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HIS GOOD RIGHT HAND.

By DOUGLAS PIERCE,

Author of “The Shaft of Light.

The sudden affliction that put

an express clerk out of business

and the luckless experience that befell him in his new job.

(COMPLETE I

CHAPTER L
A KNOCK-OUT BLOW.

“W J. CAIN, Agt. Per B.”

« Over and over again he wrote it
—sometimes as many as six thousand
times a day.

From long practise and familiarity,
his hand had become so used to tracing
that authoritative signature that the act
was as mechanical to him as the lacing
up of his shoes in the morning.

With a flowing stroke, never lifting the
pen from the paper, he would dash it off
as though it were a single word, ap-
pending it at the bottom of each way-
bill until the daily task was complete.

The name grew to hold practically no
significance to him. He wrote it in the
proper places automatically and without
thought, giving little more consciousness
to the operation than would have been
shown by a rubber stamp.

But even a rubber stamp will wear
out if subjected to constant usage, and
flesh and blood has likewise its limits of
endurance.

The first warning that came to the
writer of the persistent signature was in
a somewhat painful stiffness which af-
fected the muscles of his right wrist
after his day’s toil was over, and to which
in the beginning he paid scant heed. But
as it began to recur at more and more
frequent intervals, and at times to wax
so sharp that it kept him from sleep, he
finally decided to consult a physician.
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The doctor looked grave when in-
formed of his patient’s occupation and
symptoms.

* There is no medicine I can prescribe
to afford you any permanent relief,” he
said. ‘The only thing which will help
you is to give that hand a rest. You are
working it too hard.”

“Rest?” repeated the other, with a
short laugh. “ You doctors always sing
the same song, don’t you? But it is im-
possible with me, so you will have to
scheme some other way out of the diffi-
culty.”

He spoke with such finality that the
objections about to be interposed died
-upon the doctor’s lips, and a sudden sym-
pathy showed in his keen, shrewd glance.

“Got to keep grinding away, no mat-
ter what happens, eh?” he questioned.

“Yes; that’s about it.”

“ Well,” after a moment’s hesitation,
“then I would advise you to treat that
hand of yours like a baby wrapped in
cotton wool. Shift the style of your
chirography from front to back hand
whenever you feel the slightest strain;
or else learn to become ambidextrous,
and so rest one hand by using the other.

“ The best counsel I can give you, how-
ever,” the phyvsician continued weightily,
“i{s to secure a position where the re-
quirements ‘are less exacting; for it is
my duty to warn you that unless you
do, and no matter what remedies you may
try, your right hand will sooner or later
become practically useless to vou.”
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A highly sensible admonition, no
doubt, and one well worth heeding, but
as Gordon Brush left the physician’s of-
fice he reflected rather impatiently that
the suggestion was easier to offer than to
fulfil.

Get another job, mdeed' As though
jobs commanding the salary he received
grew upon trees, and all that one had to
do was to step up and pick off whatever
suited him.

He had known for himself that the
pain in his wrist came from- overtaxing
his powers, and had been looking around
for some time for a less arduous ‘posi-
tion; but he could learn of nothing
where the pay was approximately so
good, and he told himself that with the
burden of a mother to support he could
not afford to take less.

And yet it had been only a short time
before that the wages for which he now
toiled so wearily would scarcely have
seemed decent pin-nioney to Gordon
Brush.

He was reckoned in those days one of
the rich young men of Chicago, and at
the Eastern college which he attended
was noted for the free-handed liberality
of his spending.

Then, just as he was starting upon his
senior vear, had come the crash.

His father, one of the most promi-
nent figures upon the board of trade,
died suddenly, and when a balance was
struck Dbetween the estate’s assets and
liabilities it was found that nothing re-
mained. A great fortune had been
swept away in a fruitless effort to corner
the wheat market, and all that stood be-
tween Gordon Brush’s invalid mother
and penury was the earning capacity of
her son’s two hands.

Manfully the lad tackled the propos1~
tion, however. He shed his expensive
_habits and extravagant ways as though
they had been a garment, and faced the
changed conditions with something of

that grim determination which had al-

ways made him such a terror on the foot-
ball-field.

Within two days after he learned how
complete was the financial shipwreck in
wlich they- were engulfed he had suc-
ceeded, partly by good luck and partly
by means of the quallﬁcanons he was
able to demonstrate, in landing a berth
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at the Chicago offices of the Transconti-
nental Express Company, and could
proudly announce to his mother that
although they would have to reduce
somewhat the scale of their living, he
was, nevertheless, in a position to sup- .
port her in reasonable comfort.

Accordingly, under his direction, they
gave up to the creditors their Prairie
Avenue residence, and moved over to
a pleasant little flat on the West Side,
where, although Mrs. Brush did not have
a raft of servants at her beck and call,
and a choice of vehicles to appear at the
door every time she wished to take the
air, she found life, on the whole, much
happier, and even forgot some of her ail-
ments in the occupation of superintend-
ing their simple housckeeping.

Still, it would be idle to deny that the
burden he had assumed sometimes rested
pretty heavily upon Gordon's shoulders.

They lived plainly; indeed, he felt
that he could not ask his mother in her
delicate condition to put up with less.
Yet, zealously as he watched the family
expenditures, and rigorously economical
as he was on his own account, he was
never able to do more than “ break even”
with his salary at the end of each month.

He could never lay anything aside for
the inevitable “rainy day,” and it was,
consequently, a source of abiding anxiety
as to what would become of them if per-
chance he shouid fall ill or in any manner
be incapacitated for work.

More and more did this grim specter
of possibility begin to intrude on his
thouglits as the pain in his hand in-
creased, and, as may be imagined, i
was not lessened by the doctor’s rather
gloocmy verdict.

Yet, what could he do? As already
explained, the cflorts he had made toward
seeking a new position had not proven
especially encouraging, and the other
recommendations of the physician turned
out to be but little more helpful.

He tried the plan of changing the style
of his handwriting, but found that it
only resulted in decreasing the amount
of work he was able to accomplish, and
as he held his job as much by reason
of his extraordinarily rapid penmanship
as by anyv other one thing, it did not
take him long to decide that he wouid
have to call a halt in that direction.
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caution by either stalking from the place
or insisting vehemently upon his right
to be served ; but the fiery stuff to which
he was unaccustomed was already begin-
ning to exert an influence upon his brain.

His head had started to whirl dizzily
and his knees to wobble under him, and
about all his befuddled wits could com-
prehend was that some one apparently
in authority_had bade him go over in the
corner and take a seat.

Accordingly, he meekly obeyed the in-
junction, and after sitting for a moment
gravely upgight, staring out glassily upon
the company, started to sag slowly down
in his chair, until at last his head rested
on his arms outstretched across the table,
and his deep, stertorous breathing pro-
claimed him in a drunken slumber.

. “Just as I thought,” observed the bar-
~ tender. ‘“He was tryin’ to drown his
troubles, and if I'd 'a’ let him keep on,
he’'d 'a’ drowned hisself along with ’em.
Then we'd 'a’ had the dead-wagon back-
in’ up to the door, and a lot more slush
in the papers about ‘ Another Mysterious
De-mise at the Notorious Lafferty Place.’

“1 won’t fire him out, though,” he de-
cided, after a moment’s consideration.
“He ain't in nobody’s way where he is,
and maybe the bunch’ll thin out enough
bimeby so’s I'll get a chance to go
through him ’fore he comes to.”

Thus Gordon slept away undisturbed
in his corner, while customers came and
went, and the day verged from marning
into the late afternoon.

Once, in a brief temporary lull of
business, the bartender made a partial
‘investigation of the unconscious man'’s
clothes ; but, finding nothing to reward
his search save sixty-five cents and a dol-
lar-and-a-half watch, he returned the
spoil in disgust, and thereafter paid no
further heed to him.

Eventually, though, some semblance
of returning consciousness stirred the
sleeper’s lethargic repose. There was no
outward sign, it is true, for he still
sprawled comatose across the table, his

. head buried in his arms, his breathing
labored and heavy.

- Nevertheless, although the spell of his
potations lingered as a sort of paralysis,
weighing down his limbs with leaden
chains, his senses had begun to awake.
Out of the tangle of dreams through
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which his mind was groping he slowly
became aware of two voices carrying on
a conversation close beside-him,

“You asked me to meet you here.
Now, what do you want?” said one.

The tones were crisp and clear, with
something of a note of authority about
them. :
~ “Sh!” exclaimed the other quickly.
This voice was muffled and husky, and
bore a certain furtive quality. “ Not so
loud. What we've got to say had better
be talked in whispers. Is that lush be-
hind you really asleep, or playing pos-
sum?” he questioned, with sudden sus-
picion.

‘ Oh, asleep,” impatiently. ““ I've been
waiting here for you the best part of an
hour, and he hasn't stirred a finger-tip.
Go ahead with whatever you have to say;
he’s as dead to the world as the chair he’s
sitting on.”

“Well, then, to get down to biz; I
understand you’ve got the contract for
putting-up this section of the L?”

“Right.”

“And that you're a new man in Chi-
cago? You've never handled a job of
this kind here before?”

“Right again. But, say, look here,
ain’t you getting a mite inquisitive on
short acquaintance? Before I answer any
more of your questions, suppose you tell
m® just who you are and what you're
trying to get at?”

The first speaker laughed lightly.

“ All things considered,” he said sig-
nificantly, ‘it is more to your advantage
not to know who I am or what I am
driving at. Here'’s the situation. You've
got a lot of valuable material lying out
here in the street, haven't you?"

o \]es." N

“ And you're not particularly anxious
to have it pilfered and carted away by
these thieves down here?”

“Of course not. Still, I am not afraid.
We intend to put on an extra large force
of watchmen, and the police will no doubt
give us some measure of protection.”

“Humph!” almost pityingly, “it's
plain enough that you're new¥to this burg,
all right.e- Why, my friend, do you know-
how many watchmen you’d have to post
around that stuff to keep it safe? You'd
have to have them touching finger-tips,
and then it wouldn’t be a sure bet unless

?
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not a little; but after debating it pro and
con all the way out on the car, he finally
concluded it were better to shelve that,
too, until the morrow. The solution to
many a problem comes by sleeping on it,
he knew, and although he had little hope
of discovering any brighter outlook for
the situation, he saw no reason why his
mother should not be spared the unpleas-
ant knowledge for at least one more
night.

Accordingly, he strove to smooth the
lines of worry from his face, and as he
mounted the steps toward their door he
forced his lagging footsteps to their usual
eager pace, accompanying his approach
with a blithely whistled tune.

But as he laid his hand upon the knob,
the door was swiftly opened from the in-
side, and their little Swedish maid-of-all-
work, her face streaked with tears and her
finger laid upon her lip, halted him on the
threshold.

Glancing sharply beyond her to where
the door of his mother's room stood
open, he saw that the lights were lowered
there, while at the same moment the pun-
gent odor of drugs came in a waft to his
nostrils.

“ What it is, Velma? What is the mat-
ter?” he demanded, reeling back before
the sudden fear which assailed him.

“Oh, your mudder, she have t' awful
bad spell dis mornin’. Ya, und U t'ank
at fairst she clean gone. I roon und
call t’ doctor, und when he see her, he
say phone for you right avay. So, I
phone und I phone all day, but dey say
you not dere. Den purty soon your mud-
der come to, und she say, ‘All right.
Don't bodder. Gordon vill come home
to dinner, anyhow, und dat is time
enough. I not die before I see my boy.’"”

But before her statement was con-
cluded, Brush had pushed hurriedly past
her and was inside the sick-room. The
doctor,” who was seated at the bedside,
rose upon his entrance, and catching him
by the arm, led him out again into the
hall.

“She is unconscious now, my boy,” he
said kindly, ““and any attempt to arouse
her, or any agitation, might produce in-
stantly fatal results. It’s a pity that you
did not arrive while she was still able
to speak with you ; but since she has fallen
into this condition of semistupor I would
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not dare. sanction the risk of awakening
her. It might bring on a convulsion.”

“ And is there no hope of her-awaken-
ing of her own accord?” questioned Gor-
don brokenly. ‘‘ Must I see her die with-
out having even an opportunity to say
good-by?”

“Oh, no; I don’t go so far as to say
that. There may come a rally, and a re-
turn to full consciousness before the end,
although it is but fair to tell you that
I regard it as very unlikely in the present
case. What I especially wished to im-
press. upon you, however, is that there
must be no effort to force the issue. If
you stay in her room you must be quiet,
and, should she by any chance awake,
you must strive to control your emotions.”

The young man nodded—he did not
trust himself to speak—then returned to
the room and took the chair which the
doctor had vacated at the bedside.

Presently the Swedish girl tiptoed in,
and tried to prevail upon him to go out
to his dinner, but he merely shook his
head. With bended brow and hands
clasped about his knees, he sat on there
hour after hour, almost as still as the
softly breathing figure upon the bed.

And in that long vigil Gordon Brush
went down into the very depths of peni-
tence and self-loathing.

To think that she had yearned for him,
looked for him with longing eyes turned
toward the door, while he had lain sunk
in his swinish slumbers in that degraded
dive! And now he had lost the chance
to speak to her before she went!

The sacred benison of a farewell kiss
was denied him. His punishment, he felt,
was greater than he could bear.

So, the night passed while he writhed
in his abasement, tortured by a hundred
harassing regrets, until at last the dawn
broke ; and with the first faint gray beams
which stole in at the window the invalid
stirred upon her pillow, turned toward
him, and opened her eyes.

Scarcely daring to hope that his almost
frenzied prayers had been answered, Gor-
don leaned eagerly toward her, and by the
light of the shaded lamp scanned search-
ingly her pallid face.

He had not been mistaken. The gleam
of intelligence was in her eyes, and her
lips were framed into a warm smile of
recognition.
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Falteringly she reached out her hand
and laid it upon his to draw him closer,
and, obeying the behest, he bowed his
head until it almost rested on the pillow
beside her own.

“ Gordon "—the words came weak and
tremulous, in the faintest of whispers,
yet as distinctly audible to him as
though they had been enunciated through
a trumpet—* Gordon, you have made me
a proud and happy woman, for no mother
ever had a better son. You have noth-
ing with which to reproach yourself, my
boy. You have been faithful to your
trust, and I know from what T have seen
of you that you will be faithful to every
trust which life may bring. God bless
you, and—good-by.” -

There was a long pause before the last
word was uttered, and when it did come,
had he- been listening less acutely, he
could not have been sure that it was
spoken. As she finished, he raised his
head and laid his lips to hers, but there
came no answering pressure. She was
already dead.

A week later, Brush stood alone in the
little flat. The funeral was over, and he
was saying farewell to the home where
he and his mother had been so happy.

He had sold the furniture and most of
their belongings in order to pay the doc-
tor and the undertaker, and now, with
scarcely a penny in his pocket and with
his right hand crippled and useless, was
starting out alone to face life anew.

He could not honestly grieve for his
mother ; indeed, there was rather a feel-
ing of thankfulness in his heart that she
had been spared the thorny path which
lie now saw stretching ahead of him.

Nevertheless, as he went now through
the familiar rooms for the last time,
gathering together the few things which
he was taking with him, a sense of great
desolation weighed down his spirit. He
had no longer an object in life; and
friendless, heart-sick, dejected as he was,
the game seemed anything but worth
while.

In this despondent mood he chanced to
run across, in one of the drawers he was
emptyving, a loaded revolver—a relic of
his college days—and as he brought it to
the light a great temptation seized him.

After all, what was the usc of keeping
up the struggle> He could never now be

THE ARGOSY.

anything but a hanger-on in the battle.
Fate had ruthlessly handicapped him
from taking the part to which his ambi-
tions had looked forward.

Why not end it, then, once and for all?
The muzzle of the weapon pressed to his
temple, and a touch upon the trigger
would do it. Then he would be free of
all the perplexities and irritations which
encompassed him.

Almost involuntarily .his hand closed
around the butt of the pistol, and he start-
ed to carry it to his brow; but at that
moment a recollection came to him of
his mother’s parting words—so strong
that it almost seemed as though he again
heard them spoken aloud.

“You have been faithful to your
trust, and I know that you will be faith-
ful to every trust which life may bring!"”

To every trust! WWas not this very ex-
istence, of which he had just now Dbeen
abhout to deprive himself, a trust placed
in his hands to make the best of that he
could? WWould he not then be a coward
and a faithless recreant if he failed to
sound it to its fullest depths and get out
all there was in it? .

How dared he say that life was over
for "him simply because his right hand
had been stricken> He still had the left;
although it might take him some time to
attain facility with it, other men had tri-
umphed over even greater obstacles.

John Milton, after blindness came
upon him, made his name immortal with
‘“ Paradise Lost”; St. Paul, despite his
“thorn in the flesh,” was able to estab-
lish Christianity upon a lasting founda-
tion. .

As these thoughts surged over Brush,

_the arm which held the pistol dropped to

his side, and he straightened up almost
with an air of defiance. '

“Yes.,” he exclaimed, ‘“handicapped
or not, I'll be faithful to my trust, and
I'll fight on some way or another until
I manage to win out!”

Then he laid aside the revolver and
proceeded with his packing; so that, as
it happened, the weapon was the last
thing to be put in his trunk.

At last he reached for it, and whether
it was because he handled it awkwardly
by reason of his crippled hand, or whether
he inadvertently pressed the trigger. o
never could tell.
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looked at her he could not help wonder-
ing how long she would stick. Most
nurses appear like angels to their pa-
tients; but even a well man would have
had to concede Miss Bowman’s beauty.

. ‘““No,” he said, with a shake of his
head, "‘“she was never meant to spend
her days in a nurse’s uniform, looking
after sick’ folks. It'll not be long be-
fore a fairy prince appears upon the
scene; and then good-by to all her pres-
ent fancies and aspirations.

“A lucky fellow, he’ll be, too—the
. man that wins her,” he told himself.

A light was beginning to sparkle in
his eye and a soft smile to curve about
his lips; but just then his glance fell
upon his hands lying outside the cover-
let — one maimed and bandaged, the
other cramped and twisted out of shape
—and his face changed.

“No,” he frowned, his lip curling in
self-contempt. ‘“ Such dreams are not
for me. A pretty fairy prince I would
make! "

And turning upon his side, he buried
his face in the pillow, and lay there
quiet for a long, long time.

‘So Miss Bowman found him when she
next came through upon her rounds, and
at first supposed that he was asleep ; but
he quickly disproved this, for silent as
was her approach, and noiseless the
rustle of her dress, he heard them, and
started up eagerly to greet her.

“ Ah,” she said, “1 was just coming
to tell you that the doctor says you may
have the bandages removed and be dis-
charged to-morrow morning. And I
have something else for you,” bringing
out a hand which she had hitherto held
behind her. ‘It is a letter which man-
aged in some way to go astray, and has
consequently only now been delivered.
Perhaps it may contain the good news
which I told you to look out for” .

Gordon was rather doubtful of any
such culmination; nevertheless, he lost
no time in tearing open the missive, and
when he had scanned the five or
six typewritten lines it contained, he
dropped the sheet and gazed at her with
an expression of half-incredulous won-
der.

“By Jove, you are pretty near a
prophetess!” he exclaimed. ‘““How in
the world could you foretell that any
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such amazing piece of luck as this was
coming to me?”

“Oh, I felt it in my bones. But is it
really good luck?” she questioned, her
eyes shining. “ Has the tide actually
turned at last? How glad I am! How
glad T am!”

“ Well,” answered Brush, “I don't
know that I would have considered it
any great shakes once upon a time, but
just at present the news in this letter
comes to me like manna from heaven.
It is, in short, an expression of sympathy
from the express company for my acci-
dent, and a notification that if I care to
accept it I may have a position as the
driver of one of their wagons.”

“ And you will accept?”

“Of course. Beggars shouldn’t be
choosers, ypu know ;. and, while the work
is not of a very exalted character, never-

‘theless it is respectable, and at least af-

fords a certainty of board and lodging
while I am keeping my eyes peeled for
something better.”

He bade her good-by then, for he
would be leaving in the morning before
she came on duty; but that he did not
soon forget her was evidenced by a big
bunch of roses which arrived for her at
the hospital on the first pay-day after he
took up his new job.

There was no card attached to the
flowers other than the brief inscription,
“ From a grateful patient”; but Mad-
eline guessed from whom they came, and
dropped an appreciative tear or two
upon the offering as she thought of the
self-denial which must have been prac-
tised in order to save the money for the
purchase of American Beauties from the
meager wages of an express driver.

It was no especial sacrifice to Brush,
however. Having no one to care for
but himself, he decided to put by one-
half of all he made by living in the
very simplest fashion, and thus create a
fund which would some day permit him
to prepare for a higher station in life.
Hence it was not so difficult for him to
buy the roses as she perhaps imagined,
while he esteemed it a privilege and
pleasure, the one extravagance in which
he allowed himself to indulge.

As to his new position, he did not find
it distasteful on the whole. Indeed, to
tell the truth, after he got used to it, he
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~team, sawing on the bit and tugging at
‘the reins so effectively that he was able
to halt them within the space of a hun-
dred or a hundred and fifty yards.

As they came’ to a standstill, the
police, attracted by the noise of the fusil-
lade, appeared, running up from every
quarter.

‘““ What is the matter?” they demand-
ed, crowding around the wagon.

“We've been held up!” exclaimed
Brush and the guard at one breath. “A
gang of thugs came after us down there
by the new L.”

“And did they get anything?”
dressing Gordon.

“No, we were able to stand them off,
all right.”

Then, as he swung around to take a
survey of the interior of the wagon
under the electric-light, he gave a gasp
of consternation.

The safe was gone!

ad-

CHAPTER V.
ON THE BLACK LIST.

THE police, apprised of the loss,
naturally wasted no time in scouring the
entire neighborhood; but although their
investigation was complete and exhaust-
ive, no trace could they find either of
the missing safe or of the thieves who
had taken it.

Indeed, their search had not continued
very long before they began to wax
openly skeptical of the story told them,
and to cast more and more suspicious
glamrces in the direction of Brush and his
companion. .

At last the lieutenant in charge of the
squad, after conferring with several of
his subordinates, accosted the pair in a
speech which was tantamount to an accu-
sation. :

“ Look here, you two,” he said rough-
ly. “I'm not denying that this is pretty
clever work, but you have played it just
a bit too strong. A safe of that weight
and size isn’t going to be whisked out of
sight in a minute, as you would have us
believe. So, you see, you’ll save time
and trouble by cutting out the fairy-tales
and giving us straight goods.”

“What do you mean?” expostulated
Gordon and the guard, both once more

-
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speaking together. “You don’t think
we're trying to lie to you about this
affair, do you?”

“Yes, I do just think you’re trying to
lie to me about this affair,” «mimicking
their tone of shocked inaredulity, ““and
I tell you for your own good that you'd
better drop it. You know that between
you, you planned to get away with that
safe yourselves; so 'fess up, and maybe
you can keep out of any very serious
trouble.”

“ Planned to get away with the safe
ourselves?” demanded Brush hotly.
“ What then did we do with it, you lunk-
head?”

“ What did you do with it? Ah, that
is what I want you to tell me. The rest
of the job is as plain as a red patch on a
pair of blue trousers. I can tell you
chaps what you did just as sure as if I'd
been sitting up on the wagon riding along
with you.

“You dropped off the safe down the
road a piece at the house of a friend
where you’d previously made arrange-
ments to have it taken in; then you drove
quietly along with the empty wagon until
you reached this part of town, and de-
cided to begin ¢n the fireworks.

“ It was a slick little scheme, as I said
before, and might go down with folks
that aren’t wise; but there are two points
that don’t dovetail in, and so give you
away.

“In the first place, you were a little
too long in getting from the station to
the point where the gun-play started.
You told me, you know, that you left the
station at exactly five minutes after ten,
and even an express horse ought to be
able to make this corner easily in a quar-
ter of an hour; yet I looked at my watch
just before that first shot was fired, and
it was then twenty-five minutes to eleven.
What were you doing in that spare fifteen
minutes, I'd like to know? "

Gordon started eagerly to explain the
delay by pointing out the littered condi-
tion of the streets; but the policeman,
perceiving that he had failed to score,
cut him short with an impatient gesture.

“That wasn’t the main thing I
wanted to bring to your attention,
though,” he proceeded rather hurriedly.
“It was the silliness of your story that
any crook, or gang of crooks, could have
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walked off with that safe in the short
time before he got down here, and no-
body have spotted 'em. Pish! you talk
like the safe was a lady’s pocketbook that
they could have stuffed under their
coats, and strolled away with down the
street.

‘ Now, see here, boys,” insinuatingly,
‘“drop this absurd rot and give it to me
straight. We're sure to trace it up to
you in any case, and you can save your-
selves lots of trouble by making a clean
breast of it, and telling us where we
can go to get the safe. Probably, if you
do this, the express company won't even
care to prosecute; but otherwise you'll be
lucky if you get off with less than ten
vears in Joliet.”

The unexpected charge thus vigorously
pressed had at first knocked Gordon
practically speechless ; but now he turned
to his companion, quivering with pro-
test.

“Well/ what do you think of that,

Bill? " he demanded indignantly. ‘ Here
we have gone to work and risked our
lives for the darned old express com-
pany, put up as good a fight as we knew
how against a gang of desperate cut-
throats, and all we get for our pains is
to be told that we are crooks ourselves,
and a threat of ten vears in Joliet. By
George, it's enough to disgust a fellow
with trying to keep straight.”

The other could only nod a gloomy
assent.
things had turned out were too strong
for him to permit himself to give them
utterance. o

The police lieutenant broke in, how-
ever, with evident disappointment.

“Well,” he questioned sharply, ‘‘are
you chaps going to show some sense, or
do you intend to keep up your bluff until
it lands you over the road? I'll give you
one more chance to tell the truth, and if
vou don't choose to take advantage of
that, I wash my hands of you. Come
now,” turning to Brush, ‘“you look like
a pretty sensible young fellow. Can’t
you see that the game is up, and that the
best thing you can-do is to tell us where
you put the safe?”

Gordon shook his head.

“There is only one story I can tell
you,” he protested, ‘‘and you don’t see
fit to believe that.”

o

His feelings over the way that
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The lieutenant frowningly turned
toward a couple of his patrolmen.

‘“ Casey,” he said, “ you and Halloran
take these two obstinate young pups down
to the station-house and lock them up.
We'll see if a night behind the bars
won’t Jead them to change their tune.”

Accordingly the two unfortunates
were marched away; and not one night
only, but three did they spend in du-
rance, while policemen, detectives, and
representatives of ihe express :ompany
browbeat and bullied, wheedled and
worked upon them in the effort to make
them confess.

When it was seen at last, though, that
neither the ‘‘third degree” nor any
other measure of compulsion was able to
produce a deviation from their original
story, they were taken before a magis-
trate and discharged, on account of lack
of prosecution. :

““And have we no redress for this un-
justifiable arrest?” demanded Brush as
he started to leave the dock.

The thick-necked man upon the bench
elevated his eyebrows.

- Redress? " he repeated.  * Why, you
ought to consider yourself in luck that
you're not held to await the action of
the grand jury. Redress, indeed! If
you had your deserts, you'd probably be
on the road to state prison at this very
moment. Next!” ’

And such the two men found was the
general cpinion on the outside concerning
them.

When they reported for duty at the
expréSs office, a-grinning clerk informed
them that their places had been filled,
and that their services would no longer
be required.

“Do you mean to say,” questioned
Brush, ‘“ that we are fired on account of
this false and ridiculous charge which
was trumped up against us?”

“Not at all,” airily. “The com-
plaint against you, as I understand it, is
that you were three days absent without
leave.” -

“ But we were locked up. We couldn’t
get here. Everybody about the offices
knows that.”

The clerk thrust his tongue into his
cheek.

“Oh, T guess you fellows don’t want
to work very hard” he said mockingly.
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[ heard this morning, however, I am
convinced that you are innocent of steal-
ing that safe, and now I am going to do
my level best to help you prove it.

“ Here is my card,” extending a slip
of pasteboard upon which Gordon read:
‘“ George Remick, City Detective.”

CHAPTER VI
THE DIAMOND SUNBURST.

“ BurToN, button, who’s got the but-
ton?” said Remick that evening when
Brush met him at the down-town hotel
where the detective had appointed a con-
ference. ‘ That is the little game we
have to play. In order to clear your
skirts, we've got to find who took the
safe, and how they made away with it.

“As I understand it, you claim that
the thing was on the wagon all right at
the point where the thieves attacked you,
and that the disappearance was between
there and the corner where you met the
police two blocks above?”

“Yes. I am positive we had the safe
when they set upon us, for I had turned
and seen it in the wagon not a minute be-
fore.” )

“ What do you suppose became of it,
then? The patrolman two blocks below,
and those along the intersecting streets
on either side, claim that no vehicle ex-
cept yours passed them at that time, and
it is certain that the thieves could not
have carried an article of that weight
very far in their hands without having
been observed. The houses of the vicin-
ity, too, which were in any way suspi-
cious, were immediately ransacked by the
officers; so I am free to confess that, as
far as I am concerned, the problem has
me cornered.

“If your story is straight, there seems
no way to account for the disappearance
except that the safe went up into the air
or down into the ground—the first of
which is absurd, and the second dis-
proven by the fact that there is no break
in the asphalt.

‘ Still,” removing the black cigar from
the corner of unis mouth, and gazing
frowningly at its glowing tip, ‘ there is
always some ridiculously simple explana-
‘tion to these things which at first appear
so mysterious. The puzzle is to hit upon
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it, and not go chasing around wasting
one's time hunting up a lot of false clues;
and as two heads are better than one, I
thought I would ask you if you had any
theory or suspicion of your own in re-
gard to how the deal was worked.”
“No,” Gordon answered. “Or,
stop,” struck by a sudden thought.
‘“Have there been many hold-ups and

_robberies down in that section within the

past three or four months?”

“No more than usual, I guess,” re-
turned the detective. “It's a pretty
rough part of town, you know. Still, to
make sure, I'll telephone over to head-
quarters and find out.”

He was not in the booth longer than
thfee minutes, but when he came out
there was a light of growing interest in
his eye, and an added respect in the tone
with which he addressed his companion.

“You are right,” he said. ‘““Crimes
of violence have increased over fifty per
cent in that neighborhood within the past
quarter; and, what is more, not an ar-
rest has been made, nor a clue turned up
in as many as twenty important rob-
beries. But what do you make of it?>"
eagerly. “Why did you ask me the
question? "

“Simply because I happened to re-
member an incident in my own cxperi-
ence, which it struck me might have a
bearing on this case.”

Then Brush related the conversation
he had overheard that day in the saloon.

“And could you identify either of
these men? " broke in Remick.

“ No; you must remember I did not see
them. Indeed, the matter made so little
impression upon me at the time that I
doubt if I could even swear positively to
their voices. But of one thing I am cer-
tain, that the man I heard bargaining
with the contractor is the head of an
organized band of thieves operating down
there from among the steel piles under
the elevated road, and equally am I sure
that it was he who planned and directed
the robbery of the express company’s
safe.” All we have to do is to lay our
hands upen him to clear up the mystery
of the disappearance.”

