Acres excluded from Ozark

Nation!!! Forest. The vacant land subject to Homestead.
Ilow. when and the law sent for 25 its. lionx. Wonkman,
Kveftoii. Arkansas.
CALIFORNIA

SiiFT11IERN, CALIFORNIA” ORANGE LAND, Th.'
famed Riverside-lied liinds district, on small payments.
Water ready for irrigating. -S2<* nioutlily. and less, buys
ten acres. Fnusually attractive planting proposition. You
-an pay for an orange grove, vineyard or alfalfa ranch
while earning .Voitr living. Rich sml—splendlda/ located.
1. booklet. ~So. Cai.. Ilumks Co., Los Augeles, Cal.

MOVING WEST— Don't sell your household goods— ship
them at reduced rates in through ears to and from Western
Stares Tians<oxtiM:ntN. Fiskiout Co.. 531 Bedford
Bldg.. Chicago. HI.; G51-2U Broadway, New York

ORANGE. ALFALFA. VINEYARD AND FRUIT LANDS

in S:m Joaquin Valley. Cjtlifornia. I'm ipialed soil, abundant
water. $i;n an aere iind nji. Make you independent in a
few years. Booklet " The Suu Joa<liiiu_Valley ” and six
nio-at]i>' subscription to oitr journal " The Earth,” free,

c. L. Sea<shayiis, Gen. <eelonization Agent. A. T. & s. F.

Railway. 1153 Railway Exchange. Chicago.

CALIFORNIA OIL LAND— But™MCm per acre per~—~duyT
Here opportunity knocks. leu a-Te tracts. No interest, no

taxes. Easy monthly payments. Write now. l'iiank Tiioiini:.
P. o. Box I'n;s. Los Angeles. Calif.
_ FLORIDA t—

IF INTERESTED IN SOUTH FLORIDA, write Board
of Trade. Tampa. Fla. Ymir name will be bulletiuiil among
50 real estate agents, newspapers, railroads, and you'll re-
ceive much interesting literature. “Tampa 142.2r'r City.'*

TEXAS

SWEETWATER, the metropolis el' West Texas: three
int-ak lino of railway ; Santa Fe and orient Shops; emu-
petirive packing houses. W«* own Snell Park Addition ; resi-

dence lot anil forty acres of land 2?2t>o0.00,
monthly. Write for illustrated literature.
or.MK.vr Ci'Mt'ANV. Dallas. Tcxjis.

BOOKS AND PERIODICALS_

payable
Biahi* P kykl-

FuKMI'LAS. rpHjtt MONEY-MAKERS, new autl original,
of tvery description, ."als-page cloth book, indispensable,
25c.  Order i-ilay. Ai.i.kx Book. Co.. Dept. A. Sis
47tli Place. Chicago.

FOR THE DEAF

THE DEAF HEAR INSTANTLY with the Aeuusticon.

For personal use. also for .hmvhes and theatres. Special
instruments. You must hear before ymi purchase. Booklet
tree. Uexkhal Aon sne Company, 204 Beaufort Street,
Jamaica. New York City.

SEND LOR ABSOLUTELY* FREE in - DAY TRIAL
PLAN liF 'nil' ATHIS. Smallest, lightest, cheapest
electrical hearing device for The deaf. Arms Suite Id,
1261 Broadwav. New York,

SAFETY RAZOR BLADES sterilized and sharpened
better than new; 2 ets. each. 5 years' success. Send fur

blade box and circular. Electro Stropping Co., 124
Shelby St.. Detroit, Mich.
DU Yol HAVE FOOT TROUBLES7 Fallen ".\ivhes?

Corns V Bunioas7 Swollen Feet7 Comfort F«Kit-Forins will
give immediate relief and effect permanent cure. 5(>r pair.

pair for si.tm. postpaid by return mail. State size of
shoe: whether ladies or gents. Anperson Gautkic Co.,
7s Kingston St.. Boston. Mass.

TELEGRAPHY

TELEGRAPHY. RUT11 M<>RSE AND WIRELESS, taught

quickly. Al-ii Station Af-itt Work. U. £, Dlspatcher s and
Western Fnion wires, and cuinplide wireless station in
school. Big demand for operators. Living expenses earned.

if desired. Catalogs free. Doiiqii's

Correspondence courses
Ind. Established 1874.

Institute, nth Sr.. Valparaiso.

TYPEWRITERS

"GENUINE ~TYPEWRITER BARGAINS. No mutter
what make, will quote you lower prices and easiest terms.
Write for big bargain list and illustrated catalogue,
I>. J. Peabody, 63 Minot Bldg., Boston, Mass.

REMINGTON $18.75. This is your opportunity. Write
at once for the most intcrcsti'iig proposition ever made.
Wy* are the Dual word. Staniukp Typewriter Exchange.
22 Park Row. New York.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.
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You Can Easily Learn

to be an automobile salesman, chauffeur,
demonstrator or repairman. Our home-study
course of 10 weeks is simple, practical and
interesting. Xo mechanical experience re-
fjuired. <>ir £-lathletes are everywhere, earning
$25 to $50 weekly in positions we obtained
for them. Free model of automobile to everv
stiK.ent. Iliphly endorsed and reasonable.
SEND FOR FREE LESSON AT ONCE

A postal will bringi_ it Chauffeurs aiul can-
peteut men .supplied owners and garages.

LE BUSINESS  Empire Auto Institute
AY-DANDYJOB pre i,
ffiHM EARN °%weex’ STUDY  HighGrade

We can |nesiiivs. bli*W vou by niftil £FHWW TO IM'KKASK YOVKSALARY, Instruction by
U frt-o. i»ALK-IUVIS. llept 641, rhinit-u, Il

LEARN JEWELE ENGRAVING Correspondence
A hurli sfclan*-ri Aii-i e milv IfEiuetl trade, taught thoroughly b>m We wilt Prepare-: b-r th.el ‘tr. Thrcte
teach tho h-gmiier bi-ilei Migraving thuu he can gain in yearn of iigl tappren- epare; S g piea s
N ot N N - M Cutirsf.; Cu.lffiit’, I'-.-t tira.i-
il-duii w» wilt a™o imprnv- the Pkill of any engraver, Semi fur uur catalog. it:Rcan I Ib.jsiiu-sL ;w. Nine
Tile KflirtAx Jit Ki'lI'Mil, 41 wmnee Hid*., MirhiestTi Am., tMrnmi, HI. teenthy* -ir. CLimm*l nt-l-Ur-. it Svivl b-rccilng

V.MWKIIi: A-11(0:1 S I1OKI. It-mnucr-i Irani th.ii-jmrhly titular. living rules b>r liriir—k-ii ti *R.e bar of tV.e several states.
iotr i>-i|h-; incttfi; nany e-li th-ir b*r»:u completing the Chicago (‘(irrcajmiitlfiice School of l.aw
a \\V lihlh ' w w.m| to meifl their H>>ie*M Writ- ->r im th iiiari. -SoOlicaper Block, Chicago

>rhot»sl uf shorl-tiorr Mriline. Kept. 41, Paee lliiildlne, (hicags

RE AN IL.U STIUTim
ij Dk*w. We -», tea-li you
br mail how to draw f.r tnaguines
anligwora:*rs. Send for Catah.;.

43,9760 A 0l it em ¢* Were metle te Oivil Yerviee plHESy
Learn SC|ent|f|c Business. ppoi hiring the past year e Dl

Pmt-i » that build fti opportunities for youn” people. 11 hyr,r ve |nstruct by mall thousands of
«alar-, w-c&tl j persons who p.t'S :kelim inations and r large share of them rei-i-.e

i
appointments to life p Aitioiis ,u fbJOto |i,5QUa year. If you desire a p 0 -
tion of this kind, write i>r our Civil Service Announcement, cont.ining full
infurination about ail government examinations aud queatlous recently used
by the Civil Service Commission.

N Yeung Men AVanted  coluveian CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE WASHINGTON. DC.

1irsaltiius paid to i>ur griuiu.'ic C aui-

te-:;rs a;.(-i- to e;xpert-s. W-e ;e;;h you a-lt m m AAa.Stu dy a: I_me m

\;
Il ;Li.|[i.MTrillng, Kept, 41, I'age HuUdine. Chicago.

n simple lessut.s i earn b:~ m  for Free Booklet on Contricts and
wney ar.d assist yuu<to seru’'eap.-so "= = o= pp. Catalog. Teds how

: Over 160 diagrams ir.enure. B In ie a | niversvty. Leading Corre-

uPti /"SWS-P  ~'rim for pospe.tus, sample H spondencc Law Course in America.
. 1 H n New text prepared b
“ ifA WEBK Mi.i..r'finent> of Inb-iiiline |tur* makei - H 21 resident LII'\IVSI’SIFIJISS |nc);ud|ng Har-
*
_ Kit- Model i.fan rtii:*t".of!) H vard, Stanford, Chicago, Wis..

Mlch and others Over 10.000 sy.dents
PRACTICALAUTO SCHOOL enroiled. Low cost—very easy terms,
70 Beaver Street, New York w w w SPFXIAL BUSINESS LAW COURSE

La SaIIe Extension University, Box 107x Chicago, Illinois

+ MUSIC LESSONS FREE

in yciir n't tor Pi:r»no. Oi'*nn. ~ ioliii, Kni'ai'.

COPY THIS SKETCH

itu in ip.ii-h *

= i I'M'-bi-iit Tall wnh m Itin.jo. Ci ici. Nielli .Sin~in®. Mandolin or (ello.
\% ~  Bern matln - Mild | will n-nd yu a s—r (>:e .esson ueek.y. 1llcgsntiers <r .idvanc -ii pu; ii'. Vi»:ir or,!/
plat-, ala » *| ili-tw .ti-a IU”I' expeii.-e is tor postavp.. .tn.i nm-dc, whicii average- Il ceix- ;i
iiilitfeo fur Yor. day. K.i i,ed 1M*s. T.oasai.ds of pupils ai'. over the w rid
writel \V I had known of y-u before.* Jliokietand tree
The Landon School , tuition otter sent tree. Address,yu. S. School of Mrsic, Hox
1429 SCHOHELI) 1H 1)I\U, TLhVINLAMI. <L 1- LCN Killl) Avenue. New York City.

STAMMER Short-Story Writing

£ j
Attend no other si b.ool vo:~ hear fro:, t,”_’i-nf_'ﬂ‘r’,_""é“_b,grnfdf?fgg['t gt%\;/vt\,a#njlil bv J. Berg
i - o ) o »../ I/tune Afu<iy l'onrsr.'i an<! rpr<>j>fi ‘-rs
curing bv thy izi>r<iv>-il natural im-thod. Ne Hiirrurd, llrvmi/.ofnell u/cl b ynimtj elttUyes.
tioO-page ealaloa free. Write to-day.
Itit.d page book an I special rates sent tree. THE HOF.IE CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL
u eWells Millard. President, NORTH-WESTERN SCHOOL Dept. 343, Springfield, Mass.
FOR STAMMERERS, Inc., 925 First St,, Milwaukee. Wis.
H SHID FCR FREE BOOK :
Salesmen Wanted run &repair R
Trained Sale-men earn from SI1.20n.00 to $10,0(9.00 a year, (ho A‘tjltllf Iﬁl'"pm
and expenses. Hundreds of trood positions now open. No Opportunities.*

exi*eriene<* needed to pet one of them. We will assist you to
Secure ;i position win-re you ('in 't PriU-tieal KXin*rit*Uet' as

a Salesman a: d earn 2% (I a niontli or more while ymi~are ;
learning. Write to-day In(r o,,i- free book “A Knlplytofthe 1MfJ {N"S',,W,{“f;j" \MKOIIKIYAI
Grip,” list of good openlngs and testimonials from Murt* ah'i :1-1rim: HHAHVKY
hundreds of men recently placed in_good positions* OUIKIKLD L1 (iti* o --m.
ress nearest office, Dept. ri -lL.m S owuit linnir- ko-c -

_National Salesmen’s Training Association
.Chicago  New York  Kansas City  Scatiift ~New Orleans  pyg's CORS'P SCHOOL OF MOTORING, Brx 48, Roe Louis, Mo.

11 r-h 1iv w1 limt ,,U >Ulitin, Till', AIPhISY.
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Midnight Between Towns.

BY

FRITZ KROG.

A Trolley Tale of Adventure, Mystery, and Threatened Doom Over a Road
Not Yet Opened to the Public.

(COMPLETE

CHAPTER L

jrST TOR A ILARK.

T HE last of the merry crowd which had

filled the trim little car-barn all eve-
ning had drifted away, and Gardner Lamar
was left alone, standing before a shining
new trolley-car gorgeously decorated with
bunting, flags, and flowers — nearly all
roses, white, red. yellow, and pink, plucked
from every garden in Caldwell.

This was the night before the gala day
which was to see the opening of the new
trolley line between Caldwell and Manette.
two thriving little towns grown up in the
heart of the Ozark Mountains in Southern
Missouri. Caldwell was a rich, old resi-
dential town; Manette, fifteen miles distant,
was a hustling, dirty mining town.

Hardly a citizen of Caldwell hut had
money invested in some iron mine near
Manette or worked there. Hence the need
of quick communication between the two
places.

Now the line was built and ready for
service, and its builder, a young engineer,
stood before the decorated car which was
to be the first to ply between the towns.
For almost a year Gardner Lamar had been
straining every tnerve-cell and blood-cor-
puscle of his body to finish his work on
time and make no mistakes. He had given
no thought to the people of Caldwell; their
little social functions he had avoided, or,
going, they had bored him.

But to-night, while he was one of the
happv crowd of pretty girls-and their es-
corts, something of the long strain had
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given way, so that by the time the party

ybroke up, perhaps dome of its gaiety was

left in him. for he stood before the new
car and smiled.

Presently he strode over and turned out
the lights, whistling happily all the while.
Then he started up the street, still whistling
and both hands in his pockets. Before he
had traversed the length of a block he
stopped and began to chuckle.

“ She called me a cunning bay,” he said,
moving on up the street.

The night, near gone now, was sweet
and quiet; a mild, warm wind blew from
the south; overhead a quarter-moon floated
among rolling clouds, and from somewhere
the stroller caught a whiff of lilacs.

" This is great,” he murmured, removing
his hat and running his fingers through
his hair.

He had left the barn a few blocks be-
hind by this time, and was walking along
a dark alley of shade-trees. Here he
stopped to stand stock-still and stare.

Advancing toward him was a white,
straight, slim figure. If he had been less
practical and more imaginative he might
have thought it a ghost, it looked so light
and unearthlv in the gloom under the trees.

But the apparition proved to be very
much of the flesh when it stopped and,
uttering a low scream, turned to run.

“Miss Nader?" Gardner cried, and
started forward at a quick walk, though
his heart moved in leaps and bounds.

In a moment he had caught up with the
fugitive, who stopped when he spoke. She
stood with her hand over her heart as he



386

came up, a slender, graceful, beautiful
figure in a simple white gown, bare-headed
and with wide-open, frightened eyes.

“Mr. Lamar!” she gasjDed. “ How you
frightened me!”

“You looked like a ghost among the
shadows,” said Gardner, extending his
hand. u

Almost unconsciously she put forth a
graceful, white arm and let her hand rest
in his, while both laughed and looked each
into the other’'s eyes.

“I'm glad | met you here,” said the
girl, withdrawing her hand. “ 1 lost my
locket while we were decorating the car.
Seel!”

She held forth a long gold chain with
both hands to show where the trinket had
broken away.

“And were you going back to look for
it?” asked Gardner.

“Yes, | wouldn’'t lose it for the world.
It's a present.”

“ It ought to be easy to find," said La-
mar, with a smile. “I'll go back with
you, if I may.”

“ Oh, ves; that's good of you.”

This was Eleanor Nader, the daughter
of one of Caldwell's oldest and worthiest
citizens. , Gardner had often met her be-
fore this night, but he had never allowed
himself to think of her.

During the work of decorating the car
he had suddenly seen in her a lovely girl,
and, hardly knowing that he was doing so.
had been watching her all evening. Now.
walking with her through the soft, languor-
ous night, he felt his blood warm, and
something went into his step that made it
light and springy.

The two exchanged only a few words on
the way to the barn. Once, when a wake-
ful house-dog sprang against a fence which
they were passing, Eleanor shrank close to
her companion’s side, and he curved his
arm around her for an instant.

“ That's that terrible Thompson dog."
she said, laughing apologeticallv for her
fright.

“ He couldn't hurt you," Gardner replied
confidently, and as the girl stepped shyly
away from him he caught himself sighing.

“ Here we are,” he said, as they stood
before the dark archway of the car-barn,
and while he went within to turn on the
lights Eleanor waited outside, humming.

“ It is pretty,” she said enthusiastically,
as the decorated car lit up.

THE ARGOSY.

«The first hurried search of its floor and
cushions did not reveal the lost locket.

“ It might be under the seats/’ said
Gardner, dropping on his hands and knees.

Thus his head brushed Eleanor’s skirt,
and she stepped back, blushing furiously.
He hung his head and, ashamed and con-
fused, began to search energetically.

“ It must be here somewhere,” he said.

But it was not there. They looked over
every inch of the car's interior, the front
and rear platforms, and the region outside
just around the car.

“ It may have rolled underneath,” sug-
gested Eleanor.

“ That's right,” Gardner replied, and
stooped to crawl over the track with a reck-
less disregard of his best clothes.

“Wait,” said the girl. “You'll
your coat.”

“1 don't care," he declared; but added
a second later: “ Maybe it would be”easier
to find if | run the car out a little way.-Tm

“ Oh,” Eleanor exclaimed. “Will it
run? s it all ready to go?”

“Yes,” Gardner nodded. “ The current
has been on since day before yesterday.
We are using Beaver Dam power— the same
they are using at Manette for their motors.”

“ Then wait until | get on,” said Eleanor.
“1'll be the first passenger.”

“ All right," Gardner replied laughingly,
and took his place at the controller.

The girl followed him to the front plat-
form, and as the car ground slowly forward
she screamed softly in delight.

“ It looks so easy to make it go," she
said, as the engineer brought the car- to a
halt.

“Yes," he said, “it is.”

“ Show me how,” she burst out impul-
sively.

“ Let's look for the locket now." he said,
“and then we can take a little run.”

“Good!” Eleanor exclaimed. “So I'll
really and truly be the-first passenger.”

The area just exposed proved as devoid
of lockets as any which their eyes had
covered. Their search was quickly made,
at all events; for they were both eager for
the lark of driving the car through the
sleeping town.

“It's too bad,” said Eleanor,
not hunt any more now.

soil

“but let's
We can find it

to-morrow. It's getting shockingly late and
| want to ride.”
“ Come on,” Gardner replied, and led

the way to the motorman’s post.
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There they stood side by side while
Lamar swung the controller around, and
the car leaped out over the deserted street.

“ Oh, isn't it grand!” Eleanor cried.

Gardner had no words ready, but he
laughed and turned on full speed, so that
the car shot between the rows of trees along
the walks with terrific speed. The engi-
neer's blood was flowing swiftly through
his veins; all thoughts of danger and of the
consequences of this midnight “joy-ride”
were absent, and he realized nothing except
the pleasure of the car bounding under him
and of this lovely girl at his side, with
her wind-swept hair and shining eyes.

“Now let me run it awhile,” said
Eleanor, after they had traversed several
blocks.

Gardner stepped aside to let her take the
controller-handle, and while she held it he
explained the various speed-notches. So
engrossed were they in this business that
they had passed out of the town limits and
were well into the country before either of
them noticed their surroundings at all.

“ Look where we are,” said the girl sud-
denly, with a note of alarm in her voice.

“That's all right,” replied Gardner.
“The car goes so fast—forty miles an
hour— we've only been gone ten minutes.
It's great out here."

If Eleanor had any further doubts about
going on, she did not express them. Her
companion went on explaining about the
controlling mechanism, and he helped often
to regulate the speed. Sometimes his fin-
gers rested for a moment on Eleanor’'s as
he took the handle from her; the touch
thrilled him.

Engrossed as they were in this sweet play
they forgot everything and observed noth-
ing, unless it was the light in each other's
eyes. Particularly, they failed to note that
the clouds which had been lazily floating
in the sky earlier in the night were now
banking in the south in heavy, sinister
masses.

Now the car was bowling well into the
wild, wooded, and mountainous district
that lay between Caldwell and Manette.
On both sides of the right-of-way lay thick
woods, sometimes below the track-level,
sometimes on cliffs or hills. Of houses and
other signs of humans they passed few, for
in this mining district fanning had been
practically abandoned.

Gardner and Eleanor, flying swiftly
and smoothly through this dark solitude,

laughed and shouted. But suddenly La-
mar’s hair rose; his body grew tense and
rigid; his one hand shot out convulsively
to take the controller from Eleanor’s and
with the other he reached for the air-brake.

So quickly did he make these moves that
Eleanor could not stand aside from her
position between him and the controlling
apparatus. Both his arms were around
her and her hair blew into his eyes. At
the same time she struggled and screamed,
confusing him and interfering with his
prompt action.

They had rounded a curve at the foot of
m range of steep, short hillocks. Straight
ahead and almost upon them they saw lying
across the track the top of a huge tree,
whose trunk disappeared in the darkness
up the little hillside.

Gardner’s endeavors to stop the car and
avoid rushing into the foliage, beneath
which might lurk a dangerous obstruction,
came too late. Had he been driving the
car himself and had Eleanor not stood in
his way he might have stopped in time.

As it was, they rushed headlong among
the leaves, there was a crackling of twigs
and branches, and Gardner felt bits of
wood and sticks lash his face. Then the
car stopped with a suddenness and a lurch
that threw both him and the girl in his
arms to their knees.

CHAPTER II.
A HOLD-UP OR WHAT?

About the time .that Gardner and Elea-
nor were searching in the car-barn for the
locket, two men and a boy, the latter bear-
ing a lantern and an ax, and the others
carrying shotguns, arrived at the foot of
a tall sycamore in a dense grove on the top
of a hillock. They had been led here by
four gaunt, yellow hounds who were now
whining and restlessly circling the base
of the tree.

“ Shet up, will ye?” growled the oldest
of the men, a tall, rough-looking individual
as gaunt as his dogs and with a mass
of uncombed whiskers and a face, tanned
and wrinkled, showing in every feature a
crude slyness and meanness.

“ He's thar, all right, paw,” said his
oldest son, a youth of twenty, thin as a
rail, heavy-faced and thick-lipped.

His brother, the one with the lantern
and ax, was an overgrown, freckled-faced,
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barefooted boy of fourteen, with a broken
nose.

“1 reckon he is,”
“ But we can't see to shoot. And the tree's
solid, so we can't smoke him out. Elmer,
you best git to work and hack it down.
It ain't so thick.”

Elmer, protesting profanely that he was
tired, nevertheless attacked the tree with
his ax. After a few listless blows his
brother snatched the tool from him and
went at the chopping with a fierce energy
which cooled presently.

“Well," said Elmer,
“ he’s bigger than me.”

“ Nary one of you
clared the old man.
age—"”

“ Do it yourself if you don't like my
choppin',” snapped the oldest son.

Amid growling and quarreling, the work
proceeded. At their best these people had
ugly tempers; they felt worse than usual
now because they had covered something
like ten miles that night through the rough-
est country in Missouri in pursuit of a coon
which, from the behavior of the hounds,
they thought to be in the top of the tall
sycamore.

The three — Sam, the father, Tom, and
Elmer— were members of the Dance family,
a huge clan of lazy, shiftless Ozark moun-
taineers who eked out a miserable existence
from almost sterile farms scattered about on

agreed the father.

as he drew back,

is any count," de-
“When | was your

the mountainsides south of Caldwell and
Manette.
Never leaving their homes except on

hunting or fishing expeditions, or to buy
groceries at some backwoods store, they had
heard nothing of the new trolley line. And
they never dreamed that they were within
thirty feet of the track when they began
cutting down the sycamore.

When the tree fell, its topmost branches
scraped the trolley-wire and its crown
dropped well across one rail. Almost by
a miracle it did not cause a short-circuit.
But, as it was, there were limbs enough of
sufficient size on the rails to make danger-
ous passing for a car.

The Dances stood back as the tree
crashed its length down the hillock; but
as soon as it had fallen they, together with
the hounds, dashed through the thicket to
capture the coon. Just at that instant the
trolley-car, its headlight gleaming like an
evil eye, swept out of the darkness and
bore down on them.
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Elmer, the younger boy, was the first to
see it. For the fraction of a second he was
stunned with fright; then he dropped the
lantern and screamed.

“Paw! Gawd!”
coinin'!”

By this time Sam and Tom had likewise
caught sight of the juggernaut, and stood
as if transfixed, utterly bewildered and
frightened to the tips of their souls. Even
the hounds crouched with trembling limbs
and waited.

The coon kept his head; perhaps he was
better acquainted with the trolley-line; at
any rate, he skedaddled when confusion
fell on his pursuers.

The suspense of the hunters did not last
more than a full second when the car
rushed into the tree-top, stopped with a
tremendous grinding and scraping of its
wheels, and its lights went out.

“Wal, I'll be dinged!” said Sam, who
recovered first: “it's one o' them new-
fangled hoss-cars.”

He had been to Kansas City once in his
life and once to St. Louis. Hence he rec-
ognized the type of conveyance which had
so frightened him and his sons, as soon as
he had a good look at it. ,

The boys, who had never seen anything
like a trolley-car, were slow in getting back
to their normal state of mind.

Meanwhile the four hounds had started
a wild baying and howling, and threw
themselves at the front platform where
Gardner and Eleanor were slowly gathering
their wits and getting to their feet.

he wveiled. *“ Looky

“ Pete! Bump! Yaller!” Sam called
to the dogs. “ Gol ding your dirty hides.
Git offen that car. Elmer, where's that
lantern ?”

After the hounds had been kicked and
beaten and the boy had recovered the light,
the situation cleared to a considerable ex-
tent; at least, so far as the Dances were
concerned. And by this time Gardner was
helping Eleanor to her feet.

“ Are you hurt?” he asked anxiously.

“ No, no,” she replied, leaning on his

arm. “ But what has happened? Is the
car broken?”
“No, | think—" Gardner began.
Eleanor interrupted him with a wild

scream, and gripped his arm with both
hands. She had just caught sight of the
Dances lined up at the front steps, guns
in hand and holding the struggling dogs—
a wicked-looking group.-
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“ Robbers!” the girl yelled shrilly. “ We
are held up!”

“ Hush,” said Gardner quickly, although
in his heart he feared the worst as he looked
into the rough, stolid faces of the coon-
hunters.

An awkward silence ensued, while Elea-
nor continued to cling desperately to Gard-
ner's arm, while the engineer and the
Dances stared at each other. With fear
and suspicion on both sides, each waited
for the next move of the other. Only a
restless hound whimpered.

“ Hallo, you there,” said Gardner finally.

The Dances gave no answer to this cheer-
ful greeting except a grunt and a cough
from Sam. They were embarrassed now.

“ It's one o' them city fellers," said Tom
in a low voice.

“ And his gal,” Elmer whispered.

“ Shet up!” ordered Sam loudly and
gruffly. o

These last words Eleanor and Gardner
heard; she was more frightened than ever,
and the engineer thought things looked bad.
He was convinced that the tree had been
laid across the track for some evil purpose
which would develop presently. Another
silence followed, which Sam volunteered to
break.

“ Come from Caldwell ?” he asked.

“It's none of your business,” Gardner

retorted. He was not going to show a white
feather before Eleanor. “What's your
game?”

“ Game?” Sam growled, sensing an in-
sult in the word. “ I don’t play no games."
“ He's sassin’ yoti, paw,” Tom whispered.
“ Don’t take nothin’ often him.” *

“ He's too smart,” Elmer added.

All this whispering had its effect on Gard-
ner and the girl. They were thoroughly sat-
isfied now that they had fallen into the
hands of some sort of bandits. Eleanor be-
gan to cry hysterically.

“ There, don’t cry," said Lamar tenderly,
patting her hand. “ We must be brave.”

By this time the clouds, which had been
gathering thickly ever since the trolley ex-
pedition started, completely covered the
heavens, and jagged streaks of lightning
shot over the horizon. This added to Gard-
ner’'s worry, because an electrical storm
might put the line out of business. Hastily
contriving a line of action, he went into the
center of the car.

“ Come on,” he said to Eleanor. “ Wait
for me in here. | think nothing more is

389

wrong than just the trolley off the wire. If
| get it back, we may be able to give these
fellows the slip.”

Stepping outside again, he swung the
trolley-pole around until its wheel touched
the wire, when the car lit up again in a
startling flash.

During these maneuvers the Dances stood
by, stolidly watching. When the car lights
blazed they jumped, and the hounds began
a fresh clamor. One, bolder than the others,
dashed at Gardner.

“ Keep that dog off!” he called out. ;

“ Pete! ” Sam yelled. “ Down, Pete!”

But Pete would not down. He continued
growling and snapping at Gardner’s legs,
while the latter kicked and backed off. Then
another dog attacked him, and Tom started
forward to beat them into quiet.

In the confusion that followed Gardner
saw an opportunity to escape. With a quick
leap he cleared the steps of the car and stood
before the controller-box. With a swift jerk
he pushed the handle to the starting-notch.

Nothing resulted except that the lights
went dim, the motors screamed, and the
wheels groaned raspingly.

“\our car's off the track,” said Sam as
Gardner swung the controller handle back
to the starting-point.

“ 1 know it,” Gardner replied angrily, and
glared down at the Dances.

Here it began to rain, amid brilliant
lightning and heavy thunder. At first a
few big drops fell, then more and more, until
the downfall grew into a shower. Mean-
while. Gardner stood on the platform and
frowned.

The behavior of the Dances was puzzling
him. If they were hold-up men, why did
they not go on with their work? Or were
they just playing with him as a cat plays
with a mouse?

But he finally decided that, no matter
what their intentions were, he would do all
he could to get away.

He jumped briskly off the car again fo
examine its wheels, and found that only
two of them had slipped off the track.
Still, he could not put them back alone.

Meanwhile, the Dances had been confer-
ring. They came to the conclusion that
Lamar was a smart Aleck and a city dude,
and they hoped he would have lots of
trouble, so that they could laugh at him.
They were willing, if necessary, to produce
a little trouble of their own manufacture.

“ Look here,” said Gardner, who was be-
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ginning to doubt now that the Dances were
such bad characters, “ | want to get this car
back on the track. | can’'t do it alone; but
if you'll chop down a lever with that ax
there, we can make it.”

“Haw!” Tom burst out derisively.

Elmer began to titter, and Sam spit on
the ground.

“We ain't choppin’ no more wood to-
night,” he said.

“Well,” said Gardner in his exaspera-
tion, “what are you going to do? Why
did you throw a tree across the track in the
first place? What's next? What are you
standing there for like a lot of sticks?”

The young engineer was growing very
angry, and also wet, for it was raining fast
now. The Dances were feeling their insults
more keenly, were likewise getting soaked,
and were frankly antagonistic to anything
Gardner might want.

But something had to be done, and Sam
suggested the next move.

“ Got any money?” he asked.

“ Not much,” replied Gardner. “Why?”

“ Oh,” Sam went on, “it orter be wuth
sumpin’ to git that car back on the track."

“ I've got five dollars,” the engineer cut in.

Sam was silent, and puckered his face.

“ Git all you kin, paw,” Tom whispered.

“'Tain’t nuff,” said Sam.

“How will ten do?” want on Gardner.
“ That's all 1've got."

The mention of so much money aroused
the Dances’ cupidity. Accustomed all their
lives to such petty thievery as chicken-lift-
ing, hog-stealing, and selling bad butter and
rotten eggs, they saw an opportunity here to
draw a lucrative benefit from Gardner's
misfortune.

“1 dunno,” said Sam. *“ Seems to me
like ten ain't much to git outen this.”

“ But that's all the money I've got!"
Gardner exclaimed. *“ Look here.”

He drew forth his wallet and showed two
fives, really his only funds. The three
Dances looked and grinned.

“’Tain’'t nuff,” insisted Sam.

“The deuce!” Gardner burst out, and
then caught himself. He could not afford
to lose his head. “ And here’s my watch,"
he added.

“1 don't keer for it,” Sam replied. “ I
want two hundert and fifty dollars to move
that car, and no less.”

“This is a hold-up,” Gardner declared.

“Wal,” said Sam, “ there ain't nobody
else to help ye.”

dieard her.
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Lamar thought the matter” over quickly.
He decided that this was a unique manner
of robbery, but effective nevertheless, and
that he would have to pay.

“All right,” he said, after a moment’s
hesitation. “ Let's get busy on the car.
Yoy can ride back with me, and when | get
home I'll pay you.”

“ Don't do it, paw,” Tom put in. “ Like
as not he'll git on the car and run off.”
“No," said Sam to the engineer. “ You

leave the car here, and when you git back
with the money we’'ll move her.”

“ You're crazy,” Gardner retorted.
am | going to get back ?”

“Walk, 1 reckon,” said Tom, and the
others laughed joyously. * You Kin git back
by mornin’.”

The engineer raged, swore some, argued
and pleaded; but Sam was obdurate, and
the upshot of the affair was that Gardner
had to give in. As it was raining in tor-
rents now, all moved on the car for shelter.
When Eleanor saw them entering her face
went white as a sheet.

“ Don't be frightened, Miss Nader,” said
Gardner, sitting down beside her; and, while
the Dances gathered in the other end of the,,
car and gazed curiously at everything, he
explained the agreement.

“ But | don't like the idea of leaving you
here,” he finished, “and you can't walk
back with me through such a night.”

“ Oh, don’t leave me here alone with such
men!” Eleanor ejaculated, her eyes widen-
ing in horror. “ 1'd rather try the trip in the
rain.”

“ The gal stays,” said Sam, who had over-
“We'll take keer o’ her.”

“We'll settle this ourselves,” Gardner
flung over his shoulder, and then to Elea-
nor: “ 1 don't think these fellows will do
you any harm. But if you walked back
with me through the storm your parents
would find out about this business, and— ”

“ Oh, oh, oh!” Eleanor burst into tears.
“ This is terrible!”

“ The best and quickest way out of it is
for me to go back and get the money and
bring it out in another car,” Gardner added
quickly. “You’'ll try to keep up your cour-
age while 1'm gone, won't you? ”

“ Yes,” said Eleanor, striving to check her

“ How

tears. “ But hurry as fast as you can.”
“ All right,” Gardner replied, rising to
his feet. In his heart he feared to leave

Eleanor, but he could see nothing else to
be done.



MIDNIGHT BETWEEN TOWNS.

“If that girl comes to harm while Tin
gone— " he said to the Dances.

“ She won't,'1said Sam. “ You better git

mnow."

With a last word to Eleanor, who was try-
ing to appear calm with a spirit that made
Gardner admire her wit]; his whole soul, he
made for the door. At the last instant he
hesitated, but Sam pushed him out.

“ And don't you fetch no town marshal
and sech like,” the old hunter yelled after
him. “ This ain’t nobody's business ‘cept-
in’ our'n. You do your end right, and we’'ll
take keer o' the gal.”

With this sinister suggestion ringing in
his ears, the engineer buttoned his coat and
stepped out into the storm.

He was more than eager to keep this af-
fair a secret, as Sam suggested. He wanted
nothing better than to get the two hundred
and fifty from his bank in Caldwell and re-
turn as quickly as possible. Above all, he
wanted to see Eleanor safe with her parents
before morning.

CHATTER III.

AX AXXIOUS NIGHT CHASE.

Gardner decided that he would make the
best time by following the trolley-track into
town. As nearly as he could judge, he had
about six miles to cover. But as he was in
prime condition and had done much cross-
country walking in the last year, he
thought he could make the trip in two hours.

And allowing another hour to get the
money, to run a car out of the barn, and re-
trace his way to the stalled car, he hoped the
whole business would be finished by half
past two.

Barring accidents, there was only one seri-
ous hitch that he could foresee— that con-
sisted in the awkwardness of getting his
money. He would have to wake Mr. War-
ren, the cashier of the bank. Mr. Warren
would be anxious to know why he was being
roused at one in the morning to let Gardner
draw two hundred and fifty dollars, and
Gardner would not feel at liberty to explain.

But as he. pounded over the rails he told
himself that if this-little trouble were all. he
would be getting off cheaply. Of course,
there was the rain which was pouring down
now, and had already soaked him to the
skin. Then he felt more and more uneasy
about having left Eleanor in the hands of
three unknown roughs.
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This uncomfortable thought made him
run faster, and he tried to put it away; it
was a worry, not a real obstacle. He brought
his mind back to his original judgment of
the Dances— that they were father and sons,
not the kind to harm a girl; that they
wanted money and nothing else.

It seemed to him that the miles between
the stalled trolley-car and Caldwell were
stretching into hundreds as he dashed on.
He could not see five yards before him, nor
look at his watch, so that he had no idea
where he was, nor for how long he had been
running. He merely leaped on from tie to
tie, and hoped the town would presently ap-
pear in sight.

Long before he reached it he thought he
must be there. The last mile seemed end-
less, and if the trolley had extended beyond
the town he would have thought that he must
have passed through the latter. At length,
however, he saw a light shining mistily
ahead, and, after a frenzied spurt, found
himself on the smooth streets of his goal.

In distinctly better spirits, he lost no time
in making for Mr. Warren's house. He
found it dark and silent, and looking very
gloomy in the midst of its wet, soggy lawn.
Dashing up to the front door, he rang the
bell and beat the panels steadily until a
shutter scraped overhead.

“Hallo!” said a thick,
“Who's there?”

“ Gardner Lamar," the engineer replied.
“1 want to see you quickly, Mr. Warren,
on a matter of great importance.”

The voice above murmured something un-
intelligible, the window rasped, and pres-
oldy the front door was cautiously opened.
In its aperture stood a white-robed figure,
out of which protruded a gaunt neck, topped
by a gray beard and a red nose. A dim
hall lamp illumined the whole feebly.

“ Eh, ah, Mr. Lamar— it'syou ! ” said Mr.
Warren, gaping and looking much confused.

“Yes," replied Gardner. “ But hurry,
will you? I've got to get two hundred and
fifty dollars in double-quick time.”

“Yes—ah— 1 see,” Mr. Warren replied.
“ But this is very unusual— at this hour— "

“1 know, | know,” the engineer replied.
" But it's a matter of life and death. Can't
you see?”

The old banker was so far impressed that
he turned back into the house, after inviting
Gardner within, and began mounting the
stairs. Half-way up he turned to look at the
engineer's mud-bespattered figure.

sleepv voice.
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“You've been out in the
croaked.

Gardner swallowed his rage and- his de-
sire to throw the hall-tree at Mr. Warren,
and asked him again to hurry, which he did,
appearing presently ready for the street and
still protesting that this was most unusual.

Once outside, Gardner walked the old
cashier to the bank in record time, and they
exchanged few words until they stood before
the vault.

“Do you mind, Mr. Lamar,” said Air.
Warren as he counted out the bills, “ telling
me what this most unusual—”

“1 can't tell you now,” Gardner broke in
impatiently, “ but in the morning | don't
mind explaining the whole thing.”

With that he seized the money and rushed
out into the storm again.

But Mr. Warren's awakening had other
results. During its progress Mrs. Warren
had been roused from sleep and wanted to
know what was up. When the cashier re-
turned from the bank he told her all he
knew.

Mrs. Warren said that the affair looked
very suspicious, and woke her mother, who
slept in an adjoining room, to tell her about
Gardner’s extraordinary appearance. Mrs.
Warren's mother said that they might de-
pend on it there was something in the wind.
Thereupon both females prepared for ex-
tensive gossip in the morning.

Meanwhile, Gardner was rushing as fast
as his legs would carry him to the car-barn.
Once there, he dashed to the front platform
of the nearest car and turned the controller
to the starting notch. Nothing happened.

With a sinking heart he jumped off the
platform and pulled the trolley off the wire.
There was no spark; therefore, there was no
current on the line.

His disappointment was so keen that he
stamped around and swore. But that grew
tiresome, and he collected his wits for the
next move.

By the side of the car-barn was a little
coop of a house built for various line em-
ployees. Inside was Gardner’s office and a
telephone, to which he hurried. After a few
impatient minutes, he was talking to the
Beaver Dam power-house.

“Yes,” said a voice at the plant, “ the
Manette circuit is out of commission.”

“What's the matter?” Gardner jerked
out.

“We don’'t know yet, but most likely .the
lightning blew' out a transformer. We are

rain,” he
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sending a repair-gang out to look for the
break,"

The engineer hung up the receiver, and
his hands dropped limply to his side.

It might require twenty - four hours to
locate and repair the trouble on the line.
Clearly, he could not run another car out to
rescue Eleanor. Then he thought of horses,
and, with a fresh burst of energy, set out for
the livery-barn.

There he started a fat stableman out of a
deep sleep, and, after an age of yelling and
wild exhortation, managed to drill the idea
into the newly awakened one's head that he
wanted the fastest and strongest team
hitched to the stoutest buggy at once.

“ Sure,” said the stableman as he com-
prehended and began slowly to dress. “ But
what's up?”

For the second time that night Gardner
carefully explained that whatever was up,
it was going to be kept dark, and that the
chief thing now- was hurry. As did Mrs.
Warren and her mother, so did the stable-
hand— he cleared the decks for a broadside
of gossip to be discharged in the morning.

When at last the engineer was seated in a
snug storm - buggy, with all the curtains
dow-n and a good lantern on the dashboard,
he sighed with relief.

It was just two o’clock. By fast driving
he might reach Eleanor and get her back to
town before daybreak.

With fresh hope he lashed the horses, and
the outfit sped off through the rain, which
was still thrashing down in torrents.

He probably broke all previous records
for driving through a pitch-dark night and
over rough roads in his flight out of Cald-
well. A dozen times his heart was in his
mouth for fear that he had snapped a spring
of the buggy, or that one of the horses had
broken a leg. Once when the wheels grazed
a tree he thought for a moment that the jig
was up. But by a miracle nothing gave
way, and he urged the horses on.

The road was not directly alongside the
trolley-line, however; and after he had
traveled about as far as he thought was
necessary, he had to stop and stamp through
more or less thicket to look for the car.
After three or four such expeditions with-
out result, he grew- frightened that he had
passed his objective-point, and made short
trips up and down the track; but still with-
out result.

Thereupon his alarm grewf; and, tying
his horses to a tree by the roadside, he
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dashed oft through the woods again, with
the determination to walk the track now
until he found the car. The lower limbs of
trees and undergrowth scratched his face
and hands, and several times came near
poking his eyes out; but lie pressed on, in-
tent on nothing but to find Eleanor.

Once on the track, he set off at the best
pace possible; and though his strength was
beginning to fail, he made fairly good
progress. Yet, all without result; he could
see nothing except darkness, rain, and mud.

And just as he was beginning to despair
he caught sight of a recently fallen tree ly-
ing along the track. On coming nearer, he
identified it as the sycamore which he
thought the Dances had thrown across the
track to undo him. But the trolley-car
was gone.

CHAPTER IV.
BREAKING THE NEWS.

For a few seconds Gardner refused to
believe that he had found the spot where he
had left Eleanor with the car. But a closer
examination of the fallen tree and the
ground around the track proved beyond the
shadow of a doubt that this was the very
place.

He was at his wits’ end to account for
what had happened. Then his eye fell on
a log about the thickness of his arm.

Instantly it flashed into his mind that
this was the lever with which the Dances
-had pried the car back on the track. Ob-
viously, then, they had set out with it and
its precious passenger for some other place.
But' why? And whither?

Gardner's fears grew a hundredfold. He
turned sick and faint with horror. Now he
was ready to imagine anything, and he
imagined the blackest.

For a brief, terrible moment he let his
mind revel in awful fancies. Then he
shook himself and tried to be optimistic.

“ Maybe they took the car to town,” he
reflected.

At any rate, he could not see any purpose
ill lingering hereabouts. There were ten
miles of track to be covered if he tried to
seek the car. Besides, he considered now,
for the first time, that by withholding
Eleanor’'s plight from her parents at this
time was wronging them and her.

Before this he had not considered the girl
as being in any serious situation; now all
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was changed. Hence he hurried back
through the woods to his horses and set out
again for Caldwell:

He carried a heavy heart on that return
drive. He wanted nothing better than that
his horses might dash his buggy and him-
self to destruction against some tree. But
the animals were too tired for that, and
nothing of the kind happened. And, de-
spite his misery and doubts, Gardner sev-
eral times caught himself dozing.

But, for the most part, he built theories
of what might have happened to Eleanor.
The- best explanation of her disappearance
with the car which he could formulate was
that the Dances had taken her away in or-
der to get more ransom.

This way of looking at the affair was
bad enough, but not the worst that might
have happened by far. And as it was com-
forting to a degree, Gardner clung to it all
the way to town.

It was nearly four o'clock when he drew
up his horses before the Nader premises, a
rather pretentious place in the best section
of Caldwell. The heavens were still pour-
ing when he stamped across the gravel path
to wake Eleanor's parents.

As he rang the bell he reflected dolefully
what a sorry figure he would cut in their
eyes. He knew very well how they would
heap reproaches on him, and what an ex-
citement and what fears his story would
provoke.

After an age of ringing and waiting the
glass pane of the door before him lit up.
Then the door opened and a head appeared.

“Who's there?” asked a feminine voice.

“ Gardner Lamar,” replied the engineer,
recognizing Mrs. Nader’s servant-girl. “ I
want to see Mr. Nader.”

The girl reluctantly allowed Gardner,
who had pushed the door open while he
spoke, to come into the hall. She forgot
her own appearance while she stared at the
strange, wet, and dirty caller,

“ Gee, how you look!” she said.

“ Never mind,” replied Gardner.
tle along and wake Mr. Nader!”

The maid did her duty, waking not only
Mr. Nader, but Mrs. Nader as well. Mr.
Nader appeared first in a dressing-gown
and slippers. .He was a pompous, bald-
headed old gentleman who had retired sev-
eral years ago with a good-sized fortune
made in: Manette Iron Mines.

“Mr. Lamar?” he said, halting on the
lowest step of the stairway to stare at

* Hus-
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Gardner. “ The Caldwell-Manette Trac-
tion Company engineer?”

“Yes,” answered Gardner, and without
further delay plunged into his story.

Long before he finished, Mr. Nader was
gasping with astonishment, the account lit-
erally taking his breath away. And near
the end Mrs. Nader rushed down the stairs
clad only in a nightgown. Gardner had
to repeat for her, and when she caught the
main outline she began to grow wildly
excited.

“ My daughter?" she screamed.
is she?”

“1 don't know,” said Gardner, “ but—"

“ Sir,” Mr. Nader interrupted with great
emphasis, “ this is astonishing.”

“ 1 think— " Lamar began. \%

“Where is poor Eleanor?” screamed
Mrs. Nader, clutching his arm.

“ My dear,” said Mr. Nader, putting his
arm around his wife, “ let me deal with this
situation.”

Mrs. Nader screamed again, wept, and
prepared for hysterics. Meanwhile her sis-
ter, a maiden lady, appeared at the head of
the stairs; and while Mrs. Nader rushed up
to bring her down to help make a demon-
stration commensurate with the calamity

“Where

which had befallen the family, Gardner
tried to finish his story.
“ Stop! ” said Mr. Nader. *“ Did you say

these individuals were coon-hunters?”

“Yes,” Gardner replied.

“ Did you see the coon?” demanded the
other.

“No,” the engineer answered.

“ Ah,” said Mr. Nader, as he scored his
point, “ then L should say they were brig-
ands of a most dangerous kind.”

“ | don't believe a word of what he says,”
cried Mrs. Nader, who had swooped down
from above by this time with her maiden
sister in her wake. “What have you done
with my daughter?”

“ Madam,” Gardner replied, “ I want to
know nothing better myself.”

Mrs. Nader took this impatient answer
as an affront, and, throwing her hands over
her head, let go a scream that would have
waked the dead.

“ Arrest him!”
guilty!”

“Young man," the spinster added sol-
emnly, “you'll be lynched before noon.”

“ There, there!*” said Mr. Nader, who
was greatly agitated, and did not seem to
know what to do nor what to believe. “ We

she shrieked. “ He's
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must not judge Mr. Lamar too hastily. This
is a very serious affair. | can hardly
think—"

“No, no!” cried Mrs,
ought to be arrested!”

With that she went off into hysterics,"and
nothing more could be made out of her re-
marks. While the maid and the spinster
were holding her, Mr. Nader led Gardner
to the door. Any extended discussion was
plainly impossible here.

“Now, you and i will have to talk this
over," he said. “ You can meet me at your
room at the hotel ?”

" Yes," replied Gardner. “1 want to
change clothes, get a bite to eat, and then
chase off again to find your daughter.”

"Yen good,” said Mr. Nader.

While Gardner was driving his horses to
the barn, and afterward making for the
hotel, the Naders were digesting his evil
tidings. Mr. Nader and the maiden sister
were calm enough all the while; but Mrs.
Nader varied wild weepings and wailings
with frenzied bursts of advice and activity.

One of the first things she did was to
telephone to her brother, Walter Hastings,
that Eleanor had been kidnaped and, after
various tortures, put to death. At any rate,
this was the. interpretation which Mr. Has-
tings put on Mrs. Nader’'s incoherent re-
marks at the mouthpiece.

Before Mr. Nader left his house to call
at Gardner’s room, he stopped to telephone
Dr. Mansur, his oldest friend and chief
solace in all family divergencies. The doc-
tor was asked to hurry to the Star Hotel as
soon as possible.

Furthermore. Mr. Nader gave him a brief
outline of what had happened. This’ Dr.
Mansur told his wife, who instantly for-

Nader. “ He

sook her bed to call on Mrs. Nader for
details.
Then Mrs. Nader's maiden sister took

her turn at the telephone, and solemnly in-
formed three other old and highly respected
spinsters, fellow members of the Ladies’ Aid
Society, that Eleanor Nader had disap-
peared in a mysterious manner in company
with the young engineer of the Caldwell-
Manette Traction .Company, and that she
was either being held for ransom or had
been killed, or worse.

While all these communications were be-
ing telephoned about and half understood,
tiie servant-girl was talking to the milkman
at the back door. The maid had only half
heard Gardner’'s story and the Nader’s re-



MIDNIGHT BETWEEN tOWNS.

marks about it, and her interpretation to the
milkman was most interesting.

She said that Gardner had dragged
Eleanor from her home, had tied her to a
new trolley-car, Tind conveyed her to a lone-
some spot in the woods, where he had left
her while he returned to town to get ran-
som from her parents. Meanwhile some-
tiling had happened to her ; no doubt she
had been killed, and Gardner Lamar would
be lynched by noon. Mrs. Nader's sister
was going to organize the lynching bee.

The milkman told this story,.with addi-
tions, .variations,/and expansions, at every
house at which he delivered milk. Thus,
through Mr. Nader’'s, Mrs. Nader'’s, the
spinster’s, and the milkman’'s efforts, there
was hardly a household in Caldwell that
did not know by breakfast-time more or
less about Eleanor’'s disappearance. Tin-
stones were as various as the people who
told them, but one and all agreed that Gard-
ner Lamar was a guilty man.

CHAPTER V.
THE BIGGEST MYSTERY OF ALL.

Meanwhite the innocent author of all
this mischievous gossip was taking a cold
plunge at the Star Hotel, changing his
clothes, and eating a huge breakfast. He
was tired, nervous, conscience-stricken, sad
of heart, and long of face. So Mr. Nader
found him just as he finished eating.

“ Let's go up to my room.” Gardner sug-
gested.

This room overlooked the main street of
Caldwell, up which the new trolley-track
disappeared in the misty rain. Across the
street stood the car-barn.

It was near six o'clock when Mr. Nader
and the engineer sat down in this room in
the dismal early morning half-light.

“ Well, Mr. Nader,” Gardner began, “ it
seems to me there is not much more to-be
said, but we ought to begin searching the
woods at once.”

“ Pardon me, Mr. Lamar,” Mr. Nader
replied, looking very grave, “ but | wish to
satisfy myself in regard to several points of
your story.”

“Can’'t we go over that afterward?”
Gardner asked impatiently. “1 want to
find your daughter now, first of all.”

“ Do | understand that you yourself wish
to continue the search?” demanded Mr.
Nader.
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“Of course | do,” Gardner answered.
“ Nobody could—"

He stopped, and colored to the roots of
his hair. It had suddenly occurred to him
how dear Eleanor had grown to be.

“Ah!” exclaimed Mr. Nader,
back in his chair.

He had misinterpreted Gardner's red-
ness as the blush of a hypocrite.

“If you don't mind." Gardner went on,
rising to his feet, “ I'll leave you to organ-
ize a search party and start away again my-
self right now.”

“Hold!” said Mr. Nader. “ Mr.
mar, your haste to be off is suspicious.”

“What?” cried Gardner.

“Yes," went on Mr. Nader sternly, “ you
are conducting yourself like a man whose
conscience is pricking him, sir."

“Now, look here, Mr. Nader," said
Gardner, controlling himself with difficulty,
“you don't think I'd do your daughter any
harm, do you ?”

“How do I know?" Mr. Nader replied.
“ Appearances—"

“ Appearances be blamed!” Gardner
burst out. “ Why, man, Eleanor's safety is
dearer to me than niv life. That's why I
can't find her too fast."

“Sirl" exclaimed Mr. Nader. “How
dare you speak of my daughter with that
familiarity ?”

This conversation might have led any-
where, but at this point some one knocked
at the door; and to Gardner's “ Come in!”
Dr. Mansur, a weazened, dapper little man,
all bones and wrinkles, hopped~across the
threshold, a dripping umbrella in his hand,
and stared quizzically from Mr. Nader to
the engineer.

“Ah, Mr. Lamar!" said the doctor, fix-
ing his beady eyes on Gardner.

“Yes," said the latter.

“ Mr. Nader,- the doctor continued, giv-
ing his hand to his old friend, “ | offer you
my sympathy. Has the body been found ?”

“ Oh, my Heavens! ” groaned Mr. Nader,
turning ashen pale and staggering to a chair.
“ Have you heard any news?”

“1 just now met Mr. Wynn, who let
Mr. Lamar have two horses last night,”
Dr. Mansur continued, “ and lie told me
the shocking news of your daughter's
disgrace.”

“It's a lie!”
clenched fists.
lie!”

“ My dear young man,” said the doctor,

leaning

La-

Gardner shouted, with
“It's a black, damnable
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turning to the frenzied man, “ your boldness
is astounding. Mr. Nader, I am amazed
that this person has not yet been properly
incarcerated.”

Gardner, his every muscle rigid and his
hair on end, rolled his eyes from one to the
other of his accusers, and could only splut-
ter by way of argument. There followed
another knock at the door, and Mr. Warren,
the old bank cashier, entered in breathless
excitement.

“ Mr. Lamar,” he gasped, “ you hound—
so this explains your most unusual demand
for money last night!”

“Ah!” Mr. Nader exclaimed, starting
up. “ Mr. Lamar, you told me nothing
about that!”

“You didn't give me a chance,” Gardner
cut in.  “ If you had listened to me, | could
have—

Another knock at the door, and Mr. Has-
tings, together with Mr. Barker, Mr, Endor,
and Mr. Peeler, stamped damply into the
room, and looked angrily at Gardner and
sorrowfully at Mr. Nader.

“ Scoundrel!” said Mr. Peeler.

“Wretch!” said ‘Mr. Endor.

“ Low-down dog!” said Mr. Barker.

“Why ain’'t he in jail?” demanded Mr.
Hastings.

Gardner was making a desperate effort to
make himself heard, but his every attempt
was cut off by accusing questions, threats,
and bloodthirsty suggestions.  Meanwhile
more men appeared in the doorway, foot-
steps in the hall promised still more, and
some, crowding into the room, added to the
confusion.

Finally there strode calmly through the
throng Hiram Kale, the town marshal, a
big, six-foot, two hundred and fifty-pound
man, armed with a long club and decorated
with a big, nickel-plated star. As he ap-
peared, the others fell back to let him get
at Gardner.

“You come along,” said the officer with
the real Missouri drawl, taking a firm grip
on his club with his right hand and laying
his left heavily, on the accused man's
shoulder.

“Now here,” cried Gardner, who had
gathered himself together by now and was
the calmest in the crowd, “ this is the most
senseless performance | ever saw. You've
been hearing a lot of fool rumors and got
everything twisted.”

“You can talk afterward,” said Hiram
heavilv. “ This ain’'t no court o’ law.”
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“No,” replied Gardner quickly, * but
you people in this section of the country
never wait for a court of law in a case of
this kind. | don't want to be locked up
now on mere suspicion and afterward
lynched for it. It'll only take a few min-
utes for me to tell you the straight story of
this. Afterward you can lock me up if
you want to. | can't get away in this mob.”

“ Gentlemen,” put in Mr. Nader, coming
majestically forward now, “if the girl's
father may be allowed to say a word—"

“Yes, yes,"” the crowd exclaimed.

« vVery well,” Mr. Nacjer went on. “1
should like to hear Mr. Lamar's story again.
It does seem to be a little confusing, and
no harm can come of his telling it all be-
fore he is arrested by our esteemed officer
of! the law, Mr. Hiram Kale.”

“ All right, go ahead,” said the marshal
to Gardner.

The engineer told his story to no less
than twenty eager listeners, and there would
have been more had his room been large
enough to hold them; for the hall \vas full
of excited Caldwellers just awakened from
sleep and charged with a more or less bloody
account of Eleanor’s disappearance.

And down in the lobby and on the street
were more people, and more were coming.
Among these later arrivals were not only
men, but women as well, and their-number
was increasing rapidly.

From all parts of town they trooped to
the hotel, bearing "Umbrellas and spreading
garbled tales of the calamity.

Gardner gave a good, clear-cut account of
himself," omitting nothing of the escapade
from the time Eleanor told him that she
had lost the locket to the time when he left
her in the hands of the Dances. He dwelt
much on this latter point, explaining ex-
actly why he had acted as he did, and
finally blaming himself for the whole pain-
ful business.

“ But so far as my doing that girl any
harm is concerned,” he finished, “ 1 would
as soon have attacked my mother."

“ A most unusual affair,” commented Mr.
Warren.

“ Mr. Lamar,” said Dr. Mansur, “ here's
my hand. | have wronged you. | believe
you are telling the truth.”

“ 1 don't believe a word of that tale,” ex-
claimed Mr. Peeler.

“Nor I,” Mr. Barker added.

“Wal,” said the marshal doubtfully, “ I
dunno.”
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“ And now,” suggested Mr. Nader, “ per-
haps we had better proceed to search for
my daughter.”

“ But arrest that man first,” Mr. Peeler
insisted. “ If he is guilty, and made his
escape, it would be a disgrace to the town.”

These remarks Gardner was able to make
out above the babel of a hundred others
which arose on all sides. All sorts of sug-
gestions and opinions filled the air. Some
wanted to let Lamar go at once, some
wanted him locked up, some were hesitating.

But finally the crowd divided itself into
two camps: one which exonerated the en-
gineer, one which blamed him. The latter
were much in the minority, for Gardners
story had made a strong appeal to all the
men of good sense.

While this was going on a wild shouting
and hallooing floated up from the street.
At the same time a commotion arose in the
hall and some one beat on the door, which
had been closed during Gardner's recital.

A momentary silence fell on the crowd
in the room, while wonder was written on
every face. Then Mr. Nader looked out of
the window.

“ The car,” he exclaimed; “ your car, Mr.
Lamar!”

Gardner pressed his face against the
window-pane, and there, sure enough, he
beheld mistily through the rain the deco-
rated trolley-car skimming toward the car-
barn. With a cry of relief he sprang across
the room, down the hall, and out on the
street.

Nobody ventured to stop him. On every
hand the coming of the trolley car had pro-
duced such exciting curiosity that he was.
for the time being, forgotten.

Those people who were not alread™ on the
street when it was sighted, hurried out of
the hotel along with Gardner. Before the
car arrived the whole crowd was gathered
before the barn breathlessly waiting.

In his impatience the engineer dashed
up the track, shouting and waving his arms.
There was little doubt in his mind that
Eleanor must be driving the car. None of
the Dances knew how to handle it, and cer-
tainly they would avoid, rather than hurry
into Caldwell.

Just how it was that Eleanor had man-
aged to get away with the car did not puzzle
Gardner for those brief seconds while he
stood on the track waiting for it. His mind
was packed full of the fact that Eleanor
had returned.
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Now the rapidly approaching car was
within fifteen yards of him and he strained
forward to catch a first glimpse of the most
welcome sight in the world at that moment.

But Eleanor was not at the controller.
Nobody was there.

CHAPTER VI.

BAI), AND WORSE THREATENING.

Gardner's hair rose on end; he tried to
shout, but not a sound could he utter; he
turned cold throughout his body, and his
knees knocked together. He closed his eyes
for the fraction of a second and then opened
them again in the hope that now he would
see aright.

But in vain; the car, not three yards
away now, proved as tenantless as before
and all its lights, brightly illuminating the
whole interior, made it impossible for hint
to be mistaken.

Now it was almost upon- him, and the
danger of being run down roused him suffi-
ciently to enable him to stagger off the track.
As he stepped over the rail he stumbled and
fell on his hands and knees. With a hum
and a rattle the empty car passed him and
shot into the barn.

Dismayed and unmanned as the engineer
had been by the uncanny fact that the car
was returning empty to Caldwell, so was
the remainder of the crowd. Women
fainted, strong men shook like leaves, and
some turned and ran with all the fierce
energy of those who behold the supernatural.

Most of them, however, stood as if petri-
fied, while horror raised their Irair and fear
froze their blood.

Gardner was one of th™ first to recover.
He had, at no time, been so much impressed
by the abnormal return of the car as by the
fact that Eleanor was not driving it. Hence
he regained his composure quickly.

Scrambling to his feet he rushed after the
car into the barn, and leaping to its front
platform, shut off the motors. He was none
too soon, for by the time he had the con-
troller in hand the car was pushing another
just before it through the rear wall of the
barn.

The wheels had scarcely stopped grind-
ing when others in the crowd recovered from
their stupefaction, and mounting the rear
steps of the car, began to file within. Gard-
ner, entering by the front door, met them,
and together they examined the interior.
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The lights, which were still burning, made
this an easy task.

What was now disclosed was more hor-
rible even than the appearance of the car
without a driver. The floor and seats were
streaked with blood. It was splattered
about freely, though most of it was spread
on one of the long seats in the rear.

“ Good Heavens!” cried Gardner, trans-
fixed by the sight.

The others stared mutely from the blood
to the engineer. Now Mr. Nader entered
and cried out like a man in mortal pain at
his first sight of the ghastly stains. Sud-
denly he stooped beside a seat, and lifting
something there, burst into tears. It was a
girl's handkerchief, .soaked with blood.

“ My poor Eleanor!” he exclaimed chok-
ingly. “ My poor little girl!”

Hiram Kale came forward now and stood
by Gardner’s side.

“ Close them doors,’- said the marshal in
his slow way. “ Don’t let anybody else in.
Lamar, you're under arrest.”

All this w'hile Gardner had been stand-
ing listlessly in the car aisle, staring
dumbly at the blood stains. He saw in
them certain evidence that the Dances had
done their worst; his blackest fancies had
materialized for him, and all the light went
out of the universe.

“ Let them hang me to the nearest tree,”
he said hoarsely. “ |1 want to die."

“ Never you mind that," the marshal
drawled. “ I'll take care o’ you.”

Thereupon he slipped a pair of hand-
cuffs on Gardner’s wrists and led him off
through the car and the crowd. No one
molested them. The story of blood in the
car was just circulating around, and was
adding to a mystery already confusing
enough to most onlookers.

But by the time Gardner was locked in
jail and the crowd had seen Mr. Nader, pale
as death, stagger homeward with a friend
on each side to help him, rumors and the-
ories became rife again. Afterward, at
breakfast-tables, and later, in saloons, there
were more rumors and ugly stories.

The more staid citizens of Caldwell, even
though tremendously excited at first, were
content to let matters rest as they were until
further facts came to light. Meanwhile,
too, search parties were organized to scour
the woods along the trolley-line.

But among the hot-heads of town and
among the lower classes, the excitement and
extravagant stories grew at a tremendous
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rate. Everybody in town knew Eleanor
Nader and liked her; scarcely anybody had
made Gardner's acquaintance, and nobody
knew him intimately. In most quarters he
was known by sight only.

Moreover, most people who heard the
story of Eleanor's disappearance, listened to
a much-garbled tale from which nothing
could be gathered except that she had been
murdered, that Gardner Lamar had been
arrested for the crime and that a blood-
stained trolley-car on Main Street bore un-
deniable witness of the whole affair.

To make things worse, this day had been
declared a holiday by the mayor on account
of the ceremonies to attend the opening of
the new trolley line. Therefore there was
more time than usual for gossip and drink-
ing, and no sobering influence of the daily
work to counteract these evils.

Under these conditions, by nine o'clock
that morning, before Gardner had been,
presumably, in jail for two hours, there was
considerable talk- about lynching bandied
about. Such pastimes are seldom indulged
in around about the southern parts of Mis-
souri ; but sometimes they are.

By ten o'clock, in a few of the meaner
saloons, mobs were forming. Shortly after-
ward a gang of men broke into a hardware-
store to steal a rope, and guns, and came
into evidence here and there, as if by magic.

About twelve a wild-eyed drunkard
reeled into a saloon on Main Street and
yelled thickly that Hiram Kale had started
for Manette with the prisoner. The news
produced a wild racket among the loungers
who packed the place.

The noise was quelled by a big, powerful
man with a heavy jaw, long arms, and red
hair, who leaped on a table with a loud
oath and demanded quiet.

“ Bud Lamson !” yelled the crowd.

“ That's me," he retorted.

“ Whopee!” yelled the crowd, while Bud
rubbed his heavy jowls with a hairy hand.

“Let's git him,” he said laconically,
and jumping down into the throng, pushed
his way to the street.

CHAPTER VII.
THE WHY OF IT.

Although so much happened to Gard-
ner when he left Eleanor weeping in -the
stalled car, much likewise happened to her.

To begin with. when, he waved her good-
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by and closed the door amid the crash of
rain, the flaring of lightning, and the boom
of thunder, her heart froze, and what little
courage she had summoned to speed him on
his way with a brave appearance, rapidly
forsook her.

She needed but another look at the vil-
lainous Dances and their wet, restless
hounds, which were sniffing around every-
where, to bring forth tears again in cata-
racts. Shrinking back into a corner and
covering her face with her hands, she gave
herself over without restraint to her terrors.

The Dances regarded this outburst from
the other end of the car with considerable
curiosity and a little resentment. They
thought that Eleanor had no right to cry.
that she had brought this grief on herself,
and that she really had nothing to fear.
But they did not know how to put all this
in words, so they merely stared at her.

Finally, as Eleanor showed no indica-
tions of ceasing to weep, the Dances ac-
cepted her tears as a matter of course, and
Sam and Tom filled their corn-cob pipes,
while Elmer picked at a thorn which had
lodged in the big toe of his left foot.

“Wal,” remarked Sam, “ | reckon as how
we orter git this car back on the rails purty
soon.”

“ Wait till she stops rainin',” Tom now
replied.

“ 1t ain't goin’ to stop,” Sam declared.

Eleanor listened to these brief remarks
meagerly; there was something 'encouraging
in them, for she gathered that the Dances
were really going to carry out their end of
the bargain.

But she had scarcely derived from this
conclusion its crumb of comfort when a
fresh calamity befell her. One of the
hounds discovered her and trotted over to
her to investigate. When she saw him
coming she screamed, and when he sniffed
at her dress she jumped up on the seat and
screamed again.

The oldest Dance boy started forward to
the rescue, but Sam dragged him back and
advanced himself. He fell on the poor
hound and kicked and beat him with such
merciless vigor that he would have Kkilled
him if Eleanor had not begged him to stop.

“ 1 dunno,” said Sam. *“ Seems like dogs
ain’'t got no sense at all."

“No?” Eleanor replied,
from, her perch.

She began to pet the dog, whimpering
and cowering at her feet, and Sam grinned

coming down
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broadly over this. There was something in
that grin which was vastly encouraging to
Eleanor.

As a matter of fact, the Dances were
keenly anxious to put the girl completely at
her ease; all they wanted was two hundred
and fifty dollars. The less fuss in getting
it, the better. *

Hence, when Sam left Eleanor with the
hound he felt decidedly better; there would
be no trouble, as he had feared, with the
girl.

“ Gosh, paw," Tom whispered, as Sam
rejoined him. “ wasn't she purty a standin’
on that thar seat!”

“ Shet vour dirtv mouth!"
gruffly. “ Hear?”-'

Tom's observation, which was all too
true, had, nevertheless, shocked Sam's sense
of the propriety of things. He was of two
minds whether to kick Tom or not. But a
better idea occurred to him.

“ Here, you,"” he said, “and Elmer, git
out and clear the track, and hist the car
back,"

“ It's rainin'," objected Tom.

“ | got a splinter in my toe," Elmer pro-
tested.

“1 don't care if it's rainin' cats and
dogs,” Sam retorted, warming up to the
subject, “and | don't care if you got a
fence-rail in your toe; out you git! ”

And out they got. Sam helped Tom with
a well-aimed kick, and Elmer he threw out
bodily, along with the ax. That done, Sam
cast a sidelong glance at Eleanor to see if
she approved.

She was watching with awe and wonder
in her eyes, and still petting the hound and
another which had joined his ‘comrade for
a little of this sweet attention. Just as she
caught Sam’s furtive eye, one of the dogs
reached up and kissed her.

As a hound's osculation is very generous,
Eleanor screamed a little, and then laughed.
Sam laughed, too, and rubbed his shins
with delight.

“ Are those your sons?” Eleanor asked
timidly, when she had recovered from the
Kiss.

“Yes,” said Sam, shamefacedly.

Thereupon both laughed again, and so a
comfortable sort of understanding grew up
between Sam and Eleanor. She was not in
the least afraid of him any more, and he
was delighted to see her face clear and
smiling. ,

But just in that instant of peace the door

said Sam
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opened at Eleanor's elbow, and Elmer's
white face appeared in the opening. Eleanor
screamed, and Sam leaped to his feet.

For a second Elmer could not utter a
sound, while the rain ran down his face and
dripped from his clothes.

“Tom’s killed!” he gasped when he
folmd his voice.

With that, he leaped away into the dark-
ness and the rain. Eleanor sat stunned and
motionless; but Sam, forgetting her for an
instant, ran out after Elmer.

For a brief space of time Eleanor re-
mained motionless; then she rose to her feet
and stepped out on the platform.

What she saw just beside the car was a
gruesome sight. The sycamore which had
brought on so many events had been cleared
away; but across the ties now lay another
shorter and smaller tree, recently cut, and
by its side was Tom, his head on Elmer's
arm, while Sam was bending over them with
a lantern.

For an instant Eleanor stood and stared
through the rain, while her blood froze and
her head went light. Then Tom raised one
hand; and though it fell listlessly to his
side again, it impressed the trembling girl
that he was not dead.

In the flash of a moment her timidity
vanished, and all the woman's courageous
instinct to help the suffering asserted itself.
As long as there was life, something ought
to be done.

. WithouttaHf more hesitation, she stepped
out into the storm and joined the Dances.

“ Quick," she said, “ bring him into the
car!”

It was indeed imperative that Tom
should receive some care at once. He was
bleeding so profusely at two wounds— one
somewhere under his unkempt hair, and
one in his neck—that his head and shoul-
ders and the ground under him were cov-
ered with blood.

“Hum"!" said Eleanor.

Elmer and Sam bestirred themselves now
from the stupor into which they had fall-
en. and between them carried the prostrate
man into th$ car, There, while Eleanor
tried to stanch the flow of blood, Elmer told
excitedly what had happened.

It seems that he and Tom had cleared the
track of the sycamore limbs and Tom had
cut down a young ash for a lever. This
he was carrying on his shoulder across the
track, when he raiseti one end, apparently,
to put the other on the ground.
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“ Then," said Elmer, “ sumpin hit him—
kerbang!—like that—and he wanged his
head on the rail, and a splinter from the ash
druv through his neck so as to come outen
the other side, so it did. Paw pulled
it out."

Just what had knocked Tom down neither
Sam nor Elmer ever knew. They had a
vague notion that it must have been some
malicious quality of electricity,, like the
force of lightning.

No doubt, Tom’s ash-tree touched the
trolley-wire overhead; and as he stood on
the ground which was the return circuit of
the line, he had received a violent shock.
Often such contact means death; Tom was
probably saved by the thick, callous skin
in the palm of his hand.

Carrying the wounded man into the car
and laying him on the seat had spattered
the interior liberally with blood; and after
Sam and Elmer, whose hands were covered
with the stuff, had touched things here and
there, and Eleanor in her efforts to stay the
flow had done likewise, the car looked like
a shambles.

But, in spite of all she did, Tom'’s life
fluid continued to flow copiously. To be-
gin with, Eleanor covered the worst wound
— the one' in the neck— with her handker-
chief. Then she tore strips from her under-
skirt, and with these bound up both hurts.

In this process her little handkerchief fell
to the floor and was forgotten, to bring the
thirty-third degree of horror and dismay to
her father some hours later.

Eleanor realized presently that she must
have help, for Toni’'s condition grew more
alarming. He lost consciousness entirely ;
his face turned a pale, livid color, and the
bandages proved almost useless. But she
did not let go her wits.

“ Mr. Robber,"” she said to Sam, and
startled him thoroughly by this mode of
address, “you had better put the car on the
track, and we’ll hurry to Caldwell with
your son. He needs a doctor, and | know
how to manage the trolley."

Sam did not demur. He was thoroughly
frightened now, and ready to try anything
Which might save his son. Moreover, Elea-
nor's conduct had won his heart complete-
ly. and he trusted her absolutely.

“ MF right, missy," he said, and, calling
Elmer, started at once to get the car back
on the rails.

“ Look out for the wire!”
after them.

Eleanor called



MIDNIGHT BETWEEN TOWNS.

There was no need for that warning, be-
cause Sam and Elmer were more than cau-
tious about touching anything, even the
sides of the car. Very gingerly they applied
the young ash to the truck, and shortly had
the car, which was not a large one, back on
the track.

“ All right,” said Sam, as he returned to
Eleanor.

“Very well/' she said. “ Now, robber-
boy, you hold your brother's head, and,
robber-man, you keep him from falling off
the seat. It won't be more than twenty
minutes before we reach town."

Eleanor had her doubts and fears when
she took her place as motor-girl. In her
brief instructions on driving, she had neither
started nor stopped the car. But, after a
few experimental moves with the air-brakes
and controller-handles, the car started for-
ward.

It lurched away with a suddenness that
almost threw her off her feet; but she held
on, glad that the car was going, and in the
right direction. The rain thrashed at her,
and soaked her through and through pres-
ently, and oftentimes terrible forks of light-
ning and tremendous crashes of thunder
made her heart jump.

But she was not daunted; she knew
where the full-speed notch was on the con-
troller-box, and to it she pushed the handle,
reckless of grades, hills, curves, or anything
else. It was time she wanted most of all to
save, and she closed her eyes to everything
else.

Perhaps because she turned such a fear-
less face to the storm did it play her such
a scurvy trick; for the car had not covered
more than two miles, and was about four
from Caldwell, when the lightning put the
line out of business.

The lights in the car went out when that
happened, and the car, after running some
distance on its inertia, came to a dead stop.

Eleanor could not imagine what had hap-
pened. Her heart was in her mouth when
the lights went out, and when the car
stopped she could not suppress a cry of
dismay.

With frenzied impatience she turned the
controller and brake-handles hack and
forth; but no matter what she did, the car
remained motionless. Then Sam came to
the front platfonn.

“ What's wrong, missy?” he asked.

“1've done something,” replied Eleanor,
“but | don't know what. The car won't go.”

2 A

401

After another futile attempt to start it,
she followed Sam within, where the lantern
was now the only lightt Tom looked ten
times more ghastly in its rays than before,
and Eleanor cast but one look at him when
she was convinced that he would die within
the hour unless he were better cared for.

In despair she hastened back to the front
platform and tried again to make the wheels
go round. Of course, she was unsuccessful.
But while she was experimenting a great,
long sheet of lightning gave her a fairly
good view of her surroundings.

When the night was all darkness again
she stood thoughtfully at the controller-box
for a moment and then rushed back to the
Dances.

“We can't be far from old Granny Mull’'s
house,- she said. “ She's an old friend of
mine, and she’ll very likely have something
to help us. Hurry now, and let's carry your
son there.”

So they set off through the rain. Elea- ;
nor’s last endeavors at the controller-handle
had left it on a starting notch. Therefore,
when, some hours later, the current was
switched on to the line again, the car ran
into town, with the staggering results al-
ready recorded.

CHAPTER VIII.
TWO REFUGES FROM THE STORM.

Graxxy Munt lived in an ancient hut
with sagging roof and crooked sides, almost
overgrown with Virginia creepers and wild-
rose vines. It was completely overshadowed

'by an old cherry-tree and two squat, gnarled

willows.  When the Dances and Eleanor
approached it in this wild night it was to-
tally obscured; and if it had not been for
the lightning and a tiny ray of light which
escaped through a crack in the door from
the old lady's night-lamp, they could not
have found it at all.

Granny was about as aged as her hut,
and her back was bent nearly double with
her years and digging up mysterious roots
to heal people. She had a long, pointed
chin and a nose like the beak of a bird of
prey; her face bore a thousand wrinkles,
and her fingers were crooked almost to
talons. Like some evil witch she looked,
but she had a heart of gold.

Hardly a child in Caldwell of at least
two generations but had gathered hickory-
nuts and blackberries in Granny’s woods,
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and she loved them all. But she had her
favorites from time to time, and these she
invited into her hut to let them pet her cats
and to feed them cakes. Eleanor Xader had
always been one of the these favored ones.

Granny’s chief business in life, so far as
anybody could see, was to raise cats, of
which she had fourteen, and to gather roots
and herbs for her famous rheumatism com-
pound, in spite of which she had been suf-
fering for time immemorial from that very
affliction herself.

But with her medicines she made enough
money to buy her groceries and a few other

thing's. The rest of life’'s necessaries she
derived from a cow, chickens, and the
woods.

Her establishment was situated between
the trolley-line and the Caldwell-Manette
pike, about half a mile from the former and
a quarter-mile from the latter. So it re-
quired some thirty minutes for Eleanor and
the Dances, together with the hounds, to
reach the place.

It had been a trying struggle, and some-
times the frail girl doubted if she could
ever find the little hut. And,-for all she
knew, Sam and Elmer might be carrying a
dead man.

“ Thank Heaven!” she said wearily, as
they finally stood before the door under the
dripping willows.

After a long siege of knocking the shut-
ter of a little window beside the door was
cautiously opened, and Granny Mull’s head,
surmounted by a nightcap, and half-light-
ed from a lamp in her hand, was thrust out
into the rain.

“Who's there?” she croaked.

“It's 1, Eleanor Nader,” Eleanor re-
plied, advancing so that Granny could see
her. “You remember little Eleanor Na-
der, don't you, Granny?”

The old lady gasped, cackled something
unintelligible, and, after a second’s hesita-
tion, closed the shutter. A few minutes
later, which seemed an age to those waiting,
she opened the door, and Eleanor slipped
inside.

Granny seemed still to be in doubt that
this could really be her little Eleanor Na-
der, and she remained skeptical until she
had stroked the girl’s cheeks with her trem-
bling talons and Eleanor had kissed, impul-
sively, the wrinkled old face.

“ Mercy me, dearie, but how come you to
be here this time o’ night in sech a rain?”
Granny quavered.
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Then she caught sight of the Dances
through the open door and shrieked shrilly.
And when one of the hounds appeared be-
tween Sam'’s legs, she would have fallen if
Eleanor had not caught her.

Thereupon Eleanor hastened to tell some-
thing of what had happened; and while she
was at it, Sam and Elmer, tired of waiting,
carried Tom within and laid him on Gran-
ny’s bed.

All this was too much for the old rheu-
matism doctor, and she was so flustered and
confused that she fell into a chair, where-
upon Eleanor put her arms around her, ca-
ressed her, and tried to finish some sort of
explanation.

But Granny had scarcely become recon-
ciled in a degree to her extraordinary guests,
and was beginning to take some active in-
terest in Tom’s wounds, when two of the
Dance hounds, nosing about the room,
smelled out three of the largest Mull cats
and started hostilities.

This brought forth the rest of Granny's
fourteen felines and the other two dogs,
and the racket they all produced in the
tremendous fight that followed, with the
baying, howling and barking of the hounds
and the spitting and snarling of the cats,
made the little old hut sound worse than
Bedlam.

But at last Sam managed to kick his
dogs outside and close the door, and while
the cats straightened out their tousled furs
and ruffled feelings, Granny and Eleanor
began a businesslike looking after of Tom’'s
injuries. Though he was not dead, he was
in a weakened and pitiable state from the
loss of blood, and the care came none
too soon.

“He’'s a bleedin’ too much, he's a bleed-
in’ too much,” Granny Mull mumbled, as
she puttered around to get at her roots and
herbs and old linen. “ But | know how
to fix him; I'll fix him.”

Presently, after she had started a fire in
the kitchen stove ancPTom had been freshly
bandaged, Eleanor made plans for the next
move. Somebody had to go for a doctor;
of that she was convinced, and after a
moment's thought she hit on what she
thought would be the quickest way to get
one there.

She wrote a note to Gardner, telling him
very briefly what had happened, and then
asking him to bring Dr. Mansur to Gran-
ny Mull's house; the doctor would know
where she lived. In a postcript she asked
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that Dr. Mansur leave word with her par-
ents that she was safe.

This note she gave to Elmer with in-
structions that he should hurry with it to
the trolley-track and walk along the latter
toward Caldwell until he met the car
which Gardner would be driving to meet
the Dances with the ransom money.

There was not much doubt in Eleanor’s
mind that Elmer would meet Gardner on
the track. She did not know that the trol-
lev-line was out of commission, and was
thinking that her car had been stopped
through some mistake of hers in running
it. As no more than an hour had elapsed
since Lamar had set out for Caldwell, she
wisely judged that Elmer would meet him
somewhere on his return trip near the lat-
ter town.

Elmer was loath to leave the comfort-
able shelter of Granny Mull’'s hut, both on
account of his sore toe and the storm. But
Sam’s word was law, and the boy set forth,
growling and limping, with Eleanor's note
jammed in his pocket.

To make matters worse for him, the cin-
ders no the trolley road-bed cut his feet and
he bumped his toes on the ties. But he
stayed manfully on the job and followed
the" track clear into Caldwell and to its
end at the car-barn. He arrived there
while Gardner was well out of town with
the hired horses.

Bewildered and frightened. Elmer turned
to retrace his steps. His instructions com-
prised nothing except to find Gardner and,
according to Eleanor, he must he somewhere
on the trolley-track.

Hence the boy obstinately refused to be-
lieve that the engineer could be found any-
where else, as he had a perfect right to
believe from all that had been told him
and from all that he knew.

But about a mile out of town Elmers
strength gave out, to say nothing of his
feet." The long night's coon - hunt, the ex-
citing adventures at its finish, and this last
hike along the trolley track through the
storm had sapped every ounce of the boy's

endurance.
Seeing a cow-shed just off the track, he

decided" to get under its shelter and wait
there until Gardner's car came along.
Crawling into the straw of his refuge, El-
mer watched for about three minutes, and
then fell asleep.

Of course, he slept like a log, and when
the ill-fated trolley-car which Eleanor had

403

abandoned hummed by® it did not wake
him. And all the while the mob was form-
ing to lynch Gardner he slept on.

CHAPTER IX.
IN THE NOOSE.

We left Gardner walking, handcuffed,
toward the town jail in company with Hi-
ram Kale, the city marshal.

To the engineer, at that moment, nothing
would have been so welcome as death. All
hope of his ever seeing Eleanor alive again
was dead in his heart, and if the crowd
had attempted to lynch him then and there
he would have acquiesced like a stone.

But Hiram had another notion of the
fate best for his prisoner. Unlike Gardner,
Mr. Nader and others, the marshal was not
convinced from the evidence at hand that
Eleanor had been murdered.

True, he could not explain the blood-
stains, nor the return of the empty car;
but there was enough mystery in the matter
to make him withhold judgment.

Besides, he did not intend that his charge
should be lynched, in any event. Hiram
had had a lifelong experience with lynch-
ing parties, and he had become expert in
foiling them. In this case, where a crime
was only suggested, he was doubly deter-
mined that no harm should come to the
prisoner.

Therefore he led him ostensibly to jail;
but when he neared the dirty little cala-
boose he suddenly switched his man off
into a near-by alley, and thence by way of
vacant lots and little-used streets, to his
own home near the edge of town.

Gardner, following him mechanically,
with his head bent to the rain and his
eyes fixed dully on the wet ground, did not
pay the least attention to his surroundings,
and never once looked up until Hiram
stopped under the porch of his house.

“Where are we?" Lamar asked,
looked listlessly around.

“ These is my diggin's,” Hiram an-
swered. “ Come on in and we'll rest a
while. I'm goin’ to drive you over to
Manette in a little bit."

“ Manette?” Gardner repeated dazedly.

“Yeh,” said the marshal., “ You'll be
safer there."

In a vague way the engineer understood
the significance of these words. But he
derived no comfort from them: escaping a

then
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mob did not interest him.
he followed Hiram within.

Now Hiram, in order to cover up his
movements, did not get his horses from the
livery-stable, but borrowed them from a
friend. This caused a delay, and it was
not until noon that he started for Manette
with his prisoner.

As they set out over the pike the rain
ceased falling, and the warm summer's sun
burst brightly through the clouds. The
dripping trees by the roadside seemed hung
with diamonds until the heat stole their
momentary brilliance; and on every hand
birds, who had postponed their morning
carols on account of the storm, burst into
song.

Hiram began to whistle merrily along
with the feathered tribe; but Gardner’s face
merely clouded darker. This glorious af-
ternoon seemed a sort of mockery to his
misery. The singing and whistling jarred
on his nerves, and he would not look twice
at his lovely surroundings.

“Kind o' tough lines, son,” Hiram
drawled presently, “ but don't take it so
hard. You ain’'t sure that the gal—"

“Don’t,” Gardner cut in quickly.

“Wal,” Hiram continued, “ it might 'a’
been one o' them coon-dogs that spilled the
blood.”

“Why should those cutthroats Kkill one
of their dogs?” Gardner demanded.

“1 dunno,” Hiram replied. “But it
goes to show we can'’t tell.”

Gardner refused to argue further, and
lapsed again into silent gloom. At the
same time, Hiram’s suggestion set him won-
dering ghat might have happened if Elea-
nor had been spared. All in a burst it came
over him that he would have loved her.

For a moment he was appalled by the
revelation; but every new second of reflec-
tion convinced him that it was true, and
for a brief time he thrilled throughout his
being with the idea.

Then a deeper gloom than ever settled on
his soul. The thought shot through his
consciousness now that he was not only
responsible for the loss of a human life,
but he had lost that being who would have
been dearer to him than any one else in
all the world.

“Lord!” ,he groaned aloud, and buried
his face in his hands.

“Whoa!” Hiram exclaimed, as if in
answer to the cry of agony.

Gardner started, and, looking up, saw

Sighing heavily
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three horsemen, all armed with guns, riding
furiously down the road at the buggy. A
moment later the sound of hoofs splashing
in the mud came faintly from the rear.

These were lynchers, the vanguard of
the mob. Unknown to Hiram, his strategy
to avoid them had been discovered, and
about the time he left the edge of town
two parties set out in pursuit.

The first division, under Bud Lamson,
rode by short cuts and across country to
head the marshal off. The others rode
swiftly after the buggy directly up the
pike.

All three parties met now about four
miles out of Caldwell and about a mile and
a half beyond Granny Hull's, at somewhere
between one and two o'clock in the after-
noon.

To Gardner it seemed the jig was up
when the horsemen surrounded the buggy,
and two of them seized the horses' bridles.
But Hiram thought otherwise.

“ Git down thar behind the dashboard,”
he said quickly.

“ Never mind,” Gardner replied.
'em have me.”

“ Down with you,” Hiram repeated, and
seizing the engineer by the collar, dragged
him off the seat.

At the same time he whipped a long
revolver from his pocket, and holding Gard-
ner down with his knees, raised the gun
to a level with his eye.

“Bud Lamson,” he said sternly to the
leader, “let go that bridle, quick.”

“ Hiram,” the rider replied, “ don’t yoo
start nuthin’. We want that man.”

“You can't have him.” Hiram retorted.
“This is my last word. Let go that
bridle.”

For a brief instant the affair hung fire.
The mobbers quailed before the marshal’s
determined air, and none ventured to move
or say a word more.

Then suddenly a fist shot under the
buggy-hood, and some one seized Hiram’s
revolver-hand. It was one of the second
party of mobbers who made this move. He
had stolen quietly up to the buggy while
Hiram and Bud were exchanging words.

Then fresh horsemen galloped up, and a
herculean struggle started to disarm the
marshal. He was a powerful and deter-
mined man, but in the face of the odds
he now encountered he did not long hold
his own.

Hv was prc.-jntlv dragged bodilv from

“Let
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the buggy, and with a howl of triumph the
lynchers fell on Gardner. While some of
them held the marshal, others jerked the
engineer to his feet and slipped a rope over
his head.

To Gardner the whole drama seemed
like some wild, fantastic dream. He of-
fered no resistance from first to last, and
when he was led across the road he never
uttered a word or even looked up.

The lynchers quickly made their prep-
arations. At the roadside stood a stately
oak, and over its lower limbs some flung
the rope, while others bound Gardner's
arms to his sides.

Then a momentary quiet fell on the mob,
and one of its members laid his hand on
Gardner's shoulder.

“ Anything to say to the boys? ” he asked.

“No,” Gardner replied in a low voice.

“ Readv?” called the fellow.

“ All right.”

“ Hist away!”

CHAPTER X
A .FORTUNATE ENCOUNTER.

W hen Elmer woke up in the cow-shed
it was nearly ten o'clock and raining so
thickly that it might have been four so
far as he knew. For a time he rubbed his
eyes and wondered what had happened.
When the memory of the note came to him
he leaped wildly tq his feet.

For a moment he stood by the trolley-
track, scowling at the rain and gathering
his wits. After a second of that, he re-
sumed his course, as he had started seven
hours before, toward Manette. The same
idea which had guided him then made him
go on in the same way now—that is, he
was still obsessed with the notion that he
must find Gardner somewhere on the trol-
ley-track.

Of course he did not find him, but that
did not hinder him from doing his best. In
spite of his sore toe, his aching limbs, and
the rain, he plodded all the way to the
fateful spot where the trolley-car had run
into the sycamore.

Utterly bewildered and frightened, he
then turned to retrace his steps. That he
had not found Gardner and had not en-
countered the car which Eleanor had aban-
doned, puzzled and worried him. But see-
ing nothing else to be done, he determined
now to proceed into Caldwell, and there
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make some inquiries as to Gardner La-
mar's whereabouts.

Elmer put the idea of stopping at Gran-
ny Mull's aside when he reflected how
Sam would beat him up and then kick him
out into the rain to find the engineer any-
way; in all of which reasoning Elmer was
perfectly justified.

He had scarcely covered the first mile of
bis second trip to town when he ran into
Mr. Hastings, Mr. Peeler, Mr. Barker, and
six others, all armed to the teeth and very-
wet. They were searching for Eleanor's
body and any other evidences and persons
connected with the crime by which she had
departed this world.

Elmer tried to escape from this formi-
dable band, and was about to succeed when
Mr. Hastings, who was fleet of foot, over-
took him, and held him by one ear.

“ Hey, boy!” he said. “Don’'t you try
to run away from me again.”

Elmer, seeing that escape was impossible,
shoved his fists into his eves and began to
bawl. Thereupon the Caldwellers gath-
ered around him with great suspicion.

“ 1'll bet he knows something about this,”
said Mr. Peeler.

“ Boy,” added Mr. Hastings, “ have you
ever heard of Eleanor Nader or Gardner
Lamar?”

“ The hoss-car man?” Elmer jerked out.

“Yes," said Mr. Hastings eagerly.

Thereupon Elmer produced the note,
wet and dirty, but happily still in his pos-
session, and while Mr. Peeler let go seven
“1 told you so’s,” Mr. Hastings read it.

“ She's alive!” he shrieked, and reread
the note aloud for the benefit of all.

The wildest kind of excitement followed,
and the party set out through the woods for
the Caldwell-Manette pike in order to reach
quickly Granny Mull's hut. Before they
started, however, they bound Elmer’s hands
on his back and tied another rope around
his left ankle.

And as they proceeded on the way two
specially delegated guards walked directly
behind the captive with two double-barreled
shotguns continually pointed at the back
of his dirty neck.

The group had barely reached the pike
when the}- saw Bud Lamson and his two
companions gallop out of a byway and dash
on madly toward Caldwell. Mr. Hastings
yelled at them, but he was not heard.

“1'll bet that Bud is up to something,”
said Mr. Peeler.
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Half-guessing the truth, the whole party
hurried after the horsemen as fast as the}
could. They caught sight of the lynchers
again, together with Hiram's buggy and
the rest, just as the marshal was fighting
to save his prisoner. But the scene was
fully a quarter of a mile away.

With wild hallooing and under tremen-
dous excitement, Mr. Hastings and his
friends ran toward the struggle. In this
flight the man who held the rope tied to
Elmer’s left ankle managed to drag the boy
to the ground, and so Elmer hopped part
way and rolled the rest en route to the
rescue.

Mr. Hastings, the best runner of his
crowd, arrived just as the lynchers were
dragging Gardner’'s feet from the ground.
Eleanor’'s uncle, past the power of speech
and all but exhausted, executed one last
forward leap and. clutching the terrible
rope just above Gardner's head, hung there
desperately.

A scene of wild confusion followed.
More of Mr. Hastings's friends burst into
the crowd and seized the rope: Hiram Kale
freed himself in the excitement and dashed
to his prisoner’s side; the lynchers, recov-
ered from their first surprise, rushed
thickly at the center of commotion, some
to attack the marshal and some to thwart
what they supposed were the newcomers'
efforts to prevent the lynching.

A fresh party of mobbers from Caldwell
arrived at this point, and, after them, a party
of more law-abiding Caldwellers, who had
set out after the lynching part}- to help
Hiram Kale. These lost no time in joining
the fracas, which they assumed, of course,
to be over the possession of the prisoner.

The man who had Elmer in charge
dragged the unfortunate boy into the midst
of this melee, and those contestants who did
not step on him were prevented from doing
so because more fortunate ones were just
then in the very act, or were standing on
him, or rolling on him.

All this went on until a shotgun was
accidentally discharged. In the compara-
tive lull that followed, while the rioters
looked about to find out who had been hit,
Mr. Hastings managed to make a few peo-
ple listen to him.

Presently a few more were listening, and
in a few seconds practically the whole
crowd was hearing Eleanor’s letter to Gard-
ner. Only on the outskirts, here and there,
some were left who clawed each other until
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solicitous friends finally pried them apart.
When Mr. Hastings had finished the let-
ter and added a few opinions of his own,
the lynchers held a council of war with the
more staid of the gathering. After ten
minutes of wild debate, which almost
brought on more blows, it was determined
to move on Granny Mull's to obtain the
clinching evidence of Eleanor Nader's safe-
ty and well-being.

CHAPTER XI.
THE AWAKENING IN A GARDEN.

W hile this huge crowd is marching up
the pike, let us go back to the time when
Elmer left Granny Mull's to find Gardner.

Through the first three or four hours
after EImer’s absence Eleanor did not worry
at all. She helped Granny prepare the
roots and herbs to stop Tom’s bleeding,
and afterward made coffee.

Sam sat before the kitchen stove, drying
his clothes and smoking his pipe, and
finally dozing away. Granny's cats ran
around everywhere and enjoyed having
guests as much as their old mistress did.

Then Tom regained consciousness, and
this removed the fear that he would die be-
fore a doctor could come to the rescue.

“1 told youl 1 told you!” Granny
cackled through her toothless gums, when
Tom opened his eyes. “We don't need the
doctor; no, we don’'t need him 1”

But when daylight came, and Elmer did
not return, Eleanor began to grow uneasy.
And, strange as it may seem, the domineer-
ing figure in her worrisome fancies looked
distinctly like Gardner Lamar. Of herself,
she gave little thought, and what her par-
ents might be suffering she considered very
vaguely.

At seven o’'clock, however, she was keenly
worried, and awoke Sam, who had been
snoring blissfully all those hours, to send
him after EImer. He was reluctant to leave
the comfortable hut, particularly as Tom
seemed in no danger now of succumbing.
But Eleanor was insistent, and after the old
man had been fed on a good warm break-
fast, he departed.

Like Elmer he chose the trolley-route to
get into Caldwell, for it was Sam’'s idea
that he would find either Elmer or Gardner
on the track. As it happened, he found
neither, though he passed within five yards
of his son fast asleep in the cow-shed.
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In Caldwell, which Sam reached about
ten o’clock, and where he was unknown, he
heard rumors of a mob, and without stop-
ping to investigate what the mob was for,
sensed that it might have some,connection
with the trolley-car business, and slunk out
of town. He was not the sort to take any
risks.

All the while the mob was forming Sam
was hiding in the woods somewhere be-
tween Granny Mull’'s hut and Caldwell.
There he remained until two o’clock, when
he set out again for Granny's, in the hope
that Gardner would be there and that din-
ner would be ready.

About the time Sam started for the hut,
old Granny was standing in a spot of sun-
shine before the door. Looking up, she was
startled to see a great cavalcade of men ad-
vancing toward her through the woods. Try
as she would, she could not explain this
marvel until she caught sight of the guns.
Then it came over her in a rush that an-
other such war had broken out as she had
experienced forty years ago. and turned to
hide in her little house.

But before she had hobbled inside and
bolted the door, Mr. Hastings and Hiram
Kale, supporting a pale, haggard young
man between them, confronted her.

“lIs Eleanor Nader here?” asked the
young man, who was Gardner Lamar, his
heart beating like a trip-hammer, and his
legs weak with excitement.

Before Granny could answer, the rest of
the crowd came up with their horses and
buggies and what-not,'and crowded around.
The old lady was so frightened that she
could hardly talk, but she managed finally
to gasp that Eleanor was in the garden back
of the hut.

“Thank God!” Gardner exclaimed, and
started around the cottage.

But Lamson and about a dozen others of
his gang, still doubtful, followed him.

Granny's garden, a revel of bright holly-
hocks, roses, peonies, nasturtiums, and
sweet peas, lay in beautiful, colorful quiet
beneath the splendid sun: but there was no
one visible either to Gardner or the roughs.
Then the engineer caught sight of a bit of
white at the far end of the garden.

Hurrying thither, he came upon Eleanor
seated behind a screen of wistaria on a
bench built around the foot of a gnarled old
pear tree, all blooming with white blossoms.
She was fast asleep, with her head resting
on one plump, bare arm, and her lips half
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parted in a smile. There was no flower in
Granny's whole garden more lovely than
she.

The men of Bud's gang stopped abruptly
when they saw this wonderful picture of in-
nocence and beauty and a sort of reverence
fell on them. Almost with one accord they
took off their hats, and with bowed heads,
and all the murder gone from their hearts,
stole awkwardly away, leaving to Gardner
alone the task of waking her.

For a long time he stood before her,
powerless to move, while his eyes filled with
tears of gratitude and relief. In a thou-
sandfold measure, like Bud Lamson and
his crew, he was completely awed and
abashed.

Then the horrible fear swept into his soul
that if he did not hurrv to awaken Eleanor,
somebody else would be along and spoil it
all. But as he timidly reached forth his
arm to touch her shoulder, she opened her
eyes, and seeing who it was, leaped to her
feet with a little cry of fear.

“Did | frighten you?”
vancing toward her.

“ Oh,” Eleanor exclaimed laughingly,
“ where have you been all this time?”

Gardner sat himself on the bench beside
her to answer that question, and long be-
fore he had finished Eleanor’'s heart was
bleeding for him. Near the end of the re-
cital, when the engineer reached the point
where they were lynching him— he told that
with a wealth of gruesome detail entirely
unnecessary— she burst into tears.

“ Don't cry like that,” begged Gardner
in alarm.

“ B-b-but it's dreadful,” Eleanor sobbed;

lie asked, ad-

“when | might have—when they would
have— "

“It's all over now,” Gardner went on
hurriedly. *“ But if you cry so, | can't fin-

ish the story.”

“Is there any more?” asked Eleanor,
trying honestly to stop the flow of tears.

“ Yes — yes,” Gardner said, suddenly
overcome with a tremendous agitation that
seemed to rob him of the power of speech
and convulsed him with long and terrible
shudders.

“Why, Mr. Lamar! " Eleanor exclaimed,
but, nevertheless, she did not dare look at
him. “Is—is the rest—"

“ Eleanor!” Gardner managed to gasp,
as he clutched at her hands. *“ I love you—-
that's the restt When the empty car came
back to Caldwell, | knew that you had been
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dearer to me than life, and | wanted to die
because | thought | should never see you
again. Oh, Eleanor— that's all.”