“ Very good; but how the dickens are
we to lay our hands upon him? = If you
could identify him, I might take you
through the places where gentry of his
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sort congregate, and have you pick him
out; or if you could recognize the con-
tractor, we might be able to force him to
tell us something. But, as it is, I don't
see that we are much farther along than
we were before.”

‘“Ah,” interrupted Gordon, ““but you
fail to grasp my point. I not only want
to catch the fellow who took the safe,
but also to show how he did it. This
robber captain is no ordinary crook; but
as indicated both by his manner of speech
and by the success which he has achieved,
a past-master at his business. Just
think, twenty important robberies can be
charged to his credit, in which the police
have failed to discover a single clug
Would it not be rather a feather in your
cap to lay such a chap by the heels?”

“ Well, I guess yes,” admitted Remick;
“but I still fail to see how it’s going to
be accomplished without your being able
to identify him. Besides, how can you
say that he is responsible for all these
robberies? I only told you that there
had been that many in the district ; some-
body else may have engineered -many of
them.” ‘

“ But that is against reason,” eagerly
contended Brush. “ This fellow obtained
the exclusive privilege of operating under
the contractor’s protection, and it is far
from likely that he would let any other
gang poach on his preserves. Again, as
you say, robberies have increased there
over fifty per cent. Does not that look
as though it were due to the advantage he
possessed? No. I'd be willing to bet
almost any amount that he was at the
bottom of every one of those affairs up
to and including the taking of the safe.

“ And, if such is the case,” he ques-
tioned sharply, “you don’t for a mo-
ment believe, do you, that the taking of
the safe is the last trick he will try to
turn?”’

“No.”

“Well, then, doesn't it logically fol-
low that if a fellow were to go down
there every night, and keep his eyes well
open, he is going to see something sooner
or later which will show him just who is
doing this work, and how it is being
done?

“T11 tell you what I have decided to
do, Remick. I am going to rent a room
down in that block where I was held
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up, and spend every night on watch, if I
have to keep at it for a month; but, as I
say, I'll wager that long before that time
I'll have all the evidence I need to prove
that I am an innocent man.” “

“ Good,” commented the detective en-
thusiastically. “1It’s a dandy scheme,
and if your theory is as sound as it looks
to be, it can hardly fail to work. You
do that, Brush; and I'll put in all the
time I can spare on the same lay. Be-
tween us, we ought certainly to nab the
gentleman the first time he pokes his
head out of his hole.”

Accordingly, the next morning, Gor-
don disguised himself sufficiently to ap-
pear like one of the denizens of that sec-
tion, went house-hunting down under the
shadow of the L, and without much dif-
ficulty succeeded in obtaining a front
room which answered all the require-
ments he had in mind.

Here, as soon as darkness had begun
to fall, he stationed himself at a window
and kept up an unceasing vigil until
morning.

Nothing happened, however, to re-
ward his watch, nor did anything occur
for a week, although he sedulously ad-
hered to his program by sleeping in the
daytime, and spending each night on
sentry duty at the window.

By the eighth evening, as may be
imagined, he was growing pretty sick of
his wearisome task, and was beginning to
wonder if, after all, it might not be labor
spent in vain?

Might it not be, he questioned doubt-
fully, that the thieves, satisfied with the
hauls they had already made, especially
with the rich booty gained from the ex-
press company’s safe, were willing to let
well enough alone, and take no further
risks?

Oppressed with these misgivings, the
early hours of the night fairly dragged
along to him, and when he glanced at his
watch at eleven o’clock, he could hardly
believe that the timepiece had been tick-
ing right along, and that it was still so
far from morning.

Unable to sleep much that day on ac-
count of the rattling and banging which
had been kept up by the workmen on the
elevated structure, he was dead fagged
out now, and he found his eyelids invol-
untarily closing from time to time, and
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prisoner out into the light, and saw who
he was.

Then an expression of profound morti-
fication overspread his features.

“Well,” he said disgustedly, * you
certainly did play it slick ori me, making
me believe that you were down here doing
your level best to catch the thief, while
all the time you were the thief your-
self !

“Don’t be an ass, Remick,” broke in
Ciordon as he tried to wriggle free from
the other’s grip. * While you are fool-
ing around here with me, the real rob-
bers will get clear away. After them, I
say ; they can’t have had time to get very
far.”

*“Oh, I guess there’s no use of brfak-
ing my neck,” jeered the detective. “ I've
got all the thieves I need right here under
my thumb.”

‘“ Listen to the idiot!” exclaimed Gor-
don with impotent rage. ‘“ And he has
the chance to round up every one of this
gang, too. Ior Heaven’s sake, whatever
got it into your thick head that I was the
crook? Oh, will nothing move you to
show just a few grains of ordinary com-
mon sense? ”

“ I guess that's what I'm showing now
for the first time since I've had any deal-
ings with you,” retorted Remick with a
grin. “ And as for what got it into my
head that you were the crook, I certainly
didn’t have to look far, when you had the
evidence right there in your hand,” point-
ing to the sunburst.

“Oh, shut up!" he continued roughly
as Brush attempted to explain. * It
makes me sick when I think of all the lies
of yours I've swallowed -already. and T
don’t want to listen to any more.
You're the thief, and that is all there is
to it.”

“That's w'at 'e is, hofficer,” corrobo-
rated the coachman, who having recov-
ered the breath which was knocked out of
him by his fall, now came pushing
through the little circle which was gath-
ering around Remick and his prisoner.
“’E’s the miscreant w’at stopped my
‘csses, and knocked me off my box. I
reckernizes 'im, and w’at’s more Hi'll
identify ’im hunder hoath before hany
court w’at axes me.”

“You hear,” said the detective in
triumph. “ Now. if the lady will iden-
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tify you, too, I guess I've got all the case
against you that is necessary. How is
she, by the way, Jack? " turning to a pa-
trolman who had just stepped up.

“Coming around all right. She
wasn't hurt any, as we at first supposed.
Merely kecled over from fright and got
a bit hystericky. But she bears the coach-
man out in his story that there was only
one fellow that tried to turn the trick.
She says she looked out of the window as .
soon as the carriage stopped, and she
didn't see no one but the one chap that
grabbed her sunburst.”

“That about settles your tale of a
gang, I guess,” observed Remick to Gor-
don, with a significant curl of the lip.
“Don’t you think it is about time to
come down off your perch, and admit
that you are fairly treed.”

“No, I don't,” persisted Brush, white-
faced but still defiant. ‘““ As for this
chuckle-headed idiot,” with a contempt-
uous glance at the coachman, “he was
so scared that he don’t know what he did
see, and the lady is simply laboring under
a mistake when she says there was but
one man in the attacking party. I
counted no less than five of them from
my window.”

“Well, of all the obstinate crooks I
ever saw in my life, you are undoubtedly
the limit,”” commented the detective im-
patiently. “ Most guys will weaken
when they see they are up against it; but
you keep on sticking to a ridiculous story
when every prop is knocked out from
under it.

“ Come on over here to the lady,” jerk-
ing him along by the arm. “I'll let her
have a squint at you, and then I'll take
vou up to the station-house and lock you
up.”

Accordingly, Gordon was haled across
a narrow space to the brougham, and
stationed with his face toward an electric
light so that his features might be visi-
ble to the occupant of the vehicle.

“ Yes.” she said in answer to Remick’s
question, and her voice caused the man
under scrutiny to give a quick start, and
draw back under the detective’s restrain-
ing grasp. ‘“Yes, I think that is the
man who seized my sunburst. At least,
it was a person of about the same height
and build. I would not want to sav so
po:itively now. though, for I am consid-
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erably shaken Dy my experience, and
might make a mistake.

“Can you not wait for my identifica-
tion until morning. I have given my
name and address, and promised that I
would appear in court, whenever you had
need of me.” )

“ Certainly, madam, certainly,” re-
sponded Remick gallantly. ‘ Only sorry
that we should have had to trouble you
at all. But this chap is about as cute as
we get 'em, you see, and I didn’t want to
run any chances of his wriggling away
from us. However, I guess we've got
all we need to send him over the road as
it is, and if you'd prefer to take your
look at him by daylight, why, suit your-
self in regard to the matter.”

So, that arrangement having been ef-
fected, the coachman was summoned, and
the lady allowed to proceed upon her
way, while Gordon, in charge of a couple
of stout patrolmen, was marched down
to the station-house, and once more intro-
duced to the interior of a cell.

Very different, however, was his pres-
ent plight from that of his former incar-
.ceration. Then he had been merely
slated under the charge of * suspicion,”
and he had known that he could not pos-
sibly be detained for longer than two or
three days; but now there was a specific
and definite accusation of felony against
him, and furthermore it was supported
by strong circumstantial evidence.

Before, too, he had company in his
misery, while now he had to face the
music all alone. He wondered, rather
dolefully, if he had not been somewhat
of a fool to turn down the offer of Bill
with respect to that job on the farm.

He was certainly in a bad plight.
Against the damning circumstance of
having been found with the stolen
sunburst in his hand, and the assertions
of the coachman and his mistress that
there was but one man concerned in the
robbery, together with the former's falsc
identification, he had nothing to oppose
but his own unsupported denial, and a
story which he himself had to admit must
sound more or less fishy.

In fact, he realized thoroughly that
the whole question as to whether or not
he would go to state prison for a long
term depended upon the force with
which the coachman’s statement might
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be backed up by the lady who had been
in the carriage.

And who was she? When she had
first spoken, he thought he had recog-
nized her voice ; indeed, he would almost
have been willing to swear that it was
one he knew; yet now, in thinking the
matter over, he told himself that this
could not be—he had merely been misled
by a similarity of tone.

He had not long to wait, however, to
resolve his doubts. It had been late
when he was brought to the station, and
morning came around almost before he
knew it, with a summons about eleven
o'clock to the captain’s room, where it
was intimated to him that he would be
brought face to face with his accuser.

Palpitating between fear and hope, he
traversed the corridors under the guid-
ance of a turnkey, until at last a heavy
door was thrown back and he was
ushered into a large, well-lighted cham-
ber where a number of people were as-
sembled.

Blinking and dazzled at the change
from the semigloom of his cell, he could
aot differentiate them plainly at first;
but then, as though a mist had suddenly
cleared away from his eyes, two figures
stood out vividly before him.

One was a gray-bearded man of pro-
fessional appearance, who frowned at
him with anything but a friendly expres-
sion, while the other, who leaned upon
his arm, was a slender girl whose hair
twisted like woven sunlight about her
brows.

As his glance fell upon her, Gordon
gave an audible gasp of recognition. His
ear had not been mistaken then, after all.

The woman in the carriage had been
his ‘“angel of the hospital,” Madeline
Bowman—and she believed him guilty!

CHAPTER VIII.

IN AND OUT OF THE FRYING-PAN.

Bur if Brush was taken aback at the
encounter, his emotion was as nothing
compared to the astonishment depicted
upon the girl’s speaking countenance.

As he stepped forward into the light
she gave a low cry, and leaned forward
to gaze at him, her eyes dilated with
shocked incredulity.
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little talk. I have taken a risk on you,
solely as you may surmise on Madeline’s
representations, and because I have dis-
covered that you are the son of my old
friend, Jefferson Brush.

“ Naturally, however, I want to ask a
few questions, and satisfy myself that I
have made no mistake ; my daughter also
wishes to do a little probing into this
affair. I thought I would ask you to
run over your somewhat extraordinary
version of last night’s adventure svhere
we could be free from eavesdroppers and
interruption.

‘“And tell me,” he questioned a bit
suspiciously, while they

drove along,"

THE ARGO3Y.

“ What was there to do? The doctors
told me it was hopeless.”

“’I'hen you have never heard of Stein-
kopf, of Berlin, eh? He claims to have
relieved cases fully as bad as this by
subcutaneous injections, coupled with a
stretching of the tendons, and a general
massage of the affected parts. [t has
never been tried in this country, I be-
lieve; but if you would care to hazard
the experiment, I should be delighted to
put you into my hospital and see¢ what
could be done with you.”

“ Oh, if you would, doctor!” Brush
glanced up toward his benefactor with
sparkling eyes, as this doorway of hope

“how is it that a young man of yourigwas unexpectedly opened to him.

birth and education came to be an ex-
press driver? For I understand that it
was to clear up vour record in such ca-
pacity that you happened to be in the
locality where you were arrested.

“If it was for some reason of which
vou'd rather not speak,” he added hastily,
‘“don’t embarrass yourself; but if vou
can give a satisfactory explanation of the
fact, I think it would be Dbetter all
around.”

“ Certainly,” replied Gordon; ‘it is
nothing of which I am ashamed. I sim-
ply had to do something, and as my hand
had become disabled, that was about the
only work for which I was eligible.”

“Your hand disabled? What was
the matter®> Ah,” picking up the young
fellow’s wrist, ““a bad case of writer's
cramp, eh?> But why didn't you learn
to use the left hand?> That is what most
fellows in your position do.”

For answer Gordon showed him the
absence of his two fingers.

‘It was through them I camec to meet
Miss Madeline,” he said. “ She was my
nurse at the hospital.”

“ Ah, yes, I remember now,” confessed
the doctor. ‘ She told me about your
case at the time, laying especial stress
upon your bravery in the face of such
discouragements, and she referred to it
again this morning, as an added proof to
her mind of your innocence. I have so
many things on my mind, though, that
it slipped me for the moment.

“ And have you never done anything
for that cramped hand?” he questioned,
seizing it again and examining it with
interest.

Then his face suddenly clouded over.

‘“How long would it take to try the
cure? " he asked.

‘“Oh, about three and a half or four
months; certainly not less than three.”

““And would I have to remain in the
hospital all the time?”

‘“ Unquestionably. I should not only
want to have you under my eye contin-
ually, but it would also be imperative
that you should spend a good part of the
period on a cot, so as to insure the arm’s
having perfect rest.”

“Then 1 am afraid I shall have to de-
cline,” regretfully. ‘I appreciate your
kindness, doctor, and I would give al-
most anything in the world to accept your
offer; but just at present I feel that all
my time and energies must be devoted to
running down this gang of thieves, and
establishing my innocence.”

“Well,” said the doctor, “of course,
if you succeed, this cure can be taken
later on; but I warn you that you are
taking a serious risk in putting it off.
Steinkopf lays stress upon giving the
treatment at as early a date as possible,
and says that in advanced cases the per-
centage of failures is necessarily very
large.”

“ Nevertheless,” rejoined Brush de-
terminedly, “I think I shall have to
wait. A crippled hand, as you may com-
prekend, is no slight misfortune; but as
between that and a crippled character, I
should have to choose the former every
time."”

“By Jove, you are right,” assented
the other, struck by his earnestness;
“and I give vou credit for it, knowing
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_the temptation my offer must have been
to you. You go ahead in your own way
to clear your good name; and then when
that is done we'll tackle the hand. And
if professional skill and the most care-
ful attention count for anything, we’ll
win out there, too.

“ But here we are at the house,” he
broke off suddenly as they drew up be-
fore a handsome residence on the Boule-
vard. “ Madecline will be simply dying
to hear how we got along.”

Accordingly, ensccnced in the ‘doctor’s
* cozy study, an account of the court pro-
ceedings was duly rchearsed; and then
Brush was given the flonr and encouraged
to tell his story in full detail.

Beginning at the time of the robbery
of the safe, he related to his interested
audience of two all the inferences and
deductions he had drawn, and all the
circumstances which had arisen as a re-
sult of his desire to get his name off the
‘“ black list.” .

The doctor listened attentively, nod-
ding his head from time to time as Gor-
don made his successive points, and
showed plainly that both the manner and
subject of the narrator had made a most
favorable impression upon him.

“ There is only one mistake that I can
see you have made, my boy,” he com-
mented, when the tale was finished;
“and that is, you tried to carry too much
upon your own shoulders. If you had
had a partner with you, instead of trying
to do the avhole thing yourself, you would
not have been placed in your present
false position.

“And 1 very much fear,” he added
thoughtfully, *that unless you do take
on an associate, your future efforts along
this same line will only land you in
deeper difficulties.”

“But I did have a partner,” contended
Brush with a laugh. “It was he who
placed me under arrest.”

“ Ah,” said the doctor, “but I mean
some one who could be with you all the
time, and who \v?uld be in a position to
substantiate your' story, and clear you,
if you should happen to fall into any
more suspicious circumstances. Don’t
you know of somebody whom you could
trust and to whom the police would also
give credence, if the necessity for it

arose? "’
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“No,” returned Gordon; ‘that is,
nobody but Remick, and I suppose he is
so thoroughly convinced by this time that
I am the crook, he would refuse to have
anything further to do with me.”

“Ah, Remick,” pondered Dr. Bow-
man. ‘“The very person, provided his
prejudices are not so rabid that there is
no possibility of getting him to sec rea-
son.

“TIll tell you, Brush,” stroking his
beard, “don’t you do anvthing further
until I have had a talk with Remick, and
see if I can’t convert him from the error
of his ways. If you can get him to join
hands with you, I believe vour chances
of success will be increased fully one
hundred per cent.”

Accordingly, Brush waited; and
whether it was that the doctor’s argu-
ments were particularly persuasne, or
whether the method of * conversion'
was in the shape of a good-sized check,
certain’ it is that the dctective hunted
Gordon up a day or two later, and rather
sheepishly announced that he was pre-
pared to join issues with him.

“T'1l tell you how it is, Brush,” he
said with rather startling candor, “ 1 be-
lieve that you are a crook, and when your
case comes up, I am going to do my level
best to prove you so; but I am always
willing to be ‘shown,” and as there isn't
any reason why we shouldn’t be friends
in the meantime, I am going to give you

every opportunity to prove to me that

you are an honest man.

“1 have taken a three weeks' lay-off
from the department, and if you want
me, I stand ready to go down to that rat-
hole of yours every night, and watch by
your side. Then, if anything happens
to prove what you claim is the truth, I'll
take off my hat to you and do everything
in my power to square the wrong I've
done you.”

As a result of this conversation, Gor-
don found himself stationed that night
in his old room across from the L,
eagerly watching for the appearance of
the robber band, while at the other win-
dow, equally on the lookout, was the de-
tective,

And this time they did not have to en-
dure any long period of waiting; for it
was not later than ten o’clock on that
very first evening that Brush suddenly

R
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“ Oh, quit your kidding, and get along
with you,” retorted Remick, giving him a
playful push. “ Even the best of us will
sometimes make mistakes.”

And then with a hearty grip of the
hand, the two comrades parted, Guruon
to shin down a pillar, and after some
maneuvering among the steel piles to
hurry off on his Paul Revere-like errand,
while the detective rernained on guard,
safe for the present, but with a prospect
fraught with paril looming up ahead of
him.

CHAPTER XI.

ON THE TURN OF THE LIGHT SWITCH.

For about fifteen minutes after Gor-
don’s departure, nothing occurred to
arouse Remick's interest in any way; but
at last, as’ he could perceive from his
vantage-point, there began a concerted
movement among the three crooks below
him on the ground.

Stealing out from their respective hid-
ing-places, they met where the shadows
lay thickest along the roadway, and
ranged themselves up in line.

The reason for this activity on their
part became apparent a moment later
when around the corner hove into view
the wagon of the Transcontinental Ex-
press Company, returning from the ten
o’clock New York train.

On it came, the driver and guard loll-
ing back on the seat all unsuspicious of
any danger, until they reached the spot
where the bandits lurked in ambush.

Then came the sharp, imperative com-
mand to halt. The leader stepped out
to seize the bridle of the nearest horse,
while his two confederates, as though

drilled to their parts, leaped into the rear -

of the wagon, and tossed out the safe.

The rest was an almost exact replica of
what had taken place in the robbery in
which Gordon was concerned.

Seeing that the safe was out of the
wagon, the leader stepped away from the
korse’s head. giving a simulated crv of
pain, and the team, feeling themselves
freed and urged on moreover by the
driver’s whip, started off on a dead run.

A few scattering shots were let fly by
the leader then, in answer to the steady
rattle of the guard’s revolvers; but this
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was evidently largely a bluff on his part,
and intended more than anything else to
frighten away any curious-minded per-
sons in the neighborhood, so that his com-
panions, who were lugging away the safe,
would have time to get it back under the
L structure unobserved.

Remick witnessing all this, instantly
conjectured what his part must be in the
proceedings, and wishing to carry out his
rdle, quickly loosened the chains attached
to the crane, and let them down.

A moment later, everything having
been made fast below, he was joined by
the two thieves, and then ensued a fever-
ish working of the winch until the safe
had been hoisted high above the tracks,
and by a turn of the crane swung around
aboard the car.

Hardly had this been accompllshed be-
fore the police appeared upon the scene
blowing their whistles, and flashing their
lanterns about among the steel piles; and
the leader, who had remained below to
cover up the retreat, came panting up
over the side muttering curses at the oth-
ers hecause they had been so slow.

“ Unless you fellows learn to get more
of a move on yourselves, we are all going
to be-nabbed some of these fine nights,”
he growled. “ Dunderheads though they
are, you can’t expect the cops always to
keep on believing that it’s the express
messengers who do these things them-
selves. Some of these days, they are
going to commence looking around a lit-
tle, and as soon as they begin to do that,
our goose will be cooked good and brown.

“ There is no use of our attempting to
pull out now,” he went on vexedly.
“ That would only serve to draw their at-
tention to us. All that we can do is to
lay low, until they are gone, and pray
that in the meantime none of them will
happen to look up, and get to wondering
why a hand-car is standing out here at
this time of night.”

Accordingly, the four crouched in a
huddled bunch on the narrow platform
of the car, a situation which, as may be

imagined. was far from comfortable to
the detective.
True, there had evidently been no

question of him as yet on the part of his
companions ; but he knew that the least
chance word or gesture might reveal -that
he was an impostor, and if that were once
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guessed, although he had a score of
friends on the ground below, he did not
believe his life would be \\orth a min-
ute’s purchase.

All that he could do, indeed, was to
sit somewhat apart from the others, and
to keep his face as well turned away as
possible ; yet he could not tell but that
this might be the very means of drawing
suspicion to himself, since, for all he
knew, the man he was impersonating
might be an extremely chatty and conver-
sational individual.

No wonder then that the cold sweat
oozed out of the detective’s pores, and
that he felt each minute as though, if the
strain continued for thirty seconds longer,
he should certainly be compelled to
scream.

Fortunately, however, the circum-
stances were such as to render absolute
quiet on the part of the quartet almost a
necessity ; and although to Remick it
seemed a century, the order was really
not so very long protracted.

At length the police withdrew from
their search, and with a clear coast the
leader rose to his feet, and gave the curt
command to start.

Then, indeed, Remick did shave dis-
covery by a narrow margin; for so anx-
ious was he to appear equally proficient
with the others that he quite forgot that
he was supposed to be injured, and
grabbed the handle-bar with both hands.
~ Only when he saw the man next to
him give a look of surprise did he realize
his mistake, and then with a well-simu-
lated grunt of pain, he quickly drew
back the hand and replaced it in the
sling.

“Say, boys,” commented this fellow
with a laugh. “What do you think?
Jerry’s in such a hurry to get away from
the cops that he clean forgot he’s got a
sore arm.”

There was a little appreciative amuse-
ment at this; but it did not last long, for
by this time the car was in motion, and
when one is engaged in exercise of that
kind there is not much opportunity for
either mirth or conversation.

Evidently, the men were anxious to
get home, for they pumped away with a
will, sending the car fairly racing along
under the impetus of their swift, regular

" strokes.
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Block after block’ was thus passed,
until at last the end of a completed sec-
tion of the L was reached, and a gap
showed ahead before another section
began.

Here a halt was made, and the crane
being again called into requisition, the
safe was duly loweréd to the ground and
lifted into the cab, which came driving
up in response to a whistle from the
leader.

The three crooks clambered into the
vehicle after it, while Remick, -seeing
thankfully that there was no place for
him inside, climbed up and took a seat
on the box Dbeside the driver.

Away they went, then, through the
very heart of Chicago and up into the
swell residence section until, to the de-
tective’s surprise, they halted before one
of ‘the most showy places in the neigh-
borhood, a big stone dwelling surround-
ed by spacious grounds.

Driving through the gates, they pro-
ceeded back to the stable, and after what
appeared to be a sort of password had
been exchanged between the leader of
the expedition and the man who an-
swered his knock, a door was opened, and
the trio from inside the cab started to
carry the safe within.

Remick looked about him a bit nerv-
ously.

Not a sign had he seen as he came
along of any police following upon his
trail. Was it possible that Brush had
failed to deliver his instructions or had
got them confused in some way? If so,
then he was in a more ticklish predica-
ment than he had yet been throughout
the whole adventure.

Still, there was no chance to back out
now. To evade the issue before him
would be not only to rob himself of the
fruits of his endeavors, but also the
surest method of awakening suspicion.

Therefore, taking his courage in his
hands, he stepped boldly forward and
followed the others through the door.

The room into which he penetrated
was pitch dark at first; but no sooner
were all inside and the portal closed than
some one touched a button and a dozen
electric-lamps flared out.

Then, as though guided by a common
impulse, every eye in the place—and
there were fully a score of men present
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—turned in  startled question upon when suddenly the p0551blllty flashed
Remick. upon his mind that this mysterious

Some one cried, “ A spy!” and at the
word a dozen weapons flashed into the
air. Drawing his own guns, the de-
tective backed to the wall, prepared to
sell his life as dearly as possible.

+

CHAPTER XIIL
THE ROUND-UP.

MeaxwHILE, Gordon had been hav-
ing some adventures on his own hook.

Leaving the detective, he gained the
sidewalk in safety without having been
observed by the thieves, and struck off
down the street.

It was useless to go north, he knew;
for the L was completed practically in
that direction no farther than this poirt,
and it therefore stood to reason that the
car when it started would journey south.

Consequently, he followed the tracks
as far as they extended, delivering Rem-
ick’s message and showing the badge to
the patrolman on each Dlock through
which he passed.

Arriving at the terminal, however, he
decided, after giving the cop there his
instructions, to do a little prospecting on
his own account; for he had an idea—
not so much an intuition as a shrewd in-
ference from the lay of the land—that
the hand-car on its return trip would
come clear through to the end of the-line.

Accordingly, he nosed about through
that locality for an hour or more, never
straying so far away from the L as to
be out of hearing of the sound of car-
wheels on the rails; yet pretty thorough-
ly exploring all the streets of thé vicinity
for a block or two in every direction.

And in the course of his peregrina-
tions ‘he chanced to notice one peculiar
thing. A cab stood all that time on a
side street for no perceptible reason.

It was certainly not for the conve-
nience of any one in the houses along
there; for he satisfied himself by in-
vestigation that every residence on that
block was closed up and its occupants
abed.

Thirsting for information, he puzzled
over the question quite a little, and was
almost on the point of accosting the
driver himself with a direct inquiry,

“night-hawk ” might have some -connec-
tion with the case he was following up.

What more natural, if the hand-car
should aome this far on its return, and
if the thieves should still have some dis-
tance to go—especially if they expected
to be burdened with heavy loot upon
their return—than that they should have
a cab posted in waiting to convey them
to their destination?

Struck by the force of his arguments,
Brush lost no time in communicating his
suspicions to the patrolman.

“T'11 tell you,” he suggested, ‘* instead
of having a squad come over here afoot,
in case the car should run out this far,
you telephone in for the bunch to come
in a ‘hurry-up wagon.” Then, if my
suspicions turn out to be correct in re-
gard to this cab, it’'ll be no trick at all
to follow it.”

‘“ But shure, won’t th’ dhriver know
he’s folleyed whin he sees th’ po-lice-
coach a-paradin’ behint him?” objected
the bluecoat with Celtic shrewdness.

“ By Jove, that’s right! We shall have
to use some strategy here. Ah, I have
it. We’ll get a couple of messenger kids
on bicycles, one to keep the cab in sight
and the other to scoot off every now and
then, so as to keep the police back to a
course along parallel streets. In that
way we can be right at their heels all the
time, and they’ll never drop onto it.”

And this, as a matter of fact, was the
way Brush and the police handled their
task ; so that as it happened, when the
cab turned in at the gates of the stately
mansion and Remick was in such trepida-
tion lest his plans had gone awry and he
should find himself deserted, a patrol-
wagon full of stalwart minions of the
law was but one short block away.

So, as he backed up to the wall to face
the threatening phalanx of his foes, there
came an interruption in the shape of a
thunderous knock upon the door, and
the portentous summons, “ Open in the
name of the law!”

Instantly the lights went out, but as
the darkness fell Remick made a dive
across the room and, pinioning his arms
around the robber captain, dragged him
with himself under the shelter of a con-
venient table.
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“Yes,” he said slowly, “1 did hear
more, everyching, in fact. Some months
later I met a friend who had just re-
turned from Paris, full of the wonders of
the city and the sights he had seen there.
‘As he described the delights of a third-
rate vaudeville show he had seen there, I
felt a vague surprise that any one should
have pleasant memories of so hateful a
country.

By the way, old man,’ he continued,
‘I almost forgot to tell you, an awfully
curious thing happened at this place in
connection with you.

“¢After the dancing was over they
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had some moving pictures. The last
scene was called ““ Le Crime d'Amour.”
A girl runs up to a tall man standing at
a street corner with his back to the au-
dience. She is followed by another man
who stabs her in the most realistic way—
you could just see the dagger drip—then
the two men fight and the crowd join in
and the villain is chased round the cor-
ner, and do you know, my boy, that just
at the end the tall man faces round and it
was vou to the life, with a splendid ex-
pression of horror on your face. Wasn't
it awfully funny?’

““Yes,” I said, ‘it was—awfully.

ry

WITH SEALED LIPS.

By ALBERT PAYSON TERHUNE,
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A story of the sixties in which an army officer obtains leave of absence from the

President and finds himself in worse case than any that the war thrust upon him.

CHAPTER L

‘1 APPEAL TO CAESAR.”

I FELT ridiculously like a schoolboy
who is summoned into the august

presence of his head-master. And I

was ashamed of myself for the feeling.

I clicked my spurred heels together as
I stood at “attention.” I let my saber
clank gently and reassuringly against my
polished cavalry boot, and drew myself
up to the full and powerful six-foot
stature nature gave me. In fact, I
looked as imposing as 1 knew how.

But it was no use. The squat-figured,
long-bearded, spectacled tyrant in whose
presence I stood seemed to look past all
these flimsy defenses and to read the
truth—that I was afraid of him. .

Yes, I was afraid. Not of anything
he personally could do to me, but of the
power he possessed to prevent me from
doing the one thing around which my
hopes and very existence now centered.

It was he who broke the silence that
had fallen between us at the conclusion
of my appeal.

“ Well, sir,” he said, in that dry, im-

personal voice I had grown to loathe,
‘s that all?” -

s

“Yes, Mr. Secretary,” I replied sul-
lenly. ‘“ That is all.”

“ You may return to your regiment.”

He crossed the room and busied him-
self with some papers on his desk. Evi-
dently he considered the interview at an
end.

I stood irresolute, A pompous, obese
man with white side-whiskers rolled into
the office. I recognized him at a glance
for Senator Blankley, the Middle-West
political boss whose woodcuts I had so
often seen,

‘“ Hello, Stanton!” hailed the new-
comer with a breezy confidence that
seemed to me a trifle overdone. ‘“You
got my note, I suppose?”

“I received a note from you this
morning, Senator,” replied the great Sec-
retary, ‘‘and I—"

“So it’s all right, then!” broke in the
other. ‘“ You see, the two men are con-
stituents of mine and I-—&

‘“ It matters nothing whose constituents
they are or who intercédes in their be-
half!” snapped Stanton, his dry voice
scaling an octave in his sudden anger.
“ They were rightfully condemned as de-
serters and they will take their punish-
ment. Let us understand each other,
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Senator?” he went on, forestalling an
indignant protest. “I am Secretary of
War, and as such am responsible for the
discipline and well-being of the Union
army. You are responsible merely for
a certain share of the Senate’s delibera-
tions. There is no point where our duties
clash. .

“1 do not seek to influence you in the
discharge of your work and I consider
it as an affront that you should seek to
influence me. Now we understand each
cther, and I must ask you to leave my
office, as I am pressed with work to-day.
One thing more: another time, please
wait your turn in the anteroom instead
of pushing your way in here past the
doorman. I allow no favoritism in this
department. That is all. Good day!”

I fairly gasped at Stanton’s audacity.
Blankley was a man who held political
destinies in the hollow of his hand and
juggled with official preferments as a
conjurer. might manipulate colored
spheres. Yet Secretary Stanton was
treating him as though he were an au-
ditor’s clerk.

My amazement, however, was nothing
to the Senator’'s. He gurgled, turned an
apoplectic red, took a step forward, then,
muttering incohérent defiance, stamped
out of the room. It was not a retreat.
It was a rout.

Stanton’s cold, spectacled eyes fol-
lowed the receding figure to the door.
Then, turning, they rested on me, where
I stood in the alcove by the window.

‘“ Captain DBruce,” he snorted wrath-
fully, “I ordered you to return to your
regiment!”’

“ But, sir,” I began.

“ Leave the room!” he thundered.

It was now or never. I had no inten-
- tion of imitating Blankley’s crab-like exit
from the austere presence. Moreover, I
had too much at stake to accept such a
dismissal.

Disregarding the snarling command, I
stepped forward and faced my depart-
ment chief. ~

I have served with many a man since
famous. Yet none of them so affected
me by his personality as did this brutally
upright, universally-drcaded War Secre-
tary. I have fought under Grant—si-
lent, swarthy, omniscient, ever smoking,
imperturbable. Under Sherman—enthu-
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siast, born leader, scathing in his rebukes,
father-like in his praise. Under Mc-
Clellan, Burnside, and Logan, too. But
I would rather have braved the combincd
displeasure of all five than the merciless
pale eyes that now glared on me.

Yet T advanced until only the oilice
center-table separated us. Then un-
buckling my saber, I tossed it down amid
the litter of papers and maps that
strewed the board.

“I regret to inform you, sir,” said I,
coming to salute, “that I hereby resign
my captaincy in the liinety-Ninth New
York Cavalry, and request leave to quit
the service at once.”

“You would desert?” he growled, in-
credulous.

‘ There is scarcely need to answer that
question, sir. My time of compulsory
service elapsed eight months ago. I am
legally free to—"

“To turn coward and leave your regi-
ment in the midst of the war?” he
sneered. “I—" '

. If you choose to put it so,” I retorted,
now as angry.as he. “I won my first
lieutenancy for what the despatches were
pleased to call ‘distinguished bravery,’
at Shiloh last year; and my captaincy for
rallying my broken regiment and turning
the Confederate flank on the second day
of Vicksburg. If that is cowardice, it is
a pity you have not a few more brigades
of such poltroons. The Northern press
might find less to ridicule in your war
policy, and Lee might turn fewer of your
projects into fiascoes.”

I had not meant to say it. And before
the words had fairly left my mouth I
would have bitten out my tongue to re-
call them. For I had defeated my own
ends, as the white glow in Stanton’s eyes
told me even before he spoke.

The former heat was gone from his
dry voice, leaving :his tones dead and
monotonous.

“You have tendered your resignation,
Captain Bruce,” he said slowly, “but,
as you know, until the formal acceptance
of that resignation, you are still in the
service of your country. While yet an
officer of cavalry, you have just grossly
insulted your department commander
and have taken it upon yourself to criti-
cize my conduct of the war. For this
double act of insubordination I order you
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his slow voice. ‘It seems you've stirred
up his feelings considerably, Stanton.
He was threatening all sorts of things,
and I volunteered to act as mediator.
What was the real trouble?”

. Mr. Lincoln had scarcely noticed me,
beyond returning my salute. He doubt-
less took me for one of the Secretary’s
office staff; and as such spoke freely in
my presence.

Stanton, however, glowered over his
glasses at me before replying to the Presi-
dent, and his eyes ordered me from the
room as plainly as any spoken words.

. But I was not minded to obey. An
idea was dawning in my troubled brain.
I stood where I was.

“ Blankey says,” went on ‘the Presi-
dent, ““ that one of those two constituents
of his, arrested for desertion, ran away
from the army to see his mother, who was
dying. Now, if that's really the case—"

“He deserted in the face of the
enemy,” snapped Stanton. ‘‘ There is no
excuse that—"

“QOh, come, come!” urged Lincoln
pleasantly, as though humoring a frac-
tious boy.
but its members can’t a// be de-human-
ized.”. And when a man’s mother is dy-
ing, surely there should be some leeway—
some—""

‘“ Pardon me a moment,
dent!” intervened Stanton.
ing to me, he said:

“ 1 ordered you to report to the provost
marshal for arrest. Must I send for a
guard to carry you to him in irons?”

His hand was on the bell-cord as he
spoke.

Clearly, I had no time to lose. Mr.
Lincoln’s words had crystallized the des-
perate, half-formed idca that had first
checked my departure.

My mind was made up. I strode for-
ward, ignoring Stanton, and facing the
Chief Executive eye to cye.

“ Mr. President,” I blurted out, taking
scant time to choose my words or marshal
my facts, “I am Guy Bruce. captain in
the Ninety-Ninth New York. I have
fought for the Union since the first bat-
tle of Bull Run. I have done what I
could to deserve well of my country.
You spoke just now of leniency in the case
of a man who turns his back on army
duty to visit his dying mother. Is not

Mr. Presi-
Then turn-

“ An army may be a machine,
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the same leeway due to one whose family
honor and whose father’s very life and
happiness are at stake? / am such a man,
sir, and I demand justice!”

“ Leave the room!” roared Stanton,
jerking the bell-cord.

CHAPTER II.
A REPRIEVE AND A PROMISE.

‘“ LEAVE the room! ” Stanton reiterated
as I did not at once obey.

I paid heed to neither words nor
gesture. In anticipation I could see my-
self hauled ignominiously to the guard-
house by a half-dozen scldiers. But I -
still had one faint chance left, and that
chance I would take.

The President, though manifestly sur-
prised, had not turned away nor silenced
me I hurried on.

“ My honor—my father’s honor—per-
haps his life—depend on my getting
three months’ leave. I applied for it. It
was refused. Then I insulted Mr. Stan-
ton. For that I am willing to serve ten
years’ imprisonment, if need be. All I
beg is three months’ leave first. At the
end of that time I solemnly pledge my-
self to return and submit to any punish-
ment a court-martial may see fit to
inflict.”

Stanton laughed jarringly. The Presi-

- dent checked him with a motion of his

hand.

“ Captain Bruce,” he said, not unkind-
ly, “ this is very irregular ; but your serv-
ices in the past speak for you. Were
you not the Lieutenant Bruce mentioned
in General Grant’s despa:ches as doing
such gallant work at Vicksburg? And,
once before, the despatches mentioned
you, I think. At Shiloh, was it not?”

I eyed him in wonder. This man, on
whose bent shoulders Liung the weight of
a nation’s destiny, could bear in his over-
burdeneil Dbiain the memory of one ob-
scure captain’s name and deeds! I had
heard similar tales of him before, but had
not credited them.

However, it was the time for action,
not for conjecture. I spoke again, as an
orderly entered in reply to Stanton’s ring.

“ My poor services are more than paid
by living so long in your memory, Mr.
President. Yet may I urge them, once
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drafts as a whip over my father, to extort
increasingly large sums from him. The
shame of the blackmail, and especially
the horror lest the nephew of his adored
wife should be branded as a felon, had
broken down my father’s already enfee-
bled health.

He was a mental and physical wreck;
his whole remaining aim in life was cen-
tered upon the-longing to recover those
drafts and to free himself and Kent from
the blackmailer’s power.

Too weak to endure the long ocean
voyage himself, he had appealed to me,
begging me to undertake in his stead the
mission of geing to England, interview-
ing Bradway and, by diplomacy and any
reasonable cash offer, secure the drafts.
Knowing the greed of the man, my father
believed the thing could Dbe arranged
if the right agent were sent over to nego-
tiate.

He dared trust the secret to no onc
else; nor could the crafty Bradway be
lured into setting pen to paper i regard
to the matter. _

My father had, a few days before, suf-
fered a severe relapse. His physician had
written me that unless a mysterious
trouble over which he brooded could be
lifted within a month or so, there was
no hope of his recovery. I well knew
what this trouble was, and, as soon as I
could leave my regiment, I had hurried
to Washington to secure the necessary
permission to absent myself from service
for three months.

“ 1t is a forlorn hope at best, sir,” I
ended my recital to the President; “ but
I could never forgive myself if I neg-
lected it."”

“1 should be ashamed to own you as
an officer in the United States army if
you could neglect such a chance of saving
your father,” replied the President, ris-
ing. “You see, young man, I trust you
implicitly. T will be your personal guar-
antee to Mr. Stanton that you will return
to your duties at the end of three months.
I will also beg him as a favor to me to
overlook your unpardonable language
toward himself. Go, and may you suc-
ceed! Remember, I am the surety for
your return at the specified time.”

For the moment I could only feel a
surge of gratitude that left me speechless.
But at a later day that last trustful sen-
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tence of my chief’s was destined to sting
and sear me like white-hot iron.

>

CHAPTER III

‘ THE GIRL WITH THE HAIR.”

THE Inman liner; City of. Berlin, was
making what promised to be hegr record
eastward trip. ‘The captain had said
that noon at dinner if the speed of those
first forty-eight hours could be kept up
throughout we should make Liverpool in "
fifteen Zays from the time of leaving
Sandy Hock.

Meaghe: ané 1 iere lounging against
the lce wall of the aft deck-cabins. For
there was a half-gale blowing, and a
position on the windward side of the ship
had too many points in common with a
shower-bath to be wholly pleasant.

I liked Meagher, and for many rea-
sons. His Irish- gaiety and buoyant spir-
its were a relief from my own worried
thoughts. There was a mystery about the
man—or he liked to make me think there
was.

I had met him in New York three days
before I sailed. Short though our ac-
quaintance had been, the manner of its
making had bridged all formality.

I had been on my way to the steamship
offices to engage my passage when, taking
a short cut through one of the dozen
alleys off Water Street, I had come upon |
a decidedly one-sided fight. Three men,
who had the air of plain-clothes detec-
tives rather than dock loafers, were try-
ing to overpower a young chap who was
fighting a battle as plucky as it was futile.

A look -at his face, flushed and dis-
torted though it was, showed me he was
a gentleman. I brought the handle of
my thick malacca down on the head of
one of his assailants, Man and stick
went earthward together; the former
stunned, the latter splintered.

A left-hander on the jaw made a sec-
ond of the trio collapse before he was
fairly aware of my presence, while the
third took to his heels.

I picked up the attacked man’s hat,
restored it to him, and asked if he was
hurt. He replied, thanking me most
warmly in a voice which, though free
from actual accent, fairly throbbed with
Celtic intonation. i
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remarked, to check my own growing em-
barrassment, ¢ for I don’t know you by
any title except—"

“‘The Girl with the Hair?' My real
name is less fanciful. It is Osborne—
Ruth Osborne. Ah, here comes a
steward. Will you hail him? And
I’ll_!’

“You'll keep your share of the com-
pact?”

A repetition of that delicious child-
like nod, and she was gone.

CHAPTER 1V.
| TREAD DANGEROUS GROUND.

WEe were pacing the deck together,
Miss Osborne and I. It was the evening
of the fourteenth day out. My wrenched
ankle was quite strong again, but my
once stout heart had undergone its first
wrench.

In other words, I had of late begun to
realize I was coming dangerously near
to falling in love with the Girl with the
Hair.

On shipboard, people who form any
acquaintance at all are apt to bridge in
a week gaps of conventionality that on
land would go unspanned for months.
‘The constant propinquity, the enforced
idleness, the absence of shore ties and
restrictions, the temporary community
of interest—these, coupled with moonlit
nights, play havoc with the barriers of
reserve.

Or at least it was so in my day.

I had secen much of Miss Osborne dur-
ing the past two weeks. In fact, I had
managed to monopolize almost all the
time she could spare from the ailing
aunt who, nurse-attended, had not once
left her cabin.

Meagher had jeered me unmercifully
on my devotion. I had little rivalry to
fear from him; since, despite his out-
spoken admiration for Miss Osborne and
his easy self-confidence among men, he
was bashful as a tongue-tied schoolboy
in the presence of women, and from this
very diffidence shunned their society.

“It’s been a jolly fortnight,” Miss Os-
borne was saying. -

“ The pleasantest I ever spent,” I
agreed a bit more warmly than her banal
remark demanded.
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“And I suppose by to-morrow night
you'll be_in Liverpool,” she added.

I noted the slight accent on the pro-
noun.

“‘You?’" I repeated.
‘wel " :
“No,” she answered, “ for my uncle is
coming to take us off on the revenue boat
when we reach the Mersey, and we are to
catch an earlier train to London. Our
luggage will follow. You see, he wants
my aunt to reach home on the express.
She is too weak, he thinks, to stand the
bustle of the custom-house and the slow
‘ boat-train.’ "

‘“ He must have some influence with
the authorities to be able-to do that,” I
hazarded.

“Oh, he’s a Member of Parliament,
and a rather prominent man, you know.”

As a matter of fact, I didn’t know.
We had had more interesting things to
talk about during the lazy, happy days
than mere uncles. I knew nothing about
him and cared less.

I was, indeed, beginning to feel quite
an impersonal resentment against him for
prospectively robbing me of the last few
hours of Miss Osborne’s society.

Now that our already shortening
period of companionship was destined to
be even further curtailed by this plan of
the “rather important’™ relative’s, T re-
alized, in a distressing rush of feeling,
how closely I had allowed myself to be-
come bound to this fragile, dainty Eng-
lish maiden whom I had known so short
a time.

She looked very lovely in her clinging
sea-cloak, with some fluffy-white, cloudy
lace thing thrown over her spun-gold
hair. I had a crazy desire to take her in
my arms and tell her how precious to me
she had grown to be.

I had, oddly enough, reached the age
of twenty-six without a single love affai:
serious enough to deserve the name.

War had made me older than my
actual age. Worry over my father and
the impending family disgrace had fur-
ther removed my thoughts from mat-
ters of the heart. But in this two weeks'
lull in the storm of my life I had had
ample opportunity to make up for lost
time.

I had it in mind to say something
of this, and the words were tremblin;;

“You mean
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lowed myself to arrive at the very brink
of a proposal to a girl who did not even
know my real name.

Determined as I was to preserve my
incognito, I could not of course let Ruth
go on thinking of me by that bashful
Irishman’s cognomen. I must tell her
who I was, enjoin secrecy upon her; and
ask that she have faith in me to tell her
some day my reasons for putting myself
in so false a position.

Or—better still—why not tell her
everything? I could trust her. And
oh, the joy it would be to share my bitter
secret with such a girl!

“Ruth,” 1 said, *there’s something
else I want to say before you leave me.
Will you stay and hear it?”

“I—I ought to go,” she demurred
doubtfully. “It is striking four bells
and I'm afraid Mrs. Bradway avill be
worried.”

“ Mrs.—IWho?” 1 exclaimed.

“ Mrs. Bradway, my aunt,” she re-
joined, surprised at my change of man-
‘““ She worries if I am on deck late.

ner.
I_“

“1s she—is— What is the first name
of her husband—your uncle?  The

¢ Member of Parliament and rather im-
portant man’ who is coming out to meet
you to-morrow?”

“ (O’Hara Bradway. But he’s not so
very important, except just in London.
He’s more or less prominent in politics
there and a member of the Bruce &
Bradway banking house on Cannon
Street. Why do you ask? Have you
ever heard of him?”

“Yes,” I answered dully, “I have
heard of him.” )

I had been on the point of confiding
my name and mission to O’Hara Brad-

way's niece!

CHAPTER V.
I ATTEND A QUEER FUNCTION.

I WATCHED the revenue cutter swing
alongside as we lay in the “ Roads,” and
noted the big man who came aboard with
the officials.

He wore.the pot-hat and black frock-
suit so dear to the upper middle-class
Englishman of the more severely respect-
able sort. His hair—what was left of
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it—Dristled a fiery red through its patches
of gray.

His eyes were light and expressionless,
like a fish’s, standing well out from his
bullet head. His upper lip was ridicu-
lously long, and his mouth puffed and
flabby.

So this was the worthy O’Hara Brad-
way, M. P.! From my deck-chair I
sized him up, as a prize-fighter might
keenly take stock of a prospective op-
ponent.

The more I watched him the less I
liked him, and the slighter grew my hope
of appealing to anything good. in his
nature. Yet, at knowledge of the in-
creased difficulties before me, my spirit,
as is its odd way, rose the more eagerly
to meet and grapple with those difficul-
ties. Mrs. Bradway appeared, supported
between two stewards and followed by a
third, who staggered under a mighty load
of hand-luggage.

I was on my feet by this time. For I
was resolved to have at least one word of
farewell with Ruth Osborne as she should
leave her cabin. I had not seen her all
day. Not since my interrupted confi-
dences of the previous night.

The news that she was niece to my
father’s enemy and mine had staggered
me, I confess. Yet after thinking it
over coolly, I could see no valid reason,
scriptural or otherwise, why the sins of
the uncle should be visited on the niece;
nor why, my mission once over, I should
not be at liberty to return to woo her.
Hence, I stood, all expectation, awaiting
her appearance.

And in a minute or so they came out
of the cabin, she and Bradway. She
was talking; he listening with an un-
affected interest. Her eyes met mine
and she touched Bradway's arm.

I divined from her gesture and from
his response thereto that I had been the
subject of their conversation. For as she
indicated my whereabouts, he stepped
briskly forward, with outstretched hand,
not waiting for her introduction. :

“ Mr. Meagher,” he said, with a cor-
diality that was as genuine as it was un-
expected, “my niece has been speaking
to me of you. VYet it seems as if we two
hardly need an introduction. I am glad
—heartily glad—to meet you.”

So he and I hardly needed an intro- .
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duction! Now what, I marveled, in the
name of all that’s uncommon, did the
fishy-eyed man mean by that? And
wherefore all this cordiality? But he
was speaking again, this time in a slight-
ly lowered voice.

“1 hope Miss Osborne violated no
confidence,” said he, ‘ in telling me you
are in England on an errand that may
prove diflicult and even perilous? I
place myself wholly at your disposal, for
any aid in my power.”

A light was dawning on my perplexed
mind. He evidently recognized me
(though I had not seen him before since
I was a boy of twelve) and, divining my
mission, was meeting me half-way.

“1 thank you,” answered I guardedly,
[ but—'i

“ But this is no time nor .place for
talking, you'd say? And quite right you
are. If you will wait until T speak to
the commandant of the cutter I will ar-
range to have you taken off with us.
Then you can run up to London on the
express in our company. You must dine
with us to-night. In fact, there is a
gathering at my house this evening which
I should very much like you to attend.
Perhaps you'll throw together your hand-
luggage as quickly as you can, while ]
arrange to have you go with us? Your
boxes can follow on the regular train.”

This was splendid. Infinitely better
than I had dared to expect. And I fear
my joy was less due to the fact that my
way to success with Bradway promised
to be paved for me than to the prospect
of those extra hours on the train and at
dinner with Ruth.

As I was climbing the companionway,
ten minutes later, luggage-laden, I en-
countered Meagher on his way from the
smoking-room. I halted him to say fare-
well, and explained my early departure.

“ Good-by,” old man!” he cried,
wringing my hand. ““It's been good to
meet vou, and we must see a lot of each
other in town. Where is it you'll be
stopping? The Victoria, eh? I'll look
vou up without fail. I can’t say yet just
what my own address’ll be. You'll still
be wanting the use of my unworthy
name? Well, keep it as long as you will.
There's no extra charge. Only—" hesi-
tating for the last fraction of an instant—
“don't count too much on its bringing
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you luck. And don’t blame me if it
doesn’t.  Good-by once more. I'll see
you in a day or two.”

But he didn't.
from him again. Nor to this day do I
know exactly what he intended to con-
vey to me by those ambiguous words of
his. ‘

Neither do I know how far he was
conversant of what was in store for me.
Remembering his Irish buoyancy, his
pleasant manner and infectious laugh, I
like to think he meant nothing—that he
foresaw nothing of the black pit of hor-
ror vawning almost at my very feet.

The London-ward journey through the
sweet green fields, quaint towns, and low
oak forests of England was a delight.
Bradway had reserved a compartiment de
luxe, and spent the trip helping the nurse
keep his ailing, peevish wife entertained.
I had no word in private with him. But,
ensconced with Ruth in a far corner I
felt anything but regret for this.

Arriving in town, we separated; I to
hurry to the Victoria, take a room, throw
on my evening clothes, and then to hasten
out to the Bradway villa at Hampton.
I have a confused recollection of entering
quite the largest, most pretentious hotel
I had then ever seen, bathing, shaving,
and dressing in record time; then of
taking my first ride in a hansom (a
vehicle not at that time used in America)

through miles and miles of lighted, busy

streets.

I had never dreamed a city could be
so large. From the Battery almost to
Fortieth Street, New York, was a prac-
tically continuous mass of houses. Yet its
size, compared to the metropolis through
which I was now” driven, was as nothing.

I seemed to be in a wholly new world.
Leaning far out over the “apron” of
my cab, I stared from side to side, drink-
ing in the novel sights.

The pcople seemed less in a hurry than
do we in America; and I noted divers
other “differences, too.

I reached Bradway’s well past the
dinner hour, and found there some nine
or ten men who had arrived ahead of
me. Ruth, who did the honors as hostess,
was the only woman present.

It seemed an odd apportionment of
the sexes for a dinner party; but I had

I never saw nor heard ~
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scarcely time to take mental exception to
it when the meal was announced.

Nor was the table talk such as I had
been accustomed to hear. It ran chiefly
to politics of a rampant sort, chiefly di-
rected, .as nearly as I in my ignorance
could gather, to strictures against the
British government.

I found myself most hospitably—even
warmly—greeted by all the guests, and
was so fortunate as to sit at Ruth Os-
borne’s right. Under cover of the gen-
eral talk we found many opportunities
for fragmentary féte-a-téte conversation.

I was very happy. Not only was I
near her, but Bradway was treating me
more like an old and trusted friend than
as a comparative stranger. Everything
was being smoothed for me.

I had had qualms about accepting an
invitation to the house of a man I so
cordially detested and who had so deeply
wronged me and mine. But his hint of
a confidential talk later in the evening
had decided me.

I had no right, I felt, to throw away a
single chance of pushing my quest to an
early and successful conclusion.

Dessert was cleared away and coffee
and liqueurs brought on. Ruth rose to
leave the table.

“1 shall come to the drawing-room
the first moment I can,” I whispered as
I held the door open for her to pass out.

“T shall not be there,” she replied in
the same tone. ‘‘ My uncle always likes
Aunt Sarah and myself to efface our-
selves as early as possible when he has
these meetings. But, won't you call to-
morrow? "’

Even as I murmured eager assent, I
was more than puzzled.

‘“ Meetings?” This was apparently
a dinner party, in spite of the rather un-
conventional dress of several of the guests.
Was it a dinner to a few of Bradway’s
business friends and were they going to
discuss some _financial deal afterward?
If so, perhaps I should be in the way.

I returned to my seat, debating
whether to make excuse to leave the
party to their business confidences and
postpone my interview with Bradway
until the morrow or to ask for a ten-
minutes’ conference with him in private
before leaving.

But thus far there was no talk of busi-
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ness. The political tirades had begun
again. And, now that the company were
relieved of Ruth’s presence, the language
grew morc and more unrestrained.
Louder and fiercer the talk waged on
every side of me.

Frankly, I was bored.
est in British politics.
men used were unfamiliar to me.
violence seemed to me ill-bred.

When a man is head over heels in love
for the first time, and when, moreover,
the saner half of his mind is wholly ab-
sorbed in a mission such as mine, he has
scant attention to bestow on the discus-
sion of a foreign country’s political
issues.

I had decided, so soon as business
should be broached, to take my depar-
ture. Until such time I would remain
and suffer myself to be bored to extinc-
tion.

So, while trying to look politely inter-
ested in their excited talk (whereof I
made no effort to understand a word) I
withdrew into my own happy, hopeful,
confused thoughts, and let the discussion
run on unheeded.

One man pulled from his pocket a
sheet of paper and read a list of names
and figures. I could make no sense of
it all, nor did I attempt to. But it
produced a profound impression on the
others.

A second man read a similar list, which
was received in moody silence. A third
evoked cheers.

I roused myself sufficiently from my
roseate reverie to fancy that these lists
must be part of the * business” at whose
advent I had decided to retire. I straight-
ened in my chair to make my adieus.

But Bradway’s voice, speaking my own
name, stopped me.

‘“ Mr. Brian Meagher,” he was saying,
‘““has, as you know, just returned from
canvassing the \Western States of Amer-
ica. More than once, while he was there,
English hirelings tried to silence him.
That should show how the government
fears him. And I hear plans were even
made to arrest him on his arrival at
Liverpool. I luckily blocked the game.

‘“ Although Mr. Meagher was a
stranger to the members of this especial
‘ chapter’ till to-night, there is no one
here who does not know of him and of

I had no inter-
The terms these
Their
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and his guests he checked their onset with
upraised arms. ,

“Wait!” he urged. * Leave this to
me. I'll be responsible for him. The
man wants a word with me in private, he
says. \Well, I'll give him the chance
he’s looking for. Then I can judge, by
what he says, whether or not his excuse
is the true one.”

The men hesitated. Bradway caught
me by the sleeve.

“This way!” he said, piloting me
into an adjoining room, and closing the
door behind us.

I could hear through the panels the
dull murmur of the others’ excited
voices, punctuated by the louder, sharper
tones of Kent. We were in a big, lux-
uriously furnished study.

A grate fire glowed at one end of it,
eking out the soft-shaded light of a single
big table-lamp. The walls were lined
with books, the center-table littered with
papers and letters.

Between the long French windows that
led apparently to the garden beyond,
stood an iron safe, squat but massive.

My host motioned me to one of the
big leather chairs. He himself remained
standing near the fireplace. Drops of
perspiration—evidences of his late fright
—spangled his forehead, and there was
a yellow pastiness about his face that had
not been there an hour ago. The man
had had a shock, and was still unnerved.

He cleared his throat before speaking,
" and looked at me in worried appeal. But
I would make no lead. At last he was
forced to open the duel.

“What is it?" he asked querulously.
“ What do you want of me?”

“1 want the drafts which you are
using to blackmail my father,” I replied.

“ {—I thought so. That is why I
granted you this respite from—from—"

“ From your revolutionary friends in
the dining-room?"”

He fidgeted and looked apprehensively
at the door through which we had passed.

“ How did you get hold of Meagher’s
name?” he queried.

“ That is. my affair and it has nothing
to do with the business in hand. I want
those drafts,”” I answered. “ What will
you take for them?”

“ They are not for sale,” he faltered
with increasing nervousness.
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* Oh, yes, they are,” said I. * Every-
thing is for sale, where a man like you is
concerned. It’s only a question of price.
How much?”

“ I purchased those drafts at an exor-
bitant rate in order to save your father’s
nephew from prison. It—"

“Listen!” I broke in. “It is a de-
grading thing for a white man to have to
do business with such curs as you, and I
want to get the wretched job over as
quickly as possible. There is more in
this thing than I understand. You are
holding a whip of exposure over my
cousin; yet he is received as an apparent-
ly welcome guest at your house. Whether
or not you two are combining to rob and
disgrace my father I do not know; or,
indeed, whether my cousin is aware that
you have discovered he is a forger. That
is your concern. Not mine. What I
want is those drafts. I am prepared to
pay a fair price for them.”

He had recovered some of his self-
assurance.

“ I repeat,” said he, “ they are not for
sale.”

I was fast losing the tight-held grip
on my temper. Yet I played, on inspira-
tion, one more card.

“In the other room,” I remarked, “I
gave your friends the idea I did not un-
derstand the purport of this gathering.
But I leave it for you to judge if a man
who has sense enough to choose Brian
Meagher's name as an open sesame to
such a meeting would be ignorant of
what went on there. How long will you
remain in Parliament—or-out of prison
—if I tell the British authorities what I
know?"

His fat shoulders quivered and he
slipped into a chair, where he sat eying
me fishily.

“But your cousin!” he ventured.
‘““ He, too, is implicated. Surely for your
father’s sake—" )

“Tt would not disgrace our family to
know a member of it was arrested for
political reasons so much as if he were
jailed as a common felon,” I retorted.
*“Will you sell me those drafts or am
I to—"

“Oh, wait! wait!” he begged, pass-
ing his puffy hands over his face. “1I
must think. What am I to do? Give
me time, can’t you? "
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As if to emphasize his appeal, the noisy
voices from the dining-room rose once
more in dispute. The man’s terror was
pitiable.

“What am I to do?” he sputtered
helplessly. “If I take you back there
they’ll yell like a pack of bloodhounds
and make me explain. If—"

“I can take care of myself,” I an-
swered. “I want those drafts.”

“ I—I can’t make terms now. They're
liable to come in here on us any minute.
For mercy’s sake, man, can’t you see I'm
_ driven to the wall? Have some pity!
Give me time to think—to—"

“To hunt up a way to crawl out of
the hole?” I suggested. ‘“ No, thank
you!”

“Crawl out?” he echoed miserably.
“How can I crawl out while you hold
this Fenian business over my head?
Since you've heard what you have to-
night how can I get out of your power?
Give me time!" :

There was truth in what he said. I
held the whip-hand. He was as surely
mine as the hooked trout is the angler’s
prize.

Since my task was thus unexpectedly
made so easy it might be well to follow
the fisherman’s example and * play " him
judiciously, rather than to risk the
chance of spoiling all by over-haste.

“T do not see what can be gained,” I
urged, nevertheless, “by wasting any
more time. Put a price on the drafts and
I will give you my check now.”

“Well!"” shouted Stephen, through
the door, “ have you finished? "

Bradway glanced piteously about the
room, like a forest animal in a trap. The
sight of such abject terror softened me,
even while my contempt for the misera-
ble coward momentarily increased.

“You see how it is!” he chattered.
“We can't talk any longer now. And
how can I think clearly when those brutes
may interrupt us at any moment? Here'”
getting to his feet and struggling for
self-control, “ I must get you out of this.
Those men will think nothing of killing
you. And then I'll be in a worse poesi-
tion than if you betrayed us.”