She drew back at his first words, but
when he had her hands fast in his own
and she had looked into his blazing eyes,
she gave herself without restraint into his
embrace, and with their arms tightly clasped
about each other all their trials of the last
day and all else except the beautiful and the
good of this world rolled from their souls.

For a long time after their wonderful
confession they just sat side by side holding
hands, saying little, looking furtively at
each other from time to time; or they lis-
tened to a bumblebee that droned near-by,
or watched a flower nod in the wind.

They might be sitting there to this day,
if in one of their rosiest moments they had
not been startled by a slight cough, and
looking up saw Hiram Kale standing before
them.

“You all fixin’ to git in trouble for life? ”
he drawled gravely. “ Miss Eleanor, I'm
goin’ to tell your mammy.”

“Tell her,” said Gardner proudly; “ tell
all the world!”

The mighty procession which marched
into Caldwell late that afternoon was a sight
to behold.

First came about twenty men on foot,
all armed with guns and revolvers. Fol-
lowing, was Hiram Kale's buggy, contain-
ing himself; a bright-eyed, smiling young
man, looking very proud, and a sweet-faced,
glowing girl, looking very happy.

After them came seven other buggies full
of armed men; then, fifty men on horseback,
variously armed, and laughing and singing
boisterously; then more men and small boys
with dogs, on foot.

All the way into town from Granny
Mull's more people joined the outfit. Men,
women and children appeared as if by

magic at every turn of the road, and by the
time the van reached the city limits the
THE
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line was half a mile long and contained
fully a thousand people.

Within the town a brass band, which had
been disappointed in the failure of the trol-
ley opening because there had thus been lost
an opportunity to blow their horns, seized
eagerly on the opportunity afforded them by
the triumphal march to produce their in-
struments and furnish music; which they
did with a gusto that left nothing to be
desired, among the small boys and the dogs.

This prodigious turnout bearing down
on the grief-stricken Naders, produced an
excitement and a subsequent joy which
were beyond the power of words to express.
Eleanor's maiden aunt, however, was sus-
picious to the last, and glared solemnly at
Gardner until Eleanor had kissed her spec-
tacles off her nose, when she gave up glow-
ering because she could no longer see.

Now as for the Dances, and Granny Mull.
Tom recovered in three days, not much the
worse for his accident, and the only otner
excitement which his accident furnished
occurred when Dr. Mansur put a few
stitches in his wounds despite Granny’s
vigorous protests. Afterward, when the
worthy doctor tried to pet one of Granny's
cats and it scratched him, Granny was satis-
fied that he had come by his just deserts.

Hiram Kale wanted to arrest the Dances,
one and all; but Eleanor, who said that
they were all right at heart, but had not
been raised right, begged so hard that they
be allowed to go free, that Hiram acqui-
esced. He always hated to arrest anybody,
anyway.

In fact, the only individual of the whole
trolley fiasco who continued to feel injured
twenty-four hours after it was all over, was
Elmer, whom Sam flogged after the poor
boy returned all torn, dirty, and stepped-
on, to Granny Mull’s following on his hair-
raising adventures with the lynchers. This,
Elmer thought, was unjust, as it was.

“ 1 always git the worst of everything,”
he declared.

END.

OF SILENCE.

Small griefs find tongues: full casks are ever found
To give, if any, yet but little sound.

Deep waters noiseless are; and this we know,

That chiding streams betray small depth below.

Herrick.



Those Guns

BY NEVIL G.

What Happened When Push Evans and His Pal Were Confronted
by the Cobblestone Reminder of the South American General.

AST winter | ran across my friend Jim
Wiley in the rathskeller of a small
hotel where he occasionally goes for a stein
of beer. He looked hale and hearty, and
about him there was that unmistakable air
of pleased prosperity which comes only
with a sudden accession of wealth.

“Well, Jim,” | suggested, when he had
given the orders, “you look exceptionally
prosperous this time.”

The old grafter smiled, as pleased as a
boy at my observation.

“1 am,” said he. *“Like King Midas,
every one |’'ve touched has turned to gold.
Now it's rest and good cheer till the money
gives out. | tried to get my partner, Push
Evans, to come on with me, but he reneged
at the last minute. He said that, consider-
ing his winnings, and the special advan-
tages for spending 'em offered by the Cres-
cent City, he thought he'd stay where he was
so he could hurry and get back to work.”

“ And what have you two been doing this
time?” | inquired.

“ Saving Caritas,” replied Wiley prompt-
ly. “We've lately been appointed the only
and original saviors of that benighted coun-
try. It happened last month, and it came
about something like this:

“ One morning me and Push Evans blew
into New Orleans on one of them Missis-
sippi locals that back into each hamlet and
then take a whirl on the turntable—like a
dog that's getting ready to lay down. We'd
been trying the top and bottom graft on the
webfoot inhabitants of the coast, and busi-
ness had been poor.

“ What's the top and bottom graft? Why,
it's where you bet your partner you can
throw any number of dice, and can then
guess the tops and bottoms added together.
You can’t miss, 'cause it's bound to run in
sevens— seven to one, fourteen to two, and
soon. Try it, and you'll see.

“ After 1'd shown the sucker and got him
interested. 1'd get him to put up his pile
with me. Then 1'd introduce a pair of dice
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that didn't belong to the union. It's a good
graft when it isn't known, but not on the
Mississippi coast. About the only suckers
we caught there was in the bay, and they
turned out to be catfish when we got back.

“ Being low in finances when we got to
New Orleans, we didn’'t put up at the St.
Charles. We chose a little dago cafe in the
French quarter where they feed you and
sleep you for fifty cents a day. The meals
was mostly paper napkins and garlic, and
the rooms was like the meals— without the
garlic.

“We stayed three days, and even Push
begun to kick.

“*1 can put up with most things,’” says
he, ‘' but not this. It's like what Shake-
speare says about “ He who sleeps dines " —
all except the sleep.’

“ *Right,” says I, ‘ but we've got a mighty
small capital and no plans. Can’t you find
an inspiration? ’

“ 1After I've had breakfast,’ says Push,
"1'll find something to eat, if | have to sell
town lots in Jackson Square.’ '

“We went down to our table, and there
was a stranger sitting in Push’s seat. He
was four foot three, with two-foot mustaches,
and his complexion was about the color of
the make-up that the middleman uses in a
refined minstrel show. Push gave him one
look and turned red about the ears.

“ * This is too much,’ says he. ‘1 can eat
crow on occasion, but not Jim Crow. After
I get through with this Afro-American his
race’ll be building monuments to Simon
Legree.’

“ So saying, Push grabbed the stranger by
the seat of his trousers, and dumped him,
face down, in a plate of crawfish bisque.
Then he run him to the door and punted
him half-way across the street.

“ *Goal, says I, and we sat down and
rung for a clean table-cloth.

“We'd just given our order when the
stranger come back. He come slow on ac-
count of the shock of Push’s number tens,
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and lie was the fiercest sight 1've ever seen.
He was plastered all over with mud and
bisque, and he looked like one of them
Louisiana crawfish-nests after it's been hit
by a six-days’ rain.

“When he got to our table he was so
mad he could only do the deaf and dumb
alphabet, and make sounds like a man gar-
gling his throat.

“ 1What's the matter?" asks Push.
“ Ain’t you got enough? If you're looking
for trouble in half-portions, | reckon you're
about due for the second course.’

“ The stranger stuck his hand is the bo-
som of his coat and bowed so low he come
near tripping over his mustaches.

“ 1Villains,” says he, ‘ if you have chosen
this means for defeating my objects, should
| forget that | am a soldier and a genfle-
man? Ah! | know who you are. As you
say in this country— 1 am on top of you.
But you shall answer to me for this, and be
not deceived. If | fall, another shall take
my place.’

“1 seen a look of surprise come over
Push’s face, but | didn’t have time to say
anything. The stranger was going after his
hip-pocket, and | was the nearest to him.
I made one grab at his arm and missed it,
and then dived under the table. Push come
in from the other side at the same moment,
and we done a head-on collision that any
railroad would be proud of.

“ *Where am | shot? ' | asks as soon as
I come to.

“‘“1t ain't you; it's me. says Push.
1There wasn’'t but one explosion.’

“ *Right,” says I; ‘and, from the shock,
it come from a pocket cannon. Such weap-
ons shooting only once, and our friend not
having time to reload, | think I'll peep out
and see what's doing.’

“1 crawled to the edge of the table and
looked up, and there was the stranger still
pulling at his pocket. | reached out and
got a chair.

“*He's got two of 'em,” says | to Push;
‘ but this, time 1'm going to try and beat him
to it. If 1 have to be shot, let it be in front,
so | can lay down comfortable.’

“ Just as | got to my feet the stranger got
his hand clear. | ducked and swung my
chair, and then stood still, 'cause | seen
he hadn’'t pulled anything more dangerous
than a wallet. It was about as big as one
of the Teddy from Paris bags that the girls
carry, and it had enough papers in it to
fit out two newsboys and a train butcher.
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“ The stranger fumbled round inside for
a minute, and then handed me a card about
the size of a ‘' For Rent ' sign. It said:

DON SENOR EL ESTABAN

SAN MIGUEL DE MOREDA.
“ ' Come out,’ says | to Push. ‘It's only
a cigar drummer.’

“ 1 thought the stranger’d explode.

““Drummer?’ he vyells. *‘Drummer?
But you cannot escape by any such coward-
ly excuse. I am worthy of fighting the
presidente himself. Know that | am a gen-
eral of the revolutionary forces of my be-
loved Caritas.’

“ *Then you still want to fight? ' | asks.

“*Of a certainty,” says he. ‘Why else
should | give you my card?’

“1 seen it all in a flash, and 1'd have
seen it sooner if I hadn't had the senses
knocked out of me under the table. | stuck
the card in mv pocket and motioned Push
to lay low.

“ “ General, says I, ‘ we owe you a thou-
sand apologies. The fact is, you was sit-
ting in this gentleman’s chair, and as he's
a little hot-headed about such matters, he
acted without waiting to find out who you
really was.’

“ The general stamped like the trained
horse in a farmyard drama.

“ *That makes no difference,’ says he.
‘ The gentleman must fight with me just
the same.’

“ * All right,” says | ; ‘ but, being the chal-
lenged parties, we have the choice of weap-
ons. I'm going to make it bottles across
three foot of table. As I'm going to use
the wine here, the one who drinks the other
to death first ain’'t going to have anything
on the corpse.’

“ The general done another bow, and then
took a seat opposite Push.

“*Very well, says he. ‘It is a strange
way in which to settle such an affair, but
| do not care so long as my honor is sat-
isfied.'

“ 11f this don't satisfy your honor, you'd
better have it changed," says I; and | or-
dered two bottles, and charged 'em to the
general.

“ At the end of the third bottle the gen-
eral had what you might call a genteel par-
cel. Half-way through the fourth lie had
a package. At the beginning of the fifth
he had a genuine bundle, and the duel
turned into a love-feast.
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“ *My—my— friends/ says he, : honor is
completely satisfied. Never in my life have
I figured in so pleasant an affair. | thank
you for the privilege. Nay—even more, |
embrace you.’

“ Having said which, he come crawling
across the table, and upset the whole busi-
ness just as he got half-way. Push grabbed
at his feet to save him, but he went down
head first and shed enough stuff out of his
pockets to stock a junk-shop. The wallet
come out with the rest and broke open, scat-
tering the papers all over the floor.

“ Push went to the rescue. Having dis-
covered the general’s silk hat just behind
his chair, and having dumped most of his
drinks into it while the general wasn’t look-
ing, he was mighty near as fresh as | was.

“ Of course, 1 went after the wallet. It
was the least | could do after having it first
pulled on me and then thrown in my face.
I will remark, in passing, that, although I
have been after similar articles all my life,
it was the first time 1'd ever had one forced
on me in such a way.

“The wallet was pretty well lined with
tens and twenties, and, figuring 'em up
roughly, 1 judged that there was about five
hundred dollars in all.

“ The papers, being heavier, had fallen
out and scattered, as l|'ve said. They wa>
mostly in Spanish, and they seemed to run
all the way from love-letters to laundry
bills. 1 put 'em back, one by one, till I
come to a long, white slip that looked fa-
miliar. 1 opened it up, and it was a draft
on a New Orleans bank for six thousand

dollars.
“ *Welcome, little stranger,” says | to
myself. ‘ You're going to be mine so soon,

it's hardly worth while returning you to
your friends.’

“When | got back to the table the gen-
eral was embracing Push and calling him
his deliverer, which, in view of what | had
in mind, wasn’'t as wrong as it might have
been. | handed over the wallet, and or-
dered another bottle of wine.

“ * Here's hoping you run those arms to
Caritas all right,” says I, when the glasses
had been filled.

“The general jumped to his feet and
Iboked all round the room, like the villain
does when he hides the papers in a play.

“ * Discovered,’ says he with a groan.
“ All the discomforts that | have endured
in this place have not served to hide me.
Ah. the very walls have ears!"'
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“ It was the floor,” says I. ' Likewise,
being something of a detective, | was able
to deduce who you was after you'd handed
me your card. But, cheer up, general. Un-
less I’'m a whole lot mistaken, we're the very
people you're looking for.’

“ 1How so? ' asks the general. 1Can it
be possible that your friend and yourself
are also patriots of my beloved country?”

“ 1Hardly,” says I; ‘ but we happen to be
the largest manufacturers of firearms in the
United States. | am Wesson Smith, and
this is my brother Savage, Did | under-
stand you to say that you wanted rifles, or
is it machine-guns? ’

“ 11t is rifles,’ says the general. 11 am
here with a commission to purchase one
thousand of them for the downtrodden pa-
triots of my beloved Caritas. Therefore,
behold me, their general, hiding in this
hovel until my mission is accomplished.
But what, may | ask, are you doing here?’

“1 got up and looked round the room
like the general had done, and then said
1Hist! ’ five or six times, like a bum pack
of firecrackers.

“* General,” says I, ‘ I'll be frank with
you. We have an order for the same amount
of rifles from your government, and as they
want 'em quick, and Uncle Sam is always
curious about such matters, we thought we'd
be a little careful. We've been waiting three
days now for the representative of your
president, and, to tell the truth, we're be-
ginning to get tired.

“ The general's eyes begun to sparkle like
the lights on a Broadway theater.

“*And suppose | were to make you an
offer for those rifles?’ he asks.

“ *If satisfactory, 1'd accept it,’ says I.
‘We've held on just about as long as we
care to. Say the word and we'll show you
our stock this afternoon.’

“ It took two hours and five more bottles
before we come to terms. The general had
to give us the names and birthplaces of all
his officers, and he used enough Santas in
doing it to write ‘The Night Before
Christmas.” After I'd finally got him to
understand that in dealing with us he'd
practically get two thousand rifles, as his
government couldn’t buy what they wanted
anywheres else, he agreed that he’d examine
our stock that afternoon, and take it if it
was satisfactory. Then he went to sleep
with his head on my shoulder.

“ 1Well,” says | to Push, after we put the
general to bed. ‘ what do you think of it?’
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It's so easy, says he, ‘ that it's hardly
worth while buying the rifle-cases. | don't
see why he didn’t sign the draft. Then he
could give us the money without the trouble
of being waked up.’

“*1 don't know, says I. 1Something
tells me it isn't going to be as easy as it
looks. When people force things on you
it's generally bait. You run up to the
armory and see the janitor, and I'll attend
to the other details.’

“ 1 went down-town and looked up a man
I knew, and made a touch for the necessary
money. He held back at first, but after 1'd
explained the situation, and had promised
him ten per cent, he come across so quick
he broke the rubber on his roll.

“ Ten minutes later | was at a box-fac-
tory, ordering the cases. They was to be
made big enough to hold a dozen rifles, and
was to be delivered at a storeroom the fol-
lowing morning. Then | looked up a
house-wrecking outfit, and contracted for
enough broken bricks to fill 'em. | couldn't
see any advantage in whole bricks, as the
general had told me that they only used
frame buildings in his country. Likewise,
the broken ones was cheaper and more
handy for throwing at the enemy.

“When | got back to the cafe | found
Push waiting for me. , u

“*Jim,” says he, 'l hope you haven't
been foolish enough to order a sample layer
of actual rifles? In view of the circum-
stances, it'd be a shameful waste of money.’

I haven't,’ says I; ‘ but I still have my
doubts. Did you fix the janitor?’

“*1 did,” says Push. *‘The door’'s un-
locked, and, unless the corner saloon burns
down, he'll be there till morning.’

“ The general didn't show up till dinner-
time. He come down with one hand on his
head, and he looked about as brisk and
happy as a piece of string. After he'd had
something to eat, though, he felt better, and
by the time we started out he'd ‘begun on
the officers again.

“1Haven't you got any privates?’ |
asks him, after he'd finished six majors and
a captain.

“ ‘' Not yet, says he. ‘To have privates
one must first find the arms.’

“When we got to the armory | come
mighty near believing that Push was right.
I've seen some pretty enthusiastic suckers
in my time, but none like the general. He
just run up and down the racks of rifles,
smiling at 'em and patting 'em like they
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was a millionaire widow afflicted with heart
disease.

# ' This is a part of the stock we brought
down with us." says I. 1Likewise, there's
two machine-guns if you want 'em,’

“*“Ah, if only | had the money,’ says the
general. ‘' But these rifles— these dear,
bright, deadly rifles—will do. At last my
dream will be realized.’

“'"1f you don't wake up while you're
shipping 'em,” says |I. ‘Have you figured
on that part of the. dream?’

“* Even-tiling is arranged, says he.
' Strictly in confidence, the fruit company
is in sympathy with the revolutionists. The
rifles will go out upon one of their boats
billed as general merchandise. Can you
not have them packed at once, and so catch
the steamer of day after to-morrow? Oth-
erwise | will have to wait a week.’

| can,’ says I. 'Then, we’ll consider
it a deal ?’

“* Assuredly,” says he. ‘You will re-
ceive the money the moment the last case
is on board.’

Yell,” says Push, when we got back
to our room, 'what do you say now? '’

“‘“Nothin', says I. ‘ According to pres-
ent appearances you're right, but it still
looks too good to be true.’

“ The next morning me and Push got up
early and packed the bricks into the cases.
After we'd marked 'em as per instructions,
and seen about engaging some wagons, it
was dinner-time. The general met us at
the table, smiling and bowing, and looking
about as easy as a married man in a de-
partment-store.

“*Welcome, my brave friends,” says he
in a whisper. ' Is everything arranged?

““ Almost,” says |I. ‘We've been pretty-
busy all morning.’

““And so have I, says he. ‘It has ta-
ken me four hours upon the levee in which
to engage a place for the examination of
your shipment.’

“1 reached down and brushed some
brick-dust off my knee.

Meaning that you doubt our honesty?’
| asks as sarcastic as | could.

“The general got up and made a bow'
that was like winding a ball of twine.

“‘My dear Senor Smith,’ says he, ‘I
would not insinuate against your honor for
worlds. | am only following the instruc-
tions of my chief. But | will explain.

“‘ Last year General Valdez, of our par-
ty, came to this city upon a mission similar
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to my own. Although he had not my knowl-
edge of English, he got his rifles for half
price, and we were transported with joy.
A special delegation met the cases at the
quay. When they were opened they were
found to contain nothing but cobblestones.

“ 1At first we thought it some mistake.
After investigation it proved that our be-
loved general had been swindled. The
cobblestones were built into a monument
to commemorate the infamy of the deed.
Upon my departure my chief took me be-
fore this monument and gave me my final
instructions.

“*“ Examine each case before it is put
aboard,” he commanded. “ Also place a
cobblestone in your valise, so that you will
keep the matter in mind.”

“* Therefore | have secured a room in
a warehouse within easy distance of the
ship, where | can examine each case be-
fore it is put aboard. | have also arranged
with the captain, so that he will check and
stow each load as it is sent to him.  Surely,
after my explanation, you cannot object to
such an arrangement?’

“1 give Push one look, and then made
some remark about the toughness of the
meat.

“*“Do | understand you to say that you
do not object? ' asks the general again.

“*Of course not, says I. ‘It'll make
us both feel better. Give me the address
of your warehouse, and I'll attend to the

matter this afternoon.’

“When we got up to our room Push
slammed the door and begun to make re-
marks about the general. Most of 'em was
uncomplimentary, and if | was to print
‘'em with stars and dashes, like they do in
the polite magazines, they'd look something
like the American flag.

“ *Don’t say— | told you so,” he finished
with. 1Tell me what we can do.’

“1We can do the general,’ says I. ‘ I've
been expecting something like this all along,
and I've only waited to find out what his
game was before changing my plans. Give
me an hour of meditation, and, unless I'm

mightily mistaken, I'll find a way. Any-
how, we're not using cobblestones.’
““And where do | come in?’ asks

Push.

“‘For the present you can amuse the
general,’ says I. ‘ Take him out and show
him those lots in Jackson Square, but don’t
let him buy. He’'s liable to need what he

has left more than we do.’
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“ | sat down and lit a cigar, and before
I'd half finished it | seen my way clear.
Five minutes later | was in a taxi, beating
it down-town. That night | told the gen-
eral that everything was O.K., and that if
he’d come round with the money at eight
the next morning we’'d have the rifles ex-
amined and loaded before the ship sailed
at noon.

“‘“How can | ever thank you?’ says
lie. ‘* And your brother, also. From him |
have obtained, for nothing, what is called
an option upon the most beautiful spot in
the city. If the revolution is successful |
will purchase it and build a home.

“The next morning at seven-fifty |
showed up at the warehouse. It was only
about half a block from the ship, and the
general was standing in the doorway
watching the last of the cargo go on board.

“*Where is your brother? ' he asks as we
shook hands.

“ 1He's attending to the business at the
other end,” says I. *‘ He'll probably be in
with the last load.’

“As | spoke a delivery-wagon came
through the back way. It had four cases
in it, and after we'd lifted them out |
unscrewed the tops and showed the general
that each one had a dozen rifles inside.

“* Forty-eight,” says he. checking it off
in a note-book.

*“ Forty-eight it is,” says I. *‘ They'll
come a little slow, as a string of wagons
might excite suspicion.’

“ The cart drove out the front way, and
while we was waiting for the next load I
got the general to teach me how to roll a
corn-shuck cigarette. By the time he'd fin-
ished the second load rolled in. After the
general had examined it we followed the
wagon out, and watched 'em swing the first
load aboard the ship.

“Things went as smooth as a political
speech. When we wasn't examining cases
we was rolling cigarettes, and when we
wasn't doing that we was watching the rifles
go aboard.

“ Push come in with the last load at elev-
en-thirty, and we checked up and had a
fifteen-minute celebration with some wine
he'd brought along.

“*‘Bravo, my noble companions,’ says
the general. ‘ All is as it should be. Aft-
er | have compared my list with that of the
captain | will give you the money that is
due. As for the gratitude—it will remain
the debt of a lifetime.’
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“When we got to the ship everything was
aboard, and she was ready to sail. They'd
put the rifles in the first hold, so they could
get at 'em easy, and, as we stepped on deck,
they was fastening the hatches down.

“ While the general was conferring with
the captain |1 wrote him a note telling him
what he’'d bought, and advising him that he
should get off at some port before he reached
home. | give it to a steward, and told him
not to deliver it till thev was out in the
Gulf.

“It was the least | could do, and, on
the whole, the general hadn't been so bad,
Likewise | figured that, if they built a
monument out of his purchase, they'd
probably use him as the base.

“ Then the general come back and give
us the money and enough embraces to make
a French novel. He likewise dug a cob-
blestone out of his grip and dropped it over
the side.

“ ‘It is a weight that has been both on
my mind and body, says he. ‘How can
I ever thank you, my friends? You are
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the saviors of my country. The patriots of
Caritas will never forget you.’

I“ They won't, says I, and just then the
gong rang and we went ashore.”

The old grafter paused and rapped on the
table for a fresh relay of steins.

“ But how did you do it, Jim? ” | asked.

Wilev smiled.

“ Easy enough,” lie replied. “ There
was only one load, and each time it drove
out and round the block Push changed it
to a fresh wagon. The rifles come from a
wholesale hardware man on lower Canal.

“They was supposed to be used in an
amateur war drama given by the Algiers
Y. M. C. A, and | got 'em rent free. The
only trouble was in keeping the general

busy till they started loading tire other
cases aboard the ship. After that it was a
cinch.”

“And the other cases, of course—" |
began.

" Of course,” interrupted Wiley, *“ they

was the ones me and Push had loaded the
day before.”

Vengeance Burned Away.

BY SEWARD W. HOPKINS,

Author o

“ Spar-Mates,” “ The Hoodoo Ranch,” “ Fencing with Villainy,” etc.

The Strange Thing That Happened to Walter Carson After His Horse Bolted
and Another Drifted Along To Take Its Place.

CHAPTER L
AN UNCANNY DRIVER.

HAD been on Old Dopehead Mountain
four hours before | saw him. And
then my heart beat rapidly, for he well
repaid all my patient waiting and difficult
battling through scrub and wildwood.

He certainly; was a patriarch. His great
white whiskers reached almost to his front
knees. His small but keen and wary eyes
were almost hidden by shaggy brows. His
crowning glory; was his great pair of curved
horns. And it was the horns more than
the old mountain-sheep himself that |1 was
after.

The old man of the mountain had been
seen frequently on the high hill they called,
in Alvedo County, Old Dopehead, but no-
body had as yet been able to shoot him.

He could outrun and outjump any of the
local hunters, and seemed to bear a charmed
life. At any rate, he had hidden nooks
among the crags where he could stow him-
self away with little danger of being found.

When | had heard the various stories of
failure on the part of so many valorous
and sure-eyed Arizona sportsmen it was
characteristic to let my New York blood
get the better of me, and so, armed with
my own rifle, mounted on one of Jim’s best
horses, and submitting to Jim’s worst jeers,
I had set out that morning with the avowed
purpose of bringing back the “old man of
the mountain ” or not coming back at all.

| Jiad been somewhat run down from
excess of work in New York, and my physi-
cian had advised a trip to Europe for a
rest. | had gone to Europe once acting
upon his advice, and came back to New
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York a nervous and almost a financial
wreck. It wasn't Europe | wanted this
time, and | made it clear in good, plain
Americanese.

The result was that my doctor went off
in a huff, and | accepted Jim's invitation
to visit him.

An invitation to visit Jim means some-
thing. We are cousins, with the same fam-
ily name, Carson. Jim Carson had mar-
ried a girl all our family knew and liked.

Julie was just the kind of wife for Jim.
Tender and true, full of life and vim, eager
to help, a good shot with a rifle, and a
heart big enough to call all the world her
children.

Jim had a big ranch in Alvedo County,
and the incidents | am about to relate took
place while 1 was making him the visit
during which | was supposed to be en-
joying a much-needed rest.

To return to the big sheep. Mv blood
was up. The old rascal stood on a rock
and gazed at me much as though he was
asking what business | had in his domain.

| raised my rifle and fired. Before the
echo of the shot had died away, he had
disappeared. | did not know whether |
had hit him or not.

I knew | was taking considerable risk in
following the creature. Not that there was
any personal danger on OIld Dopehead.
There were no outlaws there that | had
heard of, nor wild animals that were fierce
enough to intimidate a man armed with
a magazine rifle. But it was growing late
and a storm seemed imminent.

| had been in Arizona before, but not
at this big ranch of Jim's. | knew but
little of the region. But | knew that while
storms seldom came to that portion of the
Southwest, when they did come they were
generally worth noticing. 1 had no wish to
get caught in a storm on Dopehead.

I don't know where the mountain got
that name. It was what Jim called it. and
Jim was my guide, philosopher, and friend
in Arizona, except when Julie was the
better equipped with the knowledge of
which | stood in need.

Moreover, | had left my horse tethered
at the foot of the mountain, and feared
he would not remain quiet if there was
thunder and lightning. He was not a pony
of the region, but a mettlesome young horse
Jim had brought to the ranch for riding
purposes.

Nevertheless, with all sorts of things that
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were unpleasant staring me in the face, I
started after the big, old sheep. The chase
occupied upward of an hour, but at last I
got him where I wanted him, and brought
him down with a quick and fortunately
directed shot.

By this time it was almost dark. Al-
though the big horns were all | really
wanted, | did not think it advisable to take
the time then to get them off. Moreover, |
knew Jim was waiting to hare a good laugh
at me for failing to get the sheep, so it
occurred to me as a good idea to carry the
entire carcass back to the ranch to let my
skeptical cousin see that | had really shot
the fellow- and had not merely purchased
a pair of big horns to uphold a false claim.

As | was staggering down the moun-
tainside with the old sheep slung across'
my shoulder, there came a tremendous peal
of thunder. The lightning-flash that pre-
ceded it had not seemed so very vivid to
me because | was deep in a forest of scrub-
by pine.

There were two more of these booms of
the sky artillery before | reached the foot
of the mountain, where all | found of my
horse was a portion of the leather strap
with which | had fastened him to a tree.

It had grown dark, and the clouds ob-
scured sky and stars and moon. | was
a little bewildered as to what | should do,
for Jim’s ranch was a long distance away,
and | was not sure | could find it in the
night. The horse I knew could make his
way home, and undoubtedly he was doing
that very thing while | stood there helpless
and perplexed. Jim’s ranch was not on
the main road that ran past the mountain,
but between me and it there were cross-
road and forks that would puzzle a man
who had been in Alvedo County longer than
I had.

While | stood debating | heard the slow
crunch of hoofs, and soon made out the
form of a horse and ordinary farm buggy
coming along in leisurely fashion.

“ Whoever that is doesn't seem to be in
a hurry to get home before it storms,” |
said. “ But he'll give me a lift, perhaps.”

As the plodding horse drew close to me
I hailed.

“ Hie, stranger,” | said politely, “can
you accommodate me, as far as you are
going toward Jim Carson’s ranch?”

There was no reply. | peered into the
buggy thinking there was nobody there. |
was mistaken. Huddled against the side
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of the raised leather top sat the figure of
a man in the attitude of sound sleep.

| stopped the horse and got into the
buggy, putting the old mountain-sheep in
the projecting body behind the seat. |
shook the man. He made no effort to move
nor did he make any sound.

“ Say, Mr. Man 1” | shouted in his ear.
“What kind of liguor did you have in
Winston? Wake up! Where are you
going? "

I shook him again, and again there was
no response or voluntary movement on his
part.

“By Heavens!” | said. “ He's a dead
man !” s

CHAPTER Il

A RETURN TO LIFE.

T he thought actually appalled me. There
is something uncanny in the discovery that
you have been shaking and yelling at a
dead man.

I lit a match and examined his features.
He was, so far as | could judge in that
fitful and feeble light, a good-looking man
of perhaps twenty-five or thirty.

Hit face seemed ghastly, for though it
was bronzed from exposure to the sun and
weather, yet the pallor of death seemed
trying to show through.

But even as the little match-stick was
burning to the end, | saw his lips move.

“ Glory Hallelujah!” | cried. “ He isn't
dead, after all. Now we'll see what we
can do.”

I had a small flask of whisky in my
pocket that | always carried with me on
hunting trips for use in emergencies, but
had seldom used. | unscrewed the cover,
and put the nozzle to his lips.

There was a guzzling sound as if the \
muscles of the throat were acting involun-
tarily to swallow- the liquor, and then,
with my head bent close to his, | found
he was breathing, but he was still uncon-
scious.

“Well,” | said to myself, “ there is only
one tiling for me to do. That is to get
this poor fellow- home as soon as possible.
I wonder where he lives? Anyway, the
horse was doing well enough w-hen he came
along. I'll leave it to his, judgment.”

The reins were sagging, having fallen
from the inert hands of the unconscious
man. | picked them up, leaving them
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loose, however, for the horse to exercise his
own will in where he took us.

In the darkness the faithful animal plod-
ded along as though weary. By that time
I was desperately hungry. | had carried
with me only a very light lunch, thinking
I would have game enough to get up a
good dinner for myself, w-hereas | had shot
nothing all day except the big sheep, which
had come too late for me to stop to cook
a meal.

I am not sure now whether we passed

houses or not, for there were no lights, and
houses were being built rapidly along that
portion of the road.. So the fact that there
are houses now where | journeyed with the
unconscious man is no proof that there were
houses there then.
-1 suppose we traveled at the plodding
pace of the tired horse about half an hour.
Then he turned to the left. Even though
it was dark | could see the shadowy form
of a house.

“Well, the old fellow does know where
his bed and board are to be found,” | told
myself. “ Good old chap! We'll soon have
the master in bed and see what's wrong
with him.”

The sedate horse strode around to the
side of the house, and came to a stop in
the rear. Getting out of the buggy | lit
a match again to get my bearings.

| was at a door. It was either the door
leading into the kitchen or to a shed off
the latter used for storing bacon and flour
and other foodstuffs bought in quantities.

I knocked on the door with my fist. |
heard a dog bark, but there was no other
response. I knocked again, louder, but
with no better result.

I walked around the house and tapped
on the windows. But with the exception of
the harking of the dog inside there was no
sign of life. There was no light.

“ This is great,” | muttered. “ A sick
mail comes home to a mighty inhospitable
welcome. But I've got to get him to bed.”

I wondered that there were no servants
around to answer my summons. | knew
the farmers of Alvedo Count}-, as a rule,
were well-to-do, and most of them kept at
least one servant, and hired hands accord-
ing to the number of cattle they had or
the amount of land they tilled.

But no sign of the existence of anybody
could 1 get by knocking, and | went back
to the buggy.

I knew from what Julie had told me that
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house-thieves and tramps were almost un-
known in Alvedo County since Jack Boreel
had become sheriff.

“As long as Jack Boreel is sheriff,"
Julie had said to me, “ you can leave your
front door wide open and go to Winston
shopping. The neighbors won't enter and
steal, and there’s nobod} else to do it
You can go to any house in Alvedo County,
and if the folks are not at home, I'll bet
you'll find a key to some door hanging on
a nail or under a mat.”

This came to my mind as | stood help-
lessly blinking in the darkness at the figure
in the buggy.

| began a search for a key. Match after
match 1 lit, and after much hunting I
found, under a flat stone near the door
at which the horse had stopped, a key.

This proved to be the key to the above-
mentioned door, and, as | had supposed,
it let me into a shed. Having come thus
far," my way was clear enough.

Lighting another match and thanking my
good fortune that | was a smoker and
always had a good supply of them, | hunt-
ed for and found a lantern. 1 lit this, and
then began another search for the key that
belonged to the door from the shed to the
kitchen.

It did not take me long to find it, and
when | opened the door a great sheep-dog
leaped at me.

“ Down, good fellow,” |
ingly.

Naturally, | was averse to being bitten,
and had my motive been merely to seek
shelter for myself, 1 fancy | should have
beaten a retreat. But that man outside
needed care, and it was my duty to give
it to him. His horse had shown sense
enough to bring him home, and it was as
little as | could do in the absence of his
family to give him the best attention |
could.

I had always found it an easy matter to
make friends with dogs. Some people have
that faculty, others have not. | know it is
often said by those who love dogs that a
man who cannot make a dog his friend is
not to be trusted.

I don't know as to the truth of that, as
I am not much of a student of such things.
But at any rate, | had the good luck to
make that sheep-dog my friend, and this
was as far as my interest in the matter
went just then.

I made a hasty examination of the in-
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terior. The rooms were furnished well and
tastefully. There was every evidence that
the family had enough money to do pretty
much as they liked.

Off the large living-room were two bed-
rooms. | selected the one | believed to be
the man's room, the other manifestly being
a young girl's; and then, going out to the
buggy, gathered the unconscious man in my
arms and lifted him down.

Immediately the wise old horse started
off to the rear of the house, evidently for
his stable.

“ Good old fellow,” | said. “I'll come
and feed and bed you as soon as | get the
master fixed up a little.”

The man was heavy, and | had some
difficulty in carrying him. But | managed
to get him to the bedroom and laid him
down on the sheet, after turning down the
coverlet.

I gave him another drink of the whisky,
and then began an examination to deter-
mine if | could what the trouble was. |
found a large argand lamp, and, lighting
that, set it on a bureau near the bed.

It was not a difficult matter to discover
why the man was unconscious. He had a
bullet-wound in his side. Tlio blood had
streamed from it remorselessly, and was
gummed to the wound and undershirt.

I went to the kitchen for water. As an-
other evidence of the prosperity and pro-
gressiveness of the occupants of the house,
the kitchen stove was a huge range with a
copper water-tank in the rear. | got a basin
of hot water, found a clean sheet, which |
ruthlessly tore into bandages, and then un-
dressed my patient.

| bathed his side, found some vaseline on
the bureau, and some carbolic acid in the
shed, and after washing the wound with
carbolized water, and putting on a dressing
of carbolized vaseline, | bandaged him up,
and gave him some more whisk}'.

- | stood looking down at him, wondering
if he would ever recover consciousness, and
also wondering where his family could be,
when he opened his eyes. They were, even
in his wounded condition, cold and fearless.
“Who the deuce are you?” he asked.

CHAPTER Il
SOMETHING WRONG.

"T hat, my friend,” 1 said, “is not quite
a gracious greeting to a man who has
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brought you home, bathed and dressed your
wounds, and is now about to get some sup-
per for you and himself. Still, owing to
your wounded condition and the fact that
you have recovered consciousness after co-
pious drinks of whisky, | will overlook it
Is there anything you want before | go to
the kitchen to prepare supper?”

“No.”

“ Have you any idea where your family
can be?”

The keen gray eyes looked at me steadily
for a full minute before the lips moved.
There was almost no expression on the
good-looking face, but the eyes seemed to
be searching— searching as though the man
was trying to solve a difficult problem.

“No,” he said finally, “ 1 don’'t know.”

I left him and went to the kitchen. |
found plenty there to eat. There was ba-
con and there was coffee and potatoes and
white bread. There were eggs. In fact,
the larder was so well filled that | did not
want all the variety before me. | got out
a frying-pan, and fried some bacon and
potatoes together, made some coffee, and
considered this, with good wheat bread and
home-made butter, a fit meal for anybody.

I gave the master of the house some cof-
fee and some bread, but he wanted nothing
more. The dog kept with me, never going
near the bedside to sniff at the prostrate
man.

This struck me as queer.

| took a peep inside, and the man was
asleep or had again become unconscious.
I did not make any examination to see.

I scarcely knew what to do. | wanted
to get to Jim’s ranch, because | knew Jim
and Julie would be anxious about me. |
had not been away all night since | had
been with them; and if the horse had gone
home alone, naturally, my failure to put
in appearance would alarm my cousins.

On the other hand, | could not forsake
a wounded man and leave him there by
himself. If his family would only come
home! | knew it was useless to think of
riding to Winston that night for a doctor.
It was the largest town in the county, and
the county seat.

I was just finishing my repast when |
heard voices laughing and joking, and
heard a key in the lock of the front door.

I rose from my chair, and in through the
hall came two women.

“ Yes,” called a girlish voice before | saw
them, “ papa’s home.”
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Then she burst from the hall into the
dining-room, and stopped in sudden alarm.

“Oh!” she exclaimed, clasping her
hands and bringing them up against her
cheek. “ Mama, there is a stranger here.”

“ A stranger? A friend of your father's,
perhaps."

The girl had struck me as being very
good-looking, and so was the older wom-
an, who now joined her.

Both stood looking at me in amazement
and some alarm.

“ Ladies,” | said, “ | certainly owe you
an explanation; but I wish it might be of a
different kind. 1 am, of course, a total
stranger to you both. It might serve to
give you some confidence in me, however,
for you to know that I am Jim Carson's
cousin and his guest on his ranch. To-
day | went hunting on Dopehead Moun-
tain, and through chasing a big mountain-
sheep | remained there longer than | should,
and my horse, undoubtedly frightened by
the thunder, ran away.

“1 saw a horse plodding along in this
direction, and discovered an unconscious
man in the buggy. | did not know who he
was, but realized that he must be taken to
his home and cared for. The horse seemed
to know the way, so | let him have his
head.

“We arrived here. | have put the man
in that bedroom. | have bathed and ban-
daged a bullet wound in his side, and just
now he is asleep. I made free to get
myself some supper. My name'is Walter
Carson.”

As | had proceeded with my little speech
the faces of the woman and girl had at first
expressed amusement, then alarm, and, as
I'drew near the close, both became white.
When | had finished the girl turned con-
vulsively to her mother.

“What could have happened to papa?
Who would have shot him? He has no
enemies.”

The mother sank down on a chair almost
in a condition of collapse.

“ Except— well, vou know what he told
Bill Boreel.”

The girl became even whiter, and leaned
back in her chair as if she were going to
faint.

“ 1 must see him at once,” said the wom-
an, but, as she rose to her feet, she rocked
and reeled so that | was compelled to steady
her as she stepped quickly to the bedroom
door.
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The girl followed, but halted at the
threshold.

1 heard a slight exclamation inside the
bedroom, but none of the outbreak that is
usually to be expected when a woman secs
her husband wounded. And then she re-
appeared.

Her face was whiter than it had been
before, and she stared at her daughter and
at me in a peculiar and frightened way.

“ There—there is some terrible mistake.
Something terrible has happened,” she
gasped, sinking again to a chair.

“ Mania! What is the matter?” cried
the girl, dropping on her knees and grasp-
ing her mother’'s hands.

“ Why—that man in there—isn't your
father at all,” she answered. “ 1 have never
seen him before.”

I felt a queer, creepy sensation.
then, was the explanation?

I stood a moment as confused and ex-
cited as either of the women.

“ Are you sure you do not know that
man?” | asked.

“ Positive.”

“ Then, why was he in your buggy? ”

“How do | know it was our buggy?”

“ Well, the horse seemed to belong here—
appeared to know the place. He came in
through the gate Without any guiding and
around the house to the shed door. He
stood there until 1 had found the keys and
got in here, and when | had taken the man
from the vehicle he went off toward the
rear.”

“ That's just like old Tom,” commented
the girl.

“ Something terrible has happened to Mr.
Kedlar, 1 am sure,” said the woman, break-
ing into tears. “ Either this was a friend
who was coming this way with him, or an
enemy with whom he has had a fight. In
either event my husband is now lying
wounded, and perhaps dead, between here
and Winston. | shall go at once and see
if 1 can find him.”

“ Not to-night, mama.”

“ To-night.”

“ But first let us see whether the horse is
really our old Torn,” continued the girl.
“ Mr. Carson, did you see anything of a
man here? Our hired man is new to this
country, and rather timorous of Indians,
bears, and things we seldom see in Alvedo
County in a wild state.”

“ 1 saw nobody, Miss Kedlar.”

“Will you accompany me to the barn?

What,
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1'd like to make sure that the horse is really
ours.”

“Minnie!” exclaimed her mother.

“1 am surely safe with Jim Carson's
cousin,” rejoined the girl.

“1 am a gentleman, madam,” | said,
“and will be responsible for Miss Kedlar's
safe return.”

The girl had completely recovered her
composure, and we left the house together,
I carrying the lantern.

CHAPTER IV.
A MYSTERY STILL.

T he path to the barn was simply a con-
tinuation of that which ran from the gate
around the house to the kitchen door, albeit
with a sharp turn to the right at the corner
of the house.

With Miss Kedlar as guide and myself
as lantern-bearer, we were soon at the barn.
The door was open, and there was a light
inside.

As we reached the door | saw a man
moving about with a wooden stable-fork
in his hand.

“ It must be old Tom,” said Miss Ked-
lar, referring to the horse. *“ Sam is bed-
ding him down for the night.”

The hired man, a tawny-haired fellow
of seemingly great strength, looked up in
surprise as we entered the barn.

“ Sam,” said Miss Kedlar, “a strange
man came to the house a short time ago
in a buggy supposed to be ours. Was it?”

“ A strange mans?” repeated the farm-
hand.

“Yes. He is wounded, and is now in
papa’s bed. Did old Tom come here alone
a short time ago? ”

“ Short tarn, yes, miss., An’ a big sheep
in wagons. Very big sheep.”

“That is true, Miss Kedlar,” | put in.

“ It was the mountain-sheep | shot.”

Musingly she started again toward the
house, and | walked by her side with the
lantern.

“ This is terrible suspense, Mr. Carson,”
she said after we had traversed perhaps
half the distance, “an awful suspense.
What do you think? How would you ex-
plain this matter?”

“ Under the circumstances, Miss Kedlar,”
| said, “ it is impossible for me even to ven-
ture on a speculation. | have never met
your father. | have no knowledge of his
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character or habits on which | could base
a theory. If we could get any information
from the wounded man it would go far to-
ward helping to solve the riddle. But he
seems disinclined to take anybody into his
confidence.”

“ Have you tried to sound him?”

“ He asked me who | was. That ended
our conversation.”

“ It is strange. There is little hope that
my father has not been either wounded or
killed. Yet—1 cannot believe—"

“ Has your father anv enemies?”

“No. That is—"

“ There is one, perhaps.”

“ There is one who made a demand which
my father rejected. It mav be—it mav
be—"”

The faltering voice indicated to me that
the demand had something to do with the
girl herself. | said no more, and we reached
the house in silence.

Mrs. Kedlar sat in the room from which
the bedroom opened.

“ Has he spoken?" asked Miss Kedlar.

“ Not a word. | tried to get some in-
formation out of him, but he seemed not to
hear or understand.”

Just then there came the sound of a gal-
loping horse. The rider was evidently in a
hurry, for he passed the house, and we could
tell by the sound that he had ridden direct
to the barn.

Both Mrs.
white again.

“Who can that be?” asked Mrs. Kedlar
in a whisper. “ Mysteries are thick to-
night.”

The suspense was ended when in through
the kitchen strode a tall, bent-shouldered
man.

“ Papa! We thought you were Killed!"
cried Miss Kedlar, rushing to him and Kkiss-
ing him eagerly.

Mrs. Kedlar went and put her arms
around his neck.

“What happened. Thomas?” she asked.
“ We have been almost crazy with anxiety."

The man glanced at me curiously.

“This is Mr. Carson, a cousin of tin
big ranch owner,” explained Miss Kedlar
“ He had his own part to play in the night -
troubles. He brought old Tom home.”

“ Brought him home!” exclaimed the
man, turning to me in an angry way. “ Why
did you unhitch him in the first place?”

“1 didn't. |1 caught him at Dopehead
Mountain.”

Kedlar and Minnie turned
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“Well!” he said. *“ It's queer.”

“ Have you had supper? Will you have
some coffee?” asked his wife.

“No. | had all I want in Winston. Now,
here is something 1'd like explained. Some-
bodv stole old Tom—old Tom. who would
not be any good to anybody except us. You
-ee, it was like this:

“1 got to Winston before Banny and
Smith were ready to pay. They were ex-
pecting remittances from the East, and un-
til they came and were deposited in the
bank Banny said he couldn’'t draw a check
as big as my bill against them. So | had
to wait.

“Well, you know that confounded tooth
that has been aching me off and on for a
month. It got sassy while | was in Win-
ston, and 1 tied old Tom to a hitching-post
in front of the big building on the square,
and went up-stairs to Dentist Diswell's of-
fice to have it extracted. There were oth-
ers before me. and | was there quite a long
time.

“ Of course, | never thought of looking
out of the window to see if Tom was all
right. Who ever heard- of Tom running
away? Well, when Diswell had about
yanked the jaw off me, and | had sat there
a while to get over it, | started again, and
— Tom was gone.

“1 went into Jones's drug-store in the
same building, and a clerk there said he
had seen a well-dressed, good-looking man
untie the horse from the post and drive off.
You bet | was mad, but what could | do?

“1 went to Banny again, and the mail
from the East had brought his remittances.
He and | went to the bank together, and he
paid me. | left the check on deposit.”

“ And we thought you had been held up
and robbed — perhaps Killed,” said Miss
Kedlar.

“No. Nobody has offered to molest me.
I got a horse from Banny and rode home.
So, Tom came back, did he? Well, young
man. you—did you say you were a cousin
of Jim Carson?”

“ A cousin of the same name.
is Walter Carson.”

“Well, under what conditions and cir-
cumstances did you find my horse at Dope-
head Mountain?”

“ Plodding home with a wounded and un-
conscious man in the buggy. 1 let the horse
have his way, and he brought us here. |
thought the man was you, and brought him
in and put him to bed. He’'s in there now.”

My name
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Mr. Kedlar started, and rose to his feet
spasmodically. He strode to the bedroom
door, and | followed him. The stranger
lay perfectly still, but whether he was
asleep or unconscious | could not tell.

“ Here, you!” said Mr. Kedlar, shaking
him, “ wake up and give an explanation of
yourself/’

The man did not move.

“ See here!” exclaimed Kedlar. waxing
angry. “You wake up. | want to un-
derstand this thing before | sleep-to-night
Are you a horse-thief. or are you an honest
man who has been the victim of highway
men? Tell me.”

But as we stood there waiting there came
no response, not even the fluttering of an
eyelash, from the stranger. Dead to the
world he lay, and had it not been for the
long, slow breaths he was taking we would
have believed him to be a corpse.

“Well,” said Mr. Kedlar, as we went out-
side again, “one thing is certain. We
can’'t put him out to-night. And I'm not
sure | want to do so. | want to know some-
thing about him. If he has been in a fight,
I'd like to know what about.”

“ Do you know him?” asked his wife.

“No. | am certain | never saw the man
before.”

“ It is strange.”

“1 am weary. Now, Carson, | know

your Cousin Jim very well. It is too late
for you to ride to the ranch to-night, espe-
cially if there are men abroad who do such
things as—that.” He pointed toward the
bedroom.

“You will bunk with us. Let's see how
to plan this. This fellow has my room. It
won't do to leave the women folks down-
stairs with him. Now, Carson, you take
the other room, and we will occupy the two
spare rooms up-stairs.”

“Very well,” 1 answered. “ 1 accept
your hospitality, and will give your other

guest what attention he needs in the
night.”
“ Thank you. Then, come, Caroline—

come, Minnie. Good night, Carson.”
“ Good night, all,” | said.
And in a moment | was alone.

CHAPTER V.
A STRANGE DEPARTURE.

It is almost a'tvaste of time for me to
make the statement that my rest that night
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was scarcely rest at all. | undressed by the
light of a small lamp the Kedlars had left
me, and betook me to the room next that of
the wounded stranger. Here | lay wide
awake, thinking of a great many things.

I knew Jim and Julie would spend a
night of anxiety concerning me. If the
horse had found its way home their worry
would be greater than if both horse and
rider were absent. For, overtaken by the
storm, I might have well have applied at a
farmhouse for shelter for myself and horse;
but if the horse went home alone there would
be great speculation as to what could have
happened to me.

But Jim and Julie were two philosoph-
ical souls, not given to hysterical fears,
and perhaps were at that moment sound
asleep, ignorant of the fact that | had not
returned.

Then 1 thought of the sudden shock to
Mrs. Kedlar and Minnie upon returning
from a pleasant evening spent at a neigh-
IX)r's and receiving the information | had
given them. | even laughed alone as |
thought of it. | could afford to laugh, now
that everything had proved all right as far
as Mr. Kedlar was concerned.

It must have been about one o’clock, or
even nearer two, when, as | lay there awake,
| was startled at seeing a ray of light cross
the wall of the room at the foot of the bed.
It was not exactly a ray of light, but in
through the window came a certain gleam
that illumined the room and the wall at the
foot of the bed.

It was not a stationary light, but traveled
from the direction of the right side to the
left.

This startled me, and | leaped over to
jx-er through the open window.

| saw a moving lantern not far from the
house, and it seemed to be carried by a man
on horseback.

Naturally, | felt alarmed. Not for my-
self. for there was no one in Arizona who
had any reason to wish me harm—at that
time—but for Kedlar and his wife and
daughter. | surmised at once that robbery
was in the air, and a connected theory at
once came to my mind.

The robbers knew that Kedlar had gone
to Winston to get a lot of money. They did
not know he intended to leave the check on
deposit. Their supposition would be that
he would return home with a pocketful of
cash.

They had seen the stranger in Kedlar's
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buggy, and shot him in mistake for Kedlar.
They had learned their mistake, and now
had come to Kedlar's home to make a suc-
cessful job of it

While | was studying what | ought to do,
I heard a sound from the next room. |
went in there.

To my surprise, the wounded man was up
and fully dressed. As | entered he put his
finger to his lips to warn me against loud
talking, and pointed up-stairs.

“ Have you got any more of that whis-
ky?” he asked.

I handed him the flask.
a drink left.

“ What's your name?” he asked.

“ Walter Carson.”

“ Any relation to Jim, the big rancher?"

“ His cousin. | am visiting him.”

A spasm that did not seem to be of pain
crossed his good-looking face.

“ Look here, Carson,” he said, “ Kedlar
must have some whisky somewhere. I'm
going now, and must ride like the deuce, if
| can get anything to ride. See if you can
find me some whisky to take along. This
puncture in my side hurts a little, and you
never can tell what tricks a bullet-wound
will play.”

“ Tell me who you are, and how you were
shot,” | asked, “ and why you are going at
this strange hour? There are men about

There was just

the house.”

“1 know there are. And that is why |
am-going. Now, look here, Carson. You
seem to be a blamed good fellow. You

brought me here, and took good care of me
— probably saved my life. | won't forget
it, and there may come a time when | can
pay you back. But not now. Don't ask
any questions. You have been a good fel-
low so far. Continue to be a good fellow
till 1 get away. [I'll tell you the truth—
those men outside are after me.”

| looked at him, astonished.

“ Did they shoot you ?”

“Yes, and | borrowed the first horse and
buggy | saw to get away. Now, don't ask
any more, but help me.”

“What help do you want?”

“ First, get me some whisky to take with
me. Then put on this sombrero of mine,
and pose here between the light and the
window, with the curtain down, so your
silhouette can be seen on the shade. 'l
go. In an hour do as you please. I'll he
out of their reach or dead with another bul-
let in me. Will you help me?”
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“ It would seem,” | said, “ to be my duty
to ascertain if you are a lawbreaker; and
to that end, perhaps, | should call in the
men outside. On the other hand, it doesn’t
seem to be my affair, except to this extent.
Apparently, |1 have unwittingly brought you
into a trap. And it seems to be up to me
to get you out. You certainly have done me
no harm, and Mr. Kedlar’s horse is in the
bam where he belongs. Will you promise
me not to touch anything belonging to Mr.
Kedlar? ”

“ | promise you that, Carson.”

I went to the kitchen cupboard and, after
a hunt, | found some whisky. | filled my
flask and gave it to him,

“You can't spare a gun of any kind, |
suppose,” he said.

“ 1 don't like to lose my rifle.
a revolver.”

“ Let’'s have that.

I've got

It’s handier at close
range than a rifle. Now, remember what I
say, Carson. If you, or anybody close to
you, ever needs a fighting arm, I'll be there.
You needn't send for me — you wouldn't
know where to send. Shake hands. I'm
off.”

I shook his hand; and without giving me
any further information about himself, not
even his name, he was off, 1 heard him go
out by the kitchen door.

I had on his sombrero, and busied myself
in various useless ways, keeping my shadow
always on the window-shade. Once or twice
| stepped into the other room to take a look
outside, and always saw the moving lan-
terns of the men on guard.

When the hour had passed | grew weary
of my task and lay down again on the bed.

It was about five o’clock in the morning
when | heard Kedlar moving on the stairs.
| got up, dressed, and met him.

“ Have you heard anything strange dur-
ing the night?” | asked.

“No. | slept like a log.”

“ Well, the house seems to be surrounded
by strange men, and the guest we know noth-
ing of is gone.”

“ Gone! Did he sneak away, saying
nothing? ”
“No. | was in his room when he went.

| feared at first the men outside were rob-
bers come to get the money you received in
Winston. But the stranger said they were
after him. | let him go. | did not feel
sure just what my duty was.”

“ Oh, you did well! Let him go, by all
means. If he is a desperado, let them find
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him and take him somewhere else. \Ye
want no gun-play here. But, listen! By
Heaven! the tramp of horses. They ar:
coming, after all- Be ready. If we must

fight, stand by me."
Just then there came a loud, imperative

banging on the door.

CHAPTER VI.
A GRUFF SHERIFF.

M r. Kedlar turned pale as the rattle of
a riding-whip against the outer door con-
tinued.

“Why should you be afraid” | asked.
“ Surely they are not after you!”

“Who knows who or what they are
after?” asked Kedlar in a tremulous voice.
He was not, so far as | could see, a remark-
ably courageous man. “ You see, there
must be robbers about or that stranger would
never have been shot. And they may think
I have the money with me.”

“Well, they won't bother me. You re-
main in the background, and | will open
the door.”

He was about to retire to the dining-room.
I had opened the door leading from the
kitchen to the shed, and could hear more
distinctly what was said outside.

“ Open this door! ” came an authoritative
command. “ | am the sheriff!”

“The sherifft Jack Bored!” gasped
Mr. Kedlar, and he seemed actually to
shrink in size.

«\Well,” | said angrily and impatiently,
““have you committed'a crime, that you are
afraid of the sheriff?”

“ No, but— that other one.”

“What have we to do with that? Of
course, he may be a murderer, for all we
know. But we had nothing to do with it,"

Just then there was the rustling of a
woman's skirts in the kitchen doorway, and
Minnie Kedlar entered the room.

“What is the trouble?” she
calmly.

“A man outside demands admittance,
and says he is the sheriff,” | answered.
“ Shall I open the door?”

“ 1 suppose the door must be opened,
though | don't like either Sheriff Jack Bo-
reel or his brother William. However, he
represents the law, and must be obeyed. If
you please.”

| stepped to the shed door and threw it
open. Outside, mounted on two fine horses,

asked
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were two men who looked much alike. One
of these was dressed in a serviceable riding-
suit of khaki cloth, while the other wore a
picturesque and dandified rig of velveteen.

On the breast of the one in khaki was a
badge— the badge of the sheriff of Alvedo
County; and on the breast of the other a
deputy sheriff's badge. A quick glance be-
yond them showed me other horsemen in
the background.

“Who are you?” demanded the sheriff,
dismounting and striding inside the house.

He was a tall, powerful man, and his
countenance denoted courage even to reck-
lessness, but the lines of his mouth were
hard and cruel.

“ If it will do you any good to know,” I
answered, nettled by his manner, “my name
is Walter Carson.”

“ Carson? Walter Carson?
tion to Jim?”

“ His cousin.”

“ What are you doing here?”

“ That is a matter between my host, Mr.
Kedlar, and myself, and does not concern
you in the least.”

“Does it not!” he exclaimed angrily.
“ Then perhaps, Mr. Walter Carson, cousin
of Jim, you will explain to me where the
Hon. Dick Carboy has hidden himself.”

“ Carboy! Dick Carboy! ” | heard Ked-
lar gasp.

“ Dick Carboy!” came in a hoarse whis-
per from Minnie.

“Yes," said the sheriff, with a. sneer,
“ Dick Carbov. Do you deny that he is
here ?”

“ There is nobody here,” | said, “ except
Mr. Kedlar, his family, and myself.”

“Ydu lie! | say Dick Carboy is some-
where in this house.”

“ 1 am but a guest here,” | explained, my
blood boiling. “ I have neither the right to
request that you search the house, nor to
kick you out of it. Were it my house, |
would assuredly do the latter.”

An angry flash passed over the sheriff's

Any rela-

face. He stepped to the door.
“ Bill, Call one of the boys to hold the
horses. Come in here. | want you.”

The fellow called Bill, the one who wore
the velveteen riding-suit, dismounted and,
giving the reins of the two horses to one of
the posse who had answered his call, en-
tered the house.

| saw Minnie shrink when he came in as
though he contaminated the very air she
breathed and stifled her. | recalled the
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few words | had heard, and surmised at
once that this was Bill Boreel, the brother
of the sheriff, who for some reason had a
grudge against Mr, Kedlar.

“ Bill, watch Kedlar and this fellow who
claims to be a coUsin of Jim Carson. | am
going to search the house for Dick."

“ All right,” said the one called Bill.

We could hear the heavy boots of the
sneriff as he tramped through the upper
floor.

“ 1 trust he will not alarm my wife," said
Kedlar. “ She is not quite herself after the
events of last night.”

“ What happened last night? ” asked Bill
Boreel quickly.

“ Why—nothing much.”

“ Here, you!” Bill went on, turning to
me. “ What happened? What brought you
here for the night?”

“ None of your business."

A black frown came over his face, Min-
nie Kedlar, who had been standing near,
now brushed closer to me.

“ Please don’t anger him— for my sake,”
she whispered.

Here was the situation suddenly spread
before me as clearly as a lawyer could make
it in a brief.

Bill Boreel, | realized in that moment,
had taken offense because his attentions to
Minnie Kedlar had not been gracefully re-
ceived. Perhaps he had gone so far as to
demand her hand in marriage. In fact, the
word demand had distinctly been used the
night before by Minnie herself in speaking
of the strained relations existing between
Boreel and her father. | understood.

And now, instead of being insolent and
independent, | found myself wondering in
what way | could explain matters so that all
blame, should there be any, would fall on
my shoulders, and exonerate Kedlar, his
wife, and Minnie. And after studying it
over, it struck me that absolutely the best
way to do this was to tell the exact truth.

But there was a sheriff to be dealt with,
the superior officer of the deputy now
watching Kedlar and me. | waited till he
came thumping down the stairs.

“ 1 can’'t find him in the house,” reported

the sheriff. “ Yet, I am sure he was here
last night.”
“ He was here,” | said. “ And now he is

miles away from here.”

“What! Who brought him here?
helped him to escape?”

“1 did both,” | answered as calmly as |

Who
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could, yet not able to keep a note of exulta-
tion from my voice.

“You! And a cousin of the biggest
ranchman and cattle-raiser in Alvedo Coun-
ty? Did you know who you assisted to es-
cape the law ?”

“ No. I never saw the man before.”

“ Why—why— it was Dick Carboy, the
greatest cattle-thief in Arizona, with a re-
ward of five thousand dollars on his head.”

“ 1 never heard of him,” | said.

“ 1 think you lie. At any rate, you will
have a chance to make it clear before Judge
McKinnon. | arrest you in the name of
the law for aiding a criminal to escape.
Bill, take him.”

CHAPTER VII.
“we'll get you yet!”

“Ohnh!” | heard Minnie Kedlar gasp.

“ Bill, put the irons on him,” directed the
sheriff.

Bill Boreel looked at his brother with a
curious expression on his face.

“ Don’t you think, Jack,” he said, “ that
if this fellow is really a cousin of Jim
Carson, it would be just as well to cut out
the wristlets?”

“1I'm not afraid of Jim Carson. If his
cousin sees fit to be a partner of the worst
cattle-thief in Arizona, he takes his medi-
cine the same as anybody else.”

“1 am not a partner of any cattle-thief,”
I said. “ It is your own stupidity and hate
that formulate such charges.”

The sheriff turned red with anger.

“ Then explain what you are doing here,
and why you helped Dick Carboy escape.”

“1 refuse to explain anything to you.
You have placed me under arrest. | am
not, under the law, compelled to say any-
thing to an arresting officer. You spoke of
Judge McKinnon. Take me before him,
and | will make my statement.”

“ But while we are taking you to Win-
ston, Dick Carboy is getting farther away.”

“ That's your lookout, not mine. | am a
prisoner. | refuse to speak until 1 am be-
fore the judge.”

“ Which way did he go? You can tell
me that, and | will send my men after
him.”

“ 1 refuse to say anything until I am be-
fore the judge.”

' “But you only make your own case
worse. If you will tell me which way Car-
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boy went, I will use my influence with the
judge in your behalf.”

“You and your influence may go to the
deuce! | have no knowledge that the man
who was here was Dick Carboy. You have
placed me under arrest. | take advantage
of the law.”

“ Then you will tell us nothing.”

“ 1 will tell you nothing— here.”

A muttered curse came from the sheriff.

“ Bring him along, then. Bill. We'll
make him sweat for his obstinacy." he said.

| turned to Mr. Kedlar.

“ This is not your fight, but mine,” | told
him. “ But you may do me a favor, if you
will. Ride to Jim's ranch and tell him 1
am under arrest, and ask him to come to
Judge McKinnon'’s court in Winston as soon
as possible.”

Then | turned to the sheriff.

“1 am ready.”

The fact that | had sent for Jim seemed
to make the sheriff feel uncomfortable. It
was natural that the owner of the largest
ranch in the county should wield consider-
able influence. But as I made no resistance
to the arrest, rather insisting on it, as the
best method of drawing the attention of the
posse away from Kedlar and his family, he
had nothing to do but continue as he had
begun, although 1| could see that most of
his roughness was brag and bluster.

I had never seen Judge McKinnon. |
had seen justices of the peace in other parts
of Arizona, most of them elderly, rough,
but honest and fearless men; and, having
seen them, | was not prepared for the sur-
prise the sight of Judge McKinnon gave me.

He was a small man, not only in stature,
but in every way except mentally. He was
even delicate. His hair was white, as was
his small mustache. His eyes were clear,
keen, a dark blue. There was nothing stern
about him. His whole appearance was one
of kindliness.

It was three hours after we reached Win-
ston that Judge McKinnon, after disposing
of a few minor cases, was ready to hear

ours.
“Well, sheriff,” he said, “ what is the

charge against this prisoner?”

“Your honor well knows,” began the
sheriff, “ the amount of trouble that your
honor, I, and my posse have been put to in
order to capture Dick Carboy, the notorious
cattle-thief. ~We have been out a week
at a time, but have never found where he
and his followers have their hiding-place.
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“ It .0 happened yesterday that | was
going down James Street, when at the cor-
ner of San Jose Street | met my brother.
We stood talking a few minutes when
we saw Dick Carboy come out of Babbit
Brothers* banking house and go up James
Street afoot. We followed, and he, looking
iround, started to run. We fired at him.

“ He ran to the square and disappeared.
We looked all over, but could find no trace
of him. | got out several deputies, and
they scoured Winston, but there was no
sign of Carboy.

“ Toward night | learned that Mr.
Thomas Kedlar, the farmer on the Dope-
head Mountain road, had lost a horse and
buggy that had been hitched in front of
the Winston Square Building, and he was
getting a horse from Jake Banny to get
home. | gathered a posse and we followed.

“There was every evidence that Carboy
was in Kedlar's house. We roused Ked-
lar’'s hired man, a stupid sort of fellow, an
immigrant, and he showed us Kedlar's
horse, and the horse he got from Banny
to ride home.

“We were sure then that Carboy was
at Kedlar's, but also certain that Kedlar
had had nothing to do with it.

“This morning we went to the house
and found this man there. He refuses to
give any account of himself further than
to say that he is cousin to Jim Carson, the
big ranchman.”

The little judge turned his calm blue
eyes on me.

“Is this s0?” he asked mildly.

“ So far as I know, everything the sheriff
says is true.”

“And are you really the cousin of Jim
Carson ?"

“1 am, your honor. My name is Wal-
ter Carson. | am from New York, and
am visiting my cousin on his ranch.”

“Yet you spent the night, it seems, in
Kedlar's house.”

- “1 did, your honor.”

“ And you refuse to explain your presence
there?”

“ Not to your honor. Before | gave any
explanation | was placed under arrest by

the sheriff. Then | was not bound to make
any statement to him.”
“That is true. But you intimate that

you have no objection to making such a

statement.”
“ None whatever, your honor.
is simple enough.*”

The case
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I then told him the entire story of my | passed close to the brother of the
trip after sighting the “old man of the sheriff, after thanking the judge. Bill
mountain,” as the old sheep had ebeen  Boreel bent toward me and whispered:
called, and my success in shooting him, my "Don't get fresh. We’'ll get you yet.”
discovery of the horse and buggy, and the
unconscious man in the buggy.

“Your honor,” | continued, “1 am a CHAPTER VIII.
stranger here. | never had heard of Dick
Carbgy, and the man in the buggy to me AX APPEAL TOR HELP.
was merely an unfortunate individual who With Jim's assistance | obtained a horse
needed home-care immediately. 1 did not from the same Mr. Banny who had paid
know where he lived. The horse, like all the money to Kedlar, and we two cousins
old horses, knew the road. 1 let him have rode to the ranch side by side.
his way. He took us to Kedlar’s farm. "For a tenderfoot, Walt,” said Jim,
“1 had never even heard of Kedlar. | “you are doing fairly well—yesi, fairly

supposed the man in the buggy was Kedlar. ~well. ~After a stay in Alvedo County of
I even put him to bed in Kedlar's room and two weeks, to get tangled up with the
dressed a bullet-wound in his side. This sheriff for assisting the greatest cattle-thief

is Explained now by the statement of the in the county to escape, you are doing, as

sheriff that he fired at Carboy in Winston. | say, fairly well. It seems to me the only
But Kedlar returned later, and even he thing for me to do is to tie you to Julie's
did not know the man was Carboy. apron-strings and let her teach you a few
“During the night we saw lights and things about Arizona.”
men around the house. The man | had “1 know enough about Arizona,” 1 re-
brought there unconscious wanted to leave. plied rather hotly. “ 1 know I've got the
I had no authority or knowledge on which old man of the mountain at Kedlar’'s, and
to stop him. I supposed the men surround- | want his horns.”
ing the house were robbers after the money “ Do you mean the old lie-goat or sheep,
that Kedlar had received from Banny. | O Whatever he is?”
helped the stranger off. | was glad to see— “ Oh, there’s no ' whatever he is ' about
him go. | had brought him there without it to me. I know I shot the,big old grand-
his acquiescence. | knew no reason why father mountain-sheep, and he is in Ked-
I should establish myself his jailer.” lar's barn. As | remarked before, I want
“Um! Your statement is clear and | his horns. I'm going to stop at the farm
believe it. | shall—” and get him. | brought the whole carcass

“Your honor, Mr. James Carson." said along so there could be no doubt.”
an attendant. “ Are you going to Kedlar's simply for

My cousin was an imposing sort. He the horns or to see—"

had ridden into Winston in the saddle. He “Well, go on,” I said, as he hesitated.
wore a riding-suit that fitted him like a “ Kedlar’s girl is mighty pretty.”
glove. He was well made, well knit to- “Is she? Well, inasmuch as | saw her

gether, and his handsome face surmounted Only under stress of great excitement, |
a frame of which anybody might be proud. did not have a chance to notice much. So,
He was not tall, but there were evidences of if you are not in a tremendous hurry we'll
iron muscles and an indomitable will that stop at Kedlar's and get the sheep, and |

nobody could mistake. will take the opportunity to verify your
“Ah!” said Judge McKinnon. “Mr. statement.”
Carson, is the prisoner your cousin?” Jim'’s face took on a troubled look.
“ He is, your honor, and the best fellow “ See here, Walt,” he said, “don’t get
in the world.”’ rash. Kedlar’s girl Minnie is all right, but
“ | believe it. You don’t think he would — she’s mortgaged, so | understand.”
knowingly and willingly assist a cattle- “ 1 don’t say I understand your Arizona

thief to escape justice?” terms. Do men mortgage their daughters

“Your honor,” laughed Jim. “ my cousin down here?” )
Walter is from New York. He doesn't “ Oh, not the way you take it. But I
know what a cattle-thief is.” have understood that Bill Boreel, the sher-

“| believe that also. Mr. Carson, you iff's brother, is to marry her.”
are free.” “ 1 don't think I admire William. What
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is he? Anything more than deputy to his
brother ?”
“ Rather. He acts as deputy sheriff only

when there is something big and desperate
on the carpet. Bill Boreel is by pro-
fession a gambler. And he has a certain
political power that is not to be despised/

“Didn’t seem to worry Judge McKinnon
any.”

“ Nothing worries him. He was elected
by the people. And he is rich enough to be
independent. But— you've seen little of this
girl. Leave her alone for your own safety
and—ours.”

“Huh! Is the biggest ranch -.owner in
Alvedo County afraid of Bill Boreel?”

“ Well—physically 1 am not, as you well
know. But the sheriff has a great deal of
power. You see, we ranchmen and cattle-
raisers depend on him for our authority to
fight for what is our own. Now, we have
tried a dozen times to shoot or capture this
same Dick Carboy."

“Well?”

“You go to work and set him free when
Boreel almost has' him dead to rights. Oh,
I'll admit that you did it innocently enough.
But let the matter rest.where it is. This is
part of a free country, and about the freest
part of it. There is nothing to compel
Minnie Kedlar to marry Bill Boreel unless
she wants to do so. But you have already
won the ill will of both brothers. Call
it off.”

“Now, Jim,” | said solemnly, “ | didn't
come out here from New York to make any
trouble for you and Julie. But by the same
token | didn't come here to be afraid of
any domineering gambler named Bill Bo-

reel. | propose to get that mountain-sheep.
If you don't want to go to Kedlar's with
me I'll go alone.”

“ Oh, it isn't that. I'll go with you.

Julie will be pleased and surprised to know
you got the beast when the best hunters in
Arizona have failed. I'm not afraid for
myself. | have ridden and fought by the
side of Sheriff Boreel too often for him to
doubt me. | am thinking only of you.”
“Don’'t do it. I've done quite a lot of
thinking for myself since | was a boy. But
we are nearing Kedlar's now. | suppose
they are still in something of a panic.”
And they were. As we rode in through
the same gateway through which old Tom
had dragged Dick Carboy and myself, the
sheep-dog came to meet us, and his appear-
ance was neither frisky nor fierce. Ht
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had a wobegone look that gave me warning
of gloom in the house.

“1'll wait,” said Jim.
sheep and hurry up.”

I dismounted at the shed door, and
knocking merely as a preliminary warning,
strode inside the kitchen. Minnie Kedlar
was there, and her eyes looked as though
she had been weeping.

“Oh!” she exclaimed. *“ They did not
put you in jail! | am so glad! So glad."

“ But why should they put me in jail? ”
I queried. *“ I did nothing against the law
knowingly. Judge McKinnon is a mighty
fair judge and dismissed the sheriff's com-

“ Get your old

plaint. Is your mother well, after alf the
excitement ?”
“No, she is not well. | am worried.

You know, Mr. Carson, my mother is not
a well woman at any time. She is in-
clined to be nervous, even hysterical. And
now she is confined to her room—her bed.”

“1 am sorry to hear this. And your
father? ”

“He is out on the farm somewhere.”

“Then he is well. Now, | don’t want
to disturb you, but I am going to the barn
after that old sheep. | want the horns.
It is a source of pride that I got him when
your hunters could not.”

She smiled.

“ It speaks well for vour marksmanship.
But— "

Here her face grew sober.

“Well?” | said

“ Keep that clear eye and steady hand.
You may need both if you remain in Ari-
zona long.”

“Why?” | asked.

“You little know the two men you have
defeated to-day. | grant that Sheriff Bo-
reel is a good" sheriff. He is a terror to
evil-doers. But he holds his place largely
through his brother’'s power, and that power
is not always exerted for the best purposes."

“1 am not afraid of Bill Boreel.”

She sighed.

“ But you arc,” | added.

“ Yes—to speak the truth— 1 am.”

“Well, don’t be any more. | am going
to stay in Arizona quite a while yet. And
I want you to promise me that you will
let me know the moment you see danger
ahead for you.”

“ Or for you.” she said quicklv.

“ Oh, there is not likely to be any danger
to me. Now, I'll get the sheep. Jim will
be impatient.”
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| rode to the bam, flung the old carcass
across the back of my horse, and joined
Jim. We reached the ranch about four
o'clock. Our arrival and the big sheep
caused a sensation that lasted two days.

I had been out taking a stroll after din-
ner. So far as | knew, everything was
quiet, and likely to stay so. | went to the
dining-room.

Jim stood at the mantelpiece reading a
letter that evidently did not please him.

“Your friend Carboy is making good
time/ he said. “ A mere bullet-wound in
the side doesn’'t seem to interfere with his

activities. Read this.”

He handed me the letter. | read as
follows:

Carson :

Dick Carboy is at it again in the Green
River Valley. One hundred head from Hor-
ton's ranch. Get your men together for to-
morrow. We ride a hundred strong. 1 will
pick you up on the way.

Jack Borfel, Sheriff.

“Well?” said Jim, as | handed back the
letter.

“ This came by messenger.” | remarked.
“ Anything further known?”

Nothing.”

“Well, I'll have a good night's sleep

before you start. If | did wrong once |
can right it. I'll go with you.”

“ Good. You are an addition with that
aim of yours. By the way, here is a note
left by a messenger for you.”

| took the note. It read as follows:

Mr. Walter Carson :

You are the only person to whom |1 can
appeal in my helplessness. William Boreel
has been here and has made a threat that
unless Minnie marries him at once, he will
bring charges against my husband for har-
boring the cattle thief. Will you help me? |
do not know what to do. My husband looks
strong but he is no fighter. | depend on you.

Minnie's life would be ruined if she was
married to a gambler. Can you come to me
at once?

Caroline Kedlar.

CHAPTER IX.
PERPLEXITY.

T his note, with its strong appeal for
help, almost struck me with panic. | stood
with my elbow on the mantelpiece, the letter
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in my hand, and something of my feelings
must have exhibited itself in my face.

“Your news seems unpleasant,” said
Jim. “Is there anything wrong? | knew
it was from a woman. Are you involved
in any way?”

“ Why—not as you probably mean, Jim,”
I answered. *“ But read the letter for your-
self. It puts me. as you will readily un-
derstand, in something of a quandary.’

My hand was rather unsteady as |
reached it toward Jim with the note. He
looked at me quizzically as he took it.
When he had read it he gave me a long,
stead)', searching look.

“ Walter,” he said, in his usually quiet
voice, “has anything like love passed be-
tween you and this Kedlar girl ?”

“ Nothing, Jim, | do assure you. | have
seen her only twice, and that on the night
I was there with Dick Carboy, and when
| stopped to get the sheep.”

He grunted.

“Then, forsooth, because you take a
wounded and unconscious man to a farm-
house, and he turns out to be a notorious
cattle-thief, you must burden yourself with
the affairs of the farmer’s family.”

I felt that my cheeks were flushed.

“You must remember, Jim,” | said, "/
have not taken any such burden on my
shoulders, nor have you heard me speak in
any way to warrant such an idea on your
part.”

“ True enough, Walt, old fellow. For-
give me. The absurdity of the thing-led
me to speak hastily. We have time for a

fresh cigar. Sit down again.”

I lit another cigar, and took a willow-
chair.

“ And yet,” | said, resuming the conver-

sation, “ the appeal does make a strong im-
pression on me. You will acknowledge
that I am at least in a peculiar and diffi-
cult position.”

“ 1 fail to see that you are in any par-
ticular position as regarding these Kedlars.
What do you mean ?”

“Why— 1 don't know that | can ex-
plain just what | do mean. But as you
must know. | have no very warm feeling
for either William Boreel or his brother,
the sheriff.”

“ Personally, as | told you a short time
ago, | have no love for either of them,”
rejoined my cousin. “Yet the fact re-
mains that Jack Boreel does make a good
sheriff."
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“ Granted. But the excellence of Jack
Boreel as sheriff does not, it seems to me,
warrant his brother Bill, a notorious gam-
bler, annoying a girl with his attentions.”

“Well, if he asks for her hand in mar-
riage all she has to do is to say no.”

“ He has asked, and she has said no.
Didn't you read carefully the threat he has
made? ”

“ As to that, there is a law in Arizona as
well as in New York. We do not persecute
girls down here.”

“You mean you don't persecute them
here any more than in other places. A
man in the position of Bill Boreel can ac-
complish a great deal in the way of per-
secution if he sets himself about it.”

“ True enough. But you are a stranger
here. Kedlar is an old settler. He is no
weak man, or-he would never have made a
small farm pay, and | suppose he has done
that.”

“1 confess,” | answered, “ that | don't
know just what would be expected of.me.
I never heard myself rated very high as a
duelist, and | certainly could not be ex-
pected to shoot Boreel from ambush in cold
blood.”

* Scarcely your line. Let me think of
this a minute. It is possible that they
are playing on your reasons for disliking

Boreel, and would expect you to involve
yourself with him in a quarrel and Kkill
him.”

“ The probabilities all being in favor of
being killed myself.”

“ Sure—if not by Boreel, by law. No
there is something else. Did you say any-
thing to them about your fortune? The
extent of it, | mean.”

“ Nothing was said about money.”

“But they know | am rich, and you
presumably so. Now. to me this looks like
a scheme to hasten you into a trap—to
get you, a rich man, to marry Minnie, a
comparatively poor girl. It has been don.'
before, 1 believe.”

429

“ A good-many times, Jim. But | can't
believe that of Mrs. Kedlar. The woman
was probably panic-stricken when she wrote.
And you know | have a certain responsi-
bility in the matter, after all.”

* What— as to who shall marry Minnie? ”
queried Jim.

“No, not in regard to Minnie exactly.
But, you see, | was the one who took Car-
boy to the house. | was the one who let
him go. It seems to me that | am in a
large measure responsible for the conse-
qguences of that act.”

“Nonsense!” exclaimed Jim. “You
didn’t take Carboy there. He took himself.
He stole Kedlar's horse. The horse went
to Kedlar's farm. It seems to me that, in-
stead of you, the entire responsibility for
consequences rests on Carboy.”

“ There is something in what you say,

Jim. Still, I was conscious, and Carboy
was not. | made myself quite at home
at Kedlar’s.”

“ Quite a common thing in Arizona.”

| felt that | was losing ground against
him, yet there remained a sense of duty I
could neither get rid of nor explain. The
idea of knight errantry did not enter into
my considerations.

Minnie Kedlar was a very pretty girl.
Still, having seen her but twice, | could
form no idea of her character. | was not
a heady youth to fall in love at first sight,
and was no.more in love with Minnie Ked-
lar than | was with her mother. But there
clung to me the thought, and the thought
gradually assumed the proportions of a
conviction, that, having brought about the
possibility of the threat made by Boreel,
I was in duty bound in some way to make
that threat inoperative.

“What's in your noddle now?” asked
Jim, after a pause. “ Any new idea?”

“Why— 1 am up a tree, that's all. And
yet another thought does come to me, now
that you demand one. Do you think it
right for me to go out to shoot Carboy?”

(To be continued.)

HUMAN WEAKNESS.,

We need not say that he is weak;
For aught that we may know,

His life is one long battle-field
Where armies.come and go.

Frank H. Swveet.



All for a Black Mallard.

BY FREDERICK HEWITT.

A Hunting Story of Splitting Ice-Floes, Blinding Snow, and That
Fatal Drowsiness Which in This Case Had a Strange Interruption.

H-RRR! W-h-rr! W-h-rr! “ They:re
coming! Keep low!” Taylor whis-
pered tensely, the wind whistling in his
teeth.
The two men crouched behind a blind
made out of grubs and flecked with ice.

“ All right/ Faulkner breathed low.
“You take the leader.”
W-h-rrr! W-h-rrr!  W-h-rrr!  W-h-rrr!

'I'ne wings whirred through the fast dark-
ening gloom.

The two men sprang up.

Bang! Bang! went the shotguns.

“1 nailed the leader!” Taylor cried.
“ There she goes swimming out toward the

ice!” Bang! Bang! *“ Fixed her for good
that time!”

“1 guess | missed the whole bunch,”
Faulkner muttered disconsolately. * No

other ducks down. They’'re powerful brutes,
those mallards!”

“ Great heavens, the way the wind’s ri-
sing we're going to have a time to pull up
the decoys!” Taylor muttered, still stand-
ing up in the piercing cold. *“ We better
yank ’em up at once!”

The decoys were swinging jerkily to their
anchors in the choppy waters of Gull Lake.
Two of them had already broken loose and
drifted to the ice, which circled round the
free water, into which a stream swiftly
flowed a little north of where the hunters
had their blind.

“It's too bad we've got to pick up so
early,” Faulkner grumbled. *“ There'll be
another bunch come in soon. It's just the
time for these mallards. But you're right,
Harry,” he added slowly. “ It's colder than
the deuce, and we're like to freeze to death
if we don’t get a move on.”

The men hurriedly pulled*(OUt a flimsily
constructed wooden boat from behind some
rushes, and launched her in the lake. Tay-
lor took the oars, but there was nothing to
do for a few seconds except to let the craft
blow toward the decoys.

“1'll have to backwater while you lug
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'em in. Joe," Taylor cried above the voice
of the growing storm.

Night came down with a swoop, and with
it a blizzard of snow, almost blinding the
men in the shell of a boat. Though Taylor
tried to hold back with all his might, the
craft kept drifting rapidly toward the ice
about twenty yards from where the decoys
danced in the black water. Faulkner yank-
ed up the decoys as fast as he could without
coiling up the strings, and threw them into
the bottom of the frail craft.

«“ By George, we're shipping too much
water. Hurry, Joe!” Taylor urged un-
easily.

“ My hands are numb! ” Joe called back.
“I'm puttin’ all the steam on | can! This
is fierce!” he muttered, as another wave
lapped over the boat.

“Now for the mallard!” Taylor ex-
claimed, as the last decoy was pulled up.

“You'll never find it in this gale!” Joe
warned, starting hurriedly to bail.

“ 1 wouldn’t miss it for a ten-spot! It
was a beaut!” Harry answered, as he let

the boat be carried toward the ice. “ You
grab the mallard quick when I spot it! It'll
be right near the edge of the ice. I'll put

your end of the boat that way.”

Though the wind was blowing a gale,
and the snow falling in huge flakes. Taylor
kept on his quest.

“ There it is!” he cried excitedly, keep-
ing the boat level with the waves. “ Now!
There! I'll hold her! Quick!”

Joe leaned forward and grabbed the mal-
lard that had been washed on to the ice,
but it was more than a man could do to
hold the boat. It rose high on a wave!
Crash! With ajarring shock the frail craft
dropped on the ice, badly stove.

“ Great Guns! We're in for it now!”
Taylor cried, squaring his jaw. “ Quick!
There’s nothing to do but to take our guns
and walk along the ice and back to the
shore! ”

“You bet! And the quicker the better!”
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Joe shouted, handing the mallard to Taylor.
The latter shoved it inside his hunting-
coat, and began cautiously walking toward
the middle of the lake, in order to round
a strip of clear water, after which he could
turn shoreward.

He had not gone many steps, however,
when there was a groaning and rending of
the ice.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The wind had done its work! The ice
was torn up into floes, and commenced
slowly jamming its way out toward the
farther shore two miles opposite. Joe was
caught on one floe, Taylor on another.

“ Keep up your courage!” Taylor shriek-
ed, as he saw his companion disappear into
the inky night.

“You bet, old man!” Joe yelled back.

“Let us make a good fight!” shouted
Taylor in response. “ If we don't see each
other again— I'm sor—ry for goin’ after
that mallard! For—" His voice choked.

“All right, old scout!” He heard a
distant cry. “ Good—"

Taylor had played the game for
years, but he realized that he had never
been so much up against it as now! Gen-
erally cautious, this time he had been reck-
less. All for a black mallard, too!

It had been madness! And it was his
fault that Joe had been caught! And Joe
had a wife and children! He gritted his
teeth and began hitting his arms crosswise
to keep up circulation. The cold gnawed
into his thick neck, and pierced through his
clothing!

“ Not one chance in a hundred of being
saved!” he muttered. “ Not even one in a
million!”

It was too dark for him to step anywhere
except toward what he believed was the
center of the floe he was on. One thing,
however, that encouraged him was that the
floe seemed large and solid.

Suddenly, Taylor pricked up his ears.
Yes, there it Was again!

A wailing, forlorn whine came across the
boisterous, freezing wind. He turned round
and put his mittened hands trumpet-shaped.
“ Back, Satan!” he shouted. “ Back!”

He knew it would be of no use as the
little spaniel would not hear him against
the wind. In his excitement at the rending
of the ice he had forgotten his dog that had
doubtless been tracking a rabbit just when
the guns were fired off at the mallards
He hoped the dog would not dare any of

many
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the floating ice, but that it might find shelter
somewhere, though from Hickory Point,
where the hunters had been shooting, it was
several miles to any habitation.

Turning from thoughts of his pet, the
horrible predicament he was in himself be-
gan to prey upon Taylor's mind. If the
wind was taking him straight across the
lake it would take a long time to get to the
other side, at the rate his floe was traveling.
Often it crunched on other floes ahead, but
with the velocity of the wind would get free
again and push on. There was a bare
chance that he might reach the shore, but
it was much more probable that his floe
would get jammed out somewhere in the big
lake, and if so, in the inky darkness it
would be mere madness to try to pick his
way forward, as at any time the ice might
break under his weight, or he might drop
into some fissure.

Gradually the cold began to nip his face
and ears. He took off his hunting-cap and
pulled the laps down. Then, though feel-
ing that he might break through the ice at
any moment, lie started vigorously to slap
his chest with his hands and stamp cau-
tiously with his rubber boots.

His thoughts reverting to Joe, he picked
up his pearl-sighted gun and fired off two
cartridges. He listened eagerly, but no
signal came back.

Where was Joe? Like a hideous dream
he pictured him stark and stiff under the
icy waters of the lake. One thing he thought
in Joe's favor was, that as he had been
blown to the southward, his floe might strike
upon a little island about a fifth of a mile
from the opposite shore.

Yi bile thus thinking, the wind became so
strong that Taylor had to crouch down on
his hands and knees, with the spume from
the water back of him dashing over his
snow-covered floe and trickling under his
feet and hands. As soon as it touched him,
however, it quickly froze, and every little
while he was obliged to tear his mittens
away from the ice.

The icy wind; the enveloping darkness;
the boom of floe crashing upon floe, all help-
ed to strike terror into his subconscious
mind, though with his reason he tried brave-
ly to keep calm and collected. Yet thoughts
of impending death crept into his mind.

It would be an easy handing in of his
checks, though. Just a plunge into the
cavernous waters! A quick panoramic
view of his past life! Then oblivion!
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What good would it do thinking about
it? He changed his posture, and stood up
sideways to the wind so that it would not
have so much purchase against him. The
cold gimleted its way to his skin.

Why had not he thought of it before?
He fumbled into an inner pocket and pulled
out a pint bottle of whisky, kept for just
such emergencies. He tossed down about
half the contents, keeping the rest ifTcase
it was more necessary to take it later.

The wind instead of growing quieter be-
gan to get more demoniacal in its violence.
Time seemed an eternity. Several times his
floe swayed so that he thought he would be
pitched oft. Twice he was toppled back-
ward, but cautiously picked himself up
again.

Which way was he drifting? Where
was his location on the lake? Where was
Joe? What a fool he had been over that
one mallard! He guessed.his hunting days
were over. The cold would finish him
before long, anyhow. If he didn t get to
shelter before the effects of the whisky wore
off he would freeze to death.

Great heavens, he was getting chilled to
the bone! He exercised his arms and feet
again and again. But each time it got
harder to do so. He was becoming numbed
through and through. The blackness, the
merciless wind, the unsafe ice, the treacher-
ous lake, and his utter sense of desolation
and fear for Joe, all combined to make him
hopeless.

He could stand up no longer. He sprawl-
ed in the soppy, freezing snow. He guessed
he was all in. For several minutes he lay
there inert, hopeless.

Crash!

Taylor sprang up in the darkness only
to find that the floe he had been sprawling
on was split in halfl Down he sank in
the icy water! Terror stimulated him! He
spread his arms out wide to grab at the ice
on either side! What had happened? His
feet were on a firm bottom! He must be
near the shore! The water did not come
over his hip-boots. He was saved!

Cautiously he crawled out on to the ice
in front of him, and helped by the wind, in
a few seconds gained the shore. ,He stum-
bled up an incline, and sought refuge from
the wind behind the huge trunk of a tree.

Freezing water covered his coat and face.
He must find warmth at once or he would
be chilled to death! But he had struck a
side of the big Michigan lake with which
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he was not familiar. Still he believed there
was a farmhouse not far away. He pulled
out his flask and drained the remainder of
the liquor. Then he stamped on the ground
and exercised his arms.

After several minutes he contrived to get
up some circulation. He believed if he
walked a few hundred yards straight on
that he would find a road leading to a
dwelling.

He scrambled forward stiffly. How good
it was to be on land! Then a dull ache
came over him as he thought of Joe. Was
he saved?

He plunged on and on, sometimes trip-
ping over brushwood, at others colliding
with saplings or trees. Eventually he came
to a clearing. He could see a little better
now, as the woods at his back gave him
shelter from the wind, and the snow was
less blinding.

Starved for want of food, and weak with
spent emotions, he dragged his way forward.
It must have been hours since the accident

happened.
Crack! Horrors! He was again on the
ice!l In terror he drew back to the land,

trembling with fright. Where was he?
Xow he understood. He hadn't made the
farther shore of the lake at all. He had
simply struck the island!

Weak and hopeless, he sank down on a
snow-covered log. His spirit was broken.
Nothing, not even life itself, would make
him dare to travel any farther on the ice.
If he did so. lie might come to open water
any moment.

His physical courage had snapped. Still
he tried to think coolly. He would at least
fire off his gun. Ah! His gun was at the
Ix>ttom of the lake. In his excitement he
had let it drop when he slid in. To go
back in the darkness and grope for it, with
water more than up to his armpits, would
be madness. He was cold enough as it was.

He could scramble around, though, and
get enough stuff together to make a fire.
He slowly fumbled in his pockets to find
matches. There were none. He remem-
bered he had lent his match-case to Joe
just before the mallards came in. There
might be some in the small outer pocket of
his hunting-coat.

Yes, there were a few. He pulled them
out with numbed fingers, and he examined
them eagerly. A thin smear of red came
off their tips as he tried them with his other
hand. They were all wet!
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He threw them down in abject hopeless-
ness, and started to pace bark and forth.
But all his strength seemed to have gone
from him. A time came when he could
not lift his legs any longer.

He sat down again on the log, and beat

his hands on the snow-covered wood. But
the greedy chill had so bitten into them
that exercise was of little use. Pound as

he might, feeling was gone. They were ap-
parently quite lifeless.

With hope blasted; the icy darkness of
the night oppressing him, and his spirit
crushed, a terrible feeling of somnolence
came over him. He tried to shake it off.
His head wabbled. His back gave out.

Sinking to the ground he stretched him-
self out by the log. At least he was shel-
tered from the wind. A thin blanket of
snow gradually enveloped him. Pain
ceased. He felt very numb and sleepy; that
was all. Then he dozed off.

Then he came to with a start! He could
not have been asleep over a few minutes,
because he could still move his arms. What
was it that had awakened him?

He was so sleepy that he shut his eyes
again. There it was once more! Something
hot touching his face! He was now wide-
awake. He tried to put out an arm and
feel what was near him. Again that hot
touch on his face! He felt some fur this
time. It was Satan!

“ Satan!” he gurgled.
How did you— find me?”

It flashed into his mind that the little
spaniel must have traveled right around the
lake and cut across to the island from the
mainland.

The ice would perhaps bear him to the
shore. The instinct for self-preservation
dominated him. He struggled up, and tried
to lurch forward, but again sank down.

It was too late! He was too nhumb and
weak to struggle across the frozen surface
to the shore. Even if there were no air-
holes, he figured that the ice might not
bear his weight, even though it had that
of the dog.

The latter set up a sharp series of barks.

“ Poor fellow!
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Its paws were ice-coated, and it was about
worn out with its long journey.

What was that? Taylor strained his
eyes. Was it a light? No. Yes! There
it was again! It was moving. The dog
again barked vigorously. The light was
moving toward him!

A spasm of hysterics ran through the

man. He almost laughed aloud. If only
Joe could be saved as welll! The flicker
of light was coming steadily onward.

Voices sounded. He again picked himself,
but once more sprawled down in the snow.

The third time he struggled up. The
light was quite close now. A gaunt figure
came through the gloom. The dog leaped
about as if mad. Taylor hobbled forward.
He saw a hand reach out toward him.

By the light from the lantern he out-
lined a drawn face and a pair of eyes veiled
with a mingling of horror and delight.
The mail looked ten years older, than when
he had last seen him. He put out his hand.
The other took it in his clasp.

“ Joe! Joey!” Taylor gurgled, with a
half-sob.

“ Harry, old boy.” Joe whispered tensely.

“ How did—" Taylor began jerkily.

“ It's all like a wild dream,” Joe replied.
“ 1 jumped from floe to floe. Then the un-
broken« ice bore me. Struck shore wav
down from here. Found Collins up at his
place. Warmed up a bit. Thought we'd
try to look for you. Met the dog. He must
have smelled you. He dived right off. We
followed his tracks. Come, we must get
you to shelter. The ice will hear. If it
don't Collins says there's not over four feet
of water between here and shore. Hard
bottom. Come!”

“ Collins, take that out of my pocket,
will ver?” Taylor asked, turning to Joe's
companion.

The man stepped forward, and pulled
out of the hunter’'s inner pocket one black
mallard, and put it in his own coat.

m It was all for that feller we nearly lost
our lives. Joey,” Taylor muttered, as he
tottered forward across the ice toward
warmth and shelter,

THE WAY OF IT.

Once | met four philosophers
Who argued all day long;

And each one thought that he was right,
And all the others wrong!

4 A

W. Barclay Smith.



THE FIGHTING STREAK.

BY WILLIAM H.

GREENE.

The Story of the Virginian Who Was Summoned Home from Paris in 1861,
What He Was Expected To Do, and How He Did It in His
Own Way.

(COMPLETE

CHAPTER L.
A. SUDDEN' CALL HOME.

WAS really very much annoyed when

| got a letter from my father request

ing me to come home at once. Of course

the United States might be in an unsettled

condition, and worse times coming, as die

said, but | didn't see what | could do
about it.

In fact, it seemed to me that it would be
much better for me to stay on in Paris and
finish my studies as soon as possible. |
was in the midst of a most interesting course
of reading on art history, was working in
old Pere Morquette’s life class, and had just
started a large canvas which | intended to
call “Nymph and Satyr,” and which I
hoped would attract some attention at the
next Academy exhibition.

| had been abroad for three years, part
of the time at Heidelberg, and part of the
time traveling about, but | had not yet done
Italy at all thoroughly, and had not intended
to return to America for several years. My
father could not have found a more inoppor
tune time to ask me to go back, but his letter
left little room for argument.

He put it that he was in difficulties and
needed my help, and though | did not really
believe there was anything seriously wrong,
I could hardly refuse his request.

Naturally | had read a good deal in the
foreign papers about the political situation
in the United States, but most of these
articles appeared to be very sensational, and
the whole subject was so far removed from
matters in which | was interested that | paid
little attention to it. 1 had never cared for
politics, considering them scarcely an occu-
pation for a gentleman. So, while | knew
that the question of slavery was being agi-
tated, my ideas on the subject were extreme-
lv vague.

IN THIS

ISSUE.)

| supposed it was a matter that the poli-
ticians could settle among themselves, and
in the meantime, of course, the newspapers
would make their profit out of it, but I had
other tilings to think *ibout. such as my
studies and my work.

| was, therefore, very little prepared for
the conditions which | found to exist when
I landed in New York, about the middle of
April, 1861. When | left the other side
there had been considerable talk of a prob-
able war between the North and the South,
but I had put this down as more sensation-
alism. On my arrival | found that hos-
tilities had already broken out.

Most of the Southern States had seceded
from the Union, Fort Sumter had been fired
upon, and war had been declared. Every-
where was the bustle of preparation; com-
panies of soldiers marching in the streets,
and the crowds cheering them, mounted
officers galloping here and there, bands
playing and flags flying.

I was obliged to remain in New York
twenty-four hours, and | spent most of this
time strolling about and listening to bits of
conversation on the all-important topic. |
found that a good many people considered
that the Southerners were entirely within
their rights in refusing to give up slavery,
which was their means of livelihood, and
without which they would be ruined, while
others could not see this side of the question
at all, and advocated the total abolition of
slave-holding in all the States.

These were the ones who were most en-
thusiastic in cheering every time they saw
a uniform, crying: “ Down with tyranny!
Freedom forever!” etc., sometimes causing
disturbances in the streets, which the police
were obliged to quell.

The soldiers themselves seemed to share,
none of this wild enthusiasm. They were
the ones who had to do the actual fighting,
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and they went about their duties with a
businesslike air, cheerful enough, but quiet.
There were many arguments on the streets
and in the cafes, which sometimes ended
in fights, but as a rule the crowds were good-
natured.

The whole scene, though interesting in a
way, was sufficiently distasteful to me, for
| considered war a barbarous relic, handed
down to us from barbarous times—a cruel,
unnecessary, and absurdly childish way of
settling a dispute between civilized people.
And | could readily imagine that a civil
war might be many times more horrible in
its details and more disastrous in, its effects
than an ordinary war between two hostile
governments.

I remember thinking, as | looked out of
my window before retiring that night, and
watched several companies of volunteer in-
fantry march past, how many of these young
men, who went into this thing so gaily,
prompted either by the spirit of adventure
or a mistaken idea of patriotism, would
return crippled, broken in health, and in-
capacitated for the future, their whole lives
ruined—and how many would not return
at all.

And the men who had brought on the war
—politicians on both sides— would sit quiet-
ly in their offices, reaping the profits and
usurping the glory. | was very sure of
myself in those days, and my thoughts on
this subject were very bitter. Later | was
to learn that this also, like the matter of
freeing the slaves, and in Jact all other
questions, had many sidesi to be considered,
and could be viewed from many standpoints

Next morning | started for the South.
I might as well begin now to explain a
few facts in regard to myself, and get that
part over with as soon as possible.