“TI thought you seemed to be their
leader.”.

“1 am.
leadsr of his animals.

But only as a lion-tamer is

They'd turn on
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me in a minute if they suspected me or if
I crossed them. I must get you out of
here.” .

He flung open one of the long French
windows.

“ Go out this way,” he begged. * The
path from this window runs straight to
the rear gate in the garden wall. It's a
bare fifty yards. Here's the gate key.
Take it. You can let yourself out and
be in the road in half a minute.”

“Why should I run away?” I asked,
fingering the key he had forced on me.

“ They'll kill you.”

I laughed and sat down again.

“They'll kill me/” he urged further.

“I'm sorry,” I said civilly, * but—"

“If they kill me the drafts will go
into the hands of my executors or of the
police, with the rest of my effects.
Youw’ll never get them.”

Again there was sense in what he said.
I hesitated.

“T have it!” he cried.
of the garden. I'll say you got away in
spite of me. Then I'll get rid of those
fellows as early as I can, and wait here
in my study for you. Come back at the
end of an hour. Come by way of the
garden gate and tap on this window. I’ll
let you in and we can talk the thing over
in peace and come to some agreement.”

“ There is only one agreement we can
come to,” I answered, ‘“ and as for sneak-
ing in here by the rear gatc and rapping
on a window for admittance, I don’t like
the idea. There’s no sense in it. I will .
give you the hour’s respite you ask to get
rid of your fellow Fenians. But I'll
come back, as any other business ac-
quaintance would, and ring at the front
door.” :

“And have my servants know you re-
turned and that you were closeted with
me? No, no! It—"

“ Why not? Aren't—"

“How do I know how many of them
may be spies of —"

“ Of your guests out there? Surely a
noble society that sets spies on one of its
own leaders! It is pathetic to observe
the simple trust they all seem to have in
you!"

He winced at the sneer, but was too
scared to resent it. Then rubbing his
hands nervously together he pleaded:

“It’s the only way I can see to—"

“ Go by way









A THAW BELOW

With amused malice I took pleasure in
prolonging the delay as far as possible:
the more to enjoy his fuming impatience.

He had caused my father months of
heartache and suspense. A few moments
of similar treatment would do him ne
harm.

So I first picked up the envelope con-
taining the drafts, looked at it with de-
liberate solicitude, testing the ink to make
sure it was quite dry. Then I made
show of lengthy investigation of first one
pocket and then another in search of one
that was suitable to hold the envelope.

In those days all of New York's streets
wére not so well lighted nor so safe by
night as now; and it was the custom of
many men to have their evening clothes
made with a secret, or double-inner
pocket, wherein to place such bills of
large denominations as they might chance
to be carrying. The pockets were new,
in that era, and were really quite cleverly
concealed. It would require more than
a casual search for a marauder to locate
an article hidden in one of them.

Into this inner pocket I at last slipped
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my envelope. Not that I feared to lose
it, but because the pocket took longest to
locate.

Bradway was beside himself with im-
patience. He fussed about the desk in a
paroxysm of timid anger, scarcely noting
my actions at all, but arranging and re-
arranging the pen, ink, and sand-shaker.

At last, weary of the sport of tantali-
zing him, I strolled across to the desk,
drew out my wallet, and extracted from
it one of the several blank checks my
father had signed and given me.

I sat down, filled in the amount, in-
dorsed it to Bradway, then leaned over
for the sand-shaker to dry the ink. ~

“I have made it out for eight thou-
sand and five dollars,” I said. * The
extra five dollars is to pay for the very
good dinner you gave me to-night. I
don’t wish to count myself your guest.”

Even as I stretched my arm across to
reach the shaker, the desk and floor to-
gether leaped up toward my face. There
was a crash and a flare of myriad lights,
and then I seemed to sink quietly into
the depths of an ocean of cool blackness.

(To be continued.)
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By SEWARD W. HOPKINS.

What happened when the parties to a lover’s

quarrel struck a flag-station in a snow-storm.

“T HEN, you won't go with me as my
promised bride.”

“I won't go with you at all.”

‘“ But, my dear Nell! The Senator—"

“Don’'t you dare call me your dear
Nell. And as for the Senator, he may
think what he likes. VYou are a jealous,
hateful man. I hate you.”

“Do you mean that, Nell?”

“Miss Winston, if you please.”

“Very good. Then Mr. Dolliver will
say farewell.”

This wasn’t all of it. Paper is poor
stuff anyway, and the best of it would
scorch if the entire quarrel between Nel-
lie Winston and Tom Dolliver was
printed.

It was a bitter quarrel. Possibly it

was a foolish one, but quarrels generally
are. Anyway, it was all over between
them. The ring Dolliver had purchased
and which had becn scorned remained in
its plush box and Dolliver wended his
way homeward, full of that bitterness
and gall that comes to a man who thought
he loved a girl only to find out how much
he really hated her.

All lovers who quarrel are like that,
and some married people.

Miss Winston, after Dolliver had . de-
parted, went to her room and looked at
her flushed, angry face in the mirror.

‘ Hateful, spiteful thing!’ she said,
and then she had a good cry.

All girls who quarrel with their lovers
do that. ’
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The train was due to arrive about five
c'clock in the afternoon. It snowed
when the train started and every foot it
went nearer to Whipple’s the more snow
it met and the colder the weather grew
outside, and the more miserable Dolliver
felt as he sat in his big fur ulster in the
smoking-car, trying to forget that this
was the most miserable attempt to enjoy
himself he had made since he met Nellie
Winston. '

And Nellie, in the ordinary coach, for
this “train had no parlor-cars, tried to
make herself think she liked it, but she
was too angry at Dolliver to realize how
miserable she was.

It was about six when the train arrived
at Whipple’s and two passengers alighted.
This train did not take on passengers
at this stop, so the station was dark and
deserted.

When Dolliver stepped to the platform
and saw Miss Winston standing up to
her ankles in snow, with the biting wind
blowing her fur coat almost to pieces, he
felt something but scarcely knew what
ic was.

Anyway, he knew what a gentleman
should do, and tried to do it.

“ So we both came,” he said.
vou are not cold.”

“Not at all,” replied Miss Winston
sarcastically. “I am actually perspir-
ing.)) .

Dolliver went to the door of the sta-
tion. It was locked. He peered in at
the windows. There was no light, no
sign of life within. He walked around
the station. There was no one to be seen.

No vehicle had come to meet them
from the Senator’s. Why should any
come when they had both sent regrets?

“ I thought somebody else would be on
the train,” said Dolliver. “I guess
we're up against it.”

Miss Winston gave him a cold stare.

“You take advantage of the situation,
sir.”

“Oh, T forgot we were strangers,”
said Dolliver as he strode away along
the platform in the snow.

But it was cold. The wind was in-
creasing in violence, and as Dolliver
stood freezing in the shelter of the lee
of the station Miss Winston walked co
the other side. She would not share even

that comfort with him.

“T hope
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Dolliver muttered a word under his
breath that is forbidden in print—some
print—and again tried the station door.
Then he went to the door of the baggage-
room and found that also locked.

Then the rage that was fomenting in
Dolliver’s bosom burst into a' flame, and
he took his suit-case and smashed an en-
tire window-sash.

There was not a dwelling to be seen
from the station. The nearest was a
farmhouse a mile away and nobody could
walk it in the dark and snow.

Miss Winston heard the crash and was
frightened. She found it convenient to
look in a window and saw Dolliver ex-
amining the stove.

Of course there was no fire. Who
ever heard of a railroad company keep-
ing a fire in a station when there were
no passengers for the trains. Passengers
who alight from a train never need a
fire.

Miss Winston found a malicious de-
light in watching Dolliver. He looked
all around the bare, comfortless room,
but #here was nothing with which he
could make a fire. :

He supposed there must be wood some-
where. He went to the door between the
waiting-room and the baggage-room.
For some reason that was also locked.
With a kick Dolliver sent it crashing in.

But in the baggage-room he was still
unfortunate. He found no wood. ,

But, standing in a corner was one of
those axes painted red that are to be
seen in some railway cars to be used in
case of wreck to chop one’s way to lib-
erty. He seized it.

The grim determination of the pirate,
the highway robber, and the plunderer,
came to him as with his great strength he
lifted the door from its hinges, dragged
it into the waiting-room, laid it from the
floor to a seat, and with unholy glee be-
gan t6 chop it up for firewood.

He had the afcernoon paper in his
pocket, and of course plenty of matches.
And he knew how to build a fire.

“He'd be a good husband if he was
poor,” said Miss Winston. “ See how he
can work.”

Dolliver’'s exertions had made him
warm, and his fur coat had been cast
aside, but Miss Winston had grown colder
than ever standing still watching him.
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“Come on in, it's berter now,” said
Dolliver, beckoning.

She turned proudly away and con-
tinued her tramp in the snow.

Her rage against Dolliver increased.
If he had been a poor-spirited man who
stood and shivered she might have for-
given him. But to think he was a great
big husky thing, who broke windows that
belonged to railroads, chopped up the
company’s doors, and made a fire in a
railroad’s stove as if the consequences
were nothing! It was maddening to
have such a man around.

“You'll freeze out there.” he shouted.

But Miss Winston pretended not to
hear. -~

“Well, I won't be selfish,” said Dolli-
ver to himself. ‘“T'll give her a chance
‘f she won’t come in with me.”

He managed to find one door with the
key on the inside and opened it. He put
on his fur coat and strode out in the
storm.

Miss Winston watched him in amaze-
ment as his tall figure breasted the gale.
Then she looked in the window again at
the fire.

When she thought Dolliver wasn’t
coming back, she gulped down something,
her pride with it, and went in by the
fire.

Oh, but it was grateful! Dolliver had
piled the old door in till the blaze was
roaring merrily.

She was amazed to find what a differ-
ence there was between this and the bit-
ter cold outside. And as she glanced up
she saw Dolliver back again.

“You didn't play a trick on me,” said
Miss Winston. ‘I came in to put more
wood on vour old fire. There it is.”

Dolliver stared in amazement as the
haughty untamed beauty stalked ma-
jestically outside again.

Dolliver was hungry. He had not ex-
pected anything like this and was not
accustomed to carrying a lunch while
traveling.

Miss Winston had plency of lunch out-
side and was also hungry, but was too
cold to eat.

But under no circumstances would she
let Tom Dolliver think he was doing her
a favor by chopping up the company’s
door for a fire.

But one door does not last forever.
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Dolliver got some chairs and some other
furniture, a table for one thing, and the
sound of his merry ax reached the freez-
ing Nellie outside.

She was amazed to find that it~ was
colder after her little thaw than it had
been before. Her feet were almost numb
with the cold. That fur coat that cost
so much felt like tissue-paper. And
there was that hulking Dolliver with a
big fire and his coat off.

And it was dark. She wasn’t afraid.
Oh, no, not with that man in there.
And, anyway, tramps wouldn’t go round
in such weather.

‘“ Come on in,” shouted Dolliver again.
“ Don’t be a—don’t -be a chump.”

Her answer was scornful silence.

Dolliver found a lamp and lit that.

The feeble glow looked hatefully
cheerful to the suffering Miss Winston.
She went to a window and peered in.

Dolliver wasn't there. Where could
he have gone so quickly? And how dark
it seemed outside.

A little sob of misery escaped her.
She was not cut out for a heroine, this
well-nurtured little heiress, and the cold
was so intense, and she was so hungry.

Suddenly some one grabbed her. She
screamed in terror.

She was being carried away and Dolli-
ver did not come to help her. * She
thought of tramps and people who ab-
ducted heiresses for ransom, and of a lot
of other horrors.

But to her astonishment her ruffianly
assailant carried her round to the door
and into the dimly lighted station.

“ Now, look here,” said Dolliver, as he
dragged a seat to the stove, sat her down
in it, and put his own coat around her,
““we won't have any more of this non-
sense. You'll stay here and get warm. I
am not going outside to freeze just be-
cause we happen to be on the outs. We
needn’t make up. Keep on as we quit.
But to-night is bitter cold, there is no
hope of getting anywhere, and neithe:
your dead body nor mine is going to be

found in the snow to-morrow. That’s
right.  Weep a little.”
Oh, it was warm in there! Dolliver

had found something that almost covered
the broken window, and he kept chop-
ping up stuff to burn till it seemed he was
zoing to chop down the station itself.
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“1 suppose you are shungry,” said
Dolliver. “I'm sorry there is no possi-
bility of getting you something to eat.”

“T've got something,” she 'said invol-
untarily, and showed her package.

“Qh, the deuce you have!
hungry. Give me that bundle.”

He dragged another seat up to the fire,
made a little table with the parel of a
door he had chopped up, and soon had
chicken sandwiches, pickles, a bottle of
cold coffee, some cake, and a few other
things spread out on a napkin.

“ Listen. This may be the last meal
we ever eat together. I'm going away
after this. I'm going to Africa to shoot
elephants. 1 won't bother you again.
But if we've got to spend this night in
this old barn we are going to do it in
comfort. Now you eat some of this
lunch. There is plenty for two.”

With downcast eyes, but a fearful tug-
ging at her heart, Miss Winston did eat.

“You'll be arrested for what you've
done,” she said.

“What? Kidnaping you out of the
cold?” . :

“ Chopping up the doors and breaking
in the window.”

“Will, eh? Whipple paid for this
station, and if he won't pay for another
I will. These are good sandwiches.
Who made ’em?”

“T1 did.”

“ Good. You'd make a fine wife for a
poor man if you were poor too. Splen-
did!”

She laughed a little to remember she
had thought what a fine husband he
would make if he was poor,

“Don’t put your feet too near the
stove,” he cautioned her. ‘It may feel
good, but when you go out in the cold
you'll suffer. Chilblains and frostbite
are not nice on little feet.”

“ Impudent,” she said, but she drew
away her feet.

He had never been so authoritative be-
fore. He had waited on her as if she
were a queen and he her slave. This was
different. She rather liked it.

“1 don’t see much chance for you to
rest to-night,” he remarked. “I sup-
pose the cold makes you sleepy, and now
the heat after it. I'll tell Whipple what
a miserable place this is.”

“ Maybe they will send.”

I'm
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“Send what? For whom? Didn't
you write you were not coming?”
o Xfes'))
“So did I.”

The wind played weird and solemn
tunes around the eaves and corners of the
rude building. The blackness of night
reigned outside. Only in the warmth of.
the stove and the feeble glow of the un-
washed lamp was there a bit of comfort.

An hour passed, and then another, and
the cold outside increased.

Warmed through and through now by
the company’s doors and furniture the
sleep that could not be resisted fell upon
her, and Dolliver saw her head droop.
He quietly put his arm around her—it
had been there before and fitted very well
—and drew her pretty head toward him.

“We needn’t make up,” he said with a

grin. ““ Just rest a little on my"shoul-
der.”
And she did. Nine o’clock came and

Dolliver started as he heard a suffering,
tortured locomotive trying to reach the
station. He did not disturb the girl.
She had fallen asleep. But he listened.

And then there came to his ears the
cheerful, welcome sound of sleigh-bells,
but he could not see thraugh the win-
dows.

There was shouting outside, and the
sound of the many bells told of four
horses that pranced in the snow. But in a
minute it almost ceased and then the door
was burst open and the burly form of the
Senator, wrapped from head to feet in
furs and carrying a great four-in-hand
whip, strode in, like a Santa Claus in
white.

“ Well —I'll—be—" he began, as he
looked at the two. ‘T thought you were
not coming.”

“ We—are  here,”
“ What brought you?”

“1 expect some more on this train if
it ever gets here. Great guns, you got
over that quarrel quick.” :

“ We are not over it yet,” said Dolli-
ver.

“Yes, we are,” came a half-smothered
voice, and a little fur-clad arm went up
around Dolliver’s neck.

“\Well—I'll—be—"  muttered the
Senator. -“I wonder were Jennie and I
ever such idiots as that?”

And then the other train dragged in.

said  Dolliver.
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have when we get our jobs back. You
remember we soaked everything down to
the hair-brushes, in order to give the gang
that spread when they dropped in on us
‘T'uesday night.

“ Tl tell you, though,” with a sudden
inspiration, ‘ we might put up two of the
dress-suits, and keep one as a sort of joint
possession to be used by whichever one of
us has the most need for it.”

This happy suggestion met with small
favor, however, at the hands of his com-
panions. Evening dress is as much a part
of a reporter’s stock in trade as his nerve
or his note-book, for he never knows into
what circles of society a possible assign-
ment may take him.

Besides, as Winters somewhat impa-
tiently pointed out, McKay was tall and
slender, Brewster short and fat, while he
himself was of niedium height with excep-
tionally broad shoulders.

“ No matter whose suit we choose,”
he observed, “ two of us would be bound
to look like the funny page in a Sunday
edition.

““No, fellows, we are up against the
real thing, and we might as well recog-
nize it. ‘The day for makeshifts and stop-
gaps is over ; it is up to us to get on some-
thing like a permanent basis again.

‘“It is pretty plain to me, too,” he went
on, “that the Dial isn’t going to be in any
hurry about recalling us, while we know
from -our own inquiries that there are
likely to be no vacancies on other papers
which we could afford to take. Yet it
scems ridiculous for men of our brains
and abilities to sit down here with folded
hands, and calmly let ourselves go to
pot, when there must be hundreds of good
positions simply waiting for chaps like us
to come along and fill them.

‘1 propose, therefore, that we start out
on a prospecting expedition, each man
going in a different direction, and each
having two objects dcfinitely in view —
first, to raise sufficient money for our im-
mediate needs and to keep us going, for
I suppose none of us wants to give up
the apartment; and, second, to land
some kind of a berth for himself which
will bring in a steady and settied revenue.

“ It is now just ten o'clock,” glancing
out of the window at the clock on the
church tower across the way, which
served them as their only timepicce
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now since all their watches had been put
“in soak.” “ Let us spend the entire day
in skirmishing to the best of our ability,
and meet here again at six this evening
to report progress,”

The plan met with approval, and ac-
cordingly, after making themselves as
presentable as possible, the three sailied
forth, separating on the door-step with
a parting handshake for good luck, and
each proceeding upon an individual tack.

In the evening Winters was the first to
show up at the rendezvous. He had been
unable to corral any regular job, or even
to hear of a suitable opening, but by
sheer accident had encountered on the
street a fellow to whom he had once
loaned one hundred and twenty-five dol-
lars, but of whom he had completely lost
track, long since charging up the debt to
profit and loss.

His creditor, however, had not forgot-
ten the obligation, and explained with
profuse apologies that being once more
upon his feet, he had for some time past
been seeking Winters with the purpose of
squaring up, but had been unable to find
him at any of his former haunts.

“And as it happens,” he added, with a
touch of chagrin, “you have struck me
at just the wrong time, after ali. Yes-
terday I could have paid you easily;
but I had an opportunity this morning to
get in on a pretty good thinyg, and I have
plunged to it with about all the ready
cash I had.

“You needn’t think I am trying to put
vou off, either,” he averred earnestly.  “1
will be flush again toward the end of
next month. Look—you can sce for
yourself,” producing his pocketbook and..
showing. by indubitable proofs, that he
would be amply in funds at the time he
mentioned. “and nothing will give me
greater pleasure than (o settle the amount
1 owe you the moment I have it in hand.”

“The trouble with that is,” said Win-
ters a bit ruefully, “that I probably
sha’n’t need it at all then, whereas now
it would be a regular life-saver. Still.”
with a somewhat forced smile, *“since you
haven’t got it I shall have to get along
some othcr way, sustaining myself in the
meantime with the knowledge that the
money will eventually be forthcoming.”

The other glanced sharply at him with
a new comprehension. gathered more per-
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haps from the disappointment in his tone
than from either his words or appear-
ance.

‘““Say,” he queried bruskly, “are you
hard up, old man? Really and truly on
the seamy side, I mean?”

For answer, Winters plunged his hand
into his pocket, aifd held out upon his
palm for the other's inspection the little
hoard of silver and copper which con-
stituted all his worldly wealth.

““There is exactly three dollars and
sixty-two cents in that pile,” he said slow-
ly, “and unless I fasten on to a job of
some kind mighty quick I'm blessed if I
know where any more is going to come
“from.”

“Why on earth didn’t you say so be-
fore? " interjected his friend impatient-
ly. “I'm strapped mygelf right now, as
1 just told you, but I can do something.
Here,” counting off a roll of bills and
thrusting it into Winters’s hand, * there’s
fifty on -account, and if you'll step over
yonder,” pointing to a hotel across the
street, “I'll draw you a check for the
other seventy-five, good the last day of
next month. Perhaps you can get some-
body to cash it for you at a discount in
the meantime, although I'm free to say
I couldn’t. It would be hard work for
me to raise a dollar between now and
then if I was to be hanged for want of it.
But, if you can’t, it will at least be paid
on the date for which it is drawn.”

It was not as satisfactory an arrange-
ment as Winters might have wished, but
half a loaf is certainly better than no
bread, and even though he did have to
wait a full.thirty days for the seventy-
five, there were no such restrictions upon
the fifty nestling so comfortably in Hhis
waistcoat-pocket.

It would at least provide for his share
of the joint housekeeping expenses, and
if his two companions had been equally
fortunate in their quest another month’s
tenure of their handsome apartment was
assured.

CHAPTER IIL
A SPEEDY DESCENT.

WINTERS was naturally all impatience
to hear the experiences of his comrades,
and to learn if their adventures had in
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anywise paralleled his own; but he had
rather a protracted wait.

Indeed, the hands on the church clock
marked much nearer seven than six, and
the Jap had poked his head in from the
kitchen several times in manifest per-
turbation over his spoiling dinner, before
either of them put in an appearance ; and
then it was McKay, who caine alone.

The agreement had been that none of
their stories were to be related until din-
ner was over and they were seated about
the board with their post-prandial pipes
in mouth; Dbut Winters had little
difficulty in discerning from McKay's
self-satisfied manner, and from the gaiety
which had displaced his habitual sullen-
ness, that the latter likewise had good .
news to impart.

So eager, moreover, was he to tell what
had befallen him, that he overruled Win-
ters’s objections, and insisted upon the
meal Dbeing served without waiting for
Brewster.

“‘Talk about the difficulty of landing a
job, Lockwood,” he declared vainglo-
riously, as he helped himself to the lion’s
share of the meager repast prepared for
the three of them. “ Why, it's no trick
at all when the right sort of a man starts
out to look for it. I hadn’t been gone
from the house half an hour this morning
before I had clamped down a billet that
it’s worth while getting.

“I am now,” leaning back in his chair
and thrusting his thumbs into the arm-
holes of his vest, ‘‘ private sccretary and
confidential man to Mr. Isaac Ransom,
the millionaire grain merchant. Some-
thing of an upward step in the world
from being the penniless beggar that I
started out this morning, eh?”

“Well, I should say so!" gasped Wins
ters, fairly overwhelmed at the good for-
tune of his companion. ‘“ How in the
world did ycu ever fall foul of such a
snap as that?”

“ Oh, it was very simple—very simple,”
smiling complacently. “When I left
here I went directly to the office of Ezra
Smith, the lawyer. I had done him some
favors in various ways when I was on
the paper, vou know, and I thought he
might be willing to stand for a modest
“touch’ on the strength of them. But
he did even Detter than I had hoped, for
I had hardly got through explaining to
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him that I was temporarily up against it
before he jumped to his feet and told me
he believed he had exactly what I wanted.

“Old Ransom, it seems, had been in not
half an hour before, consulting him about
some lawsuit, and in the course of their
conversation chanced to remark that he
wished he could get hold of a reliable
secretary, capable of relieving him of the
onerous details of correspondence and
matters of that sort.

“ Well, of course, this immediately re-
curred to Smith when I stated my case
to him, and he lost no time in telephoning
over to Ransom and asking if the proposi-
tion still stood.

“The upshot was that I was granted
an immediate interview with his nibs, and
since I was able, backed up by Smith’s
strong recommendation, to satisfy him
very quickly that I was thoroughly com-
petent, I was taken on at once.

“T really believe, though,” he added,
with a deprecating laugh, * that what de-
cided the old bov in my favor more than
anything clse was the fact of my being in
the National Guard.

““Alh!’ he said, puffing out his chest
when I told him, ‘I am glad to hear it,
for I, too, belong. I am colonel of the
One Hundred and Twenty-First.’

“‘Yes, sir, I know it,’ I answered, giv-
ing him the salute. ‘I have had the
honor of serving under you four years, for
I am first sergeant of Company H of the
same regiment.’

“Well, he warmed right up to me after
that, and do you know, Lockwood,” ex-
citedly, ‘“ he put me on to some regimental
news this afternoon that I had not heard
before.”

“What is that?” queried Winters in-
terestedly, for he, too, was a member of
the regiment, havmg enlisted at the same
time as McKay, and being assigned to the
same company.

“Why,” said the other impressively,
“H is to be without a captain next week.
Ransom is going to promote Midgely to
a position on his staff, and he advises me
to go in for the vacancy.” .

“For the vacant lieutenancy,
mean? " suggested Winters.

“ No, sir, for the captaincy itself. You
know as well as I do that neither Forrest
nor Hamgrove is popular with the men;
so, with the backing which I can undoubt-

you
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edly get from headquarters, what's to
hinder me from sailing in over their
heads?”

“But neither are vou especially popu-
lar with the men,” objected Winters sig-
nificantly. “ Still,” hastily, as he saw a
frown gathering on the other’s face,
‘““that can be straightened out, I suppose ;
and at any rate, we've got something bet-
ter to do to-night than sit gassing over
regimental politics. You've told your
story of the day; now, no doubt, you
want to hear how I fared in my search?”

“Oh, ves,” returned McKay uninter-
estedly. “How did you make out?
Have any luck?”

Then he listened superciliously to the
other's account, until Winters produced
the fifty dollars to show as the tangible
result of his endeavors, when a quick
gleam of interest replaced the rather
bored, abstracted expression in his eye.

He was just about to break in with
an interruption to the story, when there
came a sharp ring at the door.

“Ah,” said Winters, rising and starting
out toward the hall, “ that is Brewster at
last, and, as usual, he has forgotten his
latch-key."”

But it was not the missing member of
the trio; only a note from him deliv-
ered by a messenger-boy, and addressed
to Winters.

The latter hurriedly tore it open, and
started to scan its contents; but before
he had perused half a dozen lines he gave
an exclamation of dismayed astonishment,
and, completely overwhelmed, sank into
the nearest chair.

“What is it>"” demanded McKay.
‘ Has anything happened to him?”

‘““ Anything happened to him? " repeat-
ed Lockwood. * Just listen.”

And picking up once more the letter
which in his agitation had fallen to the
floor, he began to read:

“Dear Lockwoop axp Dick:

“I had no idea, of course, when I left
you this morning. of entering upon any
such step as I have undertaken; but,
although my action may seem selfish
and inconsiderate to you two, I am satis-
fied that for myself it is the wisest thing
I could have done.

“ There is no use beating about the
bush, so I will come out bluntly, and tell
vou that I am married.

~


Ransom.it
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self unable to produce, but neither was
any one willing to advance money upon
the post-dated check even at the liberal
discount which Winters offered.

Even Brewster, to whom he almost
tearfully appealed, turned him down.

~“Cuoeme around in the course of a
month, Lockwood,” he said, ‘““when I
have earned my salary as manager of the
estate, and I will cash your check for
you, or even loan you double the amount
if you are in need of it; but, if I granted
your request now, I should have to dip
into the trust funds in my hands, and
that I have firmly made up my mind
never to do, no matter what the tempta-
tion.”

To make a long story short, Winters,
homeless and jobless, found himself
suddenly in a position where he could
not beg, borrow or raise a single cent.
By some perverse concatenation of cir-
cumstances, every one to whom he could
ordinarily have applied ivas -either out
of town, or financially embarrassed him-
self.

A man never learns how hard it is to
raise money in New York until he is
abjectly in need of it; then, all the ave-
nues which in the days of his prosperity
seemed widely ‘open and accessible, sud-
denly close up and post the sign, “ No
Thoroughfare.”

He had to have some place to sleep
and eat, though, and finally, in his des-
peration, he Dbethought himself of a
cheap boarding-house over on the West

“Side, where he had lodged on first com-
ing to New York, and where his credit
was good.

As he stood on the door-step of this
place with all his belongings in a modest
suit-case, waiting for an answer to his
ring, he reflected dismally that if this
last refuge failed him, there was nothing
left except the station-house or one of the
charitable associations.

But, [fortunately, the same landlady
was in charge, and more fortunate still.
she remembered him. ’

“T don't think [ have anything that
woulid suit vou, though, Mr. Winters,”
she deprecated, smoothing down her
apron. ‘“ All T have vacant at the pres-
ent time is a little inside room on the top
floor.”

“Oh. anything. Anything will do.”
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interposed Lockwood eagerly; then see-
ing her quick glance of surprise, and
fearing lest he might arouse her suspi-
cions by over-anxicty, he hastened to
qualify his remark. .

“That is, anything will do, until you
can locate mc more conveniently. You
see, it is of your splendid table more
than anything else that I was thinking.
I have lived all over New York since I
left you, but never have I found any-
thing to compare with it "—and that is
the Bible truch, he told himself, striving
to conceal his disgusted expression, as a
waft of rank cabbage swept out of the
door, and smote him in the face. “ There
is nothing to compare with it.”

“So,” he finished with his most in-
gratiating smile, “like the prodigal son
I have come back, and for the sake of
the fatted calf, I am willing to put up
with almost any other discomfort.”

Even a disillusioned boarding-house
keeper has her weak side, and Mrs.
Sowerby fairly beamed under the flattery
with which Winters continued to plaster
her.

“The rate for room and board will be
four dollars and fifty cents a week, Mr.
Winters,” she said as she started to with-
draw after showing him to his cubby-
hole, “and our rule,” tentatively, “is
cash in advance.”

‘“ Ah, so it is,” said Winters.
forgotten that.”

“ But that don’t need to apply to you,”
she proceeded, and Winters could not re-
member ever having heard more welcome
words. “You suit your own conve-
nience in regard to settlin’, so long as you
let me have it before the last day of each
month. I need it then in order to meet
my rent.”

She went out, and Winters was left
alone to reflect upon the vicissitudes
which had brought him so swiftly from
the grandeur of his ten-room apartment
down—or rather, up—to this miserable
top-floor kennel.

“ Nevertheless,” he murmured to him-
self, “ it's a haven, an abiding place, and
it's within my means.

“ By George!” smiting his fist down
resolutely upon his pillow, “ I've had my
lesson, and if I don’t profit by it, may I
never again live in any sort of decen:
comfort.

“T had
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He found it a little difficult, however,
to secure an interview with his former
associate; for McKay seemed to know
what was coming, and patently avoided
him all during the early part of the eve-
ning.

At last, though, after the drill was
over and the men were putting away
their guns, he managed to catch the other
off his guard, and get him into a cor-
ner.

“ Look here, McKay,” he said peremp-
torily, “ I want my fifty. You needn’t
tell me that you haven’t got it, for I just
now heard you inviting a lot of the boys
out to supper, and you couldn’t do that
unless you had money in your pocket.”

“Well, I've got to line 'em up for me
some way, if I éxpect to get elected cap-
tain. Don’t be. unreasonable, Lockwood.
I'd pay you back with pleasure; but I've
only got twenty dollars, and it'll take
every cent of that to settle for this little
feed I am going to give. I'll tell you,”
eagerly, * you call around to-morrow and
1’11 have the fifty for you sure.”

“No,” rejoined Winters doggedly,
“that won't do. I am afraid you
might be conveniently ‘out,” as you have
been every time I've been there in the last
two days. You must square up with me
here and now.”

“But I can't, I tell you. Every penny
I have is this twenty that I've arranged
to treat the boys with.”

‘“ All right, then. Give me that. It
isn’t what you promised by as much
again more, but I am willing to take it
on account.”

“Oh, I couldn’t do that, Lockwood,”
in shocked protest. ‘What would the
boys think of me, after I've invited them
all, and everythimng. Be sensible, old
chap. I vow by everything I hold sacred
that if you’ll only wait until to-morrow,
riu—"

“No,” broke in Winters sharply.
“T’ll not wait, and I'll not do anything
else, and unless you hand over that twen-
ty without any more words about it, I'll
stand up here before the whole company
and expose you as a sneaking cur who
refuses to pay his honest debts, and is
blowing them off to a feast on my
moncy."” .

Winters really had no intention of
doing anything of the sort; but he had
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become so exasperated at the other’s self-
ish attitude that the threat slipped out
almost unconsciously.

And in making it, he overshot his
mark, for McKay's demeanor changed
immediately from appeal and dissuasion
to one of spiteful defiance.

“You will, will you?” he demanded,
thrusting out his jaw. * Well, you just
try it on, and sece how many of the com-
pany will believe you, when I tell them
it is simply a blackmailing scheme you’ve
been trying to work on me, and failed.

“ Remember, you have no evidence of
any kind that I am in your debt,” he ex-
claimed triumphantly. “ It’s simply your
word against mine; and I guess the word
of the colonel’s private secretary and
right-hand man will go for more with
them than that of an out-at-clbows, pen-
niless roustabout like you!”

Winters staggered back before
brazenness of such cool audacity.

“You don't mean to say that you
would repudiate the debt?” he gasped.

‘ Repudiate it?” jeered McKay.
‘“ Certainly, I repudiate it. I am tired
of being dogged and hounded by you all
the time for that'miserable fifty dollars,
and I warn you now that I will pay it
back when I get good and ready, and not
one second before.

“T could pay you this minute if I felt
like it,” jerking a big roll of bills out of
his pocket, and thrusting them tantaliz-
ingly under the other’s nose; *“but I can
use them to better advantage in my cam-
paign for the captaincy, and, besides, it'll
do you good to wait for a while. You
may not be so fresh the next time I have
occasion to speak with you.”

Winters hesitated for just the fraction
of a second. His right fist was doubled
up, and was fairly itching to plant one
smashing blow squarely in McKay’s
grinning face; but he restrained the im-
pulse.

It would be a moment’s satisfaction;
but in the end he himself would get the
worst of it. A liar such as the other had
proved himself would twist the facts so
as to make it appear that he was the
aggrieved party, and since both of them
were still in uniform, the only outcome
to the altercation would be a court-mar-
tial and dismissal from the service in dis-
grace.

the
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Winters took a deep breath, therefore,

and stepped backward to avoid the temp-
tation.

“VYou need not trouble to return the

money,” he said, letting the contempt he
felt express itself in his tone. * Heaven
knows I need it, probably as much as any

man in New York to-night; but, poor as

I am, I would rather do without than ac-
cept it from you. I should feel myself
polluted by the touch of any dollar which
had once passed through your hands!”

He turned shortly on his heel, and
without another glance in the direction
of his recreant former friend, but with
shoulders thrown back and head proudly
erect, marched from the hall.

He was so upset by the demonstration
which had been vouchsafed him of his
old chum’s baseness, so tingling with in-
dignation over the scurvy trick which
had been played upon him that he could
not think clearly that night, and pres-

7ently, worn out by the stress of his emo-
tions, he tumbled into bed, and dropped
off into a dreamless slumber.

In the morning, however, when he
could review the situation more calmly,
he was obliged to confes® that never be-
fore had his case appeared quite so hope-
less and forlorn.

Hitherto, he had always been sus-
tained by the belief that within a day or
two McKay would settle up, and that he
would then be in ample funds to keep
going until things once more started his
way; but now he was forced to realize
that the loaned fifty was a gone gosling,
and that all he could actually count upon
was the little change he had in his pock-
ets and a seventy-five-dollar check which
no one would cash.

And all the time, like Banguo’s ghost,
which would not down, there kept recur-
ring to his mind that wedding present
which he had to obtain in some way for
Tom Blenkner.

This might naturally seem to have
been the least of his troubles, but in real-
ity it was the thing which worried him
the most. He had no fear, you see, of
failing eventually to secure a job, and

“he knew that the check he carried would
be good by the end of the month at any
rate, while in the meantime Mrs. Sower-
by could with comparative ease be jollied
along on the board and lodging question;
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but how to compass the purchase of a
suitable wedding gift he could not con-
ceive.

Indeed, he got to brooding so deeply
on the subject that it became almost an
obsession with him. All that morning,
while he was racing about town, trying
to get on the trail of a job, or to find
some one who would discount his trouble-
some check, it remained omnipresent and
uppermost in his thoughts.

He knew just how Blenkner would re-
gard a default on his part, he told hin-
self, as something never to be forgive ;
and Blenkner was a fellow whose frierid-
ship might some day be worth a good
deal. He simply must get that present
for him in some way, even if he had-to
steal to do it. ®

While he was thus cogitating the mat-
ter, he was halted in his progress along
the sidewalk by a crowd gathered in front
of a store window and extending clear
out to the curb.

Craning his neck above the assembled
heads, Winters glanced curiously to-
ward the window, and there beheld a
young woman industriously manipulating
a new make of typewriter, while above
her hung an illuminated sign: “ Type-
writers of all kinds for sale or rent.”

A sudden inspiration flashed upon him
at the sight. How he ever came to think
of such a mad project, or how he sum-
moned up the nerve to carry it through,
he cannot tell to this day.

It is certain that he took no heed of
consequences; indeed, did not consider
the ethical side of his action at all. He
simply saw a method whereby he might
procure the wedding gift he desired, and
went after it.

Shouldering his way through the press
about the doorway, he entered the office
of the concern, and laid his card upon
the desk of the manager.

“I see that you have typewriters to
rent,” he said. ‘I would like to hire the
best one you have in stock.”

The manager brought forth several
machines for his inspection, and after
testing them, Winters finally settled upon
one which he said would do.

“ Just have it sent up to my house,”
he directed, giving the number, ‘“and

" please arrange it so as to get it there

within the course of an hour.”
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“Yes, sir,”” assented the manager,
‘““and will you pay the rent now, or shall
the boy collect it at the house? Our
terms are cash in advance, you know.”

“Oh, just send it along, and I will
drop in with the rent on my way back up-
town this afternoon. They wouldn’t
know at the house whether to pay a C.
O. D. charge or not, and I don’t happen
to have the amount with me. I am on
my way to the bank now to get some
money,” carelessly displaying the seventy-
five-dollar check, but managing to keep
the date line concealed underneath his
thumb.

His manner was so assured, and his
appearance so prepossessing, that the
manager, albeit a trifie unwillingly, con-
sented, and true to his word, duly de-
spatched the machine up to Mrs. Sower-
by's within the hour. ,

It did not long remain there, however,
for scarcely had it arrived before Win-
ters bore it forth again, and swiftly re-
pairing to an uncle’s three-ball estab-
lishment in the neighboring ~block,
pawned it for the sum of twenty dollars.

Then Le raced back to the typewriter
establishment, paid the three dollars rent
upon it, which insured him full posses-
sion of the machine without interference
for one month, and with the remaining
seventeen dollars dropped in at a Jap-
anese auction room where he purchased
a very pretty large vase and taboret to go
with it, and ordered them sent with his
card to the home of Blenkner’s fiancée.

His mind relieved of this duty, he
finally returned to his fourth-floor cham-
ber under the skylight, and at last took
leisure to think over what he had done.

“1 suppose, if one looks facts in the
face,” he muttered reflectively, “ I have
done nothing less than steal; and yet,
strangely enough, nobody has been
wronged. The typewriter people have
got their rent, and their machine will be
a good deal better looked after in
*Uncle’s’ care than it would be lying
around here in my room. Then, before
the month is out, I will have the money
from my check, can redeem it, and re-
turn it back to them in as good order as
I received it.

‘“ Still,” he admitted, “ I don’t suppose
they would look at the transaction ex-
actly in the same light, and they might
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entertain very serious doubts as to the -

honesty of my intentions. )

“I can only hope that they won't fing
out what has been done, and I sha
guard this pawn-ticket as the apple of
my eye until such time as I am able to
turn it in and get the machine once more
in my hands.”

And therewith he carefully put the
pawnbroker’s red slip into his card-case,

and tucked the receptacle safely away in

his breast pocket.

“ By George!” he exclaimed, spring-
ing to his feet and pacing agitatedly
across the floor as a sudden thought ob-
truded itself upon his mind, “ if anything
does go wrong about this business it
means that ‘ yours truly’ will spend the

next two years of hi§ life at Sing Sing! " ;

CHAPTER 1IV.
FROM BLISS TO MISERY.

A~oTHER day passed in a fruitless
search for work. What demon of ill
luck was it dogging his footsteps, Win-
ters wondered, which cut him off from
all opportunity, when Brewster and Mc-
Kay had each landed with such little
difficulty ?

‘He came home tired out, heart-sick,
and blue as indigo over his prospects.

If he could have consulted his own
inclinations, the last place he would ever
have thought of going would be to a
wedding. He would be like a shadow
of gloom, he told himself, passing
through those gay and festive scenes.

But when, togged out in evening dress
and looking as irreproachably prosper-
ous as any of the others, he really ar-
rived at the house, he found for some in-
explicable reason that his spirits took a
decided upward lift.

The lights and the flowers and the
music, the shifting rainbow groups of
richly gowned and beautiful women. the
careless laughter and the touch-and-go
conversation, the entire atmosphere of
wealth and indulgence—all this appealed
to his luxuryv-loving soul.

After he had helped himself to some
of the imported cigars and other good
things which lay about in profusion, he
forgot his troubles for the time being
and joined with as much zest as any-






that little victory -alone was

“Well,
worth more than the fifty he swindled
me out of,” thought Winters elatedly,
as he saw the other stalk, vanquished,

from the field. “ I guess before I get
through collecting from him, he will find
it would have been cheaper to pay up at
the start, and be done with it.”

He quite forgot that, as in all such
evening up of scores, there is a new debt
contracted—a debt of hatred, malice,
and rage which McKay would be only
too willing to repay.

Flushed with his present success,
though, and absorbed in the charming
girl at his side, he paid no heed to any
warning premonitions which his guar-
dian angel might have whispered in his
ar; but dismissed McKay and all such
unpleasant subjects from his thoughts,
and permitted himself to bask unre-
strained in the enjoyment of the moment.

Every second he spent in Bernice Ran-
som’s company was a delight to him.
The cares and anxieties which had been
oppressing him for the past week now
seemed a thousand miles away. And
when at last parting from her at her
door, he leaned back luxuriously in her
father’s automobile to be conveyed home,
he felt as happy as a king.

Why should he not, he asked himself,
when she had shown such signal evidence
of her interest in him? She had not only
devoted herself to him throughout the
evening, but she had also irivited him to
call, and had asked him for his address
in order that she might be able to send
him cards for any social event taking
place at her house.

His heart swelling high in triumph,
he drew a cigar from his pocket and
smoked it with a lordly air, as he rolled
swiftly along through the midnight
streets.

But just then something occurred to
disturb his complacency, and recall him
to the precarious condition of his affairs.

As the automobile turned a corner, he
glanced out of the window to see what
part of town they had reached, and there
beheld the establishment at which he had
rented the type\vnter the day before, with
its garish sign, Typewriters of all kinds
for sale or rent,” still in the window.

With a quick exclamation he reached
in his pocket to make sure the pawn-
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ticket was still safe. Then he gave a
gasp of consternation.

His card-cases was gone!

CHAPTER V.
IN THE HANDS OF THE ENEMY.

WINTERs, as may be imagined, did
not sleep much that night; and if upon
occasion he did drift off, worn out by
speculation and worry, into an uneasy
slumber; almost instantly he would be
awake again, starting up in a quivering
tremor from some dream of having a
policeman clutch him by the shoulder,
or of seeing himself attired in stripes,
lock-stepping it along in a file of march-
ing prisoners.

As soon as he decently could, he hur-
ried around to the house of the previous
evening’s festivities to inquire if his card-
case had been dropped there; but ithe
disappointing answer was returned that
no article of its description had been
found.

He had already, of course, searched
and researched his pockets many -times,
and ere he had permitted - ithe automobile
to depart the night before, he had ran-
sacked it from crank to number-plate
without avail; vet, where else could he
possibly have mislaid or lost it? '

He knew that the card-case had been
in his pocket when he went to the wed-
ding; for not only had he been partic-
ularly circumspect about transferring it
from his business suit to his evening
clothes, but he also remembered having
produced it while there in order to pencil
his address for Miss Ransom upon one
of his cards. ‘

His chief terror, it should be ex-
plained, w3s lest some person sheuld find
the thing, and return it to McKay; for
unfortunately the case had once belonged
to the latter, having been given to Win-
ters during their days of comradeship,
and it still bore stamped in gilt letters
upon the cover the name of its former
owner, “R. D. McKay.”

If it should come into his possession,
Winters had no hope but that he would
exam:ine the contents; and with that ac-
cusing pawn-ticket for a clue, it would
not take a crooked mind such as his long
to figure out just what had been done.
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“My maid found it this morning,
caught in one of the pleats of my gown,”
she explained. “ You laid it in my lap,
you remember, when you took out your
card, and it must have slipped down and
got fastened in some way without either
of us noticing it.”

‘““And have you the case with you
now?” eagerly demanded Winters.

“No,” and his vaulting spirits came
to earth again with a dull thud. “I
supposed of course from the name upon
it that it belonged to Mr. McKay, and
sent it at once to him.”

“McKay?” with a groan.

“Yes,” unheeding his agitation; “ but
that will make no difference. He is in
the house now, and I can get it for you
from him in three minutes.”

She touched a bell, and when the
servant appeared directed him to ask Mc-
Kay for the card-case; then she sat down
and tried to engage her visitor in conver-
sation, while Lockwood, palpitating be-
tween hope and fear, 'scarcely knew
whether he was answering Greek or
Choctaw to her queries.
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There was just one chance for him; it
might be that McKay, for some reason,
had failed to inspect the contents of the
case, and if so, all would yet be well.

Imagine, then, the anxiety with which
he awaited the return of her emissary;
but when the curtains at the drawing-
room door at last parted, it was ‘to admit
not the servant, but McKay himself.

With an evil leer upon his face, he ad-
vanced toward Winters and held out the
lost card-case.

“This is yours, I believe,” he said.
“T trust you will find that the contents
are intact.”

Winters gave a hurried glance through
the compartments, then drew himself up,
and although his face was white as
death, he met the other’s curious glance
full and fair. ‘

‘“ Quite so,” he answered dryly. “I
have to thank you for your excellent
stewardship.”

But even while he spoke, his heart lay
like a stone in his breast; for he had
recognized that the pawnbroker’s red
slip was missing!

(To be continued.)

WHEN ANN HELD THE ENEMY.

By MABEL GERTRUDE DUNNING.

A case of “his old college chum,” and the diamonds in the table-drawer.

RRRRRR—! The buzzer in the
hall sounded lustily, as though
pressed from without by a vigorous hand.
Ann Gordon, startled a bit by the sud-
den intrusion of noise into her quiet little
apartment, laid aside her sewing and
moved quickly to the door. '

“That must be Grace,” she told her-
self, as she walked through the long hall-
~way which connected the door of en-
trance with the living-room at the other
end. “She said she would probably
stop in this afternoon, on her way to the
club.”

She opened the door quickly with a
smile of anticipation and saw before her,
not her sister, but a man, young and with
a frank, pleasant face, his hand just lift-
ed to press the button a second time.

Ann’s look of anticipation changed to

one of question as the stranger lifted his
hat smilingly.

“Is this Mrs. Gordon, Mrs. Bert Gor-
don?" he inquired.

Ann nodded affirmatively.

“Well, I'm right glad to know you,
Mrs. Gordon,” the other went on. “I'm
one of the '99 Harvard boys; in fact, -
Bert and I were special chums. I am
Will Bettison,” and with an engagingly
ingenuous smile he extended a hand into
which Ann, completely charmed by his
wholesome, unaffected -cordiality, placed
her own.

“T don't recall your name, Mr. Betti-
son,” she said, “but I am always glad
to welcome any of the '99 boys for Bert's
sake. Won't you _g¢ome in? Bert is not
at home vyet, but surely I can entertain
you until he comes.”
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She opened the door wider, and he
followed her through the long hallway
to the cheerful living-room.

Ann Gordon had been married about
six months. Her husband, manager of
a large business concern in lower New
York, was a graduate of class '99, Har-
vard, and it was while v1smng her
brotﬁer, a member of class ’05, that she
had met Gordon, who had retumed to
spend a few days in revisiting the old
haunts of his college days.

The romance began in the historic
town of Cambridge had culminated in
marriage, and since their return from
their wedding journey abroad the two
had been cozily settled in a conveniently
located apartment in Brooklyn.

For many years Bert had been inter-
ested in the buyving and selling of dia-
monds. The sparkling gems seémed to
have a fascination for him impossible to
be resisted. Even in his college days he
had given evidence of his admiration for
the stones, and had he been a wealthy
man he would probably have been the
owner of a famous collection. As it
was, however, he had to be content with
buying them, keeping them awhile, and
then selling them, usually at a gain.

Thus, outside of his own business, he
was becoming known as a diamond
broker also.

To Ann, the sudden appearance of a
college chum of her husband at her door
did not seem a strange or unusual pro-
ceeding. She had heafd much from
Bert of his escapades and good times
with the rest of the boys, and had
listened to reminiscences of so many dif-
ferent members of his class that their
names had become unknown quantities
to her.

They were generally referred to as
Tippy, Husky, or Block. Many of
them she had met at her own wedding,
where a large force had turned out; but
in the excitement of that important
event she had not noticed any one of
them particularly.-

“1 don’t remember having heard Bert
speak your name, Mr. Bettison,” she
said, when they were comfortably seated,
her guest having laid aside his hat and
coat, ‘“ but if you should tell me whether
you are Husky, Tippy, or Block, I
should probably place you at once.”
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He laughed heartily.

“Oh, I'm ‘ Husky.” So Bert has told
you all about our good times together.
I met him first at the clubhouse where
[ was being initiated, and I remember
distinctly being told by him to get down
on the floor and scramble like an egg,
and in my frantic endeavors to do so I
sprained my wrist. Evidently, I scram-
bled well, for I was admitted to the club.

“T got ‘hunk’ with him, though, by
makmg him polish the brass fire-shov els,
tongs, and hod in my room for one
month when we initiated him into our
fraternity. Those were good times.
Eight years ago, they happened, and I
haven't seen Bert but once since then.
I just couldn’t resist the temptation of
looking you up to-day on my way to
Washington.”

“I'm sure Bert will be delighted to
sce you. He’s always glad to welcome
‘ the boys’ to our modest home.”

“When do you expect him in, Mrs.
Gordon? He has kept right on with the
clectric company. I hear. By the by,
is he still under the spell of diamonds?
We used to call him ‘ Diamond Dick’ at
college. The stones seemed to be a per-
fect craze with him.”

“Yes, he buys and sells quite exten-
sively now, and has handled some very
valuable specimens. It worries me some-
times to have them here, because they are
so costly. You know, he always keeps
them a short time before selling them,”
Ann explained.

With an air of surprise Bettison an-
swered: “ You don't mean he leaves val-
uable stones here in this apartment? I
should say that was a very careless thing
to do. Modern flats are so easily en-
tered and stripped of valuables that one
cannot be too cautious. However, I
suppose old ‘ Diamond Dick’ knows his
own business best.”

Ann shook her head. She had very
often remonstrated with her husband
about his carelessness in that respect, but
he seemed to have no fear of any one
entering the apartment, so she was be-
ginning to lose her timidity:

“You have such a pretty little home
here, Mrs. Gordon. If I were asked to
describe it, I should call it heartsome.
It seems to have absorbed some of the
personality of its owners,” and Bettison















THE BATTLE

And as he was not disposed to reply
immediately, the other man went on,
his voice losing its humorous quality as
he proceeded.

“If T was you I wouldn’t talk none
ahout havin’ this young lady arrested.
I seen the whole thing, and it was a
fair fight.”

He turned to Anne politely.

“If anybody Dbothers you, sissy, refer
'em to me. I seen the whole thing, and
it was a right fair fight.”

“ There is nothing left to do now but
starve,” said Anne glumly to herself as
she climbed the two flights of stairs to the
community bedroom that evening.

The two other girls were at supper,
and so once more she had the place to
herself.

She dropped disconsolately to the edge
of her cot and buried her face in-her
hands.

“1 believe—I almost believe I wish
I were dead,” she half whispered. “I'd
as soon die as have to live in this place,
anyway.”

The idea frightened her, and with a
great mental effort she shook herself free
of it.

The position she was in, however, was
really desperate.

There was Howard Keating, to be
sure. Was it possible, she asked herself,
that she preferred to die or starve rather
than marry him? Was it dislike of him
that made her refuse his offer?

Anne knew that it wasn’t. It was just
pure loyalty to Howard himself. She
couldn’t marry him when she didn’t love
him. It would be too dishonorable.

There were a week’s wages due her
from Hardman & Henry, but it was im-
possible to go back for them after what
had happened. Nobody outside of Mr.

Hardman and the Western stranger
knew the truth, but everybody else
guessed it.

Anne’s embarrassed and silently ex-
cited manner was in itself suggestive.
While she was hurriedly getting into her
hat and jacket she noticed the look which
flashed from Miss Jackson to the junior
member of the firm and back again with
swift understanding.

There was something else which curi-
ously enough in the press of the moment
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she noticed, too. This was a spar-
kling new ring on the third finger of
Miss Jackson’s left hand. It was so ex-
actly like the ring that Dick had given
her when they were betrothed that her
heart throbbed painfully with sudden
memory.

She had not long to speculate about
her misfortunes, however, for shortly her:
two roommates came clattering up the
stairs to dress for the evening. It was
the first time Anne had had a look at
them, and her main reason for determin-
ing to be friendly was to secure their
permission to have the windows open
at night.

They were both very young girls with
tired, factory-ridden bodies and anemic
complexions. Anne remembered the
type well, for she had walked with it
that first morning on her way to work.

They greeted her with good-natured
indifference, which was a grateful change
from the impertinent curiosity of the
grizzled old ladies at breakfast.

“You'd better hurry down,” the
younger one said, noting Anne’s drooping
shoulders and wan face. * Mis’ Bevis
don’t keep dinner waiting after seven
for nobody.”

“Thank you,” replied Anne politely.
“I'm not hungry. My head aches.”

“You ought'a eat something. It'll do
your head good,” said the other girl.

She had slipped off her waist and skirt
preparatory to washing, and Anne no-
ticed that her worn undergarment. which
was pinned together on one shoulder by
a huge safety-pin to save the necessary
stitch in time, was elaboratély trimmed
with lace and pink ribbon. There was
a safety-pin at the waistband of her
skirt, too.

Yet in spite of her numerous pins this
young person had about her that same
indefinable air that had characterized
Miss Jackson, the self-assured young
stenographer, and Tom Goodwin, of the
Comet—the air of belonging to something
and being able to take care of oneself.
Anne could mend beautifully, but at that
moment she would have exchanged her
accomplishment for this other girl’s calm
self-assurance, safety-pins and all.

“ Nettie, go down and get the young
lady a cup of tea,” the girl exclaimed,
with some difficulty, to be sure, since her
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think T should care to ‘ work out.’ either
—mnotwithstanding that I ‘look the
art'.”

“All right,” answered Louise lightly
as the two girls were leaving the room.

She ignored Anne’s unspoken disdain.

“““ But if you change vour mind any
time this week,” she continucd, ““let me
know and I'll speak to Mis’ Bevis for
you. It's awful hard to get anything to
do if you haven’t got experience.”

This last statement was the Dbitter
truth, as Anne knew well enough. One
thing, at least, she had had plenty of
experience in, and that was job-hunting.

The next morning she bought a paper
and started her quest anew.

The task was the more disheartening
because she chanced to run across Dick-
son Calthoun’s name in glancing hastily
through the society column. He had re-
turned from Palm Beach and was once
miore in New York.

Curiously, as. it happened, side by
side with Dick’s name was record-
ed the arrival in New York from
Palm DBeach of Mrs. James Masters
Derrick, James Masters Derrick, Jr., and
‘Miss Rosamund Derrick. There was a
terse comment that these comprised the
family of that unique creature Jim Der-
rick, the Silver King and railroad finan-
cier, and that they were prepared to bom-
bard New York’s Smart Set, if not with
gold, at least with silver, which, if you
have enough of it, does quite as well as
the costlier metal.

Baccaras Central, by the way, had
fallen off in popularity since last she
saw it quoted, and the headlines of the
paper screamed with a newer and more
thrilling sensation. It was the shocking
suicide of some girl-creature who for
good reasons of her own found life in-
supportable.

She had blown out her brains with a
revolver. The coroner’s jury would try
to prove that the gun had been presented
to her for the purpose by a well-known
man-about-town.

Anne’s soul sickened as she Driefly
glanced over the details. She wondered
what it was like—to blow out your brains
—and whether the girl really had been
what the paper said she was.

Somehow, when a girl killed herself
they always brought up some such story.
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Might she not have been merely sick?
Or discouraged, perhaps. to the verge of
desperation ?

Then she saw to her surprise that this
girl who had killed herself lived but two
doors from Mrs. Bevis's brownstone
boarding-house. Only fifty feet away
another girl whose misery was greater
than hers, whose despair was hopeless,
had chosen to blow out her brains rather
than face the unequal struggle any
longer.

Anne tramped the city over all through
that long, wretched day, on her hunt for
employment. Two things only did she
think of—Dickson Calhoun. returning
sun-browned and debonair from his
Florida outing to make the smiling round
of teas and dinners; and of the girl who
in the very spring-time of things had lain
down to die with a cruel revolver pressed
to her temple.

On her way back to the boarding-house
that night she stopped at the dingy little
florist shop on the corner and bought a
bunch of lilies-of-the-valley, paying for
them with pennies and nickles and dimes
raked up from the depths of her almost
empty pursc.

She thrust the purse back into her
pocket with the sharp reflection that the
small sum she had rifled it of was in-
consequential, since all in all her finances
were at the lowest possible ebb.

She passed the boarding-house and ven-
tured to the front door of the house be-
yond. Crape was hanging from the
bell and the window-shades were closely
drawn.

Anne shrunk back from contact with
the swaying strip of cloth and raised her
hand to knock ‘at the door. but before she
could do so it was opened suddenly and
a man came out.

To Anne’s amazement he was a man
she knew well, or rather had known in
the old days. He was Dick’s chum,

Anne shrank back against the side of
the vestibule and the man stared at her.
Then he went white to the nostrils,
jerked his hat down over his eves, and
without any greeting save a muttered
apology. fairly ran by her down the steps
into the street.

A colored girl stood in the hall re-
garding Anne uncertainly, until the lat-
ter advanced and mutely presented her
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offering. Then she took the flowers with
a word of thanks.

“TI live in the next house but this,”
Anne explained, “and I was terribly
shocked to read about—about it.”

“Yas’'m,” said the colored girl, appar-
ently unmoved, waiting for Anne to
finish.

“Will you put them—with her?”
Anne continued softly.

“Yas'm,” said the girl, whose vocab-’

ulary seemed limited, out of keeping with
the intelligence of her big black eyes.

Some one had entered by the street-
door. In the dim light Anne thought
it was the man she had seen go out of
the house but a moment before.

Then she realized with a start of sur-
prise that the newcomer was none other
" than the newspaper reporter, Tom Good-
win.

“Well, of all that's—what are you
doing here?” he exclaimed, grasping her
wrist. ‘““ Miss Gravestock—what has
called you into this house?”

He spoke with tense earnestness and
Anne quailed under the fire of his eyes.

She pointed with her free hand to the
bunch of flowers.

“I brought them,” she said. * Was
there anything so wrong in that?”

He dropped her hand.

“ No, I suppose not,” he muttered.

Then he turned to the colored maid,
who was on the point of slipping down
the hall. :

“ Wait a minute—you.
don been here to-day?”

The girl’s eyes widened with a look of
innocent wonder. She shook her head
slowly. .

“ No, sah,” she replied.

Anne’s questioning gaze flew from
Goodwin to the colored girl and back
again. “ You don’t mean Craig Gordon,
do you? " she asked breathlessly.

“Yes, I do,” said the young reporter
bluntly.

Anne’s eyes flashed.

“ That gentleman who left the house
five minutes ago was Mr. Gordon,” she
said to the round-eyed fabricator.

The girl shook her head stubbornly.

“1 didn’t see no gen’leman go outa
dis yere house,” she said, suddenly awa-
kened to vigorous speech. ‘I been at-
tendin’ to my work, I have.”

Has Mr. Gor-
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With this parting sally she disappeared
through a portiere-hung door, leaving
young Goodwin and Anne to make the
best of the deserted hall.

“What has Craig Gordon got to do
with this?” Anne demanded earnestly
when they were alone. ‘It can’t be pos-
sible that—it isn’t true—"

He stopped her with a gesture.

“It’s both possible and true,” he said
quietly. “Only I'm sorry that you of
all persens had to find it out. However,
I don’t think he went so far as to tell her
to kill herself.”

Anne shuddered and pressed her hand-
kerchief in her lips to conceal their trem-
bling.

She was grateful for the touch of
young Goodwin’s hand. All uncon-
sciously he had grasped her wrist again
and was stroking her fingers softly.

The smell of flowers about the closed
rooms was overpowering, and the un-
canny knowledge that just beyond those
clinging curtains lay the self-slain young
creature who but yesterday was pulsating
with vigorous life swept Anne with that
same sickening sense of misery she had
endured intermittently through the past
twenty-four hours.

“You must come away from here,”
said Tom Goodwin, noting her pallor
and agitation. ‘ Tell me where you live.
I'll walk home with you.”

“Live? Home?” Anne echoed the
words with a bitter little laugh that was
more eloquently expressive of her feel-
ings than tears. :

“1 don’t live,” she said simply. ‘At
present I'm existing—it’s two doors from
here in a boarding-house for °ladies
only.” No man would endure it, I sup-
pose. Oh, and I may as well tell you
that I've left Hardman & Henry's—it
might please you to know.”