My name is Warren Berkley, and my
family is one of the oldest and best in the
State of Virginia. | do not mean to boast
of this, for | consider that a man’s personal
merits are what count, rather than any con-
nections he may lay claim to, though one
naturally takes a certain pride in the quality
of his ancestors. The Berkleys had always
owned a lot of land, since Colonial times,
and my father, Robert Berkley, now ran
one of the largest and most profitable cotton
and tobacco plantations in the State, and
owned a large number of slaves.

He had been a very indulgent father to
me,' perhaps because | was an only child.
My mother died when | was a very small

\
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boy, and my father had always made a
point of tiding a personal interest in my
studies and recreations.

Seeing that my tastes lay in the direction
of art and literature, lie had sent me abroad
to complete my education along these lines,
though | think he would rather have seen
me enter on a military or commercial career.
We often had friendly arguments on many
different topics, for my views and tastes
were quite opposite to his on most points,
and | had a young man’s tendency to con-
sider my ideas “ advanced,” and his “ old-
fashioned.”

But he always showed an indulgent un-
derstanding and tolerance of my boyish
“ smartness,” a trait in him on which 1
now look back with the utmost admiration
and gratitude.

When [I' arrived at Berkley Hall | was
affectionately greeted by my father, and
ceremoniously presented to a beautiful
young lady whom | could hardly believe
was Julia Lorraine, the tomboy companion
of my younger days. Three years had
changed her from a wiry, tousle-headed girl,
to a very beautiful woman—one of the love-
liest | had ever seen.

When | told, her something to this effect,
she returned the compliment by saying that
I had not changed a bit— though | flattered
myself that | had brought back from Paris
a certain foreign air of distinction.

Julia was my father's ward, and the
daughter of one of his oldest friends, Major
Frank Lorraine, who had been killed in the
Mexican War. She was without near rela-
tives, but had been left a comfortable for-
tune, which my father had managed for her,
and, | think, considerably increased through
investment at different times.

There had always been a sort of intan-
gible, unspoken understanding at home that
a marriage between Julia and myself would
be distinctly the desirable thing, and very
gratifying to my father. | think both Julia
and | had always considered it as,an ulti-
mate, but remote, probability. ‘

I had never given the matter much
thought, but had rather sought to put it off
indefinitely, as its prearrangement had
somewhat detracted from any romance the
affair might otherwise have possessed. But
now, after my long absence, to return and
find her so wonderfully changed, gave a
different aspect to the case, and | felt a sud-
den dutiful inclination to accede to my
father's wishes as soon as possible.
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I had noticed his complacent smile of
approval when | expressed mv admiration
in a rather neat compliment at our first
meeting, and | made up my mind at once
to do everything | could to please him in
this matter.

Next morning, when he called me into his
private office for a chat, | expected him to
bring up the subject, but it was about other
and graver matters he wished to talk, and
our discussion turned toward the ever-pres-
ent topic of the war.

CHAPTER 1.

REFUSING A COMMISSION.

W hen | went into the office, which was
a large room built into the side of the house,
I found my father apparently swamped in
a litter of papers which were scattered about
on the floor and piled high on the desk in
front of him. His usually placid counte-
nance was marred by a frown, and there
was a worried look in his eyes which | had
never seen before. Upon seeing me, how-
ever, he immediately assumed a more cheer-
ful expression, motioned me to a chair, and
offered me a cigar, which | took and lit.

“ Sit down, son,” he said, “ and let's have
a little talk.”

His tone was that of a man about to
indulge in a friendly chat, but | felt that
serious matters were to be discussed. | knew
he wanted to explain things in his own way,
so | simply waited.

“You probably gathered from my letter,"
he continued, “that things are not going
along quite as smoothly as | could wish.”

I nodded, but still refrained from inter
rupting.

“Well, son,” he said, the worried look
returning to his face, “ things are a heap
worse now than they were when | wrote that

letter. This war has been mighty bad for
lousiness.”

‘1So | should expect,” | remarked.

“ Quite so. You see, practically all my

cotton and tobacco was sent to the Phila-
delphia, New York, and Boston markets.
The Southern ports are now blockaded, rail-
roads tied up, and this antislavery move-
ment has caused my rascally niggers to make
a lot of trouble. Some of them have actu-
ally run away. Bales of cotton are lying in

my warehouses awaiting shipment, and
crops are spoiling in the fields. In fact,
son, everything is at a standstill. Markets
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may open later in the South, but we are in
a bad location. A lot of this war is going
to be fought right in this neighborhood, |
reckon."

“There's a lot of talk in the North
about emancipating all the slaves,” | said.

“ They’ll have to lick us first,” he replied
defiantly.

“ Of course. But wouldn't it be a good
plan, as long as business is being held up,
and they are shirking and running away,
to sell most of them off now? After the
war, whenever business improves, you can
easily buy more.”

“1 have been selling a good many, but
they bring no kind of prices now,” he re-
plied. “ I have also sold some land, to keep
things going, but that brought less than half
its real value. Julia's money is safely
banked, I'm glad to say. She urges me to
use it in any way | see fit. as if it were my
own, but that, of course, is entirely out of
the question.”

“ Certainly,” | agreed.

Then came the part that was a bit of a
surprise to me.

“ Now, what | wanted to suggest to you,
son, after explaining the condition our
affairs are in,” my father went on, “ is that,
though | have always hoped that you and
Julia might some time be married, it would
hardly do for you to propose to her now,
as | suspect you have been intending to do,
you rascal."

“ But why not, sir?” | asked.

“ Because you are in financial difficul-
ties,” he said quietly.

“ 1 see,” said I, though | could scarcely
keep from smiling at his quixotic ideas, as
compared with those in vogue on the other
side. | secretly resolved at least to do
what | could to prepare the way for a pro-
posal later.

“ And now,” continued my father, with
a pleased expression, “ J wanted to tell you
that | have an offer of a commission for
you in a volunteer regiment under General
Jackson.”

This was the biggest surprise of all.

“ A commission?” | gasped stupidly.

“ Nothing less than a captaincy,” he re-
plied, apparently expecting me to be over-
come with joy.

“But | don't want any commission,” |
said emphatically. “ I don’t believe in this,
or any other war. It is a relic of savagery,
totally opposed to all ideas of advancement
and civilization. It is wholesale, legalized
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murder, and | will have nothing to do
with it.”

It was my father's turn to be surprised.
He listened to this burst of eloquence, and
gazed at me for a moment in blank aston-
ishment.

“War," | proceeded, warming to my sub-
ject, “is a disgrace to humanity and an in-
sult to our intelligence. It is a ridiculous
way of settling a difference between two
nations or parties, and is generally brought
on by scheming politicians, for their own
personal gain. It is—"”

“ But,” said my father, recovering him-
self and interrupting my flow of speech,
“ what else can we do? | am too old to
enlist myself. There may lie some truth
in what you say, theoretically. But I'm
sure that you can't refuse to fight for your
country.”

“ 1 understood it was against my country
you wanted me to fight,” | put in.

“ The South is your country, sir,” he
answered, flushing, “and it is being op-
pressed and humiliated. | repeat, sir, that
you cannot refuse to fight, and if necessary
to die, for the South."

“ But | can refuse, sir,"” | said, “and I
do— most decidedly. | have no taste for
fighting, and no desire to die for a long time
to come.”

“N\re you afraid to fight, sir?” he asked
angrily.

“1 am sure | don’'t know, sir,” | repliedl
“ 1 might be more or less afraid, when the
time for actual fighting came. But | have
no desire to take other people’s lives or risk
my own. The whole thing is barbarous and
childish.”

“ Are those the kind of ideas you have
picked up abroad?”

“1 can't sav exactly where | picked them
up, sir,” | answered, “ but they are my
honest opinions on the subject. 1 shall not
change them.”

Again my father sat and looked at me.
Several times he seemed on the point of
bursting forth in anger. Then the color
gradually left his face, leaving it rather
pale and haggard.

He seemed to regard me as a kind of curi
osity—a species of creature he had never
ran across before.

“ Do you know that people will call you

a coward?” he said at last. *“ You a
Berkley!”
“ If they do,” | replied, “ I trust | shall

have the moral courage to bear it.”
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I his seems to me a time for physical,
as well as moral, courage, my son,” he went
on. “Your attitude, I must confess, is
somewhat of a surprise to me. It is perhaps
the first time a Berkley ever had to be urged
to fight. But | must endeavor not to be
hasty with you. You are a man, and en-
titled to your own opinions. | do not be-
lieve that you are a coward, and | am will-
ing to believe that you are doing what you
think is right, but— 1 am rather taken by
surprise, as | said—and | would like to
take a little time to think things out, before
discussing the matter further.”

He passed his hand across his forehead
and looked at me doubtfully, as if a little
dazed.

“We will have another talk this evening,
son,” he added kindly, and 1 left him sit-
ting at his desk, staring blankly at the scat-
tered papers, evidently unable fully to grasp
the fact that a Berkley had actually refused
to fight.

I could not help feeling sorry for him, as
I could understand how he felt about the
matter, but | certainly did not intend to
participate in any war, and probably sacri-
fice my life, when the whole idea of war-
fare was utterly opposed to my principles.
Nor was | at all sure that | believed in
slavery.

Of course we had always owned a large
number of negroes, but, considered in the
abstract, | could not say that | believed we
had any right to buy and sell our fellow
men, and a black man is a human being,
after all. In fact, the more | thought about
it the more firmly | became convinced that
the idea of my taking any sort of part in
this war was absolutely out of the question
altogether.

While | was thinking along these lines |
strolled out into the garden, and all un-
pleasant subjects were quickly dismissed
from my mind by the sight of Miss Julia,
armed with thick gloves and an immense
pair of shears, working over some rose-
bushes. | hastened forward.

“Julia,” | said, “ you probably think
you are doing the roses some good, | sup-
pose, but you are only making them look
faded and drooping—by contrast ” | added
in explanation.

“ Silly!” she retorted severely. And
then, with much eagerness: “ Oh, Warren,
did Uncle Bob tell you about the commis-
sion he*s got for you, under General Jack-
son? It must bel just glorious to be a man,
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and be able to tight and die for one’s
country!”

Really, every one seemed remarkably
anxious to send me off to be shot at.

CHAPTER Ill.
“the carpet-knight,”

Jurtia was looking at me. her eyes shin-
ing with enthusiasm, her arms full of fresh-
cut roses, a charming picture against a
background of green leaves. Who would
suppose this vision of youth and beauty
could harbor such savage thoughts— to want
a man to gp and be blown up or slashed to
bits?

She seemed so pleased at the idea that I
hated to disillusion her. But it might as
well be done now as later.

“ My dear Julia,” | said, “ it may be, as
you say, just glorious to fight and die for
one’s country. | am perfectly willing to
take your word for it.”

“To take my word? Why, what do you
mean?” she asked, her eyes opening wide
in surprise. (It may be noticed that | paid
considerable attention to the different ex-
pressions of her eyes.)

“ 1 simply mean,” | replied, “ that | have
not the slightest idea of putting it to the
test. | do not believe in wars, and there-
fore, as a matter of principle, I must deny
myself the pleasure of getting myself shot
to pieces. Strong as the temptation is, |
cannot let duty yield to self-indulgence.”

“You mean,” she asked, in an awe-
stricken voice, “ that you are not going to
enlist?”

“ Exactly.”

She regarded me as one might some queer
freak of nature in a museum. Then, sud-
denly, she smiled.

“You're joking,”
can't fool me.”

“No,” | assured her, “ | was never more
serious in my life. | would not accept the
position of commander-in-chief in any war.
My modest disposition shrinks from the
notoriety of a death at the cannon’s mouth.
It is all a matter of taste, | suppose, but I
shall do nothing to encourage people to call
me a hero— or to shoot at me.”

“1 don’t think | quite understand,” she
said seriously. And then she asked the
same question my father had: “ Do you
mean that you're afraid to fight?”

Coming from her it held more of a sting.

she said, *“ but you
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though there was no suggestion of taunting
in her voice, only a kind of wonder, i
could feel my face growing red.

“ It is not a question of fear,” | answered
stiffly, “ but a matter of principle. As |
told you. | do not believe in wars, and shall
have nothing to do with this one.”

With a bow, | stalked into the house and
left her standing there, stricken dumb with
astonishment.

My father'did not offer to renew our con-
versation that night, as he had intended.
Considerable time passed, and the subject
was avoided by all of us, as if by mutual
consent. Julia not only avoided the sub-
ject, but avoided me also, which was very
annoying, as the more | saw of her the
more certain | became that | was falling
in love, and when a fellow admits he is
“ falling," the chances are that he has al-
ready dropped.

I would catch her sometimes, looking at
me with that same puzzled expression, but
she successfully foiled all my attempts to
see her alone. | could never get a word
with her, except when some one was around.
Then she treated me pleasantly enough, so
that no one could have noticed anything
unusual in her manner.

My father was uniformly kind and con-
siderate, and | did what | could to be of
some assistance to him in a business way.
We got along very well together, but I knew
that my attitude in regard to the war was
a keen disappointment to him.

Still, I could not see my way to changing
my views, which were very decided on this
point. | considered this conflict between
people of the same nation a particularly
cruel and unnecessary waste of human life,
and | would not under any circumstances
sacrifice myself in such a cause. So we
came to a tacit understanding.

We agreed to disagree on this one topic,
and as | look back on those days, I can
see that he did everything in his power to
make me feel that he believed in me, and
that I was always .welcome at home.

Miss Julia was sometimes not quite so
careful of my feelings, and | heard rumors
that some of the neighbors had favored me
with such nicknames as, “The Home
Guard,” “ The Carpet-Knight,” etc., but I
only laughed and went my own way. A
little ridicule could not hurt me, though I
cannot say | enjoyed it.

Nearly two years passed without any-
thing happening in our own home circle
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which is really worth recording in detail.
| spent a good deal of my spare time paint-
ing and sketching, but it was a solitary oc-
cupation. as there was no one who took the
slightest interest in my work.

| had been used to the friendly criticism
of my fellow artists in Paris, and | missed
the encouragement they had always given
me. The nearest thing to praise that | ever
received at home was to be told by Miss
Julia that if |1 could handle a sword as well
as | could a brush, I would be all right.

We were, of course, kept well informed
of the progress of the war, considerable
fighting having taken place in our immedi-
ate vicinity, as my father had predicted.
I understood that the Southern army had
been very successful in our State, though
we heard of reverses in the West and on
the lower Mississippi.

My father's business had been practi-
cally wiped out. He had lost most of hi-
slaves, in one way or another, though a few
faithful ones still stayed with him and
worked a part of the plantation, which had
now, of necessity, become more of a farm
for our own maintenance.

During this time 1 still think that |
managed to make myself more of a help
than a burden, and that I was of much more
use at home than | would have been away
in the field fighting. But | knew that my
father thought my place was at the front,
and Miss Julia gave me to understand in
many ways that | was far from a hero in
her eyes, to put it mildly.

So, one day, being put somewhat on my
mettle by her manner toward me, | cornered
her and made a formal proposal of mar-
riage. We were sitting on the big front
porch, on a warm spring evening. My
father had gone into the house, and Julia
started to follow him, but | would not let
her.

When | had spoken my little piete, she
turned on me with a sudden burst of anger.

“ Do you think | would marry a stay-
at-home?" she cried. “ Go and fight for
ypur country, like a man—Ilike the other
young men of the South. Why, the poorest
backwoodsman is a better Virginian than
you — Warren Berkley. You should be
ashamed to so disgrace that name. And
you dare to ask me to marry you? | have no
desire to become the lady of ‘' The Carpet-
Knight."”

It seems to me that a man who has faced
a speech like that, delivered in tones of
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haughty scorn, by a beautiful girl, should
have little fear of a whole army of mere
men.

I will not deny that | felt very much
abused. | had been doing only what |
thought was right, and | was treated like
an outcast. My honorable proposal of mar-
riage was received as an insult. | was
tagged with ridiculous nicknames and ac-
cused of cowardice, for merely showing the
courage of my convictions.

My patipnee and philosophy were be-
coming exhausted. If my heart was not
actually broken by Julia’s scornful treat-
ment, at least my pride was seriously
damaged. | began to grow sullen and dis-
contented.

| think my father noticed a change in my
manner, and it encouraged him to approach
me a few days later on the subject which
had been tabooed for so long.

“Warren,” he said (he had got out of
the habit of calling me “son”), *“there
is going to be a draft, to go into effect in
a few days, to increase the ranks of General
Lee’s Army of Northern Virginia. | have
some influence at Richmond. Shall | see
that you are excused from military duty?”

It was the first reference he had made to
this matter since our talk nearly two years
ago, and, though | think he tried to make
his words as inoffensive as possible, he
could not conceal a slight tone of contempt
in his voice as he put the question.

“Thank you, father,” | replied, “ but
you need not trouble. | am going to enlist.”

CHAPTER IV.
A PAWN IN THE GAME.

My father nearly jumped out of his chair.
I can see that | must have been full of sur-
prises for him.

“What has led you to change your views,
my son ?” he asked gravely.

“1 have not changed my views, but I
have changed my mind,” | said, and then,
thinking this might not be very lucid, |
added: “ I mean that my opinions are the
same, but | have decided to enlist in spite
of them.”

He seemed about to question me further,
but did not. | think he suspected that
Julia Lorraine had something to do with
this sudden and unexpected change in my
plans, but with characteristic delicacy and
tact, he refrained from any further inquiries.
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and, after the first start of surprise, treated
the matter as if it were the most natural
thing in the world.

“1 won't deny that I am pleased with
this new decision," he said, “ though | shall
be sorry to part with you, my boy. | can
still get you that commission, or perhaps a
better one now."

“No, sir,” | said. “ 1 don't want any
commission. | know nothing about fight-
ing, and | do not wish to be placed, through
influence, over men who know a thousand
times more than | do. | would only show
my ignorance. | intend to begin at the
beginning, and make a scientific study of
the art of warfare. Since | am going into
this thing, | intend to do my best to attain
some degree of efficiency and usefulness.”

My father smiled.

“Your resolution is most commendable,
my son,” he replied, “ but I warn you that
a private soldier leads a dog's life. He is
a pawn in the game, and receives very little
consideration.”

“ 1 expect to be a pawn in the game," 1
rejoined, “ and | shall certainly not accept
any position of responsibility for which |
am totally unfit."

“Very well, son. | have learned that
you are not to be influenced, once you have
made up your mind,” said my father re-
signedly.

So it was agreed, after some further dis-
cussion, that we were to go up to Richmond
together, as he had some business matters
to attend to there, and | was to join what-
ever regiment would get me to the front at
once. General Lee's army was somewhere
in the neighborhood of Fredericksburg, and
my one idea, now that | had decided to be-
come a soldier, was to get into the midst of
things and learn the business as quickly as
possible.

It is a remarkable thing how the whole
atmosphere in a household can suddenly

change. It was at dinner that evening that
I first noticed it. | had become a hero in
an hour.

The servants fussed about me, and noth-
ing seemed good enough for me, in their
estimation. | was treated like a prodigal
son, though | was reallv just the opposite.
It was a little gruesome, like being fattened
for the sacrifice, but | didn't mind. In
fact, 1 was childish enough rather to like it

Julia looked at me with a new expression
in those eyes, about which | have written
so much, and tried in a dozen different ways
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to show that she wanted to patch up our
friendship before I went away. | am sorry
to say that | met her little advances rather
coldly at first, but no one could possibly
resist her for any length of time, when she
was really trying to be nice.

Before | left we were on the best of terms
again, and she gave me a good-by Kiss
which, though only a sisterly one, made me
heartily wish the war was over and | was
a returning hero, instead of one just leaving.

I think it was some time in the first part
of April, 1863, that my father and | started
for Richmond. He was still urging me to
let him procure at least a lieutenancy for
me, but | would have ngthing to do with it

It would be like asking a man who had
never studied drawing to do a mural decora-
tion. | intended to learn this fighting busi-
ness properly, since | had decided to go in
for it

I found that a regiment was being organ-
ized to reenforce General Jackson’'s corps.
Recruiting stations were scattered about
town. Men were needed so badly that the
examinations were rushed through with as
a mere matter of form.

My name was enrolled as Private War-
ren Berkley, Fifty-Ninth Virginia Volun-
teer Infantry. | was fitted out with a
uniform, knapsack, canteen, etc., and sent,
with several other young fellows, to the
regimental camp, just outside the town,
where | was assigned to a company, pro-
vided with a musket, which | did not even
know how to fire or load, and, with the
rest, turned over to a sergeant, to be taught
some rudiments of drilling.

My father shook hands with me and
patted me on the back affectionately. *

“ Take good care of yourself, son,” he
said, “and when you've got the Yankees
licked, get a furlough and come home as
soon as you can. Good-by, my boy."

“ Good-by, sir." | said cheerfully, though
I did not feel that way.

I watched him walk off, holding himself
erect, a much more soldierly figure than |
was, | am sure, in my clumsy, ill-fitting
uniform.

| felt sorry, of course, to part from him,
perhaps forever, as far as | knew, but there
was something in the atmosphere of this
new life 1 had entered upon which was be-
ginning to take hold of me. | was con-
scious of a certain enthusiasm and eager-
ness which were unique sensations to me.

I was already beginning to forget my ab-
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horrence of the brutality of warfare, and
to feel a sense of exhilaration and a desire
for action. | was surprised, as | had ex-
pected the whole business to be very dis-
tasteful, especially at first. Could it be
that | was actually going to enjoy fighting
and Kkilling people—also running the risk
of their killing me?

But | was allowed very little time for
these reflections.

“Fall in!” cried the sergeant who was
to drill the new recruits.

I had not the slightest idea what he
meant, but as | saw the other fellows stand-
ing in line, | joined them. | had heard
that it was dangerous to point firearms at
people, so | placed my musket in a per-
pendicular position, with the muzzle on the
ground, which | thought was safest.

The sergeant laughed, grabbed me rough-
ly by the shoulders, and shoved me into
my place in the line. | was on the point
of telling him not to be quite so rude in
his manner toward a gentleman, but I
thought | would better take things as they
come for a while, until I had gained some
experience.

He then showed us the way the muskets
were to be handled, demonstrating the dif-
ferent positions, such as “ right shoulder,”
“ present arms,” “port,” and *“ order, or
ground arms.”

When we tried these maneuvers ourselves
we were extremely-awkward at first. The
man next to me in line struck me a sharp
blow on the head with the barrel of his
musket when endeavoring to execute the
“ right shoulder” movement, but he offered
me no apology, so | put him down as a
rather ill-mannered sort of fellow.

To add to my discomfiture, the first time
I brought my weapon from my shoulder to
the position of “order,” the stock came
down with crushing force on my right foot.
I bent over with the pain of the blow, but
the sergeant yelled:

“ Hey, you — attention! Stand up
straight!”

“ | beg your pardon. | dropped the gun
on my foot,” | explained.

“ Shut up!” he snapped. *“ No talking
in the ranks.”

Again | was on the point of telling him
to be a little more courteous and considerate
in his treatment of a gentleman, but | re-
membered having read something about
“ military discipline,” and | supposed this
was it
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Probably a sergeant was a very high
officer, 1 thought, perhaps next in rank to
a general, and no doubt it was against the
rules to argue with him.

We were kept practising the different
movements for a long time, until my arms
and back were so tired\ was ready to drop.
At last | said to the sergeant:

“ Pardon me for suggesting it, sir, but
hadn't we better knock off for a while and
take a little rest? | am becoming quite ex-
hausted, and—"

“ Silence!” he roared. “When | want
any suggestions IT1 ask for them. Youll
drill until I tell you to stop. Understand? ”

“ Certainly,” | began politely, “ but—

“ But nothing! Shut up!”

Really, this man's manner was most of-
fensive, but | decided to put up with it, at
least for the present. So we were drilled
with the muskets and also taught several
foot movements, until, when the order came
at last to “ fall out,” | was ready to liter-
ally “fall” with fatigue.

CHAPTER V.
ROUGHING IT.

| was assigned, with several of the other
recruits, to a small tent, which | understood
we were to sleep in; but upon looking in-
side | saw no beds, so supposed | must be
mistaken.

We received a small supply of bacon,
beans, coffee, sugar, and a kind of cracker
which they called “ hardtack” — also a
kettle and a frying-pan. | could have done
nothing with these articles, but one of the
fellows proved to be very clever at that sort
of thing.

He built a fire, and soon had bacon siz-
zling in the pan, the odor of which gave a
keen edge to my appetite. The same man
made coffee for us; and, though we had no
cream, still it tasted well enough.

| expected that we would be served some
sort of dessert; but we were not, so | was
obliged to make a meal of the bacon, hard-
tack, and coffee. It was roughing it a bit,
to be sure; but in a war one must expect
that, of course, so | simply ate what we had
and asked no questions.

We sat about the fire, conversing on vari-
ous topics for some time. | found that my
companions were a very illiterate set, and
some of their conversation struck me as ex-
tremely coarse and vulgar. Most of their
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jokes and various allusions were entirely be-
yond me.

I did my best to join in their talk when
I could, but they appeared to know abso-
lutely nothing about art or literature.
When | spoke of some of the pictures | had
seen in the galleries abroad, they even
seemed to doubt my veracity, hinting that
they did not believe | had ever been to the
places I mentioned. But when | described
a few of my adventures in the Latin Quar-
ter their attitude changed immediately, and
they became interested.

A peculiar thing | noticed was that the
more my stories bordered on the risque the
more they were appreciated, and a little
anecdote | told about a certain model
seemed particularly to please them.

I was rather enjoying myself. The pic-
turesqueness of the scene, with the groups
of men in uniform about the camp-fires, the
shifting shadows, and the white tents and
dark trees in the background, appealed to
me strong!}'.

I was just thinking how | would like to
make some sketches, when a bugle - call
sounded, which my companions told roe was
“ taps,” the signal for all who were not on
duty to retire. When | asked where we
were to sleep they slowly led the way into
our tent

“ But there are no beds here,'s | objected.

“You won't be sleepin’ on no beds until
your enlistment runs out,- remarked one of
the men. “ Did you-all think the colonel
was cornin' to tuck you in?”

There was a general laugh at this piece
of sarcasm; so | said no more about it, but
watched what the others did and followed
suit.

We all had blankets, in which we
wrapped ourselves, using our knapsacks for
pillows, and removing only our shoes and
coats. | had no idea that a man could sleep
in this way, and | felt certain that the
ground was damp and that 1 would prob-
ably get a bad cold, or an attack of rheu-
matism; but I was too tired to worry.

I had passed a strenuous day, full of
new experiences; and | must have dropped
off to sleep at once, for the next thing I
knew one of the men was shaking me and
telling me to get up. It was broad day-
light, and the whole camp was stirring.

Our breakfast was about the same as the
supper the night before. | had always been
used to having some kind of fruit as an
appetizer in the morning; but | did very
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well without it, for |1 had made up my mind
to bear whatever hardships | encountered
without complaining.

We were drilled pretty hard for a few
days; but at last the “ awkward squad”
was disbanded, and we were pronounced
ready to be sent on to the front.

Il Richmond, before enlisting, | had
purchased a “ Manual of Military Tactics,”
which | intended to study conscientiously,
in order to perfect myself in the technicali-
ties of military life while I was learning
the practical side by actual experience from
day to day.

But when | endeavored to begin my
studies | found the thing was totally unin-
telligible to me. | could make nothing of
it, but decided to keep the book for future
reference. Perhaps | would be able to un-
derstand it later on.

And speaking of this book reminds me
of the only other incident which occurred
while we were in camp which seems worth
telling about. Perhaps this episode does
not reflect any particular credit on me, still
it goes to show how | was being influenced
by my new surroundings.

A year, or even a month, before | should
have acted very differently under similar
circumstances; and if any one had told me
that | should engage in a brawl with a com-
mon, uneducated fellow, and end by bru-
tally assaulting him with my fists, | should
have been highly indignant at the idea.
This is exactly what | did, however, and |
must confess to a certain feeling of pride in
the performance.

One of the corporals in the company to
which | belonged— Company B— was a big,
rough fellow named Quirk. From the time
when | had first been assigned my place in
the line, this man seemed to take a per-
sonal dislike to me.

He was a soldier of some experience,
with a good record, but had the reputation
of being a quarrelsome bully and a hard
man to get along with. All the men in the
company seemed careful to avoid having
any trouble with him, for he was a big,
powerfully built man, and said to be a
dangerous fighter.

He singled me out for his attentions, and
it seemed that nothing | could do suited
him. If | made a mistake at drill he would
jeer at me, or snarl out a sharp reprimand.
I was still a beginner, and this continual
persecution made me nervous and more
awkward than | would otherwise have been.
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He was constantly annoying me in one
way or another. | could never walk near
him without his sticking out his feet to trip
me up. | could not utter the most casual,
commonplace remark without eliciting from
him a sneer or a contradiction.

Because | showed no desire to associate
with him and a few of his cronies, he was
forever accusing me of considering myself
better than my comrades.

| felt a certain fear of the man, lie was
so big and self-confident; but | reached the
limit of my endurance one evening, when
we had been in camp about four or five
days. | was sitting by the fire with my book
on military tactics, trying to see if | could
not manage to understand some of its tech-
nicalities, when Quirk approached me and
leaned over my shoulder to see what | was
reading. Then he burst into a roar of
laughter.

“Tley, boys/’ he cried. “ come here and
look at mama’s boy learnin’ to be a soldier
out of a book.”

This brought a chorus of laughter from
his friends.

Then, turning to me, he said, with his
most offensive sneer:

“You won't never make no soldier, so
give it up. It's too bad you ever left your
mother’s apron-strings.”

With that he leaned over and tore out
the page | was reading, held it to the fire,
and was calmly lighting his pipe with the
sheet when | sprang to my feet.

I struck him a blow — or, rather, two
blows—which | had learned from a pugil -
ist in London. | had never expected to use
this knowledge, but had been interested in
the man’s demonstration of the art of box-
ing. The left fist is brought swiftly up to
the point of your opponent’s chin, tilting
his head back; and the right is almost sim-
ultaneously swung to the same point from
the side, with crushing force.

I could hear Quirk’'s jaw crack as lie
went down, and knew it was either broken
or dislocated. His friends carried him
away, quite unconscious, and | was taken to
the captain’s tent by our first sergeant, who
had seen the whole affair, and explained
the circumstances to the captain,

In view of the persecution | had under-
gone, of which the captain knew some-
thing, | was let off with a mild reprimand.

The first thing in the morning | received
a message from Quirk, asking me to come
and see him. He was sitting in his tent
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with his jaw bandaged, and a strong odor
of liniment about. He shook hands with
me, said | was the best man in the regi-
ment, apologized effusively for his actions
in the past, and expressed the hope that we
might be friends in the future.

“It's the only way I'll feel safe, Mr.
Berkley—to know that you're my friend,”
he said.

CHAPTER VI
IX ACTION".

T his little incident, though to my mind
a rather vulgar affair, nevertheless served
to. make me a general favorite with my
comrades, most of whom had been more or
less victims of Quirk's bullying. And
among them all | had no stancher friend
and admirer than Quirk himself. He could
not do enough for me; and let any one
dare speak ill of me in his presence, and he
would proceed to show .that he still retained
some of his prestige as a fighter.

A few days later the rumor began to cir-
culate about the camp that an important
battle was imminent, and that we were to
be sent into action at once. Most of the
men were delighted at the prospect, while
others, including myself, took the news
more thoughtfully. But | was glad when
the order came to break camp, as | wanted
to gain experience as rapidly as possible.

The Federal forces, under General Hook-
er, had crossed the Rappahannock River,
and were located in the vicinity of Chan-
cellorsville. There had been some fighting
of an indecisive nature, and we were to be
sent to join General Jackson’s corps. This
was as much as any of us knew when our
march toward the front was begun.

I had never really known what fatigue
was before. For two solid days we marched,
and 1 lost all sense of direction and all
thought as to where we might be going.

On the evening of the second day | heard
that we had caught up with the rear divi-
sion of Jackson’s corps, but | did not care.
Too tired to bother about even eating, | al-
most dropped in my tracks at the welcome
word “ halt,” rolled myself in my blanket,
and slept. That was the one thing | want-
ed—sleep. Nothing else interested me.

Next morning | awoke much refreshed,
and they gave us plenty of time for a good
breakfast, which | enjoyed thoroughly.
Rumor had it that there had been consid-
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erable fighting the day before, and that
some special maneuver was about to be at-
tempted, involving General Jackson’s entire
corps.

That was about all | could learn, and |
started on the march with no definite idea
of where we were or where we were going.
I did not even know to what division of the
corps our regiment had been assigned.
Truly, a private soldier is a pawn in the
game, as my father had said.

All that day, as on the two days previous,
we plunged forward through thick woods,
where our progress was impeded by under-
brush and our formation sometimes almost
entirely broken up. About noon word was
passed along the line that we were exe-
cuting a flank movement and were to attack
the enemy on their right. This was cer-
tainly getting into action promptly for a
beginner.

I had barely learned to execute the sim-
plest movements of the drill and how to
load and fire my musket, when | was to
engage in a battle; but | gave the matter
very little thought at the time. My princi-
pal worry was the constantly increasing
weight of my gun and haversack as we went
along.

At every step these articles seemed to grow
heavier, until | thought they would drag
me down. When 1 looked at the officers,
with only their light swords to carry, | was
inclined to wish that | had allowed my
father to use his influence to get me a com-
mission.

The underbrush through which we pushed
our way seemed to reach forth long branches
and try to drag me back or trip me up. My
face was cut and bleeding; but, like the
rest, | staggered on.

We were taking a circuitous route, which
I understood was to keep our movements
from the observation of the enemy, who
were said to be close on our right. At times
we caught glimpses of other portions of the
corps, and later in the day our progress was
less impeded by woods, and part of the time
we followed what is known as the Freder-
icksburg Plank Road. Here my throat be-
came parched with the dust, but it was a
slight relief from struggling through the
dense thickets.

Late in the afternoon— 1 had no way of
knowing the exact time— we were brought
to a halt and permitted a little chance to
rest. It was then that I got my first and,
as it proved, my last sight of General Stbne-
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wall Jackson. He was walking along the
line with some other officers, and stopped
to speak to our captain,

“ So this is one of the new companies,”
he said.

“Yes, general,” replied the captain, sa-
luting.

"1 am very glad to have them with us,
captain. There will be plenty of work for
them soon,” he said, and hurried on.

I never saw a finer or more soldierly-
looking man. He was of about medium
height, broad-shouldered, and wbre a heavy
black beard and mustache. Even from
where | stood, | could catch the command-
ing flash of his eye, and was conscious of
his great personal magnetism.

I think the few words he had spoken and
the mere sight of him added to our cour-
age and enthusiasm. | know | felt that |
could follow him anywhere with absolute
confidence.

Our line was soon set in motion again,
and in a few minutes we heard firing ahead
and to our right. These were the first shots
| had heard, and | had never fired my own
weapon except with blank cartridges in
camp.

Mv first sight of the enemy was not at
all what | had anticipated. | had pictured
in my mind a steady line of blue-clad sol-
diers, loading and firing at us with deadly
effect. But it appeared that we were ta-
king them entirely by surprise; and they
were thrown into the utmost confusion, of-
fering, indeed, but a feeble and unorganized
resistance.

We were almost upon them before they
realized it, and they were in no kind of
formation, being scattered about in groups,
some playing cards and some cooking their
evening meal, their muskets stacked and
out of reach. Some of them, however, made
an attempt at resistance, snatching up their
weapons and firing at random, while others
took one look at us and ran for it

I shall never forget the strange feeling |
had when the man next to me in line, a
fellow whom | knew quite well, and rather
liked, suddenly threw up his hands, his
musket flying in the air, and fell forward
on his face without uttering a sound. Later
I saw many similar, and much more horri-
ble, sights, but nothing ever affected me like
this first sudden wiping out of a man |
had talked to and associated with for days.

But the sensation of horror was neces-
sarily brief, as | had other things to think
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about. Before that night was over | had
become used to seeing men fall on all sides.

It was no doubt a rare piece of luck for
me that my first engagement should be one
in which the enemy was taken by surprise
and utterly routed in the first charge. It
gave us all confidence and courage to press
onward— otherwise | might have been run-
ning in the opposite direction.

For some time we continued to charge,
without 'meeting any determined opposi-
tion, the enemy attempting to rally at times,
but giving way always in considerable con-
fusion. Later they made a stand in a line
of entrenchments and opened a damaging
fire upon us.

The captain of our company was Kkilled,
and his place taken by a lieutenant. We
charged upon them, with yells of enthusi-
asm, like a band of Indians, and a fierce
hand-to-hand struggle ensued. The din of
the firing became somewhat lulled as we
came to close quarters.

| leaped over the embankment, and found
myself crossing bayonets with a big fellow
who lunged at me with the utmost fury, in
the meantime keeping up a volley of the
most lurid and picturesque oaths | had ever
heard. | sprang aside barely in time to
escape his thrust, and as | passed my bay-
onet through him he went down swearing
spitefully.

This was the first man | had Killed, to
my certain knowledge; but the action was
so swift, and my excitement so great, that
I thought little of it at the time, though
later on this same poor Yankee managed to
bother me a good deal.

We still kept on, but met with no more
resistance for some time; and as the dark-
ness came on we found ourselves in the
thick woods again, so, as we could not see
where we were going and our formation be-
came broken up, we* were ordered to halt
and fall back to reform our line.

Now that we had a little chance to rest,
| realized that | was utterly worn out. My
knees gave way under me, and | was seized
with a violent fit of trembling. The men
about me were talking and discussing our
success enthusiastically, but | took no part
in the conversation. Others were groaning
with the pain of their wounds.

I sat down and propped myself up
against a tree .to get a little rest, and it was
then that the thought of the man 1 had
killed came to my mind. | could see his
face, convulsed with pain, as | had struck
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him, and his curses rang in my ears with a
sort of rhythm that was maddening.

About an hour later my thoughts were
turned from this unhealthy channel by news
that filled us all with genuine sorrow. It
was reported that General Jackson had been
accidentally fired upon and fatally wound-
ed by an outpost of our own pickets.

CHAPTER VII.
“ REMEMBER JACKSON !~

w e had about two hours' rest, and were
then ordered to advance again. We were
now not far from the town of Chancellors-
ville, and the Federals had established a
battery on an eminence called Hazel Grove,
which opened a damaging fire upon us, so
that we could not hold our present position
without capturing these works. It was
either that or retreat.

Our corps was now temporarily under the
command of General j. E. B. Stuart, who
led the first charge in person. Three times
we gained possession of this battery, only
to be driven out again, as reenforcements
were constantly arriving from the FederaPs
first corps, under their General Sickles.

Many of the facts in regard to this night
of fighting I have obtained long since the
war was over. At the time the whole thing
seemed a nightmare of'confusion and deaf-
ening racket, through which | plunged me-
chanically, doing as those about me did,
without the slightest idea of why we were
doing it

While we were fighting the moon came
up, making the scene almost as bright as
day. To me there was something incon-
gruous about this fierce battle on such a
beautiful night. If it had been stormy, or
dark and cloudy, the setting would have
been more in keeping with the events which
were taking place; but the clear sky and
calm moonlight seemed to call for a scene
of peace and quiet, rather than the noisy
turmoil which surrounded us.

A fourth time we were thrown against
the battery on Hazel Grove, and our loss
was so great that we were obliged to give
it up and fall back to a line of entrench-
ments out of range of the enemy’s guns. We
had been literally blown to pieces in this
last charge, and it was a maimed and shat-
tered remnant of our brigade which re-
turned to the shelter of these works, where
we lay from about midnight until dawn.
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= The firing continued somewhere on our
left for about an hour, but there was no
more work for us until daylight. | was
in a state of excitement which kept me
from realizing my utter weariness, but |
stretched myself out on the bare ground,
and the next thing | knew it was morning,
and some of the men were cooking break-
fast. It seemed that | could always sleep,
even under the most extraordinary condi-
tions possible.

As | was thinking over the events of the
last few days, | suddenly realized that it
was Sunday, so | supposed, of course, there
would be no more fighting until the next
day. When | spoke to some of the men
about this they asked me what church I
was going to, and whether | should wear
a business suit or my frock coat.

I saw at once that they were joking with
me, so | said no more about it, and a
little later our line was again set in motion.

I had never been a very religious per-
son, but it seemed to me that fighting
was hardly the proper thing on a Sunday.
However, it was not my business to express
an opinion. | had learned that much.

As | expected, we were again sent against
the battery on Hazel Grove, which had
repulsed us so rudely the night before; but
this time we were reenforced by a brigade
from another division, and, to our surprise,
met with little resistance, the enemy retiring
in good order, after a scattered musket
volley, without bringing the big guns into
play at all.

An artillery regiment followed up our
rear and took command of these guns,
while we followed up the charge.

The Federals met our attack with a de-
termined rally, and at first we were driven
back again on Hazel Grove. Disappointed
by this repulse, Colonel Carter, who was in
command of our brigade, made an appeal
to us to try again, reminding us of the
death of our great commander, General
Jackson, which we should endeavor to
avenge. Immediately this sentiment was
taken up and passed along the line as a
battle-cry.

“ Remember Jackson!” we shouted, as
we charged down the hill again and across
the fields toward Fairview, where another
line of the enemy’s batteries were stationed.

And all that day these words encouraged
us to new efforts, making us forget our
weariness and refuse to recognize defeat.

Fairview was a higher hill than Hazel
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Grove, and we were driven back from it, as
we had been from the latter, so many times
that afternoon that | lost count. But as
man)- times we returned to the attack,
shouting our new watchword:

“ Remember Jackson!”

The fighting that day was to me an-
other nightmare of din and confusion. My
head throbbed with the constant roar of
firearms, my throat was parched, and my
eyeballs burned like red-hot coals, from
the smoke.

I was far past any sense of fear | may
have felt at first. | saw about me death
and mutilation in every form, but these
sights no longer affected me. The world
consisted of ourselves and the enemy,
against whom we must throw ourselves
ceaselessly, like waves upon a beach.

I was no longer a human being, with a
personality of my own, but a particle, like
a drop of water in that wave, and it never
occurred to me to suppose that | could
do otherwise than rush on with the tide.
I was neither brave nor cowardly, but sim-
ply an atom in that big thing which is
called an army.

But in spite of this feeling of insignifi-
cance and helplessness, | could never hear
those words, “ Remember Jackson!” with-
out a flash of personal enthusiasm and in-
spiration to do my best. Such was the in-
fluence of this great general, even though
he could not be with us in person.

At that time he was lying helpless at
a place called Guiney's Station, on the
Richmond and Fredericksburg Railroad,
with little chance of recovering from his
wounds, but his spirit was still with us, in
the thick of the fight.

Toward evening we gained a permanent
foothold on Fairview Heights, and at last
we were about fought out. The enemy were
retreating on Fredericksburg, and other
regiments passing us in pursuit tried to
encourage us to keep on with them by
shouting our own battle-cry, but we had
done about all that was in us, and could
only cheer them on, while we gained a
little necessary rest.

We spent the night at Fairview, and |
think there was very little fighting any-
where after dark. Next morning we were
refreshed and ready to go in again, but
very little of the work devolved upon us
that day.

Fredericksburg was captured by General
Early's corps, and a part of the Federal
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forces, under their General Sedgwick, was
cut off from the main body, and forced
back toward the Rappahannock River.
Our division, however, took part in none
of these movements, and we knew little
about them at the time. We were sent to
reenforce General Early at Fredericksburg,
but when we got there the fighting was
practically over in that vicinity.

Night came on and hostilities were again
suspended. In fact, during all my service
I never experienced another night of fight-
ing like the first one of this battle— the
night of May 2.

On the morning of May 5 General
Hooker began his retreat across the Rap-
pahannock, and was allowed to make the
crossing unmolested. General Sedgwick's
corps also crossed that same morning, far-
ther up the river.

The battle of Chancellorsville was over,
and General Lee's Arm)- of Northern Vir-
ginia was victorious. | never would have
supposed | could be so enthusiastic over an
affair which involved the slaughter of thou-
sands of innocent men, but my old ideas
of the cruelty of warfare were forgotten,

and | thought only of the fact that we
had won.

| wrote a letter to my father, and one
to Julia, in which | described the whole

battle with the greatest enthusiasm, as one
might tell about a game of cricket, or a
horse-race.

CHAPTER VIII.
A MEETING ON PICKET DUTY.

After this we had no more fighting to
do for some time. There was an engage-
ment at a place called Brandy Station,
mostly between cavalry, in which we took
no part. The Federal forces were again
defeated and driven back across the river.

Our corps, which had been under the
command of General Jackson, was divided
into two corps, the second and third, the
former being placed under General Rich-
ard S. Ewell, and the latter, to which our
regiment belonged, under General A. P.
Hill, a man whose iron will enabled him
to overcome the handicap of a broken con-
stitution and attend to his duties with an
efficiency second to none.

Preparations were being rapidly made
for an invasion of the Northern States, and
our ambitions did not stop short of the
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capture of Philadelphia, and even New
York City. Reinforcements were arriving
every day, and we were in the highest spir-
its, on account of our recent victory, and
eager for the march into Northern territory.

We were not kept waiting long, the en-
tire army being set in motion within a few
days after the battle, taking a westerly
course, through the Shenandoah Valley.
The only resistance encountered was from
a garrison of the enemy, under their Gen-
eral Milroy, at Winchester. They were
driven out. after one day of fighting, and
a large part of their force captured, while
endeavoring to get away under cover of
darkness that night.

Once west of the Blue Ridge Mountains,
our course was changed to the northward,
and we were fairly on our way to the
invasion.

Our march was now very different from
the forced pace which had been set for us
before the big battle. We were in no such
hurry, and proceeded slowly through a
very beautiful country. Moreover, | had
now become accustomed to the soldier's
strenuous existence, and felt comparatively
little fatigue or inconvenience from any of
its hardships.

I had time to enjoy the beauty of the
scenery, and wished a dozen times a day
that | could have had my sketching outfit
with me, to make studies of the various
bits which took my eye.

But though | was constantly admiring
the beauties of nature, the desire to express
myself through the medium of my pencil or
brush became constantly less strong, and
I found myself thoroughly enjoying the
physical side of this active, outdoor life,
as my longing for the more refined intel-
lectual enjoyments of former days gradually
decreased. | believe | actually looked for-
ward with eagerness to the time when we
would have more fighting to do.

Theoretically my views on the subject
of war were no different from those | had
always held, but my tastes were certainly
changing. This march northward into the
enemy' country, along the line of the mag-
nificent Blue Ridge range of mountains,
was full of new and interesting experiences
for me.

Nothing happened, however, outside of
the general routine of life on the march.
The greater part of our supplies were ob-
tained from the farms and small towns
near which we passed. Our orders were
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to pay cash for everything we took, which
we did, but in Confederate currency, which
was accepted with a very ill grace, not
only by the Yankees, but by our own peo-
ple, while we were still in Virginia.

It was not until we had got as far north
as the town of York, Pennsylvania, and
had turned about to meet the advance of
the enemy, that an incident occurred which
showed that | still had much to learn as
a soldier.

We were in camp for the night, near the
York Road, and | was on picket duty
about a mile in advance of our line, on
this highway.

| think it was nearly midnight when |
heard hoof-beats approaching, and the fig-
ure of a man on horseback loomed out of
the darkness. He made no attempt to get
past me, but leaped to the ground when
I ordered him to halt, and looked at me
intently.

He was dressed in civilian attire, and |
thought there was something familiar about
his figure.

“ Where did | hear that voice last?" lie
said, as if trying to remember something.
And then, after we had stared at each other

some more, “ As | live!” he cried, coming
closer.
“ Stand back!” | ordered, thinking this

might all' be a trick.
“As 1 live, if this is not Warren Berk-

ley, the beau of the boulevards, playing
soldier!” And he burst into a violent fit
of laughter.

“ And if this is not Carroll Dane, the—
what shall | say? The Prince of Mont-
martre— playing spy.”

His face turned grave at once.

“What do you mean ?” he asked quickly.

“Why, nothing,” | answered. “ But you
looked so mysterious, in that cloak, riding
about in the middle of the night alone.”

“ But tell me,” he said, “ what are you
doing here?”

“ 1 am on picket duty,” | answered, with
dignity.

Again he hurst into a roar of laughter.

“ But where is Warren Berkley, the ex-
quisite?” he asked, still laughing.

“Vanished,” | said, “if there ever was
such a person. My father wrote me to
come home. | did so, and later enlisted
in the Army of Northern Virginia, and here
I am. The rest of the army is back there,”
motioning with my hand in their general
direction.
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“ All of it.J” he asked eagerly.

“All except the cavalry, | believe,” |
replied innocently.

“This is news,”
breath.

“ Now tell me your story,” | went on.
“What are you doing here—you, who
should be over in Paris, keeping your little
Lisette from getting lonesome.”

“ Ah, little Lisette!” he sighed. *“ She
will not remain lonesome long, though. |
also was called home on account of the war.
I live within a few miles of here, you
know. If | tell you where, | suppose you
will bring an armed force, and lay waste
to my domain.”

“No,” | promised, “you shall be spared
for old times' sake.”

I should perhaps explain that this same
Carroll Dane had been one of my fellow-
students in Paris, and a most intimate
friend. In fact, we had shared the same
studio for a season, and had been sketching
together at Barbizon many times.

Also there had be™n other incidents in
which we both had had a share. | could
not get over the surprise of meeting him
here, Truly, it is a small world.

He tied his horse to a tree, and we
walked slowly up and down the road, talk-
ing over old times and telling our more re-
cent adventures.

He told me that he had served a term
of two years and nine months, which he
considered sufficient to satisfy his sense of
duty, and had decided to apply himself for
a time to the business of guiding his own
personal affairs through the hard times at-
tendant upon the war. He was surprised
to learn that General Lee's forces were so
near at hand, as he had thought we were
farther to the north, perhaps approaching
New York City.

I told him freeH' all I knew concerning
our position, and the plan of campaign
which was contemplated, as far as | under-
stood it, without the slightest thought that
I was giving out important information
which should be kept a secret. He asked
me many questions concerning the strength
of our forces, the location of the different
divisions, and what | thought our next
move would be, and | answered him with
the utmost innocence, never suspecting that
I was being “ pumped.”

After a while he told me that he would
have to go, as he must be home before
morning.

he gasped, under his
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“Well, Berkley, old fellow/' he said, as
we shook hands, “it has been pleasant to
talk over old times, in the midst of the
more serious matters of the present. Who
would ever have expected to find you in
that ugly, dilapidated uniform of a private
'soldier?  Warren Berkley, the glass of
fashion, etc.” And again he laughed at
me as he sprang into the saddle.

“ Circumstances change our lives,” | re-
marked profoundly.

“To be sure,” he said, still smiling.
“ Some little thing will often influence great
events. For instance, the information you
have so kindly given me to-night may prove
of great value to— certain people.”

“What information?” | asked him in
surprise.

“ Oh, in regard to the position of your
army, and. their plans,” he answered.

“ But you have no right to use anything
I may have told you in a private, friendly
conversation,” | said indignantly.

“All is fair in love and war,”
marked.

“ Nothing of the sort,” | cried angrily.
“ This is not playing the game at all, you
know. If you make use of any of the in-
formation you have tricked me into giving,
it will be the act of a spy and a cad.”

“ Nevertheless, it is too valuable to
keep,” he replied.

“ Look here, Dane,” | said, “if-you do
not promise at once to keep absolute silence
in regard to whatever | have told you, |
shall drag you off that horse and give you
the worst thrashing vou ever had in your
life.”

“ More surprises,” he said, smiling again.
“ The gentle Berkley has become a fighter.
I could not risk a hand-to-hand encounter
with so terrible an adversary, so will say
‘Good night.”” And, digging his heels,
into his horse’s sides, he galloped down the
road.

1 was so angry | think 1 would have
shot him, but | had left my musket leaning
against a tree, several yards away, and be-
fore 1 could reach it he was out of sight.

he re-

CHAPTER IX.

PLAYING THE HERO.

When | was relieved from duty that
night I went straight to the captain of our
company and told him all about this affair,
and exactly what information | had given
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away, but he only laughed at me as he
said:

“ Probably most of what you told the
man was entirely wrong, so | reckon there’'s
no harm done. But you should never en-
gage in conversation with any one while
on picket duty.”

This was a great relief to me, as | had
expected a severe reprimand' and perhaps
punishment, for betraying important secrets.
Still 1 was none the less angry at Dane for
making a fool of me, and | made up my
mind to even up the score if we ever met
again.

But it chanced that our next meeting was
under conditions which made it impossible
for me to indulge in retaliation.

The next day' a squad of us were sent
on a foraging expedition, under the com-
mand of Quirk, the man with whom | had
had the little misunderstanding while we
were in camp at Richmond, and who had
now become a sergeant. We were- on the
best of terms, and he never ceased talking
about the way | knocked him out.

“ Any man that can lick me. ” he would
say admiringly, and leave the rest for his
hearers to infer.

We were sent out with orders to bring
in almost any kind of provisions we could
get, and provided with a plentiful supply
of Confederate money with which to pay
for it. We took a southerly course, toward
the little town of Gettysburg, near which
were some fine farms, on which we hoped
to levy toll.

Quirk was very proud of his command,
and assumed all of his old pompous man-
ner toward the people we approached with
our requests or demands.

This only amused me at first, but later
we came to a fine farmhouse, pleasantly
situated on the side of a low hill, surround-
ed by large trees and well-kept lawns and
gardens. The bam near-by was as big, or
bigger, than the house itself.

“ This place should be good picking,”
remarked Quirk, as we approached.

He knocked on the side door, tried the
latch, found it unlocked, and marched in
without waiting to be asked. | did not
approve of this way of doing things, and
I knew that his instructions were to treat
people with courtesy, but | went in with
the rest, to see what would happen.

We found ourselves in a large, old-fash-
ioned dining-room, with a big mantel and
open fireplace at one end, and furnished
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with a fine old mahogany dining-room set.
Quirk swaggered over to the sideboard and
helped himself to a drink from a decanter.
Then he started for the next room, but was
met in the doorway by a girl, who con-
fronted him with an angry expression on
her face.

She was a very pretty girl, and as | had
scarcely seen a woman for weeks, the sight
of her, as she faced us so defiantly, was
particularly pleasing to me.

“What are you doing here, gentlemen.'"
she asked, with a satirical emphasis on the
last word.

“We have come to ask a few favors of
you, my dear," said Quirk, “and the first
will be a kiss.”

I think he was a trifle affected by the
liquor he had just taken. | had never seen
him quite so offensive before.

He advanced toward her with arms out-
stretched, and she*backed away from him.
a look of fear coming into her eyes.

The idea of military discipline had been
drilled into me so constantly of late that I
stood for a moment, hesitating to inter-
fere with my superior officer. Quirk had
grasped the ginks wrists, and she was strug-
gling with him, gamely and silently— not
screaming, as most women would.

Some of the men were laughing, while-
others fidgeted about uneasily. | stood
there for about ten seconds, | suppose, stu-
pidly looking on, admiring the girl's cour-
age, and thinking what a cad Quirk was.

Suddenly it occurred to me that | didn't
care a hang about military discipline in a
case like this. | stepped forward, took a
firm hold on Quirk’s collar, and jerked hint
violently back. He tried to swear, but
choked instead as | twisted my fingers in his
collar.

“ Quirk,” 1 said, holding him at arm's
length and looking straight into his eyes,
“ you know what | did to vou once. Now,
get out of here.”

It struck me at the time that this was a
very poor speech for such a melodramatic
occasion. | should have thought of some-
thing more heroic, more eloguent. But
somehow these grand-sounding lines never
seem to come to a man until after the time
to speak them has passed. Quirk stared
at-me in astonishment.

“ All right,” he grumbled meekly, *“if
you say so, Berkley.”

I led him to the door and helped him
through it with a kick, which was also a
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very unheroic, undignified thing to do, as
| realized the moment after | had admin-
istered it.

The other men followed him out, and
when the last one was gone | turned to the
lad}, nervously removing my hat, which I
had not thought to do before. Surely this
war was making a boor of me.

“ Madam.” | said. “1 hope you will
pardon this intrusion." Another brilliant
speech.

She smiled delightfully, and then grew
serious.

“ 1 can never thank you sufficiently,” she
answered. “ My father and | are alone
in the house. He is an old man, and not
well. | was afraid if anything happened
to excite him he might be made really ill.”

“ 1 hope he has not been disturbed,” |
said, “and | promise that you shall not be
molested further.”

She looked at me suddenly with another
amused smile, and went on:

“You seem to have a good deal of au-
thority for a private soldier. Are you al-
ways so disrespectful to your superior of-
ficers? But perhaps you are a general or
something in disguise.” And then, as if
abashed at her own boldness: “ Forgive
me if | was rude, Mr.— Berkley, did he
say?”

Rather nice of her to have noticed my
name.

“ Private Berkley, at your service,- |
said; bowing. “ You were not in the least
rude, but | am sorry to have to disappoint
you. | am not a general in disguise.”

She held out her hand, and said frankly:
“My name is Elsie MacPherson. | am
very pleased to know you, Mr. Berkley. |
shall never forget what you have done for
me to-day.”

"It was nothing,” | stammered awk-
wardly. and, as | turned to go out, | found
myself face to face with Carroll Dane.

“ Berkley.” he said sharply, “ wliaQ are
you doing here? | didn't suppose you
would stoop to this sort of thing in playing
soldier."

“ Don't lecture me, Dane, after
trick of last night,” | replied angrily.

“You know each other?” asked Miss
MacPherson in surprise.

“\Ye are beginning, to,” | said.

“1 asked you a question,” snapped
Dane. “What are you doing here?”

“ But you mustn't quarrel,” interposed
Miss MacPherson eagerly. “ Mr. Berkley

vour
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has just done me a service, Captain— Mr.
Dane.”

I wondered why she called him captain,
as he was still dressed in civilian's clothes.
She explained what | had done, making a
great deal more out of it than it really
amounted to.

“ Excellent'” he cried when she had fin-
ished. “ 1 beg your pardon, Berkley. |
should have known better than to misjudge
you."

I was becoming embarrassed at being
made a hero of about nothing, and | could
see Quirk and the rest of the men waiting
impatiently for me outside; so | said
good-by to Miss MacPherson again, and
took my departure.

She invited me to come and see her when-
ever | got a chance, which | most readily
promised to do, and then | lined up with
the squad and marched off, under the com-
mand of the man | had just handled so
roughly.

CHAPTER X.

GETTYSBURG.

| spent the rest of that day, and a good
part of the night, wondering what the re-
lations between Dane and Miss MacPher-
son might be. Were they simply friends,
or something more? The latter, | feared,
and | didn't like the idea at all. She was
such a very young-looking girl, and Dane’s
life in Paris had been—but | shouldn't say
anything about that. A man may change,
of course.

The following day | had little chance for
further reflection on the subject. We were
on the march at daybreak southward along
the York Road toward Gettysburg, the ob-
scure little village which was to become as
famous as Waterloo within the next three
days.

It was the 1st of July, 1860, as | know
now, but at the time | thought nothing of
the date. It had rained the day before,
and the roads were wet and muddy. We
were marching through a thick mist, which
the sun did not disperse until later.

Rumors that the Federal army was in
the immediate vicinity had caused consider-
able excitement in the ranks, and every
one was looking forward to an encounter.
Our recent victory had made us confident
that our enemies were no match for us, and
we were eager for a decisive battle, in
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which we felt sure of our ability to crush
them entirely.

As we approached the town we heard
firing from the scouts who had been sent
ahead, some of whom soon came in with
the news that the Federals were already in
possession, and that we should be on top
of them before we knew it. Evidently our
wish for an engagement was to be promptly
gratified.

Our advance was continued, however,
and we soon encountered a force of the
enemy, the size of which we could make
no guess at. A lively skirmish ensued, in
which we charged and were repulsed sev-
eral times. Later we were reenforced
from the rear, and succeeded in driving
them back on the town.

The rest of the morning was spent in a
futile attempt to dislodge them, and some
exciting encounters took place in the
streets, the confusion being increased by
the crowds of frightened fugitives endeav-
oring to make their escape. But we met
with the most determined resistance, and
were always driven out.

In the pauses between our own volleys
we could hear firing farther back on our
right, and about noon the first artiHery was
brought into action.

The enemy had a considerable force
drawn up on Seminary Ridge, to the west
of the town, but in the afternoon they were
driven out by a portion of our corps, while
our own division at last succeeded in gain-
ing possession of the town, our opponents
being forced to retire to a line of hills to
the eastward, known as Cemetery Ridge.

During the afternoon the Federals were
reenforced by their Eleventh Corps, and an
attempt was again made to dislodge us from
the village. We found ourselves fighting
against the same men whom we had driven
before us so easily at Chancellorsville, be-
ing informed of this by one of our officers
who recognized their flags.

This fact added to our confidence, and
we drove them back, with yells of derision,
toward an eminence known as Culp’s Hill,
gaining temporary possession of this point
ourselves, but being obliged to retire, as
our charge was not sufficiently supported.

Hostilities ceased as darkness came on,
and most of the night was spent in fortify-
ing our positions in the town and on the
heights of Seminary Ridge. It was a
bright moonlight night, and we could see
the enemy taking the same precautions to



452

strengthen their positions on
Ridge and Culp’s Hill.

| tried to get as much rest as possible,
thinking | had a long day of fighting ahead,
but next morning we received no orders to
renew the attack, nor did the Federals show
any inclination to take the offensive. We
had practically stumbled into the conflict
the day before, our commanders having had
no idea of the proximity of the Federal
forces, but though our success had only been
a partial one, we were eager to follow it up
with a more decisive victory. So we waited
with the greatest impatience all that day,
and not a gun was fired, so far as | know,
until about four o’clock in the afternoon.

After this, however, the violence of the
conflict made up for lost time, but, much
to my disappointment, our division missed
the best of the fighting, the First Corps,
under General Longstreet, usurping the
principal honors of the day.

They drove the) Federals back from their
position at a place called the Peach
Orchard, but were defeated in their efforts
to gain a foothold on the summits of the
Round Tops, two high hills to the south of
the town, the possession of which would
have enabled us to crush the enemy’s entire
left wing.

Our division tried another charge on
Culp’s Hill, which was only partially suc-
cessful, as we were' unable to hold the posi-
tion, being driven back by a reinforcement
of the enemy.

Night came on and our relative positions
were little different from those of the night
before. Certain points had been gained,
but our losses had been very heavy.

We were beginning to realize that the
Yankees could fight after all, and it was a
far more difficult undertaking to whip them
here on their own territory than it had been
back in Virginia, where our officers were
familiar with the country.

The next morning, in my memory, is a
confused blur. The fighting | had seen
before had been nothing compared to this.
Our attack was directed against the enemy's
left, and | lost count of the number of times
we charged up the slope of Little Round
Top, the lower of the two hills, which it
was necessary to gain before attempting the
other. We kept the Federals on the defen-
sive, but could not gain permanent pos-
session of this important point, for they
realized the importance of holding it, and
fought stubbornly, desperately.

Cemetery
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The scene was a pandemonium far sur-
passing anything | have ever witnessed be-
fore or since, and the losses were enormous,
the field being literally strewn with the dead
and wounded of both sides.

It was some time in the forenoon that our
division made its last charge, and was
driven back in some confusion, which en-
couraged the enemy to follow us up with a
more persistent counter-charge than they
had before attempted. Our company, which
was reduced to a mere squad, took refuge in
a farmhouse southwest of the town, and it
was not until our pursuers had been tem-
porarily checked that | had time> to observe
that it was the same house which | had vis-
ited with Quirk, only two days before, when
the whole scene had been one of rural peace.

What a different aspect the place now
presented! The walls- were shattered in
places, and the scattered contents of the dif-
ferent rooms gave evidence of the hasty de-
parture of the occupants. | most devoutly
hoped that one of them especially had made
her escape in safety.

The house afforded us temporary protec-
tion, and we prepared to hold it as long as
possible, as a check to the Federal advance.
They came on at double-time, and we fired
into them with considerable effect, but they
did not pause.

As | raised my musket to shoot again
through the window by which | stood, I
felt a sharp pain in my right shoulder, as
if a red-hot iron had been thrust into me;
everything turned black before my eyes, and
even in this last moment of consciousness
| realized that my turn had come at last,
and this one question flashed across my
mind:

“ Wounded or killed? ”

Then | knew no more.

As my consciousness gradually returned,
I found myself lying in a delightfully com-
fortable bed, with the sunlight streaming in
at a window near-by.

The first thing that impressed itself on
my mind was the quiet. | had come from
a world of din and confusion, booming of

cannon, crashing of muskets, and the
shrieks of wounded men, into one of peace
and rest.

| tried to move, and a sharp pain stabbed
through my shoulder, so | lay still, and
enjoyed doing so. What was the use of
moving, anyway? It was much better to lie
motionless and revel in this restful quiet.
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Gradually | pieced together my recollec-
tions of the battle, and my last part in it
I must have been left for dead by my com-
rades, but where was | now?

In a hospital? | thought not, for hos-
pitals in war-time were nothing like this,
and ordinary soldiers were not put in pri-
vate rooms. Was the battle over, and what
had been the outcome?

But | grew tired of thinking at last, and
again indulged in the luxury of utter relax-
ation. Never mind where | was. | would
find out soon enough, and things would
take care of themselves. Hang the war,
anyway. | was glad to get a rest from it

Presently | heard some one come softly
into the room, and when | opened my eyes
I beheld a vision that | supposed was an
angel, standing by my bed. Probably this
was heaven, | reasoned. Then | remem-
bered where | had seen that angel before.
It was only Miss MacPherson, the girl
whom | had so dramatically rescued from
the gallantries of poor old Quirk.

CHAPTER XI.
CONVALESCENCE.

“MisSs M acPherson,” | said, my voice
sounding weak and far away, “ would you
mind telling me—"

“ Oh, Mr. Berkley,” she cried, “ Fm so
glad you're better. You mustn't talk now.
You have been very weak, and you must
keep perfectly quiet.”

Where am 1?” | asked, feeling that
this was the next question that is always
asked under the circumstances.

“ If you will promise to be good and keep
very still. | will tell you all about it,” she
said.

| promised, and she told me what had
taken place. .She and her father had pluck-
ily returned to their home the very day after
the battle, having received positive infor-
mation that the Confederate army was pre
paring for retreat.

“ From whom did you learn this?” |
asked.

* From
expected.
promise.”

| apologized, and she went on, appar-
ently knowing just what points | would be
most anxious to know about.

“ The Reb—the Confederate forces were
defeated at the end of the third day— that

Mr. Dane,” she replied, as |
“ But you are not keeping your
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was day before yesterday — and they are
now in retreat,” she said. “ General Meade
is not following them up.”

She seemed to know a lot about it, from
Dane, of course. She went on to tell me
that when she and her father had returned,
accompanied by a friend (Dane again, no
doubt), the morning after the battle, they
had found me lying as | had fallen, on the
floor in their dining-room, and at first they
had thought | was dead. Finding that I
was not, they had put me to bed, and | had
added to their already sufficient troubles
by requiring considerable attention, being
unconscious most of the time and delirious
the rest.

She did not put it that way, of course,
but | could easily see it, in spite of her
efforts to make me feel that I was a wel-
come guest rather than a burden.

“What day is this?” | asked.

* Sunday, July 5,” she said; “ but if you
speak again | won't tell you another thing.”

So | had been lying there nearly two
days, and our army had been in retreat
since the morning of the fourth.

What an ending for our campaign of in-
vasion, which we had entered upon so con-
fidently! General Lee, our hitherto in-
vincible leader, had been defeated at last.
Without presuming to criticize the way this
battle was fought, | could not help thinking
that if General Jackson could still have
been with us the outcome might have been
different.

“Now you are to get some sleep,” Miss
MacPherson said, interrupting my gloomy
reflections, “ and after a while we will see
if you can’'t eat something. We’'ll soon
have you strong and well again.”

I tried to say at least a few words of
thanks for all the kindness that had been
shown me, but she pointed a warning finger
at me.

* Silence, Private Berkley!” she said,
and marched out of the room, leaving me
quite dazed by the good luck which had
befallen me.

It may seem strange that | should call
being wounded good luck, but under the
circumstances | could only congratulate
myself. 1 might have been thrown into an
ambulance with twenty others and jogged
over rough roads, or I might have been left
on the field, instead of which | was com-
fortably established in the guest chamber
of a farmhouse, and waited upon by a nurse
who made being ill a delight.
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I let my thoughts wander along these
lines, and soon forgot the unpleasant sub-
ject of our defeat.

Later in the evening Miss MacPherson
brought me in some broth, which was the
only nourishment | was allowed to take for
the present. To' have this fed to me by her
own hand 1| considered the very limit of
luxury. Nothing ever tasted so good to me,
and | told her so, but she again enforced
her command of silence.

I must get a good night's sleep, and to-
morrow | might be allowed to talk, if |1 was
stronger. So | obeyed orders and slept very
well, for | was still weak and in need of
rest.

Next morning, when | heard footsteps at
my door and turned, expecting to see my
pretty nurse, | will admit that I was some-
what disappointed when my friend Carroll
Dane came into the room.

* Good morning, Berkley,” he said cheer-

fully. “ You are looking much better.”
“ 1 feel much better than | look,” 1 re-
plied. “I say, old chap, do you think you

could shave a fellow?”

He laughed.

“ Want to primp up for your nurse's ben-
efit, eh? Well, you've already had a pretty
close shave, and | think you had better keep
still for a few days, and not worry about
your appearance.”

Dane had once entered on a course of
medicine, which he lacked the industry to
finish, but he had picked up some general
knowledge, and he looked me over, parti}
removing the bandages from my shoulder,
and pronounced my condition excellent.

“ But you’ll have to stay in bed and keep
quiet for some time yet,” he warned me.

I did not receive this news with any show
of consternation, and noticing this, he
grinned at me again.

“ Enjoying yourself, eh?” he remarked.

“ If you could only manage that shave.”
I began.

“You are a very exacting patient,” he
said, “ but I'll see what can be done later.”

Then Miss MacPherson brought in my
breakfast, and again | was fed, while Dane
looked on.

“ Some people are naturally lucky,"” he
remarked. “ | shall go and shoot myself in
the shoulder. ”

Miss MacPherson pretended not to hear
him.

After breakfast Dane told me more about
the ending of the big battle. He described
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General Pickett's heroic charge, which re-
sulted in the annihilation of his entire divi-
sion, and told of the terrible confusion into
which the Confederate troops had been
thrown, blaming General Meade very de-
cidedly for not taking advantage of this to
strike a decisive blow before order was re-
stored.

But | did not allow my thoughts to dwell
on these matters, for worrying could do no
good, now that it was all over.

Miss MacPherson brought her father in
to see me later in the day.

He was a slender, frail-looking old man,
possessing much charm of manner. He
talked to me pleasantly on various topics,
avoiding the subject of the war, and putting
me at my ease with a delicate tact which
could not have; been surpassed by the finest
exponent of our famous Southern hos-
pitality.

I had heard that the Yankees were cold
and unfriendly, especially to strangers. If
this were so, the MacPhersons were an ex-
ception to the rule. During my entire stay
under their roof | was never once allowed
to feel that my presence was a burden, but
was treated as a guest whose departure they
wished to 'postpone as long as possible.
Though everything was done to facilitate
my speed}' recovery, the}' never let it appear
that the} wanted me to get well so they
could be rid of me.

Dane came to see me every day for about
a week, after which | saw him no more.
When | inquired about him, Miss Mac-
Pherson told me he had gone South on
business. | cannot say that | missed him.

I had seen enough to convince me that
he was very much in love with Miss Mac-
Pherson. but whether or not he was an ac-
cepted suitor | could not tell. But as |
was under some obligations to him for his
kindness in doctoring me and dressing my
wound, | did not feel that it would be quite
honorable for me to take advantage of the
circumstances which separated him from
her to usurp whatever place he held in her
affections.

As the pleasant summer days passed, and
I gradually regained my health and
strength, this task of leaving unsaid the
things which | longed to tell her became
constantly harder.

While | was still in bed she used to read
to me, and | would lie there, watching even-
expression which crossed her face, and lis-
tening to every musical inflection of her
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voice, but when she had finished | could
not have told a thing that she had been
reading about.

When | grew stronger we would walk in
the garden together in the evenings, her
father sometimes joining us for a while,
but always retiring early and leaving us
alone. i

The effort it cost me on these occasions to
refrain from telling her how much 1 loved
her was about superhuman, | think. But
I was held back not only by considerations
of loyalty to my friend Dane, but by im-
position as guest, and the obligations | was
under to her and her father.

At last, however, | began to see that my
will power would not hold out much longer,
and as | had practically recovered from
my wound, and was nearly as strong as
ever, | felt that the time had come for me
to take my leave of these good friends.

When we said good-by, | could find no
words to express my gratitude and appre-
ciation of their kindness. In Elsie’s eyes |
thought | could detect an expression almost
of reproach, which nearly caused me to for-
get all my good resolutions at the last mo-
ment— but | managed to tear myself away,
boarded the train for Baltimore, and stood
on the back platform, waving my cap until
the little Gettysburg station dwindled out
of sight in the distance.

CHAPTER XII.
THE FINISHING TOUCH.

My journey South was an uneventful one
until 1 reached Richmond. Here | found
every one gloomy and disheartened over the
reverses which the Southern forces were
meeting with at all points, and somewhat
alarmed over the possibility of an invasion
of their city by the Northern troops.

About the first person | met on the street
was my friend Carroll Dane, who seemed to
have the faculty of turning up everywhere.
He was dressed in civilian attire, as usual,
and | suddenly remembered that | was
fitted out in his clothes from head to foot,
clothes which he had given me while I was
still confined to my bed. He looked me
over critically, as he shook hands with me.

“You don’t fill it out,” he said. “ 1
thought my friends, the MacPhersons,
would fatten you up, but | guess you were
too much in love.”

“ Dane,” | replied, not caring to joke on
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this subject, “ what are you doing here in
Richmond ?”

“ Oh, just looking about,” he answered.

“Well, don't look about too much,” |
said. “ You know | still have some sense
of patriotism left, and | shall have to give
you up to the authorities if you go too far.”

“ | never take chances,-’ said Dane coolly.
“1 always know the people I am dealing
with. You, for instance, will not give me
up, for the simple reason that you are bound
by a point of honor.”

“ A point of honor?” | repeated. “ The
honorable thing would be for me to look
after the welfare of my cause.”

“ Not under the circumstances.'l

“Why not?” | asked.

“ Because | am your rival."™

“ Because—what ?”

“ Because,” he repeated solemnly, “ 1 am
your rival for the affections of a certain
young lady, and therefore you could' not
use such means to put me out of the wav.”

“Oh," | said. “ 1 see.”

This was a new way of looking at it,
but at least it implied that | was to be
reckoned with. If we were rivals, then per-
haps | stood as good a chance as he. |
made a sudden resolution.

“Very well,” | said, “if you put it that
way, | will take you at your word. Let it
be understood that we are rivals, and that
I shall use every fair means in my power
to win.”

“ Of course,” he agreed. *“ Every fair

means. But it would not be fair to give me
up as a spy.”
“No, | admitted, “ 1 could scarcelv do

that, as you say.”

“ 1 am surprised that you should seem
so anxious to have an old friend shot,” he
said. “ You have become a very blood-
thirsty character.”

We parted on the best of terms, and |
have never seen him since. His was a
hazardous branch of the service, and
whether he survived the war or not | do
not know.

| had decided to go home for a visit be-
fore thinking of rejoining my regiment, as
| felt that | was entitled to the rest, and
that my father would be anxious to see me.
I did not wait to write that | was coming,
and my arrival was an absolute surprise.
My welcome was in the nature of an ova-
tion. If ever a man was put on a pedestal,
I was. | had atoned for my past reluctance
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to enlist, and now | was a hero and a vet-
eran.

The fact that 1 had been wounded was
the finishing touch which made my glory
complete. | was petted and spoiled until |
felt sure that I would never be fit for the
service again.

My father could not make enough fuss
over me, and he never tired of listening to
my accounts of the different experiences |
had been through. Miss Julia would also
listen to these stories of the campaign, like
a child absorbed in a fairy tale. Without
wishing to appear conceited, | cannot deny
that there was a subtle something in her
manner toward me which made me feel sure
that should | again make a certain offer,
which had once been so scornfully rejected,
it would now meet with a very different
reception.

| also knew that this was the one thing
which would make my father absolutely
happy, and | sincerely regretted that it was
a thing | could not do, even for him. It
seemed that | was fated to be constantly
disappointing poor father, much as | desired
to please him.

The three of us were walking in the
garden together one evening, after | had
been at home about a week, and | knew
that father thought it was about time that
I made a formal declaration, and get the
matter settled. | had had plenty of time,
and | was expected to speak. | felt in-
stinctively that something definite was ex-
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pected of me, and | think there was no
doubt in my father's mind as to what that
something would be. | was sincerely sorry
that it could not be.

It was an ideal evening, and as the
shadows deepened and the stars began to
come out, father glanced about him and
seemed to consider that the time had come
for him to leave us together, in this perfect
setting. But as he was about to go into the
house, | detained him. Iti was best to have
it over with at once.

“ Father," | said, “you once offered to
use your influence to get me a commission.
Could you not now bring that same influence
to bear, and get me a parole from duty—e
say for six months? | think I have earned
it, and | have something to attend to before
returning to the service.”

“ Certainly, my son,” he said, in a pleased
tone. “You have, as you say, earned it,
and it can be arranged very easily. 1 will
go up to Richmond and attend to it at
once.”

It hurt me to tell him the rest, but it had
to be done.

“ To-morrow, father,” 1
North again, on a trip.”

He stopped and looked at me in aston-
ishment. An expression of hurt surprise
flashed across Miss Julia's face, but the
next moment she was smiling at me.

“You are going North again?” repeated
father. “Whereto?”

“To the little town of Gettysburg,” |
said.

END.

said, “ 1 start

The Man Who Leased AIr.

BY VIOLA

JUSTIN.

-The Astounding Thing That Happened in the Office
When One Partner Went Away on His Honeymoon.

HIS story begins where so many end
—with a wedding and a honeymoon.
Although it was not Ewald Goodale’s
honeymoon, it affected him deeply. He
greatly missed his partner, Lester Marshall,
and his cheery face at the double desk in
the little office where the glass door pro-
claimed their vocation backward, if you
were inside, thus: etatse and real
if you were out in the corridor

laer,

estate,

of the Universal Trust Building in Do-
verdale.

It was Monday morning, and a heap of
letters were sleeted up against the door.
Goodale entered and kicked them aside
viciously, remembering that only the Sat-
urday before his partner had been single
and happy. Goodale couldn’t realize how
any one in the world could be happy this

particular morning.
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He walked over to the windows that
faced Main Street, and as he pulled up the
shades a shower of sparkling motes floated
in on the morning sunlight. He opened
the window and thrust his head out a little
way, then drew it back.

He had evidently seen something that
displeased him mightily, for his temper had
not improved. He sat down at his desk,
opened a drawer, and took from it a sort
of plan. It was, in fact, the plan of the
street he had just looked at. He laid it on
the glass top of his desk and glared at the
thing.

“ Funny/' he muttered, “ that this block
in the heart of the city, and the best com-
mercial street in town, is crammed full on
either side with flourishing shops right up
to the lot Lester and | own. Then the break
in the row made by our property looks like
the space caused by a missing tooth in an
otherwise perfect set. If |1 could sell that
lot, maybe | could get married, too.”

He tossed the plan back into the drawer
and opened the morning paper, showing
signs of further contumely as he perceived
the advertisement of the lot for sale at

$25,000 in the same column, same type,
same place, it had occupied for the past
year.

Yet no one had bid on it. No one want-
ed that “ One chance in a lifetime,” that
“ Great sacrifice in the heart of the fastest-
growing, most popular block on Main
~street,” that “ Song which Goodale & Mar-
shall, real - estate agents, were willing to
render for the sum of $25,000."

Next to their business,-this lot on Main
Street was the cherished and joint posses-
sion of the two young partners. Goodale
had often declared that it was a clump of
dirt in their path of progress, but Mar-
shall maintained that there was a fortune
in it, and openly avowed that next to Mar-
garet, the present Mrs. Marshall, he loved
the lot with all his enthusiastic young soul.

“If it were all mine, 1'd give it away,”
Goodale often said in disgust.

“And if 1 had the time 1'd sell it and
become rich and famous,” retorted Mar-
shall. “ All it needs is a little ingenuity to
get rid of the thing.”

“ All it needs,” added Goodale, “is a
stick of dynamite to get rid of it.”

“ Good morning, Mr. Goodale." The
cheery voice of his stenographer, Miss
Strickland, roused him from his gloom.

“ Morning,” he responded briefly, taking
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the letters she had rescued from where they
lay scattered on the floor.

“Nice day,” she commented,
her hat.

“lIs it?” asked Goodale, examining his
mail absently.

“Why, yes, so sunny and pretty.”

“ Of course,” came the stammered reply.
“1 beg your pardon, Miss Strickland.
Here's a picture post-card from Mr. and
Mrs.”—he paused and examined the hand-

removing

writing— “ Mr. and Mrs. Marshall.” He
read finally: “ ‘ Best wishes. We are stop-
ping at the Waldorf. This is a picture

of the Flatiron Building, nearly a mile
high. Regards.’” Humph!” Goodale added,
“ should think old Lester might have had
more than just ‘ regards’' for me, working
like a slave here in Doverdale while he's
off skylarking for two weeks.”

Goodale turned the picture around and
looked at it a long time. Then he called
Miss Strickland over to share in his emo-
tion of pleasant astonishment.

“ Twenty stories,” he announced, count-
ing them with his thumb - nail. *“ That
is some building. Miss Strickland.” She
nodded.

“Then.” he continued, gazing dreamily
at the gaily colored replica of the structure,
“ think of all the money they get for those
lofts up above the third story! Why, it's
like selling the atmosphere!

“ Look here,” he continued, warming to
his theme, “ the foundation of this thing is
just a little flatiron-shaped city block, with
one frontage on Fifth Avenue and another
on Broadway. And just look here. After
you have passed the fourth floor—” He
broke off abruptly to add: “ How high is
our new bank building? Five stories! And
they call it a sky-scraper! Well, after you
pass the fourth floor of the Flatiron all the
other lofts up in the air must be clear profit.
Do you get that, Miss Strickland ?”

Miss Strickland nodded, but there was
doubt in her brown eves.

“Yes,” she murmured obediently, “ we
ought to have a real sky - scraper in Do-
verdale.”

“We ought to have a giant building
about ten stories high. Miss Strickland,
right here in the middle of Main Street,”
Goodale continued feverishly. “ A noble
building like this one, for instance, and we
could call it the Frying-pan or any other
kitchen utensil we liked.”

“Oh, Mr. Goodale, it might do for
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Fifth Avenue and Broadway in New
York,” Miss Strickland replied, “ but Do-
verdale is so conservative.”

“Not at all,” cried Goodale.
I've got an idea.”

He jumped to his feet as he spoke,
crushed the post-card into his pocket, and
reached for his hat.

“ If anybody comes for me just tell them
that | have gone over to the Doverdale
News for a few minutes. I'm going to
change that notice advertising the lot, then
I'll proceed to make Doverdale talk over its
tea for a week, for I'm going to be the man
who builds the first sky-scraper in this
town. It may take a long time, but I'm
going to do it.”

“ 1 think

Mr. and Mrs. Marshall, of
Doverdale, stood at the news-stand of the
Waldorf, looking over the post-cards. They
had already sent Goodale ten, depicting
the city’s noted buildings and places of in-
terest.

Mrs. Marshall loved to look at them,
and sometimes spent fifteen or twenty min-
utes at a stretch whirling the little revolving
stands and reading the inscriptions which
were printed on the cards. Then she bought
a few, lest the fair creature who presided
might accuse her of parsimony; later un-
loading the lot on Goodale.

The bride had never been in New York
before, and her husband had only passed
through it on his way to Trenton, which is
scarcely a fair way to judge any city; they
were completely dazzled.

They took a ride up Fifth Avenue on a
rubber-neck wagon, gazed with awe on the
homes of the wealthy, and listened and
marveled over the megaphone man’s famil-
iarity with the lives and idiosyncrasies of
the rich.

A trip to the Singer Tower revealed New
York reduced to a patch of land that ap-
peared to be a Kkitchen - garden crawling
with people, hurrying hither and thither
like millions of ants. This view normalized
their perspective of the Empire City, and
they descended to the street, leaving much
of their awe behind them and transferring
their reverence to the great structure that
had shown them New York as it really is.
It ended in their sending another post-
card to Goodale, this time of the Singer
Building.

On returning to the hotel, Wednesday

Lester
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afternoon they found that he had evidently
enlightened Doverdale as to their where-
abouts, as they had secretly hoped he would,
for behold a copy of the Doverdale News
had arrived and was awaiting them.

Marshall led his bride into the Turkish
room to read the latest news from their
home town. He glanced over the first page,
hoping that the editor would have men-
tioned their trip in the “ social column.”

“ It makes me homesick,” remarked Mrs.
Marshall, though her eyes were feasting
on the pretty gowns of the women who
passed to and fro before her.

Her husband started to reply, then
stopped. He had evidently read something
in the paper that puzzled him, something
that wiped the smile from his face and
caused him to turn an .eye blazing with
wrath upon his wife.

“ For Heaven's sake, Margaret, will you
read that advertisement, the one that's
marked, and tell me whether I am drunk,
or mad, or losing my eyesight?” he ex-
claimed.

Mrs. Marshall took the paper from her
lord and read the paragraph to which he
pointed with a trembling finger. Here is
what she saw:

As Goodale & Marshall arc going out of
business, they are making a special offer on
the famous 25 x 100 lot advertised in these
pages for over a year, at $25,000. It is situ-
ated between the post-office and Meagers’
drug-store, in the most popular and fastest
growing block on Main Street.

The firm have decided to sell the lot at the
unbelievably low figure of $15.00 (fifteen
dollars).

When Mrs. Marshall had finished read-
ing, her husband jumped to his feet and
dragged her to the telegraph-desk.

“ Goodale & Marshall selling out!” he
cried. “ Goody’s gone crazy. | only hope
they’ll do something with the poor old chap
that will prevent him from going clean off
his base before | can get there. We’'ll have
to postpone our honeymoon, dearie, and
take charge of the business for a while.”

Marshall despatched a telegram to the
editor of the News, ordering him to Kkill
the advertisement, adding that he would
better watch out for the office and Goodale
until he (Marshall) returned on the 4 p.m .
train next day.

Then he telephoned the W. L. B. for
parlor-chairs, settled his hotel bill, and,



THE MAN WHO LEASED AIR.

leaving a call for 6.30 a.m., he and Mar-
garet went to their room to pack.

Agaix and again they read and reread
the advertisement in the Xews. They
couldn't understand it. First they decided
that Goody had gone crazy the day after
the wedding; but then the editor of the
A'ew's must have gone mad, too, to allow
such an advertisement to appear.

Again, Goody might not have been mad
at all, but in some unaccountable way have
become plunged in abject poverty. What-
ever it was, Marshall realized that it dated
from his wedding, although his partner had
at that time shown no symptoms of a sinis-
ter nature. Sudden insanity was, after all,
the only explanation of his strange decision
to sell the lot at such a ridiculous figure.

It# was nearly four o'clock when Lester
and his worried bride registered at the EIf
Hotel at Doverdale. Marshall begged her
to rest while'he went dowrn to the office to
have it out with the lunatic. Clearly Goody
was mad, for on buying a copy of the AYus
the frantic Marshall beheld the same im-
pudent notice he had read the day before.
He couldn’t understand why the editor had
allowed the thing to appear again after the
peremptory telegram from New York.

As he turned into Main Street Marshall
noticed a great crowd of people standing in
a line from Plum Street to the sidewalk
opposite the Universal Trust Building.
Officers had been called upon to prevent the
crowd from blocking the pavement. Up

and down both sides of the street were
jammed eager men and women.
Marshall explained to several * plain-

clothes” men that he wished to go to his
office in the Universal Trust Building. His
heart sank when he saw that the crowd
thickened and seemed to coagulate about
the door of this structure, for he imagined
that the throng had collected to see the
madman carried away in an arhbulance.
There was no ambulance, however, but the
impression that he had come too late to
prevent his friend being taken to an asy-
lum sent Marshall rushing up the stairs to
the second floor.

Another great number of people were
standing outside the closed door of his of-
fice, with an overflow of the curious ones
clinging to the railings and stairways lead-
ing up and down.
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“What is it?” lie demanded of a strange-
looking individual who blocked his further
progress. “ What has happened ?”

“ Aw, stand back there — it ain't your
turn yet. We've been waiting here three
days, and there’s got to be justice done.”

“ Justice fiddlesticks! That's my office,”
Marshall insisted. “ I'm Mr. Marshall, of
the firm of Goodale & Marshall."

The other laughed.

“You can't get in on that. It's too thin.
A fellow tried that game yesterday, and got
hurt, too.”

Marshall felt in his pocket for a card,
but the door of his office opened just then
a trifle and he saw Goodale, genial Good-
ale, apparently as sound and sane as the
day of the wedding.

Marshall crowded fonvard. * For Heav-
en’'s sake, Goodale, let me in!” he roared
over the heads of the people. *“It's Mar-
shall back from New York—Ilet me in!”

Goodale looked him over quickly, rec-
ognized him with a slight nod, and replied
coolly:

“ Can't see you now. You've got to take
your turn with the others, old man.”

Marshall could scarcely believe his ears.
Once more he shouted: *“ Whatever this
madness means, |’'m going to say right here:
Half that lot you are selling is mine.”

A snicker greeted this speech, and Good-
ale called back: “Well, Marshall, old
fellow', I've never done you yet—you'll get
vour seven-dollar-and-fifty-cent share all
right! ”

At this final piece of impudence Mar-
shall attempted to force his way to the door,
but before he could take another step it
was shut in his face.

He looked at it an instant, and at the un-
friendly, selfish countenances about him.
Then he became downright, furiously mad.
He ground his teeth with rage, and then a
thought struck him. He would call on
Swanson of the Arews and see if the editor
could tell him anything to elucidate Good-
ale’s extraordinary actions.

He strode up and down in Swanson’s
outer office for about half an hour, baffled,
angry, and wild with impatience.

At last the editor came out and shook
hands with him.

“Why didn’t you kill that ad.?” Mar-
shall began excitedly.

Swanson held up his hand.

“Wait a minute.” he said. “ There
isn’t anything for you to worry about.
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Your homecoming has almost ruined poor
old Goodale, 1 should think. You sim-
mer down and let Goodale alone. | can't
tell you any of the particulars, but | will
say that boy’s a raving genius.”

“He's a raving lunatic! How dare he
advertise that we are selling out and offer
our twenty-five-thousand-dollar lot for fif-
teen dollars without a word to me?" said
Marshall excitedly.

The recollection of his wrongs sent him
pacing up and down the floor again.

“-Mn | to be kept in ignorance of what
this crazy fool's going to do with my busi-
ness and mv lot? ”

“ Remember half of it belongs to Good-
ale,” Swanson suggested.

Marshall glared at him.

“Will you Kindly tell me which of us
three is crazy?” he demanded.

“1'll tell who ain't crazy if you want to
know,” said Swanson, fixing his keen eye
on the angry young man. *“ It's Goodale.”

Marshall was disgusted with the editor’s
evasive answers, and was about to walk out
of the office when Goodale himself leaped
into the room as if he had been shot out of
a catapult.

“ Swan, old boy, I've done it!” he cried
excitedly. “ I've just settled with old Fos-
ter Gray after a terrible two hours. He
knowrs a good thing when he sees it. There
were three companies battling for a chance
at that pesky little lump of ground— but
I've sold it to the richest old money-grabber
in town—"

“Who wouldn’'t have bought the lot at
that preposterously low sum?” screamed
Marshall. “ There isn't anything phenom-
enal in that. 1'd have bought my share
back from you at fifteen dollars if that was
what you wanted.”

Goodale laughed hysterically.

“ Listen to him, Swan. Look here, Mar-
shall, don’t go insulting me till you have
cause. That ad. was only a bait. Three
big companies, battling for a little fifteen-
dollar lot. and old Foster Gray promising
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to give me half of Doverdale if 1'd let him
in on my scheme.

“1f you promise not to go up in the air,
Marshall I'll tell you how | made the sale.
I sell the lot for fifteen dollars, see, but
only on the condition that the person buy-
ing it erects a ten-story— what d’'ye call it,
Frying-pan Building—on the site, and for
every story above the fourth floor we are
going to get one hundred and fifty dollars
a month, each floor to be leased for no less
than ten years. You see, Marsh, old boy,
| wanted you and me to be the first men to
put up a Pancake Building in Doverdale—
you know, the kind they have in New York
—why, you sent me a picture of one.”

“ Mrs. Marshall sent you ten,” said Mar-
shall stiffly.

“ Sure,” cried the happy Goodale. “ That's
where | got my idea—our idea. We've
got old Foster Gray to build for us, and
he turns the lofts over to us to rer™ for
him. We collect the rent on all floors that
are going to be built up in the air. See—
we lease the air, old fellow,-and collect a
handsome income from the skies! Besides
being the first men to put up a Pancake
Building in this town.”

“ Flatiron,” Marshall corrected.
“0On, Soup-tureen, if you like!” cried
Goodale. He dived into his pocket and

fished up a crumpled five-dollar bill, two
ones, and a fifty-cent piece.

“ Here's your share of the lot, Marshall,”
he said, shoving the money joyously into his
partner’'s hand.

A dim smile began to spread on Mar-
shall’'s troubled countenance, which cloud-
ed again momentarily as he asked:

“ But can you explain why we are going
to sell out? ”

“ Because we are going to move into the
new building next March,” said Goodale
on the spur of the moment— “ and, by the
way, | herewith invite you to my wedding.”

“Wedding?” echoed Marshall.

“Yes, I've engaged Miss Strickland to
do my typewriting for life.”

ON THE STAGE OF LIFE.

We are like puppets in some conjurer’s hands,
Who smiling, easy, nonchalantly stands

And says, amid the universal cheers:

“You see this man— and now he disappears!”

Tom Masson.



A Sky-Scraper Conspiracy.*
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A Story of Plot and Counterplot Among the Steel-Workers on a Modern
Tower of Babel.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

Frank Stanley, formerly a sailor,

is now employed as a steel-worker on the Monckton, a

sky-scraper in process of construction under the direction of Zeb Grant, who has made a special

enemy of Dave May, the engineer,
that he is a temperance advocate.
Louden’s boarding-house,

and lamed him for life.
of the Monckton. Stanley and Price are
decline to take the oath,

that oath!”
CHAPTER VI.
AN EAGER RECRUIT.
LTHOUGH the words were spoken

calmly, there was a strain of sup-
pressed excitement in them which could not
be mistaken by any one as familiar with
Millen as Frank Stanley.

“Why, Jim, what made you come up
here?” he asked. “ 1 thought you were
down in our room.”

“1 didn't stay there two minutes after
you'd gone out. | couldn’t.”

“You couldn’t.”

“No. Talking about that fellow Grant
has put my nerves on edge. You know how
you feel when you're working a bad wire,
which keeps on buzzing and dropping out
the dots and dashes so that it jumbles
everything up? ”

“Yes, | know.

key.”
“That's right. You haven't forgotten
what telegraphing is, Stan, have you? Well,
that’'s how it was after you'd left your room
to-night. | wanted to get to the open air
and walk.”

“Poor old Jim!” murmured Stanley.
“ Come on down-stairs.”

He took Jim Millen by the arm and led
him to the top of the staircase. Jim hung
back as they were about to descend.

It's hard to sit still at the

- Began May Argosy.

and'are groping about
Millen (who has been calling on Stanley) and now exclaims:

by declaring that May must be drunk when it is well known
Stanley confides to Jack Price,
that he has no call to be friends with Grant,
the man who threw his friend, Jim Millen (now a telegraph operator),
May is getting up a conspiracy against Grant to delay the completion
invited to attend the meeting in May's room, but they

his chum and roommate at Mrs.
as he recognizes him for
down a ship’s hatchway,

in the hall outside, when they brush against

“ 1 wish they would let me take

“ 1 should like to go into that room,” he
said. * There's some one in there | want
to meet.”

“We'll talk about that when we get be-
low,” was Stanley's response. “We can't
discuss anything here in this darkness. We
don’t know who might be listening.”

There was reason in this, and Millen
made no further objection to going down.
When they were in the bedroom on the sec-
ond floor, with the door shut, he remarked
earnestly:

“ Stan, I'm mighty glad | came here to-
night.”

“So am I, Jim. You know how good it
always makes me feel to see you.”

“Yes, and I'm always glad to see you,
Stan. But what | meant particularly is
that | think | see how | am going to pay
some of my debt to the man who did this
to me.”

He touched his misshapen, useless leg
with the thick cane as he continued:

“When | went up-stairs my only object
was to find out how long you'd be before
you could come home with.me. You had
said you were just going up to the third
floor to see a man. | didn’t know there was
to be a formal meeting about something.
So | was about to knock at the door, when
somebody began to make a speech. |
caught every word. | couldn’t help it.”

Single copies, 10 cents.
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“Yes,” put in Jack Price. “ Dave May
has one of those fog-horn voices that carry.”

“Well, he made a good speech. It was
clear and straight to the point. When he
was describing the character of Zebediah
Grant | should have known whom he meant
if he hadn't mentioned the name. | want-
ed to go right in and shake hands with him.
I knew that everything he said about that
dirty old rascal was true.” ,

“ 1 guess it was,” agreed Jack Price.

N Then he said there was a campaign
on—that the men working under Grant had
a plan of revenge. | was waiting to
hear what this plan was, when the speaker
switched off. He said he wanted every-
body present to pledge himself to the cause
and then take an oath of secrecy.”

“You heard all that?” exclaimed Stan-
ley, surprised at the accuracy of Jim Mil-
len’s knowledge.

“Yes. It came to me almost as plainly
as if 1'd been in the room.”

“H-m! What more did you hear?”

“ Nothing. Soon afterward the door
opened, and you and Mr. Price came out.
Then the door shut, and you found me on
the landing in the dark. Did you take the
oath?”

“No,” returned Stanley shortly.

“Did Mr. Price?”

“No,” spoke up Jack for himself.

Jim Millen sat reflective and silent for
a few moments. Then he said, with an
eagerness that rather disturbed Frank
Stanley:

“ Do you think you could get me into that
room ? "’

“What for?”

“1 think 1 should like to join these
men. From what | heard while 1 stood
on the landing. | believe they would find
me useful.”

There was a look in Jim Millen's deep-
set eyes that to Frank Stanley told of dead-
Iv purpose. He had seen it more than once
in their old sailor days, when the devil in
the bosom of his shipmate had been aroused
by some act of injustice or oppression. It
had come near resulting in a tragedy at
least once before he was crippled on board
of the Golden Hope.

“ The club they are forming is only for
steel-workers employed on the Monckton
Building, Jim,” answered Stanley. “ Even
if it were open to everybody, | don't think
you would care to be-a member.”

“1 would be a member of any club— if
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that is what it is—which has for its object
the punishing of a tyrant, especially when
lie is the man | have been looking for day
and night ever since I was landed at New
York on a stretcher,” said Jim Millen
through his clenched teeth.

“ By George! So would 1,”
Jack Price.

“Jim,” said Frank Stanley, placing his
two hands on Millen's shoulders and look-
ing him affectionately in the face, “ vou
know how 1 feel about this matter. But
you promised me one day you'd let me wipe
off the score for you.”

muttered

“ No, Stan—not exactly that. What I
said was that if | never caught up with
this man Grant— 1 didn’'t know his name
was ‘ Zebediah ' till 1 got it over the wire
this week— 1 would be glad to know that
-you'd fixed matters with him for me. That
would be better than letting him get away
altogether. Wasn't that it, Stan? Now.

honest— wasn’t that what | said? ”

“Yes; that's so. But | never meant to
let you—"

“ 1 know you didn't,” interrupted Millen
bitterly-.  “ You knew | was not as strong
as | used to be. You didn't want to let me
into a scrap with my poor wheel. You
thought, because | had only one good leg,
I might get the worst of a physical argu-
ment, no matter how hard | might fight. |
know just what was in your mind, Stan—
dear old boy! Well, now I'm going to
show you that Jim Millen, lame as he is, can
still take care of his own vengeance.”

“Very well, Jim. Only, be careful.”

“ Oh, I'll be careful,” returned Jim Mil-
len, with a short laugh. “ 1 am going up-
stairs to see this Dave May. |'m going to
tell him 1| have a right to join his— club.
| believe, when | have told him my story,
he will admit that I have more reason to
hate Zebediah Grant than he.or any one
else. He'll have to let me in. 1've waited
two years for a chance to get at the man
who did worse than murder me. Now it
comes right in my way, there isn't anybody
going to hold me off.”

He had been limping up and down with
his cane— as he generally did when excited
—while speaking. Now he suddenly flung
open the door.

“Jim!  Jim!
cooll™”

Frank Stanley seized his arm and tried
to keep him in the room. Millen pulled
away and began to stump up the stairs.

Don’t be rash! .Keep
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“Jim! Stop! This won't help you at
all! ” persisted Stanley. “ These men don't
know what they are doing. They are going
to get themselves into all kinds of trouble.”

Jim Millen stopped on the stairs and
looked down at his old chum steadily. His
expression told Stanley it would be useless
to argue further, even before Millen said,
with an emphasis that suggested he was
weighing every word he uttered:

“ Stan, I'm willing to share any trouble
which will make Zebediah Grant regret,
even for a moment, that he made a wreck
of me on the Golden Hope two years ago.
All 1 ask you to do now is to wait till I
come down.” Then he added significantly:
“ It doesn't take long just to take an oath.”

He turned and worked his way up the
stairs under the influence of the excitement
that filled him, as fast as Stanley himself
could have gone. For a moment the latter
was inclined to follow. Then he shook his
head resignedly and stood still.

“1t's no use, Jack,” he said. “ I know
Jim Millen. When his blood is up he will
do what he sets out to accomplish so long
as he is able to move. We'll have to let
him go.”

“ He may have a harder job now than he
expects,” remarked Jack Price. “Dave
May isn't likely to let a stranger into such
a dangerous game as this. | know |
wouldn’t.”

Stanley did not reply. He was thinking
about Cora Millen, Jim’s sister. How was
he to explain to her if harm came to her
brother in this boarding-house? It was
true that she knew Jim’s headstrong dispo-
sition. All the same, she might think Frank
Stanley should have held him back.

“Well, if Cora gets down on me, it will
be one more black mark | shall have against
Zebediah Grant,” he said to himself fierce-
ly. “That's all.”

Jim Millen had reached the upper land-
ing and was knocking at Dave May'’s door.
There had been no sounds from the room
since the ejection of the two young men.
Doubtless this meant that the mysterious
oath was being administered to the conspir-
ators with due solemnity and in impressive
silence.

No sooner had Jim Millen knocked, how-
ever, than the door opened. As Frank Stan-
ley and Jack Price listened they made out
that several men were talking on the land-
ing. Then the door closed with a bang.

Up the stairs slipped Frank Stanley. He
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lighted a match on the dark landing, and
satisfied himself that it was empty. Jim
Millen had gone into the room. Dave May
had admitted him to the secret counsels of
his “ club.”

“ Well, Jack,” said Stanley, as they re-
turned to their room, “ Jim Millen has gone
into that combination. | don't know what
to do about it.”

“Why should you do anything ?” asked
Price. “ Let the boys deal with old Zeb in
their own way. You have no love for him.”

“No, but I am afraid of that temper of
Jim’s. It's liable to put him in the lead of
any fool scheme these fellows may have.
He never stops to consider consequences.”

“ Well, they are not going to do anything
to old Zeb himself, are they?”

“ Not physically. No, there is no likeli-
hood of that. What they are aiming at is
to hold up the work on the Monckton Build-
ing somehow, so that it won't be finished in
the contract time limit. They will hit old
Zebediah in his tenderest spot— his bank-

account. | wish | knew just what their
game is— I mean, how they plan to carry
it out.”

“ What gets me is, why you should care
so much,” grumbled Jack Price.

“ 1 have several reasons for caring,” re-
joined Stanley. “ One is that Grant be-
lieves | am in the conspiracy. If anything
happens he is pretty sure to spread the re-
port secretly among the other builders that
I am the ringleader. Then on the black-
list |1 go, and that means | get no more jobs
as a steel-worker anywhere. That would
be the end of my ambition, and would mean
my ruin. | am not fit for anything else, ex-
cept sailoring.”

“Well, then, you could go to sea, if the
worst comes to the worst, couldn't you?”

Frank Stanley looked reproachfully at
his friend, and Jack Price got up to slap
him gently on the shoulder.

“ | beg your pardon, Stan. | oughtn’t to
have said that. Of course, you couldn’t
leave New York. |— Il—had forgotten the
girl. At the same time, I'm all-fired glad
I'm not in love. But why couldn’t you go
back to telegraphing ?”

“ 1 don't think any man who has been a
sailor, or has worked on these big buildings,
where the air is fresh, free, and plentiful,
could ever stand the confinement of a tele-
graph-office and the everlasting click-click-
dick of the instruments,” replied Stanley,
with a laugh.
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“Hallo! There's Millen out of the
room,” exclaimed Jack, running to the
open door. “ He's coming down-stairs in
a hurry.”

After a few minutes of stumping and
shuffling, Jim Millen burst in, flushed with
excitement.

“ Well, Stan," he cried, " 1’'ve done, it!"

“What? Taken the oath?”

“ Surel Now I'm going home. Will you
come with me as far as the Broadway car ?
I want to talk to you. That is, if Mr. Price
will excuse you."

“ Certainly. |1 have an engagement,
anyhow,” said Jack, lying with cheerful
promptitude. “ 1 was only waiting till you
came down. Good night, Mr. Millen! See
you later, Stan!"

Jack Price threw his hat rakishly on one
side of his head and floated away. Frank
Stanley gazed sadly at Jim Millen.

“I'm sorry you've done this thing, Jim,"
he said. “ Are you going to tell your moth-
er and— Cora? "

“No. That's what | want you to do for
me, Stan. But don't talk about it while I
am in the room. See? And don't get them
scared. You know how to put it so that it
will sound all right to them.”

“1 wish | could make it actually all
right, as well as sound so,” said Stanley.
“It's too late for me to see them to-night,
anyhow.”

“ Yes; it's nearly ten o'clock now. Well,
we'll walk over to the car if you're ready."

The two old friends went out together. It
struck Frank Stanley that he had not seen
Millen so cheerful for a long time.

“What | want to ask you, Stan,” said
Jim, as they reached Broadway, “is this:
Do you think Zebediah Grant would recog-
nize me to-day as the man he knocked down
the hatchway of the Golden Hope two years
ago?”

“ 1 think it quite safe to say he wouldn't,
replied Stanley positively.

“ That's my own opinion,” declared Jim
in a satisfied tone.

“Why did you ask?”

“Nothing particular, Stan. Here's my
cal.  Will you help me aboard? Conduc-
tors do it rather roughly sometimes.”

Frank Stanley— with a pain at his heart
which was always there when the helpless-
ness of his chum was accentuated in some
such way as this—almost lifted Jim Millen
to the platform of the car. Then, after
waving a farewell, he stood looking after
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it until its lights were swallowed up among
the many others that have given to upper

Broadway the appellation of *“the Great
White Way.”
“ Poor Jim! | wish he hadn’t done it!”

he murmured.

CHAPTER VII.
MOW THEY USED JIM MILIKX.

It was die next Sunday afternoon.

Everything was quiet about the half-built
Monckton Trust Company’s sky-scraper.

The automatic riveters, which kept up
such a deafening racket all the week, were
silent. The shouting men, sending white-
hot bolts of iron shooting through the air,
to be deftly caught in tin pails by other men
fifty feet away, were absent. The elevators
were immovable.

Dave May'’s engine, like the others in the
building, was covered by a tarpaulin, and,
from the hundred-foot sprawling arm,of his
derrick, the ropes, chains, and hooks dan-
gled idly.

Things in general looked as if the hun-
dreds of men might suddenly have been
stricken dead or helpless in the midst of
their work. Everything was just as if it
had been dropped out of hand without
warning.

As a matter of fact, the mighty agent
which had abruptly stopped operations and
caused tools to be left just where they hap-
pened to be was the whistle that had sound-
ed at noon on Saturday, telling the men it
was time to knock off for the week.

The upper portion of the skeleton steel
frame, showing gaunt against the blue sky,
looked almost pathetically deserted. The
same lonesomeness was -suggested below,
where solid walls of white stone and marble
were gradually hiding the steel beams,
girders, and uprights, story by story.

The stone-masons were not many floors
behind the steel-workers on the Monckton.
In putting up the colossal commercial struc-
tures which are so large an element in all
important American cities it is essential
that the various artificers shall work not
only in harmony, but almost simulta-
neously.

An expert, looking at the building, would m
have decided that it could be finished inside
of two months, though probably with only
a day or two to spare.

A layman would have been more than
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doubtful. He would have said conditions
were chaotic; that things were being done
by accident; that there was no method, no
regularity, no system.

Some such remark had been made to
Zebediah Grant only the day before. He
had laughed scornfully as he replied that
the work was progressing in as orderly a
way as its nature would permit. Barring
unforeseen obstacles, he said, the Monckton
would be turned over to the decorators and
finishers well within the sixty days set as
the limit of time in the contract.

On this bright autumn Sunday afternoon
Pat Cregan, the watchman of the Monck-
ton—a special police-officer— naturally de-
sired to enjoy the sunshine. Therefore he
strolled about outside, but never out of sight
of the main entrance, which was a little way
down a side street.

The entrance was well protected from
casual intruders. It could be reached only
by walking over a rough temporary bridge
of boards across a wide opening. This open-
ing would, in due course, be covered in with
a thick flint-glass pavement.

Down in the hole was a cellar; then, be-
low, a subcellar, with other caverns farther
down, deep in the dynamite - riven rock
where the steel, granite, and concrete foun-
dations of the building began.

“ Hallo, Dave,” said the watchman, as
Dave May, the engineer, in his somewhat
wrinkled Sunday clothes, came sauntering
up. “Where did you come from?”

“ Just got off a street-car, Pat. | want-
ed to get a spirit-level from my tool-box in
the building. | borrowed it up at the board-
ing-house the other day, and now the fellow
wants it.”

“ Where's yer tool-box ?”

“ On the thirty-second.”

“What? Hoi}- saints, man, ye can't git
up there to-day! There's no elevators run-
ning, d'ye mind. Thirty-two stories!”

“ That isn't much.”

“ Not much, is it? Arrah!
have to wait till to-morrow.”

“ He can’t, Pat,” protested Dave. “ He's
leaving town to-night. He goes to work at
noon to-morrow in Chicago, and he's got to
have that spirit-level. 1 don't mind going
after it. The stairs are floored with stone
a good part of the way, and there’'s the/iron
frames the rest of it. Is the front door
open?”

“ Of course.
when I'm around.

6 A

The man’ll

That door’s always open
But that ain’t the ques-

‘tion.
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What I'm thinking about is climbing
them thirty-two flights of stairs. | tell ye
straight, Dave May, | ain't wantin’ to do it.
Not at all I ain't.”

“You don't have to, Pat. I'll go up by
myself.”

“ That wouldn't do neither.”

"W hy?”

“It's ag'in’ me orders. I'm instructed

not to let any one into the building unless
I'm with 'em. If you go up there I've got
to work along with ye. That's all about it.”

“ | hate to give you that trouble,” apolo-
gized Dave. “ But you see how it is. |
borrowed this spirit-level last Wednesday,
saying 1'd bring it back the next night.
Well, | forgot it that night, and every night.
But to-day the owner came to me and said
he was going to Chicago this evening, and
he must have it. He’'s a stone-mason, and
he uses a spirit-level in his business.”

“ 1 see. Dave. Sure ve've put vourself in
bad.”

Pat Cregan and Dave May walked slow-
ly across the side street on the corner of
which stood the Monckton. and went down
toward the boarded-up main entrance, with
its one little door.

“Well, what am | to do? You see, |'ve
got to get that spirit-level this afternoon,”
said Dav.e.

“Ye'll have to go up, | s’pose. and I'll
be after going up with ye.”

“ I'm much obliged to you. Pat.”

“ That's all right. But | wasn't think-
ing 1'd ever go up to them high floors until
the house was done and the elevators put
in fit for Christians to ride in."”

“You've never been up to the thirty-
second ? "

“Divil a one of me. The fifth is as
high as I've been, and | was nearly killed
going as far as that. Still, as I've got to go
with ye, | reckon it won't be doin’ me any
harm to go over the whole place for once.”

“You'll.like it when you get up there,”
said Dave encouragingly.

Pat Cregan’s response was an incredu-
lous sniff.

“Ye oughtn't to have come in them
church togs. They'll be all dusty 'fore ye
get down,” he remarked, as they entered
the building.

They had gone up two flights of the stairs,
which were unguarded by balustrades, when
Pat suddenly stopped, and, in some excite-
ment, turned to go down again.

“What's the matter?” asked Dave.
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“ Bad cess to me!
outside door.”

“ That's all right.
teered Dave May.

Before Pat Cregan could stop him, .Dave
was running down the stairs, taking no heed
of the danger of falling over the side, which
the absence of balustrades made a real one.

In a couple of minutes Pat heard the
grating of a bolt shooting into an iron
socket, and he nodded contentedly. Then
he heard Dave coming up.

“ That was soon done, Pat!” sang out
Dave, as he came into view on the second
flight of stairs. “ But | don’t see why you
have to be so particular when you are in-
side, especially in the broad daylight.”

I forgot to bolt the

I'll go down,” volun-

“ Well, there's reasons for it- Dave,”
replied Pat condescendingly. “ Anyhow,
it's orders from Mr. Grant, and that's

enough for me.”

The watchman, in continuing his march
up-stairs, went a little ahead of the en-
gineer. Therefore, he did not see the black
scowl that spread over Dave May’s face at
the mention of old Zeb's name.

Anybody who has ever undertaken to
walk up thirty-two flights will bear witness
that it is a tedious task. Also, that it calls
for considerable personal exertion. Pat
Cregan did not like it, and he said so, more
than once. Dave May was accustomed to
climbing, and his muscles were like steel,
so that he did not mind the exercise.

“ Be jabers, ain't we purtv nigh there?”
grumbled Cregan, as they reached the end
of the stone-floored stairs. “ 1 don't see
any way of gitting no farther. There's
nothing much to walk on any more.”

He was looking at the loose boards laid
across the steel framework, the only flooring
on the stairs they would now have to climb
to reach the thirty-second story. He rather
doubted his own ability to negotiate them.

Pat Cregan was a watchman — not a
“ steeple-jack.” That was his remark later,
when discussing his present adventure.

“You haven't far to go now, Pat,” said
Dave. *“ You'll find it easier the farther up
you get.”

“It's a handsome liar I'm thinking ye
are. Dave May. Maybe ye don't know it,
of course, and therefore I'll have to forgive
ye. But I'm telling ye with me hand across
me heart that ye'd never have got me up
here after that spirituous lever, or whatever
ye call it, if I'd known what these stairs
was like.”
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Dave May only laughed. He was gain-
ing his purpose, and he could afford to
make light of Pat Cregan's complaints.
For, while he was listening to this grum-
bling, he knew something was taking place
on the ground floor, far below, that would
have sent Pat .scuttling down the stairs in a
dangerous hurry if he had had the faintest
suspicion.

Dave May had worked out a neat little
ruse, and the watchman had been an easy
victim.

If Pat had kept his eyes open wider while
in the street, talking to Dave May, he
might have seen something which would
have spoiled May’s plans. But he didn’t
notice anything out of the way, and here
was the-consequence:

While Pat and Dave had been parley-
ing about the spirit-level, a young man,
with deep-set eyes, whose right leg was
twisted and much shorter than the"other,
and who leaned on a thick cane, stood in
a doorway, near the corner, watching them.

The young man was Jim Millen. . He
had come down-town on the car with Dave
May, whose statement to Pat Creegan that
he had just got off a trolley was about the
only part of his story that was true.

Dave's yarn about having borrowed the
spirit-level was pure invention. It had oc-
curred to him that this would be a good
tale to get him into the building. He had
a spirit-level of his own among his tools on
the thirty-second floor which he could pro-
duce in corroboration.

What Dave really wanted was to get Pat
Cregan far away from the main floor for
at least two hours. He calculated that it
would take nearly an hour to go up and
down the thirty-two flights of stairs and
hunt for the spirit-level. After that he
would hit on some other excuse for keeping
the watchman in the upper part of the
building for another hour or more.

Jim Millen, to whom Dave had carefully
explained the scheme in detail, saw the two
men go into the Monckton. He waited five
minutes and then followed them.

Notwithstanding that Dave had so osten-
tatiously fastened the door when he ran
down-stairs, it opened easily when Jim Mil-
len turned the handle. This is easily ex-
plained. After Dave had noisily shot the
bolt, into its socket for Cregan’s benefit, he
had gently and silently slipped it out again
for his own.

When Jim Millon found himself in the
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gloomy maze of steel pillars and loose build-
ing material inside the door, he shook his
head. He was doing something his oath
had committed him to, but it was all very
repugnant to him.

“ Dave promised he'd make it all plain
sailing for me." lie muttered. “ But | hate
it all the same."

Just then he stumbled over a loose plank.
A sharp pain shot up his lame leg. It
changed the direction of his thoughts in a
flash. Back to him came the day that he
had been tumbled backward down the hatch-
way of the Golden Hope. All scruples were
gone in an instant. He was ready now for
anything that would mean revenge. He
wished the “ club ” had given him something
more violent to do.

“ This seems such a trifling way to get
back at him." he reflected. *“ Just making
him lose money! Bah! What I'd like to
do is to wring his neck with my bare hands.
I may do that some day."

He had walked straight back into the
shadowy interior of the building, and was
standing outside the rough wooden shed
that Zebediah Grant used as a private office.

As he had anticipated, the door was un-
fastened. He went in and closed it softly
after him. It was too dark to make out
anything clearly, and he turned on an elec-
tric light over the long table where Zebediah
Grant generally spread out his plans.

Jim had never done a thing of this kind
before. But, to his own surprise, he did
not feel particularly nervous. He had
worked himself up to the point where he
felt that what he had to do now must be
done. In some sort it was fate.

If the horrible thought that he was noth-
ing more nor less than a common thief—
a burglar—tried to force itself upward, he
drove it down before it could take actual
shape. His one idea, since he had found
that Zebediah Grant was in New A%ork,
was to be revenged somehow.

Dave May and his associates had shown
him how this could be done, effectively', if
not melodramatically. Their method was
not one that he would have chosen. It was
not violent enough to please him. But,
since it promised to harass the enemy, even
though it would not cause him actual bodily
pain, why, it was better than nothing.

“ Some day,” he said savagely to him-
self, “ 1 shall have my fingers actually on
his throat. If right and justice ever come
to me, that is what must be.”
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Then he remembered with a guilty start
—as if he had been neglecting a sacred
duty— that Dave May had charged him to
act quickly as soon as he found himself in
this office. He had been wasting time.

The way had been well paved for him.
Dave had learned that Pat Cregan, when
on watch, spent much of his time in Zebe-
diah Grant's private office. He liked to
read there. As a result of this habit, the
door was nearly always unlocked.

If it had chanced to be fastened now,
Jim Millen had a false key in his pocket.
It had been made by Dave May. As it
happened, he did not need this key.

Now for the next move.

After a cautious glance around him, he
went over to the fireproof safe in the corner
and put his hand on the large nickel nob
in the center of the door. He did not turn
the knob. Bracing himself by planting his
cane firmly on the floor, he pulled hard,
as if trying to get the heavy door open by
main strength.

CHAPTER VIII.

AT ItVIl. WORK.

Had there been an observer, it might
have seemed to him that Jim Millen was
wasting his energy. Massive steel safes,
which have been properly secured by a few
turns of the combination-knob, do not yield
to mere pulling.

Powerful machinery has proved ineffect-
ive in such case's. Considering that there
was nothing brought to the task now but
the puny strength of a crippled man, it
surely was ridiculous to suppose that the
door would open.

But— it did open!

With only one hand grasping the knob,
and without attempting to twist it, Jim
Millen— who could not even stand without
bracing himself on a cane—had dragged
the great, half-ton door wide open. Most
of the contents were at once revealed.

Piled up in the safe, because too bulky
to stow away in the drawers, were the plans
belonging to the great Monckton Building.
Millen looked at them with glistening eves.

“ Dave fixed the door all right,” he said
to himself. “ He told me he slipped in
here yesterday, when Zeb and the boy were
both out, and plugged the bolts so that they
wouldn’t move. That's one of the advan-
tages of being a good mechanic. And
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Dave May seems to be as slick as they
make 'em.” v

After a cursory, but pleased, glance at
the plans, he stooped and scrutinized the
bolts. Then he murmured admiringly:

“Yes, | see how he did it. Mighty neat
job!”

The safe was of an old-fashioned type.
Although strong enough for ordinary pur-
poses, it was nothing like the impregnable
strong-boxes of chilled steel, with power-
ful, intricate locks, that are made to-day.

The bolts, from long use, worked loosely
in their sockets. Dave May had managed
to drive wedges of steel into the spaces by
their sides. They were mere tapering slivers,
but they did their work. The harder the
bolt tried to force itself out, the more firmly
would it be blocked. Before Dave had
moved away from the safe, the bolts would
not stir one way or the other.

As he had counted on, the wedging of
the bolts was not discovered until the end
of the working day, when Zebediah Grant
closed his safe. This was about three
o'clock in the afternoon. Being Saturday,
the workmen had all gone away at twelve.
The superintendent had stayed for a con-
siderable time afterward, as was his cus-
tom, looking over his books and straight-
ening out matters in the office generally.

He was angered when he found that the
safe would not lock, but did not suspect
that it had been done purposely. The slivers
of steel had been so cunningly inserted that
they escaped him entirely.

Zebediah was in a quandary. There was
little chance of his finding a safe expert
who would come to his relief at that late
hour on Saturday afternoon. None of his
own men were about. Even if they had
been, what would they know about the
mechanism of safes?

After thinking it over for a few moments,
he decided that it would be wise not to let
anv one know the safe would not fasten.
He" would close it, and no one would know
it was not locked as usual. That's what
Zebediah resolved to do. and that is what
he did do. So Jim Millen had easy access
to the interior as soon as he attacked the
steel door.

The first thing Millen did after getting
the safe open and looking at the bolts and
plans, was to go outside the office. He
wanted to make sure no one was lurking
about on the main floor.

With his thick cane to help him. he hob-
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bled all the way around the place, sharply
watchful. He peeped behind every pillar,
pile of boards, huddle of wheelbarrows,
and heap of miscellaneous litter in the
neighborhood. Then he regarded in turn
the two windows of the office, and his brows
knitted as he saw how the electric light
shone through from within.

“1'll have to do something about those
windows,” he thought, as he went back to
the office. “ Ah! It's all right, after all.”

He had seen that there were dark-green
shades to each window. It did not take
him long to draw the shades down to the
bottom. The windows were completely
covered.

Then he took from his pocket the key
that Dave had made, and tried it in the
lock of the office door. It worked perfectly.
He locked the door inside.

Jim had consumed altogether about ten
minutes of the two hours Dave had told
him he might have. He believed he could
do what was expected of him in a shorter
period. But he did not know for certain.

Anyhow, it behooved him to make the
most of his time. Some unlucky accident
might spoil Dave's careful calculations.
Somebody might come to the office before
he had finished his work.

Then—what? He did not care to think
about it. He took an armful of blue-prints
from the safe and laid them on the table.

There were drawers in the safe which
no doubt held money. Any of them could
have been forced without difficulty. But
Jim Millen had no thought of doing any-
thing of that kind. If there had been piles
of greenbacks and bags of gold coin in
plain sight, he would not have touched
them.

Jim Millen was not a thief. At least—
well, of course, what he was doing now was
not entirely honest. Taking these blue-
prints, which did not belong to him, out of
another person’s safe, would not strike the
police or a magistrate as a wholly innocent
action. But, on the other hand—oh, he
had no time to argue with himself about
that just then. There was work to do.

With an impatient shrug, as if to shake
off a too obtrusive conscience, he spread the
blue-prints out before him on the table.
Each print was numbered. Besides, there
were on each one legibly written memoran-
da, which served as a key to the plan proper,
scientifically drawn to scale below.

The importance of the plans in putting



A SKY-SCRAPER CONSPIRACY.

up a great structure like the Monckton can-
not be overestimated. They are its very
life-blood. Every geometrical line and
diminutive figure and letter has its vital
meaning. Each must have careful and re-
peated study as the work progresses. With-
out them the builder would be helpless.

Since Jim Millen had been unfit for
manual labor he had studied draftsmanship
and improved his natural talent for draw-
ing. He intended to make of it more than
a mere amusement. While he had fallen
back for support upon his old calling of
telegrapher, he did not mean to continue it
longer than he was obliged. He hoped
eventually to find employment in an archi-
tect's office.

Dave May had learned this much about
Jim Millen the day after the latter had
taken the oath. It determined him at once
to let the new recruit carry out a purpose
already formulated by the members of the
“club.”

The intention was to get hold of the
plans and so alter them that the building
would be thrown all out of gear when it
reached the part represented on these blue-
prints. Since neither Zebediah Grant nor
the architects would be expecting such a
move, they might easily fall into the trap.

If the'trick were successful its effect
would be to hold up the lofty tower above
the thirty-second story. This tower was to
be a unique feature of the Monckton. It
was to be the crowning glory of an archi-
tectural masterpiece. Let the blue-prints
be changed so that the dimensions of the
structural steel did not fit the architect's
figures, and it was obvious that everything
must stand still until the muddle was
straightened out.

Of course, the discrepancies would Soon
be discovered, and doubtless, suspicions
would arise that the blue-prints had been
tampered with. But by that time the mis-
chief would be done. The work would have
been delayed, and there would be no pos-
sibilitv of it being finished in time. It
might even be necessary to prepare a new
set of plans for the upper portion of the
edifice.

It was the hope of Dave May that old
Zeb would not be able to turn the building
over, finished according to specifications,
for at least a month after the date when
heavy daily forfeits would begin to be
wrung from him.

All this had been explained to Jim Mil-
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len. He smiled to himself as he began his
work. The tampering must be accomplished
skilfully, or it would be discovered too soon.
What the conspirators wanted was to see
that mane- tons of steel were put up in the
wrong place before Zebediah Grant suspect-
ed that there had been any meddling with
the plans.

“1 think | can do it in less than an
hour,” decided Jim, as he arranged half a
dozen of the blue-prints in order on the
table.

There was nothing intricate in the task.
He had been taking evening lessons in
draftsmanship from a regular teacher in
Cooper Union for nearly a year. Being
deeply interested, he had progressed rapid-
ly. Indeed, he hoped to be able to give up
his work at the telegraph-key before another
twelve months had passed.

So now, when he settled down to his
work, it was with a sense of mastery. He
knew just what he had to do, and was con-
fident of his ability to do it well and ac-
complish his purpose.

It was not very different from a lesson
that had been set for him by his teacher
at Cooper Union a few nights before. The
changing of a plan in some details, while
not interfering with others, is one of the
commonest duties of an architectural drafts-
man.

Jim Millen was soon so absorbed in the
study of the blue-prints that he forgot every-
thing else. He did not even remember where
he was. All he thought of was the manipu-
lation of each plan so that the building
would be consistently lopsided. He had
Naid out this scheme to himself before he
began, and he never departed from it
There was decided method in his destruc-
tiveness.

He had seated himself on the stool that
Zebediah Grant used when examining his
plans. But his thick cane lay on the table
near him. It was conveniently handy,
either as a weapon of defense or an aid to
locomotion.

For an hour Millen pored over the blue-
prints. With a white crayon pencil—an
implement familiar to his fingers,— he
changed figures and small letters at vari-
ous angles of the plan. Always he did it
so neatly that only a close eye would detect
it, and hardly then, unless suspicion had
been already aroused.

“ Well, there they are—done!”
claimed. at last, with a sigh of relief.

he ex-
“
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think if Grant goes on with the Monckton
tower with these specifications as a guide,
he is going to be led into a bad hole. |
wish the}' would lead him to the edge of
the roof and kick him off."

There was nothing in Jim Millen’s as-
pect to suggest that his last words were
uttered in a spirit of pleasantry. His face
wore a fierce frown, and the blaze of hate
was in his deep-set eyes.

Only now did it seem to come to him
why he had been so busy in this little office
for an hour, surreptitiously and an inter-
loper. It had all been done as a step to-
ward his vengeance on the man he hat8d
worse than anybody on earth — Zebediah
Grant.

But in his satisfaction that he had be-
gun to prepare punishment for this man,
he did not overlook the fact that he was in
a dangerous situation. If Dave failed to
keep Pat Cregan away, he would probably
be discovered. If he were, it would be the
police-station and— ruin.

“ 1've been in many a tight place before,”
he muttered. “ But never in one that might
make me a convict. There are things even
worse than being crippled, | guess. Yet
it is funny | didn’t feel the least bit nerv-
ous before | began. | am pretty nearly all
in now.”

He had reached' for his cane and sup-
ported himself on it as he gathered up the
blue-prints from the table. He rolled them
up as they had been when he found them,
and carefully deposited them in the safe.
As nearly as he could, he placed them in
their former position, just as Zebediah
Grant had left them.

“1 don't think he’'ll know they've been
touched,” Jim told himself.

He closed the safe door and mechanically
gave a turn to the nickel knob in the center.
Then, having snapped out the electric light,
he drew up the two window-shades.

“ 1 must leave everything in the office as
it was,” he reflected. *“ Dave says that
watchman has an eye like a hawk for any-
thing out of the way around this building.”

Having at length convinced himself that
the office would show no trace of his oc-
cupancy, he stumped over to the door and
softly unlocked it. He put tin key in his
pocket and opened the door.

As he limped out to the open desert of the
main floor, a man stepped forward. He
had been hiding by the side of the office,
and Jim Milieu felt that he had been trying
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to peep through a window, and actually
had done so when the shade was raised.
The man was Frank Stanley.

CHAPTER IX.
STEEIl. AGAINST STEEL.

Jim Mittex, leaning against one of the
steel pillars, had raised his heavy cane to
strike down the intruder before he recog-
nized him. Then he dropped the end of
the cane to the floor.

“ Stan:”

“Yes. That's who it is.”

Frank Stanley’s voice trembled, and his
face was drawn and ashen. He was hold-
ing to the corner of the office as if he needed
support.

“ How did you come here?” asked Mil-
len. “1 thought you were still up at the
house, talking to Cora—and mother.”

“ 1 didn't stay long after you went out.
Cora wanted a book | have, and | jumped
on a car and went to my room to get it. As
I was going up the steps of the boarding-
house | saw you and Dave May two blocks
away, walking toward Broadwav.”

“Yes?”

“ It did not take me long to figure out
where you were going. | went to my room
and got the book Cora wants. It is in my
pocket now. Then | determined to come
down here and see what was going on.”

“ How long have you been here?”

“ About an hour.”

“ What—in this building?”

“ Most of the time. | got down-town
just as you came in by the main entrance.
| didn’'t see Dave.”

“Well, I'm going out now, Stan,” said
Millen, assuming an indifferent tone.
“ Dave asked me to wait here for him while
he went to the upper part of the building
for some tool he wanted. But | guess he
must be gone.”

“Why do you think so?”

The door of that office was open, and |
slipped inside to sit down. That's how |
must have missed him. | suppose he came
down and went out, thinking | had got tired
of waiting.”

Stanley shook his head decidedly.

“I'm sure that wasn't it,” he said. “ I
have been either in this building, or just
outside, ever since you came in. He couldn’t
have been on this floor or gone out without
my seeing him.”
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“ Well, anyhow, | won't wait any longer.
You and | can go home together if you're
going to take that book to Cora.-

Jim Millen stumped in the direction of
the main entrance as he spoke. Frank
Stanley stepped directly in his path.

“ Wait a moment, Jim."

Millen stopped.

“What were you doing in that private
office?

The frown that brought Jim Millen’s
heavy dark brows together showed that he
did not like either the question or the man-
ner in which it was put. He knew that when
Frank Stanley’s accents were low, clear-cut
and metallic, as was the case now, he was
deeply moved and was holding himself back
only with a desperate effort.

“What was | doing in there?” repeated
Millen. “ I've told you, haven't I ? With my
lame leg, | got weary of standing around.
Sitting on wheelbarrows and things didn’t
help much. So, as | saw the office door
open, | went inside and made myself com-
fortable on a stool | found there. Perhaps
1 fell asleep.”

“On a stool? That's queer."

“There was a table. Couldn’t a fellow
drop asleep with his head on that?”

Stanley brought his face close to that of
his old shipmate and looked at his deep-set
eyes as well as he could in the shadowy
half-light. Then he said, sorrowfully:

“Jim, | didn’t think this of you."

“What do you mean?”

“You arc not telling me the truth.”

“ Are you calling me a liar?” suddenly
demanded Millen. His voice was sharpened
bv anger, and there was menace in it.

“Don't put it in that ugly way, Jim!"
pleaded Stanley. *“ Such a word has never
passed between us in all the years we have
been comrades."

“ It couldn’t, without a fight," snapped
hack Jim Millen.

“Jim! Jim!"

There was horror
tone.

“ That's all right. I'm crippled, and I'd
tumble over on my back at the first blow,
no matter how light it might be. | couldn't
expect anything else. But, by the eternal,
I'd fight! 1'd fight from the ground! The
other fellow would have to come down to
me, and we'd be on equal terms then. So
long as | didn't need to depend on my
game leg, | wouldn't ask odds of the best
man living.”

in Frank Stanley's
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"Jim!”

“Yes, and I'd fight with a man who'd
been my best friend if he gave me .cause.
It would be his fault, not mine. Just be-
cause I'm lame and have to crawl when I
go up and down stairs, because men and
women in the streets look at me with pity—
and, gods! how | hate them for it—I'm to
swallow any insult that comes my way!
Well, I'll show you !”

“Jim!  Jim!”

“Yes; I mean what | say. You've got to
take back what you just said.”

He had worked himself into such a fury
that he was almost shouting. His face
was livid, and the dark eyes, far back in
their sockets, fairly rolled.

He raised his cane to emphasize his
words, and staggered.

Stanley put out his hand to save him.
Jim Millen savagely struck the hand away
with his own left, as with his right he
brought the cane sharply to the floor and
recovered his equilibrium.

For the time being he was insane with
rage. It was an ebullition of the ungovern-
able temper about which Frank bad spoken
to Jack Price, and which seemed to rend
and tear at him as if wild beasts were bat-
tling in his bosom. There was a pause.
Then Stanley said quietly:

“Jim, won't you listen to me?”

"Ain't | listening to you? What do you
want to say?”

Stanley thought he discerned a slight
lessening of frenzy in the other’s manner,
and he continued, in a soothing, argumenta-
tive tone:

“1 have not applied any insulting word
to you, Jim. If you will consider for a
moment, you will know | couldn’t."

“ Sounded like it!” was the growling
rejoinder.

“Now,” went on Stanley, “ | don’'t doubt
that you were on a stool in that office. But
what were you doing there? | heard the
rattling of papers. You were not asleep.”

There was another momentary pause.
Then Jim Millen replied, through his set
teeth, with defiance in every accent:

“What | was doing there is my own
business. If 1'd meant to tell you. Id have
done it as soon as | saw you here. Because
a man has known you a long time, that
doesn’t give him a right to pry into your
private affairs, does it? ”

“ Then vou won't tell me?”

“No.”



472

Jim Millen again moved toward the door.
For the second time Stanley stood in his
wav.

It was one determined man against an-
other— steel against steel!

“Jim,” said Stanley gently, “you and I
have been shipmates at sea and like brothers
ashore. We've bunked together and messed
together. We've laid aloft side by side in
a winter gale when the yards were coated
with ice and the leech-lines were as stiff as
iron bars. We've worked touching elbows
in a telegraph-office, and jollied each other
over the wire when we were hundreds of
miles apart.”

“ That's all right,” broke in Millen.
“ But we can chin about that outside.”

“No; we'll talk about it here, Jim. |
want to marry your sister, and, if she'll
have me, | will.”

“ Here, quit that!” ordered Millen
roughly. *“ This isn't any place for family
matters. And | want you to get out of my
way.”

Stanley did not move. The next moment
there was a struggle. Millen, placing a
hand on a wheelbarrow at his side, to steady
himself, clutched Stanley's arm with the
other, and swung him aside. It was all
so unexpected that Frank almost lost his
balance.

In that instant he lost control of himself.
With a half-choked oath, he flung his arm
around Jim Millen’s waist and dragged
him into the private office. Then, as he
pushed the helpless, but still fighting, crip-
ple into the swing-chair belonging to Zebe-
diah Grant, he panted fiercely:

“Jim! You're an obstinate fool!”

The response was a sweep at him with
the heavy cane. Stanley warded off the blow
with his arm and stepped back out of reach.
Millen, lying back in the chair, was out of
the battle for the moment. But only for a
moment.

With a resolute effort, he dragged him-
self to his feet, and, resting on his cane—
as he always had to do when he stood alone
— he lunged forward murderously, but with-
out effect. Stanley avoided the attack with
a quick movement.

The contest was uneven— wofully, piti-
fully uneven. Frank Stanley never forgot
that all the odds were on his side. His one
outburst of passion was over, and he felt
only sorrowful affection for the poor, futile
creature who would have Killed him just
then if he could.
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Millen came at him again with his fist,
aiming at his chin. But Stanley caught
the swing on his elbow. Then, seizing the
cane, so that Millen could not move, he
pushed him gently, but firmly, back into the
chair. Millen was frantic with impotent
rage. _

“\ou — you — coward!" he breathed.
"\ou big cur! To take advantage of me
like this. There was a time when 1 could
have doubled you up like a jack-knife.
\ou wouldn’'t have been of any more ac-

count in my two hands than a Kkitten. But
now, because | have a twisted leg and
Heaven knows what else broken inside of

me, you shove me about as you like, and
grin at me while you're doing it.”

This last accusation was absolutely un-
warranted. Stanley's face expressed only
grief, sympathy, and horror at the quarrel
into which he had been forced. But Jim
Millen wanted to say the bitterest thing
possible, and he hit on this. He would
charge the other with “grinning.” He
could not have thought of anything that
would have inflicted keener pain.

Stanley turned away. He did not want
his old chum — just now his implacable
enemy—to see how the cruel speech had
hurt him.

That Jim Millen had been more powerful
than himself before that terrible fall down
the Golden Hope's hatchway he knew to be
a fact. It had been proved in many a
friendly tussle. Millen had put him on his
back often in a wrestling bout.

In boxing, while the two were about equal
in science, Jim Millen's superior strength
had always told. He struck a tremendous
blow with either left or right. In the ver-
nacular of the professional pugilist, he
“carried a terrible wallop in either hand.”

“I'm not a coward, | hope, Jim,” said
Stanley. “ And you know | am not grin-
ning. But | must know what vou were do-
ing in this office.”

“Why must you?” Millen sneeringly re-
plied.

“ Because | suspect that you have been
doing something in this office for the *club ’
—something that you will regret, and that
I, as the man who is your best friend out-
side of your own home, whatever you may
thirik, mean to save you from. That's all,
Jim.”

The two men had been so much taken up
with themselves, that they had not heard
stealthy footsteps outside, in the open space
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of the main floor. But before Milieu could
reply to what Stanley had just said, Dave
May appeared in the open doorway and
said hurriedly:

“ Come on, Millen. We'll have to get out
—and quick, too. | left Cregan up-stairs,
but he'll be down in less than two minutes.
Hurry, now! Get a gaiton!”
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“All right1” responded Millen, strug-
gling to his feet with his usual difficulty.

“ 1 thought | heard some one talking in
here. Were you shooting off your mouth
to yourself? ”

Then, as Dave looked about the office,
he saw Frank Stanley standing back in the
shadow.

(To be continued.)

From Over the Mexican Border.

BY GEORGE

FOXHALL.

The Strange Fashion in Which the Result of a Card-
Game Fracas Was Settled in a Frontier Community.

USTY WILLIAMS had a fiery temper

and a foolish prejudice against see-

ing poker-hands dealt from the bottom of

the pack. Mex Delmas didn't know about

Rusty’s temper, and personally didn’t mind

a little skilful dealing, so long as he held
the cards.

So when they picked Mex up he had a
broken jaw and a busted skull, and it was
plain that his next words would be spoken
in heaven if he managed to bluff himself
through.

Rusty was nursing a bruised fist and look-
ing dazed.

They held a brief inquest over Mex then
and there, and decided that the meanest act
of his worthless life was his death, be-
cause by it he had got the finest man in
Texas into trouble.

The worst of it was, Tom Fargo was
there, and Tom Fargo was sheriff. Also,
Tom Fargo was the bosom friend of Rusty
Williams, and didn't want to arrest him
any more than he wanted to resurrect Mex
Delmas, which would surely have caused

a lynching.

“ Boys,” said Tom, “ 1 didn't see the in-
cident,- but I'll have to make an official
inquiry. If any of you fellows saw Rusty

—that is, saw anybody strike the deceased
—I'll have to arrest him. Who saw the
blow struck?”

Nobody spoke for a minute; then Mon-
key Matzos, lounging against the bar, at-
tracted attention.

“ 1 did, Senor Sheriff,” said he.
Rustv Williams strike the deceased.”

* 1 saw

Several of the boys were contemplating
killing another Mexican, when the sheriff
turned politely on the volunteer witness.

“ Monkey,” said he, “you've got a fine
command of legal English. Are you a citi-
zen of these here United States?”

“ The senor knows that | am a citizen of
Mexico,” said Monkey, striking a Farragut-
in-the-rigging attitude.

“ Mere formality, Monk,” said Fargo.
“Limp Hopkins, did you see Rusty strike
the blow?”

Rusty had staked Limp six months when
he got the amble that gave hint his name.

“1 did not,” said Limp belligerently.

“Huh! It's the word of a white man
against yours, Monk. You say you saw

Rusty strike the blow, and Air. Hopkins
says he did not. Mr. Hopkins is a citizen
of the State of Texas. However, to show

that we're impartial, Lew Towney, forget-
ting that you owe Rusty three hundred dol-
lars. did you see him strike the deceased?”

“ 1 sure did not, sheriff. 1 was busy get-
tin’ ready to shoot the deceased myself when
I saw him palmin’ the pasteboards.”

The sheriff went through the crowd in the
same way. Nobody but Monk had seen the
blow struck, and he began to look like he
wished he hadn’'t. Fargo turned to Rusty.

“ Rusty,” he said, “ the evidence of them
that didn't see you Kkill Mex far outnum-
bers the evidence of the alien what says he
did.  All 'the same, the law's a funny
thing, and, prima fucie, it looks like you'd
better slip over the border and give aid and
comfort to the insurrectos for a few months.”
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“1 guess so,” said Rusty, speaking for
the first time, “ but what do | want to join
the insurrectos for? | don’t want to do any
more Killing.”

“You won't have to do no Kkilling, son.
All you've got to do is to see that you ain't
killed. You see, if you join the insurrectos,
it'll save the U. S. government a lot of
trouble tryin" to extradite you. Savvy?”

“ All right, boys. Let me know how the
weight of evidence makes out, and | reckon
I'll be back in time to run for mayor.”

“ You're as good as elected, Rusty,” said
Limp, and we all started to shake hands
an’ tell Rust}- we expected to see him presi-
dent of Mexico, for there wasn't a more
popular man in Standing Rock City than
Rusty Williams, who wouldn’'t hurt a fly,
unless his righteous indignation caught fire
from his red hair.

So we all wished Rusty luck, and loaned
him all the change we had. He turned to
go, but instead of going he dropped into a
chair and began to laugh like he was crazy.
Standing with his back to the door, with a
big pistol waving in the general direction
of the crowd, was Monkey Matzos, the wit-
ness for the offense.

“ 1 protest,” said he, “ against criminals
being set loose to disturb the peace of a
friendly nation.” He sure had the patter
off slick. *“ Capital and business are en-
dangered in my country by the rebel riff-
raff. My own family would be impover-
ished by their success. The senor must not
join the insurrectos.”

He put up one finger of the hand that
wasn’'t swinging the pistol, looking like a
warlike Dr. Bunyon enlightening the world.
Rusty quit laughing to hear what the sheriff
had to say.

“ The spiel's all right, Monkey,” said
Tom Fargo admiringly, “but I reckon I'll
have to arrest you for carrying concealed
weapons,”

However, as the weapon wasn't concealed
at that minute, it seemed like Tom might
have to postpone his act of duty unless he
wanted the gun to get empty and his chest
full. It was mighty humiliating to have
that zoological exhibit holding up a room-
ful of American citizens, but you can't
argue against facts.

As for letting Rusty promise not to go
over to the insurrectos, or any other place,
because a Mexican loafer happened to have
a gun—not a bit of it. Monk put it that
way. He said he'd let Rusty go if he'd
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promise not to join the rebels. Huh! Let
Rusty go!

Rusty figured that he didn't need any
half-breed to let him go, and when he was
good and ready he'd go. He sat astride a
chair, with his hands resting on the back
of it, grinning at Monkey like he thought
he was as good as a comic opera.

“1've heard a little about the family in-
vestment you have in Mexico, Monkey,” he
said. “ It's mostly in futures.”

“Is that so?” sneered Matzos,
puzzled by the word.

“ Yes, the widow you're going to marry
runs a laundry, and has a contract on the
palace washing. You've drawn some divi-
dends already, but you expect to have an
easy thing if the insurrectos don’t bust the
contract.”

We didn't get it for a few seconds, but
when we did we could see by Monkey's
face that it was pretty near true. That
blew the lid off the laughing gas, and very
likely Matzos would have fired into the
bunch; but just at that second Rusty
straightened up his legs and threw out his
arms and, as Monkey ducked the chair that
flew at him. Rusty was on top of him.

He had plenty of help, and it wasn't
more than a minute before we had Monkey,
subdued but raving, sitting on the floor
while we held a council of war over him.

“ 1 reckon Rusty can slip/next door now,
can't he?” asked Lew Townev.

“ Better wait a bit,” put in the sheriff.
“1f we ever want to see Rusty back we'll
have to find out where we're at with this
bunch of poison. He's only a near-man,
but | figure that by the rules of evidence he
might make some trouble for us if we don’t
fix him some way.”

It was true enough, too. He could make
a whole lot of trouble for all of us. That's
the worst of an obstinate minority. Of
course, we couldn’t hold him until he died
of a broken heart.

Shooting him was against the law, and,
while we might condone an accident to a
good man like Rusty, we were law-abiding
citizens with a healthy disgust for Killing.

Somebody suggested chasing him over the
border, but, as there was nothing to prevent
him chasing himself back again, that would
have given small relief. Monkey was be-
ginning to enjoy himself. He was grinning
like a hungry hyena.

“Let's buy him off,”
Wilson,

plainly

suggested Trig
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“ If the senor were a millionaire he could
not buy my conscience,”’ said Monkey grand-
ly; and we all knew he was speaking the
truth, for he didn't have enough conscience
to wrap up and take home.

However, that didn’t help much. We'd
got to use undue influence to get Monkey’s
vote some way.

“Tell you what we'll do,” said Limp
Hopkins at last. “We'll let him heir the
deceased’s personal effects.”

Well, it didn’'t sound very hopeful after
the high price Monkey had already placed
on his still, small voice, but we let Limp go
ahead and see what he could get together.
When we laid the proceeds in front of Mon-
key it looked worse.

There were three American silver dollars,
two Mexican ditto, two plugs of chewing,
some sundries, a piece of paper printed in
Spanish, and a woman'’s picture. It looked
like we hadn't filled.

Monkey read the piece of paper through
with the same bored sneer on his face.

Then his eye caught the picture, and that
bored sneer went so far and so fast Monk
never knew how he lost it.

He jumped to his feet and raved at the
picture and raved at the deceased in Span-
ish, nobody understanding a word, but
everybody being pretty sure that it was a fine
line of scorch stuff.

At last he quieted down and turned to
Rusty.

“ Senor,” he said, “ 1 am grateful to you.
You have done a noble deed — you have
killed a reptile.”

It began to look like Limp had laid down
a royal flush.

“What's the trouble, Monk?” asked
Rusty. “Is it the counterfeit presentment
of the widow ?”
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“ 1t is," said Monkey, thumping his fore-
head in grief and meditation. “ Seiiors,” he
broke out again, “ 1 have one favor to ask
of you. Give me three hours’ start over the
border, and then let it be stated that |
killed Delmas.”

That suited us in a way, but it puzzled
us, too.

“ Where do you get off in that, Monk?”
asked the sheriff.

“ The senor, | am afraid, does not under-
stand the customs of my country. If |
should prove that | killed my rival that will
make me what you call good and solid with
the sehora."

It was a neat custom, and Matzos smiled
pleasantly over it. Anyhow, that part of
it wasn't any of our funeral, and it yanked
us out of a big hole, so we promised to do
our best to help out Monkey’s bloodthirsty
brag.

He raked the bribe together, not forget-
ting the dollars and the chewing, and
skipped.

“ That picture was certainly a winner,”
said Rusty as Monkey disappeared in the
distance.

“ 1 figured it might be,” grinned Limp,
“ when | saw it fall out of Monkey's pock-
et in the scuffle.”

Wait. Next morning the sheriff received
notification not to allow in his county one
Manuel Delmas, one of the chief and most
dangerous plotters of the insurrection, for
whom the Mexican government had posted
a reward of ten thousand dollars, dead or
alive.

That's what that piece of printed paper
was about that we found on the body of
Mex Delmas, and we are still wondering
whether we got the best of Monkey Matzos
or he got the best of us.

A DIRGE.

We do lie beneath the grass
In the moonlight, in the shade

Of the yew-tree.
Hear us not.

They that pass
We are afraid

They would envy our delight
In our graves by glow-worm night.
Come, follow us, and smile as we;

We sail

to the rock in the ancient waves

Where the snow falls by thousands into the sea,
And the drowned and the shipwrecked have happy graves.

Thomas Lovell Beddoes.
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Moxroe Crawford, dissatisfied with banking
life, goes to Jim Decker, a friend of his father,
Kittie, Decker's daughter, who
especially, Bud Lawson,
Decker declares they will call Monny, is invited
over to the bunk-house later, comes upon a card
his gun, fires, and Bump falls to the floor.

is more friendly than are his fellow cowboys,
seems to resent the Easterner's presence.

Instantly Crawford jerks out his own
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meets
whom

in New York, and eager for a taste of
in Wyoming, to become a cowboy. He
one of
The first night Monroe, whom
ranch-owner’s table, and going
Lawson pulls
revolver and

to dine at the
dispute between Bud and Bump.

shoots ill turn at Bud Lawson, who clutches at his heart and drops like a log.

CHAPTER VI.
EMONNY'S RECORD.

S Bud Lawson strode across the frozen
snow that covered the path from
Decker’s shack to the bunk-house, he was in
anything but a congenial frame of mind—
the way he kicked a piece of ice against
which he stubbed his toe proved this— and
the black look on his face told the other
cowboys that something was radically amiss.
Not that they needed enlightenment as to
what it was. but Reckless took it upon him-
self to inquire.

“What's wrong, Bud?” he asked, and
he winked slyly at the others.

“Who said anythin' was wrong?” Law-
son demanded hotly.

“Wal, I'll tell ye, Bud,” the cowboy
drawled, “ they's certain times In a man's
life when he don't need no signboard on
'ini to let other people know he ain't jest
inherited a million dollars from a uncle he
ain’t never heard about, nor jest come from
his mother-in-law’s funeral.”

“What ye drivin’ at?”

“Ye know, Bud,” and Reckless's tone
dropped to one of utmost confidence, “ye
look jest like some son-of-a-gun of a Mex-
ican greaser hed stole that saddle ye got a
few weeks ago from Chicago, or—or—"

“ Or wliat?” Lawson challenged angrily.

“ Or thet some lovely boy — a Eastern
tenderfoot— hed swiped your best gal.”

* Began MYy Argost.

For an instant Bud made no reply. In
the first place he was too angry to do so,
and all his efforts were directed toward
struggling for words to throw back in re-
buttal, ,

But he could find none; a fact which
only tended to increase his rage, and for an
instant it looked as if something was about
to happen.

“ Look here, Bud,” Bump spoke up,
" they ain't no use gettin’ so durned sore
bout it. Thet won't help matters half as
much as 'twill if ye takes us into your con-
fidence, an' let us Help ye plan some way
of gettin’ rid of this durned intruder.
"Tween all of us, if ye'll let us in on it
we'll fix him good an’ proper.”

“In what way?” Lawson
slowly,

T|lie tone he used proved clearly that he
did not relish the idea of taking the boys
into the matter of his affections, yet to re-
fuse their offer would mean to lose their
sympathy. And as he realized that this
was worth much to him, he felt that any
offers that might be made should be con-
sidered.

“1 got an idea,” Bump told him.

“Wal, are ye so durned stuck on it thet

inquired

ye ain't goin’ to let it loose?” Lawson
sneered.
“No, | ain’'t,” the other retorted hotly.

“An’ if thet's the way ye feel, ye can dig
out yer own ideas.”
singlt 0Opiti, 10 CeNit.
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“ Tell us what it is, Bump,”’ Reckless cut
in, and before Bump could reply Bud
snapped:

“ Come on—out with it!”

Bump stared coldly from one to the other,
then began:

“YVal, as you fellers all knows, they never
was no Easterner with sand enough in ‘ini
to keep from runnin' when he comes up
ag’'in trouble. [IVas they?”

“ Never heard of ‘im. if they was,” one
of the men asserted.

“Wal, then, here's the chance to prove
itt. An’ ye know, Bud, they never was a
true Western gal what didn’t hate a coward,
an’ as Kit's a true—"

“Never mind all thet bush-beatin’,” the
other broke in angrily. “ What's this great
plan ye got to tell me? Out with it!”

Bump showed plainly he resented Law-
son’s words and manner, in view of the
fact that he was doing him a special favor,
but he continued, nevertheless:

“ Hold yer tongue a minute. Ye see, thet
there Monny’ll be coinin’ back here soon—
if he don't, I kin see where you goes clean
crazy—an'—"”

“ Now look here!” Bud broke in, his rage
getting the better of him again.

But Bump held up his hand for silence.

“ What we want to do is to all crawl into
our bunks,” he continued, “ an’ pretend we
was sleepin’ all 'cept me an’ you. We'll be
settin’ here playin’ cards, an’ after Monnv
gets in, you 'cuse me of cheatin’. That'll be
a sign fer each of us to pull our guns. You
shoot over my head, an' I'll fall over like |
was shot.”

Bunk broke into a hearty laugh as he
added:

“1 Kkin jest see thet tenderfoot runnin'
fer Jim’s like they was a pack of coyotes
barkin’ an’ snappin’ at his heels.”

Bump ended his words with another
laugh, in which the others joined. But the
force of the joke did not as vet appeal to
Bud.

“Don’t ye see the p’'int?”
other men queried.

“We'll all see to it thet Jim hears all
'bout it,” Bump explained. “ An’ from
him. of course, it'll git to Kit's ears.”

“ 1 know what she'll say when she hears
‘bout it,” another put in.

Suddenly Lawson’s face lighted up.

“So do I'!'” he exclaimed gleefully.
“And ’'tween what she, an’ Jim, an’ us
would tell thet cuss, he won't want to stay

one of the
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here on the Big D much longer than enough
to git his things together.”

He slapped Bump a resounding whack
on the back, and added:

“ Thet's a great idea of your'n.”

So it was all planned out, and the three
jumped into their bunks without undressing,
while the other two began to play cards.
At first their anticipation caused the mo-
ments to fly quickly, but as Monnv still tar-
ried, time began to drag, as did the game
they were playing.

Bump’s mind was fully occupied in figur-
ing out just how Crawford would act, while
Bud realized that each second that was
passing meant that much more time the
Easterner was spending with Kittie Decker,
and his anger rose to a fever pitch.

“He's coinin’!” Lawson suddenly ex-
claimed in a subdued whisper, as the bark-
ing of the coyotes sounded on the night air.

The men in the bunks hurriedly pulled
the covers up around their necks, while the
two at the table awaited the knock on the
door they knew would follow Crawford’s
endeavors to open it— for they had locked
it to prevent his walking in upon them
before every arrangement was completed.

Then came his rap, followed by his call-
ing to those within, and when at length the
Easterner entered those in the bunks had
their faces turned toward the center of the
room, and appeared to be sleeping soundly,
although in reality they all had their eves
half open to watch developments.

It all came off as arranged, up to the
time of Bud’s shooting over Bump’s head,
and as Bump rolled to the floor, and Craw-
ford fired at Lawson, the three fully dressed
men sprang from their hunks. As Bud
sank down, not a groan escaped him. He
just seemed to crumple up in a heap.

Immediately all was excitement in the
bunk-house.

Bump sprang to his feet, and with the
other three cowboys rushed to Lawson and
lifted the apparently lifeless man to his
chair.

Then Reckless turned upon Crawford,
who seemed dazed by what he had done.

“Ye durned fool! What'd ye shoot fer? ”
he demanded.

“To—to give him what he deserved,”
Crawford replied, as he watched the other

cowboys working over Bud. “ But— but
isn't Bump hurt?”
“Hurt!” Reckless sneered. “ Hurt! Of

course not. Bud shot over his head.”
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“ Over his head ?” the other repeated in-
credulously.

“ Thet's what | jest said.”

“ But— but what for?”

“ To scare you, of course. -Can't ye sec— "

Further words were cut short by the hur-
ried entrance of Decker, who rushed into
the room in a lialf-dressed condition, a re-
volver in each hand, which together with
the look in his eye, proved that he meant
business.

" Wot's goin’ on here?” he demanded, as
he pushed his wav through the men who
surrounded the unconscious cowboy.

For an instant there was no response—
the ranch-owner had a wav all his own of
maintaining discipline on his place, and
the men knew it.

Decker turned from one to the other, as
he said threateningly and in a way that
proved he was very much in earnest:

“ Tasks ye again— what'’s goin' on here? "

“ The tenderfoot shot Bud.” some one
replied.

“Where?” Decker inquired, as he leaned
over the injured man.

“The heart, 1 guess,” Reckless told him,
“ That's what it looked like.”

Decker ripped Lawson’s shirt open, to
gaze at his bare breast, but there was no
wound in sight—no sign of where the bullet
had entered his body.

Suddenly, as they were working over him.
Bud opened his eyes to gaze blankly up
into the faces of the men who surrounded
him, and a weak smile spread over Iris
face.

“1 guess I'm done fer,” he said feebly.
“ Yer tenderfoot got me thet time, Jim.”
Then he added weakly: *“ He’s great on
the draw, an’ greater on the shot.”

“ But where'd he wing ye?” Decker de-
manded.

Lawson raised his hand with seemingly
great effort, and, as his fingers came in
contact with his hated chest, he gave a
slight start.

“ He—he got me—right here,” he said,
as he felt over his heart, and the tone
showed plainly that he wondered at his
being able to speak at all.

“Ye ain't shot in the heart,” Decker
assured him. “ They ain’t a scratch on ye.
What are ye doin'— fakin’'?”

Lawson raised his head so that he could
view his chest, and as he saw no marks of
a wound there, his eyes opened wide with
astonishment.
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“ But—but | felt it,” he insisted. “ Right
there," he added, as he tapped the skin
just over the most vital organ in the body.

Crawford crowded closer when he real-
ized he had not killed the man, and his
relief was intensified when Lawson rose and
strode across the room, apparently very
much alive.

It was now Decker’s turn to be angry.

“1 dunno what this hull thing means,
but durn ye, Bud Lawson, they’'s somethin’
behind this fakin’ of your'n, an’ I'm goin’
to find out what it is.”

“ Fakin'l” Lawson repeated. “ 1 only
wish | was fakin’. But | say | felt the bul-
let here, an'—”

He stopped as he touched his shirt, and
a look of understanding spread over his
face.

“ Here's what it done !” he exclaimed in
amazement, and drew from the pocket on
the left side a small, leather-covered memo-
randum-book. As he held it near the light,
a plain perceptible dent showed directly in
the center of it.

“ Am | fakin’?” he demanded excitedly.

“1 knew | was struck,” he continued,
before any one could speak, “ and it must
have paralyzed my heart. I've heard of
thet bein’ done.”

Then he turned to Crawford, who had
been a silent but eager listener to all that
had been said.

“ Monny,” he exclaimed, as he extended
his hand cordially, “ you're some shot, an’
I got to admire ye for it. Ye Kkin draw
quick, an’ shoot straight, an’ any one what
kin do them two things is welcome on this
here ranch. Boys,”—and he faced the oth-
ers— “ boys, Monny’s one of us, ain’'t he?”

“You bet!” came from them all, and
Decker chuckled to himself at the sudden
turn of events.

“Ye see,” Bud continued to Crawford,
“ we wanted to find out one thing, and we
found out that, an’ also a’' extra one we
wasn't countin’ on. We faked up thet gun-
play to see what ye'd do, an’ how ye'd act.”

He stopped long enough to give vent to
a thoughtful chuckle, then went on: “We
found out, all right, an’ also that you're
some shooter. An’ only fer thet there note-

book, I guess | wouldn’t be talkin’ to ye
now.”

“1I'm so glad it was there,” Crawford
rejoined fervently. “ And | want to be one
of you.”

“Ye sure are!” Lawson cried. “ Didn’'t
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Then
" But

| jest say so, and thet makes it so!"
his voice lowered as he queried:
where’'d ye learn to shoot so good ?”

“In New York,” Crawford replied slow-
ly, almost hesitatingly.

“ Does they use revolvers much there?”
Decker asked curiously.

The result of what was a mere chance
shot had done so much toward altering the
opinions of these men that, while Crawford
was not given to prevarication, this seemed
a case where it was not only pardonable,
but necessary, so he answered:

“ Oh, yes, a great deal. That is, among
a certain set there. In fact, revolver prac-
tise is quite a fad at present, and is being
taken up by a"large number of people. |
was one of the first, and—well, | am con-
sidered some shot in our club.”

“Your club! ” Reckless repeated.

“Yes,” Crawford assured him, as he re-
alized that he had got into the thing so deep
that there was nothing for him to do but
to plunge in deeper. “ You see, the fad
there has become so general that many re-
volver clubs have been formed. 1 hold the
record in mine, and” — a self - satisfied
smirk spread over his features— “ | guess
I've proven that I'm entitled to it.”

“Wal, | guess ye hev!” and Lawson's
words had behind them a certain emphasis
that could not be mistaken. “ 1 guess ye
hev!” he repeated thoughtfully.

CHAPTER VII.
FROM HORSES TO GIRLS.

Long after the rest of the boys were
snoring peacefully, Monroe Crawford la)'
awake in his bunk, thanking the fate which
had been so good to him as to permit that
chance shot.

As a matter of fact, he ivas totally un-
familiar with a revolver, his entire ac-
guaintance with firearms being limited to
the slight practise he had had with a rifle.
And now. that one lucky shot had been the
means of placing him on an entirely differ-
ent basis with the cowboys, he was deter-
mined to bank on it to its full limit, hoping
that in the meantime he would have the op-
portunity to become as proficient as these
men now considered him.

There was even a certain marked rever-
ence in the manner of the Chinese cook at
breakfast next morning, and the cordiality
of the boys was most pronounced. But

479

whenever mention was made of the incident
of the night before Crawford endeavored to
pass it off lightly, and in this way only
added to the respect of the others. They
took it for modesty on his part, and figur-
atively placed him on a higher pedestal
than ever.

He had just left the mess-house, and
stood a moment talking with Decker, when
a cheery voice called out “ Good morning,”
and he turned quickly to see Kittie's smi-
ling face.

“ Good morning,” he returned, and as the
ranch-owner walked toward the corral
Crawford stepped to the girl’'s side.

“ Say, you am shoot, can't you?” she
said, and she smiled her admiration.

“Well, so they tell me,” and the East-
erner chuckled, realizing that he had risen
in her estimation, too.

“You're too modest,” Kittie told him.
“When | spoke about gun-play last night
you passed it off so that | thought you were
new at the game. But from what father
tells me—"

“Oh, it wasn't anything,
see, | thought Bud was—"

At that instant the cowboy to whom he
referred emerged from the bunk-house, and
his face clouded a trifle as he saw the two
before him.

“Bud, come here,” Kittie called, and
Lawson advanced, although plainly against
his will.

“ Came near cashing in last night, didn't
you ?” she remarked.

“ Putty near,” he was forced to admit.

“ If you asked me for a piece of advice,”
Kittie continued, “ I'd tell you always to
know your man thoroughly before you try
to mix things up with him. If you don't,
you're apt to get hurt.”

Then she added, her face wreathed in a
knowing smile: “ By the way. Bud, are
you going to town to-day? Did you ask
father?”

Her tone and look escaped neither of the
men, and Lawson knew she had not for-
gotten his excuse for the intrusion of the
evening before.

“ 1— 1 don’t think—ye see, | changed my
mind,” was all he said, and, turning from
them, he walked rapidly toward the bunk-
house.

Kittie turned again to Crawford, and the
latter realized more than ever just how
pretty she really was, and the broad smile
of admiration she now bestowed on him

really. You
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showed an additional charm— a set of teeth
that were perfect. Where the night before
he had thought her one of the prettiest and
most attractive girls he had ever met, he
now decided she was the most beautiful
creature he had ever gazed upon, and from
that moment fell desperately in love with
her.

“ It seems good to have some one on the
ranch who can shoot,” she told him. “ The
boys are all fair at gun-play, but as erratic
and uncertain at it as a half-broken pony.
And when they're that way they might just
as well be the worst shots in all Wyoming,
as far as being sure of themselves is con-
cerned."

Further conversation was interrupted by
Decker’s reappearance, and Crawford’s ac-
tual work as one of the cowboys on the Big
D ranch began.

“ They ain’t much doin' now,” Jim told
him. “ Things is putty quiet on a ranch
at this time of the year, so |I'd advise ye
gettin’ sorter used to things while ye hev
the chance. They's a few things ye oughter
learn.”

“1'm ready,"” the Easterner announced.

“Wal, then s'pose we gits ye ’'quainted
with sech things as a saddle an’ bridle, an"
—well, mebbe a bucker or two.”

“ Anything you suggest,” Crawford
eagreed, but there was a noticeable lack of
the self-assurance that had been so marked
in his previous speech.

Decker took his pupil to the corral, and
together they spent a good part of the day
with “ buckers ” of various degrees of vi-
ciousness, with the cowboys as an interested
audience.

The ranch-owner proved to be a careful
as well as an efficient teacher, first mount-
ing Crawford on a very mild form of out-
law; then, when the Easterner refused to
be ffirown from his back, sticking on for
some moments, a more violent one was
brought out.

This horse acted quite differently.

Crawford had hardly touched the saddle
when he felt himself being propelled
through space, to land heavily some feet
away; and when he picked himself up he
had within him a growing hatred of every
four-footed animal. But he had already
made a marked impression upon the cow-
Iroys with his supposed ability as a marks-
man, so he decided to show his courage
and decision in sticking to the back of the
bucker. As a matter of fact, he was far
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better acquainted with horses than with
firearms.

Before the dinner-hour arrived he had
succeeded to a degree that astonished the
onlookers as well as himself, and their con-
tempt that had been so plainly shown wheh
he had arrived now changed to complete
admiration, not only of his shooting prow-
ess, but of his ability as a rider as well.

The afternoon was spent in familiarizing
himself with various duties, and after sup-
per he went over to Decker's shack to have
a little chat and a smoke. But the old
rancher proved to be in anything but a talk-
ative mood, so practically all the conversa-
tion was carried on by Crawford and Kit-
tie, and presently Decker retired to his
room.

“1 ain't feelin’ very well to-night,” he
said as he rose. “ But you stay an' talk to
Kittie, Monny. Mebbe she’ll let ye git a
word in once in a while.”

Decker chuckled as he left the room, and
the fact that they were left alone did not
upset Crawford in the least. In fact, his
call was made with the only idea of spend-
ing a few moments with the girl. He had
been looking forward to the opportunity all
day. Even his assertion when he had en-
tered that he thought he’'d come over and
smoke a pipe before turning in, although
apparently addressed to Decker, was spoken
with his eyes feasting upon Kittie.

“ How do you think you're going to like
ranching?” she asked. '

“In this case, it's not a case of think-
ing,” he replied with an expressive smile.
“ It's knowing with me now.”

“I'm glad to hear that.”

“Why?”

The suddenness of the question rather
took the girl aback, and she answered slow-
ly: “Oh, I don’'t know, but | suppose it's
because you're so different from the other
boys. You know, | like to talk to people
who are more intelligent—who know more
than | do myself. Then one can learn
something from them.”

“ That statement is worthy of a deep
thinker—one who lives to gather knowl-
edge.”

“ Perhaps,” was all
awkward silence fell,
Kittie broke it.

“ Dad tells me you're some horseman,”
she remarked, looking up at him.

“Well, | managed to stick on,” Craw-
ford returned. “ They only threw me once.”

she said, and an
but a moment later
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The girl made no attempt to conceal her
admiration. Her whole face lighted up as
she went on:

“ You know, Monnv, you're awfully dif-
ferent from the other tenderfoots we’'ve had
out here.”

“In— in what way?”
leaned a trifle closer to her.

“Why, in every way. There isn't the
slightest resemblance. In the first place,
you're honest, and your face shows it; and
that's more than | can say of some of the
bragging ones who have been here. You're
healthy and strong—you can ride, and last,
but far from least, you can shoot.”

Crawford winced a trifle at these last
words. It hurt his conscience to know that
this girl believed him to be what he was
not. It was on the tip of his tongue to
tell her how he was deceiving her, but on
second thought he decided not to do so.

Instead, he determined to devote all his
spare time to secret practise with a revolver,
so that he could soon attain that proficiency
which she now' considered he possessed.

“Tell me about New York,” she said
suddenly. “ All about it. And about your-
self and your people, and—and the East-
ern girls.”

“1'll take that last part first,” Craw-
ford laughed. *“ And | can speak frankly
because | have no sisters to defame when |
tell you my opinion of the feminine sex
there.”

“ Defame?” she repeated questioning!}.

“ Yes, because | certainly can't praise
them. Quite the opposite, in fact. The
girjs there— speaking collectively, of course
— are selfish to such a degree that it is posi-
tively disgusting.”

“ Really?” and her eyes opened wide in
astonishment.

“ Then they're conceited and self-opin-
ionated,” he continued. “ Their one
thought is dress and a desire to have more
gentlemen admirers than their best friend.
And the girl who has the most men trail-
ing at her heelsjjasn’'t a shred of reputation
left when her less fortunate acquaintances
get through tearing it apart.”

“ 1 don’t think | quite understand,” Kit-
tie said simply.

“No, | don’'t suppose you do,” he told
her; and as he spoke he gazed into her
eyes so steadily that the color rose to her
cheeks, and she dropped her head, appar-
ently becoming greatly interested in the tee
of her riding-boot.

he asked, and
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“No one can who hasn't been one of
them,” he went on. “ And | hope that will
never be your misfortune. You must al-
ways remain just as you are now— honest,
frank, and the prettiest girl in the whole
world.”

Then, before she could recover from the
confusion, his words caused, he added:
“ And the very best, too.”

Suddenly she became herself again, and,
looking up into his face, she smiled.

“ You're awfully rapid when it comes to
getting acquainted, aren't you?” she said.

But Crawford was too earnest to be
turned aside by such light remarks.

“ Kittie,” he began, and she started a
trifle at.his serious look and tone, “ do you
think that a meeting must first ripen into
acquaintance— acquaintance grow to friend-
ship—and friendship to—well, love?”

“1—1 don't know,” and her confusion
showed that she was totally unprepared for
such a question.

“ Neither do I, and | can only take my-
self as an example. | don't believe it. |
believe love comes with first sight.”

“ Lots of people claim that,” Kittie said,
and there was a simplicity in her manner
and voice that touched Crawford keenly. '

“ And they're right. | believe that for
every Jack there's a Jill, and that when
they meet they recognize each other.”
Then he added as he gazed into her face:
“1 knew you.”

But Kittie was endowed with the usual
characteristics of a pretty girl, whether she
live in Lapland, New York, or Wyoming—
a desire to play with an admirer, and she
laughed heartily as she declared: *“ Of
course you did, after dad introduced us.”

“1 don't mean that,- Crawford broke in
impatiently. “ 1 mean—"

“ Now, Monnv, don't tell me your name'’s
Jack and mine’s Jill, because it isn't so,”
she interrupted, and her eyes flashed
roguishly. “ And besides, we're foolish to
talk this way. You're an Easterner and
I'm a Westerner, and there are many things
that separate us— mountains, plains, rivers,
and valleys. Our ways are different—"

“But | want them to be the same,”
Crawford declared fervently. “ 1 want— ”

“We don’t always get what we want,
Monnv,” Kittie told him. *“ If ue did, we
wouldn't appreciate it. It's what we work
and struggle and fight for that gives us the
most pleasure and satisfaction when we
finally get it—if we do.”
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“That's very true,” he admitted; “ but
don’'t you see, Kittie, I'm an Easterner bv
birth, but a Westerner by adoption? So
that removes one objection.”

“ It sounds all right, but in practise it's
all wrong. At present you're just like a
Western horse that is shipped to New York.
He really isn't any good till he's accli-
mated, and that generally takes a year. Do
you understand?”

She looked up into his face, but there
was an earnestness and strength of purpose
in the latter that caused her to drop her
eyes quickly again.

“No, | don't’see it that way,” he said
slowly, and his voice sounded strangely
hollow. Then he added in even a more
solemn tone:

“ Kittie, you've caught me, and you've
hooked me well. Are you going to do like
the fisherman does who goes after bluefish
and gets a skate on his line? ”

“ Why— what— "

“ He throws it back in the water.”

“ l—1 really don’t understand you.”

“ A bluefish and a skate are as different
as an Easterner and a Westerner. Are you
fishing for a Westerner?”

“I'm not fishing for anything or any-
body,” she retorted with much injured dig-
nity.

“ But— but don’t you see—don’t you un-
derstand— " He stammered, angry with
himself that he had used a simile to which
she took exceptions. “ Hang it.all, Kittie,
I'm going to take you to New York with
me some day. |'m going to have you all
for my own. | want you—you're so dif-
ferent from the girls I've met, and— well,
you understand, don't you?” And he
looked up into her face almost pleadingly.

“1 think 1| do,” she replied frankly.
“You're trying to tell me that you've fallen
desperately in love with me—that I'm the
only girl you've ever loved, or ever will
love.”

She paused an instant, then continued
lightly: “ Isn’'t it strange how even the
bravest men can’'t seem to get those words
off their tongues?”

“ Kittie!” Crawford exclaimed joyfully.
“Then you do understand! You know,
and—"”

“1 know that if you don't go to bed
now you'll not be able to get up in the
morning.”

The words and her manner took Craw-
ford so completely by surprise that it robbed
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him of his power of speech,
staring wide-eyed at her.

“You know, Monny,” she continued.
“You admitted that we don't appreciate
what we get easily.”

“ But—but don’'t you see,” he managed
to stammer, “ this is different — vastly dif-
ferent?”

“ Not at all,” she argued. “ And as far
as your making love to me, think of the
fellow who had a forty-mile ride to make,
and forced his pony -to full speed right
from the start. The poor little animal had
only gone six miles when he dropped dead
from overwork. The rider was left all by
himself, so you see it doesn’t always pay to
push things too fast at the start.”

Crawford couldn't take offense at her
words— they were' spoken so frankly, and
such a pleasing smile lit up her features
that he laughed good-naturedly.

“ Ferhaps you're right,” he agreed.

“1 know I am. So good night.”

Crawford took the hand she extended,
and Kittie made no objections to his hold-
ing it a trifle longer than is usual in so-
ciety. Then he turned toward the door.

“ Good night,” he said, and the same
parting words kept ringing in his ears as
he crossed over to the bunk-house.

leaving him

CHAPTER VIII.
A DISQUIETIN'G PROSPECT.

For some days Crawford thought himself
in a second heaven. He had mastered
enough horsemanship to make him a real
cowboy, and this, together with the respect
the others had for his shooting ability, made
him a sort of leader among them.

To add to his peace of mind, Bud Law-
son seemed resigned to the fact that Kittie
no longer favored him (Bud) in any way,
and this fact seemed to rob him of much
of his former bravado— so much so that
when the other boys began to look upon
the Easterner as their recognized head he
raised no objections, but fell in line with
them.

All of Crawford’'s evenings were spent
in the little shack, and where at first he had
endeavored to make violent love to Kittie,
she had put him off so adroitly he now
decided to bide his time, feeling certain that
he already knew her real attitude toward
him. Thus he grew to feel a sort of owner-
ship in the girl.
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And in many ways he was not without
reason for taking this view of matters.
Surely Kittie showed plainly that all her
thoughts were of him, and whenever she
went for a ride over the prairie Crawford
accompanied her, provided the work on the
ranch did not interfere.

He had already written two or three let-
ters to his parents, telling them of all the
pleasure he was getting out of the life in
Wyoming— but avoiding carefully any allu-
sion to Kittie— and his glowing descriptions
gave them much satisfaction.

“ How’'d you ever come to want to go on
a ranch?” Kittie asked him one evening.

This question brought Lockwood to his
mind for the first time since he had reversed
the feelings of the boys toward him, and the
thought of his .friend plunged Crawford in
reflection so deep that he did not reply im-
mediately.

“Of what are you thinking?” the girl
asked curiously’

Crawford came back to the present with a
sudden jerk.

“Why—you see,” he answered slowly—
“you see, | was thinking of the fellow who
first gave me the disease that <should be
known as Westitis.”

“ So you caught it from some one else?”

“Yes. He had just been out here in Wyo-
ming, and when he came back to New York
he was enthusiastic over the country and the
life. He and | were great friends, and he
painted everything in such glowing colors
that—well, | just couldn’t stay cramped up
there any longer. | had to come out here.”

“ Oh, | see,” she laughed.

“ So when father mentioned that he knew
your father | made him write and arrange
matters for me.”

Kittie nestled deeper in the old chintz-
covered chair.

“ Tell me about this friend of yours,” she
went on. “ What is he like?”

“Well, in the first place, his name is
Lockwood,” Crawford told her.

“ A pretty name,” she remarked.

“ He's about my size—strong, healthy,
quite good-looking, with a nice disposition,
and—"

He broke off suddenly as he noted the ex-
pression of deep interest on her face, and
there was a trace of pique in his voice as he
asked quickly:

“ But why are you so interested in him ?
Aren’t you quite satisfied with— with—"

He was about to say “ with me,” but re-

483

calling the artistic way she had of turning
his seriousness into a joke, added instead:
“ with my company?”

“ Of course I am, foolish man,” she said
chidingly; “ but I like to hear about the out-
side world and those who live in it. I'm
so pitifully narrow—why, Monny, | don’t
know anything about the country beyond the
horizon that we can see from the corral.”

“ Haven't you ever been in a big city?”
he inquired.

“Well, yes, once— if you can call Chey-
enne a big city. | went there with father
a long time ago. | was a mere child, so |
don’t remember much about it. But go on
about your friend.”

“ Oh, Lockwood’s an awfully good fel-
low,” he said carelessly. “ And, in a way,
I wish he were out here with me.”

“Why the ‘in a way'?” she wanted to
know.

“ 1— I guess that was superfluous,” Craw-
ford admitted, but he knew it wasn't As
a matter of fact, since his arrival at Deck-
er's he had never quite believed Lockwood’s"
statements regarding his experiences in
Wyoming; and now that he had established
himself on such a firm footing it would
have given him extreme satisfaction to have
the privilege of lording it over him. As re-
gards Kittie, he had come to consider her
his personal property, so he waved aside any
fears on that point.

“If he's any good at all I know father
would like to get him out here,” she said
now. “Only last night he said he'd be
short - handed for the round - up, and was
wishing he could get one more man.”

“Is that so?” Crawford remarked
thoughtfully—he was weighing the advi-
sability of suggesting Lockwood, particu-
larly in view of the fact that his friend had
stated that in the early spring he was going
to Wyoming again.

“Yes, and | know father would take him
now, just to be sure of having him then,”
Kittie went on. “Why don’t you speak to
him about it? ”

“ 1 think I will,” Crawford agreed; and
when he left, some time later, for the bunk-
house, the matter was still uppermost in his
mind.

It required some consideration, though,
and for some time he lay awake revolving
it carefully in his mind.

In the first place, he felt certain that
Lockwood had stretched the facts when he
had related his experiences—his own re-
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ception told him that— but yet there was a
chance that perhaps they had been based on
truth. And should this prove to be the
case, there was the danger that Lockwood
might usurp the place to which he himself
had already risen.

Another objection was that Monny would
have to take him into his confidence re-
garding the chance shot; and this settled it
— he decided that Tom Lockwood was really
not necessary to the successful conducting
of Jim Decker’s Big D ranch.

This conclusion reached, he turned over
and went to sleep, and had forgotten it
entirely when, on his way to the mess-house
the next morning, Decker called to him.

“ Come over after breakfast, Monny,-
he said. “ | wants to see ye.”

Crawford bolted his food, wondering what
Decker had to say to him, but, as he rea-
soned it out, it was something concerning his
attentions to Kittie. So he hurried over to
the shack as quickly as possible.

“ Monny,” the ranch-owner began, “ Kit-
tie's been tellin’ me thet you knows a feller
who's been a bit of a cow-puncher, an’ thet
he might like to come out here.”

“Why, yes, | did mention it to her,”
Crawford replied. “ But I'm not sure he'd
come.”

“ An’ ye ain’'t sure he won't, nuther, arc
ye?”

“No, I'm not.”

“WaJ, | wants ye to git him to come. |
got use fer another feller fer the round-up
—in fac’, | got to hev one, an’ his bein’ a
friend of your'n, he'll be real company fer
ye, 'sides bein’ a lot of help jest when |
need 'im.”

“l—1 believe he’d come—that is, I'm
sure he's coming to Wyoming—he told me
so himself— but of course | don’t know what
plans lie’'s made. You see, he may already
have made arrangements to go with some
other ranch.”

“ Mebbe,” Decker admitted.
But it's wuth findin’ out. Leastwise, it is
to me. | tell ye, | got to git a feller, an’ if

ye can’t git him, do you know of any others
there in Noo York ye could write to? ”

“ But do you really want a tenderfoot? ’

“ They's better'n nothin’, and ye cant
git no one out here now fer love er money.
So | got to depend on you. Ain't there no
one?”

“ 1—1 can’t think of anybody,” Crawford
replied thoughtfully, but his preoccupied
manner was not caused by any brain-rack-

“ Mebbe.
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ing. Instead of endeavoring to recall the
name of some friend who would want to
rough it, he was still wondering whether it
would be advisable to get Lockwood to come.

“Write him, anyway,” Decker insisted.

Just then Kittie appeared, and, having
lizard the last part of the conversation, she
said:

“ Do it over here to-night. I've got the
writing materials, and as father is going to
town to-morrow he can mail it then.”

“ All right,- Crawford agreed.
write him to-night, as you suggest.”

All that day he reasoned the matter to
himself, and decided that after all it might
be a good thing to have Lockwood come,
even if it would mean the explaining of his
chance shot. But, to make certain of his
friend’s secrecy in this matter, he would
give out, before the latter’s arrival, an exag-
gerated statement about how well Lockwood
could shoot. In this way the two would be
bound to the concealment of the real facts
by a common bond.

And he also felt certain that, no matter
what other plans Lockwood had made, he
could be persuaded to come to Decker's.

That evening at supper he turned cas-
ually to Lawson.

“Well, Bud,” he remarked, “there's a
chance we may have another tenderfoot
here on the ranch in a few days.”

“ Wot's thet?” Lawson queried quickly,
and bristled up a trifle.

“Jim wants me to send for a friend of
mine in New York, and I'm going to write
him to-night.-

“Is he a real tenderfoot?” Bump asked,
with a knowing glance toward Lawson.

“ Well, not exactly,” Crawford replied.
“ He spent a few months last summer on a
ranch out here, so he’s not exactly a green-
horn.”

“Kin he shoot?” Reckless queried, and
he grinned wisely at Bud.

“1 think he can.”

There was a peculiar emphasis on the
one word that was so significant it could
not escape those gathered around the table.

“ Then, jest take a day off an’ tell Bud
all 'bout it,” Reckless laughed. “ 1 'mem-
ber once hearin’ some one say thet fore-
warned was a good thing, an’ mebbe 'tis in
some cases.”

For an instant Lawson made no reply,
but the look he cast toward the cowboys
spoke volumes.

“'"Twon't be long 'fore tenderfoots’ll run
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all the ranches out here if things keeps on
like they’s started,” Bud growled at length.
“ An’ swipin' all our gals,” Bump put in.
This was more than Lawson could bear.
He sprang from the table and stalked out
of the room, leaving behind him a half-fin-
ished meal and a chorus of hearty laughs.
* So this new feller kin shoot, eh?” Reck-

less queried as soon as the mirth had sub-

sided.

“ He certainly can,” Crawford replied.

“ As good as you?”

“Well, I wouldn’t say that, exactly.”

The Easterner had no desire to yield to
any one the palm he had so unworthily won.

“No,” he continued, “ I'm free to say |I'm
much the better shot— that is, I'm always
sure where Lockwood isn't. But at that
I'd be willing to bet on him against any
one around here %ten it comes to target
practise.”

For a moment the men ate on in silence,
then Reckless glanced toward Crawford,
and as their eyes met the latter thought he
detected a twinkle in the other's.

“ Look here, Monny, some day we oughter
hev some target practise,” he said. “ You're
sech a durned good shot, ye'd be a good
teacher fer us boys, an’ leam us the things
'bout shootin’ we don’t know?.”

* Thet's right,” Bump put in. “We all
wants to ese ye shoot some more.” Then
he added quickly: “ But at a target — not
at us.”

“ Ed— 1'd be only too glad to teach you
all 1 know,” Crawford stammered truth-
fully.

“ Then, some day we'll arrange it,” Bumf
went on.

“ Yes—some day,” Crawford agreed:
and, as he had finished his meal, he rose
to start toward Decker’s shack. As he stum-
bled along the path he chuckled to himself:

Some day ' very often never comes.”

Kittie was awaiting him, and the writing
materials were spread out on the table:

“.Everything is ready for the letter to Mr.
Lockwood,” she told him.

“ An’ write him a good one,” Decker put
in.  “Make it strong. Let on to him thet
this here ranch is sot right down in a regilar
Garden of Eden, ’'stead of the loneliest,
bleakest, God-forsakenest part of Wyo-
ming.”

“1 will.” the other laughingly assured
him, and his thoughts reverted to Lock-
wood’s own description of Wyoming, and he
knew7he could not equal that.
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He sat down to the task, and when he had
finished it, and read the letter over aloud, he
was really surprised that he had been able
to put the whole thing in such an alluring
light He dwelt at considerable length upon
the fact that he was practically the foreman
of the ranch, as well as the best shot in the
district.

“ If thet don’'t fetch him, they’s only one
other thing thet will,” Decker declared.

“ And what's that?” Kittie queried.

“ A team of oxen,” the old man chuckled.
“But | guess we won't need them. Now,
give me thet letter, so | can mail it in the
mornin’.”

Crawford handed it over, and shortly aft-
erward the ranch owner went to bed, leaving
the young couple alone for their regular eve-
ning chat.

“ Em awfully anxious to see Mr. Lock-
wood,” Kittie remarked absently.

“What for?” Crawford asked quickly.

“Oh, | don't know. Don't you see, |
think people form a mental picture of any
one about whom they hear a lot, and— and
— then—"

“ Then what?”

“ Then sometimes the picture turns out to
be all wrong. Funny, isn't it?”

“ | fail to see the joke.”

“Why, | didn’t mean that there was any-
thing laughable about it. But why do you
look so cross? Your face is as black as a
thunder-cloud.”

“ 1 can’'t understand why you're so crazy
to see Lockwood, or why—"

“1'm really anxious to see if he’s like the
picture I've made of him in my mind,” she
interrupted. “ And as you say he can shoot,
you'd better look to your laurels, Monny—
look to them.”

CHAPTER IX.
SANDY APPEARS.

Crawford didn't sleep any too well that
night. Something told him that if Lock-
wood came he would bring with him some
sort of trouble, but as to the exact brand
he could not decide. So he hoped that
his reply would state that the plans he had
already made would prevent his accepting
Decker's offer.

But as day after day passed without any
letter from him at all, the fear gradually
wore off until, in a way, Lock-wood was
forgotten.



486

Monroe Crawford still ruled the ranch,
as it were, and was in the habit of taking
long rides when the opportunity presented
itself. And they were with a purpose.

He would gallop far out on the prairie,
and when he had gone some miles from the
scattered group of buildings which marked
the Big D settlement, he would dismount,
and after rigging up a target, would spend
some time shooting at it.

But, strange to say, it made little im-
provement in his marksmanship — he was
still about as bad a shot as could very well
be imagined.

This fact gave him much worry, and he
considered the matter from every stand-
point in an effort to explain it. But all to
no purpose. He was simply lacking in
shooting ability, and could not overcome
the fear that always possessed him when he
held a revolver.

He had spent the whole morning in this
way one day, and when he returned the
boys were at their noon meal. They no-
ticed that he was not as talkative as usual,
but no one remarked about it.

Crawford was certainly depressed— far
more so than was apparent on the surface.
And he felt he had good cause to be.

After a morning spent in shooting at a
propped up board, and failing to hit it
with more than one shot out of five, he
had come to the full realization of the fact
that his success as a cowboy certainly did
not lie in his accuracy with a revolver, and
it worried him keenly.

Just at the completion of the meal, the
rattle of a galloping horse reached those at
the table, and they hurried to the door, to
find there a plainsman who was to Craw-
ford a total stranger.

“ Hallo, Bud !” the newcomer called, as
he sprang from his horse. “ Ain't seen
ye in a long while."

“ Ain’t seen you, neither, Sandy," Lawson
returned, and he advanced toward the man,
who was searching in his inside pocket for
something.

“ Got a feller here named Crawford?”
the stranger asked, after nodding to the
rest of the cowboys.

* Sure hev," Reckless replied, as with the
others he crowded about the stranger, while
Monroe kept on the outside of the circle.

“1 was to town to-day, an' got a letter
fer 'ini,”” Sandy went on. “ A letter from
Noo York. So | jest thought I'd come
'round this way an’ leave it fer *im, an’
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at the same time sat' how de do to you
boys. An’ considerin’ thet | ain’'t seen ye
all in 'bout two months, | wasn't sure
whether ye was alive an’ kickin’ or not.”

“Wal, we’s alive, but we ain't doin’
much kickin’,” Reckless replied. “ Thet is,
none of the boys is ’'cept Bud, an’ he's
been kickin’ so durned hard thet if he's
ever put in shafts they'll hev to put a
kickin’ strap on ’'im, or he’ll smash the
durned wagon- to bits.”

Sandy looked up quickly from his search
of his pockets, and stared at Lawson ques-
tioning!}.

“ What's gone wrong, Bud? ” he inquired
in his slow drawl.

“ Ain't nothin’ gone wrong,” the other
growled.

“X0?” Sandy said with a rising inflec-
tion; then he began to again search his
pockets.

“ Thet's what | said,” Bud snarled.
all heard me.”

“ Oh, yes,” Sandy agreed, “ we heard ye
denyin it, but | wasn't dead sure whether
'twas you speakin’ or a coyote growlin’
over a old chunk of last yeafis boss-flesh.”

At this juncture Sandy’s fingers closed
on the letter, and as he held it out Craw-
ford stepped forward and took it.

“ Thank you,” he said, as he studied the
envelope keenly.

“ So yer name's Crawford, eh?” the
stranger remarked as he stared at the East-
erner from head to foot.

“ You've got it,” was Manny's reply, and
without another word he turned on his
heel and started toward Decker’'s shack,
in the window of which he had caught a
glimpse of Kittie, who now hurried to let
him in.

“ You've got your reply?”
eagerly.

“ Yes— from Lockwood,"” and Crawford
tore open the envelope.

“ What's he say? ” Kittie wanted to know
after a brief pause, during which Craw-
ford scanned the sheets hurriedly.

“ He says that he'll be delighted to come,
and—"

.Monny paused an instant as he read on,
then added in a tone of mild excitement:

“Ye

she queried

“Why, he's on his way here now1l He
says he’ll arrive Thursday! That's to-
morrow !'”

“ It surely is,” the girl agreed. “ How
exciting!”

“ Look here, Kittie," retorted Crawford,
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“you seem awfully eager to see Lockwood.
Why is it?”

I've explained all that before,” she con-
tended.

“ 1 know you have, but | want this thing
fixed up right now.”

“What do you mean?”
her eyes flashed in anger.

“ Tv® told you how 1 feel toward you,
and—"

“ Monnv,” she broke in, and a firmness
settled in the lines about her mouth, “you
know what I've said about that. We're
awfully good friends, so let's stay so.”

“ Friendship's a good thing in some
cases, but there are others where it isn't
strong enough. In ours, it's mighty insuf-
ficient.”

“Then I'lll have to tell you that it's
gut to be sufficient for the time being, at
least.” Then her voice dropped a trifle
and there was a ring of sympathy in it as
she added, “ I'll tell vou one thing, Monnv.”

“ What's that?” '

“ That | like you better than any otheT
person |’'ve ever met.”

“ But—but that doesn’'t say you alwavs
will.”

“ Quite true, but |
about that, if | were you.”
, Crawford gazed at her joyfully, then
started forward as if to take her in his
arms.

“Then you—"

But she sprang nimbly to one side.

“ Can't | ever teach you manners?” she
cried laughingly. “ You're just like a coy-
ote chasing a calf that's got away from
its mother.”

“1 could eat you,” Crawford declared.

“But you won't So run along now.
You're not paid to spend your time with
me. That's all right in the evenings, but
not during the day. [I'll see you to-night?”

“You bet you will!” he cried, as he
dashed out at the door and started for the
bunk-house.

she asked, and

wouldn’'t worry

CHAPTER X.
UPHOLDING A REPUTATION.

Sandy watched Crawford as he saun-
tered toward Decker’'s shack, and a light
of understanding came into his eyes. Then
he gave vent to a low whistle and faced
Reckless.

“ So thet's it, eh?” he chuckled.
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“What's *it ' ?” Lawson demanded hotly.

“It’s him an’ Kittie.”

No one either affirmed or denied his
statement.

“Wal, I'll tell ye, Sandy,” Reckless said
at length. “Any feller what's as clever
with shootin’-irons as that there tenderfoot
is, ye've got to give him the credit what's
due him.”

* Clever with shootin’-irons?”
repeated. “ Is he a shooter?”

“Is he a shooter?” Bump repeated, and”
then he broke into a loud guffaw. *“ Ask
Bud.”

Sandy faced Lawson.

“ What's happened, Bud?” he inquired.

But that cowboy refused to be made a
committee of one to explain matters, and
only growled, “ Ask Reckless."

“Wal, considerin’ thet it's warmer in
the bunk-house then it is here, let's move
this hull meetin’ there,” Reckless suggest-
ed, and the others followed him inside,
after first seeing to it that the visitor's pony
was securely tied.

After they had all taken seats around
the big stove, Reckless told of the incident
which had proved to them just what a
wonderful marksman Crawford was, and
the laugh that followed at Bud’'s expense
only tended to increase that cowboy’s ire.

Sandy

“ Mebbe ’'twas a chance shot,” Sandy
remarked.
“ Chance shot!” Lawson sneered. “ Wal,

I should say not! Thet boy kin outshoot
any one of us, four to one. | ain't no
coward by a durned sight, but | got a heap
of respect fer a gun in the hands of one
who knows how to draw quick an’ shoot
straight. I'm some shot myself, but I
ain't lookin’ fer no mix-up with thet fel-
ler. 1 got a certain likin’ fer the Big D
ranch, an’ | don’t want to leave it by the
hurry-up trail.” He shook his head wisely.

I admits he’s a hull lot more’n a match
fer me.”

“1 guess any one here'll
Reckless put in.

“ Ain't so durned sure of thet,” Sandy
drawled. “ When ye says thet, ye includes
me, an' | got a objection to bein’ included.”

“ What ye mean? ” Bud demanded.

“ 1 means thet this here ranch never did
Lev no gun-pullers on it. Our boys could
outshoot you fellers two fer one, an’ ye
knows it, ’'cause we've proved it to ye
plenty of times. Ain’t thet so?”

“ Well, ye-all kin shoot some, but—" vy

admit thet,”
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“They ain't no ‘buts’ ’'lowed now,”
Sandy interrupted. “We fellers on the
Diamond Star hez a repitation to keep up,
an’ we'll do it if it Kills off half of us.
We worked hard fer thet repitation, an’ we
ain't lettin’ no one take it away from us
'less they got a better claim to it then we
has. Look here, I'll tell ye what I'll do—
me pussonally.”

“What?” came from every throat in the
room.

“1'll shoot a match with this here feller
fer a hundred dollars a side, an’ | kin tell
ye, ye'd better bring along a few pocket-
fuls of money, 'cause our boys'll be there
to make bets as fast as ye'll say the word.
Is itago?”

“Why, of course; we'll have to* put it
up to—"

“It's more'n a go,” Sandy interrupted.
“1t's a challenge, an’ if this here feller's
willin’ to accept, we'll pull it off quick,
'fore the round-up starts.”

He chuckled as he added: “ It's a pleas-
ant way to make a few extra dollars, an’ |
could jest use 'em, 'cause | wants to buy
a saddle | seen in Cheyenne when | was
there last fall.”

“ Now, to be puftecly candid, Sandy,”
Reckless remarked in his slow, deliberate
way, “ | got a idea you fellers’ll be throwin’
yer money away. This Crawford’'s a won-
der, an'—"

“Wal, considerin’ thet it's our money
thet's bein’ thrown, an’ also the fac’' thet
we likes to hev somethin’ good to throw it
at, | guess you ain't got no kick cornin’.
As | was sayin'—"”

He stopped abruptly as Crawford en-
tered the room, and stared keenly at the
man with whom he was trying to arrange
a match.

“ Monny, this here is Sandy,” Bud spoke
up.
“ Pleased to meet you,” Crawford said,
and he shook warmly the hand the stranger
extended.

“lIs—is yer friend cornin’?” Reckless
inquired, in an effort to break the embar-
rassment of the situation.

“ He's due here to-morrow. 1'm going to
town in the morning to meet him.”

“Is he a crack shot, too?”
queried.

Crawford flushed a trifle.

“ Yes, he certainly is,” he replied, after
a second’s hesitancy.

“ As good as you are? ” Bump insisted.

Bump
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“ Well, 1 wouldn't say that exactly. But
take it from me, he’'s some shot.”

“ The boys has been tellin’ me thet you're
putty handy with a gun,” Sandy put in,
as he faced Crawford.

“ Well, I have done quite some shooting
in my time,” the Easterner asserted in a
tone which he tried to make appear as off-
hand as possible.

“ Then vye'd hed
Sandy went on.

“ Yes, because revolver-shooting is all
the go in New York. Everybody shoots
there.”

“ Then Noo York is somewhat like Wy-
oming, ain't it?”

Crawford could not help but detect the
significant tone Sandy was using, and a
growing alarm came over him as to what
might be in the wind.

“ In—in what way?” he faltered.

“ Everybody shoots out here, too.
I'm one of them."

“Then | take it that you're a marks-
man, too.”

“ Thet's jest 'bout wot I calls myself,”
Sandy chuckled. “ An’ bein’ as, from wot
the boys tells me, you are the same, |
think we ought to find out who's the best
shot of the two of us.”

It only took Crawford a second to re-
cover his self-possession, and lie forced a
confident smile to his lips as he said:

“Why, yes, that would be a good idea.”

“We’'s been arrangin’ a little match-
shootin’, Monny,” Bud spoke up. “ Sandy
here thinks he kin beat ye at it, although
we's been tellin’ him jest how good ye are.
But he ain't convinced, an’ we wants to
prove it to him.”

“l1—1 see,” Crawford stammered.

“ So we're goin’ to arrange it. Thei boys
from his ranch alius beats us boys shootin’,
and | guess we'll prove to 'em this time
thet they ain't the only ones in the world
wot knows how to pull a trigger.”

“ But — but — ” Crawford was vainly
struggling for some excuse that would put
such an arrangement off, for the present at
least, and he added as a sudden thought
came to him:

“ But | never shoot unless there's a prize
—something to make the victor}- all the
more worth while.”

“You two’s goin’ to shoot for a purse of
one hundred dollars,” Bump informed him.
“ An’ we's goin’ to bet every cent on ye
we kin lay our hands on.”

lots of practise?”

An’
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During this conversation, Sandy's keen
gray eyes never left Crawford's face, and
as Bump finished he pointed to the East-
erner’s revolver.

“ Wot make gun ye got there?”
quired. 1“ Let me see it.”

Crawford was now struggling for words
that would voice some objection to the pro-
posed arrangement, and his inability to do
so only added to his nervousness and con-
fusion. His hand shook so hard as he
drew forth his revolver that it slipped from
his fingers and rattled to the floor.

Bump reached quickly for it, but as his
fingers closed on the weapon, a sheer
spread over Sandy’'s face.

he in-
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“It's two hundred dollars a side!” he
remarked. “ 1 won't shoot with ye fer
less.”

“ I—don't you see, | haven't that much,
so I'm afraid there’ll be no match.”