“Look here, Miss Gravestock,” said
the reporter sternly, ‘“if I've interfered
with you it’s been for your own good
and because—because—well, I want to
tell you something. Do you know what
you are?> You're a ghost, and you're
haunting me shamefully. I can’t attend

_ to my work properly for thinking of you

and wondering what dreadful thing is
going to happen to you next. You can't
imagine the shock it gave me to find you
here. I'm all unnerved.”
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He took both of her hands and looked
straight into her eyes pleadingly.

“ There’s only one way I know of to
lay the ghost properly—"

He paused again and Anne's eyes wa-
~ vered and fell from his searching gaze.

“ There's only one way,” he repeated
doggedly, ““ and you've got to do it.”

““Do what?” she faltered.

* Marry me.”

CHAPTER X
A LAST RESORT.

ArTER Anne had refused Tom Good-
win's offer of marriage and was once
more alone with her thoughts in the ugly
bedroom which she shared with Louise
and Nettie, she wondered why she had
done it.

What was it that held her back? Some
Quixotic allegiance to that other love
who had forsaken her, possibly.

Tom Goodwin was not tall and elegant
looking as was Dickson Calhoun, nor
aristocratic like Howard Keating, whom
blood as well as training had fitted for
the services he rendered society. Lvery
line of Tom’s square, strong body pro-
claimed the fact that he was built for
wear and not for ornament.

He was keen-eyed, his hair was sandy,
and he wore a small mustache—some-
_ thing that Anne had thought she espe-
cially detested. VYet it was not out of
keeping with young Goodwin’s make-up,
and added to his strength rather than de-
tracted from it.

He never drawled nor dawdled, as did
the men of that other world to which
Anne once belonged. He was action
personified, keen, clever, capable, and
the soldier of his own fortune. )

Anne knew without being told that he
stood well with his paper. She remem-
bered, too, seeing his name occasionally
in the better magazines, and she thrilled
with a little sense of pride that he had
asked her to marry him.

“ If Dick had been a man like that—"
she said to herself, and .then stopped
short.

What if Dick had been a man like
that? There was the difference of the
Poles between Dickson Calhoun and
Tom Goodwin; they hadn’t a thing in
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common. Would the old Anne have
been capable of appreciating a man like
Tom Goodwin? Would she have under-
stood his point of view?

“I think I must be growing,” she
thought, and then suddenly: “ 1 wonder
if people ever grow when their hearts are
dead?” :

A little later on: ‘I shall always love
Dick, even if he is unworthy. A girl
who shifts about in her love affairs is
unworthy herself. Besides, Tom
is too genuine. It wouldn’t be fair to
him to give him half a heart. .
Nonsense, anyway. You can't fall in
love with a person you've only seen four °
times in your life. . . . And I'm
not in love with him. If he should die
to-morrow—uvell, if he showld die to-
morrow, I dare say I would feel lonely.
It's nice to know that he thinks of me.”
That night, indeed, she was almost over-
powered by a terrific sense of loneliness
because she had sent him away. It
amounted nearly to panic.

She craved human nearness, the touch
of her own kind. Even though she was
tired to desperation, she went out after
dinner and walked for #n hour. But the
streets in that neighborhood were un-
pleasantly crowded with the poorer class
of foreigners.

_They cluttered the sidewalks, chatter-
ing unintelligibly, and smelling unpleas-
antly of garlic. Misery, too, was
abroad on that damp spring evening as,
indeed, it always is in a great city. The
crowding people, the dirt, the clatter of
the late trucks, and the nervous clang
of trolleys made the place unendurable.

Once a very voung girl passed her,
reeling unsteadily and humming the
chorus of a topical song. She was
pretty, with fair hair and pink cheeks.
But her skirts were mud-draggled, and
her breath was tainted strongly with the
rank smell of cheap liquor.

Anne turned to look after the girl
with helpless pity.

The whole thing was horrible. And
yet, this was humanity—the coarsest,
roughest strata, to be sure, but still hu-
manity, to be fought for, reclaimed, and
won from the depths of its own degrada-
tion.

She clasped her hands impotently, for-
getting for the moment her own personal
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minedly. “If it's still open I'll take it
—and be glad of the chance!”

Then she turned over, pulled the sheet
up to keep the glare of the light from
her eyes, and went to sleep again.

CHAPTER XI.
ANNE AS A SERVANT.

© It would seem that all the greatest
crises of life are developed unexpectedly.

Anne Gravestock, erstwhile daughter
of a millionaire, present pauper, and
future lady’s-maid, pinched herself to be
sure that it was really she who sat beside
Mrs. Beeks in the railway train two morn-
ings later.

They flew through the long, stuffy tun-
nel—which, somehow, under present
conditions, seemed twice as noxious as
cver before—past Harlem and High
Bridge, around the corner at Spuyten
Duyvil,.and up the smooth stretch of
glorious Hudson, to their ultimate desti-
nation at Scarborough.

Behind the housekeeper and the lady’s-
maid, who sat together by virtue of social
precedence and because there were not
seats enough for the housekeeper to sit
alone, were the others.

There was the butler, fresh out of
England with a coat of sunburn from
the sea-voyage intensifying the natural
ruddy hue of his complexion; two young
footmen, who had deserted a Newport
ménage for one nearer the Great White
Way ; six maids, two of them pretty and
Swedish, two of them pretty and Irish,
and two of them plain and English; the
clever, fat ‘“lady-cook” and her three
assistants; and a man’s man, who took
himself so seriously that none but the
housekeeper had sufficient courage to ad-
dress him.

Anne leaned her head back against the
cushioned seat with a perplexed sigh and
closed her eyes to shut out the landscape.

The last time she had gone over this
route was to attend a hop at West Point.
She remembered they went to Fishkill
and crossed over on the ferry. There had
been a boy at the hop with nice eyes and a
clever, kind mouth, who talked a lot about
his sisters and what he expected to
achieve in the world. He had wanted
Anne to meet his sisters. -
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But she neve® did meet them, because
shortly afterward came the crash, her
father’s death, and, finally, this.

It was all rather pitiful, and because
she could not remember the name of the
boy two little tears trickled frem under
Anne’s closed cyelids and rolled unheed-
ed down her checks.

The housekeeper did not see, for her
face was turned toward the window.

It was plain, indeed, that as far as this
new venture was concerned, Anne was a
passive tool in the hands of circum-
stances.

She had been denied other employment
at every turn of the wheel. There was
no place for the unskilled or inex-
perienced worker in offices or factories.
The position of servant in a rich man’s
house had been hers without the asking.
She had been fairly pushed into it.

Only one thing did Mrs. Bevis and the
new housekeeper ask her, and that was
“Do you understand the "duties of a
lady’s-maid? " She had replied mutely
with a nod, and the wages of thirty dol-
lars a month, with board, scemed munifi-
cent. '

But it had come none too soon.

The purchase of flowers for the girl
who had killed herself—small as the sum
was—left Anne’s pocketbook almost
empty. Four days’ board was due Mrs.
Bevis, beside the intelligence-office com=
mission.

And there was no money, plebeian as
the situation was, to pay for what she
owed ! )

It was Louise, watching her make
ready to go, who divined her secret, and
who, also, suggested a practical way out
of the difficulty.

From the corner of her eye she saw
Anne search her hand-bag over and over
again to make sure that no stray bill lay
hidden in some forgotten corner.

Finally Louise could bear no longer
the white tragedy of Anne’s face.

“ Haven’t you .anything you can sell
or pawn? " she asked, with irritation cal-
culated to conceal her genuine anxiety
for Anne’s distress.

“Pawn?” Anne looked up from her
hand-bag wonderingly. * Why—I—I'm
sure I never thought of such a thing.”
Her face flushed warmly. “I shduldn't
care to do it—" ,
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swer to the other's question. “T'll ask
for that much. What do you think? "

“TIt's worth it,” sighed Louise hope-
lessly. “I suppose this dress cost yer
as much as fifty dollars when it was
new.”

“ Yes—it cost as much as that,” re-
plied Anne steadily. She did not add,
as she might have done, “ Fifty dollars
and three hundred more.”

“I suppose it's worth ten dollars.”
Then, after a short pause, she said quick=
ly: “ Look here, I got six dollars I can
spare right now, and I'll send you the
rest, one dollar every week. Don't you
thmk you can manage?”

Again Anne made a rapid mental cal-
culation, and then she said briskly: “I
have to pay three dollars for board and
two for cemmission, and fifty cents to get
my trunks to the train. I've got sixty-
five cents left of my own. If the house-
keeper buys my railroad ticket I think I
can manage—"

“Oh, sure! They always do that. If
she doesn t—"

“ All right,” interrupted Anne, “I'll
chance it, and you needn’t bother about
the other four dollars. You may have
the slippers and the fan, too.”

It hurt her to take the girl’s hard-
earned money. She would have pre-
ferred to give her the gown outright, but
under the circumstgnces there was noth-
ing else to do and Louise was more than
satisfied with the bargain she had made.

The look on Louise’s face and on Net-
tie’s when she had made the younger girl
a present of a silk blouse, came back to
her in memory now, as she sat with closed
eyes in che railway train. It was good
to have done somethmg to make two peo-
ple happier.

She must have dozed a little, for it
seemed that she had on the lace gown

. herself, and was dancing at the West
Point hop with the boy who had such
nice eyes and who wanted her to meet
his sisters. And on one side of the room
sat Dickson Calhoun watching her jeal-
ously, while on the other was Tom Good-
win taking notes of her dress for his
paper.

It was all too ridiculous and she al-
most laughed in the housekeeper’s face
when that excellent person shook her by
the arm.
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“ Come, wake up, we're almost there.
You've slept all the way,” she finished
with more asperity than the occasion
seemed to require.

““Have 1?"” asked Anne, still strug-
gling to repress that hysterical laugh.

“What'’s so funny?” asked the house-
keeper, as she straightened her bonnet

severely.
‘“ Oh, it's nothing. Only a dream I

had. 1 thought I was dancing at a West
Point hop—"
“Indeed!” exclaimed Mrs. Beeks.

“I don’t wonder yeu laughed.”

The housekeeper craned her neck to
get a view of the station as the train came
slowly to a halt.

‘“ There’s the Derrick station-wagon,”
she said, peinting to a new equipage
drawn up beside the platform. T hope
it’ll hold us all.”

“The what—station-wagon?” gasped
Anne, stumbling behind Mrs. Beeks as
they made their way to the door.

“ Mr. Derrick’s,” answered the older
woman, turning back to look at her in
surprise.

“But who is Mr.
what Mr. Derrick—" _

“Mr, James Derrick—the man you're

Derrlck—I mean

going to work for, of course. You
know who you're going to work for, don’t
youp ”

“No, I didn’t know,” said Anne short-
ly, following fast on the housekeeper's
heels down the steps. “ I mnever thought
about it until this minute. There wasn’t
much time to think of anythmg—lt was
all arranged so quickly.”

., Mrs. Beeks looked the lady’s-maid over
anxiously from head to heels.

“You're rather queer, aren’t you?’
she asked. Then a worried line appeared
in her forechead. “TI hope you'll suit—
it was hard enough getting anybody—"

Her speech was cut short by an excited
young man who appeared suddenly
around a corner of the little station.

‘“ They're here, mother—"’ he bawled.

“The scrvants have come! . ., Hello,
Mrs. Beeks. Bully for you! Corraled
the whole bunch, didn’t you? .

Where’s mother’s maud> She’s to go in
the dog-cart with me—Rogers, take the
others to the annex and let the grooms
help you with the luggage.”

His eye ran eagerly down the 51lent
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“Didn’t I tell yvou so?” exclaimed
Mr. Watson exultantly. ‘ That fellow
was a shoplifter and was figuring on
doing a little light-fingered work with
that tray ef diamonds, but I didn’t give
him a chance. Obh, I knew what he was
up to, all right. They can’t fool me. He
gave me this check just for a bluff, be-
cause he saw that I was onto him and
was afraid I might call an officer. He
won’t be back again.”

However, at one o'clock that after-
noon Mr. Gurez walked into the store.

“Is my ring ready for me?” he asked.

Mr. Watson gazed at him in amaze-
ment. To him the man’s nerve was mon-
umental.

“Well!” he exclaimed, ‘you’re cer-
tainly a cool one to come back here after
offering me that check.”

“IWhat’s the matter with the check?”
demanded Mr. Gurez in surprise.

“You know very well what the mat-
#er is. It is no good. I sent one of my
clerks around to the bank with it, and
they have never heard of you there.”

“No good? What are you talking
Let me see the check, please.”

" _Mr. Watson produced it from his pock-

etbook, where he had placed it for the
purpose of showing it to his friends at
the club as Exhibit A of his prowess as a
detective.

Mr. Gurez examined the check care-
fully, and then chuckled.

“Well, I don’t blame you for being
suspicious,” he laughed. “I made a mis-
take. I haven’t carried an account with
that bank for a year. but I happened
to have one of their checks in my bill-
book and used it to-day by mistake. I
am sorry if it has caused any trouble or
misunderstanding. However, I happen
to have enough money with me now and
will pay vou cash for the ring.”

He produced a roll of bills from his
pocket and counted out one hundred dol-
lars, which he handed to Mr. Watson.

The confused but still suspicious jew-
eler took the money and counted it over,
carefully examining each bill, to be sure
it was not a counterfeit. The money was
good.

“YVell now, I am very sorry, but when
we found that that check was worthless
we decided—er—that is, we didn’t en-

grave the ring.”
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“ Didn’t engrave it?> Why, man, I've
got to u=e.that ring this afternoon.”

“1 am very sorry, sir,” said Mr, Wat-
son humbly. *We can engrave it so you
can have it the first thing in the morn-
ing. if that will do.”

“No, I can’t wait.
afternoon.”

“You might take it now, and then re-
turn it later and have it engraved,” sug-
gested the jeweler hopefully.

“Well, yves, I might do that—I sup-
pose I will have to.”

“We will be glad to engrave it any
time you can conveniently bring it
around.”

“Very well, I will bring the ring back
in the course of a week,” answered Mr.
Gurez.

Mr. Watson wrapped up the ring and
handed it over to him and Mr. Gurez
left the store, while the humiliated jew-
eler slunk into his private office to avoid
the snickers of his amused clerks.

That night at the club. however, he
had so far recovered his spirits that the
old instinct to brag about his shrewdness
caused him to ralate the incident to his
friends, with appropriate fabrications.

“That fellow was a crook, all right,”
he concluded. ‘I have an idea that
after he gave me that check he got to
worrying for fear I would have him ar-
rested for forgery, and in order to get
it back he returned to the store and
bought the diamond. He must have
known how shrewd I am and didn't dare
leave the check in my hands.”

“What did vou say the fellow’s name
was? " inquired Mr. Billings, who was
teller of the Brighton National Bank,
which Mr. Watson patronized.

“Gurez. O. Gurez.”

“1 thought so,” smiled Mr. Billings.
“Watson, you've been buncoed. That
man came into our bank about two
o'clock this afternoon and cashed a check
for one hundred dollars. We accepted
it because it had your indorsement on the
back.”

“ My—my—indorsement ! " stammered
Mr. Watson blankly.

“Yes, and you’ll have to make good
for the check in consequence,” laughed
Mr. Billings.

“And another thing,” he added,
“while I was checking over the paper

I must have it this

’
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more or less responsible for the girl's dis-
appearance.

“I'll bet that red-head is at the bot-
tom of it,”” he muttered as he walked
toward his father’s farm. “ T don’t know
why I should thmk S0, but I just feel
that way about it.’

Old man Crary was at work in the
apple-orchard, and the sight of Tom
walking leisurely up the road agitated
him so greatly that he almost fell from
the top of the ladder on which he was
perched.

“ Come here, you! " he yelled. “ Come
here at once! I've got a few things to
say to you!”

With a calmness which added to the
rage of the angry farmer, Max walked
through the erchard and faced his father
as the latter stepped from the ladder.

““Where've you been all night, you
young leafer? ” yelled the elder Crary, as
an opening shot.

“I slept at the Macombers’,” replied
Max, unabashed. _

“You slept at the Macombers’, did
you? And what d’yer mean by sleeping
anywhere except under my roof, eh?
And what d'yer mean by your disgraceful
carryings-on last night at Si Merriweath-
er's? What do you mean by it?”

“Now, see here, dad,” replied Max,
“I know you're mad clean through, but
please let’s not have any row to-day. I'm
feeling miserable enough as it is.

“I'm sorry for some of the things I
said last night. I had no right to give
the lie to May Hamlin and Gus Mar-
lowe, for I've since learned that they
were telling the truth. But I’'m not a
bit sorry for what I said to Si Merri-
weather, for I still think he’s responsible
for Hildegarde’s disappearance.”

“You insolent cub!” roared the old
man, not a bit mollified. “I suppose
yow'll next be accusing me of stealing
the gal.”

Max shook his head.

“I don't think that you'd be capable
of such a dastardly trick, father,” he
said.

‘“Oh, you don’t, eh? Well, that’s very
good of you,” sneered the elder Crary.
“T'm much obliged for your good opin-
ion of me, my son. It’s really most flat-
tering to learn that you think so highly
of me. It's too darned bad you ain’t
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got as good an opinion of your future fa-
ther-in-law. And so you really think that
Si stole the gal, eh?”

“Yes, I do. Of course. I don’t think
that he took her away himself, but I
think he’s responsible for the kidnap-
ing.”

.“You're a great thinker,” sneered the
old man. ‘‘ Some day you'll have an at-
tack of brain fever if you keep on that
way, my son. And supposing, just for
the sake of argument, that Si has stolen
the gal, what’s it got to do with you?”

He had forced himself to speak calmly
up to this point, but now he suddenly
turned upon his son with flushed face
and blazing eyes and repeated the ques-
tion in a voice that sounded like the
roar of an angry bull.

“What in thunder has it got to do
with you?” he yelled. “ Tell me that.
What business is it of yours what's be-
come of the gal? What is she to you,
I should like to know?”

“I've told you what she is to me,” re-
plied Max quietly. ‘‘She’s the girl I'm
going to marry.”

‘“Silence!” roared the old man.
“Don’t you dare to say such words to
me. Ain't I told you that you're going
to marry Si Merriweather’s gal? Ain’t
I told you that you're not to have any-
thing more to do with Hildy Crandall?"”

- “Yes, I know you've told me that, fa-

ther,”” said Max, looking his father
straight in the eyes. ‘‘ But this is one of
the cases where I can’t do as you tell me. g
I've got to find Hildy before I do an-
other thing. In fact, I want to ask you as

a special favor that you excuse me from
work on the farm until I do find her.”

This request. propounded in a most
matter-of-fact tone, so affected the old
man that his eyes almost started out of
his head and he appeared to be on the
verge of a fit.

“ What's that? " he roared. ‘‘ Say that
again I just dare you to say that
again.”

‘You might as well give me permls-
sion,” the young man continued, quite .
oblivious of the other’s rage, “ because if ]
you don’t I shall go anyway. I can’t'
be working here while Hildy may be
facing all sorts of dangers. I've got to
find her if it takes a year.”

By a great effort old Crary managed
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Hiram. I haven’t any doubt that the

gal has run away and got married, as the

telegram says. You'd better stay here,

and let Max 8o alone. He'll find her,

if anybody can.’ *
Max nodded.

“Yes, I can get along all right by my- '

self. You stay here, Mr. Macomber.
You can’t afford to neglect the farm at
this time of the year. Whichever way
things turn out, I'll let you know at
once.”

To this the farmer finally yielded.

“ Do you need any money, my boy?”

he asked. ‘“You'll let me finance this
expedition, I hope.”

“ No, thanks. I've got seventy dol-
lars.”

‘“Seventy dollars! That ain’t enough.
It costs almest that much to buy a meal
in New York. I've visited the thieving
town, and I know what I'm talking
about. Here’s two hundred dollars.
You've got to take it, my lad, and when
it's gone, write to me for sogae more.”

Max took the money. He did not in-
tend to be handicapped in his search for
Hildegarde by lack of funds.

Macomber insisted on driving him

down to the village, and Mrs. Macomber
pressed upon him a substantial-looking
package containing sandwiches and a
bottle of home-made red-currant wine.
" “Just a bite to eat on the train,” the
good woman informed him. “ You'll be
more than hungry by the time you reach
New York.”

On their way down to the village Ma-
comber and Max met Si Merriweather
driving up.

“Hello, Macomber! " the latter yelled,
as the two vehicles passed each other.
“ Any news of your missing gal?"

Macomber whipped up his horse and
drove on without deigning an answer to
this question; for he disliked Si Merri-
weather; and, besides, there was a cer-
tain mocking ring in the latter’s voice
which nettled him.

As for Max, he turned around in his
seat and glared at the red-haired farmer,
who, happening to look back at the same
time, answered the young man’s glare by
a taunting grin.

“7T hate that man,” growled Max to
Macorhber. ‘“ And, despite that tele-
gram, despite all proofs to the contrary,
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I still believe that he’s more or less re-
sponsible for Hildy's disappearance.”

CHAPTER VIIL
AT THE TELEGRAPH-OFFICE.

LooxiNG for a missing persen in New
York City is fully as difficult an under-
taking as loeking for that traditional
needle in a haystack.

Nay, it is much more difficult, for if
you keep persistently at the haystack,
tearing it to pieces and examining every
square inch ef it, you are bound in the
end to find the needle; whereas persons
disappear in the great metropolis and are
never found, desplte the persistent efforts
of the most skilled members of the police
department.

As Max Crary stepped off the train
and looked upon New York for the first
time in his life, he began to realize the
magnitude of the task he had under-
taken.

He alighted at the Grand Central
Station, and as he passed through the
swinging doors of the big terminal and
found himsclf on the sidewalks of crowd-
ed Forty-Second Street, dazed by the rush
and confusion, he gasped in amazement.

“By jingo!"” he exclaimed. * This
must be the busiest street in the world.

‘And it is in this city that I must search

for Hildy! I don’t see how I am ever
going to find her in all these crewds.”"

Drifting with the tide of humanity, he
walked west until he reached Broadway,
and the noise and bustle he encountered
at that busy corner caused him to
realize still more the almost hopeless na-
ture of his task.

Still, he was not the sort of fellow to
e easily discouraged.

The Crarys could trace their ancestry
away back to a famous Scottish warrior
who knew not fear and had never
acknowledged a conqueror. And, after
all, blood will tell.

“If she’s in New York, I'm going to
find her, and that’s all there is to it,”
Max told himself grimly. “ That fellow
in the middle of the road, there, must be
a policeman, I guess. Reckon I'll ask
him for some advice. He may be able
to tell me the best way of starting the
search.”






674

“ Now, don’t get excited, young feller.
Just take it easy. Of course, if the girl's
really been kidnaped, we'll be glad to help
you; but if she’s seen fit to run off with a
feller she iiked better than you, we won't
be able to do anything for you. This ain’t
any department of balm to wounded
hearts we're running, you know. ‘Iell
me, now, have you heard anything from

~the girl since she went away?”

“Yes,” replied Max somewhat sullen-
ly. “ Her folks received a telegram from
her. I can show it to you.”

Mr. Macomber had allowed Max to
have the telegram, thinking that it might
be of use to him in his search for Hildy.

The young man now produced it from
his vest-pocket and handed it to the de-
tective.

The latter having read it, regarded Max
with a glare of indignation.

“So the girl sent her folks this tele-

gram, eh?> Why on carth didn’t you say
so at the start? You've got a nezrve,
young feller, coming here bothering me
with a hot-air yarn about kidnaping when
you knew all the time that there wasn’t
anything to it. Don’t this telegram say as
plain as can be that she’s gone off and
got married? What the devil do you
expect us to do in the matter?”
- “She may have been forced to send
that telegram, or she may not have sent
it at all,” said-'Max, struck with a sud-
den idea. * The man who kidnaped her
may have sent the message and signed
her name to it just to fool us.”

“Humph! Of course that’s a possi-
bility, but it ain’t likely. However, to
set your mind at rest, I'll call up the main
office of the Western Union and find out
what branch office this was sent from.
We'll interview the despatcher who sent
it over the wire, and see if he can remem-
ber who handed in the message. It really
ain't worth while going to all the vbother,
but I'll do it just to accommodate you.”
. The detective went to a telephone and
in a few minutes reappeared.

“I've learned that this message was
sent from th: branch office at Broadway
and Fortieth Street,” he said. ‘‘Come
on. We'll gn up there and see what we
can learn.” -

" They rodz vp-town on a Broadway car
and got off »* Fortieth Street, where they
entered an ofice marked “ Western Un-
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ion.” The despatcher in charge knew the
detective-sergeant, and was willing to give
all the information he could.

“Sure, I remember sending that mes-
sage,” he said. ‘ What's the trouble with
it, sarge? "’

“ Nothing.
handed it in?"

“A man and a woman. They came in
here about seven in the morning. The
woman wrote the message at this desk,
and handed it to me. She told me to be
sure to send it right away, as she was very
anxious that it should reach the other end
as soon as possible.”

“You see,” said the detective-sergeant,
turning triumphantly to Max, “it's just
as I told you. The girl ain’t been kid-

We want to know who

naped. She’s thrown you down and gone

off and ‘married this other fellow.
Cheer up, my lad, and take your medicin¢
like a man.”

CHAPTER IX.
ON A STREET-CAR.

For the first time since her disappear-
ance Max lost faith in Hildegarde Cran-
dall.

Here, apparently, in the testimony of
this telegraph operator was proof posi-
tive that Hildy had voluntarily accom-
panied the man in the red automobile.

It did not seem possible, even to the
prejudiced mind of Max, that a girl
could be forced against her will to write
out a telegram in the presence of a dis«
interested telegraph-clerk and hand it to
the latter with a request that it be sent
without delay, when she easily could
have appealed to him for help, had she
been there under compulsion.

Sick at heart, he left the telegraph-
office anxious to get as far away as pos-
sible from the jeering voice of the de-
tective-sergeant.

The latter winked to the telegraph
operator as Max staggered out of the
place. .

“ There goes another young fool,” he
remarked. ‘“ There’s a .whole lot of
them in this town. It's wonderful what
a chump an otherwise sensible young
man will make of himself over a
woman.

“This guy is from the country,” he
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added. “ He’s stuck on that girl, and
I couldn’t make him Delieve that she’s
handed him a lemon until I brought him
here. He was positive that the girl had
been kidnaped, and that she didn’t send
that telegram. Now he’s convinced of
the truth. Seems to take it pretty hard,
poor chap, doesn’'t he?”

“Yes,” said the clerk with a sym-
pathetic sigh (for he, too, chanced to be
in love). ‘“He looked desperate as he
went out just now. I wonder if he'll
commit suicide?”

“Not him. He ain’t that kind.
Judging by the look on his face, I should
be more ".iclined to say that he’ll. commit
murder—if he ever comes across that
other fellow. And he may get Dleastly
drunk before the day is over. I've seen
men disappointed in love seek to drown
their sorrows that way.”

But Max did not adopt any such
course. He walked moodily along
Broadway for a few blocks, and his
thoughts were very bitter.

It was a clear day, and the sun was
shining brightly; but there was no sun
for the wretched young man. For him
the heavens were draped with funereal
arape, and all the world seemed dark.

But after he had walked several
hiocks, unaware of where he was going
and caring still less, his faith in Hilde-
garde began to return with a rush.

The farther he got away from that
Western Union Telegraph-office and
the cynical detective-sergeant, the more
unreal they appeared to become and the
more preposterous it seemed to doubt the
fidelity of Hildegarde.

He pulled himself together, like a man
who has suddenly awakened from a bad
dream.

‘“ Gee whillikens!” he muttered, sud-
denly horror-stricken. “ What am I do-
ing? Losing faith in that little girl?
What a fool and what a beast I am to
doubt her, even for a single second! I
don’t care what proofs they bring, I
won't believe that she is false.

" After all, how do I know that that
telegraph-office clerk was not lying? He
must take in hundreds of messages in the
course of the day, and it isn't possible
that he should remember who sends them
all. He's probably forgotten who really
did write. this telegram, and when the
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detective asked him he gave the first
answer that occurred to his mind.”

Having arrived at this happy solution
of the problem, Max gave a sigh of relief
and began to pav some attention to his
surroundings.

In his period of abstraction he had
unwittingly left Broadway, and now
found himself on a side street flanked
on either side by a row of brownstone
private houses.

In the window of one of these houses
he observed a sign reading * Table-
Board and Furnished Rooms,” and it
suddenly occurred to him that if he in-
tended to stay in the city it was ad-
visable that he secure board and lodging.

This place appeared to him to Be as
good as any other, so he rang the bell
and interviewed the landlady, with the
result that ten minutes later he found
himself in possession of a neat room on
the third floor and the privilege of ob-
taining meals in the dining-room down-
stairs.

The terms were ten dollars per week,
and, not having any trunks with him, he
was asked to pay a week’s board in ad-
vance.

Max had come to New York with a
deep-laid suspicion of city folks and a
determination to be on his guard in his
financial dealings with them; and he at
first demurred against this proposition.

But, the landlady being firm, he at
length yielded and paid her a crisp ten-
dollar bill, which he took from the
brown leather wallet he carried in his
inside coat-pocket.

Afterward he had good reason to con-
gratulate himself that the landlady had
seen fit to take this means of protecting
herself against financial loss.

Having completed this transaction,
Max went up to his room and began to
map out his future plans.

Of course, he told himself, he must
seek work of some kind. inasmuch as he
had left his father’s roof for good and
all.  Just what kind of wor. he was
prepared to undertake he had no definite
idea; but he felt confident that there
must be plenty of employment in a great
city for a young man of his strength,
regularity of habits, and willingness to
put his shoulder to the wheel.

“The trouble is,” he mused, ‘“-if I get



676
a.job right away, I sha'n’t have any ..ne
to look for Hildy; and I must find her
before I think of anything else. I
reckon the money I have will keep me
for a few weeks, and, while I hate to be
spending it, I guess it’s better, under the
circumstances, not to tie myself up with
a job just now.”

But it was one thing to talk about
finding Hildy and quite another to sct
about the accomplishment of this task.

He was quite at a loss as to how to
continue the search for the missing girl.
In this strange city he was forced to
acknowledge ‘he was as helpless as a
baby.

The police having refused to give hiin
any assistance, to whom should he next
appeal for aid?

He could not go from street to street
shouting the name of Hildy at the top
of his voice, in the hope that she might
hear and answer him.

Neither was it practicable for him to
inquire of everybody he met whether any
had chanced to see a pretty girl with
brown hair and eyes and rosy cheeks who
answered to the name of Hildegarde
Crandall.

In the country, when a cow or a horse
strayed away in search of pastures new,
such a course was perfectly logical ; but
he realized that if he attempted any such
thing in New York he would soon be de-
clared insane and locked up for safe-
keeping.

He had at first thought it would be
easy to trace the red automobile by its
color; but, to his dismay, he had found
upon his arrival in the city that red auto-
mobiles. were quite plentiful in the New
York streets.

~uddenly a brilliant idea occurred to
him. Why not try the newspapers?

He had often heard of the wonderful
enterprise of the great New York
dailies. He had read of their finding
missing people in cases where the police
had absolutely failed. He had heard it
said that the young men of the repor-
torial-staffs of the big metropolitan news-
papers were much smarter than the de-
tectives of the police force.

“By jinks! It's a great idea:!’ he
exclaimed delightedly. “T'll go see
those editor fellows at once. Of course,

’

they'll be glad to help me, for if they

a
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find Hildy it will be a great feather in
their caps.

‘“ At all events, they'll be glad to pub-
lish an account of Hildy’s disappearance
as an item of news, and if she is in a
position to sce the newspapers she may
manage to communicate with me when:
she reads that I am in the city searching
for her.”

Enthusiastic over this plan, Max went
down-stairs and inquired of the landlady
how the newspaper offices could be
reached.

She gave him explicit directions how
to get to Newspaper Row, and a few
minutes later he was on a sc.:th-bound
Broadway car.

The car was filled with passengers to
the point of overflowing, and Max had
to stand on the rear platform, where he
found himself the center of a crowd of
men who. like himself, could find no
room inside.

Max had often heard of the disgrace-
ful overcrowding of New York street-
cars during the rush hours; but this
actual experience amazed him.

It was the second time he had been on
a south-bound Broadway car that day;
but the first car had chanced to be almost
empty, so this was his first opportunity
to study the extraordinary conditions of
metropolitan transit.

So closely herded together were the
passengers that, to the young man from
the country, it seemed scarcely possible
that they could breathe.

And, despite these congested condi-
tions, the conductor grimly elbowed his
way, by sheer force, through the almost
solid mass of perspiring humanity, grim-
ly demanding fares and urging the peo-
ple to *“ Step up closer, please.”

“That fellow must be quite a humor-
ist,” reflected Max, with a grin, as he
heard the conductor’s command. *It’s
crowded enough out here on the plat-
form, but T’'m mightily glad that I'm not
inside in that crush.” .

Suddenly it occurred to him that in a
crowd such as this, there might be pick-
pockets at work.

He remembered that his father had
once had his pocket picked while on a
New York street-car.

Now that he gave it a thought, the
actions of a well-dressed man standing









INTO THE JAWS OF DESTRUCTION.

Before he went to bed that night Jim
put on his oilskins and took another look
at the river. In the dim gleam of his
lantern the stream seemed to be rushing
along at lightning speed, the smooth, oily
water, with scarcely a ripple, showing
what terrible force it possessed.

“I wonder if she’s any
thought the agent.

He went to the edge of the river,
where that afternoon he had set a small
stake to mark the limit of the flood. He
found the stick almost submerged.

“ Must have gone up nearly a foot,”
mused Jim. ‘I wonder when it’s going
to stop.” '

A heavy dash of rain in his face seemed
to answer that the storm was not yet
ready to quit. . :

The agent walked a little way out on
the bridge. The structure seemed as firm
and solid as ever. The water swirled
around the piers, but though its force was
great the solid cement was calculated to
stand five times the strain that the engi-
neers computed would cver be brought to
bear on it.

Jim stepped half way across the first
span. The muddy water, in which floated
parts of trees and much débris, was three
feet below the ties.

There was a curious humming and
vibration to the whole structure that told
of the power tugging at the piers.

“If she goes down,” mused Jim;
and then, with a nameless fear in his
heart, he hurried back to solid ground.
“Well, if she carries away, I only hope
I’'m not on it,” finished the agent.

Jim waited until the freight and the
Flier had passed, and, as his duties ended
then, he went to bed. It rained all that
night, but in the morning it looked as if
it might clear, for which happening Jim
fervently hoped.

After breakfast he went down to the
river. It was higher by six inches than
when he had walked out on the bridge,
and still rising, as he found when he
placed a stake at nine o’clock and went
to look at it at noon.

But the rain, for the time, had ceased,
though big banks of black clouds did not
promise clear weather. The river was
being fed by the reservoirs of the hills.

Jim was just putting away his supper
dishes that night, when the gloom, which

higher,”
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had fallen earlier than usual because of
the darkness of the clouds, was, shattered
by a glaring flash.

Jim started, the burst of flame came so
suddenly, and ran to the door of his
shack. He had not reached it before a
resounding crash made the little building
tremble.

“A thunder-storm!” exclaimed the
agent. ‘ Well, if this ain’t the limit. I
thought we had enough rain to last a
month.”

The storm broke with sudden fury—
high wind, a torrent of rain and lightning
that cut the blackness like bursts of flame
from thirteen-inch guns.

“Well, if this don’t do the business
for the Shawn River, nothing will,”
mused Jim, as he shut'a window in the
office to keep the rain out.

Suddenly, during a lull in the storm,

there came a peculiar grinding sound.

“What's that?” asked Jim, speaking
aloud in the terror of the moment.

He looked from a window that gave a
view of the bridge. Just then there came
a flash of lightning which seemed to
illuminate the wholeheavens. In the vivid
flame Jim saw a sight which sent a cold
chill down his back.’

The big steel bridge was moving side-
ways on the piers. The terrific force of
the swollen river had shifted the heavy
structure. Jim dimly recalled what the
engineers had said about the anchors.
They were right, and Radway wrong.

The agent made a mad dash out into the
storm. He raced down the track toward
the river.

He needed no lantern to see what had
happened, for the lightning, more vivid
than ever, gave intermittent, search-light
views of the work wrought by the stream.
The bridge had shifted six feet out of
line, and, but for the shoulder of masonry
at the end of the concrete piers, might
have slid all the way off.

The river was over the ties, and creep-
ing slowly along the track, having over-
flowed the high banks on either side of
the bridge. .

Then, like a telegraph message clicking
insiste . .ly on a giant sounder, there
flashed to Jim the thought of the Flier.

‘“She’s due in half an hour!” Jim
fairly cried. “TI must wire Dalton to
hold her!”
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Dalton was the next station east of the
tank, twenty miles away.. The agent
looked at his watch.

‘“ Great Heaven!
there!"” he shouted.
get the wire!”

He raced back to his office and fairly
flung himself down on the key. He threw
open the switch and feverishly rattled
a succession of ‘“ D-A’S)” the call for
Dalton.

Over and over he clicked it out, until
his fingers were numb and his wrist ached
at the unaccustomed speed with which he
was calling.

“Why don’t they answer?” he cried
aloud. “ Two minutes gone. She’s due
in five, and it will take that to get the
message and have 'em warn the engineer.
My God! Why don’t they answer?”

The clicking of the sounder was as
loud as the thunder in his ears. Over
and over he gave “ D-A,” waiting in a
.cold sweat of horror for the answering
“I-I" that would mean the operator heard
and was ready to take the despatch.

But no answer came. Three, four, five
minutes passed, with Morton still pound-
ing the key. Then, of a sudden, his in-
strument- became silent, following a ter-
rific clap of thunder.

He looked at the switchboard on the
wall in front of him, and the next instant
there flashed across from one plug to
another a tiny spurt of blue flame.

“ Burned out! The lightning’s burned
the wire out!” groaned the agent. ‘“It's
all up now!”

That had probably been the trouble at
the Dalton end of the wire. The storm
had affected the instruments, and had
grounded the current. Now his own in-
strument was out of order.

There was no station, not so much as a
flag shanty, between the tank and Dalton.
There was no earthly way to warn the
Flier by telegraph that the bridge had
moved, and that to continue meant a
plunge into the river.

‘The train was the swiftest on the road.
It had always passed the tank at lightning
speed. For Jim there was but one idea
now ; how to stop the Flier, stoy her this
side of the bridge, and save the scores of
lives he knew were aboard.

“T1l have to flag her with a red
light!” he thought. “ But I've got to do

She’s almost due
“T1 wonder if I can
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it a mile or more back, or she’ll never
stop in time, for it’s down grade, and a
level stretch for seven miles beyond
here.”

He lighted the lantern with the red
globe. T'hen, buttoning his oilskin coat
tightly about him, and pulling his cap
well down on his head, he dashed out
into the storm. Up the track he started
on the dead run.

He had not gone twenty feet before the
lantern was blown out. Then, for the
first time, Jim noticed the terrific strength
of the wind. It was almost a hurricane.

The thunder was still crashing over-
head, the rumble and roar punctuated by
the hissing lightning. The agent tried to
rekindle the wick in the open. He might
as well have expected to stop the oncom-
ing Flier with his naked hands as to have
the frail match-flame live in that gale.

In his tension of mind he struck a
dozen of the fire-sticks, only to see each
one blown out in an instant, before he
realized the hopelessness of it.

“TI'll have to go back inside the sta-
tion,” he told himself. *“And it's losing
time, when I need every second.”

But there was no help for it. A red
light he must show if he was to stop the
train.

Back to the shack he raced, and, with
hands that shook in the fever of fear, he
lighted a match’ and set the wick aglow.
Then out into the storm again he rushed.

This time he had not left the small
platform in front of the shanty before
there came a terrific gust that sent the
lantern-flame down to a tiny blue point,
and then out altogether.

* This will never do!” cried the agent.
“I've got to think up something.”

He stood still, trying to be calm in the
midst of a turmoil of terror, and devise
some plan.

“If T only'had one of those wind-proof
torches,” h¢ mused. “ They ought to
have left me some,” he added fiercely.

“T’lIl have to protect the light in some
way,” he went on, as he turned back into
the tiny office and set the danger signal
going once more.

This time he placed it under his long
oilskin coat, holding the lantern free of
his legs. Buttoning the garment over it,
he sallied out.

Through a crack in the coat he could
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see that the wind, though eddying the
flame on the wick, did not extinguish it.

“ Now for some rapid foot-work!” ex-
claimed Jim as he pressed forward.

The wind was at his back, but, with
gusts and eddies, it dashed the rain with
stinging force into his eyes, so that he
could hardly see five feet ahead. But he
did not need to see. He had but to keep
to the track, and hurry on to warn the
train.

He wondered how much more time
there was. Pulling out his watch he saw,
by a lightning flash, that there was but
fifteen minutes before the Flier was due
at the bridge. TFifteen minutes, and he
had to make at least a mile.

He ran on, panting, not so much from
the exertion as from the terror that stirred
him. It was awkward going, with the
lantern under his coat hampering him.
He slipped and stumbled on the ties.

Suddenly his foot struck a big piece of
coal. He lost his balance, tried to re-
cover -himself, and then, with a crash, he
came to the ground, stretching out both
hands instinctively to save himself.

To do this he had to let go of the
lantern, which he had been holding by
putting his fingers through a space be-
tween two buttons on the flap of the coat.

As he fell Jim could hear the crash
that told the red globe of the danger-
signal had been smashed. The lantern
rolled from under him, black out.

A groan escaped the agent.
thing seemed to be against him.

But Jim Morton was no quitter. He
was going to save the Flier if mortal man
could, and, scrambling to his feet, he
dashed on in the darkness.

Suddenly there came a more brilliant
flash than usual. In the glare of it Jim
saw something that madc his heart jump.

It was a hand-car, one of the type pro-
pelled by working a handle up and down.
It stood to one side of the track, where it
" had been left by a construction gang.

“Why didn’t T think of that before!”
exclaimed the agent. ‘I wonder if I can
get it on the track.”

How he did it Jim never knew. His
hands were bleeding from the struggles
with the heavy car. His breath was com-
ing in great gasps.

But at last the machine stood upon the
rails that glistened in the rain as the
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lightning shone on them. Jim half ex-
pected to hear them humming with the
approach of the Flier. They would soon
be, for it could not be more than five
miles away now.

Jim climbed upon the platform. His
hands reached for the lever that moved
the car. He felt it going up and down;
he felt the machine moving along slowly.

“I must speed her up!” ‘he cried
aloud. “I must make a mile at least,
and then—"

Suddenly the thought came to him.
How was he going to stop the train when’
he did get near enough?

His lantern was useless. To return to
the shack for another globe, and signal
the train in time, was impossible.

“My God! What a thing to be up
against!” muttered Jim. “ What am I
going to do?”

He was but a quarter of a mile from
his shack. Nothing he could do there,
no signal he could give, would stop the
train in season. It seemed as if the
Flier was doomed to destruction; with all
on board.

“I've got to do somethmg' Lve got
to go ahead, anyhow. I've—I've got—
I've got to let her wreck this hand-car!”
cried Jim fiercely. “ I've got to leave'it
on the track, and when the engine crashes
into it the engineer may feel the shock
and stop, though it’s a chance he won't,
for the car’s but a feather compared to
the Great Mogul that hauls the Flier.
But I've got to do it. It's the only
chance I have!”

Gritting his teeth, he began the pump-
ing motion that sent him at increasing
speed up the track toward the approach-
ing train.

The storm was now worse than ever.
The wind was fairly howling, and the
rain was coming down in torrents. Even
if he had his lantern, Jim reflected, it
would be of no use, for it would not burn
a second in that gale.

He was on the level stretch of track.
He peered ahead, and, during a period
when there was inky blackness following
a brilliant flash, the agent saw a point of
flame.

“That's her headlight!” he cried.
“T've got to make better speed than
this!”

But it was hard work on the up-grade.
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‘The next instant came a burst of flame,
as if the whole heavens had opened. It
was accompanied by a roar, like unto that
of a score of broadsides from battle-ships.
At the same time a ball of pinkish fire
struck the track just ahead of the hand-
car.

Jim went down like an ox felled with
the ax. It felt as if ten thousand needles
were being thrust into his flesh.

“T'm struck!” thought the agent, as
his senses left him. '
~ He had not been—that is, directly,
though, as afterward developed, the bolt
had struck the track a short distance in
front of him. The current traveled along
the rail, up through the wheels of the
hand-car, and, as the handle was wet
from the rain, the agent got a terrible
shock.

How long he lay unconscious Morton
never knew. It could not have been more
than a few seconds, for, when he opened
his eyes, to find himself sprawled on the
small platform of the car, he could see
the headlight of the Flier. It was about
“wo miles away now.

“TI've got to—I've got to move ahead,
and fall off, or—or—"

But, to his horror, Jim found that he
was paralyzed. The current had tempo-
rarily made it impossible for him to move.

He tried to get to his feet, but even the
slight motion he was capable of sent
through every portion of his body that
“peculiar sensation which follows when
'one tries to move a foot or arm that has
‘“ gone to sleep.”

With a mind particularly active at that
moment, Jim was as helpless, as regarded
his power to move, as a paralytic. He
could only lie there and wait for death.
Wait to be crushed down by the Flier,
moving at top-speed.

There may be some things worse than
dying, and as Morton was straining
every muscle in a vain endeavor to roll off
‘the car, he felt that he would rather be
dead a thousand times than where he was.

~ The rain beat down on him. The light-
ning flashed all about him, and the thun-
der, like salvos of artillery, boomed all
about him.

As a period of darkness succeeded a
series of brilliant flashes, Jim heard the
shrill screech of the Flier's whistle. He
shuddered and closed his eyes.

time.
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Of a sudden he felt a slight jar to the
machine on which he lay. There came a
scraping sound, and then, to the agen.’s
terror-stricken senses, the car, which had
been stationary, began to move forward
at a swift rate.

“ Did the Flier strike me? Is it push-
ing me on?” thought the agent.

Then he knew this could not have hap-
pened, or he would not be alive and on
the car. Besides, it was moving toward
the Flier, not away from it. As he lay
there he could see the headlight coming
closer.

Swifter and swifter moved the hand-
car. That some terrific, unseen force was
pushing it along was evident, for the frail
machine fairly flew over the rails. But
what could it be?

Into the blackness ahead, lighted as it
was by the glare of flashes, Jim could see
nothing. He could move his head slight-
ly, and, peering behind, nothing was
visible there.

Yet the same unseen, terrific force was
urging ‘him onward, straight toward the
oncoming Flier. He could hear the click-
click as the car-wheels passed over the’
joints in the rails. TFaster and faster
came the sounds, until they were one con-
tinuous roar.

“My God! What can have hap-
pened?” thought the agent. ‘ What is
moving me? ”

He felt a nameless horror, a terror of
the unseen force that was propelling him
straight toward death. He thought of a
thousand things, but chief among them
that now there was a chance to save the
train. The terrible power that was urg-
ing him on would send the car crashing
into the engine far enough away from the
bridge to enable the engineer to stop in
That was all Jim cared for.

On and on rushed the hand-car. The
strength of a thousand men could not
have sent it ahead at that speed.

“1 must see what it is that is pulling
or pushing me!” cried Jim. ’

He found he could move his head now.
The numbness and paralysis caused by
the electricity were leaving him. Cau-
tiously, so as to avoid the swiftly up-and-
down moving handles, Jim raised his
head.

There avas not a thing in sight ahead,
save the ever-increasing glare of the
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headlight.
the lightning-shattered blackness.
felt his hair rising on his scalp. It was
like being in the grip of some terrible
force, some gigantic unseen hand that
was hurling him forward, up the grade.

The numbness had left his legs. He
rose to his knees. In front of him, not a
quarter of a mile away, loomed up the on-
rushing Flier.

“I'm going to jump! It may kill me,
but I've got to take the chance,” thought
Jim. “Let's see. I'm on the long em-
bankment now, and it ought to be soft
from the rain.”

He stood up, and carefully avoiding
the swaying handles, he moved to one
side of the car, the side nearest the big
embankment. Then he leaped out, hold-
ing his arms to his side, his feet stretched
before him, every muscle in his tingling
. body braced for the shock. "

He felt himself flying through space.
By the glare of a brilliant flash he saw:
the embankment rushing to meet him.
* He gave one glance and saw the Flier
speeding toward the hand-car, which was
gliding over the slippery rails at terrific
speed.

Then came a terrible shock as he hit
the ground. Fortunately it was soft mud,
made so by the heavy rain.

Jim slid along as though on the bam-
boo chute at Luna Park, and brought up
suddenly against a gigantic boulder, his
clothes half torn from him, and covered
with mud from head to foot.

He gave one glance upward toward the
railway line. As e did so there came a
brilliant flash, and he dimly saw, hover-
ing over the onrushing hand-car, a big
black shape.

Then came a mighty crash, as the Flicer
hit the small machine. A splintering of
wood, a grinding of iron and steel.

Above the roar of the elements sounded
the shrill and sudden whistle of the Great
Mogul. Then came the hissing and clap
of the suddenly applied air-brakes, and
Jim could see streaks of sparks as the
shoes gripped the flanges of the wheels.

A moment later something soft and
smothery settled down over Jlm, who had
started to crawl up the bank. Something
which' took away his breath from the
choking fumes it belched out. - Then the
tank station agent lost his senses.

To the rear there was only
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When he came to Jim found himself in

which included the uniformed conductor,
the happy-faced porter, and an individual
whom Jim recognized as the engineer ofig
the Flier. Upon that individual he ﬁxed
his slowly opening eyes.

‘“Hold on—don’t
Shawn River bridge has shifted—came to
warn you—couldn't raise Dalton,” he
murmured.

“What’s that?"” cried engineer and
conductor in a chorus.

Jim, slowly getting back his strength
and senses, repeated his statement.

“Well, you didn’t stop us any too
soon,” muttered the knight of the throttle,
“ We were going like Sam Hill, and I
don’t believe I could have checked her
under a mile and a half.
hind time, and trying to make it up.”

“T hoped you'd stop when you hit the
hand-car,” said Jim, trying to get up.

“You Dbet I did,” said the engineer.
“1 slapped her over to the emergency
notch when I heard that smash before
vou could say ‘ Jack Robinson.’”

Jim  a Pullman sleeper, surrounded by a crowd ..

go any farther— g

We were be- .

Jim gratefully accepted a flask which -

the porter held out to him.

“How long since the Kit-Kat has been
furnishing balloons as motive power for
hand-cars?” inquired the conductor.

‘“ Balloon? " repeated Jim dazedly.

“That’s it,” spoke the ticket-puncher.®
“ Just after we hit your machine a bal-
loon, or what remained of it, floated down
from the clouds, and the man in the car
seemed real glad to get back to earth.”

“1 should say yes,” chimed in a voice,
and a man, whose clothing and general
appearance showed he had recently put in
a strenuous time, stepped forward. “I
don’t know where I would have brought
up if it hadn’t been for you and your
hand-car.”

“ My hand-car?” queried Jim faintly.

“Sure,” answered the balloonist. ““ Al-
low me to introduce myself. “I am
Elmer Fromhas. I make balloon ascen-
sions for a living. If I ever make another
just before a thunder-storm like this one
I'll know it.

“You see,”” he went on, “I had en-
gaged to make a trip for the Elkwood
Fair Association. Elkwood is a place
about fifty miles west of here, I judge.
On account of the bad weather I've been

o
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putting it off from day to day; but to-
day, or yesterday, or a year ago—1I’ve lost
all sense of time—it looked like clearing,
and I agreed to go up.”

“ Well? " asked Jim:. dimly wondering
what was coming next.

“ Well, I went up all right,” said the
balloonist. *‘Then the storm caméton,
and I found I was being driven ahead by
a terrific wind. When night came I wanted
to descend, as I didn’t know where I'd
fetch up. But when I tried to let the gas
out I found the valve had caught and I
couldn’t drop a foot.

“The sudden couvlness caused by the
thunder-storm condensed the vapor in the
bag and let me down some, however, but
too far above ground for me to jump. I
dropped my anchor, which was fast to a
thin, but strong, steel-wire rope, hoping 1
would catch on to som.ething. I did, but
not what I expected. The anchor caught
in your hand-car, and, of course, as the
wind was blowing in the right direction,
I just pulled you along with me.”

“1 should say you did pull me!” ex-
claimed Jim. ‘I never rode so fast in
my life. I couldn’t see a thing back or
front. I thought the car was bewitched.”

“Don’t blame you for not seeing the
thin wire rope, which was the only thing
you might have caught a glimpse of,"”
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said the balloonist. ‘I was a hundred
feet above you. I saw you all right,
when the lightning flashed, and I tried to
cut the rope when I saw what you were
running into, but I couldn’t. Then came
the crash, and it gave me such a yank
that the valve sprung open and the bal-
loon came down right on top of vou.”

“Oh,” said Jim faintly. ‘“So that's
what it was. I thought maybe a boit of
lightning had hold of me and couldn’t let
go. But, all the same, I stopped the
Flier.”

It was a week later before the bridge
was shifted back so that trains could
pass. This time it was anchored in the
good old-fashioned way.

When the first train, which happened
to be_the Flier, passed over it, Jim, as
was the rule, wired to the chief despatcher
the fact that the delayed crack combina-
tion of cars and the Great Mogul had
gone by,

After acknowledging the message, the
despatcher wired back:

Relief man being sent you. Report at
terminal to-morrow to take job in general
oftice. President’s orders.

Thus Jim Morton, hy the aid of the
unseen force, won his prcmotion.

A MAN’S COUNTRY/

By EDWARD P. CAMPBELL,
Author of ** Through Circus Rings,” * Floating the Frece Lance,” etc.

The terrific adventure of the tenderfoot on a visit that was meant

to be purely one of pleasure and tumed out dramatic to a degree.

CHAPTER IX.
SENTENCED TO DEATH.

HE charge was so supremely ridicu-
lous that for a moment Dick
thought some joke must be intended, but
as he glanced abbut him inco the little
circle of frowning faces, he speedily saw
that these men were in far from jesting

humor.
“ Abducting the colonel’s daughter?”

*Began January ARGOSY.
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he questioned quickly. ‘ What do you
mean? Why, you fools, I am hurrying
now to get aid whereby to rescue her
from that villain, Dunbar. He was the
one who lured her away.”

“ Ho!" scoffed the sergeant. “ That's
a likely story, isn't it, when there’s plenty
of, evidence to show that it was you and
no one else that she left Paxatonia with
last night. I ain’t got no especial love
for Captain Dunbar, but I know that
Single copies, 10 cents.
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he can’t be guilty here, ’cause he’s gone
to Phoenix.

“Oh, what's the usc of talking,” he
broke oft sharply. “I was standing
right Dbeside the ‘old man’ when he
phoned to town this morning to tell Miss
Cecilia about the 'Paches, and they rung
back with that cock-and-bull story with
which vou coaxed her off. I guess you
didn’t think the wires wouvld be spliced
so quick.

“Now,” he concluded, “the best
thing vou can do is to tell where she is,
and do it mighty quick, too.”

A menacing growl from the assembled
troopers baﬁked up fhe sergeant’s words,
and plainly showed that they were in no
mood to stand trifling.

Secure in his innocence, however, Dick
did not quail.

“ Have no fear about my telling where
Miss Maynard-is,” he cried. ‘ T'hat is
just what I am most anxious to do; for
despite appearances, I still insist that
Dunbar is the culprit. It is too long a
‘story to tell now, how he impersonated
me, and tricked her into coming oft with
him; but, if vou would save her, and
prove the truth of my story, ride to
Sanchez’s for all you are worth.”

Perhaps his impassioned tone, and
frank earnestness might have carried
weight with them, had it not been for
that unlucky allusion to the quartermas-
ter’s masquerade ; for this induced an un-
deniable spirit of skepticism.

“What’s that?"” snorted the sergeant,
casting his eye over Budget’s slender.
athletic  figure.  “ Captain  Dunbar
played off for you? And to Miss Cecilia,
who knows him as well as she does her
own daddy? Oh, come off!” disgustedly.
“Don’t try to choke any such mess as
that down our throats.

‘1 guess,” he added ruminatively, cut-
ting short the flood of explanation and
appeal which Dick was trying ‘o make,
‘“ there’s only one thing to do with you,
since vou seem determined to stick to
your lies; and that is to take you up to
the furt, and hold you until the ‘old
man’ gets back, and can question you for
himself.”

* But, how long w ill it be before he
gets bacL”’ Dick wanted to know.

“ Oh, probably not before nightfall.
He's gone off with a party scouting for
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you in the other direction, and they’ve
just started out.”

‘““ Not before nightfall? Oh, I say,
that ‘will never do. Good Heavens,
men!” DBudget broke out desperately,
“ Miss Maynard trusied me, and sent me
to summon help for her; vet here I am
delayed and hindered by the very people
who claim to be her friends. Believe
me or not as you choose, but at least take
the chance that I might be telling the
truth in this, and send some one to search
the house at Sanchez’s.” 7

The very fervor of his entreaty seemed
at last to strike an answering spark, and
they began to quesgion among themselves
if it might not perhaps be wise to yield
to his wishes, and at least make certain
that his story was not true.

It was the sergeant who decided the
question.

“Well, boys,” he said at length,
“we've got pretty good proof that it was
this here scoundrel who stampeded the
"Paches last night, and who murdered
Jack Farley and Corporal Hopkins.
Leastways, we know that he took them
off ‘with him under false pretenses, tell-
ing them that such was Dunbar’s orders .
when it wasn’t nothing of the kind, and
that they was both found with Wmches-
ter bullets in their skulls this morning,
which was the kind of firearm he car-
ried.

“Still, the law presumes every man
to be innocent until he’s proven guilty;
and I suppose on the possibility that he
might be telling the truth this time,
we've got to give him the chance to make
good. We'll go over to Sanchez’s, as he
says; but we'll take him along with us,
and if he makes the least crooked move,
the first man who sees it is authorized to
bang away at him without asking for ex-
planations.” )

Budget was so overjoyed at winning
his desired concession, that he paid no
heed to this rather rigorous proviso, nor,’
indeed, to the rather startling array of
crimes with which he found himself
charged.

“You must understand, though,” he
hurriedly informed the sergeant, ¢ that
it will be impossible for vou to get across
by the trail. It has been completely
blocked up by a big landslide, and—"

“Ha!” was the sneering interruption
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to this, “I thought you wou'd begin to
squirm as soon as you found that you
were cornered. \What do you -expect us
to do, then; go all the way around by
Valley Forks?”

“ Not at all,” disclaimed Dick, with
an angry flush. “ If you had waited half
a minute, I would have explained to you
that I happen to know of a secret pas-
sage only a short distance down  the
stream, and to which I can guide you in
a very few minutes.”

The sergeant, however, it was evident.
regarded this proposition with anything
but a favorable eve. He hesitated and
studied, seeming at tinges about to return
an abrupt refusal, and then impelled by
the fear that he might possibly Dbe
jeopardizing the rescue of Miss May-
nard, reverting once more to its con-
sideration.

“No,” he said at last, slowly, “ I ain't
going to trust you in no strange place like
that where you might easily give us the
slip, or where, for aught that I know,
you might have a gang of cutthroats like
“yourself a -aitin’ to massacre the whole
bunch of us.

“ But I'll tell you what I will do. If
you'll direct us how to get to this hole
in the ground that you tell about, I'll
send a couple of my men to scout through
it, and if they report that it's all right,
and free from danger, I'll do as vou
say.”

Since this was as much as he could
gain, and further discussion would only
increase the delay, Dick hastened to as-
sent, and then waited on tenter-hooks
while the men assigned to the investiga-
tion hurried oft to perform their task.

During this absence, he learned that it
was Sanchez who was responsible for all
the cliarges brought against him. In
order to clear his own skirts of any sus-
picion of complicity, the half-breed had
appeared at the fort that morning and
reported to the colonel that he had seen
Budget fire off the signal which started
the Indians from the reservation, also as-
serting that the stranger was not an East-
ern tourist, as he claimed, but a notorious
Mexican outlaw in disguise.
~ The Indians, all of whom had been
rounded up, refused to affirm or deny the
allegation, or indeed to answer any ques-
tions, being plunged into grief over the
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death of an aged chief who had been
slain in the outbreak; but strong color
was given to the story, owing to the fact
that some one, not an Indian, had been
seen looting the burning storehouse just
before the arrival of Farley and Hopkins
on the scene.

This, although really Sanchez, was
supposed to have been Dick, and it was
pointed out rhat being mounted on El
Diablo, the fastest horse in that whole
country, he could easily have beaten the
trcopers to the fort, and then have treach-
erously slain them when they appeared.

In fact the voung clubman, as he lis-
tened, was fairly dumfounded at the .- ass
of circumstancial evidence which nhad
piled itself up against him within the
space of such a few short hours.

However, he comforted himself with
the fact that very soon now he would be
able, with Miss Maynard’s testimony, to
overthrow this mountain of false accusa-
tion, and demonstrate conclusively that
it was Dunbar and not himself who had
Leen the real evil spirit at work.

He therefore glanced up joyously as
he saw the troopers returning from their
quest, and began to prepare his mind for
a speedy triumph; but his heart sudden-
Iy sank as they came near enough for him
to see their faces. .

There was no kindly reversal of senti-
ment in the glances they cast toward him,
merely the utmost loathing and contempt.

“ Sarge,” said one of them wrathfully,
as they rode up to their leader, ‘‘that
varmint there is the most barefaced liar
unhung. I don’t know just what his
game could have been; but he was sure
trying to give you the hinky-dink in some
way.” .

“How is that?” questioned the ser-
geant sharply. “ Wasn’t there no cave,
as he said?”’

¢ Ol, ves, the cave was there all right
—a nice, casy hole to foller up after you
once got inside; but as to its leading
down to the water’s edge, why, we hadn’t
gone more’n fifty feet before we came
slap up against a solid wall of stone!”

Dick staggered back aghast. There
was but one explanation he could offer.

“ Perhaps, you didn’t hit the right
cave?” he interjected feebly.