“Don’'t you worry ’'bout that, Monny,”
Bud told him, and his tone was enthusi-
astic. “ We’'ll raise the money fer ye, 'cause
we knows thet all ye got to do is to go in
an’ win. We'll back ye fer any amount
of money this here amateur wants to put
up. We knows wot ye kin do, an’ we's
proud of ye.”

Then he suddenly faced Sandy.

“ Do ye want to raise the purse?
does, all ye got to do is to say so!”

If ye

(To be continued.)

The Hawkins

Peril for Man

and Beast.

BY EDGAR

FRANKLIN.

The Amateur Inventor Outdoes Himself in

the Widespread Nature of His Devastations.

N the spring the country-house owner’s
fancy lightly turns to thoughts of
paint.

Hawkins's place up in the Berkshires,
you know, is next to mine, with a merciful
distance intervening; and, of course, it was
more than kind of Hawkins to volunteer
his services in looking over the repairs on
my property while superintending those on
his own. In fact, it was so overwhelmingly
kind that my wife was taken unawares and
accepted the offer while | was out of the
room for five or ten seconds, unable to de-
fend our goods and chattels.

When | returned and learned the hideous
truth my blood ran cold. Hawkins was
down on his hands and knees on the parlor
rug just then, trying to locate and point out
the exact shades with which his own man-
sion was to be decorated. The basic color
of the scheme seemed to be a swampy
green, with trimmings of an arterial blood
tint and saffron window-casings.

It was on Monday morning, | think, that
Hawkins departed. Tuesday night | spent
dreaming of our humble summer shelter,
striped in royal purple and a spotted-white

ermine effect, with vermilion doors and a
sky - blue roof. Very early Wednesday
morning | left home by stealth, steered
straight for the station, and boarded the
first train for our little county town in the
hills.

Now, the county town is not many miles
from our respective dwellings, and Haw-
kins, on the average, appears there about
three times daily.

I had no mortal intention of meeting
Hawkins and getting into a wordy battle
with him on the subject of house-painting.
Indeed, when | stepped from the train a
little before ten my whole errand lay in
keeping discreetly off Main Street, walking
unostentatiously up to Park, and there in-
terviewing Mills, the painter.

Mills has, | think, a hereditary craving
for painting houses white, with nice green
shutters, and | wanted to tell him to in-
dulge it in my case, meanwhile peaceably
accepting and disregarding any and all or-
ders Hawkins might issue on my behalf.

I have always liked Park Street. It has
big, old trees; it is wide and restful and
quiet and little traveled, and after a few
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dozen yards of it one takes to yawning de-

liciously.
So that | turned into Park Street with a
pleasant little sigh. And then |1 stopped

short with a gurgling gulp.

Because somebody seemed to have been
monkeying with the serenity of that partic-
ular block by dumping upon its surface the
world's supply of whipped cream!

* That, at least, was my first impression,
and it was not unwarranted.

Almost at my feet some one had built a
board fence about eight inches high, from
curb to curb across the street. On the
down-town side of the little fence the aged
brick pavement remained unmarred; on the
up-town side, coming within perhaps two
inches of the top and stretching the length
of the block, there joggled and wiggled and
wabbled a soft, squashy-looking substance

that might have been like thin corn-starch
pudding!

Its whiteness was absolutely amazing.
In the brilliant spring sunshine my eyes

began to spurt water almost upon the in-
stant, for the stuff flared at one-like a search-
light. In fact, | turned away hurriedly
and blinked at the quiet block below-— and
came face to face with about the sourest-
looking man | have ever encountered.

For a second or two he stared at me
through his smoked glasses; then, rather as-
tonishingly, he rasped out:

“ 1 am selling colored eye-glasses at cut
prices to-day, sir. Step in.”

Before | was quite aware of what was
happening he took me firmly by the arm
and led me into a little corner shop. It
was gratefully dark and cool in there,
though, and 1| looked around to discover
that the place was a combined jeweler's
and optician's establishment with wholly

new fittings.

On the counter stood a 'jjair of. baskets
filled with colored spectacles, the one with
a sign, “ Selling Out— 50c.,” and the other,
“ Going Out of Business — $1.50 value,
98c.”

“ These are all new' stock,” the acid vo ce
informed me. “ The prices are cut in tvo.
Green or brown ?”

“Well, 1— 7"

“ This store closes for good to-night. |
— | opened it yesterday. Green or brown ?”
he finished, in a sort of choking snarl.

“But why— why are you—"

“ Because when 1 leased this store there
was a decent brick street in front of it,” the

THE ARGOSY.

oculist yelled violently at me. “ After to-
day there will be a block of that da— of
that new style of pavement. It is an inno-
vation, sir— such a thorough innovation
that every property-owner on the block, and
most of the residents of the neighborhood,
have signified their intention of moving
away at once. | can’'t do business in the
middle of a desert. D'ye want green or
brown ?”

“Well, what is the thing,
asked, rather impatiently.
gone crazy, or— "

“The town’s gone crazy trying to save
money. Just because this jackass offered to
pave a sample block free, they've allowed
him to— ”

“Who's doing
several

anyway?” |
“ Has the town

it?" 1 cried, as a light
shades brighter than the dazzling
ooze without came over me.

“ Some fool that lives in New York, and
has a place somew’here up here. He—"

“ 1’1l take a brown pair,” | said hurried-
ly, and dropped the necessary dollar.

The oculist’'s two cents plunked mourn-
fully on the counter, and he heaved a sav-
age sigh.

“That's eight pairs of them 1I've given
away this morning at cost to people who
wanted to watch ifi” he observed. “ I didn’t
do one cent's worth of business yesterday.
And after to-day— "

That was about all I heard.

Somehow or other, duty was howling at
me to take one good look at the block, learn
whether it really Hawkins who had
undertaken to ruin the prettiest stretch of
Park Street, and. if so, communicate with
the authorities and have him removed for
observation.

One squint up the dazzling path of bla-
zing white, and | adjusted the glasses and
hurrjed on to the spot half - way up the
block where | had seen a blotch of red in
the middle of the street.

And having covered the distance
ten seconds, | stopped short.

It was Hawkins, fast enough!

His feet and legs encased in an ancient
pair of hunting-boots, Hawkins wras stand-
ing more than ankle - deep in the milky
muck. He had acquired a red undershirt,
too, and he was working in it with the
sleeves rolled above his elbow’s; and a pair
of big, dark goggles and an old felt-hat
completed the picture.

Or, rather, completed the picture of Haw-
kins himself, for his labor was really cal-

was

in some
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culated to take attention from the invent-
or's personal decorations.

Hawkins was manipulating a giant hoe,
with a blade as big as a washboard and a
handle that was never an inch under fifteen
feet in length. With mighty sweeps, he was
dragging it from one curb of Park Street
to the other, the purpose obviously being to
leave a neatly graded surface after each
stroke. And the purpose was failing, for
about two seconds after each stroke the sur-
face settled back to a perfectly level stretch
of blanc-mange once more. The general
effect was that of a'man with a shovel try-
ing to dig a trough across the top of a mill-
pond, and—

The hoe had stopped suddenly just be-
fore me, and | looked up to find the two
dark glasses of Hawkins's goggles pointing
straight at me; and | heard:

“ What the deuce are you doing here?”

“Well, haven't | a— a right to— "
“You have not. This street is closed.”
The inventor mopped his brow and, |

presume, glared at me through his glasses
as he leaned lightly upon the handle of his
prehistoric hoe with both hands.

“Oh, I know what you're here for,” he
pursued fiercely. “You wanted to see
whether 1'd thrown everything else aside

and had that kennel of yours painted ex-
actly according to your idea, whatever that
may be. Well, I have not. 1’'ve been too
busy.”

“ Thank— "' | began fervently.

“ And then some one told you about my
work here, and you had to toddle right up
and stick your nose into it,” the inventor
deduced further, and so savagely that |
backed away a pace and sought to soothe
him with flippancy.

“ Before my nose goes into that stuff— ”
I began with a blithe laugh.

A purely animal growl of rage came from
Hawkins. | stated at him and wondered
whether the remarkable heat of the day had
gone to his head, or whether the whiteness
had started up some kind of mental snow

sickness, or—
And just there | ceased to think, for the

hoe had risen— and the blade .was hooked
behind my legs— and Hawkins was drag-
ging back.

For one brief instant I remember hearing
a chorus of boyish laughter behind. Then,
apparently, I was within an inch of falling
flat on my face in the awful ooze. Possi-
bly 1 yelled; at all events, | gathered every
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muscle and jumped— straight into the stuff,
because there was nowhere else to go.

I landed feet first. | tottered for a mo-
ment. Then | stood erect, waving my arms
frantically — until brain and body settled
down at once and | was standing within a
yard of Hawkins, with something cold and
wet swashing thickly over my shoe - tops,
and certain remarks- coming from my lips
that have no place whatever here. And:

“ Well, you wanted to investigate. Now
you can see the whole show, can't you?”

the inventor remarked scathingly. *“ Go
on and invest—"
“You confounded idiot!” 1 yelled at

him. “ My feet— my shoes— "

Hawkins reached into his pocket and
produced a twenty-dollar bill.

“ Take this.” he said with grim enjoy-
ment. “ It'll buy you about fifteen pairs,
and it's worth it to see you getting what
you deserve. If you'd only gone flat on
your wretched nose, as | intended— "

I suppose it is extremely vulgar to offer
physical violence to your fellow man; but
I could feel my face whitening and my eyes
popping and my fists clenching up as |
shrieked:

“1’ll attend to your nose and every other
inch of you, if | hang for it! 1'll—"

“ Griggs! Griggs! Wait! Griggsy, old
man! I—I1—1 beg your pardon!” cried
the inventor suddenly. “ Now—wait! Don’t

get excited like that, Griggsy. Can't you—
can't you—take a joke?”

“Yes, | can take a joke, but—"

“ Well, this is a joke—all a joke—every
bit of it. Ha, ha, ha, ha!" The inventor
hurried on. “You know— you—you al-
ways enjoy a joke.”

My fists relaxed, and | groaned softly.
I couldn't do ifr; it would have been too
much like cowhiding a man just because he
had convinced himself that he was William
the Conqueror. And Hawkins’s soothing
voice was going right ahead, too.

“You know, | never meant to get you in

here. The — the hoe slipped up and —
struck you, Griggs. This—this hoe is too
light, anyway,” And, seeing that the dan-

ger had passed, he rambled ahead. *“ Griggs,
look at it—the biggest thing of its kind
that could happen, even in another ten cen-
turies. Hawkinstone!”

“What?”

* Hawkinstone— Hawkins’s stone—see?
The pavement goes on like this. It is mere-
ly smoothed over bv one man to each block.
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It dries up and hardens in two hours, and
it'll last for two thousand years. Think of
it! It can’'t wear out. It can’'t deteriorate.
Just look at this block. It took two men
just four hours to mix all this and dump
it on the street. Now, they've even knocked
down the mixing-tank and gone away.”

“ Then some of this has been hard for
two hours. Where is it?” | asked harshly.

“ Well, you see, the infernal jays | hired
made a little mistake in the amount of water

— that's all. Hawkinstone is originally a
powder— "~
“What's in it?”

“ The answeu to that question is going to
be worth about forty million dollars to the
people who want to pay it,” the inventor re-
plied placidly. “It is a powder which,
mixed with water alone, takes on the con-
sistence of fresh modeling clay— "

“ Or sour milk,” I put in. “ And that's
all I want to know about— "

“ Hey, hey! Get back there!"" Hawkins
remarked just then, as he whirled to face
up the block.

I looked in the direction without much
interest. Then | was forced to smile. For
down the block, straight through the six or
eight inches of wet stuff, a wagon was ap-
proaching, loaded with brick.

It's driver, apparently an Irishman, was
staring stolidly at the prospect through nar-
rowed lids. His wheels were already an
almost solid mass of dripping Hawkinstone.
His horse’'s hoofs, too, had picked up per-
haps a bushel apiece; and as the large, blase
animal came on he was wholly occupied in
staring down at them. And—

“ Back that wagon straight out of here!”
Hawkins thundered.

The driver looked at hirqg.

“ These bricks goes t' Afty-six,”
nounced loudly.

“ Those bricks can go to— get back there,

he an-

I tell you!” the inventor screamed. “ Look
at what you’'re doing! Look behind you!
Look— "

The driver declined; instead, he glanced

at the numbers upon the gate-posts; and,
perceiving “56” in large numerals just
at his side, he stopped some dozen yards
from us.

“1f you don’'t take that wagon out of

here— 7 Hawkins began again as he made
one sucking, noisy step in the fellow’s di-
rection.

“ Av you lay wan hand on that horse,

ye'll never lay two! | heard about ye corn-
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in” up, ye crazy loon. These bricks go here,
an’ you— back up there, Jimmy!” said the
driver significantly as he pulled around.

For a little space speech was impossible
for Hawkins. In that little space the wagon
had been dumped. Furthermore, the horse
had managed somehow to start at just the
wrong moment, and something more than
half of the bricks had soused out of sight
into the sea of Hawkinstone instead of
landing upon the sidewalk.

Further than this, the driver had turned
to Hawkins and was speaking his mind—
and there | stop. Strong men gasped aloud;
women screamed; doors banged and win-
dows slammed when that speech began.

It dealt with Hawkins’s ancestry, back
almost to Adam; it rambled down the ages,
and finally reached Hawkins, and the dri-
ver was just warming to an exhaustive anal-
ysis of the inventor’s character and qualities
— when a new diversion appeared.

It was an automobile this time, and it
took the corner at a racing clip and headed
for the opposite curb. A hoarse cry escaped
the chauffeur; the two men in the rear
shouted aloud in blank amazement as the
former tugged and pulled at levers and did
a war-dance on his pedals. The machine
came to a stop in the middle of the street;
the chauffeur leaped down and looked
around dazedly in the blistering glare.

“What in Hades do you call it? ” '1 heard
him say.

Then, simultaneously, his voice was
drowned by the driver, and, Hawkins’'s at-
tention being in the other direction, | start-
ed away.

The driver was getting down to business
now. He had his heavy whip clutched
tight, and he was wading down-stream re-
gardless of his raiment. | didn't want to
see it when it happened; | realized that
Hawkins was too nearly petrified at the
speech to move.

And just here 1 realized that walking
through Hawkinstone was not like dancing
on a waxed floor. It was curious, because
I am reasonably muscular; but after the
third or fourth step | positively could not
lift a foot. « 1 would have to stop and rest,
and | did so just as Hawkins’s voice came
wildly:

“ Come on, then.
you ? "

He was addressing the driver. | looked
at the latter. He had stopped short, just
as | had stopped short. Incidentally, the

W hat's the matter with
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chauffeur, who had evaded Hawkins,
stopped short, too. And Hawkins was fair-
ly shouting in gleeful relief:

“ Get back there while you can, you foul-
mouthed scoundrel! It's setting over there.
You great hulking cur, trying to attack a
man with a club like that. Get back, you
cheap coward, and— "~

The driver made one terrific
ward him.

Yet the driver remained right where he
was. His feet seemed to have taken root in
the Hawkinstone, and—

“1 can't move!” the chauffeur shrieked
suddenly as he threw up his hand and sent
his wild gaze in every direction.

For the matter of that, neither could 1.
My breath seemed to stop— for my feet were
as solidly planted in that fiendish mass as
if they had grown there.

All in an instant the character of Haw-
kinstone had changed. The stuff around
my ankles was no longer soft and mucky; it
had hardened abruptly into a substance as
hard and solid as granite. More than that,
it seemed to be shrinking— or perhaps ex-
panding. Where a second or so ago | had
been merely wet and wuncomfortable, my
ankles were now gripped as if between the
jaws of a vise.

Nor apparently did the phenomenon end
there. Hawkinstone had been dull and vel-
vety in the semi-liquid state. Just now it
was glazing over like fine porcelain, with a
surface as smooth and hard as plate-glass,
and reflecting sunbeams to an extent that
made me wink even through the glasses.

But this didn’t seem to be worrying Haw-
kins. He was chortling at the driver still,
with: *

“ Looking for trouble and you found it,
eh?” He laughed pleasantly. *“ The next
time you're told to get out, you'‘ll get, won't

lunge to-

you? So far as I'm concerned, you'll stay
there till doomsday, too, and— "

“ How about yourself, Hawkins?” | in-
quired.

The inventor turned grinninglv to me.

That is to say, he sought to turn. He end-
ed by remaining where he was, waving his
arms and gasping, and almost overturned
by the sudden motion of his body.

For a moment he was perfectly
then his voice came thinly, and, |
involuntarily:

“Why— why— I— thought it was just set-
ting around the edges, Griggs.”

“ Well, it's set all over,” | roared at him.

rigid;
think,
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“1 can't move!” the chauffeur screamed

again. “ 1 can't move!”

The inventor recovered his composure
with a bound.

“ Well, neither can the rest of us,” he
snarled loudly. “ There's no use rousing
the whole neighborhood about it, is there?

It never acted like this in the laboratory.”

“ Say, is this your fault? ” one of the men
in the machine demanded gruffly.

“It is not my fault— no!”
snapped injudiciously. “1f my pavement
is half spoiled by a pair of fool yokels— ”

“1 can't move!” the chauffeur reiterated
at the top of his lungs.

“ Shut up, Wilson!” snarled the gentle-
man in the car. “ We’'ll get you out and—
then you can have your whack at him.”

Hawkins

“An’ av ye'll be so good as t' git me out
furrst, sor, | t'ink | deserve the furrst swat
at him, sor. I won't chate yer man, sor.

an’ thin we can go at
said the brick - driver,

I'll take just wan,
him t'gither, sor,”
very politely.

The man in the automobile glanced down
at his wheels, solidly embedded in fine
china, and laughed viciously. Nimbly he
stepped down to the Hawkinstone pavement.

And much more nimbly he slid and land-
ed on the flat of his back and shot feet first
to the curb, where he stopped with a crash.

Positively, it was enough to take one’s
breath away, that dumfounding slide. It
took mine, certainly, and | think it took the
victim’s for a few seconds, because he lay
there, staring at the sun and reaching up-
ward as if to catch something elusive in the
air just above his head.

Then his breath returned in abundant
gquantity; some superfluous cubic feet of it
escaped in a roar. He whirled over on his

face and made motions which imitated per-
fectly a man bent upon leaping to his feet.
His feet struck the surface, and so did his
hands. And after the gentleman had finally
ceased bouncing up and down, and had un-
gquestionably flattened out his watch and his
cigars, he gave a perfectly exquisite imita-
tion of a person swimming violently and
still remaining in the same spot.

All in all, it was so utterly wonderful—
that slippery quality of Hawkinstone and
its effect— that the silence of death settled
upon Park Street. xAll eves— and there were
plenty of them in different quarters— cen-
tered upon the unhappy man who had not
been content to sit in his automobile and
take Hawkinstone for what it was.



494

Having evidently seen the futility of the
swimming performance, he was squinting
wildly about now. His eyes rested upon
the automobile, and a sort of unnatural
cunning came into his face. Gently, he felt
around until his feet braced against the
curb. Then very, very slowly he managed
to hitch up until he was upon his hands and
knees.

He took another good look at the loca-
tion of the machine. He began to crawl,
on his knees and his flattened palms, inch
by inch” inch by inch, toward the thing.

And inch by inch he went on, for minute
after minute, until at last he dived forward
and laid a frenzied grip on a spoke of the
forward wheel. It sent him sprawling, to
be sure, but he held on like grim death and
dragged himself nearer — and managed to
roll on to the narrow step— and his com-
panion dragged him into the car and lapsed
into a fit of hysteria.

The tension seemed to break at that. A
frantic hand-clapping echoed all around us,
and voices broke out. The chauffeur and
the driver swore in chorus; Hawkins turned
his goggles on me and nodded violently,
and, I am bound to say, with enthusiasm.

“ That surface is absolutely frictionless,
Griggs !” he cried. “ Why, that— that's a
discovery even more valuable than the pave-
ment idea, man! Think of it! Think of
it, Griggs! A frictionless compound at last,
after all the ages! A substance that will— ”

“Well, so far as I'm concerned, the fric-
tionless substance can go to blazes!” | said
angrily. “ Get me out of this!”

“You've got about as much

”

interest in
science— the inventor began icily.

‘' Hey, you'! Drop the science'” the
chauffeur yelled at him. “How d'ye get
loose from this?”

“ Lave him where he
shouted back. “We’ll
out furrst, an’ thin— "

He ended up with a grunt, for it hap-
pened that he was busy on his own account.
He had leaned over and caught one leg of
his horse, and his immense muscles were
swelling and his face turning black, as he
tugged to loosen the hoof from its prison.

The horse, to be sure, had elevated his

is!” the driver
be gettin’ ourselves

head like a dog baying at the moon, and
was screaming at the top of his equine
lungs, but it didn't seem to matter. The

driver tugged on, until | expected to see a
hoofless leg fly into the air at any second;
then, with a final gasp, he straightened up
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and
with:

“ Hould yer tongue an’ stay where ye are,
thin!”

The horse bit at him unsuccessfully, and
— Hawkins was addressing me.

“How do your— er— feet feel,
he asked calmly.

“ They feel like Hades!” | yelled at him.

“ Well, do they seem to be tightly fixed? ”

“Yes!”

“uUrn!” said the inventor, gazing at the
spot where the Hawkinstone ceased and |
began. “ Rather a pickle, Griggs!”

“Not at all,” | smiled, with a smile that
should have melted chilled steel.

Hawkins brightened markedly.

“Well, you have a little sense after all,
haven't you, Griggs?” he beamed. *“ | was
afraid you were going to have one of those
asinine temper fits!”

“Impossible!” 1 cried. “1 never felt
more tickled in my life! Of course, if |
$ould land the sharp side of a fire-ax on
your thick skull, it might add a little to the
enjoyment, but— "

Hawkins was not listening.

“You see, Griggs, the funniest part is:
this isn't in any sense serious— and these
clowns seem to think it is?”

“No! There’'s nothing serious about
being frozen solid in a block of stone at one

slapped the unhappy animal's face,

Griggs?”

second’s notice!” | thundered. “There’s
nothing serious about standing here for
hours or days, like something in a fairy

story, till some one devises— "’

“Why, nothing can happen to us here,
you chump!” the inventor said indignantly.
“That's the best of it. We're as safe as—
what's that?”

In the side street, a heavy rumbling and
chugging was audible, just around the cor-
ner. I stared. So did Hawkins. So, in-
deed. did everybody else.

And just then the heavy steam-roller of
the county town loomed up.

“Don’'t turn in here!” Hawkins yelled.

The gentleman on the little iron saddle

blinked at the porcelain street, but it did
not seem to impress him markedly. He put
one hand behind his ear and leaned for-
ward questioningly — while the machine
came on.

“1 say, don't— turn— in !” the inventor
screamed.

“Hey?” The machine panted slowly
ahead; arid its engineer bawled: “The

”

boss said you’'d need this up here, so—
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He said no more. The heavy front roller
of the machine had struck the stretch of
improved pavement— and | shut my eyes.
Either there would be a crash, signifying
that the Hawkinstone had smashed, or the
thing would begin to slide, and—

There was no crash! Two or three ter-
rible seconds settled that, for | heard a wild
yell from the hoarse voice of the engineer;
and to save my life my eyes would not have
remained closed.

It was the end, and | must watch it— and
| glared at the roller in time to see it strike
the far curb and bounce back like a billiard-

ball. It was shooting dead at the automo-
bile— and | waited for the awful crash.
Oddly, it did not come. That possibly

was due to the still revolving machinery of
the roller itself, marring the shot. At all
events, the whole several tons of roller
paused for some two seconds in the middle
of the street and whizzed around like a top.
Then, whizzing still, it slid at Hawkins.
And | knew it was over and looked at the
white expanse just at my feet. Hawkins
was going to reap at last the harvest of his
inventions. Hawkinstone was to be the
monument he left behind— and | was to be
one of the decorations on the monument.
And just then a house whizzed past my

very nose. There was a terrific crash just
in front of the sour oculist’s place. There
was a dull boom — a prolonged howl —-a

roar of escaping steam. | managed to look
in the direction.

The steam-roller, having covered the en-
tire block in not more than twenty seconds,
lay upon its side, wrecked. Farther down
the street, its operator was galloping along
an honest brick pavement, howling as he
went, headed straight for the woods, where
they found him next day, gibbering. And
Hawkins—

“Well, what do you think of that fool,
Griggs ? ” the inventor demanded calmly, as
he stared at the sizzling remains of the
steam-roller. “ And | told him not to come
in here!”

The driver had ceased hugging his horse,
and the horse had ceased a frenzied neigh-
ing. The two men in the automobile re-
leased the wrestling grip they had taken on
each other. The chauffeur was struggling
up from the crouching position into which
he had dropped— perhaps intending to seize
the steam-roller and hurl it from him, if it
threatened to strike.

On the sidewalk, willing hands were car-
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rying away the limp form of a lady who
had collapsed. For my own part, icy per-
spiration was literally pouring from the end
of my nose, and every joint in my body
seemed to have been loosened with sheer
terror.

Yet Hawkins's own personal Providence
had allowed those few tons of weighted
roller to traverse the block without a fatal-
ity. And Hawkins himself was expanding
his chest and clearing his throat.

“ This, gentlemen,” he began, “ is simply
a situation which we’ll have to take calmly
and philosophically. Personally,” he had
the sublime assurance to add, “ it impresses
me as distinctly humorous.”

“ An" oh, but the laugh you’'n me'll have

t'gether, whin 1 git me feet loose!” the
driver put in, with a sinister exhibition of
teeth.

Hawkins ignored him.

“Now, the real trouble— ” he began.

“Yes! What is the real trouble, Haw-
kins ?” a deep voice from the sidewalk in-
quired.

I looked. It was Howell. And Howell

was just the person to be on hand. Howell,
in our county town, is what he himself terms
commissioner of highways. He is also the
fashionable undertaker.

At all events, his word is law on the
matter of streets and roads; and while won-
dering which branch of his business brought
him there just then, | was glad to see
Howell on the spot. He is a man who acts
promptly and forcefully— and this was a
time for action.

“What's the matter here, anyway?” he
asked genially. “ Seventeen people have
telephoned down in the last ten minutes.”

“The trouble is all due to the bungling
interference of a set of idiots who have no
more place on this street than you have in
Timbuctoo! Had it not been— "

Howell was forced to turn away. The
thoughtful oculist, possibly cherishing a for-
lorn hope of relief at the sight of him, hur-
ried to his side and served him with a pair
of smoked glasses. Mr. Howell donned
them and surveyed the scene anew— and his
mouth opened wide.

“ Are you all stuck in there?’’ he gasped.
“Is it hard?”

“ Certainly! They—"

“ But you said— "

“ 1t hardened more rapidly than | had
expected!” Hawkins broke in. “They—"

A blended yell of furious protest drowned
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his words. Howell waited calmly until it
died down. Then he spoke quietly:

“ Just a little patience, gentlemen. 1 am
in charge here, and | assure you that every-

thing will be done for your relief as soon
as possible.” He turned to Hawkins. “ Just
how are we going to get them out, Mr.
Hawkins?”

“Well, that— er— that is a matter— ”

“ Will it be necessary to take up the pave-

ment? ”

“ Certainly not!” said the inventor flatly.
“This was not put down to be removed on
the same day. | won't have it touched, do
you understand fhat, Howell? This is be-
ing done at my expense, and— "

“ Nobody is going to injure your pave-
ment,” rejoined Howell, very soothingly in-
deed. “ Nobodv has the slightest intention
of— "

His dignified bosom swelled benevolently
as he spoke. With that ponderous, com-
pelling tread of his, Howell stepped down
to the street.

Then he sat down with a muffled “ pung!”
that shook the earth. His hat bounced into
the air, and, being an intelligent hat, landed
on the sidewalk.

Then, having seated himself, Howell be-
gan tolspin. I think he made some eight
hundred revolutions in the five or six sec-
onds he held the spot.

That done with, he further
breathless audience by stiffening
ruptly. Hands stretched out over his head,
Plowell began to cross the street at a long
angle, lying squarely on his back.

It was a wonderfully graceful trick for
a man of Howell's build. It ended by his
hands resting gently upon the curbstone
across the way and several houses up-street.
And when, after four unsuccessful efforts,
Howell managed to crawl to the faithful
sidewalk, he was a changed man.

With a dozen voices asking him whether
he had fallen, he managed to retain com-
posure sufficient to scream:

“ Vovj the blamed stuffll

edified a
out ab-

come up!”

“ That stuff— ” Hawkins had the hardi-
hood to begin.
“ That stuff'll come up!” thundered the

“ Take it from
come up now !

commissioner of highways.
me, Hawkins. And it will
And afterward— "

Howell said no more just then. Instead,
he headed for the down-town end of the
block and raced beyond the danger-zone.
He crossed the street and pounded back to
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the spot he had left so amazingly; and hav-
ing jammed his erstwhile handsome derby
on his head. Howell turned to the thicken-
ing crowd and bellowed:

“ Get me a crowbar from the hardware
store there!”

It was in his hands almost as he finished
speaking. With a glare at Hawkins he
gripped the heavy iron, poised himself on
the curb, and, lifting the bar high above his
head, brought it down with an energy cal-
culated to send it in full length.

The net result was that the bar sort of
skidded off the surface and shot clanging
across the street, just as people cadght
Howell and saved him from diving after it.

And there was not a mar upon the fair
surface of Hawkinstone.

Many men would have stopped there.
Howell did nob He merely turned and
cried more violently:

“Now get me a real crowbar!”

Two men dragged one to his side, be-
tween them. It measured, perhaps, seven
feet in length, and toward the business-end
it was nearly as thick as a man’s arm. The
commissioner of highways merely glanced
at it as he grabbed it. He spat upon his
palms and took a grip, and | will swear
that | could see his eyes shooting fire behind
the glasses.
seven men clutched him
tightly, as he leaned forward. The new
bar went up. And the new bar came down.
And when the new bar had descended ten
times on the same spot without making even

Some six or

the suggestion of a dent, Mr. Howell
straightened up.

His voice was calm, if thick, as he
turned to Hanks, the hardware man, and
said:

“ Have you any dynamite?” t

“Nope. | got giant-powder.”

“How much?”
“Three kegs, maybe.”
“ Fuse, also?” said the icy voice of Mr.

Howell.

“Yep.”

“ Bring all you have. Also bring the
powder!” He turned to the crowd. “ The

You people that live
here had better go along, too. 1 don’'t know-
just what's going to be wrecked, but the
town will attend to any damage that may
happen to the property.”

Hanks departed swiftly. So, for that
matter, did the crowd; and for a brief space,
Hawkins stared at Howell. Howell, breath-

rest of you, get out!
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ing hard and tapping on the pavement with
one foot, absorbed himself in trimming his
nails with a jack-knife.

“You're not going to try— to try— " the
inventor began.

“1 am going to remove your pavement.
Whatever happens is on your head— if you
have a head after the pavement has been
removed,” said Howell, without emotion.

He turned nonchalantly and watched
them place the powder kegs beside him.
He examined some rods of fuse and nodded.

“*He— he— he can’t do it, Griggs,” Haw-
kins assured me. “ He— he wouldn't dare
try it, and he couldn’'t make a hole in Haw-
kinstone anyway.”

Mr. Howell said nothing at all. Instead,
sighting .the spot directly opposite the in-
ventor, he went to it and jammed the heavy
crowbar between the sidewalk and curb-
stone. He heaved back, and eight feet of
curb came loose, allowing dirt to roll out
on the whiteness.

“ Hanks! You and your man drag this
out of the way,” said the commissioner of
highways.

One shove, and the
swiftly down the gutter, borne upon the
frictionless surface. Mr. Howell dropped
upon his knees and squinted at the edge of
the white massr Then, with a smile of
profound satisfaction, his powerful hand
reached in and extracted one of the ancient
paving-bricks.

It went back and extracted another, and
another, and still another— and just about
here the real purpose of the'performance
seemed to dawn on Hawkins.

“ Are you digging out a hole under ray
pavement?” he demanded.

Mr. Howell glanced up at him, with the
smile of a demon.

“No, I'm trying to scrape the grape-jellv
off this bulldog’'s coat,” he responded hiss
ingly.

Then casting dignity to the winds, dis-
daining aid, the commissioner of highways
dropped flat on the sidewalk and reached
for more bricks. The old pavement had
been in fearful condition, I knew; but the
way the bricks came loose and were hurled
out by Howell's enthusiastic hands was
dumfounding. A good four or five dozen
of them must have been lying around when
he struggled to his knees and cried:

“ Get me a good strong trowel now!”

It was handed to him, and Howell dug
and dug, reaching far under the layer of

8 A

long stone glided
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solid Hawkinstone. And the inventor of the
frictionless substance found voice again.
“ Are you— are you. going to try blasting

— there ?” he gasped.
“ Ves.”
“Howell!” The inventor's voice thinned

to a squeak. “ Go somewhere else!”

The commissioner of highways paid no
attention at all.

“ Go farther
suggested.

“I'm not anxious to run any unnecessary
risks of injuring that automobile,” Howell
said briefly.

“Well, go across the way, then!

“That man and his horse and cart are
fastened there.”

“Then— here!

up the block!” Hawkins

”

Go over there!”

Mr. Howell glanced carelessly in the di-
rection indicated.

“N ix!” he said. “There’'s a manhole
cover over there!”

“ But— start over that way, then!” Haw-
kins cried.

“ That's right over the gas-main,” Howell
snapped, as he rose finally to his feet.
“There!”

“But this thing is
almost under me— it's going to be, 1

right opposite— it's
mean
— ="

“1 didn't put you there.” The commis-
sioner of highways scratched his head and
contemplated the powder-kegs.

“You're going to kill me!” Hawkins
shrieked. “ Howell, isn't my life more val-
uable than manhole covers and gas-mains?
Howell! 1—"

“Not to said Howell
“Knock those tops out, Hanks!”

One of them had already been removed.
Humming lightly, Mr. Howell picked up
the keg and dumped it into the visible part
of the hole he had made. Humming still,
lie went down on his knees again and
shoveled the mass of coarse black powder
out of sight.

Intelligent"Hanks poured down the sec-
ond keg. Mr. Howell sent its contents after
the first.

me,” brutally.

When it came to the third, packing was
a trifle more difficult. Howell managed it,
though. Carefully and thoroughly, he

tamped the entire lot out of sight beneath
the Hawkinstone.
With delicate attention to detail, he in-

serted two long fuses, whistling the while.
He shoveled dirt into a neat wall, and
crushed the blast a little farther home.
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“Now, just slide that curbstone here
‘gently,” he directed.
Hanks propelled it to him. Together,

they fitted it back into place. Together they-
danced on it, until it was quite solid once
And Howell then stood back with a
satisfied:

“ That is going to be some blast!”

m And he took a box of matches from his
pocket and sauntered toward the far end of
the fuse.

I believe that there was considerable
shouting, near at hand and farther off. |
think that the men in the machine and the
chauffeur and the driver were all protesting
together that they would really prefer wait-
ing there a little longer and try being freed
by some other means. For my own part, |
contemplated filing an objection— and gave
up the idea.

Howell, as a man, is very determined. In
his official capacity he is still more deter-
mined. And having seen his official side
case-hardened by his performance on Haw
kinstone, | knew that to protest would be
to waste valuable breath.

For breath was getting to be pretty val -
uable just now. With that enormous charge
beneath Hawkinstone, Heaven alone knew
what would happen to Hawkinstone's vic-
tims. Howell, plainly, contemplated finish-
ing Hawkins alone; but it seemed far more
likely that the rest of us—

“ G-g-g-griggs!” wheezed the inventor.

I looked at him. His hands were clasped
in my direction and his mouth was working
mechanically.

“ This is all your fault, Griggs!” he
said. “ If you hadn’t distracted my atten-
tion at the wrong moment, | wouldn't be

more.

here now. But | forgive you, all the same.
Promise me one thing!”
“What is it?” | asked.

should be
swear that you’ll

“1f— if by any chance you
alive when this is over,
eat or sleep till you see that man
Howell strapped into the elePtric chair?”

“Well, I may possibly have to ring in
one light lunch and a nap during the
trial— ” | began.

“Don’'t— don’t be flippant, Griggs!
is no time for— a-a-a-a-ah !”

The inventor's hands clutched the air.
Then the}7 shot out and pointed.

The sputtering fuse was actually down
to three or four inches. The sidewalk was
absolutely empty; indeed, but for the vic-
tims, the only face | could see was Howell's.

never

This
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peering from behind a tree at the”end of
the block.

My heart stopped absolutely. It was all
over now. And | might better have re-
frained from flippancy. No man should face
the great unknown with sarcasm on his lips.
I choked and tried to think of a few thrill-
ing last words. | glared at the fuse.

It was down to an inch or so now. In
another few seconds, the sputtering would
disappear, and—

There was a sudden sputter of light.
Then, for an instant, the smoking spot van-
ished, sparks and all.

And simultaneously, without hearing a
sound, | saw the long curbstone rise straight
into the air. | saw the Park Street block
split across from curb to curb. | saw the
half which held Hawkins and me rise up
on end, and— right there | seemed to depart
in a billow of black smoke.

Oh, dear no! That is not the whole story.
The whole story would take altogether too
much space in the telling.

I should have to begin at the point where
I revived on Graham’s veranda, with Dr.
Brotherton bending over me and asking me

whether | could hear anything. | think |1
told him that | could not.
Then it would be necessary to go on and

tell just what had happened— how the whole
mass of Hawkinstone, having risen in two
pieces, fell and smashed into two million
pieces, big, little, and medium; how the
driver and his cart, and the chauffeur and
his machine were eventually separated un-
injured from Hawkinstone.

A volume, too, could be consumed in the
recital of just how the county town tried to
collect something like a million dollars in
damages from Hawkins, presumably intend-

ing to rebuild the entire town with the
amount; and how it turned out that Haw-
kins, having tendered his services without

charge, could not be held liable for
damages whatever.

Later, he confided to me that even the
materials for his first and only batch of
Hawkinstone had been furnished free by
certain manufacturers to whom he had ex-

panded on prospective business at one bil-

any

lion dollars per order. n

The main thing is that Hawkins lived.
And like a faithful dog, | attended to him
and removed him from view before either

the driver or the chauffeur were quite them-
selves again.
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We found Hawkins lying with his feet
embedded in the mathematical center of a
square yard of Hawkinstone, eight inches
thick, with just the shadow of his soles
showing through the bottom. The block
was on edge, and Hawkins was on his back,
smiling vaguely as he recovered conscious-
ness and singing in a far-away voice.

There were murmurings when it was dis-
covered that he still lived. I thought of
his wife and acted quickly.

A heavy wagon was just around the cor-
gave its driver ten dollars. Then,
at five dollars a head, | induced six men
to help me lift Hawkins into the wagon.
After that, we drove rapidly down to the
stone-yard on the cemetery side of town.

Willing hands there unloaded Hawkins
and took him into a little hut and stretched
him out on an uncompleted tomb. More

ner. |

ON

LAKE
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willing hands went to work with cold chisels
and mallets and chipped away for two hours
before Hawkins was dislodged from his
pedestal and enabled to stand erect, and
finally limp to the station with me, red shirt
and all.

And here is a curious afterthought. As
| said, | considered Hawkins's wife when
I rescued him. Yet since then, that lady
has borne a heavy grudge against me, and
a mysterious one. Indeed, it was only yes-
terday that | learned the cause.

It seems that Mrs. Hawkins can find
no earthly excuse for removing from Haw-
kins’'s person a pedestal sufficiently heavy
and well-fastened to insure his being stood
in any desired corner with the certainty of
“ staying put.”

And after profound, consideration, 1
see that | erred, and that she is dead right.

can

ITASKA.

I’'ve heard the Wood Lake's bob-cat snarl,
Above the songs the paddles sing,
The laughter of the Lac qui Parle,
The loon’s scream on great Koochiching.
But in my northland water wilds,
My roving heart forevermore
Thrills with the soul-throb of a child’s,
At evening, on Itaska's shore.

Oh, life is but a little thing,
In primal worlds of earth and air,
And man’s bright birth-awakening
Is shadowed by his death’s despair;
But he has trod the gods’ demesne,
In dawn of an eternal morn,
W ho, 'neath the lonely pines has seen
The mighty Mississippi born!

Oh, river of my blood and kind,
Sprung of the woods that are my home,

I've watched your spreading waters wind,
In silent calm and rock-rent foam.

I 've spanned brave Pepin’s breadth of blue
And dallied through your delta sands,

But still my proudest dreams of you
W ait in that northern land of lands!

Athwart the gold path of the moon,

My loved canoe drifts through the night—
Far, far away, the waiting loon—

The moose-call from the wooded height—
A lazy brook that streams away,

To roll in grandeur to the sea!
Father of Waters— child for ay,

In that great North of you and me!

Chester Firkins.
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The story is told at the start by Mayhew, villain of the tale, who is in Cairo for his health,

with $500 in his pocket, when he
pursuit of a pink elephant, although Mayhew
ing Tubudu, where he has heard that there

they fall in with Colonel Darrell,
company with his daughter Viola, and son Phil.
is nearly slain by

lioness down, Jackson would have been a gonei.

For this Mayhew
more than the rest.
dealer to give him some
their destination, and

its mate, whichMayhew might easily have Killed.
purposely hesitates to fire, and butfor Viola Darrell happening along by chance

is treated as a pariah by the others,
At Artufa, where the expedition becomes a caravan,
information on the side, as Jackson will tell
later on he sneaks a look at the oilskin-wrapped chart

meets Frank Jackson with whom he framesit up to go in
really means to give Jackson the
-eigns a white queen,
who is anxious to marry with one of her own color, her subjects being all blacks.
a British cavalry officer,
A lion carries off one of the blacks, and Jatkson

slip after reach-
mistress of untold treasure,
Before starting
also bound in the same direction in
As a matter of fact, he
and shooting the

although Jackson sticks up for him
Mayhew bribes a camel-
him nothing definite about
in Jackson’s bo$om.

This determines him to leave the others and put in effect his plot, so he sneaks away during the

night, a bundle containing a disguise among Lis effects.

the rest and starts in search of his partner.
Out in the desert,
determines to sell his life as dearly as possible

the other direction as rapidly as they had been advancing on him.
have occasioned the shift, and what he sees causes him to stand rooted

CHAFrTER Xx111.
WHEN THE AIR CLEARED.

HE coppery hue of the sky had changed
T suddenly to an inky blackness, across
whose ebon surface twisted and writhed
great, jagged serpents of lightning. But.
more terrifying than that, the whole fact
of the desert seemed to have risen like o
wall—a moving wall extending from earth
to heaven— and to be sweeping down upon
him with the wings of a cyclone.

It was a tremendous sand - storm, most
dreaded peril of the desert.

As the only thing he could do, Jacksor
flung himself face downward on the earth,
and covered his head with his coat.

Then, with an uproar as of a thousand
infernos, the storm burst upon him in his
defenseless position and overwhelmed him
with its fury.

Even through the thickness of his coat

* Began April Argosy.

he descries a cavalcade coming his way.
Suddenly he is amazed to see them make off in

His absence discovered, Jackson leaves

recognizes them for foes, and

He turns to note what could
in his tracks.

the sand was driven with such force that
it embedded itself in his face, and he felt as
though he were being pierced with thou-
sands of darting needles.

But this, he found, was only a precursor
of worse in store.

With the full height of the tempest, the
sand came no longer in grains or particles,
but in whirling sheets, by the wagon-load—
almost, it seemed, by the ton.

Jackson was battered, bruised, beaten
down wunder the succeeding waves of it
Mountains appeared to be piled up on him.
He felt himself engulfed, smothered, drown-
ing in the stuff.

His mouth was full, his nostrils full, con-
sciousness was just about to leave him, when
a fresh blast of wind like some mighty hand
scooped away the crushing weight above him
and brought him to the blessed air again.

How deeply he had been buried during
those few minutes Jackson of course never
Single copiet, 10 cents.
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knew; but, judging from his physical sen-
sations, he was confident that he must have
been at least a dozen feet under the surface.

Had it not been for that final whisk of
the storm which uncovered him, he must in-
evitably have perished.

He lay still a moment or two after he had
emerged, in order to clear his throat and
lungs, then feebly staggered to his feet and
looked around him.

W here there had been hillocks before were
now deep depressions, and where before it
had been level ground were now fissures and
gullies, or piled-up, grotesque masses of
sand. The configuration of the spot he oc-
cupied was completely changed.

Beyond a very limited radius, however,
he could not discern what effect had been
wrought; for the air was still so full of
flying dust and sand that he seemed to be
surrounded by an opaque, yellow fog.

He strained his eyes to see if he could
make out what had become of the hostile
band of savages— whether they had succeed-
ed in making their escape, or, less lucky
than himself, had been wiped out by the
storm; but he could gain no sight of them.

Still, he reflected, they might very readily
be behind that curtain of hazy dust, perhaps
even then be galloping back to seize him.

At the suggestion, the idea came to him
that he must fly and try to conceal himself
in some way; but Nature had endured all
the strain that could be put upon her.

He succumbed before he had taken half
a dozen steps, and with a groan fell, limp
on the sand. Too overwrought to move, he
lay there with closed eyes and presently
drifted off into a heavy sleep.

When he awoke the air was free of dust,
the sun was high, and he felt like a new
being. The fatigue and vicissitudes which
Jackson had experienced would have laid
the average dweller in civilization on his
back for a week, but this young fellow had
become inured to hardships, and a single
night's rest was all that was required to re-

store him to full vig'or.
As he awoke his mind naturally reverted

to the threatening Tubudu warriors, and he
sat up hastily to look out over the desert.

Then he blinked perplexedly and rubbed
his eyes.

The foes he feared were nowhere in sight,
but something far more amazing met his
startled gaze.

O ff in the distance he beheld, like scatter-
ing outposts, the waving tops of palm-trees,

and behind them the dark line of the forest.
He was close to the edge of the desert.

But how could that be, he asked himself?
Traveling due north as he had been, it -
should have taken him over twenty days to
cross the desert, and he had journeyed al-
together less than two.

He took out the little compass he carried
and glanced at it. The needle pointed
straight to those amazing palms.

Was it, then, a mirage that he beheld?
No; the day was brilliantly clear, and the
sun not yet high enough in the heavens to
evoke one of those deceptive illusions.

As he made his calculation he glanced up
involuntarily toward the sky, and again his
attention was arrested by a bewildering
paradox.

What was the sun doing
this time of the day?

There could be no doubt that it was morn-
ing. The clearness and freshness of the air
was proof of that. His watch, which point-
ed to eight-thirty, was another confirma-
tion. And then the truth suddenly burst
upon him.

The meteoric disturbances of the day be-
fore had affected his compass, and instead of
traveling due north, as he had supposed, he
had been going along in just the contrary
direction.

The palm - trees and the forest ahead,
which yesterday had been veiled from his
eyes by the murky light of the approaching
storm and later by the clouds of dust, marked
the very point to which he had been heading
throughout his long journey.

In short, he was at the gateway to Tu-
budu and the haunts of the pink elephant!

in the west at

CHAPTER XIV.
IX THE HANDS OF THE ENEMY.

With the realization of his position,
many things became clear to Jackson which
had before been difficult of comprehension.

He wunderstood now how he had hap-
pened so nearly to fall into the hands of ti
band of Tubudans; for he had thought it
strange at the time that they should be three
days’ march out in the desert on horseback.

He gathered, too, why they had fled be-
fore the storm, instead of facing it, as is
the usual custom with travelers through the
desert; it was because they hoped to reach
the shelter of the timber before the whirling
gusts of sand should overtake them.
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Finally he thought he saw the reason he
had failed to find any trace of me. Indeed,
the discovery that he himself had really been
traveling south only confirmed him in his
notion that | must have gone off on some
sort of a bughouse dash to the north.

Had it been feasible, | believe he would
even then have turned around and gone
trapesing back over those leagues of sand
in the effort to rescue me; but even his
fanatic spirit had to recognize that such an
attempt would be futile.

With but the scant} supply of food and
water | had taken with me, | must inevi-
tably perish long before he could now over-
take me, if indeed | had not already fallen
a victim to the sand-storm; while he himself
was in equally poor shape to prosecute the

search. To undertake it was nothing short
of suicide.

No; by a strange chance his philanthropy
had been frustrated, and he had been

brought without his will to the country of
his quest. There was nothing left for him
to do but take advantage of the strange mis-
adventure.

He covered that day the fifteen or twenty
miles which lay between him and the com-
mencement of the forest, reaching it by sun-
down without especial incident, and resting
that night for the first time in many day?
on a carpet of soft, green grass, instead of in
a hollow in the sand.

The second day he began to reach foot-
hills and a more rugged country, and by the
end of the third he was in plain view of the
rocky mountain crags inhabited by. the fierce
Tubudans, and from which they sallied
forth on their marauding forays.

Now, although he had never intimated it
to me, Jackson was quite as well informed
concerning the character of the tribe he was
going up against as | was; and ever since
lie had begun to approach their boundaries
he had moved with extreme caution.

That night he lit no fire, but, merely sus-
taining himself with some fruits and nut>
and a draft of water from a neighboring
spring, crept into a hollow log and fell
asleep.

An hour or two later he was awakened
by the thump of horses's hoofs, and, recon-
noitering warily, saw a large war-party—
the same, he guessed, as the one from which
he had so narrowly escaped in the desert—
file into the little glade he had chosen as a
camp, and proceed to dismount.

His head popped back into the hollow
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into its shell, and
scarcely daring

log like that of a turtle
he lay as still as a mouse,
to breathe.

Fervent were his prayers that this might
be only a temporary halt, and the party
soon move on again; but he was destined to
disappointment.

Within a few minutes the blaze of a
camp - fire cast its dancing light over the
scene, and he could hear the bandits pick-
eting their horses and settling themselves
for the night.

A squad of them set to work gathering
dry wood and piling it up beside the fire;
and when two of the party laid hands upon
the very log in which he lay and started to
up-end it, he gave himself up for lost.

But the log with his weight added to it
proved a little too heavy to handle, and they
desisted, with a grunt.

Jackson’s hair, which had risen like por-
cupine quills, slowly returned to his scalp;
but he was morally certain that it must have
turned snow-white in the interim.

Tire two men who had been baffled by
the log then sat down on it for a rest, and
fell into conversation.

One of them, evidently a new recruit to
the band, spoke a sort of Sudanese dialect,
and him Frank found it not at all difficult
to follow. There was, too, strangely enough,
something in the fellow's voice which he
recognized as distinctly familiar, yet which
he was unable to place.

The other, a pure Tubudan, he found it
extremely hard to understand, but by lis-
tening closely he managed to get the gist of
what was being said.

The discussion, it turned out, was in re-
gard to the.disposition of certain prisoners
which the party had succeeded in taking
that day, and which they we”e carrying back
with them.

“What is to be done with them?” ques-
tioned the man with the Sudanese accent.

‘1 thought it was the custom in Tubudu
always to kill all captives as soon as
taken.”

“Not any more,” returned the other;
“ and there is great grumbling in the tribe

over it. But Queen Yerata has learned that
thus suitors were being kept from her. and
she has issued an order that henceforth all
white devils captured shall be paraded be-
fore her to see if perchance one may strike
her fancy.

“ Have small fear, though, brother.”
fellow gave a guttural laugh. “ 1 see

The
it is
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fresh meat you are hungry for, and | have
little doubt you will get it. Neither of
these men will suit the queen’s taste, | am
sure, for one is too old and the other too
young. Besides, the girl is sure to fall to
us. Oh, yes; be not afraid. We will be
feasting on them by to-morrow night.”

Crouched down in his retreat, Jackson’s
eyes slowly widened in horror.

Three prisoners — one old, one young,
and one a girl! That description surely
could apply to but one party.

At the imminent risk of detection, he
wriggled his head and shoulders out of the
log, and stared anxiously around.

Yes; his fears were only too well-found-
ed. For, plainly visible in the glare of the
firelight, he could see, securely bound and
propped up against a big tree at some little
distance from him, Colonel Darrell, Phil,
and Viola.

CHAPTER XV.
A PLAN OF RESCUE.

Jackson gazed toward the three pris-
oners in consternation. Viola, to say noth-
ing of her father and brother, in such a
fearful plight!

A dozen questions flashed through his
brain at once. How could it have hap-
pened? When had the attack been made?
Had any of them suffered injury?

But his chief idea was that he must
contrive in some way to effect their rescue.

Easy enough to say, but quite another
thing to accomplish.

Closely guarded as they no doubt were,
and with the savages strolling about in
every direction, how could he reach the
captives? He w-as one man against fifty.

A desperate impulse did, indeed, come
to him to creep out of his retreat and make
a dash across the glade to the Darrells,
trusting to the surprise of his appearance
to create such confusion that he would have
time to cut the bonds of the prisoners and
get away with them in the darkness; but
he concluded to try that only as a last
resort.

There was a possibility that one of tire
three might be wounded and unable to make
the necessary sprint, or all of them so stiff
from being tied up that they could not run.

Besides, even with all conditions favor-
able,
away,

there was scarcely a chance to get
since he and the Darrells were ig-
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norant of the surrounding country, while
the natives were of course familiar with
every foot of it.

W hile he lay considering the pros and
cons of the undertaking, he was suddenly
recalled to the risk of his own situation by
a rustle of footsteps in the underbrush
close at hand, and he dodged back into his
log just in time to escape the sharp glance
of a chieftain who came striding past. /

This fellow7 who was evidently the per-
son in authority over the band, and who
had been inspecting the arrangements of
the camp, seated himself on Jackson’s log,
and calling up his subordinates, began to
issue orders.

As well as Jackson could make out, he
felt reasonably secure from any attack so
close to home, and was inclined to impose
very light sentry duty on his followers.

“We have had a hard journey, my chil-
dren,” he said, “ and to-night we will take
our rest in order to appear at our best be-
fore the queen to-morrow. Only three of
you will | require to guard— two to watch
the pass in the hills below, and one to look
after the prisoners; the rest of us
sleep.”

His unseen listener could hardly restrain
an exclamation of satisfaction as he heard
this arrangement.

will

With all the camp asleep but one man,
the task of rescue, which before had pre-
sented almost insuperable obstacles, now
became vastly simplified.

True, there would be two more men
posted at the pass, a natural gateway up

into the mountains a mile or so below, and
their only avenue of escape; but he calcu-
lated that when it came to encountering
them he would have the colonel and Phil
with him, and the odds upon his side.

Of course, even with the pass gained",
there was still ahead two days’' flight
through the forest, and on the other side
only the barren stretches of the desert, while
they were utterly without supplies of any
kind; still, Jackson's buoyant nature took
no heed of these conditions. He already
saw all obstacles surmounted, and the party
once more back in safety.

If it were not to be so, he argued, things
would not have started to turn out so well
for his plans.

He saw the hand of destiny in the events
which had led him astray and brought him
here in the nick of time to his sweetheart's
assistance.
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Of course, to get her and the others away
and travel with them to some point of safety
meant the abandonment of the scheme which
had led him so man}- weary miles. He
must give over his quest of the pink ele-
phant at the very moment when success
loomed up as a possibility; but tq that fact
he never gave a thought. His one concern
was to save Viola.

Therefore, summoning all the patience he
could command, he hugged close to his
retreat until the heavy breathing all around
convinced him that the Tubudans had ta-
ken their leader at his word, and were
sleeping at a record rate.

Then inching cautiously out of the log,
he crept back into the underbrush, and so
made his way warily around the circuit of
the camp.

Through the leaves he could see the
sentinel pacing to and fro, alert and vigi-
lant, with ears cocked for every sound; and
each time a bush rustled unduly with his
passage or a twig snapped under his hand,
Jackson would hold his breath, expecting
to hear the fellow give an alarm.

At last, though, he reached the big tree to
which the prisoners were fastened, and,
crawling up behind it, whispered softlv:
“Hist!”

Colonel Darrell started slightly at the
sound, but immediately controlled himself,
and maintained the same impassive attitude
as before.

The moment the sentinel's back was
turned, however, he muttered a quick ad-
monition under his breath to Phil and
Viola, bidding them show no surprise or
elation at anything they might hear, but
to hold themselves in readiness for instant
action.

Then, with a natural movement, and as
though merely seeking an easier position,
he edged over toward the side of the tree
as far as his restraining cords would per-
mit, and clasped and unclasped several
times his shackled right hand.

Jackson understood; the old soldier was
indicating a means of communication.

“ Good,” he whispered. “Now | am
going to ask some questions. Clench your
fist once for ' Yes ' and twice for ‘No.’

“ Are any of you wounded or disabled ?”
he then inquired.

To his relief, the answering hand de-
cisively closed twice.

“ If you were released, do you think you
could make a dash for escape?”
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The response to this was slower. Evi-
dently the colonel was in some doubt.
Finallv, however, he signaled a hesitating
“Yes.”

Jackson pondered a moment. There was
manifestly going to be too much risk with
the plan he had first devised. To get away
with any degree of certainty, it would be
necessary to rid themselves of the sentinel.

With that, a daring expedient popped in-
to his mind.

“ Call that guard over to you on some
sort of ruse," he directed, “ and get him
to bend down to hear what you have to say.
In the meantime, | will cut Phil loose, and
the two of us will grab and down him.”

It was a hazardous proposal; for a single
shout from the sentinel, or the noise of
a protracted struggle, would undoubtedly
awake the entire camp; but after a brief
reflection, the colonel signaled assent, and
managed to convey to Phil what was ex-
pected of him.

Wriggling up close, then, Jackson
stretched his arm around the tree-trunk,
and, with a couple of slashes with his
hunting-knife, had the boy free for action;
while the colonel, as soon as everything was
in readiness, called over the unsuspecting
guard, and asked for a drink of water.

Purposely, however, he mumbled his
words so that the fellow had to bend close
to understand him; and, choosing his op-
portunity, Jackson leaped forward and,
clutching the man’s throat in a throttling
grasp, bore him to the ground.

It was lucky, though, that he had shown
sufficient forethought to provide himself
with an ally; for, taken by surprise though
he was, the burly savage put up a strenu-
ous fight, twisting and turning in the other’s
grasp like an eel, and heaving his power-
ful shoulders in the effort to get away
with the force of a bucking bronco.

Indeed, if young Darrell hadn't speed-
ily lent a hand, he would undoubtedly have
got the best of the argument; but with two
opponents piled on top of him, he was
finally choked into submission, an impro-
vised gag thrust into his mouth, and his
limbs tightly tethered with the cords which
had just been cut away from Phil.

Powerless, then, for further harm, and
only able to glare the hate and fury which
consumed him, he was rolled back out of
the way into the underbrush, and Jackson,
still panting from his exertions, addressed
himself to the task of releasing the others.
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His maneuver had been successful in
every respect; for not a single one of the
savages had stirred.

Still, there was no sense in tempting fate
too far. Satisfied that Viola, although
stiff from her confining cords, would be
able to hobble along after a fashion, Jack-
son turned to the colonel, and urged that
they lose no time in taking their departure.

But the old soldier shook his head.

“ Not without those two boxes,” be in-
sisted, pointing to two leather-covered cases
which Jackson recognized as a part of the
equipment carried all the way from Nai-
robi. These, with the rest of their sup-
plies and belongings, lay piled up as loot
beside the sleeping chieftain.

The younger man could hardly believe
his ears. To get those boxes without awa-
kening their guardian would be almost im-
possible.

Were all their lives to be risked, he de-
manded impatiently, for the sake of mere
property—no matter how valuable it might
appear to the owner ?

But the colonel was not to be dissuaded
by either argument or reproach. Not a
step would he stir, he declared, until the
cases were in his hands.

CHAPTER XVI.
DRIVEN TO COVER

was mad all the way through
Darrell’s cranky, pig - headed

Jackson
at Colonel
behavior.

If the colonel had been the only one con-
cerned, he would promptly have left him
and his precious boxes to whatever fate
might befall them; but Viola, he knew,
would stick by her father at any cost, and
it was, of course, impossible for him to
desert her.

Therefore, he yielded with no very good
grace to the old man’s behest, and since the
others, owing to the constraint they had
been under, were physically unequal to the
task, took upon himself the job of recover-
ing the desired property.

It was a work requiring lightness of
foot and guarded wariness of movement,
and even Jackson, with all his agility and
catlike tread, ran a decided risk in attempt-
ing it

Furtively he tiptoed in and out among
tHe sleeping warriors, occasionally stop-
ping with his heart in his mouth as one
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or the other of them stirred or shifted a
position,

At last, though, he reached the slumber-
ing chieftain, and sustained a further shock
to find that one gigantic arm was stretched
out over the pile of loot in such a way that
it was impossible to get what he wanted
without disturbing the black.

It required all the determination which
Jackson possessed, but finally he nerved
himself to the point of stooping down and
very gently removing the guarding arm.

Just as he got it away the huge chief
rolled his head, gave a snort, and half
opened his eyes.

Frightened almost to death, but retaining
his presence of mind, Jackson dropped
quick as a wink to the ground and stretched
out like the rest of the sleeping party. The
chief rolled over, grunted once or twice, and
then subsided once more into repose.

Scarcely daring to believe in his good
luck, Jackson lay a fewTminutes longer un-
til assured that his dangerous neighbor was
again sound and fast; then he arose and
resumed his ticklish undertaking.

He was shaking in every limb, and he kept
looking toward the chief as one might eye a
powder-keg with a lighted fuse stuck into
it; but he had gone too far to back out.

Gingerly he pulled the two leather-cov-
ered cases from the pile; and not only that,
but also recovered the Darrells’ three rifles
and a supply of ammunition.

True, it was necessary to make two trips
to convex all this stuff back to the big tree
and his waiting companions— two trips un-
der a staggering weight and hurdle-racing
over the prostrate forms of bloodthirsty can-
nibals— but, as Jackson expressed it to him-
self, one can get used to anything if he only
makes up his mind to it.

At any rate, the deed was finally accom-
plished, and the party ready to set off, Jack-
son noting with, satisfaction that the three
prisoners had so occupied themselves in
limbering up their muscles in the interim
that they were now in fairly good trim to
travel.

“ There are two men posted at the pass
below,” he said to the colonel, starting to
outline his plans as they hit the trail; “ but
the three of us ought to be able to handle
them without any difficulty, and we will
then have a clear road ahead. We should,
| figure, be well out of these hills and down
to the forest country before they can think
of starting in pursuit.”
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But once more the old cavalryman balked
on his hands.

“No.” He shook his head with a quiz-
zical smile. “You can do as you like, of
course, Jackson, and if your route lies that
way we shall be glad to help you eliminate
these two sentinels at the pass; but as for
myself, | stay up here in the hills.”

“You will stay up here in the hills?”
demanded Jackson almost incredulously.
“ With these cannibals right on your heels ?”

“Yes,” replied the colonel.

“ And your son and daughter—will you
expose them also to such peril ?”

“That is for them to choose. They are
free to go or stay, as they may elect.”

Phil and Viola spoke up with one voice.

“ We will stick by father,” they said.

“ Of course.” Jackson threw out his
hands toward the colonel in a gesture of
impotence. “ That is what | knew they
would say. But,” he questioned bitterly,
“ how can you bring yourself to accept such
a sacrifice, knowing, as you must, that to re-
main here is nothing short of suicide?”

Many other things he said by way of pro-
test and remonstrance, but the Darrells re-
mained unmoved.

“ Oh, well”— Jackson finally shrugged
his shoulders— “ | see there is no use in ar-
guing. You are set in this crazy purpose;
and if you stay, sodo I. But | must say— "

He broke off abruptly, with a startled ex-
clamation, and threw back his head.

“Hark!” he cried.

Upon the still night air had suddenly
broken out behind them a succession of
shrill whoops.

At this young Phil gave a quick gesture
of chagrin.

“ It is the tied-up sentinel! ” he said. “ I
was afraid that gag wouldn’t hold. He has
managed to slip it somehow and is giving
the alarm.”

“Yes,” added Jackson, “and what's
more, the whole mob will be down on us in
less than no time. It looks as though our
decision had been made for us; for it would
be no use to try to get through the pass now,
with the two down there on the alert and
ready to receive us. They' w'ould easily be
able to hold us back until such time as the
others come up.

“ Here,”- he urged, pointing to a steep
slope upon the right leading to a rocky crag
mwhich formed one of the sides of the pass—
“lip this way! We can at least withstand
them there, and although they could very
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shortly starve us out, we may be able to
make terms with them. It is our one hope.

“ Come!” he urged, springing forward,
for the sounds of the pursuit were now plain-
ly evident. “We must not delay a minute.
Drop those old boxes and everything else but
the guns, and make for the summit at top
speed! ”

“No!” The colonel backed up his re-
fusal with a determined shake of the head.
“ Those boxes go with me at any cost. |
have no time to explain now.” He turned
quickly toward Jackson. *“ But the preser-
vation of those cases means more to me than
my' personal safety.”

Of what avail to argue at such a moment
with mulish obstinacy of that sort? Jack-
son did not even attempt it. Impatiently
shouldering the heavier bundle of the two,
he extended his free hand to Viola and hur-
riedly began the arduous climb.

The colonel and Phil, carrying the other
box between them, followed after. There
was no further interchange of conversation.
Breath for the time was too precious to waste
in words.

Up, up they scrambled through the spiky
aloes and cactus-bushes, heedless in their
haste of the rents to skin and clothing caused
by contact with the impeding thorns and
brambles.

They gained the summit, though, before
the savages came up, and even had an op-
portunity to look about and select the most
tenable position for defense.

The colonel glanced over their situation
with the eye of an experienced campaign-
er, and nodded his gratification.

The pass below them seemed formed by
some mighty convulsion of nature which
had thrown up on either hand, like guard-
ian pillars, these t\vo towering crags.

From the one they occupied, one could
look far away over the forest and lowlands,
and even on a clear day catch a glimpse of
the distant desert.

Three sides of the peak were sharply pre-
cipitous, and the fourth could only be ap-
proached along the narrow ridge which they
had followed, and across which, just below
them, ran a natural breastwork of huge
boulders.

“Why, three men could hold back an
army of trained troops here.” The colonel
rubbed his hands as he spoke. “ You could
not have chosen a more impregnable site.”

“ Oh, they can’t get us here,” Jackson
admitted gloomily; “but what good does
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that do? Neither can we get away. We're
bottled up tight and fast; and we won't
have even the satisfaction of a scrap. Those
savages are too smart to risk an attack;
they’ll simply sit down and wait for us to
starve or surrender.

CHAPTER XVII.
THE CALL FOR HELP.

“Yes,” repeated Jackson, “as | see it,
we've run ourselves into a nice little trap.
Look; you can tell for yourselves what the
answer is going to be.”

As he spoke, the savages came bursting
out of the woods with wild whoops, and
rushed forward tumultuously toward the
slope.

In the brilliant moonlight, they had no
difficulty in following the trail of the fugi-
tives. It was plain as print—in fact, a
good deal plainer—that the party had as-
cended the crag.

Before, any of them had gone any dis-
tance up the ridge, however, the chief, with
an imperative shout, recalled the eager
band, and, gathering them around him in
a circle,, issued a set of orders, the purport
of which was easy enough to understand
from his gestures. -

Ten or twelve men were told off to go
back to the former camp, and bring down
the horses and equipment, while the rest
were set to work clearing out the under-
brush, building fires, and otherwise estab-
lishing themselves.

The intention to lay siege to the place
was evident; but had there been any doubt
on the point it would have been dispelled
bv the actions of the crew, who every few
moments interrupted their tasks to dance
exultantly and point to the top of the
crag with shouts of mocking derision.

They knew, as Jackson had said, that
the) 'had but to sit down quietly and wait
for"results. In the end, their escaped pris-
oners would either have to starve or sur-
render. ,

So the night wore away, and by the time
morning broke the watchers above could
see that the camp was fully settled and
guards so placed as to preclude any chance
of a successful sortie from the crag.

Nor was there an)- chance of dislodging
the enemy from their advantageous posi-
tion. Phil and Jackson had both tried it
with their rifles during the night, but
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soon discovered that it was merely a waste
of ammunition. Their shots fell far short
of doing any damage.

“ Quite a strategist, that black chieftain,”
commented the colonel calmly, as he looked
down on the scene below in the clear
morning sunlight. “ With the conditions
he had to meet, | couldn't have handled
matters any better myself.”

“No, | don't believe you could,” re-
torted Jackson witheringly.

He was not feeling in any very amicable
mood toward the colonel; for he could not
help feeling that but for the latter's per-
versity and stubbornness they might now
be well through the pass and down in the
lowlands.

The colonel, however, seeming to read
his thoughts, shook a dissenting head.

“No, my bov,” he said, with a quizzi-
cal smile, “1 think you will find out we
are far better off up here than we would
have been if we had followed your plan
and gone down into the low country.

“We are practically safe from attack,”
waving his hand toward the breastwork of
boulders, “and,” indicating a little spring
which bubbled up close at hand, and ran
off in a silvery rill down the slope, “ we
have one of the first requisites for with-

standing a siege, plenty of clear, fresh
water.
“ Furthermore,” he added, “in one of

those boxes of mine which you were so
anxious to leave behind, is a supply of
emergency rations which | prepared against
just such a crisis as this. It is all com-
pressed stuff, not as palatable, perhaps, as
canvas-back duck and terrapin, but there
is amide to keep us from hunger for ten
days or even longer.”

Jackson opened his eyes a bit at this
piece of intelligence; but he was still far
from being appeased.

“Ten days?” he sneered. “Or ten
weeks, for that matter? How is that going
to help us? If you imagine that these sav-
ages are going to get tired and leave—"

“ 1 don't imagine anything of the sort,”
said the colonel quietly. “ I merely con-
sider that ten days ought to give reason-
able opportunity for our rescue.”

“ Our rescue?”

Jackson stared at him. Was the man
going insane? Here they were, a detached
party up in the wild country thousands of
miles from civilization, yet he spoke) calmly
of the possibility of a rescue.
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“Yes,” the colonel repeated, “our res-
cue. You probably don't know it, but
there is or should be an expedition under
command of Major Goodchild headed this
way at the present moment. They were
due to leave Haifa on the 25th, and it was
my purpose to cooperate with them and
join them in the desert.

“You must know,” he proceeded to ex-
plain, “that although | represented myself
as a retired officer traveling on private
business, I am really engaged on a govern-
ment mission.

“ For a long time the British authorities
have been anxious to put a stop to the
rapine and brigandage which they were
confident was being carried on from Tu-
budu; but the difficulty has been to secure
sufficient grounds on which to act so as to
satisfy the home government, and prevent
our punitive measures from being regard-
ed by other nations as a mere land-grab-
bing scheme.

“We knew, of course, that the Tubu-
dans were attacking and looting the cara-
vans of British subjects; but as they never
let any one escape to tell the tale, we
lacked the requisite proof. Caravans would,
simply start out to cross the desert, and
never be heard of again.

“ Moreover, the rascals were wily about
their nefarious work. They never inter-
fered mwith any expedition which was of
sufficient strength to give them a battle, or
where there was any chance of an authen-
tic report of their doings being carried
back to civilization. Small or weakly
protected parties were their especial prey.

“ Finally, Major Goodchild and | worked
out a plan whereby to cope with the situ-
ation and put a stop to the long series of
depredations.

“ Under the guise of heading a private
expedition, | was to start out from Nairobi
with one or two companions, and heading in
this direction, serve as a bait for the Tubu-
dans, pretending to flee from them when
they sallied to the attack, but really leading
them into the hands of Goodchild, who,
with a strong force, was to leave Haifa on
a fixed date and be prepared to meet me.

“ As the enterprise was one of some peril,
and | had to have absolute and unquestion-
ing obedience, | took along with me only
my own son and daughter, although | was
willing, since you desired it, that you and
your partner should accompany us as long
as our ways coincided.”
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“ But where did your scheme fail?” in-
quired Jackson, deeply interested. “ How
did you come to be captured? Remember,
I know nothing as yet of your adventures.
Did this Major Goodchild slip up on his
end of the proposition ?”

“No.” The colonel glanced down a
shade ruefully. “ Our troubles are all my
own fault. | should have recognized that

that camel-dealer at Artufa was an arrant
rascal, and have been more upon my
guard.”

“ The camel-dealer at Artufa? What had
he to do with it?”

“ Everything. | knew when | went to
him that he was suspected of being in league
with the Tubudans, and of notifying them
whenever suitable parties were about to pass
their way, and | was well satisfied to have
it thus, for | never believed for a minute
that he would be deceived by the ruse
you had proposed of first traveling to the
northwest.

“ But,”—he grinned in somewhat sickly
fashion— “ the scoundrel overreached me.”

“ Overreached you? How?”

“ By the simplest trick in the world. The
second night after you left us, we fled back
into the wooded country from a sand-storm
on the desert, and in the resultant confusion
and darkness, his villainous driver man-
aged to get to our tea and dope it. Then,
while we were all three sunk under the in-
fluence, he skipped out with the camels,
and when we awoke we found ourselves in
the hands of the Tubudans.”

“ And where is Major Goodchild with his
expedition all this time?” sharply demand-
ed Jackson.

“ Undoubtedly scouting back in the des-
ert, on the lookout for me. Our agreement
was that he \was to remain out at least ten
days on the chance of my having been de-
layed.”

“ But you spoke of his coming to our
rescue. There is no likelihood of him com-
ing back here into the mountains, is there?”

“None,” assented the colonel; * unless
we manage in some way to send him word
of our plight.”

At this Jackson gave another impatient
exclamation.

“ Send word of our plight?
prospect, isn't it?”

He waved his hand toward the three sides
of the crag falling ftwav sheer from the
edge, and offering no sign of foothold for
even the boldest climber; then pointed to
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the encompassing band of warriors at the
foot of the slope.

“A mole burrowing underground is
about the only kind of a messenger you
could send out of here,” he observed gloom-
ily, “ and even he would have a pretty stiff
job of it.1

“1 wasn't considering sending a mes-
senger,” rejoined the colonel,

“Oh” — with a sudden suggestion —
“you're figuring, perhaps, on signaling
with smoke, or rigging up a heliograph?”

He shook his head critically.

“ It won't work, colonel. The distance is
too great for either plan.”

“True,” nodded the other; “so don't
waste any further time in guessing, but open
that other box of mine, and see for yourself
what | propose to do.”

Naturally, Jackson promptly obeyed, but
when he had loosened the straps, and
thrown back the cover, he was still in al-
most as much of a quandary as before.

“What is it?” he asked perplexedly, as
he lifted out first a long, narrow bundle.
“Looks to me more like a jointed steel
fishing-rod or a collapsible hat-rack than
anything else.”

Then, as he dived still farther into the
box, he straightened up with a gasp.

“ By heck! " he ejaculated. “ It's a port-
able wireless apparatus. Oh, | see now
why you were so bent on bringing it with
us. What an ass, what a bothersome don-
key, you must have thought me, for contin-
ually sticking in my fool objections!”

The colonel passed lightly over these
shamed apologies.

“Yes,” he said, “it is a portable wire-
less. The means | had arranged for com-
municating with Goodchild, although I
never thought it would be so urgently
needed.

“ However,” he added briskly, *“the
sooner we get it into operation, the better.
Viola, you stand down by the breastworks
in order to guard us against surprise; and
let the rest of us get to work.”

Accordingly, they set to, and under their
united efforts the thing was in shape in a
surprisingly short time—the “ jointed steel
fishing-pole,” with its attached wires, ex-
tending up like a slender wand from the
crag, the battery and coherer in position,
and everything in readiness.

Then the colonel, adjusting his head-
piece, seated himself on the provision-box
before the instrument, and sent out call
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after call insistently along the mystic Hert-
zian waves.

Eagerly they waited for a response; but
although they tried again and again, none
came.

“ Our range is short,” muttered the colo-
nel, “and Goodchild may have journeyed
farther out into the desert than | expected.
We shall simply have to keep hammering
away at him until we get an answer.”

So. keep hammering away they did;
but day after day passed, and still no reply
came. The expanse of air outstretched
from their eery remained voiceless.

Worn under the constant strain of vigi-
lance, for the savages, with feints and pre-
tended assaults, never allowed them to relax
for a moment, unnerved by the long series
of disappointments, each hour brought more
and more gloomy conjectures as to what
could be the matter.

Perhaps Goodchild had misunderstood
the arrangements, and turned back to Haifa
before the time agreed upon? Perhaps he
had started out too soon? Perhaps he had
never started at all? Perhaps— most likely
suggestion of any — he had been over-
whelmed by the sand-storm in the desert,
and had perished with all his men?

Yet, hoping against hope, they still kept
pounding out the desperate call for help,
and still waited vainly for an answer.

A week passed, ten days, twelve; and
finally on the thirteenth the colonel an-
nounced gravely that their rations, short as
they had made them, were exhausted to the
last crumb.

At last they were facing a crisis.

CHAPTER XVIII.
BEFORE THE CHIEF.

Meanwhite, |, too, was having ad-
ventures of a rather startling character.

Let me go back now to that night In the
desert, when | stole away from the sleeping
camp, after possessing myself of a copy of
Jackson's map, and try to recount some of
the things which befell me.

| traveled a mile or two due north, as |
have already related, dropping my handker-
chief, and otherwise striving to leave a plain
trail; then veering sharply about and taking
infinite pains to leave no tracks, | headed
for the southwest.

Dawn found me well beyond the camp,
and out of any possibility of being sighted;
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but in order to make assurance doubly sure,
| kept plugging along, until the heat of mid-
day made it necessary for me to stop and
roll myself into a little burrow of shade
under the lee of a sand hillock.

Legging it over the sands, | had already
discovered, was a very different proposition
from riding smoothly along on the back of
a camel; but even so, | was well content.

| was free of uncongenial society, had no
one to think of except myself, and was at
last within sight, so to speak, of the goal
which | had so long planned to reach.

With the map | had copied from Jack-
son’s chart, there would now be no diffi-
culty in reaching Tubudu; and spurred on
by this idea, | was soon on the march again,
and making progress which would have met
even the commendation of Colonel Darrell

Most of the night I walked, guiding my
self by the compass tyid the directions laid
out ori®Jackson’s chart, and before the heat

compelled me to desist next day, | had lef"

the desert behind me, and was luxuriating
in the "shade of the sheltering palm.”

| felt that it now behooved me to assume
the disguise | had contemplated, and ac
cordingly, with the aid of a dye | had
long before procured from an old Moham-
medan woman in Cairo, guaranteed to be
“fast,” 1 soon transformed myself into a
very presentable blackamoor.

It was the easier for me to take on the
part, since I am naturally dark, with black
hair and eyes, the former crisp and curly
enough to pass for “wool,” In fact, my
nickname at school, owing to these personal
characteristics, had always been “ Nigger”
Mayhew; and since this narrative is in the
nature of a confession, | may as well admit
that our family is not without a “ touch of
the tar-brush,” one of my ancestors three or
four generations back having married, ac-
cording to report, a West Indian quadroon.

Therefore, as far as looks Went, | had
little fear of arousing suspicion; nor did |
really anticipate any trouble with the other
end of my imposture.

Remember, | had been going over for
weeks the story | intended to tell, until 1
had it thoroughly fixed in my mind, and as
I am a pretty fair mimic, | had learned
to sling the peculiar guttural dialect of
the Sudan so that it sounded like the real
thing.

If 1 made any.slips in accent or the oc-
casional use of a word, | trusted to the
unfamiliarity of the Tubudans with the
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tongues spoken farther north to cover up
any discrepancies.

My own clothes and accouterments, all
except my rifle, cartridge-belt, knife, and
water-skin, | carefully concealed; and then,
my preparations complete, | took my bear-
ings and resumed my way.

The point at which I had emerged from
the desert was a little west of that where
Jackson later came out, and where the trail
—if it can be called such— started, leading
up into the mountains; so it was well along
in the afternoon before | reached the spot.

My progress, too, -was a bit slow, owing
to the extreme heat and heaviness of the at-
mosphere, and | was glad to rest, when a
consultation of the map secreted in my loin-
cloth showed me that at last | had reached
the turning-off place.

| threw myself wearily down on a little
patch of dry grass, panting like a dog after
a hard run, and gave myself over to utter
relaxation.

But as | lay there gazing out toward the
desert shrouded in its peculiar coppery
haze, | was suddenly brought to my feet,
trembling in every limb.

Whether it was a vision, or, as | am now
inclined to believe, a trick of reflection and
refraction due to the singular atmospheric
conditions, |1 do riot know; but I distinctly
beheld, apparently not ten feet away from
me, the figure of Frank Jackson magnified
to gigantic size, and with his rifle leveled
directly at my heart.

For a moment the apparition lasted while
| continued to gaze spellbound toward it;
then the thing was blotted out in a great
wave of blackness, and the desert began to
seethe like a huge, boiling caldron.

Was it a warning which had been sent
me? Had Jackson perhaps perished, and
was his spirit now preparing to haunt me,
his false friend?

I had small time, however, to speculate
upon such contingencies; for just then the
storm broke.

Of course, back in the woods, | did not
get the full force of it; but it was. bad
enough.

I was almost blown away by the wind,
was 'pelted by successive showers of sharp
sand and pebbles, blinded by the vivid
flashes of lightning which shot athwart the
inky pall covering the earth, deafened by
the terrific claps of thunder.

And then in the very midst of the turmoil
like the phantasmagoria of a nightmare,
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came a whirl of galloping hoofbeats, and
out of the gloom dashed a band of savage
warriors.

Almost before | realized what had hap-,
pened, | was roughly seized and taken
prisoner; but it was impossible in that up-
roar of the elements to carry on a colloquy,
or even to make one’s self heard, so | mere-
ly submitted quietly, and kept my peace.

The tempest, however, was not of long
duration, subsiding almost as quickly as it
had commenced; and with its conclusion |
was dragged before the chieftain of the par-
ty, a huge negro, black as ebony, and whose
rather grim face was rendered still more
unprepossessing by the loss of one eye
and the deep scar of an ancient wound ex-
tending from his forehead to his chin.

At last | was face to face with a leader
of the Tubudans; and upon my adroitness
in the next few minutes would depend
whether | would have a chance to carry
my adventure further, or abruptly end my
career then and there.

CHAPTER XIN.
TESTED BY FIRE.

It was an interview | had long antici-
pated and schooled myself to meet; yet I
will not deny that my heart was beating
fast as | stood before the scowling chief.

Suppose that keen eye should see through
my disguise and detect the imposture? Sup-
pose my answers should fail to suit his
liking? Suppose he happened to be out of
humor, and ready to gratify any caprice?

In either case, my shrift bade fair to be
short. My destiny at that moment real!}
hung on the turn of a hair.

In the interval that we faced each other
before he spoke, | took quick occasion to
study the man.

I have the ability to read human nature
pretty accurately, and after the second
glance my trepidation ceased. | felt fully
competent to cope with him and get the
best of the argument.

It was a whimsical idea, but he reminded
me of nothing so much as an old black
tom-cat—one of those heroes of innumer-
able back-fence encounters, with a ragged
ear, a broken tooth or so. and fur scratched
and torn. His lithe frame, in spite of his
years, his big shaggy head, his gouged-out
eye, and malign expression, all served to
carry out the resemblance.
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His character, | decided, if |1 judged him
aright, was also distinctly feline— cruel,
crafty, and suspicious, delighting in car-
nage for the mere sake of Killing.

From this quick estimate, | took my line
of action. To appeal to him, I must make
myself out a pitiless fiend, a monster in
human form.

As | reached this point, he ceased his
inspection of me, and snarled some remark
at me in the gracious manner of an angry
tiger.

I could not understand him very well, but
1 gathered that it was an inquiry as to
where | came from; and | answered with
a vague wave of my arm to the northward,
and an intimation that | did not care to be
too explicit in naming the locality.

“Why not?” he questioned with a touch
of interest.

I hung my head and pretended to be
confused.

Finally | blurted out: *“ I have enemies
there from whom 1 have fled, and who. if
they find me, will surely kill me.”

“ Why do the}- seek you ?” he demanded.

“ It is my three brothers,” | explained.
“They injured me, and | swore to be
avenged; so | laid plans to slay them and
their entire families. Kill their wives and
children 1 did, also my own mother and
two sisters; but they, the dogs, escaped my
fury, and now are banded together under
an oath to hunt me down.

“ Thirty-six persons in all, I Kkilled,” 1
announced proudly. *“ 1 stayed my hand
neither for age or sex.”

This was rather laying it on with a
trowel, but | could see from the gloating
expression of the chief's face that | had
caught his fancy with my tale of wholesale
slaughter.

“ My brothers gave me hot pursuit,-’ |
continued, “and in order to escape them,
| was driven to the desert; there was no
place in my own country where | dared
to lay my head. Besides, | had heard
stories of a stern and warlike tribe living
down in these southern mountains, ruled
over by a woman, but waging battle under
the command of a skilled and valorous
chief. At my home the mere mention of
this chief and his tribe causes strong men
to shiver and turn pale like children. They
are said to be tigers in a fight,, unconquer-
able and undefeated.”

Watching him out of the corner of my
eye, | noted with satisfaction that the subtle
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1
touch of flattery had not altogether failed of
its effect.

“1, too, am a fighting man," | went on,
drawing myself up to full height, “ and
I told myself that if | could join this brave
band, 1 would not only be free of the ene-
mies who hang upon my track, but would
also have plenty of the kind of work my
soul loves.

“ Can you direct me, then,” | asked, “ to
this great chief? He is the leader of the
men of Tubudu.”

The old, one-eyed villain hesitated as
though considering.

“ Tubudu wants no cowards,” he said,
at length; “ and you are one by your own
admissions.”

“ Xot so,” | denied hotly. “1 do not
fear these brothers of mine. Singly, |
would meet them, but they are three to one,
all stronger than I, and the man who ac-
cepts such odds is not- brave. He is a
fool.” ,

The chief pondered again, looking me
over thoughtfully. Then he suddenly clap-
ped his hands and raised his voice.

“This rascally Sudanese is a liar and
a spy!” he cried. *“ Give him to the tor-
ture, and then Kkill him!”

Then, as having no further interest in
the matter, he turned contemptuously on
his heel and strode away.

Immediately | was seized by a couple of
burly brutes and hustled over to a neigh-
boring tree, where | was bound and a pile
of dry grass and branches heaped about my
feet.

One of the savages struck fire from a
flint, and lighting a twig, stood ready to
touch off the inflammable stuff.

It was certainly a ticklish situation, yet
I cannot say that | was scared in the least
degree. The whole affair bore too strongly
the aspect of a mere ruse to test my courage.

Therefore, 1 smiled scornfully at their
formidable preparations.

“ Do your worst, dogs of mountaineers!”
I railed at them. *“ Give me double meas-
ure. | will show you how a brave man
can meet whatever fortune sends him!”

The result showed that | was right in
my conclusions; for just as | began to
wonder if they might not be in earnest after
all, and to question whether | had not been
piling it on too thick, the chief dispersed
his torturers with a gesture, and striding
over, cut me free.

“You are a man after my own heart,”
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he exclaimed, rubbing his big, flat nose
against mine in token of friendliness. “ 1
will take you into my band with pleasure;
for 1 am the chief of Tubudu whom you
seek.”

“Then | have a secret to impart to you.”
| said, pretending to be greatly surprised;
“for |1 did not propose to come to Tubudu
empty-handed.”

| drew him to one side, and lowered my
voice.

“ There is a party of whites out on the
desert,” | continued, “not half a day's
journey distant from here. It is a small
caravan, easy to be overcome, and | have
followed them many days, and marked their
directioh, so as to be able to lead you to
them when | met you.”

He started and eyed me keenly.

“How many in this party?” he asked.

“ Four. An old man, his son and daugh-
ter. and a younger man who travels with
them.”

| had intended to make no mention of
myself, but something in his glance caused
me to reconsider.

“ There were originally five whites in the
caravan.” | rather hastily amended; “ but
the fifth, also a young man, strayed away
from the others two days ago.”

“ Ah,” commented the chief, “ 1 can trust
you fully now, for | see that you tell the
truth. | knew of this caravan already,
from information sent me by my friend the
camel dealer at Artufa, and | was also
warned by him that this young man, the
fifth member of the party, would leave the
others at about this time. We have been
on the lookout for him now for two days.”

The camel dealer at Artufa! | under-
stood at last the reason for the lying coun-
sel that treacherous hound had given me.
It was to deliver me unprotected into the
hands of these cannibals.

I allowed my companion to gain no ink-
ling of my feelings. Instead, | laughed.

“You have been on the lookout for him
for two days?” | repeated. “ That was a
bad waste of time.”

“ A waste of time? What do you mean?”

“Two nights ago he fell asleep on the

desert.” And | gave a significant leer.
“And | was close at hand.”

“You Kkilled him?”

“What else would you expect? It is
his rifle and cartridges which | carry.

This is his knife with his name scratched
on the handle.”
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The chief looked at me searcliingly.

“Lead me to the place,” he said. *“|I

want to see his body and make sure you are
telling the truth.”
, “His body?” | shrugged my shoul-
ders. * There may be some charred frag-
ments of bones out on the desert. | was
hungry, and he made good meat.”

The old scoundrel looked at me admi-
ringly, and again insisted on rubbing his
nose against mine.

“ Ah, you are one of us indeed,” he said.
“ You will make a good member of the tribe,
my son.1

CHAPTER XX.
MESSENGER TO THE QUEEN.

It had been the chief's idea that the man
they had seen and chased in the desert was
the member of the party he had been fore-
warned would probably stray away— in oth-
er words, myself.

But when | explained to him that it must
have been Jackson out in search of me. he
readily accepted the solution.

We both agreed that the wanderer must
inevitably have perished in the sandstorm,
or otherwise he would have come on to the
shelter of the trees; for of course we never
reckoned on the strange combination of
events—the divergence of his compass, the
fog of sand, and all the rest of it—which
had blinded Jackson as to his locality and
concealed from him the fact that a refuge
was so close at hand.

The savage leader was delighted, though,
when he learned that the strength of the
caravan had been decreased by two instead
of one, and was all eagerness to set out at
once for the attack.

We sallied forth immediately, therefore,
and as | was able from my chart to guide
them directly to the colonel's route, we sight-
ed the party after two or three hours of hard
riding.

| say we sighted them, although 1 per-
sonally- could see nothing, and | have since
learned that they saw nothing of us; but
the keen eyes of the savages had a farther
range of vision.

Then, too, I was shown a sample of
savage strategy-. The chief, dismounting
and bending close to the ground, rapidly
approached the camp, meantime hoyvling
from time to time like a jackal.

It ywas a prearranged signal
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treacherous camel-drivers, and, upon hear-

ing it, these latter dosed the tea which the

Darrells yvere accustomed to drink just be-

fore retiring.

The rest | have already told in the colo-
nel's story. We took the three captive with-
out the slightest difficulty, and set out upon
the return march. Tyvo nights later we
camped in the forest glade, one day’s jour-
ney away from the tribe’s mountain strong-
hold and the residence of their queen.

During this time | had managed to be-
come rather chummy with a member of the
band yvho, although a black, yvas not a
born Tubudan, but, like myself, adopted
into the tribe.

He was of a shreyvder, keener sort than
the others, and, | noticed, kept studying me
from time to time in a puzzled fashion.

Finally, the night ywe camped in the
glade, he broached to me the subject of hrs
speculations.

We had fallen into conversation, | re-
member, while gathering fire-wood, and,
seated on a big log, | put seyeral questions
to him. Then, presently, when we had
drayvn a little apart from the rest, he put
one to me in return.

“ Look here,” he said, “why have you
come to Tubudu?”

| started to repeat the story | had told
the chief, but he shook his head with a
laugh.

“ 1 heard all that,” he protested; *“ but
I am less dull-brained than these man-eat-
ing Tubudans, and | knoyv you were not
telling the truth.

“ Come.” He extended his hand. *“ You
and | are outlanders, strangers among this
people. Let us be brothers. Tell me your
real reason for coming, and perhaps | may
be able to help you.”

| felt that the felloyv yvas sincere in his
offer; but | yvas not giving my project ayvav
to anybody-, so | tried to dissemble.

“Well, " | said, “to give you the actual
facts, 1 am out to get hold of the pink
elephant.”

His eyes almost popped out of his head,
and he nearly fell oyer backyvard in his
astonishment.

Then he clutched my arm in a quick,
cautioning grip.

“ Never let anybody else hear you say
that!” he counseled me under his breath.
“It is ywvell that it came only- to my ears
who am not a Tubudan. Had you spoken
those yvords to any- one of them, from the
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chief to the lowest member of the tribe, that
instant you would have died!”

“Is this pink elephant so sacred, then,
.that it is not to be mentioned ?” | asked.

“ Sacred?”

He rolled his eyes, and started to ex-
plain more fully; but at that moment he
was interrupted by a summons from the
chief, and left me, with the promise that he
would tell me more at the first convenient
opportunity.

The duty for which he was called turned
out to be that of guarding the camp, and
as the rest of us were ordered to repose I
saw that | would have no chance to talk
to him again that night, and therefore
rolled up as comfortably as possible and
went to sleep.

When | was awakened by the shouting
and turmoil around me, | found that the
prisoners had escaped.

At first everything was naturally in con-
fusion and uproar; but the chief soon had
us straightened out and on the trail, and in
a very short time we reached the foot of the
crag where the fugitives had taken asylum.

“ Ah,” exclaimed our leader, with a wide
grin of satisfaction as he noted the situa-
tion, “ we have them safely trapped. There
is no escape from that place. When their
provisions give out, they will have to come
down; all that is required of us is to sit here
and wait.

“ Word must be sent of this to the queen,
however,” he added. *“ She will be expect-
ing us to-morrow, and must be informed of
the reason for our delay.”

He paused, and cast his eye over the
band, and his glance chanced to fall on me
and the warrior standing at my side. He
singled us out with a wave of his hand,
and, giving us the message he wanted car-
ried, charged us to lose no time in taking it
to the queen.

“ Or, stop a moment,” he hailed me, with
a ferocious chuckle. “ That carrion who
allowed our captives to get away is still
lying bound up in the woods. | have no-
ticed that you and he have become extreme-
ly friendly; so stop and kill him as you
pass.”

| raised my hand to my forehead in to-
ken of obedience, then hurried off up the
trail to join my companion.

On arriving at the glade, | bade him go
on slowly while | attended to the job en-
trusted to me. He proved rather loath to
consent, but 1| finally won my way and
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pushed back alone to where my unlucky
comrade lay in the underbrush, the gag
worked free from his lips, but still tightly
bound as the fugitives had left him.

A glint of hope came into his eye as he
saw who it was that had come to him.

“ The chief has sent you to Kkill me, en?”
he questioned. “Well, | do not deserve
death. | did not lapse in my vigilance;
the prisoners had assistance from the out-
side. A strange white man helped them.”

“ A strange white man?” | smiled my
incredulity. “ How, then, did he come?
On wings? | am afraid you were dream-
ing, my brother.”

“No, it is true,” he insisted. *“ How-
ever, that makes no difference, since it is
you that have been sent to carry out the
chief's sentence. Being brothers sworn,
you will, of course, spare me?”

“Surely,” | nodded. “ 1 have it all
planned out to get you away, and at the
same time deceive the chief. But before |
cut your cords and acquaint you with my
scheme | want you to answer eme a few
guestions.”

“ About the pink elephant?” he de-
manded.

“No,” | returned impatiently. *“ What
do | care about the pink elephant? | want

to know where the queen’s great store of
treasure is concealed.”

“Ah?” His eyes widened with com-
prehension. “ I thought that was what you
were really after, and if | knew | would
tell you and share the spoil with you; for
that is what brought me to Tubudu, and
has kept me in the tribe two long and weary
years.

“ But alas!” and he shook his head, “ I
have never been able to find out the hiding-
place. That is known only to two others
besides the queen— Bonga, our cruel chief,
and Saffa, her principal adviser.”

He was so evidently speaking truly that
I saw it was no use to press my inquiries
further. 1 should have to find out the se-
cret for myself.

“ All right, then,” | said. “ If you don’t
know, you can’t of course tell me. All that
is left to me is to release you from your
bonds and send you on your way.”

I drew my knife as though to cut the
ropes about his chest, but instead, with a
quick turn, | drove the keen blade to his
heart.

I felt that | could not afford to disobey
the chief and possibly get myself into trou-
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ble on his account; and, besides, the fellow
was too sharp-witted to suit me. He was
apt to nose out my purpose, and maybe
cause me difficulties later on.

Better for me in every respect that he
should be out of the way. Nevertheless,
as | have said before, I am extremely ten-
der-hearted, and the poor chap gave me
quite a turn at the last.

Indeed, | shall never forget the look of

surprise, incredulity, and reproach which
flashed into his eyes as | gave him his
death-blow.

“ Brother!” he gasped in accents which
were the very epitome of biting scorn; then
his head rolled over on one side, and he
was dead.

I was really quite unnerved by the un-
fortunate incident, and left the glade with
a sense of deep regret that I had been forced
to do it

By the time | caught up with my fellow
messenger, however, | had recovered my
usual equanimity'; for my spirits could not
fail to rise with the reflection that at last
the way was clear to Queen Verata. By
to-morrow | should see her, and not only
see her, but be received in audience.

CHAPTER XXI.

MY LONG-SOUGHT IDEAL.

I caught my first glimpse of Tubudu
toward sunset the next day.

Perched on the peak of a rocky eminence,
it occupied an imposing site; but that was
the only thing imposing about it

The place itself was merely a ragged col-
lection of squalid huts similar to those in
any African mountain kraal, with a larger
structure of the same architectural character
at the upper end to serve as a palace.

The whole was surrounded by a rude
stockade of logs decorated at the tops in
many places with grinning human skulls,
while over the gateway waved a tattered
and dirty white banner bearing the crude
representation of a pink elephant.

Rendered discreet by the tip of my late
brother in arms, | passed no comment on
this insignia; but silently followed the ex-
ample of my companion and made obeisance
to it

Then the gates were opened to us, and
still panting from our climb up the rugged,
boulder-strewn pathway, we entered.

It was well for Tubudu that it possessed
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the sanitary advantage of pure mountain air.
Otherwise, plagues and epidemics would
undoubtedly have long since wiped out the
population; for a more'filthy, malodorous
place had never in all my life so offended
my eyes and nostrils.

As 1 followed my associate through the
irregular streets, I was constantly obliged
to turn aside for piles of refuse and. decay-
ing garbage, while the glimpse: x caught of
the dark, evil-smelling interiors of the
houses made me resolve to be rather chary
as to the hospitality | accepted.

How a graceful, exquisite creature such
as Verata had been described to me could
exist in such an environment, | could not
imagine; and my wonder was still further
increased when | reached the palace and
found it little improved in point of either
tidiness or comfort over any of the other
dwellings.

The only comparison which seemed at all
to fit tire case was that of some beautiful
white lily growing out of a muck-heap.

Then, too, as | reflected, the only part of
the palace | had seen so far was the judg-
ment-hall or audience-chamber, where the
crowd came daily, and where we had been
directed to await the queen’s pleasure.
Probably her private apartments were kept
on an entirely different scale of order and
cleanliness.

Still, 1 must confess that what | saw was
a distinct shock and disappointment to me;
not so much on account of the dirt—1 had
lived too long in tropical and oriental coun-
tries to lay much stress on that—but on ac-
count of the cheap and tawdry character of
the fittings.

I had expected to behold something of
barbaric rgagnificence—rich, if tarnished,
hangings, a golden throne possibly inlaid
with jewels, gorgeous featherwork decora-
tions, and stuff of that sort.

But here was only a big, bare, barnlike
enclosure, with a leaky thatched roof and a
dirt floor trodden hard by the scuffling of
many shoeless feet.

The walls were of upright poles chinked
with mud, and were unembellished save for
a few ragged draperies/of gaud)' calico.

Instead of the gold and jewel-inlaid
throne, there was a cheap, cane-seated
American rocking-chair such as one would
see on the porch of a country farmhouse ;
and, to complete the picture, there was sta-
tioned beside it a worn and battered old
phonograph dolefully wheezing out that
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sprightly air, a reminder of my childhood,
“ Henrietta, have you met her?”

In this depressing place, and with that
depressing tune going on and on, we had
to wait for a good two hours, until Yerata,
with feminine procrastination, was ready to
receive us; but | kept up my falling spirits
by picturing to myself how well repaid I
would be for everything, when the beauty
did finally deign to show herself.

And at last the weary period came to an
end, as all things must, and the guards
about the lower door proclaimed with loud
shoutings and frantic gesticulation the com-
ing of the queen.

Everybody in the place flung themselves
prostrate, with faces pressed to the ground,
and 1, of course, followed suit.

But when, after a moment or two, | heard
the sweeping rustle of trailing robes, | could
no longer restrain my curiosity, and peeped
through my fingers.

| had evidently looked too soon, however,
I told myself; for Verata was nowhere in
sight. The only person visible was a wom-
an | judged to be “ mistress of the bedcham-
ber,” or “ keeper of the royal robes,” or
something of the sort—a huge, misshapen
creature, capable of tipping the beam at
fully two hundred and fifty pounds, and
with a face like a full moon, all wrinkled
and creased into rolls of fat.

Her complexion and arms, which were
bare to the elbow, were like brickdust in
hue, and her thin, taffy-colored hair was
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streaked back
forehead.

She wore what might be described as full
evening costume, her gown, as | afterward
learned, having been made by native work-
women from a fashion-plate taken with the
loot of a caravan at one time, and repre-
senting the style of about 1879.

Taken all in all, she was about the most
ridiculously grotesque figure that my eyes
had ever rested upon, and | watched her in
a sort of fascination, wondering the while
where Verata could have found such a
mountain of flesh, and to what possible use
she could put her.

The ponderous old dame, however,
seemed to have no idea that she was in any
way absurd. She switched the train of her
gown along with quite a society air, and
held her head up proudly as she waddled
past the row of salaaming guards.

Across the floor she proceeded, and
plumped herself down in the rocking-chair,
which creaked under her weight.

Then somebody gave a shout, and all
rose to their feet yelling a sort of Tubudan
“ Hail to the queen!” at the top of their
voices.

Then the horrible truth broke upon me.
This awful caricature was none other than
Verata herself.

True, she had been described to be as
supremely lovely; but | had forgotten that,
among the African blacks, fat is the one
standard of beauty.

in wisps from her wide

(To be continued.)

The Taming of Lem Hawks.

BY BURKE

JENKINS.

Old Shed’s Story of the Bad Man in Tight Cinch Gap, Involving,an Ac-
count of What Happened When He Asked for a Match from a Greaser.

W HICH the way Lem Hawks could
shoot up a place in the old days
was some reemarkable!” chuckled Old
Shed, unthumbing his belt and rubbing
at an imaginary smudge of the well-oiled
bar.

The stranger bought a cheroot and the
yarn unraveled:

Yer see, | was young myself at the
time, bein’ some slim and coltlike, and,
if 1 do say it m’self, quite cut-upshious

and what might be called easy on the
trigger. The which is said merely to show-
how | knows the more intimater history
of this same Lem Haw-ks.

Fact is, it was the very year | started
this here Twin Star Emporium that Lem
ambles into Tight Cinch Gap on a little
wheezy roan, an’ the outfit he sports in
the way of personal artillery makes him
the envy plumb. Them two pearl-handled
six - guns a glinting in his buckskinned
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fists were shore commanding and admi-
‘rable as he rid that critter up to the bar
behind the which 1 ladles out the red.

“ Gents,” yells Lem, heartvlike by way
of a personal knockdown, “ I'm a doing
of this here benighted burg the honor of
going to live here—feeling, as it were, my
app'inted duty to have it said that thar's
one man, anyway, in Tight Cinch.”

This same being his modest introduce
he orders licker for all, engages my best
room (the one over the bar), kicks a half-
breed into looking out for his nag, and
becomes a citizen.

In them days you couldn't V struck us
nicer; ’'cause we - all was just a busting
with a general feelin' of freedom such as
goes along with exuberant youth, Tight
Cinch itself not being a two-year-old yet.

So by the end of a week Lem mounts
to the notch of town bad man, with ad-
miration and worship according. And
this same pinnacle o' glory he occupies
till the railroad got run through here.

Funny, ain’'t it, how- railroads and or-
der come simultaneous? Anyhow, here’s
how it fell out with us and Lem.

Y'see, in the wild days there wasn't a
buck of us as had a cent as wasn't daily
chanced at faro; and interests, thereunto,
was somewhat commoonal. But, come the
railroad, and we-uns began, little by little,
to kinder acquire some semblance of real
possessions. | added a room or two oc-
casional to the Emporium for passing
strays in the way of drummers; and then,
again, and mighty important, | met up
with Sal, the getting of the whom made me
redooce to one drink a hour. And the
other boys according.

In other words, Tight Cinch was gettin’
from wildcat shootupdom to tame, family -
tied, and plumb docile married gents.

All except Lem. And mighty occasional
he’d open out in that linguistic way o’
his'n and tell us what he thought of us.
We just knew he was right, and, at first,
we'd hang our heads plenty effete; but. by
and by he began to punctuate his views
with lead pellets some careless; and when
he finally spoilt Dick Salter's trigger fin-
ger (taking the nail off neat), why, we
just constituted ourselves a committee and
read him some quiet talk.

Course, under our shirts, we thought
the world of Lem; but us property-own-
ers began to feel the want of some law
and order in the region.
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Y ell, the way he took that talking to
was some characteristic. We had hit on a
Saturday night when every one was in
town and hereunto congregated as being
most fitted for the thing; and 1'd drawn
the short straw, and was thus cut out to
read him the spiel.

“Lem,” says | in as hefty a tone as
I could muster, “ we here assembled citi-
zens of Tight Cinch are firm agreed that
you got ter some restrain yourself in the
matter of—"”

And that's just as far as | got; for,
with the cheerisomest kind of a chuckle,
Lem just unlimbered his artillery and be-
gan to shoot out the lights. And, further-
more somehow, there was such a feelin’ o’
glee in him we-all kinder actual enjoyed
the joke.

Leastwise he was shore getting away
with the phn-, when the door of the Em-
porium opens plenty quiet and a gust of
winter wind made the last undoused light
flicker unsteady.

Lem's back was to the door, him a
facing of us-all thataway, and the instinct
of the real gun-sharp makes him whirl a
pivot on the feeling of that draft. Men
didn't like any one behind ’em them days.

But he shore didn’t shoot none what-
ever. Instead, his Colts just went limp-
like in his two hands, and his face took
on the goldarndest kind of look. Fact is,
I never did see a “first sight” affair get
such a grip on a human.

For the why? And who was it? Noth-
ing but the most powerfulest factor in this
here world—a weak and wobegone wisp
of a woman.

That's all.
shore all there.

Black-haired she was and supple, like
a catamount, with eyes that drilled at you
from longish lashes. And there was a
glide to her walk with a swing at the
hips that made talk of her being Spanish
some way. But what got us the most was
the easysome way she plumb ignored the
glint of Lem’s shoot-irons, and just made
over to me.

“1 want the worth of that in some flour,
salt, and bacon. Also a couple of cans
of condensed milk,” she said velvety, the
while she passes me over a battered MexXi-
can dollar.

Not a heavy breath broke the pin-drop-
pin’ silence as | weighs out the things—
plenty overmeasure, you can bet; then, with

But this here specimen was
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a whirl of a final sweep of the eyes over
us all again, she gathers up the bundles
under the shawl she wore.

Right behind the bar she came, brushes
past me, and exits sudden and decided by
the back door behind me.

The whole incident seems that uncanny,
nothing would have made us sure of the
realness but the look on Lem Hawks's
scarred old face.

Finally he gathers a bit of blood back
into his cheeks and asks quiet: “Who is
she, Shed?”

I've heard that kind of tone three times
in life. Twict it was just before a killing.

So | answered back equal soft: “1
never saw or hearn tell of her before.”

Then Lem whirls on the bunch.

“ Any of you coyotes know her?”

Not a man had so much as sot eyes on
the slip of a woman.

And that ended it for a minute. Lem
shoves his weepons holsterward and sinks
into a corner behind the stove. No com-
ments follow; the poker game is started:
and most of us downs an extra hooker.
All except Lem.

it must 'a’ been near some
ten minutes after that the front door swung
open again, and there come into the glow
of that one lamp a slinky sort of a half-
caste Mexican.

He gave a hasty glance
searching sort o' thing; then changes at-
titude entire, and stomps up to the bar
and orders a drink. None of us had ever
seen the greaser before, but being greaser
thataway he don't cause any comment.

That is, not until he's about to raise
his glass to his lips. For, just at that
elevating like of his eyes, he catches sight
apparent of somethin’ out the winder and

I reckon

around, a

beyond in the moonlight. And, sir, he
don't continue in the downing'o that
drink.

That's what makes attention comes a
galloping his way—fer a greaser to sot
down a full glass. The which this cuss
did plumb decided and immediate.

Then he unjerks a bag o' coin and
slings me a two-bit piece. The which ac-
complished he exits plenty sudden, and |
don’t suppose none of the rest of us would
'a’ paid any further attention, if it hadn’t
'a’ been that Lem gets some sort of a hunch
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over there where he'd been a brooding in
his corner.

But no sooner the door slaps behind
the low-down peon than Lem gets up and
crosses over to just that same position the
which the Mexican had when he stopped
a drinking.

And, after one look out yonder, he
grumbled a pretty cuss, and stomps out
as sudden as the greaser afore him.

Well, sir and gentlemen, that there does
begin to wake us up some—there follow-
ing instanter a general stampede for a look
out that winder.

First, a skirting the whiter glint of the
trail and walking plenty fast we made out
Lem. Ahead of him, but apparent not ex-
pecting any one behind, there keeps a
dodging from one side the trail to the other
and keeping to shadows that there greaser.
And plumb erratic as his course is, he's
making good time.

Then away on ahead atop of a knoll
that the moon shines plenty hearty on, we
spies a bundled-up female figger. 'Tain't
no blind puzzle any longer.

Now, the rest of the story | can’t give
on plumb personal evidence; but you can
just bank a red it ain't much out the way
I tell it, my authorities being some au-
thentic.

Here it was then: The greaser follow-
ing the girl and Lem following the greaser,
each unbeknownst to the other. And fur-
thermore, Lem hadn’t ever clapped an eye
on either till that same night.

By the time Lem reached the knoll, both
the woman and the Mexican were down
in the hollow beyond, and the slippery cuss
had almost caught up to her. Lem thinks
maybe he'd better spring some sort of play,
but he soon discovers that the feller ain’t
intending to overtake her just yet. He's
just dogging.

So Lem jogs on behind as long as he
can keep his temper in. But final it gets
too much for him, and he gets on his toes
and soft-shoes it on the run.

Maybe the woman's a hundred
ahead when Lem tackles.

I never could understand why Lem pre-
ferred to use his hands instead of a Colt;
but, anyway, the same he did, clapping a
choking hug on the feller’'s throat. But,
somehow or other, a white man never

feet
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seems to full value a knife, or to be enough
askeared of it

So it's a mighty nasty slash across the
choking forearm that makes Lem slack up
sudden on his grip. And then it is that,
thanks to his blade, the greaser frees from
the clutch, rolls a yard to one side, catches
the hiding of a clump of ’'squit, and
makes a clean getaway. And, the next
morning, as we found out, he recovered his
hidden pony and his trail leads dead de-
cided for the Rio Grande.

V.

At the sound of the scuffle the woman
turned in plenty of time to see the knife-
plav, and just as Lem is doing his best
to stop the blood with his neckerchief, he
finds her beside him.

“ Oh, he cut you badly!” she cries, and
then and thereupon she appropriates the
ends of that kerchief from Lem’s hairy
paw. Three shakes later that there slash
is tied up regular hospital fashion; and
from same second Lem don't feel any pain
—none whatever.

Instead, he just lets himself settle, sink,
and slide into the dead lowest depths of
love loco.

“Why, little woman,” says he from
some soft place he's got way down in his
chest, “ that there ain’'t nothing 'tall. What's
just a disturbing me is that I didn't have
gumption enough to unhook a chunk o
lead into that coyote of a greaser.”

The girl's attitude changes entire, a full
anxious look coming aflash over her.

“ A greaser—a Mexican, you say?”
kinder eatchin’ in the throat like. *“ Then
I'm lost!”

And plenty pathetic she looks it. Least-

ways it's just all Lem can do to keep from
having a sympathetic lump in his throat.
“ Not much you ain’t lost,” gushes out
the old scout. “And anything, ma'am,
as Lem Hawks can negotiate is yours
a plenty.”
“ Thank you, sir, but | guess I'd bet-

ter take my chances alone.” Then she
hesitates some. “Yes,” she continues,
“that's better. Good night!” And she

turns up the trail.

Lem stands a minute bewilderedlike;
then goes a stridin’ after.

“ Usual, ma'am,
obeyin’ orders; but here’s one time | ex-
ceptionizes. I'm right here with you till

I'm mighty good at .
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you get safe home, wheresoever that same
might be.”

“Home! ” she answers in a tone mid-
way between sarcasm and a gulp. Then
she flashes Lem one of those bewilderers
of a look.

“ Can | trust you?” says she. And then
goes right on a answering herself. “ Yes,
I'll do it. 1 do feel terribly nervous, and
I believe you'll keep a closed mouth.”

Now, I'm just a leaving it to you to
guess Lem’s feelings as he stomps along
that there moonlit trail the which she sticks
to for maybe like it's a mile farther.

Then she broke off sudden from the reg-
ular way and takes it plenty sudden
through some underbrush. She zigzags
for another quarter mile, and then brings
up slap before the craziest kind of a half-
dugout, half - shanty. Lem finally recog-
nizes it for the abandoned shack of a
derned sheep-herder we boys had vamosed
the year previous.

“ Not meanin’ to be onpolite, ma'am,”
chomps out Lem, “ but do you mean to let
me onderstand that this here's where you
live'”

“It's all I've got,” she replies quietlike;
then opens the ramshackle door and leads
into the dirt-floored room.

Lem takes one look around that lone-
some hole and then something that had
been a kinder choking him busts sudden,
and out he comes with it:

“ Little woman,” says he, “it ain't as
though 1 didn't know just how plumb
young this here friendship mof our'n is;
but facts bein’ such as they are and me
a sensing you're in trouble like, | just got
to make myself some hair-triggerish, so to
speak.”

“ What— "
him a bit.

But Lem's fair unlimbered by this time
and goes on:

“ Ma'am, neither the one of us ever sot
eyes on the other before, but the simple
second | saw you back there at the store—
well, ma'am, you see—here it is—I'm Lem
Hawks, mighty bad and mean some ways
and plenty rough; but I'm dead clean
other ways. An’ you see, | got as good a
little wickiup as is in Tight Cinch, and,
furthermore. I've just begun to strike pay-
dirt; fact is. I'm a savin’ some. And now,
like as if so be you—that is—"

She steps sharp right up to him, puts both
her hands stretched out to the shoulders of

and she slinks away from
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his ole blue shirt, and looks him deep in
the eyes just as if she was seein’ somethin’
she had missed a mighty long time.

Then, without a word, she fetches a
hefty sigh and catches Lem by the hand.
She picks up the tin lamp she had lit when
they come in, and leads him to a corner.

Back she jerks a bit of burlap-bag, cur-
tain sort of contraption, and the light falls
plumb decided on the chubbiest kind of a
face of the sleepiest kind of a baby.

Lem gives a back-spring and the wind
whistles through his teeth on the intake o’
breathing; and, more natural than the
breath, his good hand flops to the butt o’
his gun.

“ Gawd !” he grits it out, “ why didn't |
end that cuss back there?”

But that shore was a bad play; for she
drops his hand like as if it were white iron.
Then ice came into her tone as she backs
from him and sums up:

“ That peon back there on the trail who
was following me was one of my husband’s
men who has doubtless ridden across the
border to find me. You see, | couldn't
stand it when the other woman was made
too noticeable. | stayed as long as | could
for the baby’s sake, and, besides, even the
don, my husband, seemed to care for him."

“ An’ you have managed, ma’'am, to lug
that there child on a slick getaway clear
across the old Rio?”

“Yes; a mother can do much. So it is,
you see, how it must stand with me. | must
fight it out alone— my baby boy I will have;
but you can help me in one wav, if vou
will.”

“1 can? How?” answers Lem.

“ By not telling a soul where I am hid-
ing.”

“An’ is that absolute the only way,
ma'am?” Lem is a struggling over the
chill that's beginning to catch him.

She looks up at him, eyes a brimming.

“No,” she whispers. “ 1 don’t see any
other way; do yon?”

Lem feels a sort of tightening, so to
speak, across the chest. He just grabs her
hand a minute, then lets it go.

One whirl he makes it on that high-heeled
boot o’ his’'n and out into the night he

staggers.
V.

Well, sir, fer three days Lem liquors
quiet enough. | bring him the stuff to his
comer, where he's morosing of it
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But hell opens on the fourth evenin’.
Seems as if he'd just been a raising the
pressure gage a purpose so's to have it
plenty high when he starts out on badness.

Course, we-all don’'t know nothing about
the gal eepisode at that time, so's we can’t
make no allowances.

It happens, thereunto according, that by
the time Skylight Ike's bull-dog's tail goes
for a target and the bottle-necks ’'re all
getting too blamed jagged to handle, and
the door-knob’s got three dents in it, and a
glancing bullet spoils my watch-fob (which
the same fob cost me six-bits of a drum-
mer)—why, | say, we opens a plumb quick
and decided committee and gives a verdict
plenty unanimous. The which verdict it's
for me to give Lem, which | then and there
does immediate.

“ Lem Hawks,” says I, impressive, “ we-
all, hereunto assembled, has just reached a
decision as touchin' on to yourse'f and your
attitoode in this here promisin’ town o’
Tight Cinch.

“ This here cornin’ city, having already
passed through the wild-oats-days, is plumb
of the opinion as to not wanting to return
to the same era o’ quick-shooting.

“ The citizens, therefore, have decreed—
after good consideration and after having
given you plenty o’ time, to patch up your
manners — we've just dead decided that
you're just a trifle too warm for our locality.
So, and according, forthwith, and hereupon,
we-all hereunto assembled have decided to
act as a sure and certain escort of you and
your hoss to the Rio Grande, after passing
over the which, though there ain’t nothing
personal in the thing at all — but we just
kind of intimate that there’s a windmill
right in front o’ this here emporium and
rope’'s mighty cheap nowadays. Savvy,
Lem?”

So it was | put it as genteel and sweet as
I could.

“In other words, you Old Shed coyote
you, it's me for Mex, and swing if | show
up again I”

“Well, now. Lem,” says I, “you puts it
dreadful coarse like, but your words does
credit to your onderstanding. And just let
me appendage the remark that we mean
just exactly what we're talking about.”

“Well, boys,” cried Lem in a whirllike
of a mood, “let's have a good drink all
around. As for me, | don't care a conti-
nental tinker's whipwillow where | go or
when | start.”



THE TAMING OF LEM HAWKS.

And that very sundown we all was a sing-
ing out so-longs to Lem Hawks as his roan
pony dabbles his forelegs into the old Rio,
preparatory to fording tire same.

Now, a followin’ Lem in continuin’ the
yarn, it's maybe about a hour after dark he
decides to pitch camp by way o' rolling up
in his blanket (him not being any too famil-
iar with the Mexico trail to travel much
nights).

So Lem is a craning his neck around
looking for a likely spot when he sees a
little gully that looks promising, especially
as there’s some mean wind a blowing. He
quits the trail and hits it for the same,

Down goes his blanket, and he unbuckles
his saddle-bags, digs out some sow-belly
and biscuits, and unhooks the fry-pan.
Then he fishes into his pocket for a match.
None! And it shore looks bad for Lem’s
supper— likewise breakfast.

It must 'a’ been something close on to in-
stinct that makes him palm his ear for a
sound— and then he’s sure he’s heard it.
And the sound was the thumping of a
smart-going cayuse back up the trail he’s
just left to one side.

“ A chance for a match,” chuckles Lem
delighted, as he mounts plenty alacritous
and beats it back on to the trail, just in
time to intercept the other rider.

Said other rider he makes out very well
in the moonlight. The feller sits the high-
est kind of a spirited nag mighty well.
And he’s Mexican all through, that feller.

A silver-trimmed outfit glints splendid
from high-topped sombrero to jingling
spurs. And, moreover, night though it was,
the rider shows up plenty haughty, just as
though there was blood in his veins he's
some proud of pumping through his heart.

But Lem don’t like his face any too well
when he rides out in front of him and asks
for a match.

“1 haven't got a match!” snaps the
Mexican shortlike, as he tries to swerve his
lively nag by Lem.

“ Aw, come now, stranger,” answers Lem
ingratiating, “ 1 ain't no hold-up. | just
want what I'm a asking for, and no more.
| calculates to bed down near-by, and I
ain’t got no fire.”

And so being as the feller sees he can't

get past any other way, he makes a move
to dig down into a pocket when, his hand

being thereunto occupied, the wind catches
at the wrappings of a bundle he's been
a hugging to his chest all this time.
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Now, this here bundle being thus unto
uncovered, and the moonlight helping some,
it ain’'t nothing but a flash o’ greased light-
ning required for Lem to do some recog-
nizing.

There, before him, in the hidalgo’'s arms,
was that same chubby, dimpling little chunk
0o’ humanity he'd seen that woman croon
over back there at the shack, all bundled up
in that same burlap sacking—and this was
the doill

Lem always was quick on action. ='Fact
is, that's just why we outlawed him. So,
this time, he acts plenty sudden.

With one swoop of his right arm he gets
a firm grip on the baby, and the move is
just that quick and onexpected it succeeds.
But Lem hadn't counted on his tired nag.

So when he’d dug his spurs plenty ener-
getic he finds that the don’s cayuse is a
hefty sight better and fresher.

It must 'a’ been that the Mexican was
afraid to use a gun on account o' the
youngster, ’'cause when Lem looks around
it's steel again he sees a glinting. But this
time Lem’s too quick to feel its edge. He
ducks and the blow falls short.

And that miss of the don’s means more.
For he had put such a mighty lot o’ beef
into it that he swerves jest that trifle too
far in the saddle and a prairie-dog hole
does the rest.

The hoss staggers; over slips the Mexi-
can, his foot gettin’ fast hung in the stirrup.

Ever see that sort o’ thing happen?
'Tain’t a oncommon pleasant sight, ['ll
vum. Leastways not when the hoss is as
wild an affair as this one.

So Lem just stood his place there in the
trail and watched the runaway. An’ after
ten minutes he starts to find what he don’t
want to look at.

Alongside a cottonwood is the body, where
it had got wedged and torn loose the stirrup
leather.

Now, Lem ain’t much on undertaking,
so he just leaves things as they are. And,
besides, he’'s got aplenty to some cogitate
thereon.

That there wailing little cuss at his chest
is bringing forward a problem, as Lem sets
on back to his blanket and pans. He tucks
the baby into the cover plenty snug, and all
that night Lem tries to dope it out as to
what's his move.

If he does come back with said urchin,
there’s a rope a waiting for him. On that
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score we had shore been plumb decided.
An’ if he don't— well—you see, don’t you ?

VL

It's just about opening-time the next
morning when Dick Salter busts in on us.

“ Boys,” he yells, awful excited, “ at sun-
up | was a doing some fence-riding down
by the Rio when | see that there Lem Hawks
a vi'lating the law and order o’ this heTe
community'. He’'s done come back over to
Texas!”

Well, you can be almighty shore we wus
riled. And there ain't no man as can
rightly blame us.

So it wasn't ten minutes after that we'd
measured off a hunk of nicest kind of rope,
and there was shore something doing in the
way of saddling a posse.

Everybody was now and then a glancing
up the trail, natural-like enough; but shore
thing there warn't one of us as expected to
see jest what we did see in the next few
seconds.

First, from outside a clump of bushes
just beyond the corral there shows on the

THE ARGOSY.

frantic run the little woman; and | never
did see more wildsome terror than was on
her.

“ My baby boy!” she was a crying, “ he's
.stolen him from me!” And down the little
gal went in the dust of the road.

And then came the thumps, thundering
plenty strong, from down the trail.

It was Lem. and he was a grinning most
tickledsome.

“Here y' are, ma’am,” he chuckles de-
lighted. the while he passes over the gurgler
to her. “ An' now, boys, the quicker you
make it. the better fer me.”

Right then, somehow, that there hanging
sort'er lost some of its zest, and | ain't
a going to say another word about how we-
uns tumbled.

All 1 have got to say is, though, that we
ain't none of us ever regretted that there
magnanimous act o’ clemency; for of all the
doggonedest, settled-downedest, law-abid-
ingest citizens there is, just you-all com-
mand me to Lem Hawks.

That's him out the winder there now—
the one a leading that little shaver. We
made him sheriff last election.

SUMMER WINDS.

Un the dale and down the bourne.
O'er the meadow swift we fly;

Now we sing and now we mourn.
Now we whistle, now we sigh.

By the grassy-fringed river

Through the murmuring reeds we sweep;
'Mid the lily-leaves we quiver.

To their very hearts we creep.

Now the maiden rose is blushing
At the frolic things we say.

While aside her cheek we're rushing,
Like some truant bee; at |>lay,

Bending down the weeping willows,
' While our vesper hymn we sigh;
Then unto our rosy pillow?

On our weary wings we hie.

There of idlenesses dreaming.
Scarce from waking we refrain;
Moments long as ages deeming
Till we're at our play again. \%

George Darley.
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The story is told by Dirck Dewitt, born

a spy by Charles 11

tempting to wrest the New Netherlands from the Dutch.
Greta Van Hoeck, who seeks to make him reveal his purpose
is about to comply when her brother Louis appears,
is an explosion on board and Dirck

loses his heart to
New World. He
there is no love
sea, from which he

lost. Later there

is rescued

he makes a favorable
and

and when he must needs tell

takes him to her father among the Indians.

receives a warm greeting from a white-bearded man who meets them,
hate you'."

mortification and blurts out: *“ 1 hate you! |

CHAPTER X
THE FUTURE OF AMERICA.

W ILLIAM GOFFE turned to the young
chief at his side.

“ Macopin,” he exclaimed, “chance has
thrown a welcome guest our way. This is
a friend of other days who once aided me
right loyally. Accept him as your own
friend for my sake.”

The chief, with a kindly dignity, raised
his hand to his brow; then extended it,
palm upward, to me.

“ 1 greet you,” he said in excellent Eng-
lish. “ Our poor home is_yours."

Even as he spoke his eyes strayed past
me and rested for a moment with strange
tenderness upon the girl.

“You have already met my daughter, 1
see,” said Goffe. “ Blanche, did he tell
you he and | were olden friends?”

“ No, sir,” returned the girl shortly.
“ Nor did you mention it when we picked
him up in the ocean.” And she made as
though to move onward to the huts.

1 * Began April ABGOSY.
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in mysterious fashion while he
Mayflower in his hand and the memory of a sweet face bending over him.
impression on Governor Peter Stuyvesant, who appoints him his secretary
later sends him on an errand among the Arareck
snake by a maiden who turns out to be the same one who
She tells him she is the daughter of the exiled regicide, William Goffe.
her he is English, she makes him prisoner with his own gun and
When he tells her that his gun

in New England, but sent to New Amsterdam as
of England to ascertain the lay of the land with respect to the British at-

On board the ship Stadtholder, Dewitt
in sailing to the
between whom and Dirck
is tossed into the
to find a sprig of
In New Amsterdam,

is unconscious,

Indians. He is saved from a rattle-
rescued him after his shipwreck.
She takes Dirck for Dutch,

is unloaded and

the girl turns scarlet with

“ Picked him up in the ocean!” echoed
Goffe, detaining her. “1 do not under-
stand.”

“ It was this gentleman,” she went on,
trying to master her chagrin, “ whom we—-
whom you— rescued from the debris of the
burning ship.”

“No,” cried Goffe. “And yet— well,
'tis not strange | did not recognize him in
the moonlight. The man we picked up was
smooth-shaven and wore his hair in court
fashion. Now, in forest garb—"

“Yet you, Mistress Goffe,” | put in,
“ recognized me to-day when you met me,
bearded and in trapper dress.”

“1t fell to my lot,” she evaded coldly,
“to dress your hurts that night while my
father minded the helm. He scarce had a
glance at your face. | was unable to avoid
seeing it plainly and for a long time.”

“Young eyes,” supplemented Goffe, “ see
more than old ones. By daylight | can
still make shift to use mine with the best
of them. But after dark | find my vision
sadly wanting. A step toward old age, |

Single copies, 10 cents.
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suppose. Yet,” he went on, “the papers
that fell from your pocket in the boat bore
the name ‘ Dirck Dewitt.’ That is a Dutch
name. And you were an English Colonist
in the days | knew you.”

“You knew Mynheer Dewitt?” asked
the girl, curiosity overcoming indignation.
“You knew him and called him ‘ friend '?
And yet you did not know his name ?”

“ Names counted for less at that crisis
than deeds,” returned Goffe. “ Whalley
and | had but just smuggled ourselves into
Boston. Every man’s hand was against us.
We made our way to the hills above Had-
ley, in the Massachusetts Bay colony. The
hue and cry was at our heels, a price on our
heads. We hid in the caves above Hadley
village.”

“ 1 remember,” she murmured, pressing
his hand. “’'Twas the year before | came
out from England to—"

“To turn your back on comfort and
home and share an old man’s exile,” he
finished gratefully. *“Whalley and | hid
in the caves. And there we were like to
starve, for we durst not enter the village.
One day a settler's son, hunting among the
hills, found our hiding-place. He learned
our sorry plight, although he asked not our
identity. And daily for a month he brought
us food.”

“ It was well,” approved the young chief,
Macopin, with a grave nod.

“We had long chats with him in those
days of hiding,” resumed Goffe. “ And ere
he, left that part of the country he arranged
to have provisions and clothing and arms
sent to us. | have never forgotten. And
to-day | meet him here— hundreds of miles

away from the caves of Hadley. It is rare
good fortune.”

“ Months later, sir,” | said, “1 went
through Hadlev again. There | heard a

strange tale of an attack- by the Pequots
upon the villagers during my absence. The
folk were ready to fly in panic, when you
appeared among them, sword in hand, led
them to the rout of their savage foes, and
then—vanished. An old Cromwellian sol-
dier in the village recognized you as Gen-
eral William Goffe. It was thus | learned
the name of the man who had so oft and so
entertainingly talked to me.”

“1 am sorry,” whispered a penitent little
voice in mv ear as we all moved up the
slope toward the huts; “ 1 am sorry | said
I hated you. And—and | am sorry | called
you a spy.”

THE ARGOSY.

She was so little, so childlike, so appeal-
ing, I had much ado in refraining from
lifting her up bodily and kissing her, as |
might have done to some winsome forest
baby.

“ Mistress Goffe,” 1 answered gently,
“it was | who should be craving pardon
for the scurvy trick | played you about the
rifle.  Believe me, | wish it had been
loaded— "

“ If you talk that way,” she interrupted,
her momentary penitence giving place to a
flare of spirit, “ 1 shall be sorry, too, that
it was empty. Or that | fired my own rifle
at a mere snake instead of saving the charge
for a better purpose.”

As | replied lightly | caught the eye of
the young chief. Macopin, fixed on us in a
troubled, almost lowering, look.

It was at the camp-fire that night when
Goffe, Macopin, Blanche, and | sat together
before the chiefs own hearth, that | spoke
openly of my errand and of all the hopes
and plans that were mine.

Goffe, to whom | had broached the sub-
ject before supper, had vouched for Ma-
copin’s loyalty and wisdom. He loved the
handsome young chief, so lately raised to
the head of his tribe. And he bade me
profit by his counsel and aid.

So it was that | told him my story. Goffe
sat upon a felled log, across the fire from
me, listening gravely and tugging some-
times at his long beard.

Blanche sat at his feet, her head against
his knee, the firelight playing fitfully across
her eager little face. Macopin, in his place
at the end of the hearth, heard me in grave
silence, his eyes now and again straying
furtively toward Blanche.

None interrupted until my tale was
done. | described mv interview with King
Charles, my journey across sea, my employ-
ment with Stuyvesant, the object of my wil-
derness wanderings, and outlined my rea-
sons for believing that England’s present
rule of the Colonies would mean. America’s
tjest welfare.

When | had finished there was a brief
pause. Then Goffe spoke.

“ The idea is good,” he declared. “ Ifis
feasible, and it will unite all the Atlantic
colonies. Who can say what that union
may not mean in future ages? It is for the
future of America that you are working,
Dirck.”

“ The future of America,” repeated the
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chief slowly. * The words mean much to
you. And, since | am your brother, | offer
you my aid. But what is the * future of

America’ to me and mine? To the people
who for countless centuries have ruled this
land? The future to us stretches out
dreary and barren as a rainy sea. The
white man’s gain must ever be our loss.
And one day our homes shall forget the
very name of ‘Indian.’ Still,” rousing
himself from his gloomy reverie, “ what
must be must be. He is a fool who stands
up against the tornado of destiny. Do you
ask any help?”

I nodded, distressed at the bitter hope-
lessness in the savage’s, tone.

“ Then,” he went on, “in a small way I
can aid you. That you reached this spot
at all, through so dense a mass of the tribes-
men who are hostile to white men, is a mir-
acle of fortune. You could scarce count on
as good a venture during your return jour-
ney. | will go to New Amsterdam with
you. My presence will serve as your pass-
port through my people. | will even appear
before your governor to confirm your tale of
their hostility and to vouch for the Arareeks'
neutrality. Is it well?

“ It is well,” | made answer.
heart | thank you.”

Blanche sighed softly to herself. At the
slight sound Macopin turned quickly to-
ward the girl, seeming to divine her thought.

“ It grows wearisome for you," said he,
“to dwell ever in the wilderness, far from
the laughter and social pleasures that are a
part of cities and of youth. If it is your
wish, and if your father will grant consent,
join our expedition. My mother shall go
along to care for you. At New Amsterdam
you shall meet other maids—yes, and men,
too. And, perchance, their amusements
and innocent follies may serve to make
good holiday for you.”

The vision that rose to my mind, of the
wild forest girl, tanned, loose-haired, in her
half-Indian garb, moving among the prim,
capped-and-kerchiefed damsels of the Dutch
city, was dispelled by the eager, childlike
joy wherewith she greeted the suggestion.

Her father gave reluctant consent. To
hide his pleasure at the happiness he had
afforded her, Macopin turned to me.

“You speak of the report,” he said, “ that
you are about to send your king. How shall
"you get it to him ? A packet thus addressed,
despatched on a New Amsterdam ship,

would—"

* From my
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“ Give me credit for a scrap of judg-
ment," | interposed, nettled by what | chose
to think his superior tone. “ That was ar-
ranged ere | left England. The packet is
to be addressed to ‘ Mynheer Troup, Cron-
stadt, Haag." 'Tis the name of a secret
agent of England's Dutch ambassador.
Troup will bear it to the ambassador, who
hath royal order to send it by courier direct
to his majesty. One week from the day
the report reaches him a British war flo-
tilla, under Colonel Nicolls, will leave
Southampton for 1special service’ That
tservice ' will carry the flotilla straight
across seas until Nicolls casts anchor off the
Battery fort.”

“ And,” the chief persisted, “your re-
port. “You have it safe?”
“ Naturally. 'Tis complete now, save for

my news of the Indians. So | dare not
leave it where prying hands can touch it
'Tis locked safe in the drawer of my desk
in the White Hall. And—*“

“In a desk?” cried Macopin, almost
lifted out of his customary grave calm.
“In a house where many men congregate ?”

“ And why not? ” | asked crossly. “ The
desk is locked."

“Locked!" he almost groaned.
there none who can force locks? Or is it
past reason that your governor, in search
of some paper of import, should bethink
him that such paper might be in his secre-
tary's desk, and order the desk opened ?”

“'Tis most improbable," | scoffed; never-
theless. feeling a little chill of apprehension.

“ Also,” he pursued, “you spoke of a
foe. One Yan Hoeck. with whom you
fought, and whom later you supplanted as
secretary. His hate might well set him to
searching for cause against you.”

I smiled in lofty contempt.

“ None in New Amsterdam suspect me,"
said I. “ The} deem me a zealous support-
er of Stuyvesant. Why should they search
the desk of such a man?”

He lifted his black eyebrows, but made
no reply. And at the moment a vagrant
thought turned me white.

Greta Yan Hoeck knew | was not what
| seemed. She had wit. She might read-
ily piece together what | had told her into
a fabric of suspicion that would set her
brother on my track.

In a breath | banished the thought as
unworthy. Greta would surely never sink
to so vile an action. No woman could
bring herself to put in jeopardy the life of a

“ Are



526

man who had never harmed her. To bol-
ster up my wavering self-complacence, |
continued:

“ Chief, I am not wholly a fool.
taken what precautions were needed.
seldom tricked."™

He made no answer; but rose and, walk-
ing past me, moved toward his hat. Then,
as if changing his mind, turned back and
approached me again. In his hands were
a little bundle of letters and a purse.

I recognized them as my own purse and
as the letters that Goffe had picked up in
the boat the night of my rescue and had
that very evening restored to me. Both had
been in separate outer pockets of my tunic.

“ Where— where found you .these?” | de-
manded in open-mouthed amaze.

“1 took the liberty of removing them
from your pockets as | passed by you just
now,” he answered quietly7 “ You see, the
best and wisest of us mav sometimes be
‘ tricked.” ”

“ But—"

“ Be glad that I am not Van Hoeck, your
enemy,” he continued, “and that these
papers are not your report. | ask your par-
don for playing so idle a trick upon a
guest. But for all of us it is well never to
underestimate a foe.”

Goffe's hearty laugh dispelled my ten-
dency to anger.

“ Macopin,” he explained, “is a medi-
cine man as well as a chief. Thus from
babyhood he has been trained in sleight-of-
hand. Be not angry at him, Dirck. The
lesson will do you no harm.”

Impulsively | held out my hand to the
young chief.

“You were right, sir. And your rebuke
is just. | spoke like a schoolboy, and you
reproved me more gently than | deserved..
| ask your friendship.”

“ It is given,” he exclaimed, his grave
face lighting with kindly feeling. *“ And
now let us make ready for the morrow’s
journey. For | am none too easy in my
mind concerning that same report of yours.™

And a tinge of his own uneasiness once
more stung me like white hot iron.

| have
I am

CHAPTER XI.

TWO WOMEN.

The “levee” of Governor Petrus Stuy-
vesant at the White Hall, New Amsterdam,
was in full swing.

THE ARGOSIT.

The great council-room was filled with
burghers, officers, and women, all in such
extremes of fashionable attire as the sober
Dutch colony afforded.

For these monthly levees were the chief
social features of New Amsterdam life. He
who was not bidden thereto might as well
regard himself as an outcast from colonial
society.

As | entered the room, clean-shaven, my
hunting garb exchanged for a coat of peach-
blow satin, white silk small clothes and
hose, gold-buckled shoes, and a throat-fall
of Mechlin lace— my advent caused a right
gratifying little stir throughout the com-
pany.

It was my first public appearance since
m\- recent return from a “ perilous journey
through the hostile wilderness,” as the gov-
ernor's congratulations worded it. Also, |
was known to be in high favor with his
excellency because of the results of that
same journey.

For, according to him, it had been my
intervention alone that had prevented the
Arareeks from joining the anti-Dutch fed-
eration. So | was, for the instant, a local
celebrity.

We had reached New Amsterdam the pre-
vious day. Macopin, his mother, and
Blanche had been lodged in solemn state
in a suite of apartments at the old tavern
facing upon the Bowling Green.

After making hasty visit to the governor
and telling him the result of my trip, |
had gone in guilty haste to my desk in the
secretarial - room of the White Hall, had
unlocked it, and rummaged for the packet
holding my report to the Kking.

With a sigh of relief, I found it un-
touched. Macopin had accompanied me.
With a slight gesture, | showed him that
the seals were still intact. He made no
comment, but moved away and looked out
of the window.

I had worried foolishly over the matter
ever since the chief's warning. Now the
reaction was so0 keen | doubt not that it
must have shown in my face. For, glancing
up. the packet in my hands, | found that
Louis Yan Hoeck, from his own desk in
the far corner, was eying me with evident
interest.

Some good fairy,” he sneered, *“ has
placed a parcel of wish-gold in your desk
while you were gone? You gloat over yon
packet as though—"
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“ Some routine papers | had mislaid,” |

answered coolly, “and which 1 rejoice to
find again. For,” | added, with perfect
truth, “ 1 wish to send them by to-morrow's

ship to Holland.”

| sat down and plied my pen right vigor-
ously, completing my report. Then, re-
sealing it and addressing it to “ Mynheer
Troup, the Cronstadt, Haag,” | put it
back in my desk and turned the key.

Van Hoeck, who had been writing busily,
looked up again.

“ 1, too, am writing for to-morrow's post-
ship,” he said. “ But | knew not that you
had so important correspondence with Hol-

land. | understood—"
“'Tis of personal import alone,” | said
lightly, pocketing the desk key. “ Now I

am off to get shaven and find change of
clothes. A good night's rest will freshen
me for to-morrow’s levee.”
| left the room, chuckling to myself at
my former fears as to the report's safety.
My work was done.

As | entered the great room, next day,
for the levee, Stuyvesant beckoned me across
to him.

“ This frill-and-folly gathering will end
in an hour or less,” said he, “and | have
called a council meeting here at the levee's
close. | forgot to speak of it to you, Also,
make Chief Macopin remain for the coun-
cil. Our deliberations may impress him.
He and the maid you brought along will
be here presently. Invitations were carried
to them last night by my own orderly.”

I moved away, and found myself the
center of a youthful group that clamored
for news of my forest exploits. As | talked
at random, answering questions and parry-
ing repartee, Greta Van Hoeck’s eyes sud-
denly met mine amid the maze of faces. To
my secret wonder, the sight no longer filled
me with the old madness of infatuation.
Ere | could analyze my change of feelings,
she spoke.

“ Louis tells me.” said she, “ of your tri-
umphal entrance to the city yesterday. He

says you bore as captives a veritable Fal-
staff army of tatterdemalions. An Indian
chief, in full war-paint and wampum—"

“ Indian chiefs,” | interrupted, “ do not
wear war-paint on friendly visits. And
wampum is— "

“ And a hideous old witch of an Indian
squaw,” she continued, unheeding; “ also a
ragged, tousled-haired gipsy wench who— "
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“Who thanks you most humbly for the
description,” spoke a clear young voice at
my elbow.

Blanche and Macopin had entered the
room unnoticed, and had reached my side
just in time to catch Greta's words. | went
scarlet with mortification, and others in the
group looked genuinely horrified. But
Greta's face changed not a whit. Gazing
down at Blanche with a cool superiority,
she said:

“ 1 scarce thought you would hear me,
Mistress Goffe. For | did not suppose you
would come to the levee.”

“Why not?” asked Blanche innocently.
“ One goes to all sorts of promiscuous places
when one is holiday-making.”

“1 meant—" began Greta, a shade less
composedly.

“ Oh, pray do not apologize,”
Blanche; “you knew no better.”

A suppressed titter ran through the
group. Greta's rose-and-cream complexion
deepened a shade or so, and her eyes
sparkled. Yet she made one more daring
effort at superiority.

“ 1 meant,” said she, “ that, coming from
the wilderness, you ewould feel sadly out
of place in such an assembly as this.”

“ 1 do, indeed,” agreed Blanche sweetly.
“In the wilderness rudeness to a guest is
an unpardonable offense that is never com-
mitted.”

“ Your wilderness rules,” snapped Greta,
losing all her coolness when most she need-
ed it, “seem as out of place in civilized
society as does your wilderness costume.”

smiled

“ Civilized society?” echoed Blanche
doubtfully.
“Yes, 'Tis doubtless your first visit

to—"

“ Oh!” cried Blanche, with a little laugh.
“ How stupid of me! You were referring
to New Amsterdam social gatherings as
‘civilized’ society? | see now. We al-
ways regarded New Amsterdam as an out-
post of civilization, you know.”

“You in the wilderness regarded—"

“ Oh. no. | was thinking of mine own
dear old home— London. When last | ap-
peared in what you call ‘ civilized society,’
'twas at the royal palace in London, at a
state ball. | bethink me now of a certain
gawky Hollander—a Dutch embassy at-
tache — who came to the ball and roused
much mirth and some pity by his boorish,
provincial ways. In that gay, polished at-
mosphere he seemed like a stray donkey in
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a flock of peafowl. Poor man! His name,
mejuffronw, if | recall aright, was Van

Hoeck— Louis Van Hoeck,”

Greta's face was purple. Scarce would |
have recognized the lofty beauty of old in
this baited creature. But Blanche was as
cool and unstirred as a Damascus blade—
and as deadly.

“ How strange,” she went on amusedly,
as though changing a tiresome subject—
“ how strange is the effect of weather upon
different women’s hair' This morning's
rain, which has tightened my locks into
ringlets, seems to have dragged yours out
into stringlets. |1 have been walking about
this funny little town of youre to-day. 'Tis
a quaint village, with its fifteen streets and
its hideous squat houses. ’'Twas laid out
after the pattern of Holland cities, | am
told.”

“If you like not our ways, and if you
scoff at our homeland,” stormed Greta in a
last flash of resistance, “ why come you

here?”
“ At the invitation of Mynheer Dirck
Dewitt,” returned Blanche. “ | and mine

protected him from stinging reptiles and
treacherous beasts in the wilderness. | had
foolishly hoped he might be able to do as
much for me, here. But—"

“Oh!”

In that monosyllable of utter impotent
fury Greta Van Hoeck gave up the futile
struggle. She strode away, glaring to left
and right, at faces whose covert amuse-
ment seemed to madden her tenfold.

With a smile of utter innocence, Blanche
turned to me.

“Was it not vastly amusing?” she asked.

“Yes!” | groaned. “ It was—not! |
have fought ere now for my life, and at
various times | have encountered sundry
other perils. Solemnly do | assure you that
I count them all as naught compared with
the battle |1 have just witnessed.”

“ 1 Witnessed ' is the correct phrase,” she
answered; “ for | note you took no share
init."

“1 was afraid,” | admitted. “ Fright-
ened past words. Ne'er again can | boast
that | know not fear.”

“And yet—"

“ Spare me,” | entreated. “ You have
done enough slaughter for one day. Turn
not the sword-edge of your tongue upon a
helpless man.”

We had moved somewhat apart from the
rest, into the embrasure of a window.
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She looked up at me with an utter change
from her former bright, icy mien.

“ 1 have made you suffer,” she said soft-
ly. “1 am sorry.”

“Nay," | cried' reassuringly, “ I was but
in jest. Surely you understood that? The
only esuffering ' | felt was that my guest
should have been thus spoken to under the
Governor's own roof. Yet what could | do?
A man | could—and would—have chal-
lenged. But a woman— "

“ You do not take my meaning,” she broke
in.  “1 made you suffer, | fear, talking to
her as | did. You love her. Is it not so?”

Through my surprise at the simple, di-
rect question ran a'gain that same vague
wonder. For, all at once, | knew | did not
love Greta Van Hoeck. Indeed, | marveled
— infatuation being fled—that ever | had
fancied | loved her.

But how could 1 tell this to another wom-
an? Perchance it would have been the cor-
rect thing to say. But | could not do it.

“ There is no bond— no tie whatever— be-
tween Juffrouw Van Hoeck and myself.
She regards me as the dust beneath her
feet.”

“ | fear she does," sighed Blanche, “ and,
if she cared not for you ere this, she loathes
you now.”

“Now? But why now any more than— "

“ A woman would understand,” she an-
swered, as though unable to explain to any
one so stupid as a mere man. “ She hates
you. Saw you not the backward glance she
cast as she hastened across the room toward
her brother? You witnessed her public hu-

miliation. You were its indirect -cause.
She—"

“ She went across to her brother ?” 1 in-
terrupted, looking about me. “ | see them

not.”

“ They have left the room,” said Blanche,
without even turning to look. “ Be oil your
guard, Master Dewitt! Neither of them
loves you. From what | can read of faces,
those two are not content to hate passively.”

“Why said you that I—Iloved her?” |
queried.

“ Because, as we came into the room, |
heard a burgher remark: ‘ Yonder is Sec-
retary Dewitt singeing his wings once more
at the flame of the most arrant, heartless flirt
that ever crossed seas.” And—"

“Who said that?” | demanded hotly.
“ No man shall speak thus of me and—"

“ 1 will not tell you,” she retorted, “ Nor
shall you rage like any stage hero when you
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are supposed to be entertaining me. Fie,
man! Where be your instincts'as host? ”

“ Forgive me,” | growled, half penitent,
1l e

“ And now,” she went on, “ tell me who
some of these gaudily dad folk are. Or—
first,” she corrected herself, glancing out of
the long north window, “ tell me the names
of the places where Macopin and | wan-
dered this morning. For example— yonder
twelve-foot wooden palisade, with its sharp-
ened stakes and its two gun-mounted tur-
rets. Is it a fort?”,

“No. 'Tis the city wall. Northernmost
boundary of New Amsterdam’s actual bor-
ders. The lane alongside it is the Wall
Street, and—"

“ Then, to northward,” she went on, “ we
came upon so pretty a lane, with a stream
running alongside it and girls washing
clothes in the water. Look! From here
you can see the linen drying on the hillock
just below the lane. 'Twas like a quaint
old picture.”

“ 1 know the place,” | answered. “ The
maidens of New Amsterdam do all the city’s
washing there. At the path's foot is the
ferry to Breucklen. The ferryman comes
when summoned by a horn hung below on
the bank, and, for three stivers, rows one
across to the Breucklen shore—an hour's
journey if the tide runs strong.”

“We passed the ferry on our wav back
from our walk, We came along a crooked
way that bent in half-moon fashion. A
laughable street—"

“The Parel Straat (the Pearl Street)—
our largest highway,” | said. *“ Saw you
the fort, with its twenty guns, by the Bat-
tery sea-wall ?  The church behind it is St.
Nicholas's, where the Very Rev. Everardus
Bogardus—"

“ And there, just before the end of the
Parel Straat, we saw a most horrible city-
jail! 7 she broke in, with a shudder. “ With
gallows and stocks reared in front of it. A
gruesome sight. There!” she concluded.
“ | think I have wooed you from your black
temper. | will force you to play guide chart
no longer. Here comes.Macopin. He does
not look happy.”

CHAPTER XII.
MINE ENEMY.

T he chief moved toward us, crossing the
room with its fast-thinned crowd, and mov-

10 A
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ing with a regal grace that made the others
look like yokels.

He still wore his native garb, though
Blanche, on reaching town, had exchanged
her half-savage costume for a simple gown
and kerchief.

“ Brother,” he asked as he reached us,
“ did you send your report by the post-boat
that sails to-day? ”

“1 did," said I, “as | told you | should.
I placed it in the post-bag an hour agone.
It is on its way to the ship, doubtless, by
now. The vessel sails at noon sharp, since
the tide serves at that hour.”

“ A moment since,” rejoined Macopin, “ I
saw the port messenger come here for the
post-bag. It is but five minutes’ walk to
the ship. In ten minutes or so, if the sail-
ing hour is not changed, the report should
.start on its journey overseas. And your work
will be done.”

| fancied | detected an odd note in his
deep, grave voice; but | replied:

“ Yes, the work is done. | trust the pack-
et's wrapper will not tear during the voyage.
For, underneath the covering whereon is in-
scribed Troup's name and dwelling-place,
the inner parcel is addressed to King Charles
himself. Yet, why should | worry? 'Tis
safe.”

Macopin scarce heeded me. <Turning to
Blanche, he said:

“ The guests are leaving. And the coun-
cil, to which | am bidden, is assembling.
Perchance it would be well for you to return
to the taverj>.”

His almost expressionless voice seemed
ever to take on a subtle gentleness when he
addressed the girl. | wondered at it; for,
to Indians, women are usually inferior be-
ings, unworthy of regard.

The last guests departed, curtsying, or
bowing low to his excellency as they backed
through the wide doorway. Presently the
doors were closed, and Stuyvesant stumped
pompously across to the chair of state that
had been drawn up at the head of the long
table.

A long-faced clerk rose and droned forth
tire council roll, each member replying and
taking a seat at the table as his name was
called.

“ De Hart, Leisler, Loockermans, Phil-
lipse, Steenwyck, Van Cortlandt, Dewitt,
Van Hoeck,” intoned the clerk. Then he
halted, and said again:

“Van Hoeck?” '

As the second call came Louis slipped into
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the room. His thin face was flushed, his
eyes shining with a strange glow.

“ Here, master clerk/’ he replied, settling
into his place and smiling across at me. |
had seldom seen the man smile. Never at
me. And the expression carried about as
much friendliness as an oath or a kick.

Macopin, who had left my side a little
earlier and had been strolling aimlessly
about the corridors, now came in and seated
himself respectfully on a stool near the
window.

Stuvvesant looked up with a glower.

“ Mynheer Van Hoeck,” he rasped, “ when
I do men the honor to admit them to my
council, | expect them to show their appre-
ciation of that honor by being punctual.
Pray do not force me to speak of it again.”

“ 1 crave your excellency’s pardon,” re-
turned Louis, his sallow face betraying no
such sullenness as it usually showed when he
was crossed. “ My sole excuse was that |
was vigilant on your excellency’s business.
| beg leave to lay before this council a most

urgent—"
“ Later, man! Later!” snapped the Gov-
ernor. “Who are you, to take precedence

of your betters? Sit down, You
shall be heard in due time.”

Reluctantly, Van Hoeck took his seat.
Yet, though'twice snubbed, he gave no sign
of feeling the rebuff. That queer inward
elation seemed still to buoy him up.

Stuvvesant was in one of his harshest
moods to-day. 'Twas ever so in wet weather.
Perhaps he suffered .from neuralgia. Per-
haps, as men whispered, at such times he
felt a tingling and ache where his lost leg
used to be. In either case, on these occa-

esions he was about as pleasant a companion
as a sick bear.

“ Now then, mynheers,” he said, after the
routine business had been attended to, “ we
will take up the case of Heeren Meyln and
Kuyter. These men now lodge in the city
jail, by my warrant. They protested form-
ally against certain features of my just rule.
When | bade them tear up their silly peti-
tion and ask my pardon, they threatened to
carry the matter before their high mighti-
nesses.” (The recognized title of the Hol-
land States General.)

“e| explained to them.” boomed Stuyve-
sant, in growing wrath, “that to complain
against one’'s Governor is high treason. |
added that if | really believed these two
men really intended to lodge complaint
against me to their high mightinesses, |

| say!
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would hang the pair of them from the high-
est tree in the New Netherlands. Then |
clapped them into jail until their senses
should return.”

He paused, glared about him from under
his beetling brows, then went on in stiff
formality:

“1 have set this lamentable case before
you, gentlemen, that I might learn your full
and unbiased opinion of the matter. Well,
well!” he shouted, as none replied. “ What
say ye? What say ye? Are ye all dumb?
This is a council of free speech.”

“1 move that the council, as a whole,
indorse his excellency's wise and merciful
action,” piped a fat-faced man far down the
table.

The motion was gravely seconded and
carried. Stuvvesant nodded grim approval,
then began to sort out’ his papers in evident
search for some document.

“ Master clerk,” he demanded, “ what did
you do with the notes you took on Secre-
tary Dewitt's expedition among the In-
dians?”

“'Tis in my office, your excellency,” re-
plied the clerk. “ I will go fetch it.”

“While we wait," decided Stuyvesant,
glancing around the board in search of some
new cause for ire, and chancing to* meet
Louis Van Hoeck's eager gaze, “ while we
wait, we will e’'en hark to this precious
‘most urgent ' business of Mynheer Van
Hoeck's. Speak up, man! And make it
brief.”

Louis arose and walked toward the table’s
head, until he stood beside the Governor's
chair. A red spot blazed in each of his
yellow cheeks.

“ Your excellency,” he began, drawing a
thin packet from inside his coat, “ 1 am no
informer, but I have the interest of Holland
and of the New Netherlands at heart. And
when | see those interests imperiled by a
spy, | deem it my duty to speak out.”

“ What's all tliis pother about 1 spies?
snorted Stuyvesant. “ And what is that
thing you're sticking at me? What is -it,
| say?”

“ A paper that | entreat your excellency
to read,” answered Van Hoeck. “ It tells
its own story far more eloquently than could
I. Read—and judge for yourself the fate
that should be the writer’'s.”

I half rose from my feet. My throat
was sanded with utter terror. For, even at
that distance, | easily recognised the packet
he held. Its gray parchment covering, its
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oblong form, the untied tape and broken
seals that had bound it— all were as famil-
iar to me as was my own name.

It was the packet containing my full re-
port to King Charles. His majesty’'s own
name stood forth upon the inner covering,
to be seen so soon as the inner wrapper
should be removed.

Mine enemy had bided his time, and at
the last he had bested me. | guessed the
story. Greta, in her blind rage, had gone
straight to Louis with the tale that | was
on secret business, whose discovery spelled
death. She had doubtless repeated my men-
tion of the king.

With such a clue to go upon, Louis could
not but have remembered my ill-hidden
eagerness over the packet in my desk. From
the mail-pouch he had abstracted that
packet. He had broken the seals, learned
the contents of the report and had brought
the damning evidence straight to Stuyve-
sant.

Now, too, | understood his smile, his re-
fusal to take offense. My life was forfeit.
I could feel the rope about my neck.

Yet I was not minded to die so easily.
To have staked heavily and then to lose
without an effort was not in any man’s
nature. Forcing myself to cool self-control,
| strode forward.

“ By your excellency’'s leave,” said |
calmly, reaching for the packet that Louis
was seeking to force into the Governor's
hand, “ as your secretary, permit me to take
charge of this bit of correspondence, what-
ever it may be.”

“ Good lad!” approved Stuyvesanf: “ you
are ever taking bothersome details off my
shoulders. Glance over the thing and give
us the gist of it.”

My outstretched hand had touched the
precious packet and my fingers had almost
closed about it. But before | could secure
my grip Van Hoeck had snatched the
treasure back with a cry that was almost a
screech.

“ Hands off!” he yelled.
You—spy."”

Here was my chance. Simulating right-
eous rage, | whipped out my sword and
sprang at him.

“No man shall call me that vile name
and live!” 1 shouted.

I hoped by a lucky blow to strike the
packet from his hand and to seize it as it
fell. But he' was too quick. His own
sword was out in a trice, and in his left

“ Hands off!
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hand the paper was held safe behind his
back.

A bellow of outraged dignity from Stuy-
vesant, and a full dozen men had thrown
themselves between us.

“ Dewitt! Van Hoeck!” gurgled his ex-
cellency, almost speechless. “ Zounds, black-
guards! What mean ye by drawing blade
in our own council chamber? | have hanged
men for less. Lay your swords on the table,
both of ye. You are under arrest!”

“Is a true man to stand by meekly when
he is called a spy? ” | raged.

“The charge is truth!”
Hoeck, in far more genuine fury.
the proof of my words.”

He brandished the packet before Stuyve-
sant's face.

“ Read it!” he implored.

Then | made my false move. Misjudg-
ing the distance, | gave a clutch at the
packet. My face must have shown my wild
eagerness. For, as | missed the hold |
sought, Stuvvesant's loud rage gave place
to a sudden grim calmness.

“ Back all!” he ordered. “ Dewitt, re-
turn to your place. Van Hoeck, give me
the packet. There is something wrong here.
I mean to learn what it is.”

Held down in my chair by a half-dozen
stalwart burghers | could but watch in cold
despair as slowly the Governor tore open
the horrible document and glanced at its
inner covering.

yelled Van
“1 hold

CHAPTER XIII.
FATE TOSSES THE DICE.

Then my taut muscles relaxed. 1 had
thrown the dice— and lost. The game was
in Fate's hands now. | was beaten.

Stuyvesant had broken the inner wrap-
pings of the packet and had gathered up
the loose sheets of writing. He was already
poring over the first page, his near-sighted
little eyes close to the paper.

My captors, when they found | no longer
struggled, eased their grip on me and
watched Stuvvesant's purpling face for fur-
ther developments, as he read on in silence.

Louis Van Hoeck, between two men who
still held him, was watching me with a cold,
malignant triumph, such as few men could
bestow on their worst foe.

The others waited breathless the bursting
of the storm that grew and gathered so fast
in Stuvvesant's tempestuous countenance.
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Macopin alone showed absolutely no con-
cern. With true Indian stoicism he sat
gracefully on his three-legged stool, looking
with civil interest down through the long
window into the Parel Straat below.

"Twas no concern of his what might be-
fall me. That was very evident. He had
warned me. | had vaingloriously chosen to
disregard his warning. Now, what cared
he that I must pay full rates for my folly?

| sat there, trying to brace myself to be
cold and brave when | should be denounced
by Stuyvesant and dragged off to the gal-
lows. | am glad to remember it was less
the thought of my forfeited life that gripped
at my icy heart just then than a crushing
grief at the failure this discovery would
cause to all the high hopes and ambitions I
had formed for my dear country’s future.

| had played for an unborn nation’s wel-
fare. And | had lost. What mattered my
petty life compared to that numbing blow?

And thus— while Stuyvesant glared his
incredulous, infuriated way through page
after page— endless centuries of time seemed
to drag on. It was by no means the lightest
part of my anguish, to realize that my folly
in half telling a woman a secret that was
not mine to tell, had caused my downfall.

There was a deathly, tense silence
throughout the room. A stillness broken
only by his excellency’s stertorous breath-
ing, and by the crackling of the successive
sheets of paper as he turned them.

At last— after an eternity— the Governor
—finished the last page and looked up from
the reading. His face was empurpled,
apoplectic, even to the crown of his bald
head.

His eyes bulged like those of a man in a
fitt The great veins on his forehead stood
out black. | have never beheld such rage.

His gaze swept the room, then presently
rested on me.

“Dirck!”
herently.

I rose to my feet, folded my arms and
looked him in the eyes. Macopin should
not tell his fellow savages that a white man
flinched at facing death.

Stuyvesant gulped, sought for words,
then cried in a spasm of half-inaudible
anger:

“Dirck! 1 did wrong in ordering you
to throw down your sword! | should have
let you spit the cur like a trussed fowl!”

“Your—your excellency!” | babbled,
my stoic calm knocked to flinders, my brain

he mumbled, almost inco-
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in a whirl of crass amazement. “I1—1 do
not understand.”

“ Nor does any decent, loyal man!” he
bellowed. “Lad! Know' you what is in
this packet you struggled to take—at my
command — from this scum of the Dutch
canals?”

He pointed a wrath-shaken forefinger at
Louis Van Hoeck, as he put the question.
Louis, utterly aghast and dumfounded,
managed to sputter:

“ Your excellency!
and yet you—"

“ Peace!” boomed Stuyvesant. *“ Gentle-
men,” he went on, trying to stead}' his voice,
and wheeling to face the curious burghers,
“1 will enlighten you in a very few words.
Mynheer Louis Van Hoeck is a man who
came to me highly recommended. | gave
him a post of honor in my own official
household, as you all know. And | treated
him with all kindness. How hath the beast

You have read it,

repaid me?”
“Your excellency!” protested Van
Hoeck. *“ In showing you that report | did

but what seemed my duty. I—"

“ Listen, gentlemen!” thundered Stuy-
vesant, silencing him with a fierce gesture.
“ 1 have done all this for Louis Van Hoeck.
In payment here is what he hath written,
and which—by what twist of a disordered
brain | know not—he hath chosen to beg
me to read ere he sends it to Holland.”

“1 wrote it not, your excellency!”
shouted Louis. “'Tis in his own hand-
writing, and signed with his own name.”

“If 1 have cause to bid you again to be
silent,” snarled the Governor, “ a squad of
the fort guards shall enforce the order.
The whole thing is in your own hand, Van
Hoeck, and signed by you. Whom you
seek to involve by the charge of ‘spy’ I
know not. Nor do the words of a discred-
ited informer like yourself carry a feather's
weight. Listen, gentlemen, and | will read
this noble screed to you.”

| stood agape. | doubt me if any could
have said which looked the more thunder-
struck— Van Hoeck or myself.

| felt in a tangled nightmare through
which | could see no light. Then Stuyve-
sant, his great voice still shaken by ground
swells of passion, read:

To their High Mightinesses, the States
General, at Amsterdam, Holland. From
their humble and loving servant, Louis Van
Hoeck. Greetings and these:
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Pursuant upon the secret arrangement en-
tered into between your High Mightinesses
and myself, before my departure from Hol-
land, I have joined the service of Petrus Stuy-
vesant, your Governor of New Amsterdam.

I have watched him closely, as you bade
me, and have studied the sentiments of the
people toward him. | have also been en-
abled to look into the most private phases
of his government.

I find in brief that all your High Mighti-
nesses’ ideas concerning the man were well
founded. More, the half has not been told
you. Arrogant, brutal, unjust, grasping, he
is the most hated man in New Netherlands.

The poor hate him for his haughty con-
tempt of them; the rich for his unjust cur-
tailment of their rights and privileges. The
arbitrary laws he has enacted for the restric-
tion of trade have cut down commerce here,
antagonizing the Indians, and have checked
exports and turned away much wealth from
your colony.

I respectfully suggest the immediate re-
call and public disgrace of this ignorant, in-
competent tyrant. Subjoined, you will find
full reports, proofs, and specific incidents in
support of what | have here outlined. Your

obedient subject and employee,
Loris Yax Hofck.

Stuvvesant, dropping the letter as though
it were some venomous thing, picked up the
first of the attached sheets and began to
read it.

But | did not hear. Sick, weak, trem-
bling at my escape, | turned away from the
table and leaned against the window em-
brasure, seeking to revive myself with deep
breaths of the cool, damp sea-wind.

How my deliverance had come— by what
miracle— 1 could not guess. | could not
understand one detail of the suddenly twist-
ed, apparently impossible situation.

For the instant, it was enough for me to
know not only that the noose was lifted from
around my throat, but that America's future
was not yet shattered; that there might
even now be hope of my wondrous plan’s
success.

As | stood there, trying to get control of
my racked nerves, and breathing wordless
thanks to God for my deliverance, a low.
almost inaudible voice beside me whispered:

“ Brother, have | done well?”

| glanced about. The only person near
me was Macopin. Still seated stolidly and
gazing into the street he did not seem aware
of my presence. Yet, looking closely, |
saw his thin lips move ever so little. And
again | heard that soft whisper:
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“You bore yourself bravely— for a white
man.”

“ Macopin,” | muttered, almost as low
as was his own voice, “ 1—1 do not yet see
how—"

“The tall maid with the corn-silk hair

and the pink face,” he continued, “ went to
her brother in rage. | heard not their
words. But they went from this room to-
gether. And 1 followed. To the post-bag
the man went. They drew out your report,
tore it open and both read it. Then Van
Hoeck thrust it into his bosom and came
hither.”

“Yes?” | whispered.

“1 had seen him place a packet of his
own into the bag earlier this morning. From
the care he used, | judged it was of value.
| took it forth, passed him in the hallway,
and took back your packet.”

“ He allowed you—"

“ Brother,” he answered, with faint re-
proach at my stupidity, “did you ‘ allow’
me to take your letters and purse when we
met at my Pomp-i-ton village? Yet | took
them. And you knew it not.”

I bowed my head in acknowledgment of
my own denseness. And he went on:

“1 took from him your packet. Yet,
loath to make him lose so good an impres-
sion on the Governor, | wrapped the broken
covering around his packet and replaced
it in his coat. That is all.”

“ But mine? My report to the king?”

“1 placed it in another wrapping and
wrote on it the name and place you had
spoken of— 1Mynheer Troup, the Cron-
stadt, Haag, Holland.” And 1 slipped it
into the post-bag just as the messenger
came from the ship.”

The boom of a small cannon sounded far
to southward. *

“ The Staaten Eiland block fort saluting
the post-boat’'s departure!” | murmured.
“ Heaven be praised! The ship has sailed.
And my report is aboard it! Macopin,
how can | ever thank you?”

“Hush!” warned the Indian.
cellency is finishing his reading.”

| straightened up and faced back into
the room. Stuvvesant was rolling out the
final sentences of the last page. From him
| looked at Louis.

Van Hoeck was crouched stiffly forward
in his chair, his eyes glaring, his lips
twitching. He looked like a man in the
throes of a fit.

| verily believe he was for the moment

“ His ex-



534

incapable of conscious thought or action.
Bethink you how this must have struck
him:

He had written, sealed, and posted a re-
port to the States General, whose secret
agent in America he was. Then he had
taken from the post-bag mine own report
to King Charles; had opened it, read it,
and thrust it inside his coat. When he
had drawn it forth a few minutes later it
had changed by miracle to his own packet.
Yes, had changed, although the outer
wrappings were still the same!

Remember (you who read these lines as
I pen them a half-century later), this was
the age when witchcraft and *“ demoniac
possession ” were believed in as thoroughly
as were any natural phenomena.

The fear of the supernatural was graven
deep into his twitching face, and had so
seized upon his very soul as to paralyze
him. Thus he had sat inert, stricken,
while his report to the States General was
read aloud by the States General's bitterest
foe.

“Old Silver Leg” seemed to take the
same grim pleasure in reading Van Hoeck's
detailed denunciations as does a cross child
in biting on a sore tooth. And it had much
the same effect on his choleric temper.

Finishing the last page, Stuyvesant fold-
ed the collected sheets neatly, replacing
them in their wrappings; then, with a
mighty wrench, he tore the parcel in two.

“ Gentlemen,” he remarked, “in case
there be among you any more snakes in the
grass— spies of the States General—let me
herewith express my contempt for them
and for you.”

Dropping the torn papers to the neatly
sanded floor, he ground them under his
silver-hooped leg.

“1 am Governor of the New Nether-
lands !” he roared, -lionlike in his wrath;
“1 am master of life and death in this
colony. And | stand accountable to no
man—to spies nor to their high mighti-
nesses themselves! Understand that, one
and all! 1 am as a father to you all, while
you remain my dutiful children. To him
who conspires against me, | am as the
hand of vengeance itself. Louis Van
Hoeck, stand up!”

The wretched informer looked piteously
at the Governor and even strove to obey.
But the temporary paralysis still gripped
him and the numb limbs refused their
office.
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Two officious burghers hauled him to his
feet. He hung limply between them. In
spite of myself, | was fool enough to feel
a thrill of pity for the fellow.

Even Stuyvesant noted his plight, and
doubtless set it down to helpless, cowardly
terror. | alone of them all knew the man"
had no more cowardice in his nature than
has an adder.

“ Louis Van Hoeck,” said the Governor,
“it is the sentence of this council’, voiced
by me, its Governor, that you—"

Van Hoeck, summoning all his slow-
returning strength, drew forth a slip of
parchment. It dropped from his palsied
fingers onto the table in front of Stuyve-
sant. The Governor picked it up and
glanced at it

“ A safe-conduct from the States Gen-
eral!” he snarled. “What care | for
that?”

None the less, | noticed that he did
not go on to pronounce sentence. Revolt
against the States General as he might,
neither Stuyvesant nor any other Dutch-
man of his day dared outrage the sacred-
ness of that body’s safe-conduct.

To relieve a situation's embarrassment,
the Governor turned to me.

“ Dirck," he said, “once more | wish
I had let you Kill the cur. The safe-con-
duct protects him and makes him immune
so long as he may care to tarry in the New
Netherlands. | would you had slain him
ere he produced it. Has your loyal clever
brain no suggestion of a way out of this
muddle ? "

All at once, and before 1 could reply,
Louis Van Hoeck became galvanized into
life. Lurching forward, he shook an ac-
cusing arm at me.

“ Excellency!” he cried wildly, “if I be
discredited or not, I brand this man as a
traitor! As a spy in the pay of England’s
king! You shall hear me!”

CHAPTER XIV.

« »
a woman scorned.

The man’s vehemence, breaking, as it
did, through the helpless paralysis that had
so enveloped him, struck upon us all with
an uncanny force. Louis took advantage
of the second’s astonished pause to shout
again:

“ There has been witchcraft! Vile, black
magic, that has turned the spy’s report in-
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to the strange words you have just read !

He is a spy! | ask— | demand—Ileave to
prove it.”

Stuyvesant, recovering from his amaze,
broke in:

“ Tush, fool. You are caught fairly in
a trap. Why increase your baseness by

seeking to drag an innocent man into the
toils? Dirck Dewitt, too, of all men. At
his life's risk he hath proven his loyalty
and honor.”

Right as | felt myself to be in the
course | had taken, yet hot shame filled
me at the Governor's rough words of
praise. But | had scant time to reflect on
them. For Louis again cried:

“1 do not ask you to take my unsup-
ported word—"

“The word of an informer1” scoffed
his excellency. “The word of a hired
secret agent of the States General! We

thank you, mynheer, most deeply, for not
insisting that we accept it as truth.”

“It is truth!” yelled Louis. *“ And you
shall hear me!”

Shall 5is an odd word,” said Stuyve-
sant coldly, “to use in speaking to your
master. Let us have an end of this! Leave
my council chamber and—"

“Xo!” declared Louis. “ 1 appeal to
your own law, which says: *Every dweller
in the colony shall have, on demand, the
right to free speech/ 1 have a complaint
to make, a formal charge to bring. As
Governor of the New Netherlands, your
own decree forces you to hear me.”

“ Else there will be a new grievance in
your list for their high mightinesses?”
sneered his excellency. * It is well. You
have cited my law and have appealed to
my justice. No living man shall say that
Petrus Stuyvesant waived righteous law
and justice, even in dealing with so low
a thing as yourself. Speak on, but be
brief. The room's air will be the sweeter
when you are gone.”

“Your excellency,” 1 interposed, rising
and bowing formally to the Governor as
Louis made as though to begin, “as | un-
derstand it, this maniac accuses me of cer-
tain unknown crimes. He hath already
publicly shouted to you all that I am a
‘spy.5 And | have been forced .to endure
the term. The justice of the New Nether-
lands is made for honest men as well as
for knaves. |, too, ask a hearing/5

“ 1 protest!% fumed Van Hoeck, “ I—"

“ Speak on,” said the Governor Kindly.
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“Your excellency,” | resumed, “ 1 am
the victim of this man's charges. Here is
no case for the law’s slow course. If my

accuser be indeed insane—as seems most
likely—1 ask that he be confined, for the
safety of the town. If he be sane, then I
entreat that you waive the laws against
the duello, and let me vindicate mine honor
with drawn sword, as becomes a brave
man. Tis the only adequate redress.”

Yes, I know how foolish, how braggart
and futile was my dramatic appeal. |
knew it then. | knew, too, that the plea
would not be granted.

But | was playing for time. The ship
bearing my precious report to King Charles
had left port. It had passed Staaten
Eiland, as the cannon's salute had told
me. But if, indeed, there were any chance
for exposure | wanted that possible expo-
sure to come too late for the vessel to be
recalled.

In another hour or less, the fast-sailing
post-ship would have gone too far on her
journey for the swiftest of our local craft
to overhaul her and bring back the mail-
pouch.

“ Dirck !” exclaimed Stuyvesant in cold
reproof, “'tis incredible that you, my sec-
retary, a stanch upholder of my laws and
authority, should make so gross a demand.
Youth’s blood is ever hot. And for that
reason | excuse your words. Rest assured
that justice shall avenge you as readily as
could your own sword.”

“ But your excellency—"

“ Know you not,5 he kept on, “that our
laws provide amply for such cases as this?
*1f a citizen,5” he quoted, “‘ bring crim-
inal charge and fail to sustain the same,
and if it can be shown that his charge
was prompted by malice and without what
seemed good evidence, he shall be pun-
ished according to the eighth clause of the
statute regulations/ So runs the law. And,
even a States General -safe-conduct cannot
intervene in the case of a criminal offense.
Let Yan Hoeck have his say. He will
punish himself far more certainly than you
could avenge your honor. Louis Yan
Hoeck, the council will hear you. Speak !%

Louis, wriggling, mouthing, cursing un-
der his breath, had listened with mad
impatience to the wrangle. Now, steady-
ing himself with manifest effort, he began:

“Your excellency cites the law. Be it
so. |, too, cite it, the law governing witch-
craft. To-dav | found a document that
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proved a man here to be a spy in Eng-
land’s pay. | bore that document straight
to your excellency. It did not leave my
person. By the time it reached you, it
"was miraculously changed to a lying re-
port supposed to have been written by me
to the States General."

The fellow was' not only recovering his
strength, but his subtle wit as well. | saw
the trend of his words. Not only did he
plan to ruin me, but to reinstate himself
with Stuyvesant by denying all knowledge
of the incriminating report he had written
to their high mightinesses. It was clever—
clever, past doubt.

Nowadays, when folk are for the most
part beginning to believe that witchcraft
does not exist, Van Hoeck’s talk of black
magic might well raise a laugh. But those
burghers of an earlier age looked from one
to the other in troubled doubt.

“ 1 ask you all,” resumed Louis, “ to use
your own good sense. Had | penned a
scurrilous screed against the Governor,
would | have been insane enough to thrust
it upon him and to beseech him to read it?
Doth the panther implore the hunter to slav
her?”

The burghers whispered excitedly. Van
Hoeck had made an impression. Stuyve-
sant’s angry face had changed from wrath
to perplexity.

There were wit and logic in Louis's
claim. Even / had to admit that. There
was no shadow of reason why he should
knowingly have shown Stuyvesant his letter.

Van Hoeck saw the effect of his words,
and hurried on:

“ 1 came here from the Vaterland to cast
my lot with this colony, and to do all in
my poor power for the colony’'s advance-
ment. | was so happy as to receive ap-
pointment on the Governor’s own staff. Had
| been an agent for his. enemies the posi-
tion would have been an ideal one for the
purposes of spying. The longer 1 could
continue to make adverse reports to the
States General, the longer my pay from
them would have continued. Should | have
been lunatic enough to rob myself of both
employments by showing his excellency such
a report? 'l ask not that you consider me
too honest a man to play so foul a part,
but that you give me credit for a grain of
intelligence.”

“ There may be something in what you
say,” vouchsafed Stuyvesant grudgingly.
“ Proceed with your charges.”
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Van Hoeck squared his shoulders. He
was himself again— subtle, shrewd, deadly.

“.Before high heaven and before this
council,” said lie, “ 1 accuse Dirck Dewitt
of being the paid spy of Charles, King of
England. | accuse him of having come to
New Amsterdam for the purpose of learn-
ing this colony's weaknesses and of making
report on them to his English master. |
accuse— "

“ Your excellency.” | burst in, “ grant me
leave to answer this man with cold steel.”

“ Peace, lad!” ordered Stuyvesant, not
unkindly. *“'Tis hard, I know, to sit and
listen to such vile lies. But have patience.
He will bring himself his own punishment.
Go on. Van Hoeck. Make as swift an end
to your charges as you can."

“ 1 accuse him,” proceeded Van Hoeck,
as though reading from a printed page, “ of
having drafted that report and of placing it
this day in the official mail-pouch whence
for the good of the colony | abstracted it.

“This man wrote to England’'s king, a
detailed account of every condition here, of
the Indians’ hatred toward us, of the easy
conquest England could gain should she
send a force while your excellency is at odds
with the States General and while the peo-
ple at large are so discontented with Dutch
rule.”

“l1s that all?” queried Stuyvesant in
frigid politeness as Louise paused.

“ Not quite. From the letter that accom-
panied the report | gather he is an Eng-
lishman; that he went to Holland from
London, assumed a Dutch name and iden-
tity, and through the connivance of the
British ambassador there was enabled to— "

Stuyvesant’'s great laugh shook the air.

“You overshoot. Mynheer Van Hoeck,”
he cried. *“’'Twas a very pretty batch of
charges as it stood. Why weaken it by
claiming him a newly emigrated Londoner?
Do Londoners speak Dutch with no trace of
accent? Do the}- know the Indian dialects
and the art of 1 forest running '? Next you
will say he is King Charles in disguise.”

“ | speak," answered Louis, “ not of mine
own opinions, but what | read in black and
white, in his own handwriting, over his own
signature."”

“ And novx, have you done?” asked the
Governor. “ Or is there more?”

“1 have done. | have accused the so-
called Dirck Dewitt of being an English
spy. The charge stands.”

“ Not yet," corrected Stuyvesant. “ There
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remain two trifling formalities. One is the
taking of solemn oath as to the truth of
what you have said. Second, to establish
proof thereof. We await your convenience.
But, ere you commit yourself to oath, let me
remind you that perjury is here punishable
by death.”

Van Hoeck's reply was to walk to the
bronze lectern where lay the council Bible.
With his hand on the sacred volume, he
said solemnly:

“1, Louis Van Hoeck, do hereby swear
on the blessed Book that to the best of my
knowledge and belief the charges | have
just made against the man calling himself
Dirck Dewitt are in every respect true, and
the whole truth, so help me.”

I think no one, observing the man, could
have wholly doubted his sincerity.

There Was an instant's awed silence.
Then Stuyvesant drew a long breath.

“'Tis done,” said he gravely. “ Mynheer
Van Hoeck, for your immortal soul’'s wel-
fare as much as for that of your mortal
body, | trust you have told what you deem
to be the truth. 'Tis a fearful thing at best

to call upon the Creator to witness our
spoken words. And now,” more briskly,
“ to the point. Your proofs, man! You

promised us proofs of your monstrous as-
sertion. Produce them!”

Van Hoeck hesitated.

“ My chief evidence,” he said, “ was the
document itself. It has vanished, and an-
other screed has been magically substituted

for it.”
“ So your whole proof hangs upon the

doubtful assertion of witchcraft?”

“No. Else had | not dared press the
charge. | beg to call a witness.” '

“ A witness?”

“ My sister. The [uffrouw Greta Van

Hoeck, who is known to your excellency.”
A stir of excited interest swept the room.
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I turned sick. Not with fear, though hope
seemed to be stranding me on the shoals of
despond, but at the thought that any wom-
an — Greta least of all — should be called
upon to take away a man's life.

My first shock passed, my senses rallied.
Why, of course, | was safe. The girl who
had once so infatuated me would surely not
now help bring about my utter ruin? Then
I remembered her face as she had turned
from us that morning. And once more a
dull doubt oppressed me.

Ere leaving London | had gone one eve-
ning to the Globe playhouse to witness
Master Congreve's right turgid drama,
“The Mourning Bride.” A tag in this
stage-play— that had most vastly caught the
fancy of the audience— now recurred to me.
'Twas a couplet that ran:

Heaven knows no rage like love to hatred
turned.
Nor Hell a fury like a woman scorned!

“ It is well,” agreed Stuyvesant, after a
moment’'s frowning reflection. Let the Juf-
frouw Van Hoeck be summoned. No!” as
Louis started for the door, “ stay where you
are, mynheer. There shall be no chance
at collusion. We will hear the lady’s story
independently.

“ Clerk,” he went on, “ seek the Juffrouw
Greta Van Hoeck, and beg her with my
sincere compliments to attend us here with
all convenient speed. It may be she hath
not yet left the White Hall, but is waiting
below with the rest for the rain to abate, ere
venturing home.”

“Your fate,” whispered Macopin, as the
clerk bustled out on his errand, “ hangs on
a thread.”

“ On a woman’s mood,” | corrected.

“ Are the two so different?” was his only
reply as once more he turned to his inspec-
tion of the rainy street below.

(To be continued.)

DEAR LITTLE VERSE.

Dear little verse, the careless eye
And heedless heart will pass thee by,
And never needst thou hope to be
To others as thou art to me.

For, lo! I know thy bliss and wo,

» Thy shallows, depths, and boundless heights,
How thou wast wrought, patient and slow,
Through crucibles of sleepless nights.

Robert Loveman.



His Picnic Predicament.

BY LESLIE HAVERGAL BRADSHAW.

Tommy Castleton Gets in Bad and Decides To
Struggle On Rather Than To Wriggle Out.

HE Drummonds were at breakfast.
Sunshine streamed in through the
open windows. Being up early, and in the
country, they received its full benefit. Eve-
lyn was manipulating the coffee, and a tense
silence hung over the room as her husband
provisioned himself for the labors of the
day.
He paused in the act of grappling with a

soft-boiled egg.
“1 wonder,” he said, in a tone of curi-

osity rather than complaint, “if Tommy is
ever coming down. He seems to regard this
as a movable feast.”

“He'll be here directly,” said Evelyn.
“We’'re rather earlier than usual to-day,
you know. He has had a hard time of it
in town lately, and | don't blame him for
sleeping when he can.”

“You're right, dear. That Seymour case
must have taken it out of him, especially as
he's a friend of Seymour. It couldn’t
have been the pleasantest sort of thing for

him to have to write about.”
“ No, | suppose not. Somehow | haven't

seen the papers latelv. What is the case,
Jack?”

“It's a love affair. Don't start. Her
name is Yorke — Yolande Yorke She's
the daughter of a plutocrat. | believe. The

old man heard some story or other about
Seymour, and absolutely forbade his daugh-
ter to have anything to do with him. Cir-
cumstantial evidence, etc. She has been
sent away to stay with some relatives to be
out of Seymour's way. Beastly hard on

the man.”

“Yes, awfully. 1 wonder how it will
turn out.”

“1 wonder. | shouldn't think they could

stamp a girl's love out that way. And they'll

find it out soon, too. Hallo, what's that?”
A door banged up-stairs. Then followed

half a dozen thuds, .indicative of some one

taking the stairs three at a time. A minia-

ture earthquake seemed to shake the house.
A moment later Tommy appeared.

*What ho,” he said breezily. “And
good morning! Now to important business.
| say, what's under that dish?”

Tommy Castleton, of the Daily Despatch,
was beginning his vacation by staying with
the Drummonds at their country house. He
had been working hard up to the last min-
ute, mainly on the Seymour affair referred
to. Hence Evelyn’s sympathy was justified.

The painful case of Seymour and his
love apparently did not weigh heavily on
Tommy'’s spirits. He proceeded to give an
excellent imitation of his host’'s example at
the board.

“ Have you anything special on for to-
day, Thomas?” asked Drummond, neatly
spearing a sardine.

“No. | may sit on your stoop and give
the passers-by a treat. That is, if you
previously send out hand-bills announcing
it. Nothing further. Why?”

“1 wish you would do me a favor.”

“ Any number. Speak, friend. You have
our ear.”

“Well, it's this way. Evelyn and | are
going into town, 'which is why we're up so
early. Now, some people round about here
have planned a picnic for to-day. They're
going out into the woods and all that sort
of thing. | said | would attend, but | can't
Would you care for it? | may as well con-
fess that | told them you would be there.

“Don’'t look so ghastly,” Drummond
added, on seeing Tommy’s dubious face,
“ there are some awfully decent girls in the
neighborhood. In fact, that's why | took
the liberty of making the engagement for
you. There's one in particular whom we
know rather well. She lives with her
mother somewhere near the next village.
Romsey, the name of the place is. I've
told them a lot about you. You have a
big reputation to live up to, | can assure
you. Honestly. I've bucked you up a fear-
ful lot. Haven't I, Evelyn?”

“Yes, you have, dear,” said his wife.
“ And without exaggerating, too.”
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Tommy looked at her searchingly.

“ Please don't rot,” he said. “ Well, all
right.  I'll go.”

“ Good man,” exclaimed Drummond, ri-
sing. “That's the sort. Their name is
Clark. Look them up first, and you’ll find
everybody'll fawn on you afterward.”

“ That sounds inspiring. Where is the
place ?”

“ They're going into the woody bit on the
hill, the other side of Romsey. You can't
miss itf It isn't far from the main road,
although it's pleasantly secluded. All you
have to do is just to stroll up and introduce
yourself in a neat, polished speech.”

Tommy pushed his chair back from the
table, and searched in his pocket for his
pipe.

“ | always was a versatile man,” he said.
“ And now herding stray females is added
to my list of accomplishments. But, look
here, how am | going to be able to pick these
people out? | don't want to charge in
among a lot of strangers and make an ass
of myself.”

“Oh,” said Drummond, “you can't mis-
take them. Look for an oldish, genial ap-
pearing sort of dame with a rather promi-
nent nose.”

“ And the girl?”

“The girl—well, Evelyn’s here, but |
must say, she’s what people call a dream.
You know' the sort of thing.”

“Right. | fancy | can manage to find
them on that description. When does it
start? ”

“ The picnic? Oh, about three, | sup-
pose. You can take the car if you don’t
care to walk.” .

“ Thanks. And when will you be back ?”

“ About six. Not later than seven, in
any case. Dinner’'s at quarter after seven
to-night. | have told Aunt Chloe. Now.
dear,” Drummond added to his wife, whc
had been up-stairs to put on her hat, “ we
must be off. Come along.”

At the door Evelyn paused.

' “ Be very careful, Tommy,” she warned
him laughingly.

“ Oh, all right. Don’'t worry about me.
I'm immune, you know.”

Tommy lazed around the house for a
while, enjoying the complete relaxation from
his strenuous labors in the city, then, after
having seen to the automobile, proceeded to
make a careful toilet.

Directly after lunch he started out. The
automobile was one of the best, .and he
reached Romsey in a few minutes. Find-
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ing himself with some time to spare, he
stopped the car and got out to have a look
around.

Strolling into the hotel, the first person
he saw— the most dejected-looking man in
the place—was Seymour.

“Hallo, Tommy,” said Seymour list-
lessly, “ what brings you here? There's
nothing new, and I'm not going to talk, so
be warned. I'm sick of newspaper men.”

“ You wrong me,- answered Tommy. “ I
am now the simple country gentleman. In
mufti, as it were. You may sob out your
secrets on my shoulder without fear of their
going any further than the lining.”

“ Glad to hear it,” said Seymour. *“I
don’t mind telling you | was going to make
a dash for it.”

Tommy explained that he was on his
vacation. Indicating Drummond’s car, he
described his afternoon’s prospect.

“Well, good luck,” remarked Seymour,
in a dismal tone. *“ 1 wish | could go in
for that sort of thing. But | can't forget
Yolande for a minute. Jove, | wish | could
find her and have a few minutes with her
alone. I'd give anything for it.”

“ Hard luck,” said Tommy, with genuine
sympathy. *“ You haven't any idea where
she could have gone, have you?”

“ Not the slightest. 1 know she’s not in
the city, and that's all. 1've tried every
place around New York, | should think.”

“ 1 wish | could help you. Are you out
here for long?”

“ No, only the day. My machine is round
at the back. | may stay overnight if 1
feel like it.”

“ Well, look here. | hope to get away
from this picnic business by six at the latest,
and the Drummonds certainly won't be
later than seven. They're coming back for
dinner. You met Drummond., you remem-
ber. Why not come over for the evening?
It doesn't take long in the car. Mrs. Drum-
mond is great. You can't help liking her.
She’'s awfully jolly— and-she’ll help you to
forget.-

Tommy spoke the last few words hurried-
ly. Anything even remotely connected with
sentiment made him feel uncomfortable.

“ Thanks,” said Seymour. *“ If nothing
happens to prevent, I'll come over. [I'll
be around here until seven-thirty, anyway,
if vou should happen to want me for any-
thing.”
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“ Good,” and Tommy stepped into the
car once more. “ See you later, then. So-
long.”

He kept a sharp lookout on both sides of
the road, and after a few minutes came
across a narrow drive at right angles to the

highway. Judging this to lead in the di-
rection of the picnickers, he turned the
machine into it.

Soon his vigilance was rewarded by the
sight of what was unmistakably a feminine
group some distance off. He drove the
machine as far as he could along the over-
grown roadway, then got out and continued
on foot.

As he drew near the party he slackened
his pace. He did not want to attract atten-
tion. His plan was to pick out the Clarks
and get to know them as soon as possible.
After that, matters could take their course.

For a few minutes he looked on'at the
scene, shielded from view by a small clump
of bushes, and as he did so he noticed that
two of the gathering were evidently on the
lookout for some one. They stood a little
apart from the others, who were bus}- un-
packing various bags and hampers. They
gave the impression of not intending to join
in until their expected friend appeared.
They had their backs toward him, but as
they changed their position every few min-
utes Tommy felt that it would not be long
before he would get a glimpse of their faces.
- Soon the expected happened. As they
turned slowly in his direction. Tommy
noticed with growing interest that one was
a middle-aged lady, and the other—a girl.

But she was no ordinary girl. Even
from that distance he was struck with the
general attractiveness of her appearance
and the grace of her movements. Evidentlv
she was the girl.

“ This,” said Tommy to himself,
where | come in.”

He strode rapidly toward them.

“ Good afternoon,” he said, taking off his
hat.

“ iS

“ Good afternoon,” replied the
“We thought you were never coming.”

Tommy, nearly lost in a trance of ad-
miration now that he was close enough to
see her face clearly, recovered himself suf-
ficiently to speak.

girl.

“What? I'm not late, am 1?”
“ Nothing to speak of,” remarked the
elder lady.

“ Oh, good. He told me about three;
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and it's only a few seconds past. What
shall we do? Charge over there”—indi-
cating the main body of picnickers—* or
what ?”

The girl hesitated.

“1'm not sure. You see, we don't know
many people around here, and—and it's a
little strange. The two ladies we know
best are over there by the trees. Do you
see them? They're bending down — no,
one has just straightened up again. Now
she’s looking toward the right.”

“ Oh, yes,” said Tommy, but a careful
observer would not have been impressed
with the accuracy of the statement.

“1 think 1 will sit down for a minute,”
observed the matron. “ They will no doubt
be over here presently.”

She suited the action to the word.
Meanwhile, the girl was studying Tommy.
She decided that he looked sensible. So
many of the young men she had known were
inclined to be silly—especially in the sum-
mer, and particularly on such occasions as
the present. And she was not in the mood
for that sort of thing just now.

Tommy, on his part, was Wondermg at
the girl’'s quiet, subdued air. She was the
sort he would have expected to see in the
thick of things — laying cloths, keeping
people from sitting in the butter, producing
spoons, etc., from apparently nowhere, and
conducting the affair in a brainy, scientific
way generally.

Instead, here she was, keeping on the out-
skirts. And she was such a pretty girl!
He doubted if he had ever seen one more
attractive— with the possible exception of
Evelyn Drummond.

Seymour had been wont to deliver for his
benefit lengthy monologues on the subject
of Miss Yolande Yorke’s beauty. Tommy
wished Seymour were here now. He felt
he would like to show him this girl.

He sat down on the grass beside her, and,
as the older lady showed no signs of de-
siring to join in the conversation, they were
soon in the middle of a tete-a-tete. It had
proceeded for about .ten minutes, when
Tommy received his first .surprise.

“1 do believe,” said the girl suddenly,
“ that my aunt has gone to sleep.”

The supposition was not without founda-
tion. It certainly looked as if the lady had
gone to sleep.

But Tommy did not feel interested in the
engrossing spectacle. The girl had said
aunt. vWhat did it mean? There must be
some mistake.
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Drummond had distinctly explained that
the Clarks were mother and daughter. Who,
then, were these people?

So far, things had been most enjoyable.
Their reception of him had swept away any
doubts Tommy might have entertained as to
their identity. Until now the possibility
of a mistake had not occurred to him. But
there evidently had been one.

He did not show his astonishment, how-
ever, but continued to maintain his end in
a bright and often witty conversation. All
the time, however, he was keeping a sharp
lookout for some indication of the truth.

It was not long in coming. The main
body of the picnickers, who evidently be-
lieved in “ business before pleasure,” were
laying a long white cloth on the grass. One
end of it was being brought in Tommy's
direction. He had wondered several times
how long it would be before some of the
others came up.

Suddenly he became aware, by a curious
instinctive feeling, that some of the ladies
among the newcomers were speaking about
the little group of which he was a member.

Without giving any sign that he was do-
ing so, Tommy listened. For a while he
could not distinguish what was said; then
his second surprise came. He heard the
words: “ Miss Yorke and her aunt.”

He started. Miss Yorke! By some won-
derful luck he had stumbled upon the very
girl he had been utterly unable to reach in
the city; the girl whose father had plunged
Seymour into despondency and gloom; the
girl who might still like— and perhaps love
—him.. He had never heard that she
shared her father’s opinion.

Tommy thought rapidly. Seymour was
likely to be still lazing around Romsey, cer-
tainly not far from it. He (Tommy) must
bring them together in some way.

But how? One can hardly leave a picnic
within half an hour of one’s arrival with-
out some very good excuse. And just then
Tommy found good excuses few and far
between. In fact, he could not at the mo-
ment think of any.

He looked around in desperation. Time
was flying. Any moment some one might
come over — possibly a bunch of *“ some
ones "— and carry Miss Yorke into the thick
of the festivities. Then his chance would be
gone.

He was looking at the aurit, who, fortu-
nately, was still sleeping peacefully, when
an idea came to him.

541

“ Miss Yorke,” he whispered, “ are you
very keen on this?”

“ Not particularly. Why?”

“Well, 1 have a car close by, and I
thought we might slip away and take a run.
The roads are fine.”

“1 should like it immensely, but— but
there is my aunt.”

“ Oh, that's all right.
wouldn't wake her?”

The girl smiled.

“ All right,” she said, “ I'll come.”

Seizing an opportunity when no one
seemed to be looking, Tommy led the way
to the bushes which had secreted him a lit-
tle while before. He found the car without
difficulty, and, having seen Miss Yorke com-
fortably ensconced, cranked up and started
off at once.

She’s asleep. You

V.

For a time neither spoke. The automo-
bile glided silently along the white road.
Miss Yorke sat with closed eyes. Tommy’s
attention was concentrated on the steering-
wheel.

Then, when they were on the main road
once more and fairly clear of the picnic
district, he turned to her.

“Who do you think I am?” he asked,
rather abruptly.

The girl raised her eyebrows.

“\\hy, Mr. Vaughan, what a curious
guestion! Uncle said you'd be up to look
after us, you know. If he hadn’t been so
busy with his aeroplane he would have come
himself. Ticnics are just the sort of thing
he likes. | hope we haven't brought you
awav from anvthing very exciting?”

“ Oh, no.”

“Well, what did you mean by ‘ Who do
you think I am?'”

“ Simply this,” said Tommy, changing
color slightly. “ There has been a mistake.
I'm not Vaughan.”

“What!”

“No. My name is Castleton. I'm a
friend of the Drummonds in Meadville.
You see, it was this way. | came to this
thing to look up friends of theirs, and mis-
took you and your aunt for them. The de-
scription fitted exactly.”

She looked at him a little curiously, but
said nothing.

“1 didn't know until just now that I'd
run across — well. I won't say the wrong
people. It doesn’t sound nice. I'll substi-
tute a ‘pleasant surprise.’ | realize, of
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course, that you must feel a little— well, un-
comfortable with a total stranger, so if you
desire it 1 will at once turn back. | hope
you don’t want that, though, because I'm
enjoying this immensely. Besides, if |
hadn’'t said anything, you wouldn’'t have
known.

“You really ought to reward ray hon-
esty,” he concluded persuasively. “ Think
what a temptation it was to keep silent.”

He decided that this was the best course
of action. After all, there is nothing like
gaining a person’s confidence. It establishes
a new footing. (This is generally the point
where acquaintances ripen into friendships.

She regarded him curiously for a moment,
then smiled frankly.

“ All right,” she said.
feel 1 can trust you.”
Tommy blushed.

this sort of thing.

“To look at me,” he remarked, after a
short pause, in which he lessened the speed

“Let'sgoon. |

He was not used to

of the car, “you wouldn't think | was
weighed down by sorrow, would you ?”

“ 1 should say not.”

“ 1 am, though,” he assured her. *“ The

thing is simple. It is the problem of a
friend of mine, who could solve it easily if
he only had a chance. But he hasn't the
chance.”

“No?”

“No. It's awfully hard luck. He is a
splendid fellow. One of the best. The
main flaw in his character is that he's warm-
hearted. To be exact and not mince mat-
ters, he’s fallen desperately— fearfully—in
love.”

“ 1 shouldn’t think that would necessarily
be a flaw.”

“Itisn’t, and yet it is. You see, it's ap-
parently bad judgment... His friends think,
he is wasting his love. They urge him to
forget. He says he can’t. It pains me, and
| grieve over it. My pillow becomes a per-
fect mop nightly around 1 a.m. | have
given him my opinion and advice in undi-
luted quantities, and all free. But it does
not seem to be of use.

“ He will persist in what he calls confi-
dence in—her. | don’t wtyit to praise my-
self, but I must admit that at times | have
been almost eloquent. 4Love,” | told him,
ais—well, love. It's a most curious thing.
You can't analyze it. It simply appears.
It sprints up and waltzes away.” And so
on along that line. Rather meaty, and often
quite deep. Somebody who knows short-
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hand ought to follow me round with a well-
pointed pencil and a large-sized note-book.”

He paused for breath, and then went on
in a more serious tone:

“ 1 want to enlist your sympathy. This
man was getting along all right, and the
girl—who is simply splendid— was encour-
aging him, when suddenly her father heard
some rotten idiot’s mad story about the fel-
low—and told him to go away, and stay
away.”

Tommy thought he heard his companion
move slightly.

“1 bore you,” he said with ready tact.
“ Let me change the subject. Talking about
furniture—"

“ Please go on.”

“You really want me to?”

“ Really.”

“ All right, then. The great point about
the whole thing,” he continued, with an
earnestness which was as unusual with him
as it was impressive, “is that her father
was absolutely mistaken. The story was a
hideous lie. | know the man’s all right.
He's a friend of mine. As | said before,
one of the best. And | have an idea that the
girl thinks so, too. Don’t you imagine it's
probable ?”

“ Quite p— probable.”

“ And doesn’t it seem a pity that the three
of them should have a miserable time when
the iwhole thing could easily be put right?”

“ It does.”

“ Now, 1 think the girl is the one to show
the other two that she— er— trusts the fel-
low. Don't you?”

'He waited expectantly for the answer.

“Y-e-s,” she said softly, looking away.

Tommy had timed his story well. Dur-
ing his recital the car had merely crawled.
The buildings of Romsey were close at hand
now.

“Well,” he said hurriedly, as the ma-
chine drew up outside the hotel and he
caught sight of Seymour at the top of the
steps, “ you have your chance now. Just a
moment.”

He jumped out, dashed up to Seymour,
rapidly explained the situation, and, after
seeing the two in the machine, their heads
very close together, turned and strolled off
in the opposite direction.

V.

and
Soon

Tommy waited a discreet interval,
then ventured to approach the car.
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the delighted Seymour caught sight of him.
He jumped down and shook Tommy's hand
in a particularly jovial fashion.

For the next few minutes each did some
rapid talking, while Yolande in the auto-
mobile looked down on them with the great-
est interest. Her profile stood out sharply
against the dull red sky, and an occasional
ray from the setting sun lightened up her
face.

Tommy, as he glanced up, thought he
had never seen anvthing finer. Seymour, as
his eyes met hers, felt the world had little
more to offer.

“ It's getting late,” said Tommy present-
ly. *“Look here, old man, why not bring
Miss Yorke round to dinner at the Drum-
monds’? We’'ll make it the maddest, mer-
riest day of all the glad New Year,”

Seymour .warmly approved the plan. A
unanimous decision had just been reached,
when Tommy recollected Miss Yorke's aunt.
There was more than a possibility that on
awakening she might become alarmed at
not seeing her niece at hand. Then there
was the picnic—and the Clarks!

Seymour brought round his car, and to-
gether the two machines returned to the
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scene of the picnic. Seymour took Yolande,
and on arriving made a bee-line for her
aunt.

He was in luck. She understood the sit-
uation at once, and, being favorably in-
clined toward him, predicted a speedy soft-
ening of Mr. Yorke's heart, especially as
Seymour had by now prepared a strong case
for himself, backed up by many alibis.

Meanwhile, Tommy had sought- out the
Clarks. To his satisfaction he discovered
that the Mr. Vaughan whom the Yorkes ex-
pected had made the same mistake as him-
self, and had then spent the afternoon with
the Clarks. Tommy felt that this was one
of his lucky days.'

The dinner at the Drummonds’ that night
was a big success. Evelyn and Jack under-
stood exactly how Yolande and Seymour
felt. Tommy undertook the role of come-
dian, feeling that it was the only way in
which he could fit into this atmosphere of
domesticity.

It was a noticeable fact that the Daily
Despatch was a clear day ahead of its rivals
in its account of the Yorke-Seymour en-
gagement and Mr. Yorke's princely wed-
ding present.

The Wire That Wasn’t Gut.

BY F.

RAYMOND

BREWSTER.

The Story of a Thrilling Experience When a Telephone Man
Attempted To Frustrate a Crime by Putting in a Silent Call.

WAS sitting at the assistant manager's
desk, idly picking up bits of conver-
sation on the various lines, when the first
report of trouble floated in. The trouble
itself was not of a serious nature, but it
came at an inconvenient time, and led me
into a situation that was perilous indeed.

Nichols, the assistant manager, was at a
long table near-by, deeply engrossed in a
report to headquarters. The usual buzz
of voices which is so much a part of a
busy telephone exchange during the day
was missing, for, in the early evening these
great nerve-centers of the large cities sim-
mer down to a calm.

On this particular evening in June it
was unusually quiet. The busy evening
hour of social conversations had not begun,
and | was growing a bit lonesome.

A tiny lamp flashed in the monitor-box,
and the buzz of the signal dispelled the
lonesome feeling.

“ Manager’s office,” | broke in, throwing

.the key which picked up the line indicated

by the lamp.

A feminine voice responded. “ My tele-
phone is out of order, and | want it fixed
right away,” came over the wire.

“ What is your number?” | asked.

“ Four five six, Main,” the voice an-
swered.

| jotted it down.

“ And your address?” | questioned.

“ Fort}--four Willis Avenue,> was the
reply.

| jotted that down, too, mentally noting
that it was in a fashionable neighborhood
in the southern part of the city.
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“We can't get a man there to-night,
madam, but—"”

“You must!” the voice broke in. “ My
husband is out of town, and | simply can-
not be here alone at night without the use
of my telephone.”

| tried diplomatically to put off the job
until the next morning, but the woman at
the other end was insistent.

“We'll do the best we can, madam,” |
told her finally. “ We’'ll have a man there
within an hour.”

“ Thank you,” she said, and the signal-
light faded.

“ Nichols,” | spoke up, distracting the
assistant manager's attention from his re-
port, “ I've a chance to get out in the air.
Can’t you get Miss Nelson to take care
of the desk?”

“ Sure thing,” Nichols replied readily.
“ Thanks for staying as long as you did.”

Miss Nelson, who took my place, was
the night chief operator, and she was #&
wonderfully pretty girl. | had stayed more
than once beyond office hours so that |
might see Miss Nelson and help her with
telegraphy, which she was studying.

Before coming East to the telephone
company, | had entered the telegraph serv-
ice in the West when a youngster, and it
was like the greeting of an old friend to
hear the responsive “ click-click” of the
key under my finger.

Although | missed the occasional thrill
of the telegraph service, | was not con-
fined to routine work. The company sent
me about from place to place, wherever a
new switchboard was cut into sendee, and

I was not in one place more than six
months.
The “cut-over” of the new board at

Newark had been made the previous night,
and minor troubles and kinks had been
straightened out the following day, <

| assigned myself to the ctfse just re-
ported, but little did | know that it was
destined to lead me- into a situation that
was so- full of danger.

Darkness was rapidly enveloping the
city, and the street-lights were beginning to
cast long shadows on belated workers. It
was an ideal evening, and | was glad of
the opportunity to get out in the air. My
pipe added no small drop to my delight.

| decided to walk to the seat of the
trouble, for, although the trolley might be
a little quicker, it reached my destination
by such a circuitous route that the saving
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in time would be very small. Besides,
smoking was not permitted on the street-
cars.

When | rang the proper bell in the
vestibule of the apartment - house at 44
Willis Avenue, | was immediately shown
to the library in which the telephone was
located. | was not even asked to show
my employee’'s badge of identification.
Thus do thieves prosper.

The usual tests failed to reveal a spark
of life, and an examination of the connec-
tions and visible wiring was without result.
The instrument was positively dead.

The janitor showed me where the wires
came into the house from the distributing-
pole on the corner, and | carefully exam-
ined all the wiring in the basement, but
could not locate the trouble. | pierced the
wire with the clasps of my test$set, a com-
bination receiver and transmitter, and lis-
tened for a response from the operator.

The wire was dead. The trouble was
outside, somewhere between the house and
the central office, a rather indefinite lo-
cation.

The nervous woman who would not be
without telephone service overnight, re-
fused to be reconciled to a postponement
of the search until morning.

“ One of your own men cut the wire this
afternoon,” she said acridly, “ and Ndon't
propose to suffer for his blunder.”

“ One of our own men?” | repeated.

“Yes," she insisted. “ 1 saw him Walk-
ing along Willis Avenue trying to follow
one of the wires with his eyes. He climbed
the pole on the corner and apparently cut
one of the wires and then disappeared.
Soon after | had occasion to use my tele-
phone and found it out of order. He cut
the wrong wire.”

I knew that it would be a dangerous task
to climb the pole at night, but I also knew
that it would be useless to try to convince
the subscriber that the line had not been
cut by one of the company’s men.

I was really puzzled, but when 1| left
the house it was with a promise to open
the line that night. There was only one
explanation of the cut line, and | revolved
it in my mind as | climbed the tall pole
on the corner.

I knew that a telephone man would
never try to follow a line with his eyes for
any distance. The cut had not been made
in the service of the company.

I was glad when the working platform
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at the top of the pole was safely reached,
for the, changing shadows cast by the arc-
light on the corner confused me, and sev-
eral times | nearly missed my footing on
the narrow block steps bolted to the pole.

Anticipating the task before me, | had
left my kit at 44, and only brought
the necessary tools and a bit of copper
wire with a strip of insulating tape. In
my bag | had found the stump of a candle,
and this shed an uncertain light on the
network of wires which centered at this
pole.

I remembered that the woman at 44 had
seen the man walking along Willis Avenue
from the west, so | gave these wires my
first attention. From that direction there
were only five lines attached to the pole,
and it was only the work of a minute to find
the break.

The cut was a clean one, but the man
responsible for it was \clever enough to
sever only one wire of the pair, thus pre-
venting it from dangling in the street.

As | scraped the severed ends clean of
the insulation, and twisted on the small
piece of copper wire and covered it with
tape, | could see the white, upturned faces
and shadowy forms of a group of onlook-
ers gathered below, evidently attracted, like
moths, by the flickering candle-flame.

In the darkness it was impossible to
make a permanent splice, and when this
temporary connection was completed |
descended the pole, and again entered the
house at 44, resolving to complete the job
next morning.

A test showed the line working satis-
factorily, and the nervous woman readily
granted me permission to leave my tool-
kit over night.

I got Nichols on the wire, and he gave
me a list of the addresses where the other
four instruments were located whose wires
reached the distributing pole from the west
on Willis Avenue.

“Watch for possible developments on
those four lines,'- | told Nichols.

The fearless spirit developed in the
Western telegraph service asserted itself,
and | hurried out, not knowing that the
real trouble was yet to come.

Contrasted with the busy social season,
Willis Avenue was quiet and almost de-
serted.

Most of the darkened houses were set
well back from the street, and they loomed
up like huge black monuments against the

nA
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glare of the lights in the distant center of
the city.

The first on the list was still occupied,
but the next was darkened and closely
boarded up for the summer, n

| walked up the gravel driveway, avoid-

. ing the noisy flagstones, and reached the

There was not a sign of life about
the big place. The windows in the base-
ment had not been boarded up, but they
were heavily guarded with steel gratings.

An airshaft cut into the rear of the house
several feet, and | peered into the black
chasm.

My heart gave a startled leap.

A thin stream of light shone through a
crack in the boards at the window. It was
only a tiny crack, but in the inky black-
ness of the air-shaft it stood out clear and
bright.

.The light could only be accounted for
in one way— the man who had cut the wire
in the afternoon thought that he was sev-
ering the only link which connected the
darkened house with the outside world,
and that he could plunder undisturbed.

| thought of getting the police, but my
work in the evening had taken considerable
time, and it was now nearing nine o’clock,
the hour when the night-platoon of police
begin their tour. The night- patrolman
was not yet on duty, and the other man
was probably at the far end of his post
waiting to be relieved.

I resolved to go it alone.

This was not a foolhardy determination,
for I knew that the telephone-line was in-
tact. If I could only get Nichols and say
a few -words to him without being heard!
I could then keep the thief under surveil-
lance until help arrived.

An open basement window from which
one of the steel bars had been loosened
showed me where the burglar had entered.
I took off my shoes and stepped into the
house.

Outside my eyes had become accustomed
to the semidarkness, but inside the black-
ness was impenetrable. | feared that in
the gloom | might stumble against some-
thing and alarm the man on the floor
above. | stood still, hoping that my eyes
would become accustomed to the dark
and that | would be able to find the door

rear.

which led to the hallway. But it was
useless.
Presently | was conscious of a slight

draft of air fanning my face, and | knew
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that it came from an open door at the
end of the room.
Stealthily 1 made my way in that direc-

tion. Several pieces of furniture inter-
mfered with my progress, but | was for-
tunate, and inch by inch | reached the

door.

In my stockinged feet I could feel that I
was walking on carpet, and by stretching
out both my arms | could touch the wall
on either side. | knew then that | was
in the hallway.

Dropping to my hands and knees, |
crept slowly along, feeling along the sur-
base for an opening.

Suddenly, on the right, the base stopped
and | raised my hand. 1 had come to
the stairway.

Looking up, I could see a faint glimmer
of light, probably reflected from a mirror,
but it was too dim to light my way up.

Still creeping slowly, I managed to climb
the stairs without making a sound. As |
gained the top, a sudden fear struck ter-
ror to my heart.

Except for my small pocket-knife, | was
without a weapon. What would this avail
against a revolver in the hands of the
burglar? But the thought that terrorized
me was that there might be more than one.

I rested at the top of the stairs a mo-
ment to collect my thoughts. | realized
that the odds were overwhelmingly against
me, but | resolved to depend upon getting
Nichols on the wire.

I avoided the doorway through which
the faint light shone, and tried to find
some way out of the hall.

There was no carpet on the hardwood
floors, and | had not gone far when my
knees began to get sore. | endeavored to
obtain the lay of the rooms, so that |
could reach the library, where the tele-
phone was likely to be, without any un-
necessary risk, but the direction | took
brought me up against a closed door. The
hazard of opening it was too great, so |
turned away.

There was only one way to get out of
the hall, and that was through the room
from which the reflection of light came.

I was puzzled to know just where the
light itself was, for it jumped back and
forth so between the rooms from mirror
to mirror, from chandelier to chandelier,
that | lost track of it in the maze.

Mv eyes had become accustomed to the
darkness now', and the faint light cast by
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the baffling reflection enabled me to locate
the doorway distinctly. | stood up straight
and glided stealthily into the room.

| stood for a moment transfixed. It was
like a glimpse of the Arabian Nights. The
rich hangings— the rainbow beams from the
crystal electroliers—the faint glow of the
light, and the distant scene—doubly re-
flected, of the robber at work, seemingly far
away in the recesses of a mysterious cavern
—was a sight to inspire awe and— fear,

I lost little time in watching, for the
thief was busily engaged and the minutes
were precious. In the dim light I -could
make out the lines of a grand piano, shroud-
ed in white, and | knew that | was in the
music-roor

A black hole in the wall alongside me
indicated a doorway, and | crept toward it
and stepped quietly over the threshold.

. My heart gave a joyous thump. On a
desk the light glinted from the shiny nickel-
plated surface of a desk telephone.

Eagerly | stepped to the desk and felt
around for the wire. My hand rapidly fol-
lowed it to the bell-box, which was fastened
underneath.

I knew that extreme caution was neces-
sary and | took no chances. Long famil-
iarity with the telephone had taught me
that when the receiver is lifted, or when
central cuts in with “ number, please,” there
is very often a tap of the bell. This would
be fatal to me, so | reached under the desk
and carefully unscrewed the two gongs.

I had placed one on the table and was
bringing the other up when my arm brushed
the first one off and it fell to the hardwood
floor.

There was an awful crash.

The blood seemed to freeze in my veins

and | dropped into the desk-chair, limp
and cold.
The gong clattered down and rolled

around the floor in diminishing circles,
but before it was stilled the thief had me
covered with an ugly-looking revolver.

I had seen him coming in the dim light
of the room beyond, and had instinctively-
reached for a glistening small steel envelope-
opener on the desk, thinking that I might
bluff him into believing that | had a re-
volver.

I raised my arm, but only as far as the
transmitter, where | let it rest. The thought
flashed into my mind that the ruse would
only serve to draw his fire, for we were both
in a perilous situation.

‘N
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Still keeping me covered, he reached over
to the wall and pushed a button.

There was a flare of light as the green
shaded* library-lamp shed a brilliant pyr-
amid over the desk.

His voice was tense.

“ Are you one of the profession?” he
asked in a low tone.

Sparring for time, | hesitated a moment.

“Yes,” | finally answered.

In my hand | had the telephone, the only
means of communicating with the outside
world, and at the other end was Nichols.

How could | use the instrument? How
could I make it talk— make it tell Nichols
that I was in a desperate corner?

The thief was glaring at me with sus-
picion. Finally he spoke.

“You lie!” he said sharply.

I started involuntarily, as though about

to rise.

* Sit down !” he commanded. “ 1 saw
your badge. Either a detective or a re-
porter.”

“ A poor guess,” | answered, trying to
control my voice.

My brain was working rapidly, but not
clearly. | had the means of getting help
under my hand, but without the human
voice it was useless. If only it were a tele-
graph-key !

At the word *“telegraph™ my mind
cleared instantly, and | began to tap the
telephone lightly with the envelope opener.

| had placed the point of it on one of the
little pegs by which the wire is fastened to
the receiver, and with the other end | tapped
the metal part of the transmitter. | knew
that this would complete the circuit and
flash the tiny lamp over this number in the
central office. The instrument was useless
to me as a telephone, but it would carry a
telegraph message just as well.

But who was at the other end? \\ould
he understand my flashes? If Nichols was
there, “ No!” but if it were Miss Nelson—

" yes.”
At every tap, a current of electricity

passed through me and made me wince
slightly, but the thief, confident that the
wire was cut, gave no thought to the silent
instrument on the desk.

“ Don't you think | had sense enough to
fix that thing?” he asked contemptuously,
indicating the telephone.

He evidently thought that | was awaiting
a chance to call for help by speaking over
the wire.
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“ Come quick! Come quick!” | was
sending over the line in rapid flashes. |
repeated the message many times, on the
chance that Miss Nelson might be at the
other end. It was my only hope.

In the meantime, the thief sneered at my
clumsiness in dropping the bell on the floor.
He gave it a vicious kick, sending it spin-
ning across the room with an awful clatter.

I tried not to arouse his suspicions and
talked slowly, drawing out my sentences and
sparring for time.

But | kept up an incessant tapping on
the telephone. | changed my signal to the
“S. O. S.” of the wireless, hoping that if
my first “ Come quick” was beyond Miss
Nelson's range, the simple “ S. O. S.” would
be within her grasp.

“ Hand over your badge,” the thief com-
manded.

“S. 0. S." | flashed.

It was my last message.

My signals stopped, and | unpinned my
employee’s device. Reluctantly | pushed it
across the table.

The thief picked it up quickly.

“ A telephone man!” he
“ The cut has been found out.”

His voice was tense and a look of alarm
came into his face.

“Out into the other room,” he ordered.

| obeyed rather slowly, walking out
ahead of him.

The dining-room was strewn with boxes
and some papers, and on the table a pile of
silverware and jewelry was ready to be
packed.

“ Sit on that chair,” the thief ordered.

I obeyed*in a listless way.

A faint sound seemed to come to my ears
from the outside, and | listened intently,
but it was not repeated.

The burglar snatched a cover off one of
the chairs and hurriedly tore it into long
strips. | knew that he intended to tie me
fast, and my heart sank. Would | still be
sitting there, gaunt and cold, when the
owner opened up the house in the fall?
Were my signals understood? Why didn’t
help arrive?

It was but the work of a minute to tear
the cover into strips, and as the thief ap-
proached me | squirmed uneasily in the
chair. But | dared not resist.

From the outside of the house Came the
shrill whistle of the police. My flashes had
been understood.

The burglar hesitated, and a puzzled, dis-

exclaimed.
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appointed look came into his eyes. He in-
voluntarily turned his head and, like an
alarmed beast, listened.

I was on my feet in an instant.

Quick as | was, he was prepared, and.
warding off my blow, he fired pointblank.

The bullet whistled by me and crashed,
with a dull thud, into the wall beyond.

Before he could fire again | had grap-
pled with him, and we clinched and fell to
the floor, the revolver flying out of his hand
and crashing through the mirror of the
buffet.

He was a powerful fellow, and | felt that
my strength was fast giving out.

We struggled fiercely around the- room,
and it seemed to me that the help which was
so near, would never arrive.

A door slammed somewhere in a distant
part of the house, and there was a heavy
tread of many feet on the hardwood floors.

With help at hand | relaxed my muscles
a little, and the burglar, feeling my resist-
ance crumple, had me pinned beneath him
as the officers burst into the room.

“You are just in time,"” the thief ex-
claimed, breathing heavily. “ 1 couldn't
have held him much longer.-

Before | could say a word, two of the
officers jerked me roughly to my feet and |
felt the cold steel of the handcuffs on my
wrists.

“You've got the wrong man!” | ex-
claimed hotly. “ Arrest the other fellow:
he's the fellow you want.”

“1'm a telephone inspector,” the burglar
explained immediately, displaying my em-
ployee’s badge.

| tried in vain to convince the police that
they were being fooled, but mv explanation
was received with contempt.

They were sufficiently impressed, how-
ever, to insist upon taking the bogus in-
spector to the station-house along with me.

I was roughly handled while being led
out, but | wisely controlled my desire to
resent this.

Outside, the place swarmed with police.
Two patrol-wagons stood at the curb and a
small crowd of the curious had collected.

A lieutenant was in charge of the squad,
and when those surrounding the house were
called in, a guard was detailed to stay while
the rest prepared to return in the wagons.

The burglar and | were separated, he
getting into one patrol-wagon, while | was
roughly pushed into the other.

As | took my seat there, a man broke
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through the crowd and rushed up to the
step at the rear.

“ What's the matter, Jim?” he veiled.

I recognized Nichols's voice.

He turned to the officers and exclaimed:
“You've got the wrong man there! You
don't—"

“ Git out o’ this!” a burly policeman
growled, raising his dub threateningly.
“ Do tez want to go wid him?”

“ Take him, too,In the other wagon,” the
lieutenant ordered.

| saw and heard no more of poor Nichols
then, for the officers clambered in, and with
a startling clang of the gong, the wagon
rattled off down the street.

I was not familiar with police methods,
but | felt that | had not only gotten deeply
into a mess of trouble, but that I had also
dragged Nichols into it

On the way to the station-house | heard
the officers speak about my arrest as clear-
ing up a number of robberies in the fash-
ionable residential section, and | knew that
they would try to fasten innumerable un-
explained crimes on me.

I was indeed in sorry plight.

The other wagon had already reached the
police-station when our wagon arrived, but
Nichols was nowhere to be seen-.

The burglar was standing on one side of
the high desk with several officers near by.
The sergeant was prepared to take my ped-
igree when the captain emerged from his
private office and at once commanded him
to stop.

I looked up in surprise, to find Nichols
with the captain. The expression on his
face told the whole story.

Fortunately the assistant manager knew
the captain and was able to get an imme-
diate hearing.

There was nothing for me to explain ex-
cept a few details of my experience in the
house with the burglar.

In the face of the evidence the latter con-
fessed. and the police subsequently con-
nected him with other robberies.

I was indeed glad to leave the station-
house a free man. As Nichols boarded a
trolley with me he asked the conductor for
a transfer, but | paid little heed to this, for
my thoughts were on other things.

“Nichols," | asked, after a while, “ who
was at the other end of the line when my
signal flashed for help?”

“Who but Miss Nelson could read it?”
he replied.

“
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“ 111 go back to the office with you," I
said, rather slowly. “ Miss Nelson may
want to hear the finish of this thing, and
I'd like to tell her all about it."

We had reached a busy transfer point and
Nichols thrust his hand into his pocket and
pulled out the transfer.

“ Jim," he said, “ Miss Nelson does want
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to hear about it, but the suspense upset her

nerves so much that | sent her home. It's
a little late, but you'll be on time. She'll
be waiting for you. This is where you
change cars— take the Prospect line! Good-

night1”
And he thrust the transfer into my hand
as | hurried out.

HIS BROTHER'S ECLIPSE.

BY

LEE BERTRAND.

Bob Hillias Pleads in Vain, and Then Refuses To Talk, Which Puts Him in
Worse Case Than Ever.

CHAPTER XVII.

THE RESULT OF THE OPERATION.

T was arranged that the operation upon
Morton Hillias should be performed the
following day. Bob was anxious to have
the ordeal over as soon as possible. That
morning, just as he was getting ready to
conduct his brother to the private hospital,
an automobile drew up outside Mrs. \\el-
ler's boarding-house, and a young woman
alighted and ran up the front stoop.

“Is Mr. Bob Hillias at home?”
quired breathlessly of the servant.

At the sound of that voice Bob bounded
down the stairs two steps at a time.

“ Katherine 1” he cried in a tone of min-
gled surprise, alarm, and joy. “ So you
have come back? ”

He made an impulsive move, as though
about to embrace her, but suddenly checked
himself, and did not even take the hand she
extended toward him.

The girl winced at this, and her lower lip
quivered.

“Yes, | have come back. Bob," she an-
swered. “ | suppose you are very angry with
me. You must despise me thoroughly for
running away in such a cowardly fashion."

“ On the contrary,-” he answered coldly.
“ 1 think you did perfectly right in going
away, Katherine. | am very sorry you have
returned. You have made a big mistake. |
am afraid the consequences will be most dis-
astrous.”

“ 1 don’'t care about the consequences to
me,” cried the girl passionately. “ | have
come back to save you, Bob. | have come

she in-
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back to tell the truth about what happened
up in that studio that terrible night. My
story is bound to clear you.”

“You mean that you are going to—to
confess?" gasped Bob.

“ Confess?” She looked at him with
pained surprise. “ Good Heavens, Bob, do
you think | have anything to confess? Do
you believe | shot your brother?”

“Yes,” he groaned, “ 1 do believe that,
Katherine. God help me, | can't help be-
lieving it!”

Tears came to the girl’s eyes.

“ Oh, Bob,” she murmured sadly, “ this
is awful! Of all persons in the world I
thought I could rely upon your faith in me.”

He looked searchingly into her eyes.

“ Do you mean to say you are innocent? ”
he cried hoarsely. “ Can you look straight
at me, Katherine, and swear that you did
not shoot my brother?”

Katherine met his gaze steadily.

“1 am innocent," she said. “ | swear it,
Bob.”

He uttered an exclamation of jov, and
took her in his arms.

“ 1 believe you," he cried. *“ Dear little
girl, 1 know you are telling me the truth, and
you have made me the happiest man in the
world.

" Forgive me. Katherine, for having
doubted you." he went on contritely. “1
couldn't help it. | tried hard to have faith
in you. but everything seemed to point to
your guilt, and finally, when | found that
you had run away, | lost my last shred of
hope."

“ It was very wrong and very foolish of
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me to run away," she admitted, “but I
couldn't help it, Bob. Father pleaded so
hard. He reminded me that he was an old
man, and that his health was not good, and
that if |1 got mixed up in this terrible scan-
dal it would kill him. He shed tears, Bob,
and | can’t remember when | have ever seen
dad cry before.

“ 1 was so affected that I meekly consent-
ed to go aboard the yacht. Father assured
me that everything would be all right with
you—that he would spend his last dollar
to prevent you from being convicted— and
that influenced me a whole lot, Bob. | have
always had confidence in father's power to
carry out whatever he undertakes, and | felt
sure that he would be able to get you off,
even without my help.

“ But after we had been out at sea a
couple of days | began to realize how base
I was to run off and desert you in that
shameful manner, and | insisted upon fa-
ther giving orders that we return to New
York. He wouldn’t hear of it at first;
but finally, when | threatened to jump
overboard, he let me have my way— and
here 1 am. Won't you forgive me. Bob?”

“ Of course I'll forgive you, dear. There
is nothing for me to forgive, in fact. The
apologies are all on my side, Katherine, for
having been such a brute as to believe you
guilty of shooting my brother.

“ Since you did not shoot him. however,”
he went on, with a troubled air, “ who could
have done it? Do you think, girlie, it is
possible that your father—"”

“ My father had nothing to do with it,”
she broke in quickly. “He has sworn to
me that he was not in any way responsible
for the attack on your brother; and | be-
lieve him.

“ Dad may have his faults, Bob, but he
is not a murderer or a would-be assassin.”
Her blue eyes flashed indignantly. *“ He
was very much upset by that horrible article
in the Champion insinuating that he sought
vour brother’s life because of those cartoons.
We got the morning papers before we went
aboard the yacht, and when father read that
| thought he would go crazy, he was so
angry.

“ It was then he swore to me that he had
nothing whatever to do with the attack on
your brother, and that he knew absolutely
nothing about the sending of that anony-
mous letter threatening your brother with
death unless those cartoons stopped in-

stantly.
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“1 have since found out about that let-

ter, Bob. | know now who sent it.”

“You do?” cried Bob eagerly. “Who
was it, Katherine? "

“ Hortense, my French maid. She con-

fessed to me while we were on the yacht.
She is very devoted to me, and when she
learned that my engagement to you was
going to be broken because of those car-
toons she believed she could help us by send-
ing that foolish letter to your brother. She
wrote it on my typewriter.

“ It was very silly of her, of course, but
her intentions were good. She never meant
to carry out that ridiculous threat—"

“ Are you sure of that?” exclaimed Bob
excitedly. “ By Jove, | wonder if that isn't
the solution of the mystery! Don’t you
think, Katherine, it’s possible that that fool-
ish girl, in her zeal to serve you, went a
step further than the sending of that letter?
Don’t you think that she may have gone
up to Morton’s rooms that night and shot
him?”

“No. | am positive she did not,” de-
clared Katherine. *“ Hortense is too tender-
hearted to hurt even a fly.”

“Well,” said Bob, “ I hope to learn with-
in a couple of hours who did shoot poor
Morton. They are going to operate on him
to restore him to his normal senses— he's
been out of his head, you know, since that
night— and somehow 1 feel confident that
the operation will be a success.”

“ God grant that it will be!” said Kath-

erine fervently.

“ Amen," responded Bob, and added,
with a shamed laugh: “ Do you know,
dear, that until now I've actually been

awaiting the outcome of that operation
with dread—dread that it would be suc-
cessful, and that Morton, coming to his
senses, would accuse you ?

“1 can't tell you the agonies | have
suffered since yesterday, when the doctor
told me there was a chance of restoring
my brother's mind.” He shuddered at the

recollection.
“You poor boy:” murmured Katherine

sympathetically.

Three hours later Dr. Leopold Schweiger
stepped softly into the little anteroom at the
hospital where sat Bob and Katherine anx-
iously waiting.

“ It is all over,” said the surgeon, with a
smile. “ You can come in nowTand see the
patient. | congratulate you. The opera-
tion has been a complete success.”
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They followed him, and as they ap-
proached the cot on which Morton Hillias
lay stretched, the cartoonist turned his eyes
toward them, and a smile illumined his white
face.

“ Hallo, Bob, old fellow," he said, putting
out his hand toward his brother, « 1 am glad
to see you. And | am glad to see you, too,
Miss Gedney,” he went on, with a pleasant
smile for Katherine. “ It is very good of
you to come here. Let me take this oppor-
tunity to express my regret that your visit
'to my studio the other evening should have
terminated so unpleasantly.

“ 1 trust the next time you are good
enough to honor me with a visit— and | hope
you will surely come up with Bob again—
there won’t be any more such accidents to
mar the occasion.”

“ Accidents!” exclaimed Bob. *“ Do you
mean to say, Morton, that that shooting was
accidental ?”

“ Why, of course it was! You don't think
for a minute'that he'd have shot me on
purpose, do you? Poor fellow, it must
have given him an awful scare when that
gun went off accidentally and knocked me
senseless.”

“Of whom are you talking?”
Bob.

“ Beverly Robinson, of course,” replied
the cartoonist, and, noting the look of as-
tonishment_that came to his brother’s face,
he exclaimed: “ Good Heavens, Bob, you
don’'t mean to say that you didn't know that
it was Robinson who shot me?”

“ 1 never even suspected it,” declared his
brother, a dazed look on his face.

“Well, that's strange. | don't see why
he should have kept it a secret. It was
plainly an accident. He was handling Miss
Gedney’s cute,little revolver, and it went off
suddenly and hit me.”

“ Katherine's revolver," gasped Bob in
bewilderment. “ 1 don't understand this
tiling at all. How on earth did that fellow
come to have possession of Katherines
revolver ?”

“ That's easily explained,” replied the
cartoonist. “ When Miss Gedney left the
studio she forgot to take her hand-bag with
her. Beverlv accidentally knocked it from
the table, and when it struck the floor it
flew open and the revolver fell out. Bev-
erly picked up the weapon and held it up
to me, calling my attention to it. Then
there was a flash, and after that | went
down and out.”

gasped
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“ Did Robinson come in right after Kath-
erine left the studio?” inquired Bob.

“No; he was there all the time,” an-
swered Morton. “ He was hiding in the
kitchen while you folks were up there.”

“Why was he hiding?” demanded Bob
indignantly.

“Well, 111 be candid with you, brother.
When you telephoned that you were coming
up to my place and were going to bring
somebody with you, and you wouldn’t tell
me over the phone who your companion
was, | suspected that you were bringing
old Richard Gedney himself to see me, to
try to persuade me to cut out tHbse cartoons.

“ Beverly dropped in a few minutes after
you telephoned, and | told him | expected
you, and that you were probably bringing
old Gedney along.

“ He suggested that it would be a good
idea for me to have a witness throughout
the interview, so he proposed that he hide
in the kitchen, where he could overhear
everything without being seen, and | con-
sented to the plan.”

“ And to think that that man actually
had the audacity to accuse me of firing
that shot!” exclaimed Katherine indig-
nantly.

“ The scoundrel!” muttered, Bob savage-
ly. “1 took a dislike to him the very first
time | met him; but, although 1 felt in-
stinctively that he was not on the level, |
never suspected that he was fiend enough
to try to fasten a heinous crime upon a
gentle young girl whom he knew to be in-
nocent. Oh, wait until |1 get a chance to
lav my hands on him.”

He clenched his fists menacingly, and
there was a look in his eyes which boded
ill for Mr. Beverly Robinson.

CHAPTER XVIII.
AX EXTRAORDINARY LETTER.

Bon Hillias never did get a chance to
square accounts with the dramatic critic
of the champion.

That disappointed young man. as soon
as he learned that the operation upon
Morton Hillias was a success, suddenly
left town, without even 'going through the
formality of resigning his position on the
Champion.

He had the grace, however, to pen a
letter of explanation and apology to Mor-
ton Hillias, which the cartoonist received
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accused of shooting you. Her protestations
and denials would be of no avail. The fact
that she and her father resented those cartoons
so strongly would furnish the motive for her
supposed crime.

a day after his departure. This extraor-
dinary communication ran as follows:

My dear Frif.nd:

I still venture to call you friend, although
I have no doubt that by the time this reaches
you, you will have formed such an unfavor-
able opinion of me that my use of that word
will arouse your indignation and scorn.

In view of what | have done and of that
which | tried to do, | cannot blame you and
all other right-thinking men for regarding me
with loathing and contempt.

And yet, to be candid, my only great regret,
at this time, is that | did not succeed in ray
desperate undertaking.

Yes, my dear Morton, much as | care for
you—and | assure you that | have more
esteem and regard for you than for any other
person in the world—1 was actually glad that
that bullet hit you—because it gave me an op-
portunity to get revenge on Richard Gedney

That scoundrel ruined my poor father and
drove him to suicide, and my desire to get
revenge on him is so strong as to transcend
all other considerations, including my friend-
ship for you.

I do not want you to think, front this
statement, that | fired that shot at you de-
liberately.

| swear that the discharge of that revolver
was an accident. It went off suddenly in my
hands while | was examining it and, when
you fell senseless to the floor, my first sensa-
tion was one of horror and grief.

I had no thought of revenging myself on
Gedney then. That idea came afterward—
almost immediately afterward. It was the
sudden return of Gednev's daughter to the
room which put the thought into my head
and prompted my subsequent actions.

When the bullet entered your head and you
fell instantly and lay as one dead, | bent anx-
iously over you and believed indeed that life
had departed.

Mad with despair and horror, | rushed into
the kitchen to get water, hoping against hope
that there might still be a spark of life left.

While 1 was in there. Gednev's daughter
returned to the studio to get her hand-bag
which she had forgotten.

It was then the idea came to me like a
flash that here was my- chance to strike at
that scoundrel Gedney and avenge my poor
father.

It occurred to me that the girl, upon dis-
covering you lying there dead or dying, would
give the alarm. People would come to the
scene and would find her there—all alone in
that room with you. The revolver from which
the shot had been fired would be discovered,
and it would soon be learned that it belonged
to Gedney's daughter.

| figured out that naturally she would be

She would be tried and found guilty—I

was sure of it. If you died, she would be
sentenced to the electric-chair. If you lived,
she would be sent to prison. OIld Gedney's
heart would be broken in either case. My
poor father would be amply avenged.

When these thoughts came to me, | softly

lifted the Kkitchen window and fled from the
scene by means of the fire-escape, leaving that
girl up there to call for help, and thereby
bring about her own ruin.

Alas, things did not turn out at all as |

had expected. Everything went wrong— from
my standpoint.

The girl did not give the alarm. She

thought of her own danger and fled in panic
—got away without anybody seeing her or
suspecting that she had been there.

Then your fool brother came to the studio

ami was arrested and charged with shooting
you.

He could have cleared himself by telling

the truth; but he would not do this—confound
him. He preferred to keep silent and run
the risk of being declared guilty rather than
expose Gednev's daughter to danger.

When | found out how things were going,

I was beside myself with disappointment and
rage; but | did not quite give up hope.

I continued to do everything in-my power

to fasten that crime on Gednev’'s daughter
and, at last, to my great joy, it began to look
as if 1 was going to succeed.

Then came that German surgeon with the

announcement that you could be restored to
your senses by an operation, and when |
learned that that operation had been success-
ful, 1 knew the game was up.

I humbly apologize to you, my dear friend,

for what | did, and | want you to believe
that | shall always lament the loss of your
friendship: but at the same time, | repeat,
in closing, that my one great regret is that |
did not succeed in having Gedney’'s daughter
sent to prison and thereby breaking the heart
of that old scoundrel.

Take into consideration the fact that since

the day mv poor father died, by his own hand,
the desire to wreak vengeance upon his ene-
my has been growing stronger and stronger
within me all the time, and try to be as
lenient as you can in passing judgment
upon,

Your miserable friend.
Beverly Robinson.

Morton Hillias handed this letter to Bob

and Katherine when they came to visit him
at the hospital.
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“What a terrible fellow he is!” ex-
claimed Katherine with a shudder, after she
had read it. *“ It makes my blood run cold
to think he is so vengeful toward my father.

“ Dad swears that he did not do anything
to his father that was not absolutely legiti-
mate and in' accordance with the ethics of
modern business. 'He admits that he ruined
the poor man in a business conflict; but he
says that he played fair, and that it was not
his fault that poor Mr. Robinson was driven
to the wall and committed suicide. It dis-
tresses me terribly to think that his son
should feel so bitter toward us.”

“Poor Beverly!” said Morton Hillias
sadly. “ It is only charitable for us to as-
sume that he is not quite right in his head.
Brooding over his father's sad fate has
turned his brain. Terrible as is the text of
that letter, it seems to me that there is a
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note of pathos in it. Let us be as lenient
with him as possible. Please be good enough,
Bob, to burn that letter in that gas-jet over
there."

When this was done Morton heaved a
sigh of relief.

“ And now, to change the subject to a
more pleasant one,” he went on, “ when are
you folks going to get married?

“1 hope you intend to make Katherine
your wife, brother, just as soon as | can get
out of this hospital, and it will please me
very much to serve in the capacity of your
best man.

“ Of course, there is no obstacle to your
marriage now. You need not be afraid that
those troublesome cartoons will continue.
|_do not intend to draw another one of

them.  You poor children have suffered
enough as it is.”
END.

After the Road Forked.

BY GARRET SMITH.

The Thrilling Discovery Made by a Carriage Traveler When
a Flash of Lightning Showed Him Where He Really Was.

TAND at a fork in an unknown road
with absolutely nothing to guide you.
Blindly choose one of the paths ahead and
follow it. Just as surely as you do so, you
will be overwhelmed by a moral certainty
that you have made the wrong turn. It's
a pleasant feeling, isn't it?

Now, let the highway in question lead
through a forest at nightfall, and your per-
sonal safety depend on a lucky selection,
and you have a dilemma with horns on it
that would make the Beast of the Revela-
tions look like a Rocky Mountain goat.

| struck one of those combinations last
summer when | was canvassing the small
towns in the Red Mountain district for the
General Hardware Company. | let my
confounded moral sense of rightness con-
trol me then, and it got me into a mess
that they'll still be talking about up there
twenty years from now.

The misguided idiot in Kendalville who
told me that a direct road led up the
valley to Hulburton, ten miles away, neg-
lected to mention the fork which 1 struck
about half-way to my destination.

The two paths looked as much alike as
a pair of monkey-wrenches. They were
just a couple of vague wagon-tracks, turn-
ing on either hand at exactly equal angles
to the direction from which | came, and
disappearing in forests of equal density
and equally devoid both of sign-posts and
human beings.

Night was at hand. To go back for
more directions meant a drive through a
black woodland. In it, I understood, were
catamounts, wolves, and such. Excuse me!
I must either return to Kendalville for the
night, which meant spoiling my schedule,
or hustle on into Hulburton before it be-
came absolutely dark.

| decided to go on. Which way?

Well, 1 looked at the two roadways
helplessly for a moment, then selected the
left-hand one. My only reason was that
a superstitious man would probably have
chosen the right hand.

But | hadn't driven a dozen yards down
that left-hand road before | stopped.
Something seemed to be shouting in my
ears that I was on the wrong track. |
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simply couldn’t go on. It made me mad
to think | was yielding to a superstition,
but there was a gloomy suggestiveness
about that dark, unfamiliar trail that be-
lied my sober senses.

So | went back and tried the right-hand
road, only to be tortured again with an
equal fear that | had simply been lured
off the true path by a particularly clever
dodge of the Evil One.

But this time | was firm with myself.
I cracked my whip over the back of the
livery bucephalus, and started up the right-
hand thoroughfare at a lively clip.

No, sir. Darkness didn’'t steal over us.
Not that night. It was suddenly present,
that's all, just like blowing out the light.

The last glimpse | got of the sky-line
showed me a thunder-cloud hustling the
sunset out of the"way as though it had
been suddenly called off that route for the,
rest of the season. There was a flash of
lightning and some preliminary thunder.
I was in for a storm.

| lashed the horse into a gallop. By
now my destination could hardly be far.
I couldn’t see my own hands, but trusted
that the instinct of the horse could keep
us in the road.

On we scudded for a mile or more.
Then the storm broke. It was with a
white blaze of lightning and a crash of
thunder had drove my beast into a mad
panic. He redoubled his speed, and |
expected momentarily to be dashed against
one of the great tree-trunks that lined the
path.

Then the booming echoes of thunder
were smothered in the roar of a wind that
seemed to spring suddenly out of a dead
calm and blow as if it would rip the
very foundations out from under the earth.
It was accompanied by the worst down-
pour of rain | ever experienced. The
lightning played around fast and furiously.

| forgot wolves and catamounts forth-
with. Here were two certain dangers.
In such a tempest a big limb Blight be
blown on me at any moment. More-
over, it is a notoriously dangerous thing
to be under trees in an electric storm.

| did some praying then, | want to
tell you. My chief request was that Hul-
burton be allowed to loom up immediately
before me.

But there came no such answer to my
supplications for another mile or more. |
was thoroughly chilled by my soaking.
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1 he storm showed no sign of coming to
an end.

My steed had tired himself out and
slowed down to a jog-trot. | noticed as
we progressed an increasing unevenness in
the motion of the wagon. The way was
getting rougher. With the next flash of
lightning | caught a glimpse of the road,
and noted to my horror that it had dwin-
dled to a mere grassy trail.

| had taken the wrong turn for certain]

To go back meant a ten-mile drive or
more through all the peril of the storm,
with a chance of getting lost in some other
by-path in the darkness. To go on would
lead nowhere.

Retreat seemed the only recourse, and |
got out of the wagon to find a favorable
place for turning. Scarcely a dozen steps
ahead my foot hit something that made me
slop and investigate.

It was a railroad!

A lightning-flash at that instant gave a
glimpse of shining rails. | knew at once
that this was a single-tracked division of
the M. and W., the only railroad through
the Red Mountains.

At the same moment came an inspira-
tion. The stations on 'this line were not
far apart, and | could not be far from one
of them. Probably Hulburton, for which
I was bound, was a mile or two to my
left along this very railroad.

Now | could swing my rig around on
to the track and lead my old horse into
the next town.to safety. The wagon could
bump along on the ties. This promised
the quickest outlet to safety.

Well, the horse didn’'t take very kindly
to the notion, and when | got him started
at last he stumbled a good deal. But I
managed somehow to get my caravan set-
tled down to a steady pace of about three
miles an hour, | walking ahead and leading
the animal. The storm began to subside
a little, and | breathed easily once more.

There was not much chance of a late
evening train on that division, | thought.
If one did come, | could see it in time to
get out gf the way.

Still, as | went on, my horse showed in-
creasing signs of dissatisfaction with his
uncertain footing. Several times he hinted
at balking. In case a train did appear
suddenly and the brute should decide to
stay right there, we'd be in a pretty fix.

I could undoubtedly get out of the way
myself, but | didn't like the idea of losing



AI-TER THE ROAD FORKED.

the outfit. Moreover, a heavy horse and
wagon squarely in the middle of a track
might easily wreck a train.

While I was musing on these-possibili-
ties my foot suddenly slipped between the
ties, and | fell- through to my knee. For-
tunately | stopped promptly enough to
avoid wrenching my leg.

| felt about me and soon discovered, to
my disgust, that we had come upon a
trestle. There was the single track with
a narrow footpath beside it consisting of
a single plank, and that was all. If my
horse took a notion to bolt either way for
a few feet, we would be dumped into a
ditch, no knowing how deep.

Fortunate for me that the old horse was
pretty well tired out and quite docile.

This was probably one of the numerous
little bridges with which mountain rail-
roads abound, | thought, and if | could
get my horse on the footpath all right |
could cross in safety. Still | sincerely-
hoped there were not many of those struc-
tures on the way to Hulburton.

The beast made a good deal of a mess
of getting over to the path, and came
mighty near stumbling right off the bridge,
but | finally got him where he could walk
all right, and pried the wagon over so
the wheels on one side would run betw-een
the rails and the others on the footpath.

So we started slowly along again, |
walking ahead and leading my reluctant
horse. Each step | took | expected to feel
cinders again at the other end of the
bridge.

But we kept,on and on and no end ap-
peared. | soon came to the conclusion that
no bridge could last that long, and stopped
to investigate again. Yes, there was still
vacancy between the ties. | felt over the
guard-rail with one leg as far as | could
stretch it. Vacancy there.

Could it be possible that this waS a
long trestle over a bit of swampy land?
The thought was disconcerting. It might
be a pretty7 miry place to jump out into if
a train should appear.

Now the storm, which had granted a
temporary lull, started in again with re-
doubled fury. The wind suddenly howled
around us with such increased force that
| actually feared we might be blown off
that mysterious trestle.

| stopped and braced myself against the
horse for protection. Then fell another
deluge of rain.
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Suddenly as | cowered there came an-
other of those flashes of lightning, first
blinding, then illuminating.

I shall never forget the panorama it
seared into my brain.

I and my little outfit hung there alone
in the warring heavens hundreds of feet
from the earth. Stretched out far below
me | saw in that brief vision a broad
valley and a running stream. In either
direction from me extended that narrow,
fragile - looking track to the hills that
seemed a measureless distance away.

For a full minute | stood stunned and
bewildered. Then the truth dawned.

I had heard of the great Minturn River
bridge. One of the highest and longest
railroad bridges in the world. | remem-
bered being told it was somewhere in this
region, but hadn't been interested enough
then to note just where.

Now | knew. It was immediatelv un-
der my quaking person !

To be exact, Minturn River bridge is
three-quarters of a mile long and stands
three hundred and seventy-seven feet above
the surface of the stream. | judged from
my brief glimpse that I was now squarely
in the middle of it

At length | pulled myself together par-
tially and prepared to go on. | wanted
to get down and crawl on my hands and
knees. My limbs were nearly paralyzed
with the thought of that gulf -yawning
below me in the darkness.

What made matters worse was the
terror of my horse. He, too, had taken
in the situation in that lightning-flash. 1
couldn't budge him. He stood there, feet
spread as far as possible, and trembling
like an aspen, but immovable as Gibraltar.

Still the rain poured down and the wind
swept round me. and the vivid lightning
seemed to play unceasingly along the verv
structure under my feet.

There | stood suspended like Mohammed's
coffin between earth and heaven. | strug-
gled with that confounded horse and strug-
gled in vain. Not an inch would he budge.

Frantically 1 kept peering through the
storm — now ahead, now behind, looking
for signs of an approaching train. The
rumble of one would be drowned by the
storm. No clanging bell or shrieking
whistle could be heard above it. | must
trust to seeing the headlight of the loco-
motive.

But what if I did see it? No signal 1
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could make would be seen or heard by the
engineer. Even if he came upon me at
an interval when the lightning was play-
ing, with the deluge of rain sweeping
against his cab he would not see far
through the blurred glass, and on the
rails, slippery with rain, would not be able
to stop in time to avoid a collision, even
at the reduced 'speed made on a bridge.

Moreover, there was no escape for me.
I could not leap from the track and leave
the rig if necessary. To do so meant a
jump of nearly four hundred feet down.
There were probably little platforms at
intervals provided for track - workers to
stand on while a train was passing, but of
course | could not find them now.

Then another thought came to my fear-
stimulated brain. A train going at full
speed usually hurls a small object like a
horse and buggy away from it when it
strikes, and passes on uninjured. But let
it hit that same object when running at
reduced speed, as it would be on this
bridge, and it is likely to roll on to it
and be itself thrown from the track.

Should a train come along at that inop-
portune moment, or, for that matter, any
time during the next twenty-four hours,
judging from the disposition of my horse, |
would not only meet my doom, but would
send the whole outfit to the bottom of the
gorge.

Just at that moment, as if to fulfil my
worst fears and verify my pessimistic the-
ories, | saw, blurred through the rain,
the lights of a row of passenger - coaches
out on the hills, that seemed to swing
around a curve, then line up behind the
dull glow of an engine's headlight.

Even as | watched that ominous grow-
ing eve with a horrible fascination, | be-
gan to feel the bridge vibrate under me.
Destruction was close at hand. \

I thought of a dozen things all in an
instant. My first mad impulse was to
jump, but | controlled that as quickly as
it came. Could | lie down on the foot-
path and trust that the train would pass
without hitting me? But if there should
be a wreck | would be swept off the bridge
with it.

Be it said to my credit, | thought, too,
of the death | was to bring to that train-
load of passengers. | made a frantic ef-
fort to drive the old horse, wagon and all,
from the bridge. As well have tried to
shake one of those mountains.
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Then | gave it all up, and, without real-
izing just what | did, started to run back
along the footpath in a direction opposite
to the approaching train.

Now the bridge was swaying as trestles
do under the impact of a moving train.

Suppose the engine should hit the rig
and not be wrecked ? In the next instant
it would be upon me.

Without any more thought or hesitation
I grabbed the guard-rail and piled over
it with a vague idea that I would climb
down the outside as far as possible out
of reach of the oncoming juggernaut.

My foot caught on something that gave
way with my weight, and both feet flew
out into nothingness. | hung to the rail
with my hands and frantically flung my
legs about till 1 struck something that |
could fasten them on. And there |
clutched, too weak for other motion.

It had all taken place in an instant. |
shut my eyes, expecting a momentary crash.

For a second | hung there and nothing
had happened. Then | realized that the
bridge had ceased trembling. The train
had stopped. With a frantic effort |
scrambled back over the rail.

Again | stood on the footpath.
my eyes in amazement. All
bridge rail at regular intervals a light
gleamed through the rain. | could see the
dull outline of my rig near one of them.
Off in the distance, still apparently near
the end of the bridge, was the headlight of
the locomotive.

I had now recovered my presence of
mind and started on a run for the train.
Whatever the cause of the appearance of
these miraculous lights and of the stop-
ping of the train, 1 must get to it and
give an alarm before it went on again.

Half-way there | bumped into a man in
a trainman’s uniform, carrying a lighted
lantern.

“Who are you?” he demanded, flashing
the lantern in my face. *“ Is there a break
in the bridge? Where is it?”

“ 1 don't know anything about a break,”
I said, “ but don't let your train come on.
There's a horse and buggy out there.”

The fellow looked at me keenly. He
evidently thought | was either drunk or
crazy. Without a word | led him back to
my noble steed, who still stood a monu-
ment of trembling adamant. Then | told
him briefly what had happened.

“So you knew about the signals and

I rubbed
along the
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cut one'of the wiresf" commented the
trainman when | had finished.

“What signals?” | asked. “ Do you
mean these lights along the bridge?”

“Yes. A set of wires are strung across
so that one at least will be broken if any-
thing happens to the structure. That
breaks a circuit and switches on a set of
lights and signals as a warning that the
bridge is unsafe.”

Then | guessed what had happened.

“ Let me show you where | climbed over
the rail,” | said.

We hunted back with his lantern till we
found on the outside of the guard-rail one
of the signal-wires broken by the toe of
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my shoe. That is what gave way and
nearly threw me into the gorge when |
let myself down. I had unwittingly
touched off a patent electric signal just
at the right moment.

Well, the train backed off the bridge,
and it took the combined efforts of the en-
tire train-crew an entire hour to get my
balky horse safely back on solid land.

But | got into Hulburton that night,
after all. And | had a good story to tell
while | was getting dried out, even if the
natives wouldn't believe it till they went
out and saw for themselves the print of
my horse's hoofs on the footpath of the
M inturn River bridge.

A TENDERFOOT'S STAND.

BY GEORGE B.

WALKER.

MacGregor Makes a Good Start, but Neglects To Pay
Sufficient Attention to the “ Eternal Vigilance ” Slogan.

“1VTO, sir; not for twice that amount.”

The young Easterner who had that
afternoon stepped off the train on to the
blistered platform at Plano, coolly eyed the
reputed bad man of the town.

After a wild ride from the station in the
hotel bus, oung MacGregor began to real-
ize that he had not eaten since the previous
morning, and it was with this object in
view that he found himself in Snap Bar-
ney’s saloon and grill.

When he entered the door conversation
ceased abruptly. Not only was he a
stranger, but an Easterner, and the clothes
he was wearing, while perfectly correct in
New York or Boston, were, to say the least,
an oddity in a place like Snap's.

Big Jim McYeagh jumped up with alac-
rity, scenting a possible purchaser of any-
thing phoney that he— Jim—had to sell.

“What's yours, stranger?” he asked,
lounging to the bar.

“ Nothing, thank you,"
swered.

“Wal, have a smoke on me, then,” Jim
insisted, bent on quieting the snickers that
were going around the room.

“No thanks, | don't smoke,” the other
replied.

Jim scowled ferociously, at the same time
taking four twenty-dollar gold pieces from

MacGregor an-

his pocket and throwing them down on the
bar viciously.

“ Wal, young feller,” he growled, “ you've
got the choice of doin’ one of two things.
You'll either take that drink with me and
earn that hundred, or you'll take the big-
gest lickin' that you ever had in your life.
It's my private opinion that you'll choose
the drink,” he added sneeringly.

It was at this moment the young fellow
had uttered the words already set down.

“ And," he continued, “ 1 might as well
tell you that while 1 am adverse to fighting,
I can take good care of myself.”

Big Jim fell back a step in surprise.
Never before had any one stood up in front
of him without quailing, and here was this
young whipper-snapper, calmly announcing
that he could take care of himself. Throw-
ing off his coat and vest, Jim started for him
with the firm intention of administering the
most severe thrashing on record.

In action he was a terrible thing to be-
hold. Imagine one hundred and eighty
pounds of fighting muscle, perfectly bal-
anced, and topped with a cool figuring
brain. Big Jim was all of that and more.

MacGregor was waiting for him, and as
he rushed in with lowered head, neatly side-
stepped and sent in a beautiful uppercut,
following with two short-arm body blows.
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Big Jim straightened up with a roar of
pain and rage, bleeding profusely from the
mouth and nose. Nothing daunted, he
rushed again, to meet with the same treat-
ment, but with more steam behind the
blows. This only served to madden him,
and drawing back once more, he poured
out a stream of abuse, calling on his op-
ponent to come on in and mix it.

An instant later he went to the floor under
a smother of hits, and lay still.

MacGregor stood over him with an un-
holy joy in his heart, then turning to the
crowd in the room he said:

“1 came here to get something to eat.
Where can | get it? ”

Snap came forward obligingly
pointed toward the rear of the room.

“ Right back thar, partner,” he directed.
“ An’ it's on the house for doin’ such a good
job as you jest done,” he added.

MacGregor went to the counter as directed
and eat a hearty meal. While doing so he
had a chance to map out his plan of cam-
paign.

Oh, well,” he thoughtlessly decided,
“as dad used to say, when in Rome do as
the Romans; | guess I'll be a Roman.”

And he found that to be an easy matter,
for, coupled with the fact that he had pulled
down the town bully, he had money, and
friends were easy to make under such cir-
cumstances.

On a Tuesday morning, some three weeks
later, he was sitting by the stove at Snap’s,
reading a bundle of home papers when his
eyes opened widely. Under scare-head let-
tering his name appeared, and on running
the article through he found it to be a com-
plete and exhaustive description of his fight
with Jim MacVeagh.

“ Gosh! Won't the governor be hot when
he reads that? Guess I'll go up to the post-
office and see if I've got any mail.”

He did so, and received an explicit notice
from his father to this effect:

and

New York.
Dear T heodore:

As you know, | sent you West to avoid
notoriety. This morning | opened the paper
to find a heading similar to this: "Son of
the Rich Administers Severe Trouncing," etc.

From now On you may consider yourself
in absolute control of your future. Your

_ allowance will not continue. However, you
still have the ten thousand dollars your grand-
father left you, and much as | should like, |
cannot prevent your drawing upon it.
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Hoping that you will realize the gravity
of your msituation, and advising you to let
your legacy alone, | am

Your affectionate father,
J. S. MacG regor,

P, S. Make good for your mother’s sake.

That night Ted had a heavy attack of
the blues. His roommate and partner,
Hughie Evers, noticed it, and slapping him
on the back inquired the trouble.

Ted handed him the letter.

Evers read it, and then turned to the
homesick boy.

“Why, buck up, partner,” he said. *“ You
ain't got no cause to be feelin’ bad. This
here letter says as how you've got a nice
little stake. Here in this country there’s all
kinds of chances to make money. You
ain’t in half as bad as you might be.”

“Is that straight?”

“You bet it is.”

“Well, then,” Todd decided, “ all I want
is a chance.”

As if in answer, a knock came at the
door,

I1.

Big Jim McVeagh stepped into the
room.

“Howd'y, boys,” he began.

“How'dy, Jim,” and Evers nodded to-
ward a chair.

“What can we to for you, Jim?” Mac-
Gregor inquired.

“Wal, you see,” arid Jim plunged right
into his subject, “ ever since you give me
that heatin’ up at Snap’s, Ted, I've been
gettin" more an’ more tired of this country,
an’ to-day | got a letter from my ol’ mammy
back in Arkansas that she was dyin’ an’
wanted to see me before she went. And,
well, | jest come over to give you fellers a
chance at a good buy. | want to sell my
ranch on the edge of town, and | want to
sell it quick, so that I can leave here on
Saturday at the latest. Do you want it?”

Young MacGregor straightened up. Here
was big Jim, the owner of the best ranch in
the irrigation project, trying to. sell it, and
to him, too. Opportunity was surely knock-
ing at his door, and he asked quickly:

“What do you want for it, Jim?”

“Wal, I'm in a hurry, and would be
willin’ to take twelve thousand, although
it's worth twice that.”

“How many acres are there?” Ted in-
quired.
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“Jest an even eight thousand. | ain't
goin' to say anythin' about the ground, but
let-it talk for itself,”

“1'll give you ten thousand dollars,

Ncash,” MacGregor offered.

“ Cash,” Jim muttered to himself, then
turning, put out his hand,

“1I'll take you up,"” he said.

The two men shook hands, and Jim left
them.

Evers jumped up.

“ Gee, you're a lucky guy, Ted. Why.
that ground will be worth ten times that in
a couple of years, when they run the rail-
road over to Beartrap,” and he danced
around the room in his gladness. *“ Why,
right now, boy, that land is worth three
times the amount. Say, but you're some
lucky. Why, here’s your chance, now—"

MacGregor stopped him.

“ Hughie, didn't you and | take oath that
we were inseparable partners about a week
ago? Now you're a half owner in this
deal.”

“ But, Ted, you're puttin'

‘'money,” the other objected.

“ Sure | am,” Ted rejoined, “ but, Hughie,
you've simply got to stand by me now, for
wouldn’'t I make a peach of a mess if I
tried to farm that place by myself. Win'.
I don’'t know a plow from a cultivator.”

“ Wal, that's all right too, but—"

“ Now, Hughie, you've got to say yes,”
Ted declared.

Evers hesitated an instant, then turning,
grasped the waiting hand.

“I'm with you. boy; you can bank on
that.”

up all the

Big Jim smiled and swore softly to him-
self when he left the two men.

“ Now,” he mused complacently,” it sure
does pay to take your time in a matter of
this kind. Why, it's as easy as failin’ off
a log. I've got them fellers to thinkin’ I
don’'t bear them any hard fcelin's, an'
they're failin’ just the way | want 'em to.
Guess I'll run over to Classon and close
with headquarters for that bunch of land
on the south of town. Those two guys will

never think to read over the deed till I'm
well clear of here,” and he laughed glee-
fully.

That night he saddled his pet bronco
and set out on a sixty-mile ride to Classon,
the county seat. Arriving the following
afternoon he went to the proper authorities
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and purchased eight thousand acres of
worthless land lying, on the southern edge
of town. After concluding this business he
went around his usual haunts and thor-
oughly enjoyed himself.

On the following Saturday morning Ted
received his money from the East, and he
and Evers went out in search of Big Jim.
He was not to be found. They visited all
the saloons and gambling houses, but to no
purpose.

“ Oh, well,” Evers remarked, “ he prob-
ably got a better price for it and threw us
down, so let's go out to the station and say
good-by to him, anyway.”

“You bet,” Ted acquiesced. “ He may
have been kept away for some good reason,
and not had the chance to communicate
with us. Come on. I'm pretty sure he
isn't going to throw us down.”

The two men walked out to the station
and, though it lacked half an hour of train-
time, stood anxiously scanning the road
leading to it

Finally the train was made up, and
Sandy Thorne tooted the whistle to hurry
any late arrivals.

As if in answer to the signal, a big, gray
automobile swung into view, and came ra-
cing along with a continuous honking.

“ That's Jim!” young MacGregor shout-
ed excitedly.

And when the motor an instant later ran
up to the platform big Jim leaped out with
a “Come on!” to the two men with him
and boarded the now moving train.

Ted and Evers followed him into the
dav-coach.

“ By gosh, we just made it, didn't we?”
lie asked, catching sight of MacGregor.
“ Have you got the money with you?” he
added.

- Ted, with a triumphant look at Hughie,
took the roll from his pocket.

“ Here it is, Jim, the whole ten thousand
in cold cash.”

“ Good, and I've got the deed, all but the
signin' of it. I'm a notary public though,
an’' Evers can be one witness, an’ I'll get
the conductor for the other.”

After this was done Jim turned to them
again.

“1I'm sure sorry to have kept you fellers
in suspense, but | was out to the Black Hat
mining district, gettin’ rid of my claims out
there, an’ on the way back that derned auto
broke down and come pretty near makin’
me miss connections at this end. Lucky
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you fellers remembered when | said | must
leave plans-/

Then a sudden thought seemed to strike
him.

“ Anyhow, you ain't bein’ put out so aw-
ful bad because you can catch the up-train
when we pass on the switch, instead of hav-
in’ to go all the way to the junction.”

“ By George, you're right, Jim. and |
guess that’'s what we’ll do. EhvTed ?”

“ Yep, and there she whistles now. Well,
so-long, Jim, and good luck to you.”

“ So-long,” Jim returned, and then un-
der his breath said with a peculiar look on
his face: “ Too easy— too easy.”

Both men swung off the down-train as it
passed the switch where the other cvas wait-
ing for it. Waving a farewell to Jim, who
was hanging out of the window, watching
them, they crossed to the other train and,
nodding to the engineer and conductor,
climbed aboard.

In a few moments they arrived back in
Plano, and, as the afternoon was still young,
decided to go out to their ranch and map
out a plan of action for the coming months.

Getting their ponies from the livery-sta-
ble, they set forth and rode in silence until
nearly there, when Hughie turned in the
saddle with a glowing face.

“Boy,” he said, “it seems almost too
good to be true that in a couple of weeks
I'll have Nellie and the kids out here with
me. If it hadn’t been for you I'd still be
pluggin’ along on a salary an’ makin’ just
enough for them to live on with no chances
of ever bringin’ 'em out here. Thanks,
Ted,” and his voice quivered.

“ Oh, that's all right, Hugh,” Ted an-
swered, fidgeting uneasily. “Why, you old
fraud, if it hadn’t been for you where would
I be now? It's a cinch | wouldn't have the
deed to the best piece of property in the
country. Let's drop it.”

In a few moments they rode up to the
ranch buildings and turned their horses into
a corral.

“1 didn't know that Jim had so much
stock as that.” remarked Hughie. looking
out over a field well dotted with cattle.

“ Maybe they're feeders that he took on
before he sold to us.” suggested Ted.
“"Gome on, we'll go over to the house and
size up our future home."

At this instant a figure appeared in the
doorway.

“ Hallo, boys! What can | do for you?”

“Well—” Ted checked himself, and
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then continued: “ It seems to me that you've
got that twisted, inasmuch as we own this
ranch. What can we do for you?”

“You own this ranch?” The'other
looked at MacGregor earnestly, and, when
apparently convinced of the latter’'s serious-
ness, resumed: “ Have you got a deed ?”

“ Sure, right here with me,” and Ted
drew out his paper with a flourish.

The stranger took it and looked it over.
Then he grunted.

“ Here, partner, listen to this,” as he read
from the deed.

“ “And be it hereby understood, that the
party of the first part on the payment of ten
thousand dollars becomes the owner of the
following described ground, to wit— begin-
ning at a point in the south side center of
the—'"

“ The south side ?” Ted broke in. “ Why,
that's the other side of town and isn't any
good.” Then hopefully he added: “ Mavbe
Jim got his directions twisted.”

“ No, | don't think so, partner,” the other
interrupted. “ Because McVeagh sold this
ranch to me this afternoon just before the
train pulled out. It kind of looks as if he
done you.”

Hughie turned helplessly to his friend.

“ Well, what do you think of that?”

“1 don’t think. | know. Come on,”
MacGregor rasped out.

And running to their horses, they leaped
into the saddle and were off to town in a
wild gallop.

“ We’'ll get Jim before he has a chance to
go very far.” Ted growled savagely as they
swung off their steaming ponies at the tele-
graph office. :

But such was not to be. Big Jim had
made a clean getaway, and ,the authorities
could find no trace of him.

Evers still retained his job. Young Mac-
Gregor went on a rip-roaring drunk, and
then when he sobered up faced the thing
squarelv.

V.

“Hughie," he said a few mornings later,
“ here I've been acting the fool when I could
have been improving the ranch we do own.
This afternoon I am going down there and
start to bore a well. That land isn’'t worth
anything because the irrigation project can't
get any water to it. I'm going to dig for
water and get it.”

Hughie was too good a student of human
nature to put anything in the young fellow’s



A TENDERFOOT'S STAND.

way, so the afternoon saw him hard at
work with a one-man well-borer.

In the afternoon, quite late, Evers rode
up.
“ Well, how goes it, Ted?” he asked.

“ Fine. I've made fifty feet this after-
noon, and to-morrow I'll have all kinds of
water.”

Again Evers was silent.

The next morning saw MacGregor once
more at work. Late in the afternoon the
drill stuck, and Ted could not budge it
Thoroughly disgusted and with a great
feeling of homesickness, he sat down.

And so Evers found him when he rode
up that afternoon.

“What's up, Ted, old man?” he asked,
dismounting and clapping the seated man
on the back.

“ Oh, that darned drill stuck on me.”

Evers walked over and attempted to
turn it

“ Come on over here and give me a hand,"
he ordered. “ We'll soon get it loose."

Then with much twisting and grunting
the steel at last came free, whereupon Evers
went over to the windlass, turned the handle,
and brought the auger-point to the surface.

“ What's the drill got on it, Ted?” he
asked.

“ Looks something like clay, dirty and
sticky as the deuce, and, gee, what a rotten
smell!” the other answered.

Hughie left the windlass and walked
over to take a look himself. Bendiijlg down,
he let out a low whistle of astonishment,
and then straightened to his feet with a
jerk.

“ Boy,” he cried excitedly, “ that's one of
the richest specimens of cinnabar | have
ever seen.” ,

“ Cinnabar? What's that?” Ted ques-
tioned blankly.

“ Why, it's mercury — quicksilver — and
it's a fortune.”

“ Are vou sure?” asked the boy, quickly
getting fired with the older man’s excite-
ment.

“You bet I am. Why, it's twice as rich
as any of the ore | used to handle. You're
rich, boy—rich!” And he danced around
like a child, supremely happy in his friend’s
good luck.

“Well,” Ted said slowly, “if I'm rich,
you're rich, too; and | guess we'll be able
to send for the wife and kids after all,
Hughie, old man.”

That evening the two sat discussing their
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good fortune and laying out plans for the
future.

“ Yes, it's good luck, all right,” Hughie
declared. “ but we'll have to dig a shaft
down to it before we can expect to realize
anything on the property, and that is going
to take some time and money. We haven't
got i big supply of either of those two
things.”

“ Gosh, if 1 only had that ten thousand
now, Hughie. it would come handy!” Ted
broke out.

As if in answer to his wish, a knock
came at the door as it had done before.

Again both men sang out, but it was only
Reddy, the postmaster’s son.

“ Hallo, Reddy! What do you want?”
Ted asked.

“ Me fader had a registered letter for
youse, an' | brung it up,” the youngster an-
swered.

Ted tore it open and read a few lines,
after which he was apparently unable to go
further. Turning, he handed it to his part-
ner without a word.

Attached to a torn and wrinkled piece of
paper was a check for twenty thousand dol-

lars. Hughie read the writing on the paper
aloud:

Herewith is certified check for twenty
thousand. A greaser shot nte through the
lungs in the Last Chance saloon last night,

and I'm a goner. This is to square thyself
with the only man | ever treated wrong.
So-long.

Jim.. '

"Good for Jim!” Ted broke out after a
long silence. “ And now, Hughie, the first
thing that we’ll do is to send a telegram to
vour wife to come on at once and one to
my dad.”

These were sent,
follows:

and Ted's read as

J. $. MacGregor, Esq,
Xew York. X. Y.

Dear Dad:
Have made good. Can | come home on a
visit? Ted.

And late that night he had this answer
from his father:

M r. T heodore M acGregor,
Plano, Xevada.
You bet. Take the first .train.
Dad.



Groceries, Diamonds, and
a Fraud.

BY H. E.

TW I

NELLS.

A Loss Among the Cranberry Boxes and the Exciting Times
That Resulted for the Clerk Who Caught It All Ways.

AM a grocery clerk. There is food for
thought in the grocery business. |
give it all my time, and my boss gives me
eighteen a week and a turkey at Christmas.
I have no kick coming, and neither have the
customers, generally speaking. They buy
as little as they can get along with, and I
charge them as much as | think they'll
stand.

People will tell you there is no romance
in radishes, no atmosphere about apricots,
no fantasy in farina. But they haven't
been in the business as long as I. | know
just how many cold-storage eggs the cus-
tomers will stand for mixed with those
marked “ strictly fresh”; 1 have weighed
out enough sugar to know that the heavier
the bag or wrapping-paper | use the better
the boss likes it

And in that time I. have had a good many
exciting experiences which prove that the
person who thinks there's no romance in
mv line might as well do his marketing at
the hardware-store.

Two weeks ago Saturday we had a great
rush, and the other two clerks, the boss,
and myself were worked so hard we didn't
even have time for lunch, outside of an
apple and a piece of cheese | managed to
gulp down behind the ice-box when the
boss was waiting on a swell customer and
giving her and her pocketbook all his at-
tention.

I remember the time precisely, because
I was just getting out three rush orders
promised for twelve o'clock noon; | began
that job at two o'clock, but was interrupted
by a lady who rustled in in a fine silk
gown and gave a small order with a bored
accent.

“ Take it with you or have it sent?” |

asked as | did up her purchases into a
small bundle.

“Oh, I'll take them," she replied lan-
guidly.

That seemed a little strange to me, be-
cause women don't like to carry bundles,
except four - foot - square hat-boxes and
shopping-bags two feet long.

I remembered vaguely that | had seen
her two or three times in the last week.
She was a new customer, and though she
didn't buy much | gave her all | could for
the money, hoping to make a steady patron
of her.

Just as she was going out she stopped
at the vegetable-stand outside, picked up
a handful of cranberries, sorted over a few
bunches of radishes, mussed things up gen-
erally, and finally said; “ Oh, you may
give me five cents' worth of soup greens.”

As she did so she reached into her purse
to get out the nickel, preparatory to kissing
it good-by. | distinctly saw her turn white
and sway backward.

| was about to say, “If it hurts you to
spend so much money, madam, don’t do
it,” when she gave a little scream as though
she had just seen a mouse, clutched her
bare hand, and cried:

“ My diamond ring! ”

“ We only accept cash,” | said, jumping
at conclusions.
“It's gone. I've lost it. I've dropped

it somewhere.”

That was more serious.

“ Kindly describe it, madam,” | said.
“What color was its"—*“hair" | was
about to say, for the only tilings that sort
of women ever lose when they're shopping
are their small children. “ How tall was
the—price, and when was it last seen?”

“ 1 must have just dropped it among the
crates,” she cried, messing over a box of
green stuff and closely scanning our potato
display.

I got down on my knees and helped look.
| pulled out the crates, sifted the cranber-
ries, shook out the greens, and hunted
everywhere in an endeavor to humor her.



GROCERIES, DIAMONDS, AND A FRAUD.

Finally 1 made bold to suggest: “ Are
you sure you had it on when you came?”

“ No— not exactly," she cried, wringing
her ringless hands and moaning like an
orphan pussy. “ But I'm almost sure. Yes,
it must have been here. | had it on in the
street-car, I remember now. Mrs. Ogilvie
was sitting opposite, and | took off my glove
and— "

“ But maybe you dropped it in the car?”

“No. I'm sure | didn't. | had it on
when | got off, and | came right here.”

She was beside herself with anxiety.

Several people had crowded around to
see what was the matter. | shooed them
away, and asked the lady inside, where she
talked with the boss. He came out and
made a personal search. His eyes proved
to be no sharper than mine. \Ye didn't
find the ring anywhere.

“ 1 would offer to take up the sidewalk
and look for it, only the walk is cement,” |
said consolingly.

“ No, it must be among the crates some-
where. Oh, what shall f do?”

“ Advertise,” | suggested, for that was
the boss’s watchword in business.

“ But it must be here.”

“1f we come across it, madam,” | be-
gan wearily, hoping to get rid of her, “ we
have your address, and we—"

“ Yes, here is my address." She took out
a card, dropped a tear on it for a souvenir,
and handed it to me. “ Mrs. John Main
Rhodes,” | read. The address had already
been written on in pencil.

“The ring was worth two hundred dol-
lars,” she blubbered. “ It was my engage-
ment ring. My husband gave it to me
before we were married.”

“ Naturally,” | said.

“1 will pay a reward of twenty dollars
5 the finder,” she went on.

“Ten per cent to the—"

“This is not a case of charity," she cut
me off. “ It is a business proposition,
young man, and if you want to make twen-
ty dollars 1'd advise you to put in some of
your spare time looking for it. It must
be here.”

With that she left, and | drew a long
breath of relief.

During the next half-hour | worked out-
side as much as possible, rather hoping 1'd
run across the ring and make the twenty.
Of course | couldn’'t be sure that she had
lost it there, but | wasn't going to overlook
any chances of finding it.
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At about three o'clock there was a little
let-up in the rush, and | was putting up an
order inside, when, out of the tail of my
eye, | saw a rather ragged fellow with a
five days’ growth and a whisky-nose stoop
over and furtively snatch something from
between the cranberry-crate and the potato-
box.

I caught a flash and sparkle of light
from the thing he picked up, and watched
for a second while he dropped it in his
pocket, cast a furtive look around, hesita-
ted nervously, and then started to slink
away.

I made a leap through the door and
caught him by the nape of the neck. He
offered a slight struggle, but finally 1 man-
aged to get the better of him and thrust my
hand into the pocket where | had seen him
drop the flashing object.

| pulled it out.

Sure enough,
Rhodes's ring!

“ Thought you'd get away with that,
didn't you?” 1 cried, giving the down-and-
out a shaking.

“1 found it," he muttered. “ If you
find anything, it's yours, ain't it?”

“Not in this case. You found the ring,
but now it's mine.”

“ It isn't yours; it's a lady's ring.”

"1 mean | will return it to the owner.
We were looking for it,” | explained.

“Yes, and then you'll get a reward, |
suppose.”

“1 hope to.”

“ What right you got taking it away from
me, then? | found it. | got more of a
right to the ring than you have.”

“Yes, but you started to run away with
it." My heart misgave me. | knew | was
in the wrong, and began to feel pretty sure
that the square thing to do would be to
divide the twenty dollars’ reward with him.

“How do you know | wasn’'t going to
look for the lady, too?”

“Well, we won't discuss that,” | said
grandly, my conscience getting the better of
me. | reached into my pocket, pulled out
the week's salary | had j'ust received from
the boss, and peeled off the ten-dollar-bill
| was using as a wrapper for the eight ones.

“ Take this,"” | said, with the air of a
jrhilanthropist. “ There will doubtless be
a reward offered for the ring, and you have
earned that much by finding it.” 1 felt
that dividing the reward with him was a
very fair thing to do.

it was Mrs. John Main
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He was satisfied. He pocketed the ten,
and shambled on up the street, while |
rushed to the telephone.

“ Hallo, is this Mrs. John Main
Rhodes?” | asked, having secured from
“ Information ” the telephone number at
the address she had given me.

“No such person lives here,” was the
reply.

* Are you sure?”

“ Certain.”

The boss overheard me talking, and came
up to find out what it was about. | had
hoped to keep it from him till after | had
received the reward. | thought he might
claim half of my share because the dia-
mond had turned up in his store.

“ Did you find that ring?” he demand-
ed sharply.

“ Why, yes—er—you, see— Mrs. Rhodes
isn't home. They don't know, anything
about her at the number she gave us.”

“ She’s only been here a couple of times.
I didn’t like her looks much," said the boss.
“ The way she stuck up her nose at that
celery yesterday made me mad."

“But | have the ring, and how shall 1
return it?” | asked.

“ Let me see it.”

I didn't like to part company with that
ring for even a minute, but business is
business, and the boss is boss, so | laid it
on his palm and watched close to see that
he didn’t switch the jewel on me or let it
slip up his coat-sleeve.

He looked at it critically, and then be-
gan nibbling his mustache nervously. He
does that always before he deliver* a call-
down.

“ What's the matter, boss?” |
anxiously.

“ Come around to Schmidt's with me for
a minute," he said thoughtfully.

“If you're going to sell it, boss, | get
half—remember that, | get half,” | cried;
for Schmidt was the jeweler around the
corner.

“You talk too much," he snapped.

So. just to get even with him. | didn't
say another word.

We walked into Schmidt's store, and the
boss laid the ring down on the counter.

breathed

“Have a look at this, will you,
Schmidt?” he said.
“ Sure. Vat iss it?”

“ A diamond ring a woman lost in my
store to-day.”

“A diamond ring, nutting,” Schmidt
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scoffed. “ It is a piece of a glass tumbler
dat fell on a brass curtain-ring an’' got
stuck dere, what?”

“You don't mean that it
diamond ?”

“You might sell dot for cut glass, but de
piece iss too schmall to use on de table,”
Schmidt sneered.

“ 1 thought myself it was a fake dia-
mond," said my boss, turning to me;
“ that's why | brought it over here.”

| thought of my ten dollars. | remem-
bered then that | didn't like Mrs. Rhodes’s
looks at all.

She had swindled me.

“Tell me dose particulars,”
Schmidt.

I told him the whole story of the loss
of the ring, and about the ragged fellow
who had picked it up half an hour later.
I confessed before him and the boss that
I'd paid ten dollars to the tramp for his
reward, being sure of getting my twenty
from Mrs. Rhodes.

“ Iss de lady a regular customer? ” asked
Schmidt.

“No: she has only been in the store the
last two or three days."

“ It iss a clever game,"” announced the
old jeweler. “ Dere is hundreds of dia-
mond swindles what | know, but dis is de
best.”

“But how was the swindle worked?
Was the ragged fellow who found the ring
an accomplice of Mrs. Rhodes?” | wanted
to know.

“Sure! Dat's it! You see, de lady,
dressed up grand, goes into de store a couple
of times and buys nutting much. Den she
pretends to lose her diamond ring in de
crates. She don’'t lose nutting, she just
pretends to.

“ Den pretty soon dis accomplice of hers
comes along und pretends to pick up a ring
from where she said she dropped it. De
clerk, remembering de twenty dollars re-
ward de lady offered, iss always willing to
give half to de poor devil what finds it.

“ Dis poor devil waits till he sees de clerk
looking at him. an' den he pretends to pick
up de lost ring. Instead, he has in his hand
all de time dis fake one, de only ring dere
was in de whole business, and he gives dat
to de clerk for his ten dollars. Dat ten
dollars is clear profit. Dere iss monev in
dat business, what?”

“1 should think so!” 1 cried.

“ Pretty clever scheme,” observed the

is a fake

went on
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boss. “ So the tramp and the lady were
working together?”

“ Dat's it," laughed Schmidt, passing
back the ring. “ Dis piece of glass ain’t
worth nutting. Dere iss a carpenter and
glazier around 'de corner—you might try
to sell it to him, but his window-panes
comes in bigger pieces.”

We thanked him. | walked out wiser,
but sadder and poorer.

“ Can | have an hour or two off, boss?
I'd like to go on a still hunt for this Mrs.
Rhodes and her pal, 1'd like to try to get
my ten dollars back.”

* They have probably pulled off the same
stunt at a few other stores and got safely
out of town by now," said the boss.

“ But | need that ten.”

" Well, get back as soon as you can," he
answered.

| started off at once toward the address
on the card Mrs. Rhodes had given me. |
didn’t have much hope of finding her there,
after telephoning and learning there was no
such family living in the place, but |
thought 1 might get track of her some way.
Of course, she had probably left town, but
I might be able to catch her at one of the
railroad stations.

| stopped at the number and rang the
bell.

Great Heavens! | staggered back and
stared wildly. | pinched myself to see if
I was awake.

The lady who came to let me in was Mrs.
John Main Rhodes.

| dissembled immediately. With a poor-
ly concealed sneering tone, | remarked,
bringing out~the fake diamond:

“ 1 found your ring. Mrs. Rhodes, and |
have come to collect the twenty.”

“Oh, I am so glad!” she cried.

I was a little startled that she didn't
show more surprise. She took the news
calmly. | nearly fell over when she said:

“ Excuse me a minute while | go up-
stairs for the money.”

I couldn't figure that out. Suddenly I
realized that it was a dodge. She was dis-
covered, and of course she would leave by
the window up-stairs or down the back way.

As long as | was so sure of her, | wasn't
going to let her escape. Luck had played
into my hands. | may be a grocery clerk,
but I'm not timid. So as soon as she had
started up-stairs and | had finally decided
what her dodge would be, | sneaked up
after her, close to the wall, listening.
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I had just reached the first landing when
she came tripping down, a big pocketbook
in her hands. Of course | knew in a
minute that she had heard me coming up
and thought the best thing to do was to
come straight down and try to bluff me out.

She simulated surprise rather well when
she found me hiding in a dark corner on the
landing. Throwing up her hands she
turned scarlet and screamed:

“What are you doing here?”

“ Oh— I—you see, | always walk up and
down stairs twenty times every morning be-
fore breakfast for exercise,” | stammered.
I missed doing it this morning, and |
thought while you were gone | would im-
prove my opportunity and use your stairs.”

She looked at me strangely. Of course
she knew 1 was lying. Nobody would
swallow that story, but | actually couldn’t
think of any other possible reason for my
being caught in the middle of the stairway.

| followed her down to the parlor and
she opened the bag and extracted two ten-
dollar bills. She was certainly carrying the
bluff pretty far. 1| knew she wouldn’t actu-
ally hand over the money. What surprise
did she have in store for me?

She started to hand the bills to me. My
heart beat rapidly with the hope that she
was going to try to square the thing by pay-
ing me the twenty dollars for the glass ring.
It would be a loss of only ten dollars to her,
anyway, because her pal had ten of mine
already.

Just then she drew back her hand, looked
at me suspiciously and demanded: *“ Let
me see the ring first.”

My hand trembled as | pulled it out and
dropped it in her pink palm. What would
be her next move? | thought | could guess
it now.

“Why," she cried, “ this isn't my ring.”

That was what | figured she’'d say. As
long as she was going to bluff it out further,
I was ready for it. | looked at her keenly.

“No,” | said, “but it's the glass ring
your pal came along later with and pre-
tended to find among the crates. | paid him
ten dollars for it, having swallowed your
story, hook and all. And now, Mrs. Rhodes,
if you want to get out of trouble, you'd bet-
ter pay back that ten to me and give me
another ten for my trouble. Otherwise |
will call a policeman at once.”

“ My pal! Glass ring!” she cried, step-
ping back from me. “ Young man, are you
crazy?”
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“1'm not as crazy as you thought | was
when you tried to spring that old diamond-
losing gag- on me. | mav look crazv. but
I'm not.”"

Her eyes narrowed, she glared at me
shrewdly. Stepping closer, she pressed her
lips tight shut, then opened them suddenly,
and cried in a tense tone, her searching eyes
upon me: “You impudent little whiffet 1
I believe you stole my ring yourself."

The nerve of her! She certainly played
her part well. She accused me as earnestly
as though she meant it. But then, she had
had long experience in fraud and deception,
and | couldn't expect to cope with her in
cleverness. But | could be firm, and | was.

“ Now, none of this faking goes,” | said
sternly. “ I've got the goods on you. | got
the telephone at this house here and they
said there wasn't any such person as you
living here.”

“ The telephone ?” she cried.
haven’t one.”

She had snapped her purse shut and held
it behind her in both hands.

“ Didn’t you say you were living here?”
I went on. “ Didn’t vou have the address
already written on the card you slipped me
when you were sobbing about your fake
ring?”

“1 don't exactly understand,” she an-
swered. “ But I'd advise you to be more
careful in your speech. | am Mrs. John
Main Rhodes; this is my sister's house; |
have been visiting here the last three or four
days. We have no telephone. If you called
up, you must have received some other
number, and they certainly wouldn’'t know
about me,"

She drew herself up so proudly that for
the moment | was nearly fooled into think-
ing she was the real goods.

She was edging toward a back room, and
I knew she was looking every minute for a
chance to make a getaway.

I had one more surprise in store for her.
As she backed away from me, | turned sud-
denly and pointed through the window.

“ The game’s up, Mrs. Rhodes!” | cried,
the way | had read it in detective stories.
“ There come the police now!”

She wheeled about and stared through
the window. That gave me the opportunity
I wanted. As she turned and was off her
guard for the second, | snatched the purse
from her hands.

She flew on me like a tigress.

“ Give me that!” she screamed.

“Why, we

*
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“ 1 will give you the balance after | take
out my twenty,” | said calmly, for | was
master of the situation.

As | was intent on opening the pocket-
book and extracting the bills, she darted
past me and out at the front door. | didn't
give chase. As she was so anxious to make
her getaway, I'd let her go.

She would join her pal and warn him,
and they'd leave the city. | would take the
twenty dollars belonging to me from the
roll in her pocketbook and turn the rest over
to the police.

The police! Just as | arrived at that
thought, a huge form in blue burst through
the open front door and smashed me over
the head with his club. Mrs.. Rhodes’s
purse dropped from my fingers.

I was knocked to the floor: When |
picked myself up there were three other
policemen present, and Mrs. Rhodes was
crying in explanation:

“ See! He robbed me! You caught him
red-handed! There is my purse and my
money at his feet! He came in and at-
tacked a poor defenseless woman. | was
suspicious of him the moment he entered.
He sneaked after me toward the up-stairs
rooms. | caught him on the landing-place.
He was trying to steal something, or lying
in wait there to attack me when 1 came
down.”

She paused for breath, and | gasped for
the same article.

“ She’s a confidence woman!” | cried, as
soon as | could get mine. *“ Don’t believe
a word she says. She tried to fool me with
an old diamond ring gag.”

“Yes, he is a thief all right,” she cried.
“ First he tried to cheat me into paying him
a twenty-dollar reward for a glass-set brass
ring, pretending it was one | lost this morn-
ing. Officer, | want you to arrest him. He
is a grocer’s clerk, at that store four blocks
down, near Schmidt's jewelry shop.”

“ See, she knows where the jewelry-stores
are and everything,” | burst out. “ Schmidt
himself said there were lots of fakers who
tried to work him. She’'s probably tried
him. | am innocent! Arrest her! Don't
lose track of her! Just because she's a
high-class crook | suppose I'll have to—"

A heavy hand was clapped over ray
mouth and | was dragged without further
formality to a patrol-wagon waiting in
front. They shoved me in, booked me at
the station-house as guilty of grand larceny-
in the theft of a two hundred-dollar ring,
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and | was soon playing solitaire in a cell,
waiting for the boss to come and bail me
out.

Time dragged. |
about closing time.

figured it would be
| wondered what was
keeping the boss. | had sent him a note to
come to my aid. Of course he always put
business before pleasure, so | waited and
waited. .Finally | asked a guard what time
it was, and he said “ midnight.”

Half an hour later my boss appeared.
He managed to get in and see me. | rushed
to the bars to greet him. He beat me to it
with the greetings.

“You scoundrel!

You idiot! You fat-

head!” he yelled, shaking the bars and
trying to get at me. “ You are fired! You
have tried to ruin my business! You have

ruined it! This Mrs. Rhodes is the sister
of one of our best customers. She is visit-
ing here. She came down to the store after
she had you arrested and told me you had
stolen her ring. She may try to make me
pay for it, and then where are the profits of
the business?”.

| grew paler than the hue of prison pal-
lor. 1 trembled with a mighty emotion. |
had been wrong, then.

“ Mrs. Rhodes isn't fooling you? You're
sure of that?” | cried.
“ Sure of it, you numskull. Of course I

am. She had no trouble in proving who
she was, and you've got yourself and me into
an awful mess.”

“ But you don't think | stole her ring,
boss?” | cried.

“No, | don't think you'd have sense
enough to steal a postage-stamp. But you've
ruined me and you're fired. You re fired!
Understand ? ”

“ Oh, boss, if you'll only get me out of
here and take me back! \ou know that
Schmidt said it was a game, and you be-
lieved it, too!”

He softened a little.

“1'll try to get you out,"” he said finally.
“ Jail is too good a place for you. Besides,
I'd like to get you outside for a minute and
punch your head.”

He hurried off and half an hour later
came back with a police sergeant. My boss
was pretty well known among the poli-
ticians of the neighborhood. | don't know
how he worked it, but he did manage to get
me out. He signed a statement as to my
character and the explanation of the fake
diamond finding.

I fell on my knees and kissed his hand
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when we were outside, thanking him from
the bottom of my heart for my delivery.

“ Boss, can | come back to work for you
Monday morning, as usual ?” | begged.

“No! Don't you ever let me see your
face again!” he yelled, jamming his fist
down on my derby hat and.smashing it over
my face.

Whijn | was free from the hat he wasn't
in sight. | picked myself up and went sor-
rowfully home.

It had been a bad day. | had been ar-
rested, lost ten dollars, and been fired. Too
much is plenty. | didn't feel like passing
my plate for more.

At the same time | couldn’'t rest easy
until I'd found the ragged crook that did
me out of the ten dollars. Now | realized
that he had been working solely on his own
account.

I went out and searched everywhere for
him all that flight. The next day | looked
for him. Three days | spent trying to find
Some trace of that tramp. At length | got
news of him at a lodging-house, and lay-
in wait for his return. | would get even
with him. anyway.

The moment he shambled through the
door | recognized him and he recognized
me. | grabbed him by the throat and called
a policeman. He was immediately arrested
mand | told my story at the station-house.

On searching him they found that he had
only nine cents of my ten dollars left. He
denied any knowledge of the crime, but
when they went through his vest they found
in an inside pocket a pawn ticket reading:

TWO CARAT DIAMOND RING—$50

“Thats what | want!” | cried to the
desk-sergeant. “ That's the pawn-ticket for
the diamond ring. He stole it from Mrs.
Rhodes, or found it where she dropped it.”

And that proved to be the case. | rushed
off to Mrs. Rhodes with the pawn-ticket,
and she went to the shop with me and ad-
vanced the fifty dollars and interest to re-
deem the ring.

It was hers, sure enough. She praised
me highly for helping her recover it. |
took her to the police-station to help prove
the case against the ragged crook. During
my absence the police had ripped open the
tramp’s belt and found the fifty dollars for
which he had pawned Mrs. Rhodes’s ring,
carefully sewed up in it

The case was so clear against him that
he pleaded guilty and asked for mercy.
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His explanation in court was to the effect
that he had been standing by when Mrs.
Rhodes’s ring slipped off her finger as she
was looking over the vegetables. The ring
had struck an edge of a crate and rolled
almost to his feet. All he did was to reach
out one foot and cover it, then when the
small crowd of curious people collected and
all attention rested on Mrs. Rhodes he had
stooped over, picked up the ring and
pocketed it.

In former days he had played the fake
ring trick described by Schmidt, and it im-
mediately occurred to him to try that on
me. The chance was too good to miss; he
didn’'t have any worry about being detected
as the actual thief of the ring, so he bought
the brass thing, came back to the store,
waited till he saw me looking, and then
pretended that he had just found the gen-
uine stone.

Naturally 1 fell for the trick. It was
pretty clever, and you could hardly blame
me for being caught.

Well, | was some relieved by that con-
fession of his. It put me in solid with
Airs. Rhodes. She said she was sorry about
all that had happened, but she could under-

Emmy
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stand now why my actions at her house had
seemed SO suspicious.

She expressed her genuine sorrow by pay-
ing back to me the ten dollars | had given
tile crook and adding the original twenty
reward to it. She interceded with the boss
for me, and | got my job hack.

All 1 really lost was a week's salary, but
the reward paid that and gave me a bonus
of two dollars. The boss was so pleased to
get Mrs. Rhodes back as a customer that he
never said anything more to me about it
after | returned to the job.

Now | am back at the old stand. This
only happened two weeks ago, and I've
already settled back to the old routine, only
1 call personally every morning at Mrs.
Rhodes's to take her order.

| suppose when you come to our store to
buy a dill-pickle and a can of sardines, you
look at me and say: “Poor clerk, what
excitement does he ever get in that business?
Poor fellow, there is no romance in radishes,
no atmosphere about apricots, no fantasy in
farina.”

Maybe not, but that diamond lost by the
crate of cranberries created a considerable
sensation for a few hours.

and the Dining-Car

Conductor.

BY RALPH

IRVING.

How Henry Howe’s Ambition To Be a Railroad Man Was Gratified
and the Exciting Episode That Punctuated a Memorable Trip He Made.

T was a red-letter day for Henry Howe
when he got a job with the railroad.
From the time when his vocal powers were
sufficiently developed to allow him to say

“ Toot, toot,” the railroad had been an
obsession with him. Oh, to be brakeman,
flagman, conductor, engineer, fireman—

anything, in short, that would make him
a part of those flying trains!

Alas, Henry could never be any of those.
He was not weak, but he was not strong
enough to be a fireman. His eyes were
not bad, but they were not quite good
enough to distinguish every time between
a yellow and a red lantern.

Decidedly he could not he a brakeman

or a flagman, and one does not start in as
a conductor.

He could sell tickets, of course, but that
wasn’'t his idea of railroading. Henry
worked in a store and tried to improve
his eyes— hut without avail.

He pestered every one he knew in the
railroad line until at last he found a way.
One day the division superintendent, a
friend of his father’s, told Henry, to get
rid of him, that if he would work two
years in a restaurant he would get him
into the dining-car service. The superin-
tendent never thought he would, but he did.

Henry’s family objected, but their plead-
ings could not turn him from his purpose.
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He made good in the restaurant and got
to be head waiter. He saw the superin-
tendent frequently to remind him of his
promise. When the two years were up
Henry donned a blue coat with shiny but-
tons and took charge of a car, made cap-
tain of a crew consisting of four black
cooks and five black waiters. It was a
red-letter day for Henry.

It looks like an easy job, being conductor
on a dining-car, but that's only because you
don't know all about it. Henry found; that
it drew pretty heavily on his mental re-
sources, keeping the four black cooks from
feeding their families out of the supplies
for which he was accountable. For even-
ounce of these that he didn't bring back
at the end of the run he had to turn in
cash receipts. But this wasn't all he had
to do besides making change. He had to
see that passengers with a mania for “ sou-
venirs” didn’t leave the car with too much
of the company’s silverware. He had to
relieve them of their prizes, too, in apleas-
ant, tactful way.

One day, after Henry had been in tin-
service long enough to get a little used to
things, but not long enough for the nov-
elty to wear off, he pulled out of the yard
in an unusually good frame of mind. It
was to be a long run this time, which would
take him through his native town. He had
telegraphed his people to be at the station,
and hoped they would bring some friends
with them. There was one friend especial-
ly he hoped they would bring.

Since he had been away in the city-
restaurant he had not seen much of the
people in Carnroy. He had felt a little
diffident about calling while he was a
waiter, for although his friends were not
what you would call proud people, lie knew
that they had not approved of the profes-
sion he had chosen.

Now that he was in charge of a car,
however, things would be different. He
had been thinking of Emmy Watts a good
deal lately, and he hoped she would be at
the station. The fact that she had almost
cut him the last time he saw her faded from
his memory.

Business was good on the first part of
the trip. Henry smiled affably and took
in the money. He handed the little order
slips to the diners with such serene good
humor in his manner that they caught hi-
cheerfulness and felt that they could afford
an unusually good meal that day.
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The rush was over when they reached
Carnroy. Henry left his car in charge of
one of the waiters and jumped off before
the train stopped in order to make the most
of the three-minute wait.

Fie kissed his mother, and grasped his
father's hand in a hearty clasp. Then lie
looked around the platform. The station-
master came up and spoke to him. His
father and mother seemed embarrassed
about something. He was going to ask
about Emmy when he saw her being helped
up the steps of one of the Pullmans by a
strange man who immediately followed her.

Henry looked quickly at his mother, but
she turned her head. His father started to
ask him questions about his new life. Henry
understood, and said nothing.

Once more he kissed his mother, squeezed
his father's hand, and climbed back to his
car. When the train pulled out he had
lost his good humor.

“ So Emmy is married," he told himself.

His parents had evidently been afraid to

hurt him by mentioning the fact, but lie
had read it in his mother’s look.
Well, he would get over it. It is hard

at first when you have been cherishing a
hope for a long time to see it suddenly
crumble away. But after all, there was
never any real understanding between him
and Emmy. She had not been bound to
him in any way. He fell to wondering if
this was her honeymoon trip, or if she had
been married several months. If it were
the former, there would have been people
down to see them off and throw rice, so
he decided that she must have been a wife
for some time.

While he was thinking of these things
the two came into the diner. This was
a contingency that had not entered Plenry’s
head. He showed them to a place without
looking at Emmy, and glanced at her shyly.

He might have been an utter stranger for
all the recognition he received. Then he
looked at the man, and he was sure that lie

would have disliked him under any cir-
cumstances.

Emmy and her companion began to studv
the menu.

“ What do you see that you like?” asked
the. man.

“ Qil, you order.”

“ Shall we have oysters?”

“Just as you say! | like anything.”

“ Two orders bluepoints,” the man wrote
down on the little-pad.
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“Soup?” he then inquired, looking up would find what car they were in and have

at Emmy. the conductor regain the filched articles as
“ Oh, you go ahead; don't ask me.” quietly as possible.
“ But, my dear, | might get something As they passed him on the way out Em-
you don't like.” my looked as though she wanted to make
“ They haven't been married very long,” Henry understand something, but she was
Henry thought. in advance and there was no chance.
“ Let’s not have soup, then,” said Emmy. Henry reported the theft to the Pullman
“In fact, let's just, have lamb chops and conductor. He wished he could let the mat-
some hashed brown potatoes.” ter drop and pay for the things himself, but

If Henry had entertained the slightest as the waiter had discovered the theft he
hope that the couple were not man and feared to do so lest his act should be dis-
wife, this banished it. Lamb chops were covered and attributed to timidity.
the cheapest things on the bill. When the conductor came in for his

The man protested weakly. He suggest- dinner Henry told him about the affair,
ed one or two delicacies, which were de- and described the pair to him. There were
clined, and Henry knew that these sugges- several young married couples in the train
tions were more for his benefit than for that answered the same general description,
Emmy’s. Henry gave the waiter his part however, so he was forced to go forward
of the check and took up his place at the and identify them.
end of the car. He remembered that they had got aboard

Emmy was facing him. She glanced up near the head of the train, and was much
from time to time, and once or twice he surprised to see them in the first car from
thought he caught a flicker of recognition his. He pointed them out, and then stepped
in her eyes. Was there also a little sug- back to see what would happen when the
gestion of supplication in her glance, or accusation was made.

ewas this his imagination? The two were sitting opposite each other.

He was inclined at first to lay it to the The man had his back toward Henry, but
latter, but when the waiter knocked over from the expression on Emmy’s face it was
a glass of water, and was roundly abused plain that she was pained at something that
in a voice that could be heard all over the he was saying. She leaned forward and
car, he was sure that Emmy looked at him put her hand on his arm. The gesture
appealingly. There was nothing he could seemed half a caress and half an admoni-

do, however. tion to be calm. He shook the touch off
It was none of his business. It was evi- impatiently.
dent enough that the girl did not want to “ Surely," thought Henry, “he must be

show that she knew him. This was a a brute. They can’'t have been married more

rather detestable form of pride, Henry than a few months, and yet he treats her

thought. Yet he couldn't help feeling in- like the dirt under his feet.”

dignant that her husband of so short a Meantime the conductor had reached their

time should be so inconsiderate. side. The man looked up and the con-
Before they were ready to leave he saw ductor spoke to him. The former began to

that look twice more. He almost made up expostulate angrily, evidently denying some-

his mind to speak. thing. He raised his voice.
When the waiter brought him their check “What could | do with your cheap imi-
and a five-dollar bill to change, he also tation silver stuff?” he shouted. *“ What

brought word that the gentleman had se- do you mean by insulting passengers like-,
creted a silver menu holder and a butter- this? Who do you think I am? Why, I
knife. could buy out your dirty little car and not
Henry was in a rage. He had grown know it. Who told you I stole your knives
to detest these polite thieves who seem to and forks? Let me get hold of that black-

think it perfectly proper to take anything skinned. white-livered waiter and I'll break
they fancy from the table-sewice of din- his neck."

ing-cars and restaurants. That Emmy’s Then followed a torrent of abuse heaped
husband should be one of them was an on the whole company from the president
outrage. down to the waiter, with special and very

Yet he would not shame her by demand- personal reference to the conductor.
ing the stolen goods in*her presence. He The other occupants of the car turned,
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and some of them stood up in their seats.
As soon as the shouting began Emmy had
started to try and soothe her companion,
but he paid no attention to her.

She looked up and saw Henry standing
in the doorway. There was no question

that she recognized him now. Her look
was a cry for help. But when he started
forward she seemed terrified. She waved

him away with so much frightened entreaty
in her gesture that he immediately stepped
back out of sight.

He did not understand, but he thought
it best not to give any assistance that was
not wanted. He decided that Emmy's hus-
band was jealous; that he had heard of
their former friendship; and that he would
make it even more unpleasant for her if
anything was done to show that the friend-
ship still existed.

As scenes of a violent nature are one of
the things that railroad employees are cau-
tioned to avoid, the conductor did his best
to aid Emmy in pacifying her irate com-
panion. They succeeded in this after a
time. The conductor apologized, saying
it was a mistake, and returned to the diner
with Henry.

“1'll tell you what well do,” he said.
“There's no use making any more fuss
about this. There's been too much already.
But when we get to Mellville. where they
get off, well have one of the railroad de-
tectives find out who the man is and report
the matter to the superintendent. Then they
can follow it up or let it drop as they see
fit. But I know what 1'd do,” he added.
“1'd have him arrested like a common thief
and make an example of him.-

Henry said nothing. It expressed his
sentiment, but for Emmy’s sake he began
to wish he had never mentioned the matter.

The conductor went on through the train,
and soon returned with the information
that the man was storming at his wife in
a way that had caused several people to
leave the car. Henry prevailed on him not
to stop at the next station and have them
put off, as he hinted he wanted to do. Mell-
ville was the place where the diner was cut
out of the train to lay over for a couple
of hours while waiting for one going back.

As they slowed down Henry went into
the vestibule of the car ahead to be near if
anything should happen. He told himself
that he was foolish, but he couldn’t shake
off the idea that Emm}' would need his
assistance.
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Hardly had they come to a stop when
he heard a woman's cry. The car was in
an uproar when he dashed in. Women
were screaming, men were shouting orders
to be quiet, while they were themselves
rushing about and adding to the disorder.

The conductor and two strangers were
engaged in a desperate struggle with the
gentleman who had stolen the silverware.
Emmy was huddled back in a corner be-
tween the two seats in constant danger of
being hit by the combatants.

The thief seemed to be a match for the
three who were endeavoring to overpower
him. He twisted and turned, kicking and
hitting out wildly His hand crashed
through a window, and a second later Em-
my was pushed against the broken glass.

All this happened while Henry was try-
ing to make his way through the excited
passengers who blocked the aisle. When
he reached the scene of the conflict Emmy
was powerless to move. The four belliger-
ents were piled up in a writhing mass, and
her skirts were pinioned under them.

He wrenched them free and lifted her
over the back of the seat to safety. Then
he turned his attention to the fray.

With his reenforcement the struggle was
soon ended, but it took three of them to
keep their prisoner on the floor.

“ Just hold him a second,"” said one of
the two strangers.

He went to a near-by seat, and to Henry's
amazement, returned with a strait-jacket,
into which the prostrate man was quickly
strapped. It was done so rapidly and so
easily that Henry stared in amazement at
the two men who had accomplished it.

Then he noticed that they both wore dark
blue uniforms, and he began to understand.
He now remembered dimly having heard
that Emmy had a brother in an asylum.
The State institution was at Mellville. Still
there were many things left to be explained.

He turned toward Emmy, who had sunk
into a seat and was sobbing hysterically
He led her into the diner, which was about
to be switched onto a siding, put her in a
seat, and took the one opposite.

“ Did they take him away all right?”
she asked as soon as she had recovered a
little of her composure.

“Yes, but how did you ever happen to
do such a thing? Why did they let you?
It was terribly foolish.”

“ Oh, there wasn't any danger,” she re-
plied. “ John wouldn't hurt me. | am
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the only person he always remembers. He
has been in the asylum for years. The

other night he escaped and came home.
Nobody in town knew it, he was so clever.
He seemed to be perfectly all right, so we
wrote to the authorities asking if he couldn’t
stay with us. They wrote back that he was
still violent at times and that it wouldn’t
be safe. They said they would send for
him in a day or two, and told us to keep
him from seeing people, and never to talk
to any one else when we were with him.
That's what makes him violent.

“ He seemed so sane that we couldn’t be-
lieve there was anything the matter with
him.  When he went away the first time
he was just a little queer, so none of the
family had ever seen him the way he was
just now. This morning he told us that
the authorities were sure to find him, and
that he wanted to go back and be examined
so that he could be released regularly. We
were almost sure he was cured, and anyway,
you can't be afraid of one of the family.
Crazy people seem dreadful when they're
strangers, but not when you have always
known them.

“\Ye decided to take him back and make
them examine him again. Aa he seemed to
be the happiest with me, | said 1'd go with
him. Nobody thought of not letting me,
because nobody thought there was anything

THE MAN WHO FRETS
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to be afraid of. We really had a little idea
that they were pretending he was bad, so
they wouldn't lose a patient. It was ter-
rible, though. | was awfully frightened.
He began to be cross just as soon as we
left the house to-day, only I didn’t like to
go back then.”

“Well, I should think you would have
been frightened,” said Henry. “ It was a
terrible experience.”

She looked at him timidly.

“ Oh, you were so good.
ever forgive me?”

“ For what? ”

“ 1 don't exactly know, but I felt so mis-
erable about not speaking to you, and then
your father and mother—why, | cut them—
and | hadn’t seen them for months. What
must they have thought? ”

Henry laughed.

“ The same thing | did.

How can you

That you were

married.”

“Did you think that? |I'm terribly
sorry.”

“Well. | must sav I'm awfully glad you
didn't want me to think it. Do you know
why ?”

She did not answer. The two hours
passed very quickly. On the run back that
night the cooks had special orders, and no
one on the train had a better dinner than
Emmy.

AT WORLDLY STRIFE.

The man who frets at worldly strife
Grows sallow, sour, and thin:
Give us the lad whose happy life
Is one perpetual grin.
He, Midas-like, turns all to gold—
He smiles when others sigh,
Enjoys alike the hot and cold,
And laughs through wet and dry.

There's fun in everything we meet—
The greatest, worst, and best;
Existence is a merry treat,
And every speech a jest.

Be it ours to watch the crowds that pass
Where Mirth’s gay banner waves;
To show fools through a quizzing-glass,

And bastinade the knaves.

Joseph Rodman Drake,
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About a NewJKind of Story—Slipshod Methods of Would-Be Authors
—Many Letters from Readers —Those Deer Tracks in the Snow—
_Cuba and the Philippines Heard From —Some Glimpses Ahead.

ESTERDAY | read the opening chap-
ters of a new story now being written
for The Argosy on a new and—shall 1
say—daring plan. | hesitated about using
this word, as it has come so often to mean
indelicate or “ off-color." As a matter of
fact, daring implies courage to enter upon
an untried path. We speak of Peary after
the North Pole, or Stanley in search of Liv-
ingstone as daring, so if a story that has in
it the elements of the unusual be daring,
why must it needs be of the “ Three Weeks "
type ?
k * * *

“ But where does the daring element in
this case come in?” you ask.

Well, as the story is not yet finished, it
is as yet a little early to say more on this
point, but | can let out this much of tin
secret.  You have read tales with their
scenes laid in Boston, New York, Chicago.
San Francisco, the plains of.the West, tiro
down-East villages of New England. You
have become so accustomed to this sort of
thing that you have perhaps never given a
second thought to the background of a story,
provided the story itself was interesting.
(Oh, 1 beg pardon of those correspondents
who have written me they were tired of see-
ing New York used so often as the theater
of plots. 1 think they will note that their
wishes have been complied with to a very
large extent, although later on in the de-
partment this month they will see a pathetic
plea for Gotham stories.)

As | was saying, backgrounds of the
character | have named have come to be
considered a matter of course in fiction, and
the thrill 1 am seeking to awaken will arise
from an absolutely new departure in this re-
spect, essentially very American in charac-
ter and graphic in realism. And the scheme
is susceptible of exploitation in other stories
to an almost unlimited extent.

I shall hope to tell you more about this

new departure next month, when it is barely
possible the name and date of publication
of this first in a series of new kind of stories
will be announced. Hence you can't afford
to miss any of the summer numbers of The
Argosy, which will be especially attractive
this year.

* * * % * %

As was to be expected, the inauguration
of the Log-Book has deluged me with manu-
scripts from ambitious beginners in the
story-writing game. | cannot say, however,
that I have as yet discovered a Charles
Dickens or a William Dean Howells among
the number. In most cases the authors seem
to ship off their goods too hastily. They
should go over them carefully many times,
comparing them closely with the stories we
print in order to see that all the rules are ob-
served.

Why, only last evening a young fellow |
know, and who has been trying to break into
the contributors’ ranks, brought me a storv
that broke about as many of these rules as
could be fractured by a single individual.
In the first place the manuscript was rolled,
written in long hand, had no title, and the
pages were not only not numbered, but were
not even placed together in regular order.
Wh.eit a writer handicaps himself at the out-
set with these drawbacks to an easy perusal
of his work he cannot blame the editor for
not being in a receptive frame of mind.

€ % *

But | have such a mass of letters this
month that I must now give way to them.
I am delighted to hear from my readers in
this way, and | want you each to feel that
your comments are carefully read. Really,
you can scarcely understand the pleasurable
sensation it is to realize via the postman how
many thousands of unseen friends one has
scattered all over this broad country of ours
—and then some, if | may drop into slang,
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to include correspondents from beyond the
seas. Let me remind you to write “ Argosy
Log-Book” on your envelope and at the top
of your letter; also, to sign your full name,
although, as you will note, only the initials
are used in the magazine.

I'll start with a kicker this time; but he
is such a good-natured kicker, and has writ-
ten such a good letter, that | forgive him.
His especial grievance appears to be the
complete stories in one particular number.
I hope he will write again and tell me what
he thinks of “ The Fighting Streak,” also
“ Midnight Between Towns,” and the short
stories in the present issue. His letter is too
long to quote in full, is dated from Rose-
land, California, and begins thus:

X have been a constant reader of The
Argosy for more than ten years. | have al-
ways enjoyed it and 1 am glad of the op-
portunity your Log - Book gives me to ex-
press my opinion. The make-up of
T he Argosy is splendid; | will not say per-
fect. What people want to read in
fiction are stories not utterly impossible, with
reasonable action. | do not think any one
cares for mushy love stories, and yet | do not
think any one objects to forceful, manly dis-
play of affection. A dash of red blood ro-
mance is a help to any story.

$ * * * % *

Here is a reader in Boston who votes hard
for serials. He has been a purchaser of
The Argosy Since May, 1905, and says he
takes great pride in the magazine. Contin-
uing, he says:

I wish | could get you to suggest to Albert
Payson Terhune to write a serial on the war
with Mexico, 1846—1848. | have never read
a story that dealt with this war, although I
have read countless other stories on every

other war there ever was. | guess.
E. H R

You will be glad to know, E. H. R., that
Mr. Terhune is now at work on the scenario
for a new story laid in this very period, and,
in so far as he has outlined" it to me, it
promises to be a “ corker.”

From Franklin County, New York, F.
W. B. writes as follows:

I have been a reader of The Argosy since
January, 1895, and have every number issued
since that date. It is my favorite magazine
and | think all of its stories are good. Al-
bert Payson Terhune and Bertram Lebhar
are two of my favorite authors. Am a great
admirer of Hawkins and his inventions, and
hope he will favor us with another one soon.

THE ARGOSY.

This correspondent and thousands more
of our readers will be delighted to hear, |
am sure, that Mr, Franklin is now engaged
on a serial story of which the redoubtable
Hawkins is the much maligned hero.

st * < §< * *

Regarding the deer - tracks in the snow
mentioned in “ The Tail of the Oregonian
Limited,” published in February, and about
which 1 inquired of Western readers in
April, 1 have letters from J. C. L., Mar-
quette, Nebraska; M. P. N., Keslo, British
Columbia, and a reader in Dunlap, South
Dakota, all claiming that Mr. Williams did
not push possibilities too far in speaking of
them. They agree that out on the prairie it
would be out of the question to find these
tracks after a blizzard, but as the scene of
the story was laid in the mountains, where
there is some shelter from the wind, the
case is different. L. G. K., of Vancouver,
however, thinks the criticism of G. A. P.
well taken.

L. S., mailing his letter from Hugo, Okla-
homa, votes for the “ hard-luck” yarns; but
in his postscript he calls “ The Great
Buddha Cat's-Eve,” an adventure serial we
published several years ago, “ the prince of
all stories." But | will quote his letter:

Have been reading The Argosy for seven
years and it is certainly the A No. 1 of all
the magazines. | like the stories of the poor,
threadbare, tramping the streets kind, as one
man put it in the April Log-Book. 1 havo
been there myself and know how it goes. |
am a traveling photographer, and have often
wondered why some author doesn't ever write
a story about them, as there are enough of
them on the road and they have plenty of ex-
periences.

A well-written letter from C. A. H., in
Salt Lake City, tells me he was one of our
earliest readers, and declares that he cares
for no better fiction than that contributed by
the Munsey writers. He winds up as fol-
lows :

In twenty -live years' experience as cowboy,
rancher, civil engineer, big game hunting,
prospecting, and mining, all in the wildest
parts of the West. | have found many good
subjects for stories, but never attempted to
write one. Of course, many Western stories
contain incorrect terms and statements, also
impossible situations, but, with the exception
of a comparative few of your readers, they
pass unnoticed, and often serve to save a
desperate situation and sometimes the hero's
life. As a rule, 1 do not consider your fiction
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stories sufficiently improbable to justify severe
criticism, and think the short stories and
serials very fairly and properly divided.

I Will say to C. A. H. that we take great
pains not to make any “ breaks” or have
any anachronisms in our stories. Of course,
if you are very familiar with a calling or
a neighborhood of which the author has no
personal knowledge, you may detect a blun-
der that no one else would notice.

i sic % sic

F. H. R., who signs himself a *“con-
stant reader ” from Charlottesville. Virginia,
thinks The Argosy is “ the best magazine
in existence devoted to love, adventure,
every-day occurrences,” etc., and then pro-
ceeds to take another whack at poor, long-
suffering New York in the following terms:

But pray, why do all the writers try to
wear out the Great White Way, Central Park,
and the poor Subway? Why not lay their
scenes in some little harmless Southern town,
Richmond, Lynchburg, and so on. Why? It
seems as though the Southerners can't furnish
enough excitement.

Well, you have Southern background in
the present issue with “ The Fighting
Streak,” and Missouri furnishes the setting
for “ Midnight Between Towns." Note the
opening item in this month’s Log-Book and
rejoice accordingly, F. H. R.

A telegraph operator, P. S., at a station
on the Texas and Pacific Railway, expresses
keen appreciation for The Argosy, which
he has read for the past ten years. He goes

on to say:

I like the Hawkins stories better than any
of the others, because we find them so unlike
anything we read in a magazine. Can't we
have a few more of them? Then, too. | like
the serials, but must confess that | get rather
anxious for the whole story before it runs
out. | usually read the magazine from cover
to cover in one or two nights, as | am up
most of the night, and find The Argosy great
company. | always look forward to the date
it will appear, and after 1 have got rid of my
trains and the anxious old lady about her
baggage. | settle down for a good night's
reading. Let us have some more of the “In
Treason’s Track” stories; also some more on
the order of ” The Trail of the Plashlight, '
and don't impose those hard-luck stories on
US, as we are familiar with them from actual
experience.

A cheery note from E. A. R., in Springfield-
Ohio, bids the good work go on, as follows:

Just finished Reading your talk in April
Argosy, and felt that | had to have a word.
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I do not think The Argosy could be im-
proved. You have just enough short stories
and enough serials. | like Marie’ B. Schra-
der’s stories, and such ones as " His Brother's
Eclipse ” and " Her Hero from Savannah,”
Also like good love stories until they get too
“ mushy.” but you do not find them that way
in The Argosy. Keep humming just the way
you have been and there will be no kick from
this section.

A science student from Waynesburg,
Pennsylvania, P. R. S., wants to know what
has become of F. K. Scribner, whose
“ Ravens of the Rhine" he liked so much.
Air. Scribner is now traveling abroad, hav-
ing set out with his family for Egypt last
January. He expects to be back some time
this summer and may possibly bring the
material for another of his stirring serials.
P. R. S. savs further:

I have been reading The Argosy since
1900. It is the best story magazine published
to-day. |1 like to read it to rest my mind after
hard study. 1 much prefer serials and com-
plete nowvels to short stories. Looking back
over the past ten years, the best stories to my
mind have been “ In Frozen Fetters,” “ When
I Was Czar,” " On Glory's Trail,” “The
Eleventh Rider.” and the like. In short,
stories of adventure in all parts of the world
are just my speed.

Which reminds me that the recent request
for Russian stories has been gratified, and
| already have two “corkers” in stock —
one, a complete novel, “ The Sign of Fear,”
to be published next month, and the other,
“The Black Paw.” a serial that will start
a little later.

From a Southern Pacific Railway office
in Benson. Arizona, W. H. T. discloses him-
self as another ardent admirer of adventure
yarns, and adds: “ 1 don't think | ever
read a poor story in The Argosy, so let it
come as it has in the past. Aly coin is
always ready to purchase it." Airs. J. W.
AlcC., of Fairmont. West Virginia, is of
the same mind, and declares that the suc-

cess of The Argosy explodes the old the-
ory: “Try to please everybody, you please
nobody."

Here is a pathetic plea for New York
stories from J. LA, a Cuban correspondent:

Dear Argosy—A reader for ten years,
paying from 12 to 15 cents for your magazine,
one who never hopes to see but likes to read
stories of Broadway, Bronx, and other large
cities: on whom tales of the wilds pale, and
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although | know most of your readers are
city folks, do, oh, do not cut out dear old
Broadway—the life of the paper.

I am now editing a serial of experiences
in Cuba, to begin probably in August. This
should come as a pleasing change to our
friend, in spite of his penchant for Broad-
way.

E. H., of Richmond, Virginia, will be
delighted to see his favorite, Fritz Krtjte”
represented by “ Midnight Between Towns”
in this issue. | am particularly anxious, by
the way, for opinions on this story. But
E. H. continues: “ When you start a story
like 1In Quest of the Pink Elephant,” one
can hardly wait for the next number. Stories
decidedly ‘out of the common ' appeal to
me.”

M. A. C., writing from Kansas City,
likes Terhune, Lebhar, and Smiley, and
thinks The Argosy should be congratu-
lated on its stories generally.

A postal clerk, F. T. W., from Rockport,
Massachusetts, who is on the road most of
the time, is keen for railroad stories, in-
stancing especially “ The Flight of the Red
Arrow.” Terhune's historical serials a,lso
appeal to him. The most omnivorous maga-
zine reader that has ever come to my knowl-
edge, J. R. R., writes from Xew Albany,
Mississippi, and after giving a list of peri-
odicals he goes through every month that is
simply appalling, adds naively:

Some might say | am lying, but | can show
you a book and magazine library that has cost
me in round figures Sl.000.00. | did not buy
it all ip a day or a year, but | began to collect
in 1899. 1 like all the writers in The Argosy.
Lee Bertrand's “ His Brother's Eclipse” is a
fine story, and with this, his first serial, AJr.
Bertrand has now won a place that can't be
dislodged here in old Mississippi. What has
become of Douglas Pierce, who wrote " The
Shaft of Light ”? He is one of my favorites.
Send on the hard-luck stories They are my
favorites.

Watch out for a striking complete novel
by Mr. Pierce in the August Gr September
issue. C. Y. H., while in Palatka, Florida,
found time to send me this breezy comment:

I am a lady commercial traveler with al-
most thirteen consecutive years to my credit,
and during all that time | have never failed
to secure my Argosy the moment it appeared
on the news-stands. | think " The Tail of
the Oregonian Limited’’ simply great! In
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fact, | sat up till 2 a.m. in order to finish it
The Hawkins stories arc a sure cure for the
blues. Let them come oftener. Personally, |
do not care for the historical stories, but |
do like the breezy Western ones. Fritz Krog's
contribution in the April number, concerning
that unfortunate tenor, was sure funny. Long
live The Argosy.

Another fair-sex reader, Mrs. m. H., of
Union Hill, Xew Jersey, enjoys the short
stories, but likes the serials best. Her prefer-
ences run to “ something that has mystery,
adventure, or shipwreck. Xothing that has
too much love in it. Also a story that does
not always end just as you think it will.”
A physician. Dr. C. A. W., of Wavnesburg,
Pennsylvania, has been a reader of The
Argosy since he was a boy, and looks back
with fond recollections to the stories we
published in those days, such as “ The Boy
Broker," by Mr. Munsey, and “ Luke Ben-
nett's Hide-Out,” by Harry Castlemon. *“ I
always look for a good story,” he adds,
“when | see Seward W. Hopkins's name
attached. | enjoy stories with scenes laid in
Russia and in Revolutionary times.”

From around on the other side of the
world, but still under the Stars and Stripes
in Cavite, Philippine Islands, comes enthu-
siastic comment from G. G. G. for “ Four
Magic Words " :

That story is super-excellent, and if you
have any more like it in the safe, you needn't
worry about keeping the interest of your
readers. | am a very rapid reader, and a
story has to be extremely interesting to make
me lose myself in it entirely, to the exclusion
of every other thought, but that is what hap-
pened when | read " Four Magic Words.”

Roxy, of Union, Oregon, who says he's
only a boy, still in high school, and that,
therefore, his opinions amount to little, if
anything, expresses himself concisely and
well, and | only wish he would write again
and sign his full njme:

I like humor, adventure, mystery, and
reasonable love stories. The kind of love
stories that end with the villain being un-
masked and the hero marrying the shero are
of an old type, and while interesting, as “ The
Big Obstacle.” they- make one feel sorry that
the author didn't end in a different way.
The Argosy is my favorite magazine, and
shall be as long as it continues to be the
wonderful story-book it has been to me in the

past eight years.
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Instead of Court Plaster

For a Cut or Scratch

Clean the wound thoroughly.
paint it with acoat of A'etc--Skin. The
Ntw-Skin will dry into a tough, flexible
film under which the wound will heal rapidly.

For a Hang-Nail
Trim the hang-nail close with sharp mani-
cure scissors; then coat it with Keei-Skin.
After that the hang-nail will cure itself.

For Split Lips
Flatten out the lip with the fingers and
touch it lightly with Ni-w-Skin. Hold the
lip flat fora moment until the New-Skin dries.
There will then be no further annovance and
no further temptation to bite or touch the lips.

Then

For Blisters or Callous Spots

Coat the tender places with Ketc-Stin and
go on working. When possible it is wise to
anticipate the unusual wear on the skin by
applying Kex-Skiit first.

NEWSKIN
Dept. S,

10c. and 25c. packages. At Druggists

For Burns
Paint the burned place with New-Skin.
It will form a protective film so that the skin
will no longer be sore or sensitive.

For Chafed Feet

Re-intoree the damaged skin with New-
Sk'ri and vou can go on walking without
farther trouble. New-Ski/i keeps the broken
cuticle from being irritated and there will be
no further suffering.

New Package

is now sold

in a new easv-to-
npen package with asanitarv glass rod attached
to the cork, instead of a brush.

Xnr-Shin

The stopper is covered with an aluminum
screw cap that prevents evaporation and
makes it possible for vou to carry it around

j with vou in vour pocket or purse.

COMPANY

BROOKLYN, NEW YORK

,Co..

Refuse
Substitutes

In answering this amaHsem'.nt it is desirable that you marimn The Aiwosi'.
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Salaries

HESE are large figures and yet they arc not half
Tlarge enough. They simply represent the average

yearly number of students of the International Cor-
respondence Schools who voluntarily report an increase in
salary as the direct result of the uplifting help of the I.C.S.
Thousands do not report—we wish they would, because
the 1. C. S. never loses interest Iin a student's welfare.

It is difficult to compute the amount of increase in salaries of I. C. S.
students. Sometimes they are only doubled, other times they are
tripled or quadrupled; more often they are multiplied beyond belief.
One thing, however, is sure—that if you earnestly join hands with the
I. C. s it will greatly increase your earning power in a surprisingly
short space of time.

The first requirement is the confidence in yourself that you can do what
thousands of other poorly paid, handicapped men have done before you. The
second is to decide whether you wish to change \our occupation tor one more
to your liking, or to he promoted from your present position to a higher one.
From this point the I. C. S. will do the rest.

Do not worry about money; do not woiry about distance; do not say your
u Hands Are Tied M because you have Mother, Father, Wife or Children to
support on little pay. No one could start wors «of! than hundreds of I. C. S.

students who are today successful in their chosen line of work.

Read The Next Page

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that yu tuition The Argosy.
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T HIS

As

is the Twentieth Anniversary of the
its only purpose is to help untrained, poorly paid

. C. S

men, no method of celebrating twenty years of

success seemed

so appropriate as something that would

benefit the man who wants to rise—something that would

stir him to get out of the rut.
planned special inducements of
be in force only during June, July
and August.

If you are interested in know-
ing just how the 1.C.S. would
go about helping you and how
you can reap the special bene-
fits of this Anniversary offer,
fill in and mail the attached
coupon. Remember this places

you under no obligation what-
ever.

oign and iviaii 1m’s
Coupon Today

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Aegosy.

To do this the
remarkable

. C. S

liberality, to

Oitv

20th Anniversary
Coupon

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS,
llox 85H, SCRAXTO.V PA.

Please explain, without further obligation on my part, liow |
can qualify for the position, trade or profession before which |
have marked X

Automobile Running;
Mine Superintendent
Mine Foreman
Plumbing, Steam Kitting
Concrete Construction
Civil Engineer
Textile Manufacturing
Stationary Engineer
Telephone Expert
Mechanical Engineer
Mechanical Draft-man
Electrical Engineer
Elec. Lighting Supt.
Electric Wireman

Civil Serrice . ..
Architect ~ anlbh
Chemist ‘men<h
Gas Engines

Hanking Ital,«“

Building Contractor
Architectural Draftsman
Industrial Designing
Commercial Illustrating
Window Trimming

Show Card Writing
Advertising Man
Stenographer
Bookkeeper
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Nabisco Sugar Wafers play an
important part during the month
of brides and roses.

NABISCO

Sugar Wafers

served with ices, frozen puddings and bever-
ages, add the final touch of elegance and hos-
pitality to every repast— simple or elaborate.

In ten cent tins
Also in twenty-five cent tins

Chocolate T okens— Confections
of rare goodness with a coating of
Illwl creamy chocolate.

NATIONAL BISCUIT
COMPANY

in jtmccriny Urn mivertiv went it h that gw tnuiihn Tin: AiNjusy.
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That W ay

to Comfort

If you have been hurt on

Coffee Lane.

“There’'s a Reason”

FOR

POSTUM

Postum Cereal Company, Limited
Battle Creek, Mich., U.S. A.

Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd.
Windsor, Ontario, Canada

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that >»u auntion The Argost.
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All the Speed you want
and all the Power, too

If you want speed in a motocyde you

can get all you want in the INDIAN, be-

cause the INDIAN is more powerful and

efficient in proportion to fts size than any

other motoring machine ever produced.

Speed, however, is only one result of power
and efficiency. The same qualities which give
speed are invaluable to the tourist in the form of
unusual power to he used on rough anti sandy
roads and on steep hills. TheTNDIAX Motocyde
develops all the speed vmi want on the level, and
all the power vnu need on the hills. It is not
limited to a single use, but is good for every use.

Most
transmitting power,

drive can also be had if desired.

and best on hills and on all

The Machines Rest

but the Motors Run

The 1911 INDIAN' contains an epoch-making
motocyde improvement — the new free Engine
Clutch - by means cf which the rider mav stop
and let Ins engine run free, or start at a snail’'s
pace and increase speed at will. Not one or two
speeds, but a hundred :opeeds at your fingers' end!
No more running alongside to start the engine;
no more stopping the engine when you dismount.
Absolute comfort and control all the time. The
INDIAN Clutch can not be burned out either by
use or abuse.

INDIANS arc made with chain drive— the most direct method of

kinds of roads. The belt

The INDIAN for Pleasure, Health and Utility

Learn something about the pleasures of motocycling.

Find out what

it means to feel companionship with your mount— a genuine sense of .
comradeship, almost like that you feel fur a horse— found in no other
motor-driven vehicle.

Let us send you our new 1911 INDIAN Motocyde Catalogue,

containing com pi.-to descriptions of the new INDIANS, which moan m <R pleasure
in inmocyciiny than motocyciinir has ever known before. Enjoy thinking ab mi it.
and jet tlie purchase of a motocyde conn* when the spirit moves you.
the INDIAN Motocyde Catalogs.- today.

\\rite for

The Hendee Mffg. C0.,849 State St.,Springfield, Mass.
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When the boy” or girl comes home from
school hungry, about the easiest and best thing
the mother can “set out” is a bowl of

Post

Toasties

and Cream

Sweet, crisp, fluffy bits of pearly white In-
dian Corn toasted to a delicate brown —

“The Memory Lingers’

Postum Cereal Company, Limited
Battle Creek, Mich., U.S. A.

Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd,
Windsor, Ontario, Canada



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

Start Right B d yina i ou u
Off With |y 1 1 Start OffRight.
4 EMED with B. Y. D. you needn’t be alarmed at summer heat and
discomfort. These Loose Fitting Coat Cut Undershirts, Knee
d. m* Length Drawers and Union Suits will keep you coolon the hottest
days. T o many men there's agreeable expectation in the mere thought
of B. V. D.—to all men there’s delightful relaxation in the wearing of it.
The light, woven fabrics are soft to the skin and the loose fitting garments put no
strain on the body. It is at ease. Perspiration evaporates quickly. You feel like
stretching your arms with a soothing sense of 1‘G/aJ-/'m-Alixe!’’ You don't get

"heat-fagged” when you wear B. V. D.

BY. D iscarefully cut, accurately sized and exactly proportioned. It can't chafe,
bind or irritate. B.Y. D. high standard of quality and workmanship never varies.

This Red Woven Label
madeTTorthe'
B.V.D. Union Suits (Pat. B,V.D. Coat Cut Under-
4/30/07) $1. $1.50, $2.00, $3.00 B VD shirts and Knee Length
and $5.00 a suit. M Drawers, 50c. 75¢, $1.00 and
$1.50 a garment.
BEST RETAILTRADE

(Trade Mark Reg. U. S. Pal. Off.,and Foreign Countries.)

is sewed on every 13V. D. Garment. Take no garment ivithoul it
Write for a copy of our Booklet, tiCool as a Sea Breeze."

THE B. Y. DD. COMPANY, 65 Worth Street, New York
London Selling Agency, 66, Aldermanbury, E.G.

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.
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Win Profit and Prestige

as Local Agent for New Printype Oliver Typewriter
— the Latest Wonder in Typewriterdom

On top of all tlie innovations that liav™ given 'Hie Oliver Typewriter
such amazing success and sales, we have placed the crowning improve-
ment — PRINTYPE 1 The Oliver Typewriter now typcwrites print.

To the first acceptable man in each locality where we have
no local agent, we offer the exclusive agency for The Oliver

Typewriter,

which carries with it absolute control of all sales

of Printype Oliver Typewriters in the territory assigned.
Think of the money-making possibilities of an agency which

enables you to step into a man'’s office and say :

“ 1 represent the

only typewriter in the world that successfully typewrites print!‘’

Overwhelming Public Demand for Printype

Printype, the beautiful new type face, unobtrusively introduced
to the public by Tlie Oliver Typewriter Company ;t year ago, is

today the reigning favorite in Typewriierdom.

The beauty—the individuality—of Printype lids
turned tlie heads of some of tlie greatest business
executives of the countrv.

Printype.
OLIVER

TypcW rittr

The Standard Visible Writer

If you have not had the pleasure of an introduc-
tion to Printype ask for a copy of our pamphlet---

“ A Revolution in Typewriter Type”

Printype is all adaptation, for the typewriter,
of the regular book type universalis’ used on
printing presses.

Ail old friend in a captivating new dress—the
last word in typewriter type style. It is twice as
artistic and easy to read as the old-style, sharp,
thin outline letters and numerals used mi all other
typewriters.

Although The Printype Oliver Typewriter is
worth a premium, we placed the complete machine
oil the market at the regular catalog price..

The effect was electrical. Inquiries came thick
and fast. Demands for demonstrations kept bur
Local Agencies working at high tension. Sales
jumped. Public appreciation of the innovation
was so impressively shown in actual orders that
today one-third of our total output of Oliver Type-
writers are " PrintypeS. "

Belongs Exclusively to the Oliver

The Oliver Typewriter Company originated
“ Printype.” We control it The Oliver Type-

O L A Ann/iV/tfrnn
AxtlSfl r\§GTICy ry rapidly.
“ Tiic Opportunity book,”

Address Agency Department

Appllcatlog * shloutld betmalled promptly, as the territory s bein
nterestin
together with complete information regarding 1”ocal Agency Plan, will be .sent by first mail.

writer is the only writing machine in the world
that successfully iypt'terilesprint.

This triumph in typewriter type, added to the
numerous other exclusive features of The Oliver
Typewriter, greatly increases the value of our
Local Agency Franchise. It puts our great Sales
Organization still farther in the lead.

It's Your Supreme Opportunity

We distribute Oliver Typewriters through a
world-wide Agency System. Each Local Agent
is given exclusive control of all sales of new Oliver
Typewriters in the territory assigned, during the
entire life of the arrangement. The demand for
demonstrations of The Printype Oliver Type-
writer necessitates a heavy increase in our force of
Local Agents.

Every city, every town, every village must he
quickly assigned, so that the vast number of in-
quiries that are pouring into the General Offices
may have prompt, personal attention. This is
undoubtedly the greatest business opportunity of
your life. Ask for the details of our Exclusive
Agency Proposition. Get posted on the profit-
possibilities. Remember that a Local Agency
Contract is an exclusive Franchise that entitles
you to all the profit on every sale made in the
specified territory.

“ 17 Cents a Day” Booms Sales

As local agent for The Oliver Typewriter you can offer
the liberal, attractive terms of *T7 Cents a Day.” You can
accept any make of old machine your customer may own,
to apply oil the small first payment.

We do not surround our I,oca! Agents with annoying
rules and restrictions. In the territory assigned them, they
are given full control. Koval, efficient service wins gener-
f.us recognition. Exceptional ablllty is rewarded by promo-
tion to more important positions in the Oliver Organization.

Whether you can give your entire time to the work or
only an hour or two a day, you cannot afford to miss this
wonderful money-making opportunity.

assigned

literature, including the “ Printype Book” and

(107)

The Oliver Typewriter Company, 284 Oliver Typewriter Building, Chicago

rin’j this ndv*

>nl it ©ohsiniblc Unit >

rution The Argosy.



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

i OPCMAN SL'HLRINTLNOENT contractor
S1900 AYEAR S2500AYEAR $3 000AYEAR

Learn toF ilIBIGGER SHOES!

Don’t be satisfied with merely pushing a saw
and driving nails. Be a mester of your craft.
Learn to planas well as to work—to use your
brain with the same skill that you use your hands.

How You Can Do It

You can master every branch of building construction, archi-
tecture and carpentry — at almost no expense at all. You can
have the knowledge and experience of over four score experts at
your command, for use whenever you want it—by allowing us to
place in your hands this great ten volume set, without you send-
ing us one cent in advance.

THIS CYCLOPEDIA OF

Architecture, Carpentry
and Building

is the most practical work on the building trades that has ever
been published. Itcoves every detail of building construction
from common carpenter work to reinforced concrete and steel.
Contains over 3,000 drawings, full page plates, diagrams, etc.,
4,670 pages, bound in half morocco, printed on special paper—
large dear type— 10 massive volumes, titles engraved in 23 Kkarat

K —mmmmmm Partial Table of Contents-

Carpentry— Building Materials— Building Superintendence —
Reinforced Concrete—Contracts and Specifications—Estimating-
Stair Building — Masonry— Heating— Hardware—Ventilation —
Steel Construction—Elevators—Architectural Drawing—Freehand
Drawing — Making Blue Prints— Wiring Door Bells — Burglar
Alarms — Sheet Metal Pattern Drafting — Mechanical Drawing —
Lettering.

Get These Books and See for Yourself

Look them over at your leisure. Keep them for five days
before you decide whether you want them or not, and then if you
don’'t believe that each volume is actually worth more to you
than the price of the entire set, send them hack, at our expense
and the transaction won’t cost you one penny. If you keep
them, our charge will be S24.00, in easy payments of only $2.00
a month. We don’'task you to buy these books on our descrip-
tion of them. We don't ask you to trust our judgment. We
simply ask you to get the books and see for yourself. Sign the
coupon now. It will bring the books, not an agent.
SPECIAL,—For a short time we will include with each order a
year's subscription to the Technical World Magazine —a regular
$1.50 popular illustrated magazine.

AVERICAN SCHXOL. OF CREFFONCENE

CHICAGO, U. S. A.

FREE EXAMINATION COUPON

Please send set Cyclopedia of Architecture, Carpentry and Build-S
for five days' free examination, also T. W. for one year. | will!
« \00 within five days and $2. 00 a month until I have paid $24.00R
the books and magazine, or notify you and hold the books subjectg
your order. Title not to pass until fully paid.  ArgoBy> 6°11.

AME

maddress

10ccupation eccces

mEMPLOYER

INSTANT
POWDERED

RHUBARB MOLD.

(5 to 7 persons)—1J ozs. (3 heaping
tablespoonfuls) Cox’sinstantPowdered
Gelatine, 3 Ib. cut rhubarb, grated rind
and juice 1lemon, 60zs. (Gtablespoonfuls)

sugar, |A pints (3 cups) water. Wh
eggs. Few blanched almonds.
Dissolve the Gelatine in one cupful of the
water. Stew the rhubarb toapulp in the rest
of the water; add sugar, lemon and Gelatine,
and stir over the fire until dissolved. Remove
from the fire and add the whites of eggs beaten
stiffly. Pourinto @ mold that has been decor-
ated with the almonds. When set, turn out and
serve with custard sauce.

ONE of the tempting new
dishes you can make
with Cox’'s Instant Powdered
Gelatine. Not only desserts
but real food dishes, healthful
and nourishing.

Cox’s is the gelatine used by

best chefs and by knowing
housewives for 80 years.
Pure, smooth and rich. Dis-
solvesinstantly,nosoaking.
See the 205 recipes in Cox's
Manual of Gelatine Cookery.

Write for your free copy.

X HATINE QO

Dept. K, 100 Hudson Street
NEW YORK, N.Y.
{American Distributors
for J.Jt </. Co.r, Ltd.,
Edinburgh?’)

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.
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BROWNIES

Frankly, the original Brownie idea was to make
a small camera on the Kodak principle that would
teach the youngsters to take pictures. This meant
making many cameras and making them simply,
but making them so good that their owners would
be enthusiastic.

The first Brownie made 2 ~ x 2 N pictures and
sold for a dollar. It was made so well that the
inevitable happened. Other and bigger Brownies
lor bigger people simply, had to follow. They are
made in the Kodak factories under Kodak super-
intendence by Kodak workmen. Habit with these
people means honest workmanship. That’s why
the Brownie, a low priced camera, has been and
IS a success.

No. 2A Folding Pocket Brownie

A truly pocket camera for 290 x pictures,
loading in daylight with Kodak film cartridges.
Capacity 12 exposures withoutreloading. Finest
quality Meniscus Achromatic lens of 5 inch
focus. Pocket Automatic shutter for snap-shots
or instantaneous exposures, two tripod sockets,
automatic focusing lock and reversible finder.
Honestly andTiandsomeiy made in every detail.
Covered with a durable imitation leather and
has full nickeled fittings.

Price, $700

EASTMAN KODAK COMPANY,

Catalogue free at the ROCHESTER, N. Y., The Kodak City.
dealers or by mail.

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention Tun Argosy.
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<Jjc *mntv Mini
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Strong in flavor, but not offensive.

A delicate morsel,

allaying after-dinner

refinement of chewing gum for

It's the

refreshing the

peppermint— the true

mouth and throat and

after-smoking distress. The
people of refinement.

mint.

For Sale at all the Better Sort of Stores
54 the Ounce and in 54,104 and 25C Packets
SEN-SEN CHICLET COMPANY .uctropoutan lowm.Ntw yor*

Not Imitations

A marvelously reconstructed gem—

the greatest triumph of the electric

furnace. Looks like a diamond

—wears like a diamond—will

cut glass—stands filing, fire and

acid tests like a diamond—guar-

anteed to contain no glass.

Remoh Gems have no paste, foil

or artificial backing—theirbrilliancy

is guaranteed forever. One thirtieth

the costof adiamond. These remark-

able gems are set only in 14 Karat Solid

Gold Mountings. Senton approval—your

money cheerfully refunded ifnot perfectly

satisfactory. It will be well worth your

while to get our De-Luxe Jewel Book—

yours for the asking. Cut out and

mail the coupon below—or write a
postal. Address

Remoh Jewelry Co.,
415 N. Broadway, St. Louis, |

Remoh
Jewelry Co.,
415N. Broadway, St. Louis, Mo.
Send your De-Luxe Jewel Book.

Name
Address Slgn
city - And
cia n Mail This

Coupon Today

Use the Sheldon Method
30 Days at Our Risk

VOU need not venture the loss of a penny. No matter how

serious your case, no matter what else you have tried, the
Sheldon Method will help you and probably wholly overcome
your affliction. We are so sure of this that we will make a Shel-
don Appliance to suit your special condition and let you decide,
after 30 days, whether you are satisfied. We make this unusual
offer simple because the 16.000 cases we have treated absolutely
Erove the wonderful benefit the Sheldon Method brings to spinal

ufferers. young and old,

There is'no need to suffer longer or to bear the torture of old-
fashioned plaster, leather or steel jackets. The Sheldon Appli-
ance gives an even, perfect and adjustable support to the weak-
ened or deformed spine and brings almost immediate relief
even In the most serious cases. It is aseasy to putonor take
off as a coat, does not chafe or. Irritate, Is light and cool. The
price is within reach ofall who suffer. You owe It to yourself, or
the afflicted one In your family, to find out more about it. Send
for our book free at once-

PHILO BURT MFG. CO., 255 Sixth Street, Jamestown. N.Y.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Abcosy.
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THIS ELGIN WATCH, 17 JEWELS, AD STED
Men's 16 Size, (also Ladies’ O Size) Thin Model. New Montgomery
v Dial, in Gold Filled Case. Guaranteed for 25 Years, plal~

polished or handsomely engraved, sent prepaid on

30 DAYS HFREE TRIAL
Then $2.50 aMonth

Eas9 Railroad Inspection, is the greatest bargain ever ,
eard of. NO MONEY DOWN - $250 a Month after
examination by you. Whether you are a railroad man]
or not, this is the"Watch you want. No matter where you
live, we will trust you. Send us your order today.
Write for our free Catalog, containing over 2,000 illustra- ,
tions of Diamonds, Watches, Jewelry, Silverware, etc. It tells
aU about our easy credit plan. Writetoday, before you forget it.

LOFTIS BROS. & CO.
DEPT 38 ™ 63558y SAATR AT BHTEAC L.

Branch Stores: Pittsburg, Pa., and St. Louis, Mo.

25-YEAR GUARANTEE

LITH. U M

TsA

"THE broiling, sizzling
sun of summer’s hot
test day cannot wilt a

Litholin Waterproofed
Linen Collar

As fresh looking when you quit woilc at night, as
when you start in the morning. Cool and flexible.
Launder with a damp cloth*

The same collar will serve for work or play, day
after day. Litholin is the same collar you have
always worn--on/y tsaterproofed.

Atyourdealer’s, or by mailon receiptofprice.

Writ* for booklet*

Collars Cuffs
25c each 50c apair

The Fiberloid Co.

7 &9 Waverly Place, N.Y.

No Metal

s atb o N

Everywhere - orby m ail

Blue Print%ﬂa;%] a'% S%%cﬁ%ﬂz% only $10
400 Plans for $1.00

(Add 25c. for postage)

We will send the readers of this magazine our big
books of plans showing over four hundred designs
of single and double houses, flats, cottages and
bungalows costing $300 to $12,000 for only $:.00
and 25c to cover actual cost of mailing.

These books show floor plans, exterior views,
give full description, price of plans and cost to
build each house. These books regularly sell for
50c each but we will send you all four for only
$1 and postage if you order now.

“ Art in Architecture,” $1.00 per year
(Our monthly magazine with new designsand articleson
building and decorating.)
J. H. DAVERMAN & SON, Architects
561 Murray Blk. GRAND RAPIDS, MICH.

ToucKes the SKkirv

Pioneer Suspender Co
Philade/phia

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Akgost.
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toothsome, easily prepared.

Tapioca in its old form was unpopular because of
the hours of soaking necessary in its preparation.
Minute Tapioca requires no soaking, is ready for
instant use, cooks quickly, is always light and delicious,
and everybody likes it. Try this dessert at our expense.

Coccanut Cream Tapioca

Boil fifteen minutes in double boiler,
stirring fre-

quently, one

qt. hot milk,

two level ta-
blespoons of

Minute Tapioca,

three tablespoons

of coeoanut, one
small cup of sugar.
Add beaten yolks of
three eggs and re-
move from stove.
Cover with whites of
eggs beaten to a stiff
froth with a little
sugar. Brown in quick
oven.

SAMPLE FREE
Enough to make this dessert and
Minuteinan Cook Book sent
absolutely free.

In accepting this offer, be sure
to send i/our grocer’'s name.
MINUTE TAPIOCA CO.,
Of.i W. Main St., Orange, Mass.

mattress purchased from you is as even, as perfect and as
comfortable, or in fact more so, than the first night 1 slepton it.
Some three or four years ago | wanted another mattress,
and as | was in a hurry and the dealer said it was "exactly
the same,” and it appeared very similar, | bought an
imitation. 1
It looitd very good then, but | must say it can not now com-
pare with my Osicrmoor in looks or i:i comfort.
Very truly yours, Mks. G. F. McNitt.

W HEN you are buying a mattress, remember
that Ostermoor is the mattress which does
or can offer a record for honest service cover-

ing generations of use.

When any one is trying to sell a substitute or imita-
tion mattress, one of his first claims is sure to be “just
as ?ood as an Ostermoor” —and it is unfortunate that
far asyou may be able © prove right there an

he may be right. AIl mattresses 0K much alike,
but QUISICE appearances count for so little compared

with INSICE facts.
Long, comfortable service is the one perfect test.

Buy from your Ostermoor dealer— his name will be sent if you write US.
Do not be deceived into taking a cheaply constructed imitation offered at
another store. We will ship a mattress by express, prepaid, same day
your check is received, where wc have no dealer or he has none in stock.

Write for 144-page Book and Samples, Free

Ostermoor &Co., 110 Elizabeth St., New York

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Akgosy.
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THE
REASON:

(Extractsfrom Official Report)

uThe Colt is
superior, because itis more
reliable, the more enduring

. and the more accurate.”

“The Colt Pistol em-
bodies all the features con-
sidered essential, desirable
and preferable by the Board.”

The Colt is adopted in
consequence of its marked su-
periority to any other known pistol.

THIS DECISION

Settles the Question of Automatic
Pistol Supremacy-

No matter what other manufacturers
may claim, the COLT is the

PROVEN STANDARD
of the FIREARMS WORLD!

Send for Folder No. 15
It gives FACTS, not theories.

COLT'S PATENT FIRE ARMS MFG. CO.
HARTFORD, CONN.

Automatic
Pistol

Just adopted by the

U.s.

Government!

consecutive shots
fired from this pistol
in one test without
a jam, misfire or
broken part!

A
PERFECT
SCORE!

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.
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| F there really was a cooler
summe- underwear in the

world you'd want it.

Now it doesn’'t cost you any

more to try

CONDUCTIVE UNDERWEAR

than any other kind.

The new Adjusta-Slide on every

The price is a popular one. pair of drawers, which permits in-
Choose “DRY'SKIX” Underwear stant adjustment at the waistband.

and this is what you get:

A fabric 50 per cent more con-
ductive and absorbent than any
other. A garment much cooler,

These features you get exclu-
sively in <« DRANKIN "—and at
the price of the ordinary.

because it keeps the skin dry in If your dealer can't supply you,

the hottest weather.

order direct, stating size.

A sheerness and elegance of fab-

ric fine as linen. A durability

Single garments, 50c. Union

greater than any garment not suits, $1—athletic, sleeveless, half-

treated by the special
SKIN ” process.

“ DRY’- sleeve, regulars—all styles. Boys’

25c. Boys’ Union suits, 50c.

NORFOLK HOSIERY & UNDERWEAR MILLS CO.
Norfolk, Va., and 366 Broadway, New York

Made in one month with a
L O N G )
Popcorn Crispette Machine

nsrant stream of nickels, (limes, quarters. Always umnev coming in—
(Tispettes going out. Uerrim-.Cal.."One day’s sales S3SO.00.” Start
in safe, profitable, easy, fascinating Business. In towns, villages,
cities, at fairs, parks, carnivals, summer re-urts.circuses—wherever
there’'s acroud. Popcorn Crispertes is~fiin—all like it—young and
old. Soeasy to get the money. Everybody willing to spend small
money. Millions mad** in "« pieces. Think of fortunes made in 5
and 10 cent stores—street ear companies—five cent shows. Machine
simple—easy to understand and work. Full instructions—secret for-
mula. Investigate. Get full particulars-reports fromusers. See
what others have done. Judge wimt ynu o;tu do. "Write a card now.

W. Z. LONG, 258 High Street, Springfield, Ohio

rin<j ".inu i.idft Ztiscmolt on thi$ pvoc
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AUERBACH’S

TUB SCARF
THE MATPANEL

Best under the sun and under the
water— Colors, sun-proof and water-
proof. Of BASKET WEAVE MADRAS
and of SILK and LINEN with Russian
cords and satin-serge panels and bor-
ders. Over 200 patterns altogether,
the fabric made by the Manhattan
Shirt Co. after our own exclusive de-
signs. 50c. Send for FREE Clippings.

UK e SCARES

Blacks, Fancies, and FIFTY
plain shades of MRep
and Barathea, 50c¢. and $1.00.

W e’ Il fill your order if your home stores
Look for have none.

Thia Label pREE |ijustrated Card showing FIFTY colors

LOUIS AUERBACH

842-844-846 Broadway, New York

In answering any advertisement on this page it is

aaa

How do your
collars set after
laundering ?

Good laundries do net
harm good collars, but
they cannot restore
stretched or broken
buttonholes.

Buttonholes are not strained
and torn in the washing or ironing
processes, but in putting on and
taking off the collar.

That the LINOCORD BUTTON-
HOLES in Silver Brand Collars
do not stretch and will not tear
out has been proved to the satis-
faction of thousands of dissatisfied
wearers of collars with ordinary
buttonholes —with this further
assurance — that they retain the
style, fit and set of the collar until
it is actually worn out.

Please remember that LINO-
CORD BUTTONHOLES are
worked into

Collars

InCm:* 3 50c

only, and that their eyelet ends
are pliable, making them the
easiest-to-button buttonholes in
any collar.

Silver Brand Collars offer every
correct, fashionable and popular

style, in various heights and
with modifications to suit every

requirement.

Our styles can be copied but not our but-
tonholes.

Linocord Buttonholes
are easier to button, and
they don’'t tear out.

Write for our book, *“What’s
W hat”—an illustrated guide to
correct dress for every occasion.

GEO. P. IDE & CO.
505 River Street, Troy, N. T.

*r*p*i» (hat you muttion The Aiujohi.
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i Want Some of

THEBLAKSHIS

Say that to your dealer and you will get the
ammunition you have been waiting for.

Our NON-MERCURIC PRIMER gives a
certainty and quickness of ignition that will
surprise you. It, combined with the extra
size of our FLASH PASSAGE (the hole in
the shell base through which the flame from
the primer reaches the charge), will increase
the effectiveness of your shooting from five to
ten per cent.

The Waterproofing in THE BLACK
SHELLS is perfect. Rainstorm nor ducking,
mist nor fog, can make them miss fire or even
swell or stick in the chamber.

THE BLACK SHELLS are in three
classes :

AJAX, the tip of perfection in dense and
bulk smokeless powders— all standard loads.
Has extra high base and is made for the most
particular.

CLIMAX, with all standard loads of dense
and bulk smokeless powders, medium base.
Sure to be the most popular of its class.

ROMAX, all standard black powder loads.

Send for book about shells. If you enclose
10c, we will send a beautiful colored poster,
20x 30 inches, called October Days. It will
delight any real shooter.

HH U.S.CARTRIDGE. CO1>

Dept. A
Lowell, Mass., U. S. A.

THE
SMOOTHEST TOBACCO

Neighbors— the morning walk and talk
and a pipelul of Velvet. Velvet is
nade of the choice leaves of Burley to-
bacco. It's a delightful smoke. Cured
so perfectly and made so skillfully
that it is different from any tobacco
you've tried. Its all quality— as rich
and tasty and cool as a tobacco can be.
There is not a tongue burn to a thou-
sand pipefuls. But. why bore you
with descriptions? One pipeful of
Velvet will tell its own story better
than many words. Get a can to-day.
Try it Then you Il know.

Spaulding & Merrick
Chicago, 111

In unsiariny any wlvertismint on this I'Kj*' jf is dtsirable that you mention The Abgost.
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Greatest e
Detective

Wm. A. Pinkerton

Says: “ Accurate as the finger points.”

ti 911HERE has been a wonderful change in the charac-

* ter of materials lor defense in time of war and means
for protection in time of peace, and your Automatic Pistol is an
interesting production of the latter class. From what | have observed, its sim-
plicity, light weight, direct pull, ten shots, and ‘accuracy as the finger points’
should establish it as a very effective agent against the burglar and housebreaker,
Who invade the home or business house.”

Mr. Pinkerton corroborates what we have claimed, and now claim again:
that the new Savage Automatic, first, is the greatest home protector, second,
banishes night fear.

Other great gun men corroborate the above. You cannot doubt men like

Col. w. F. Cody, “ Buffalo Bill, ” Dr. Carver, Wm. J. Burns, Walter Dun-
can, Major Sylvester. “ Bat” Masterson has written a book about it, entitled
“ The Tenderfoot's Turn.” Sent free.

If you want to do the best thing you ever did for your home, you'll get a
Savage Automatic before tonight.

THE NEW SAVAGE automaTIC

When the Salesman Hands You a Shoe

Satisfy Yourselfthat itis a Goodyear Welt

This is the only way by which you can
be sure of getting- a shoe equal in all
respects to one sewed by hand.

GOODYEAR
WELT

is a Synonym for Merit in Footwear

Write today for the following booklets Shoes made on Goodyear Welt machines are marked by
which will be sent you without cost: comfort, durability and style.
1. Contains an alphabetical list of over five hundred They are smooth Inside, because no thread penetrates the

shoes sold under a special name or trade-mark, made by insple to tantalize the foot.
the Goodyear Welt process.

. 2. Describes the Goodyear Welt process in detail, and The manufacturer or dealer who advertises that he makes

pictures the sixty marvelous machines employed. or sells a Goodyear Welt, thereby assures you that he offers
3. “The Secret of the Shoe — An Industry Trans- H : ici

formed.” The time story of a great American achievement. a shoe possessing the first requisite of excellence.

4. “ An Industrial City.”* Illustrated —descriptive of
the great model factory of the United Shoe Machinery

Company at Beverly, Massachusetts. The United Shoe Machinery Co., Boston, Mass.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.
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To Find
Your Landing

Wear this lamp on your rap or hail" it on
the how of your canoe or boat. Projects
a bright white 14 candle power light 150
feet on the darkest night. Fills every
lighting requirement for camping, fish-
ing, hunting. Th*

Baldwin Camp Lamp

is absolutely Safe, W eighs but 5 ounces, only
3b inches high. No glass to break, no grease,
no snicke. Burns acetv'.cne gas. 25c worth of
carbide gives 5d :ours light. A trapper writes
“ would as soon 1 iink of leaving my pipe behind .
as mv Baldwin.”

-porting Gi.i.i.i ,t¥jijer-

of repillar jiridv, $1.00.

WRITE FOR THIS.

Interesting illus-
trated booklet sent
FRKK if you men-
tion your dealer’s
name and address.

SECTION.

The reel that minimizes ;he danger of back la-king.
Spool is free from the handle— « .that latter d .isn't
revo.ve waen casting. -c:ews or :ivets or iiiacoes-
>:b,e part- to rust, keelc me-c mimielely apart with
a:ewturnsofthe :im. Oe.icied and oiled in a minute.

No Levers to Bother You

The ” Free-Spool” Keel works automaticnllv the
handle release.- and engages itself. It's silent and
totally free from vibration. Repairing free of charge
if it should ever be needed.

“ Free-Spool ” Takapart Reel . . . $6.00
Capacity 8(>to loo Yard*.
“ Free-Spool ” Tripart Reel . . . . $5.00

apacity S" Vartir-.

Write to u- :t y<mr ileahr can’t -apply you.
Catalogue iip.>n lei'iuest.

A. F. MEISSELBACH & BRO.
29 Prospect Street Newark, N. J.

10 DAYS FREE TRIAL——

prepaid, to any place in the Unjited States withouta cent deposit in advance, and allow ten days free
trial from the'day you receive it. If it does not suit you in every way and is not all or more than we
claim for it and a better bicycle than you can get anywhere else régardless of price, or if for any
reason whatever you do not wish to keep it, ship it back to us at our expense for freight and
you will not be out one
I fluf CAOTTfipY I S the highest grade bicyclers direct from factory to rider at
FHU TUD nilw hj lower prices than any other house. We save you £ioto $25 middle-
men's profit on every bicycle. Highest grade models with Puncture-Proof tires, Imported Roller
chains, pedals, etc., at prices no "higher than cheap mail order bicycles; also reliable medium
grade models at unheard of low prices.
DinCD APCftITC UfAUTCnHN ineachtown and district to ri :e and exhibit a sample 1$** “ Ranger” Bicycle
flIIICn AUCH 10 ftAH I CIl furnishedby us. You will be astonUluul at the 7i-omicr/u.ly Isw Prices
ami the liberal propositions and special offer we will give on the first 19x1 sample g-ing to y>ur town. Write at once
for our spcd.il offer. po NoT BUY abicycle orapair of tires from anyone at any price until you receive our catalogue
ami learn our low prices and liberal terms. "BIcYCLE DEALERS, youcansell nur bicycles under your own nameplate
at double our prices. Orders filled the day re.eived. SECONDHAND BiCcYCLES—a limited number taken in trade by
our_Chicago retail stores will be closed out atonce, at $3 to $8 each. Descriptive bargain list mailed free. )
TIDCC ~CAACTCEI DDA VC rearwheels,inner tubes, lamps, cyclometers, parts, repairsand everything |ntheb|&ycle
1111fad) VUHO I falff DUMA falineathaif usual prices. DO NOT WAIT, but write todayfr <ar Larsre Cata*

login beautifully illustrated and containing a great fund of interesting matter and useful jnformaxicu. It only costs a postal to get everything.

MEAD CYCLE CO. Dept. A 31, CHICAGO, ILL.

In ’inxic> ring uny udvirtisemuit on this pn-jc it is >Usirahle Unit you mention Till: Anousv.
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O P E
IC Y CLES

COLUMBIA RAMBLER
CLEVELAND TRIBUNE
The proved perfection of these famous bicy-
cles is due to many distinctive features of great merit
not found in other makes. They are safe to buy and
saie to ride. Qy(;ng j8 a Returning Fashion

The bicycle is the most widely used vehicle, because
it serves for utility, pleasure, exercise, health, econ-
omy and business. Over 300,000 new bicycles were
made and sold last year.

CAUTIOyY" Thousands of very lav-grade 7Cfieri , rtith fancy paint

and decep(ivr names, are being soid at high-g*tide pinrs. If y<u
se. a name-plate that you do not kwire, beivai = J'verione <<
Pops Quaiity. J'ully Guarunited. Si' to Si

The Pope Daily Service Bicycle—A new proposition. Send for full partic-
ulars about this magnificent wheel anil our convenient method of sailing it.

THE POPE MFG. CO., 469 Capitol Ave., Hartford, Conn.

There is a catalogue For each matte Dealers wanted everywhere

1911 Yale Motorcycles M a rl N

REPEATER
S Model
1897

Shoots all .22 short, .22 long and .22 long rifle
cartridges without change in adjustment; ex-

Faultless i:i design — excelling in engineering . .
skill_:md cmistnictir)u—ion YALKS embody every cellent for rabbits, squirrels, hawks, crows,
service feature which you should demand in a foxes and all small game and target work up
motorcycle of the highest quality. to 200 yards.
2 It's a take-down, convenient to carry arid clear!. The tool
1911 4 H P YALE $ OO steel working parts cannot wear out. Its Ivory Bead and
With Bosch Magneto, $235 Rocky Mountain sights arc the best set ever furnished on any

Has lever action—like a big game rifle; has solid top

1911 7 H P YALE TWI N $300 and side ejection for safety a:.d rapid accurate tiring—the

i ) A real test of a repeater.
Long stroke motor, speually he"t.tr?ated Cylm' Note the beautiful case-hardened finish and the superb build
der. ground to thousandth part of ail inch, valves ;
drop hammer forged from highest quality nickel and balance. Examine at your gun store or send three

steel, perfectly seated and of generous size. New stamp? postage for new big catalog of all Marlin repeating
positive grip control (patented ) and offset cylinder. rifles and shotguns. Do it now!
>'ale histiny is Ivoi th «#ile reading. ifrite/or it today.

CONSOLIDATED MFG. CO. /T |§ 7ffeirf/jrtjFrirearm s Co.
1716 Fernwood Ave. Toledo, O. 7 Willow Street, New Haven, Conn.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is <bsirahlc that you mention THE AEGOST,
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This LI rary Table Iff
sufs FREE

axeNCatalogs

Original «0ur Great Catnlosr 1430—Furniture and Honsefar-
V Credit I nhhings—positively naves you money, tdiowa yo i exict re-
[HJ_H.}'Iproductions of Carpets. Hugs, Oi cloth and Lin<d«uin« In their
A wum actual colors, also illustrates and describes Furniture, Cur-
Fy i, Crockery, silverware, Baby Carriage*, Wash ng
! Machines, Sewing Machines, Ollice De*kn, Musical Instru-
Here's a Blg fuJ ers ymeuta, including Pianos aud Organa or lamoua makes.
- ICatalog- L .36—Stoves and Itanges—Gives complete de- ,
0O pportunity for You acriptious and illustrations ot World'aBest Stoves ajidltanges.
This Massive Colonial Library Table Americanlp atalog M 3.6 —la the great Watch and Jewelry guide;
o N ’ " “eillustrates, describes and tells how to save the most money.
quartered-sawed Oak finish, beautiful flaky grain, c ) 110 —Clothing f K f his Sty K
highly polished, spacious drawer, with wood Knobs ataleg PiJO—Clothing for Men—Ask for this Style Book.
ghly pf » Spaciou awer, 5 ' it teilsall about latest makes and styles, the lowest prices, etc
Cabinet work the best, is 40 inches long by 24 inches |c atalog 83 6 —Clothing for Women and Children—a r»m-
wide. Order No. 2222. , plete book, illustrating latest styles, quoting lowest prices.
One or all of these elaborately illnsiraled money savins construction. Order No. K1190.

Cc .50 f a.c 75c¢ monthly ‘nooks are yours simply for the asking—say which you want

- dr 1 .00 h. so t
mr A e Wrtd Al payments. i he genl FREE, ' == monthly payments,
Total price E $9.25 ¥otalprice .$5.50

tgotes(ajlj}s Co;fi\s/aetirs]fietl?cugt\o/ggxbgg); sﬁcceEsful%cogrLd*t? 5’\/:*2{5: ?y(_eErs.z St rau S & SC h ram ] i n C .

Goods shipped any place in the United States. You use them while paying-

This Handsome Rocker, golden
oak or mahogany finish,nicely carved,
upholstered withChase leather.spring

write at once for any or all of our 5 great money-saving catalogs. Address Dept. 36 — 35th Street CHICAGO, ILX,.

$18 bs but 47/* lbs.

Standard Key-
board 84 char-
acters. Guar-
anteed fully.

Sent on 10 Days
FREE Trial.

A Practical, PortableH O
Typewriter, onjy V .1S

No excuse to ever be unbusinesslike in your

correspondence, when you can always have the
Bennett Typewriter with you. No larger, case

ard al, than @ bookc | Takes 2 space oy DAL By 40 o Ko tat o i ey
in. Writes letters or orders neatly and swiftly, and ieces can be ironed with a better finish with the
provides an extra copy. 84 characters same as big implex Ironer than by hand and done in much
machines, with only a tenth as many parts—hence, less ‘than half the time.

its low price. Quality guaranteed. Made in the -

Elliott-Fisher Billing Machine Factory. No Back-Breaki ng Labor

10 DayS FREE Trlal A childcaii operate it with ease. Inexpensive to

You need the Bennett for use on the heat; simple, durable, efficient. Hand or power.
train, at hotels, home or business—every Low in price. A 30 Days'Free Trial of the

time you have 100 pages typed, you Simplex willconvince you of its value. Write for
spend the price of a Bennett. Own a Illustrated Catalog and copy of new booklet “ Iron-
Bennett, be business-like and ing Hints,” invaluable to housewives—both free.
save money. Write us today that /f

you are ready to let the Bennett » k AMERICAN IRONING MACHINE CO.

prove to you in person its practi-
cability, neatness and speed.Rep N32 E. Lake St.

resentatives wanted. Write for k Chicago
our free catalog, and let us ex- M A K E S

plain fully our 10 day trial offer.

B. S. Benrett Typewriter Co. IRON I NG EASY

366 Broadway, New York City

She Did It With JAP-A-LAC

Her porch chairs lost their varnishand the wood showed through in spots;
She noticed the enamel had chipped off the children'’s cots.
The benches in the garden had all faded in the rain,
So she painted them with Jap-a-lac and now they’'re new again.
All sizes, 20c. to $3.00 ; in Canada (Imperial Measure), 25c. to $3.50.
THE GLIDDEN VARNISH COMPANY, Cleveland, U.S.A.; Toronto, Canada
New York—BRANCHES—Chicago

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.
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The Comptometer appeals to the Bookkeeper, Accountant,

Bill-clerk— the man who pays the bills— because :
1. It does additions in half the time possible by any
other means.
Kk 2. It is the only adding machine fast enough for practical
figuring of chain discounts, extending and checking bills,
! payrolls, costs. Let us show you by practical demonstration.
3. It iseasy to operate ; even your typewriter, with a few
weeks' practice, can figure faster and more accurately than a skilled accountant. Brain direction,
machine execution—that'’s the best possible system.

4. It saves time, money and worry by its rapid speed and sure accuracy. Used on all kinds of
figuring by business houses all over the world—One business bouse alone has 181 Comptometers
in daily use.

Let us send <on a booklet about it ; or machine on free trial, prepaid U. S. or Canada.

Felt & Tarrant Mfg. Co., 1734 N. Paulina St.,, Chicago, Il

OPROFIT

In One Day
Machine a sure money-
getter— better than a
mint. That's what Mr.
J. R. Gray, of Pickens,
Miss., writes.

The Wonder
a Cannon Camera

will do the same for you. It is the biggest
outdoor money-maker to-day. Makes photo
buttons at the rate of 8 a minute. No ex-
perience needed. Write at once for

Free Catalog

Be your own boss. Be independent on only a
$25.00 investment. This buy< a complete outfit—
Wonder Cannon Camera, Tripod and Supplies to
make 400 finished photo

No Money No Deposit No Obligations

Tl

W. GRANT KING

At the end of 30 days trial, if you don't find
this KING machine to be the best machine
PRES.(rGEN.MGR. you ever saw or tried at N +g*
1—A— -] &any price, just send it
right back to us and the trial will cost you
nothingl as we will stand " 1
the freight both ways. You
pay no money down:

Save $25.to $35.

If you want to keep tlie ma-
chine, you may make your
own terms—pay us 83.00,
§2.00, or even Si.00 a month
—whatever suits you best,
and in any case the cost is Jess
than half that of any other
high-grade machine.

Factory Prices

I have cut off my dealers and
agents (who charged customers

Guaranteed
20 Years

Gold Medal Winner

f S15.00 to §05.00 for Ki - - -
thomer 2 Crom mow e wii I\, competition with all other buttons.  Will ship out-
sell the same machine direct to < Mmakes of Sewing Machines, fit upon receipt o $.00

family at factory cost — less than
half former prices—and will let
you make your own terms.—
Buy the KING for a third as
much as other machines even
rent for. 20-year guarantee back-
ed by our half-million dollar
factory.

Write for 64-page catalog and
30-day-free-trialimike-your-own*
terms, offer.

KING SEWING
1802 RANO STREET

W ith confidence we offer these perfect blue-white Diamonds *
"at a price that cannot be duplicated—pur guarantee goes with
all goods sent prepaid for inspection— 10 %
Send for catalogue just issued No.IG

each sale-
for cash.

the Alaska-Yukon Exposition
awarded the KING machine
the gold medal highest award,
and pronounced it “ The Best
Lock-Stitch Sewing Machine.”

Tho KING is strictly ball-hearing,
easy-running, sews perfect lockstitch,
has newest drop bead, with automatic or
hand lift. Beautifully grained, quarter-
sawcd Oak Cabinet. Machine Iscomplete,
including finest set of attachments and
accessories

MACHINE CO.
BUFFALO, N. Y,

LY ON

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.

deposit—balance C. O. D.

Don’t waste valuable time
getting started in this Big
Money - Getting  Business.
Fairs, street corners and all
outdoor attractions offer big
opportunities to hustlers.

Chicago Ferrotype Co.
Dept. A9 Chicago, Il

$750

CASH

S3.75

PER MONTH

Cl «

discount
(Established 1843)

&
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Here

are the

newest motor

cycle improve-

ments. Your machine

may have one or two

them, bute/ou can not ride

in suirh safety, comfort or satis-
faction unless you have them all.
Every one of them is found in

Its.” MOTORCYCLE. Halt IU-irin't
M'e ), <) Qnrmt--/ Vntsin
At'stiriiimf Sttit 1 liraltnt B>t

Him. I'nnt rnUtrolli’'l Brit T-iiMon J3<fire, A<(jn-

abli* t-not These and other features are the
regular standard of the Il. S. On other motorcycles
they are furnished only as extras at extra prices. Write for
1911 catalog. F.'ttnhtiiRt i{ it.nhrs—write today for

open territory and agency proposition.

READ !\IG STANDARD _COMPANY
e BYB I Geoe it HUPILH SeridBirLs

-11 | Water St., Reading, Pa.

FISHING
LINES

BUST IX Tin: tVOKLI)
Made for rvt-ry kind of fishing
and imt high in price. Send for
Free Samples and catalogue.
(liveyour dealer’'s name and say
what kin-1 of ti~dniig y-m like.
\Ye will sen-! the nglit lines.

E J MARTIN'S SONS, 62 Kingfisher St., Rockville, Conn.

MAKES BOATS HUSTLE
Ti; *IVrf-. ;.. n" Kucl-m- -(;n: Is up
lith.] wni'k. UwMig. fr-iiyiu: ati'i tli- li e. In
lorn; nm tli- le-rtt il-elf aii i iiee-i< littl- ntn-n:i.-n
a free tl-w of .casi-iine an-la spark.
PKIIFBU IOV MAIIIAF MOTOB
| sera eiorrwbero nhiseits purchase in ;Izrrfereii’--t-a
others. We buil 1%1 SV. 4. 0a03S H.I* :u the ¥ty
cylinder _enshies ; also 7 to S*H. I¥ in the t«<\ three ;u
four cylinder enrlues. Prioei ratre frw ?4" to $4'
according to type a: 1h-rse p>er. Write 7-r ratal-,..
CAILLK PKItFKCTION MOTOR COMPANY
117 Caille Street, Detroit. Mich. » /

SCOTCH CALABASH PIPES
W hy kill yourself by smokinga strong
pipe? You can get a Scotch Cala-
bash that absorbs all nicotine and poi-
sons and ensures a cool, sweet smoke.
Money back if you are not satisfied.

THE ROYAL PIPE CO.

212 Broad Street Nashville, TettO.

TEN DOLLARS DOWN

and 10 cents a day for a time buys the won-
derful Visible_ Emerson Typewriter. Two

color ribbon. Tabulator, Back Spacer, every
improvement, One of the best typewriters made
$6()|.OO|sthe rice. BIG OFFERS FOR AGENTS.

One Emerson Tyfqewriter_ ree_on very easy conditions to anyone
who will do us a slight service. Only a few minutes time required.

For Our Great Free Offer ‘'Mail me your Free Offer." Address
The Emerson Typewriter Co., Box 122 Woodstock, III.

In <fn>iclin<j nny >i<lartU=m=:1 on BuU y-IK i is "

RGeS UtHrsBatkas

MMufacturers‘ prices From the Mi"

pave you dealers’ pro- -
WePayFreight

fits. We irive a land-

ing guarantee of satis*

faction anti save you 3d |-3 per cent. You can buy the well-

known Regal Rug, fix»it., reversible, all wool finish,at $3.75.
Our Brusselo Rug, tixH ft., greatest
value known, $1.85. Splendid grade
Brussels Rug, txI2 ft., $11. I ain-ms
Invincible Velvets, i'xl- ft.. ,
standard Axminsters,0xV2 ft.,$ JN.50.
Fine quality Lace Curtains. 4~e per
air and up. Tapestry Curtains, Wil-

on Rugs, Linoleum's at Mill prices.

w ® iiv fdr .-ir NKW 11.J.rvn: ATKP
( . M. >.-nt o= le.--:
[ei jj in iii-tutil oHur*

UNITED MILLS MFG. CO.
2449-2462 Jasper Street Philadelphia

| Yon are the sole_ \Demonstrator Agent*

judge oftheed- wanted In eiery
'glne and ith héj,ntjnla'gorpegna%mity*
meritn 25,000 jecialwSiviesalc j-r-o
satisfied users. Jatre firdt o-itfit -sold

Single cyl , 'J-3h. p.;
dvut-iccjl, tOCb. p.j
4 cjl, -~in) h.p
Suitable for any boat,
cance tocruiser. Also
«>get outot order ral\-altrakcar. All
Waterproof 121111inn . y ermines Cwuiplete with
system. Money refunded if tdu are not satisfied, boat titt;nzs. frceCataio;;.

Detroit Engine Works, 1201) Jefferson Ave.. Detroit, Mich.

Greatest Kiijfine >
Bargainen-r offer* i
ed. K--tiling com- f

glicated or hahlo

StartswiJh'
EYE" Jvilein

3 h.p. Gile Boat Engine $4-2

Bronze Propeller and Stuffing Box included
30-day Trial

I-Vi->n Mtgr-at l.ak-- o Jeiii Coa-tt*.  tlij.ir-
HHU--1 o» i-ifi-i, -r in.i r-fiind t'rttal"2 Tie

rv detail <f inut-r! iei li . ami tells
why M V. Write te-tiuinniiils.
K - on -11i,

Sjieclal Offer to Di-mniistrotors
(.lie 1Scot .V Fnsine Co.. 304 lifer St., Liidliitrloti, Mich.

IS”I send as long as they last mv 25¢ Book

trong Arms

For 10c in stamps or coin

1Mlusteated with 20 full page halftone cuts,
showing exercises that wi'l quickIv develop,
beautify.and gain great strength in your shoul-
ders, arms, and hands, without any apparatus.

PROF. ANTHONY BARKER
1240 Barker Bldg., 110 West 42d Street, New York

atl/40 the cost—N SOLID GOLD RINGS
Stand acid test and expert examination. We
guarantee them. See them first—then pay.
Special Offer — Hk Tiffany ringlet. $5.9*
dents ring 1ct. $6.9*. 14k Hud 1ct. 86. Sent

O P. for inspection. Catalog FREE, shews
ull line. Patent riug gauge included, 10c. The

Barodn to,, Dept. A19 Leland k Dover St., Chicago

t yin tnention Tnu Aituo™Y.
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DON'T SHOUT”

*i hear you. Ican hear now aswell ai
anybody. ‘' Mow? Oh, some-
A thing new—THE MORLE.Y
Jd PHONE. [I've a pair in my ears
now, but they are invisible. 1would
not know 1 had them in, myself,
only that | hear all right. "

The Jlorlry I*Itout* f

DEAF

makes low sounds and whis-
pers plainly heard. Invisible,
comfortable, weightless and
harmless. Anyone can adjust
Over one hundred thousand sold. W rite for booklet and testimonials
THE AIOUIJiY CO., Dept. 752, Perry Bldg., Phila.

I WILL MAKE YOU
PROSPEROUS

If you are Imnest and ambitious write me
today. No matter where* you live or what
your occupation, | will teach you the Real
Estate business by mail; appoint you Special
Representative of my Company'in your town;
start you in a profitable busine.--1 of your
own, and help you make big money at once.
I'niisiinl opportun|t¥ for men without

rapid | to Imtoiim* imtepeiH]leiit for_life.
Valuable 1took ami full partieulars Tree.
Write toriay.

/1 NATIONAL CO-OPERATIVE REAL IY CO.
' M I*» Marden Itnliclliig
. 11 .Harden, Frest. IVashinglon, IF <.

Sent On Approval. Send No Money $2.00

WE WILL TRUST YOU TEN DAYS u«ir Switch
Cthl’"* uf Natural wavy or straight hair lia“

K = nr linii, ami wi- will mail a
h»ir kwitch to nixtrti.
i. r-ini; (20 in ten <avi>, or

sell S tnul KT YotrK SWlldl FKKK. Extra stm'u- a
little more. Inrloae 5r postage. Free b«au:y ionk «mwr-
1ns; burnt style ofiiair dressing—alao high grade pwitrii**n,
mompadoura, wigs, puff#, etc. ANSA

ATFHS.
Dept. As
-- Qalney

Su,
Chicago.

Brass Band

Instruments, Drums,
Uniforms, Supplies
Will- for eatal--.
FKKK: it mw

mid n*\v bands.

LYON&HEALY30& i"

GROW MUSHROOMS

For Big and Quick Profits,
or For Your Own Use.
Ten years* experience enables me to give practical
instructions that will add $5 to $60 per week to
your income without interfering with regular occu-

pation. For full particulars and free book, address
JACKSON MUSHROOM FARM
lilgl N. Western Are.. Chicago, 111

AS THE TOUCH OF SUMMER

devellips the rruLrraneo of th<* rose, so LABLAUHE
imparts t<* tin- that bloom of yupth
so essential to liblwoman of relintsiuent. A
toilet necessity, invisible, but
protecting tlis sltin from
sunnie r sun and lo-eein.tr it
clear, smooth ami velvety.
AV mt* sufo-itiuhSi*

They may be tangeruns.
Flesh AYhiie, Rink, <r Cream,
ail certs a hex. >ir.ruggLts or
by rstai’. Stmxjio %y-r:s for ci
sujuf'U box.
BEN. LEVY CO.. French Perfumers,

In.pt. il. I-» Kingston Street.

HUSTON. MASS.

SAVE $
on this

o 29,10

Quarter - Sawed Oak

Dining Table
, Store prico $2UaO. Our prico
$11.10. Buyingdirectyou piivo

$9.10. Shipped K. 1), com-
pletely finished, ready to
assemhlo. Can bo sot up ready

for use in a few minutes. So

easy a woman can do the work,

satisfaction guaranteed. No furni-

ture equals Grand Rapids quality in

stylo or value. This table is one of the most distinctive

designs of the year. It will please and delight you. Our

catalogue contains more than 100 different styles and

pieces—covering every home requirement. Astonishing

bargains you can't afford to overlook in furnishing your
home. Sen $1140f0r this table and ask for catalog 4.
AND RAPIDSiIUUMTLRE é: .

1.J Iu ton Street Grantl Rapl s, Mich.

They mend all leaks instantly in graniteware, hot water bags,
tin, copper, cooking utensils, etc. ~No heat, solder, cementor
rivet. Anyonecan u;c them, Iitany surface. Perfectly smooth. Household necessity.
Send for sample box, li>. Complete box, assorted sizes, 2>
postpaid. Wonderful opportunity for live agents everywhere

Write today. Collette Mfg Co,, Box 11$, Amsterdam, N.Y,

IMPORTED
from FRANCE

SEE THEM BEFORE PAYING!

These gems are chemical white sapphires

—Look like Diamonds. Stand acid and

fire diamond tests. So hard they easily

scratch a file and will cut glass,™ Brilliancy

guaranteed 25years. All mounted in UK solid gold

diamond mountings. Will send you any style ring, pin or

stud for examination—ad charges prepaid—no money in advance.
Write today lor Free illustrated booklet, special prices and rinj measure.

WHITE VALLEY GEM CO.. F702 Saks Bldg., Indianapolis, Ind.

She Did It With JAP-A-LAC

She bought at second-hand an iron bedstead for a song;
'Twas scarred and scratched and dingy, but itwasn’tso for long.
She silvered it with Jap-a-1ac (it also comes in gold),

And now it looks as well as on the day it was first sold.
All sizes, 20c. to $3.00 ; in Canada (Imperial Measure), $25<\ to $3.30..

THE GUDDEN VARNISH COMPANY, Cleveland, U.S.A.; Toronto, Canada
New York-BRANCHES-Chicago

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The argosy.
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Would

YaJ

Accept?

OF COURSE YOU WOULD FTHEN,

help us do so by sending- for our prospectus with Free
Samples of Lessons, etc. You will see then bow Easy it is!
Become an expert Automobilist, Wireless Telegrapher or
Aviator by means of our Home Study Course. Such experts

Earn $35 to $60 A Week

You can learn in few weeks' time and Small Payment
Starts You. We assist to better your position. Post-grad-
uate Course in automobile operation.etc., to those

who desire it. Valuable models Free n

to every student. This is L.oortwir4 o —

YOUR opportunity. AN Bl ,ee*m"

rii* buffalo

TKiVIt O **;, o ee* * A MOBILE SCHOOL
m «e ~ ** 301 Edward Building, Buffalo, N. Y.
Automobile send me free books
Wireless Te|egraphy _and literature on sub-
Aviation ] ject marked X

Name.

P. O. Address

City State.

| GNORANCE of the laws

of self and sex will not
excuse infraction of Nature’s
decree. The knowledge vi-
tal to

A Happy
Marriage

has been collected from the experi-
ence of the ages, in

Sexology

(MMustrated)
' By William H. Walling, A. M., M. D.

It contains in one volume :
Knowledge a Young Man Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have.
Knowledge a Father Should Have.
Knowledge a Father Should Impart to His Son.
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have.
Knowledge a Mother Should Have.
Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter.
Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have.
“ Sexology” is endorsed and is in tiie libraries of the
heads of our government and the most eminent physicians,
preachers, professors and lawyers throughout the country.

All in one volume, illustrated, $2, postpaid.
Write for LOther People’'s Opinions " and Table of Contents.
Puritan Pub. Co., 750 Perry Bldg., Phila., Pa.

Stall’'s Books

The Self »
Sex Series

The books that
successfully
broke the si-
lence of centu-
ries on ques-
tions of sex.
These books
have made a
new epoch in
this and other

SYLVANUS STALL, D. D. lands

4: BOOKS TO HIEX. By Sylvauus Suit, D. D.

What a Young Boy Ought to Know.
What a Young Man Ought to Know.
What a Young Husband Ought to Know.
What a Man of 45 Ought to Know.

? Hob P 18 WA, and M ERRROLANKeM B
What a Young Girl Oughtto Know.
What a Young Woman Ought to Know.

What a Young Wife Ought to Know
Whata Woman of 45 OQught to Know.

8 Pure Books on Avoided Subjects.

Set, $S.00; Single Copies, $1.00, postfree.
Table of Contentsfree.

Vir Publishing Co., Y eegn-

T HERE'S a right and a wrong
way to qualify for a govern-
ment position. The rightway

is through the help of the Inter-

national Correspondence Schools,
as shown by the (treat number of

1. C. S, studentsfilling good govern-

ment positions everywhere. Gov-

ernment positions pay well, oiler
congenial employment and great
opportunities for advancement.
Whatever U. S. Civil Service
position you want the I. C. S. will
train you for it. You are eligible if
you are au American over 18. The
way is made easy. E verythingof

an unnecessary nature is elimina-
ted. Tolearn all about it—of the
. 1.C.S. way that fits your particular
case—ofthe very men and women

who have won good government
positions through 1. C. S. help,

-, .
ftS Itlo n write to-day for free book, to
INTERNATIONAL. GORAESFONDENCE SCHOOLS

Box 8S6-S, Scranton, Pa.

Do You Like to Draw ?

That’s all we want to know
Now we will not give you any grand priae—<r
a lot of free stuff if you answer this ad. Nor
do we claim to make you rich In a week.
But if you are anxious to develop your talent
with a successful cartoonist, so you can make,
money, send a copy of this picture with 8e. in
stamps for portfolio of cartoons and sample
lesson plate, and let us explain.
TIE W. I. EVANS SCHOOL OK CARTOONING
341 Kingmoore Bldg., Cleveland, 0.

TRIG BOOF ahoutthe5a &%
and more protected positions in
Uncle Sam’s service, where more
. than 40,000 vacancies occur every
P®>[[IONSi year. There is a big chance here
for you— if you want it— with sure
[Vfo / and generous pay and lifetime em-
ok"’ ployment. Places easy to get. All
you have to do is to ask for Booklet

V 51. No obligation.

EARL HOPKINS, Washington. D. C.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Abgosy.
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Special This Month $1 /350

17-Jewel Genuine ELGIN V. M 0only 1 U =

Sent PREPAD On F ree Trial at Qur Special ROCK BOTTOM WHOLESALE PRICE

Let me send you this

Beautiful Genuine 17-Jewel Elgin Wateh'
Complete In 20-Year Gold Filled Case—
the BIGGEST BARGAIN Ever Offered!

Bffiua AMth

W Y ou Assume No Risk Whatever in Dealing With US . .nteed for 20 vears.

because before you buy or pay one cent, we place the watch right in your own hands and let it do its own talking. We
ask NO SECURITY and NO INTEREST—just plain honesty among men.” Our Elgin Watches are o weII

known and our CREDIT PLAN 60 easy, that no matter where you live or how small your wages, WE WILL

TRUST YOU, sothatyou and every honest man and woman can own a DIAMOND or High-Grade Elgin Watch WATCH AND
in a beautiful Guaranteed 25 year Gold Filled Case and wear It while paying for it In such email pa ments that

you never miss the money. Write today for our Big Free Watch and Jewelry Cata It telle D|AMOND
all about our easy credit plan and how we send Elgin 19-Jewel B. W. Raymond and 21 and 23*Jewe| Elgin

Veritas every where on Free Trial, without security or one cent deposit, positively Guaranteed to Pa%9a Any Book FREE

HARRIS-GOAR CO. Dept 107 KANSAS CITY, MO, “rite Fortt

The House that Sella More Elgin Watches than Any Other Firm in the World Sm SSE |

C u tS B u tte r B i I IS Slold 45!\T/hli:6w\eeDk, Eofit gl.g).)owrites r\:I_G?aQ:AAo:mY
Nearly Half vt “WOMEN BUY AT SIGHT”

ng
FOR FAMILY US| Started yesterday; sold 10, and today 12
more. It's agold mine. Rush 5f> more,"
You can mate two pounds writes J. H. Hodson, N. Y. Hundreds of
from one pound of butter men and women making
and a pint of sweet milk ; $50 TO $100 A WEEK
tastes sweeter and is jUSt actually making a week's wages every
day. They're banking money, buying
as healthful as the butter homes, automobiles. New discoveiy
you used in making. makes it easy for them—should do the

same for you. Tremendous sale of the

Mak-Mor "HOME COMFORT”
SCRUBBING AND FLOOR

Butter Machine DRYINC MACHINE

P - breaks all records. New, popular, irre-
Recipe: Place one pint of sistible-double your money every sale.

sweet milk and one pound of Every housewife a customer. World's
butter in the machine, turn the greatest labor saving invention.

handle two minutes and take more back brealting- Kcrubbiug

out two pounds of what you will e Sf?-ROOk MCom}pIIete :md floor cleaning? day*. New

say is about the best butter you 2t °fRockr Mouniaint. out marvelous machine replaces hands, old

have ever tasted. Monty back if not ry. style brushes, Unsamtary rags and band

disfiguring mop* Vibration does

ihe work. Scrubs dries floors, cleans,

EXtra P O U N D COStS 4 Cc brightens—removes dirt, grease, stains,

(The price of a pint of milk. germs—works Ilke magic. A God-send

NO<E:—You cun do even better if von want to make ymir own butter to women. elf feeding. Melt
to begin with. Put one quart sour cream into the MAK-.MOK MACHINE emptying. _*e If ftiid*ingr. .

and a short stir will yield almost | Ib. of butter. Work out the butter- Turns'scrubbing and floor cleaning

milk and then stir in'| pt. of sweet milk—result 2Ibs drudgery into neat, easy, quick,

Cost—i Qt. sour cream, 2$c pleasant task.

i J't sivecl milk, 4c Child can do it Ilic Home

Comfort way. Weiirli* 7

29cfor 2 Ibs,, or 14& per Ib. pounds. Sells for 83 .50 - last

i *

AGEXTS, SALKSMEY AXD SALKS MA.YAGKRS for years. Hot sold in store*.

wanted to represent us everywhere, Introducing oMo Collifort la

this remarkable machine. Sold with a guarantee. truly a never ending house-

Our advertising-campaign makes sales easy. Get in hold boon. Pieaeei*, astou-

touch with as at once. isliea all. Customers

Mak-Mor Sales Co., No. 28 Moore St., NewYork,N. Y. ;{ftng.egug how uiney  ever
Mrs. Harris, 111

writes: * Home Comfort lias

been a God-send. It's so easy to scrub and clean.
Keallv wonderful how quick it works.” .Mrs. Cole, A.V ., writes: “1
am simply delighted. Robs scrubbing and floor cleanlng of all its hard work
and lakes so little time. Can clean dirtiest floors with ecarcely any effort.”

C. Barnes. S. C., writes: “ No other Invention means so much to die

Taught Any Man or Boy home. Iam hooking orders like lightning. It takes every woman

by storm.'7 What woman hasn't been eagerly waiting for the Scrubbing and

by Mail at Home. This is no special gift as Floor Cleaning Machine, It's here—perfected—selling like wildfire. Sells

you have supposed, but an art. | have for jiJl.SO—banishes forever woman'’s worst torture. Could anyttiiug be

P more appreciated, popular, irresistible? Don't delay—seize this live

taught thousands in all parts of the world. opportunity. Be first—get exclusive territory—make a fortune.

Cos:_smlall. Sde”d tof—day 2-cent stamp for Send today for agency, free sample and credit terms.
particulars and proofs.

; SANITARY SUPPLY CO., Box 295, Sta. F, TOLEDO, OHIO

O. A. SMITH, Room 1575 — 823 Bigelow St.,, PEORIA, ILL.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.
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THE ORIGINAL

SHIRLEY PRESIDENT
SUSPENDER

The public’s confidence in Shirley MERIT
is proved by our constantly increasing sales
during a period of over ten years.

Our own confidence in Shirley MERIT is
Insist

proved by our money back guarantee.
on our Shirley guarantee when buying sus-
penders.

Price 50 cents from all dealers or from
factory; light, medium or extra heavy, extra

lengths for tall men.
THE C. A. EDCARTON MFC. CO.
SHIRLEY GUARANTEED SUSPENDERS
SHIRLEY, MASS.

708 MAIN ST.,

Full Size pieces

Half Size pieces

If you don't say it's the great-
est razor ever made, we’'ll give
lyour money back.

Extra Blades, 10 for 50c—all stores

AMERICAN SAFETY RAZOR CO. newYORK

SECTION,

and whatever you pay \

for any other make, you

don't get the exclusive
Cooper features. For we
make the machines that o
make the fabric —the kind A)
that yields and returns.

In elasticity of fabric, in the fea-
ture design, 1n the bunchless, easy,
%lleldlng It and in the longest nni-
orm_wear. Cooper’s is conceded a
classic.

There is no “same as,” nor * just-
so always look for this

as good,”
“ Cooper” trade mark on union and
in all sizes, weights

two-piece suits ;
and know underwear

and colors,
comfort and longest wear.

Best dealerscarry acomplete line:
if not, send for sample of fabric /
and booklet Illustrating Cooper /
original features and superior-

ity and giving prices.

COOPER MFC. COMPANY
Bennihctoh, V.

IRBESEEC

Bennincton.vt

SUGAR

2 Iband 5 Ib Boxes!
2 Boxes only !

e PAelax/)
m fPec/ Labe/l

Blades

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING

PREMOS

Have thirty years of experience behind them.

Each is fitted with a carefully tested lens—
the best in its grade that is made, and an
accurate, automatic shutter.

Premo Film Pack Film is made from the
same stock as the Eastman Non-curling— the
best in the world.

It is obvious that you can make at least as
good pictures with a Premo as can be had,
and—

Premos are the smallest, the lightest, the
easiest to load and operate of all cameras, and
the nearest dealer will prove it to you.

Our new catalogue describes all the Premo Cameras, ranging

in price from $1.50 to$150.<>0. It tells all about the simple Premo
Film Pack and Tank Developing System. Get a copy at the

SECTION.

One of fifty styles and sizes —

Pocket Premo C

As light and compact as a purely film
camera, yet takes plates or daylight
loading films with equal facility, and
permits ground glass focusing with
either.

Fitted with carefully tested R. R. lens,

automatic shutter, rack and pinion for
focusing, and is beautifully finished.

dealer’s or write us to send it to you postpaid. It's free.

Rochester Optical Division
Rochester, N. Y.

3*4 x 4*4, $12.00 3 x 5*4, 15.00

Eastman Kodak Co. Completely described in Premo catalogue

FIFTEEN MINUTES
OR FIFTY?

That's the comparative time between
motorcycle transportation and the ordi-
nary meansof travel. Butthisgreatsaving
of time is only a small part of what a
Harloy-Davidson Motorcycle will do.

It's cleaner, more comfortable,and more
convenient than an automobile and costa
but 1-10to 1-5cent per mile to operate. It
makes possible abroaderscopeof “ Personal
Attention” and permits you to do the work
of two men.

Seven contests entered thisseason. Seven
contests won. That's Harley-David son
comparative efficiency. Send for booklet.

HARLEY-DAVIDSON MOTOR CO.
702 L. Street Milwaukee, Wis.

UY of vour local dealer a“ BRISTOL ” Steel Fish-
ing Rod with the word “ BRISTOL ” stamped on
the reel seat and he will give you a copy of the valu-
able, cloth bound book, " Tricks and Knacks of
s b s s Fishing,” containing 40 chapters
of expert fishing advice. The

'l
I book is not given free with any . wier
h The “Silent King of the
TRI@KSvaﬂdB : o‘lherlsrogl_je"xce }'ite‘afogen uine Gray Fellow.” Country Road”
KNACKS of
FISHING
‘44 PAGES

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention Thb Argosy.
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Civilization—from
Signal Fire to Telephone

HE telephone gives the widest
Trange to personal communi-
cation. Civilization has been ex-
tended by means of communica-
tion.

The measure of the progress of
mankind is the difference between
the signal fire of the Indian and
the telephone service of to-day.

Each telephone user has a per-
sonal interest in the growth of the
whole telephone system. -

He is directly benefited by every
extension of his own possibilities.
He is indirectly benefited by the
extension of the same possibilities
to others, just as he is benefited
by the extension of the use of his
own language.

Any increase in the number of
telephones increases the usefulness
of each telephone connected with
this system.

The Bell System is designed to
provide Universal service.

American Telephone and Telegraph Company

And Associated

One Policy

One System

Companies

Universal Service

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.
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VEN the porter re-
spects your Inde-
structo Luggage as

belonging to “quality
folks.” (1t helps.)

Indestructo Luggage notonly
receives better treatment—but
it stands rough treatment better.

The new Indestructo Trunk has doubly
reinforced corners— more bands around the
body. It's stronger all over. And it's guar-
anteed all over—not just in parts. The one
trunk that bears the individual name of the
product.

INDEstrucTQ

Hand Luggage

is as good as the Indestructo Trunk,— has the
same protection-guarantee. The only Ameri-
can-made leather traveling goods with the
name stamped right into the merchandise. It
gives you absolute assurance of getting the
genuine leather you are paying for. With
everj' Indestructo Bag or Suit Case goes a
written certificate naming the.grade and kind
of leather. Your absolute protection.
Indestructo Hand Luggage is registered
against loss. The designs are shapely, snappy,
full of character. Ask your dealer about the
non-stealable feature. Have him show you
the special non-crushable corners. Made in
all the richest, finest leathers—the latest im-
ported and American models. If your dealer
doesn’'t sell Indestructo leather goods, write
us and we’'ll supply
you direct.

Write for the Indestructo
Trunk and Bag Book and
your dealer’'s name.

National Veneer

Products Co.
Station F-15

Mishawaka,

Ind.

STARTLING

W atch
Offer

The Great
Burlington

Special at an
Anti-Trust Price!

The world's masterpiece of watch

manufacture now sold direct! —
The most amazing offer ever made in the whole history
of the watch industry — an offer which has absolutely
PARALYZED competition— the offer of the genuine
Burlington Special direct to the public at the rock-bottom
ANTI-TRUST PRICE, without middlemen’s profits.

The Fightis On!

We will not be bound by any Bystem of price-boosting contracts
with dealers. We will not submit to any “ high profit” celling
scheme. We will not be dictated to by Trust.
NO MATTER WHAT IT COSTS, we are determined to push our
independent line even If we should have to fight a combination
of all the Watch Manufacturers of the countryl
And so we are making this offer—the most sweeping, astounding
offerever made on a high-grade watch. The famous Burlington
direct and atthe same price WHOLESALE Jewelers must pay.
And in order to make the proposition doubly easy for the public
we will even allow this rock-bottom price. If desired, on terms oi'
m B Hih Don't miss this wonderfully liberal
offer. Sign and mail coupon now.
Rock-bottom, anti-trust price, whether you buy for cash or time.

POST YOURSELF!J

Be sure to get posted on watches and watch values, -
trust-method PriCeS and anti-trust prices before you N
buy @watch. Leara to judge watch values! JP>
Get the Burlington A
Watch Company’s ) o

w 4
FREE WATCH BOOK &% °¥
Read our startling exposure of the amaz-
ing conditionswhich existin the watch
trade today. Read about the anti
trust fight. Read about our great
$1,000.00 Challenge. Learn how A v
you can judge watch values.
Send your name and address
for this valuable FREE
BOOK

now — TODAY.
Sign & mail coupon.

BURLINGTON /
WATCH co, %

Dept. 107.X
19th St Mat- A
shallBlvd-.~P
Chicago,

V> LA

§_I’ f crcr
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The Secretary’s Watch

Washington was the soul of punctuality. One morning his secretary was
five minutes late and blamed it on his watch. “ Then,” said Washington,
“you must get a new watch or | must get a new secretary.”

THE world demands of you what Washington demanded of his
secretary—punctuality. You must he punctual. If you have no
watch, you must get one. If you have a bad watch, you must get a new
watch. Duty to one’sself demands the possession of a dependable watch.
This is no hardship when for one dollar you can buy

The

Dollar Watch

a capable measure of time. In Washington’s time his secretary could not
get a good watch for adollar. He could not get at any price as good a
watch as the Ingersoll. That's what it means to live in this day when a
plain, sturdy, honest, serviceable watch can be bought for one dollar.
Sold by sixty thousand dealers everywhere.

ROBT. H. INGERSOLL & BRO., 46 Ashland Building, New York

In answering this advertisement it is desiraWe that you mention The A ruusv.