The sergeant whirled about, his face
a blaze of red wrath.
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Dick?” questioned the other perplexed-
ly, for Ly this time he had managed to
gather from his friend’s excited dis-

course the chief points of the situation.

“You say the trail is cut off by a land-
slide, while this secret passage which you
heard Dunbar describe has, as I under-
stand, been explored by the boys here,
and found not to pan out. I hate to
say so, but I'll swear it looks to me like
a hopcless case.”

“ But Dunbar’s passage must be open,”
insisted Budget obstinately. “ It must
simply be, as I said before, that these
dunderheads examined the wrong cave.”

“No; I have questioned them care-
fully, and they say there could have been
no mistake. The aperture started just as
you told them; but, at about fifty feet
from the entrance, camc to an end ab-
ruptly against a solid wall of stone.”

For a moment Dick gave way before
this seemingly irrefutable testimony, and
dropped his head dejectedly into his
hands.

Then he straightened up suddenly with
the gleam from a new inspiration in his
eye.

‘“ Sergeant,” he cried, turning sharply
to the leader of the cavalry squad, “are
you sufficiently satisfied concerning me
to trust me with a horse and let me try
to get across that cafion?”

““Satisfied? Jim  Caldwell’s word
about a man is good enough for anybody
in this part of Arizona. Not only that,
but if there’s any chance of helping Miss
Maynard, every sucker here’ll follow you
to the gates of Hades. As for a horse,
there's that little X1 Diablo of Sanchez’s,
and you know what he can do. But he
ain’t got wings, and without ‘em. I don’t
sce how vou can ever make it.  As Mr.
Caldwell was just telling vou. the thing’s
impossible.”

Budget sprang toward the little black
horse, and threw himsell into the sad-
dle.

“ Impossible?” he jerked out impa-
tiently. “I'll show you a way which
man and horse can both travel, and it’s
right through that passage of which I
have been telling you!”

“But how?’ chorused the others,
spurring after him. . “ How can you ever
get past that wall of stone?”

“ Wy, as a rabbit dives into its bur-
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row!” he shouted back. “‘Under the
rock, and to the right’’ Oh, what a
fool I have been! ‘hat a fool I have

t»

been'!
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CHAPTER XIL

“ LET HIM NOW SPEAK.”

Wiar of Miss Maynard meanwhile,
watching and waiting with straining
heart for the arrival of the party which
was to rescue her?

She had never met Budget until the
previous evening at the ball; and then
only for a few brief moments; yet, some-
how, she felt an unquestioning reliance
not only in his willingness but also in his
ability to help her.

She therefore undertook the journey to
the inn with her sinister companion, if
not exactly buoyantly, still with a calm-
ness and tranquillity which served com-
pletely to blind him as to the truc state of
her feelings.

With an assumed jauntiness of de-
meanor, she allowed him to lead her
down into the cavern of which he had
told her, and only once by any show of
emotion did she give evidence of the anx-
lous fear which in reality was clutching
at her heart-strings.

This was when they came to that solid
wall of stone which had deceived and
turned back the searching troopers; and
she saw how cunningly the entrance to
the cave’s further recesses had been
masked. .

True, from an inkling given her by
Dunbar, she had sent back that cryptic
message to her deliverer; but how could
she know that he had understood; or,
even understanding, mizht he not be
casily baffled by the impenetrable aspect
of the place?

As she came up to it, the spot seemed
to her an absolute cul-de-sac; but her
zuide, "with a chuckle of amusement at
her wide-eyed astonishment, stooped down
and thrusting his hand. into a fissure of
the rock, pushed back a whole section of
the seemingly solid floor upon the right,
disclosing the further orifice which led
directly to the bed of the stream.

Possessed then with a sudden appre-
hension lest Budget might fail to solve
so ingenious a combination, and be
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thwarted in his effort, she shrank back
from the opening with a low cry.

Happily, however, Dunbar ascribed her
agitation merely to a womanish terror of
the dark pit vawning ahead, and quickly
recovering her self-control, she was able
without attracting his notice to drop one
of her gloves beside the fissure from
which the mechanism was operated.

The remainder of the distance to the
inn was covered rapidly and without in-
cident. Cecilia being occupied most of
the way in revolving schemes whereby
she could delay matters until her cham-
pion could gather his forces and reach
her side.

Realizing his weakened condition, she
did not count on his arriving at the inn
until about three-quarters of an hour
after herself, reckoning that it would
take about that long for him to reach the
fort, and organize his party ; and she con-
sequently had to trust to the resources of

- her own finesse and strategy to stave off
the ceremony during this interval.

One unhoped-for bit of luck awaited
her, however, as she found. The Mexi-
can servants at the tavern with a tsue
maiiana spirit had put oftf starting for
the officiating priest, as ordered by
Sanchez; and her task of deferring the
proceedings was for the time being a
practical sinecure.

Nevertheless, as the slow moments
dragged DLy, and still there came no
promise of deliverance, while she was
_constantly put to intreasing shifts to re-
strain Dunbar’s lover-like ardor, the
lines of fret and worry began to show
upon her face. Her eyes grew wan and
haggard, as she stole from time to time
an eager glance toward the river.

She had no doubts of Budget, her faith
was unshaken that he would do all that
lay in man’s power ; but why, oh, why did

* he not come?

A.hundred possible contingencies arose
to toirture her.

Trerhaps he had met with some inju.y:
perhaps in his exhausted condition he
had fallen swooning on the trail, and
been 1nable to make the fort; but more
than all, did the dread overcome her that
the clever artifice in the tunnel had
proved his undoing.

More and more certain of this did she
become, as the sun rose higher in the
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heavens, and hope slowly ebbed with
cach passing moment.

She still kept up her fiction of non-
chalance with the captain, was capricious,
mocking, scemingly indifferent, played
her game to the limit; but all the time
grim despair was whispering in her ear,
“You have lost!”

And so at last the time came when she
could no longer dissemble. The belated
priest had arrived, and was impatiently
waiting below; she had used the last
arrow in her quiver of feminine tricks
and wiles; Dunbar, waxing suspicious at
last, refused to be put off on any further
pretext.

“ Come,” he said, seizing her roughly
by the arm, “this folly has lasted long
enough. Will you go with me quietly,
or shall T have to drag you?”

She saw that he was capable of doing
what he said, and for a moment as he
laid his hand upon her, she almost
swooned in her sickening sense of terror
and repulsion.

Then she remembered that she was a
soldier’s daughter, and she rallied the
forces of her wavering courage.

Cold and pale as a marble statue, but
showing no other traces of the storm
within, she rose up and signified her
readiness. : ‘

‘“ Just a moment and I will come,” she
said, stepping over to a glass and remov-
ing her hat.

But as she did so, she quickly drew one
of the long pins from the straw and con-
cealed it in her dress. In default of
anything better, it would serve as a
weapon, and she was determined that
before she would permit this man-to kiss
her, or even to lay a finger on her, she
would drive it to his heart.

Then she quietly followed him down
the stairs and took her stand before the
waiting clergyman.

This rencgade priest suspecting the
reason for his having been called in. and
accustomed to officiate in unions of .the
kind, wondered a little at the calmness
of her bearing; but fearing that it might
change at any moment to an hysterical
storm, lost no time getting to business.

Whipping out his little prayer-book he
began to gabble off the words of th-
stately ceremony at about the rate .
five hundred to the minute.
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In the absorption of the occasion
neither he nor the others noticed a sud-
den clatter of hoofs in the courtyard, nor
heard the quick opening of the outer
door.

“Does any man know of any just
cause or legal impediment why these two
should not be lawfully joined together?”
raced the priest, never stopping for
breath. “ If so, let him now speak, or
forever after hold his peace.”

“Yes, 7 do!” rang out a stern voice at
the doorway, and Dick Budget with a
brace of leveled revolvers in his hands,
leaped into the room.

Dunbar reeled back with an oath, and
started for a rear door; but as he reached
it, it opened to disclose the uniformed
figures of a couple of sturdy troopers, and
his flight most abruptly ended then and
there.

The rascally priest visibly staggered,
and with eyes like saucers, nevertheless
made some attempt to preserve the dig-
nity of his cloth.

“ By what right, young man, do you
interrupt this solemn ceremony?’ he de-
manded of Dick, who had stepped over
to Cecilia’s side, and was supporting her
with one arm around her waist.
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‘“ By the best right in the world. I
am going to marry the lady myself!”

He bent quickly to the fair head nest-
ling against his shoulder.

“You scarcely know me, Cecilia,” he
murmured ; “ but I mean it, every word

of it. Will you not overlook the short
acquaintanceship and take me upon
trust? "

She raised her eyes then with a shy
sparkle of mirth in their clear depths,

‘“ But you are mistaken,” she said. “1I
have known you a long, long time.”

“ Where and how? "

“Well, T have never met Mr. Cald-
well that he did not go into rhapsodies
over you, and I have often and often
seen your picture over at the Circle J
ranch. That is how I was able to
identify you at the Paxatonia ball. I
once told Mr. Caldwell, too—of course
it was only a jest,” blushing and looking
down—"* that if you were half the man
you looked to be in your photograph, I
didn’t see how any woman could resist
ou.”

“And do I shape up to
tions?”’ he asked.

For answer she slipped her hand into
his.

specifica-
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What happened to a parsimonious individual who reached

the cross-roads between duty and his own miserly instincts.
]

LD Obadiah Collins was a very
stingy man. To part with money
was, to him, fully as painful an ordeal
as sitting in a dentist’s chair and having
a stubborn molar extracted without gas.
Indeed, it is extremely probable that if
he had been compelled to make his choice
between parting with a ten-dollar bill
and sacrificing one of his teeth, he would
kave decided to give up the tooth.
Although he was rich enough to have
‘“lived like a lord ™ if he had been so
disposed, he wore the cheapest clothing
he could purchase and never spent more
than ten cents for his lunclieon, which

invariably consisted of a picce of pie and
a glass of milk. .

He wore a beard to save himself the
expense of a daily shave, and he derived
much delight from the fact that he was
bald and therefore did not have to pay
out his good money to a barber.

He wore celluloid collars and cuffs
which could be washed with a damp rag,
and thereby did away with the expense of
laundry bills; but one day a stray spark
from a visitor’s cigarette set-fire to Oba-
diah’s highly inflammable collar and
burnt his neck so severely that it cost him
twenty dollars for a physician’s services.
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After this sad experience, he came to
the conclusion that the wearing of imita-
tion linen was a piece of false economy
and abandoned the practise.

If Obadiah had Dbeen mean only to
himself, nobody would have complained;
but of course he was just as stingy, or
even more so, in his relations with oth-
ers, and therefore he was universally dis-
liked.

His creditors had to dun him as:id-
uously, and often had co threaten to
bring suit before they could get their
money.

His clerk—he only hired onc and
made him do the work of three men—
was the most wretchedly underpaid clerk
in all New York. But the person who
suffered most by his parsimoniousness
was his unfortunate avife.

For Obadiah was married. He had
not always been of this stingy disposi-
tion, or it is doubtful whether any wom-
an would have had him, cven if he had
been willing to burden himself with the
expense of supporting a life partner.

In his youth there was no more dash-
ing, generous, open-hearted fellow than
this same Obadiah, and when he fell in
love with pretty Kitty Murry and had
proposed marriage to her, the latter had
eagerly accepted him and had regarded
the flashing two-carat solitaire ring as an
evidence of the generous treatment she
might expect from him for the rest of
her life. .

And, for a time after their marriage,
her expectations were fully realized.
Obadiah lavished all sorts of gifts upon
his bride and they lived very happily.

But this was some thirty years ago.
Obadiah changed greatly with the pass-
ing of time. ILach year he grew
wealthier, and cach year he became more
and more stingy.

At length he insisted upon giving up
their comfortable brick dwelling in the
city and moving to a cheap frame house
in the suburbs which he had bought at a
great bargain.

He cut down his wife's housekeeping
allowance to such a ridiculously small
amount that her friends sympathetically
wondered how she managed to make both
ends meet. -

Some of these friends endeavored to
stir her to rebellion against her hus-
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band's unreasonable and wunnecessary
policy of parsimony.

‘“Insist upon your rights,” they ad-
vised her. " You're a fool to let him
treat vou so disgracefully. If he won't
give you a proper allowance, make him
<o without his meals and he’ll soon come
to terms. \We'd like to see our hus-
bands stint us in that fashion. We'd
show ‘em.”

But Mrs. Collins was a woman of
meck spirit and she did not follow this
advice.

When her husband first began to grow
close she had made a few gentle pro-
tests, but secing that they did no good,
she soon learned to adapt herself to his
altered character, and now that he was
sixty and she nearly fifty, she continued
patiently to endure the privations he im-
posed upon her, although she well knew
that he had enough money in the bank to
cnable both of them to live in luxury for
the rest of their lives. ’

Obadiah’s wife was not the only per-
son who bore his stinginess with meek-
ness. His gray-haired clerk, a little
shriveled-up old man, with a very red
nose and watery eyes, stood in so much
awe of his employer that when che poor
fellow, rendered desperate by sheer ne-
cessity, determined to ask for a raise of
salary, he trembled fearfully as he ap-
proached Obadial’s desk.

“If vou please, Mr. Collins,” he stam-
mered, by way of a beginning, nervously
rubbing together the palms of his bony
hands, “ I would like to call your atten-
tion to the fact that I've been in your
employ for nearly ten years.”

“Ten years, eh?” old Obadiah inter-
rupted him, before he could go any fur-
ther. * Goodness me, is it as long as
that? How time does flv, to be sure.”

“Yes, sir,”” went on the clerk, rendered
more hopeful by his employer’s remark.
“And during all that time, sir, you've
been paving me eight dollars a week—"

‘“ Eight dollars a week!” commented
Obadiah. “ That’s four hundred and
sixteen dollars a vear, and four thousand
one hundred and sixty dollars in ten
vears. Goodness gracious! What an
awful lot of money! If it hadn’t been
for vou, Perkins, I might have saved
four thousand one hundred and sixty
dollars in the past ten years, to say

’
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nothing of the interest. \What a reck-
less spendthrift I've been! And yet folks
call me stingy!”

“ But what I wanted to say, sir,” went
on the clerk, his heart sinking into his
shoes, ‘ was that during all the time I've
been with you, you’ve never given me an
increase of salary. These are hard times,
Mr. Collins. Living expenses have gone
up terribly during the last few years.
Eight dollars a week won’t go nearly as
far to-day as it would ten years ago. I
wanted to ask you, sir, if you wouldn’t
be kind enough to give me a little more
money."”

‘“ Four thousand eight hundred and
sixt' dollars!” muttered old Collins, ap-
parently talking to himself and ignoring
the clerk’s last remark. “ What a fool
I've been to spend all that good money.
If I had managed to do without clerical
help I might have saved that stupendous
sum. Shocking extravagance on my
part. Really shocking! Thank good-
ness, however, it isn’t too late to reform.

“I’m much obliged to you, Perkins,
for calling the matter to my attention.
In future I must try to get along without
your help. Eight dollars a week for ten
years, eh? Perkins, you can leave next
Saturday.”

“ Oh, no, sir,” cried the wretched fel-
low, bursting into tears. ‘‘ Please don’t
say that. Please let me stay. I'm too
old to get another job. Don’t turn me
out 1> starve.”

“Well, if I let you continue in my em-
ploy I must cut your salary a dollar a
week, at least,” declared Obadiah firmly.
“I really can’t afford to pay more than
seven dollars. ILven that is three thou-
sand six hundred and forty dollars in ten
years—an awful sum of money to pay out
for clerical help.”

And as the unfortunate clerk eagerly
agreed to this dollar reduction, in lieu
of the increase of salary he had sought,
and walked out of his employer’s private
office with a heart as heavy as lead, the
old skinflint chuckled in admiration of
his own cunning.

Half an hour later Obadiah received
a visit from a man named Jones who
owned the suburban frame house next
door to his. '

“Mr. Collins,” said this neighbor,
“I've called to ask you to contribute
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vour share toward a fund we’re collecting
to have all the houses on our block
painted yellow. AIll the rest of the
neighbors have consented to the plan.
Of course it will greatly improve the ap-
pearance of the block to have all the
houses newly painted and uniform in
color. Can I put you down on my list
for vour share of the expense?”

* Certainly not,” declared Obadiah em-
phatically. *“ The outside of my house
suits me just as it is.”

“ But if you will pardon me for say-
ing so,” protested Mr. Jones, “ your
house is the worst looking of all and
badly needs a coat of paint. If you re-
fuse to come in on this plan, your house
will spoil the appearance of the entire
block.”

“Well, in that case,” declared the
other, with a crafty grin, “ you fellows
ought to get together and pay my share
of the expense between you. Personally
I don’t intend to spend a cent to have
my house painted; but if you fellows
care to pay for it in order to preserve the
uniform appearance of the block, I've no
objection.”

And as his neighbor retired from his
office indignant and discomfited, Obadiah
chuckled once more at his own slyness.

When he reached home that evening
and sat down to supper, his wife said to
him, timidly: “ Obadiah, dear, I want
to ask you a great favor.” )

“What is it?” he grunted apprehen-
sively.  ““ If it’s money—"

“It s money,” replied his wife, still
more timidly. ‘“But not very much,
Obadiah—only ten dollars. I want to
buy a new hat—"

““A new hat!” roared her husband,
angrily pounding the dinner-taLle with

his fist. “ You're always buying new
hats. I never saw such an extravagant
woman. What have you done with the

new hat I bought you only two years
ago?”

“I'm still wearing it, dear,” replied
his wife meekly. “ But, you see, the
styles have greatly changed this year
and—"

‘“ Styles be hanged!” shouted Obadiah.
“ What does style matter to an old wom-
an like you? I wear my hats till they’ve
got holes in them, and you ought to do
the same.”
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“But I'm not an old woman,” pro-
tested Mrs. Collins. “ I'm only fifty and
I do care about styles. I want a new
hat to go to the church sociable. If I
wear the hat I've got now all the women
will laugh at me.”

“Let ’em laugh,” snorted her hus-
band. * Their laughter won’t do you
any harm. Their husbands -will be
paupers when I'm a multi-millionaire.
Then you will be able to laugh at them.”

“ But all I require is ten dollars,” the
poor woman persisted. “TI'll promise
you to make the new hat last for a long
time, dear, and you must admit that you
haven’t given me any money for clothes
for a long time. Please grant me this
favor, Obadiah.”

“You talk of ten dollars as if it was a
mere trifle,” growled old Collins. “If
you get a pencil and paper and figure
what ten dollars deposited in a savings
bank will amount to at four per cent at
the end of five years, the result will sur-
prise you.

‘“ These are hard times and I haven't
got any ten dollars to throw away. Per-
haps, if you are very economical in your
housekeeping, and business improves, I
will buy you a new hat, next year; but
certainly not before then.”

His wife sighed and gave up the strug-
~ gle in despair, realizing that further
argument would be futile.

About nine o'clock that night Mrs.
Collins’s cousin, Martha, paid them a
visit.

“ Say, Obadiah,” she remarked sud-
denly, “ haven't you got an account with

the Freedom National Bank of New
York?” :
“ Er—yes. I have a few dollars de-

posited there—a very few dollars,” re-
plied the old man cautiously.

He was always afraid that his wife's
relatives were going to make a “ touch.”

“Well, I'm glad to hear that it's only
a few dollars,” replied Cousin Martha.
“ For whatever you've got there, you
~ stand a good chance of losing. My hus-
band believes that the bank is going un-
der. He says that the run has already
started.”

“Good Heavens! Is he sure of that?”
gasped Obadiah, turning pale; for as a
matter of fact he had a large part of his
fortune invested in the Freedom Bank,
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which he had always believed to be as
firm as the Rock of Gibraltar.

“Oh, ves. He’s quite sure,” replied
Cousin Martha calmly. “ He told me
that when he passed there this evening,
he saw a crowd of men waiting in line
for the bank to open in the morning.
Poor fellows, they're willing to stand
there in the cold all night in order to
draw out their savings before the bank
suspends. Just think of it!”

“ Mrs. Collins,” cried Obadiah, tremb-
ling in every limb, “bring me my hat
and coat at once. I must go to town
immediately. Hurry. There’'s no time
to lose. Every minute counts. I must
take my place in that line before it gets
any longer.”

‘ But surely, dear, you don’t intend to
stand outside that bank in the cold all
night long?" his wife protested solicit-
ously. ‘It looks as if it's going to rain
and you’ll catch your death of cold. Your
health is more important to you and to
me than all your money.”

“ Don’t stand there arguing,” screamed
the old man in a frenzy of impatience
and terror. ‘“ Hurry up and bring me
my hat and coat, I tell you. Confound
you, you're the slowest woman that ever
was born.”

Seeing that he was determined to go,
his wife meekly hurried to carry out his
bidding.

She helped him into his overcoat and
begged him to be careful of himse!, for
her sake, as he rushed out of the dr>r
and ran all the way to the railway sta-
tion, arriving there just in time to catch
the express train to New York.

When Obadiah reached the Freedom
National Bank he saw that Cousin
Martha’s husband had not been guilty of
exaggeration.

Twenty anxious looking men were
waiting in single-file outside the bank
building, which, of course, was closeu
for the night.

“ Good Heavens!” gasped Obadiah,
as he gazed despairingly at the long line.
“What chance do I stand with all these
fellows ahead of me? The bank will
probably suspend before all these men
are paid off.”

Fair play not being one of his virtues,
the old man presumptuously endeavored
to squeeze himself in near the head of the
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him to such an extent that he fell into a
kind of standing doze, from which he
was suddenly awakened by hearing his
name called.

He opened his eyes with a start to find
a Western Unien messenger boy standing
beside him, a yellow envelope in his
hand.

“Mr. Collins! Mr. Collins! Is there
anybody here named Obadiah Collins?
shouted the boy.

“I'm Collins,” declared the old man.
“What is it you want, my lad?”

“ Telegram for you, sir. Sign here,
please,” said the messenger, handing
Obadiah the yellow missive.

The latter eagerly, and somewhat ap-
prehensively, tore open the envelope and
uttered a cry of surprise and horror as
he read the contents.

The telegram was from his wife's
cousin, Martha, who evidently was stop-
ping at their house overnight. It read:

Your wife is dying., Taken ill sud-
denly. Please hurry home at once or
you will be too late.

“ Good Heavens!"”
turning white to the lips.
ful news—really awful. My poor wife
dying! If only I could go to her. But
I don’t see how I can leave here, un-
less—"

He turned anxiously to the man stand-
ing immediately behind him.

“ My friend,” he said pleadingly,
“TI've just received some bad news from
home. Would you mind saving my place
for me if I go away for a while?”

The man he addressed was a fellow of
sour disposition.

“ Nothing doing,” he growled. “If
you want to keep your place you've got
‘o stay here same as the rest of us.”

“ But, man, I've just got word that
my wife is dying,” protested Obadiah.

“ Well, if that’s the case I should think
you'd hurry home to her without worry-
ing whether or not you'll lose your place
here. You must be a fine sort of hus-
band to even think of coming back here,
under such circumstances.”

But this reproof was lost upon the
wretched Obadiah. The policeman on
“post happened to pass just then and the
old man appealed to him.

gasped Obadiah,
“ This is aw-
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“I've just got a telegram stating that
my wife is dying,” he said. “I must go
to her at once. Can'c you compel these
men to save my place ‘in line for me,
officer, until I return.”

“No, I can’'t compel them to do it,”
the policeman replied. “ It's entirely up
to them. If they don’t wish to extend
vou the courtesy they've got the right to
refuse, of course.”

“And you can bet your boots we're
going to rcfuse,” cried one of the group.
“ T believe the bewhiskered old codger is
faking, Probably he arranged with a
friend to send him that telegram so that
he could sneak away and get some sleep
while the rest of us wait out here in the
cold and rain. * Let him stay on the job
or lose his place.”

The policeman shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, it ain’t any of my affair,” he
remarked. ‘' Seems to me though, if my
wife was dying, I wouldn’t stop here to
argue whether or not I'd lose my place in
line. I'd be so anxious to get to her bed-
side that I wouldn’t have a thought for
anything else.”

But again this reproach was lost upon
Obadiah. He sighed, regretfully, but
did not budge from where he stood.
Even though the telegram warned him
that if he did not hurry home at once he
would be too late, he could not tear him-
self away.

Painful as was the prospect of being
absent from his wife’s death-bed, the
prospect of losing the greater part of his
savings was still more dreadful to him.

It was a case of sentiment and duty
versus cupidity, and cupidity won the
struggle.

‘“ After all,” he argued to himself, * if
the poor woman is really dying, my pres-
ence there can do her no real good, while
my absence from here would probably
do me a whole lot of harm. I will wait °
here until the bank opens in the morning
and I get my turn at the paying teller’s
window. Then, after I have drawn out
all my money, I will hurry to my poor
wife’s bedside.

‘* Perhaps I shall be lucky enough to
arrive home before she passes away. If
not, it will be too bad; but it cannot be
helped. I shall not be to blame. These
scoundrels here will be morally respon-
sible for refusing to save me my place.”









A CONFLICT WITH CASAR’

By F. K. SCRIBNER,
Author of “ The Eagle of Empire,” “ The Ravens of the Rhine,” “ The Eleventh Rider,” ete.

A story of the Roman conquest of Gaul, ‘n which one of the
barbarians is pitted against another under a vow before witnesses.

CHAPTER XIV.
A FIGHT TO THE FINISH.

“ HO goes there?”
This was the peremptory chal-
lenge from the guard.

Then Decius leaped forward and
struck downward with his knife. The
man, wounded deeply in the breast,
screamed horribly and fell backward
upon the snow.

In another moment he was alone, for
his assailant, seizing the dangling cloak,
climbed upward, grasped the top of the
wall, threw himself over, and dropped
upon the other side. N

Alaric of Trevera was waiting, and
Decius led him swiftly across the open
ground and into the border of the forest.
Toven then he did not pause, but continued
to go forward rapidly until the trees
swallowed them up.completely.

‘I'hen Decius halted and, throwing him-
self upon the snow, rested for a time;
and the young lord, looking down upon
him in the semidarkness, endeavored to
discover what manner of man was his
companion. For, having witnessed what
Cecius had accomplished, he was filled
with amazement.

Anc ihe began to question him, asking
how it was possible he had entered the
Roman camp.

Decius, arising, answered him briefly,
adding .

\Ve must not remain here, for, al-
though it is night, 1heic is no safety near
these Romans. 1 have hidden my own
sword and another in a place a little way
off; we will get them, and then push
forward rapidly. fci by Jovbreak we must
be some miles from this plce.”

“And you came alone? Lven from

our camp beyond the Loire?” demanded
his companion wonderingly.

“ Even from there, and we will return
quickly, for Harling is grieving for you
terribly,” replied Decius.

For a time after that no words passed
between them, and, having found the
swords, which he had hidden under a log,
Decius led the way through the forest.

They had proceeded in this manner for
perhaps three miles, and because his guide
went swiftly the breath was whining in
the youth's body, when Decius stopped
abruptly. :

Harling’s brother saw that they had
come into more open ground and were
ascending a little elevation. And by the
light of the stars the youth could distin-
guish objects on the summit_of the hill.
These were great stones, set upright like
huge columns arranged in rows.

Decius raised his hand and leaned for-
ward, listening.

“ There is something up there ; horses,”
said he, in a low voice.

Alaric listened, and could distinguish
faintly a noise which came from beyond
the pillars of stone. This sound resem-
bled a restless tramping, as though some
large animal moved its feet uneasily.

‘“ We will go up,” said Decius shortly,
and began to ascend the remainder of the
elevation.

When they reached the outer edge of
the row of columns, he crouched down
and crept cautiously forward a little way.
The stones were arranged in a great
circle.. Near the center of the space arose
the shapeless outline of a huge stone
altar. Close to this, on the white carpet
of snow, other shapes, dark-colored and
smaller, were lying.

Beyond, near the inner edge of the row

* Began December ARCOSY. Single copies, 10 cents.
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of columns, a third dark mass was visible ;
and this the watchers knew to be a group
of horses.

For several minutes Decius studied
these things in silence, then, motioning his
companion to follow, began to circle the
columns on the outside ; and at every third
or fourth pillar he stopped and studied
the objects within carefully.

After a ti.ne he completed half of the
circle, and so came to the spot opposite
his starting-point. And now he stood
within a few feet of the little group of
horses.

These were four in number and were
tied to stakes driven in the ground, and
across the back of each was thrown a
fur covering.

Moving  cautiously, Decius crept
around the Dbase of a column and
approached the animals, who, becoming
aware of his presence, moved uneasily,
but made no other sound.

After a time he returned to Alaric and
whispered :

“Therc are four in there, and they
have evidently encamped for the night;
moreover, one must be a prisoner, for
upon the back of a horse are a number
of ropes which have been used to bind
some one.”

“ Then,” answered the young noble,
“the others must be Romans, for who
else would bring a prisoner so near the
camp of Casar?”

Decius nodded.

“1 have thought of that, but yet it
seems strange to me that, being so near,
they should have tarried here. And you
see even there is no fire.”

He remained silent for several mo-
ments, thinking, then continued:

“1 do not understand exactly, but we
shall see presently. Give me the Roman
helmet you are wearing. I have an idea.”

Placing the helmet upon his head, he
went once more to the horses.

Noiselessly pulling up one of the
stakes, he struck the animal fastened to
it a sharp blow on the flank. The horse
straightway began to prance and bolted
toward the center of the circle. Decius
crouched behind.-one of the others and
“waited.

As the freed horse galloped across the
snow a man who had been standing in
the shadow of the stone altar ran for-
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ward. Seizing the animal by the bridle,
he turned it about and, mutteriig, led it
back to its fellows, and with the hilt of
his sword drove the stake firmly into the
ground.

Then, even as the fellow was in the
act of rising. Decius sprang quickly upon
him—so suddenly that the man could not
open his mouth to cry out before he felt
his windpipe encircled by a grip of iron.

Holding his prisoner firmlv, Decius
dragged him backward across the snow
and threw him upon the ground at the
base of one of the columns. Drawing his
sword with his free hand, he pressed the
point against the fellow’s breast.

“ Do not cry out,” said he sternly, “or
I will pin you to the ground.”

Then he relaxed his grip upon the
other’s throat.

The man, lying on his back and looking
up, saw the gleam of the Roman helmet
above him. Thwice he opened his mouth,
but only a faint gasp came from it ; at the
third attempt he spoke hoarsely:

‘ Do not slay me, for we are even upon
the wav to the camp of Casar.”

And Decius, who had been studying the
fellow and saw he was not a Roman but
a Biturige, demanded sternly:

‘“As an envoy, bearing a message to
Cesar?”

‘It is even so, but we bear more than
a message,”’ the other answered.

“And who sent you? How do I know
you are not spies?”’

[t was evident the man was terrified,
for he moistened his lips several times.

‘“ Even a great noble among our people
has sent-us to Casar,” he replied.

“And who is that noble?”
Decius. '

“TIt is Ataulf of Elmet, and he has
given into our hands a prisoner we are
to deliver over to Casar; therefore, re-
move the sword-point,” the man answered
hoarsely.

But Decius did not remove it, for a
terrible suspicion flashed into his head.

He remembered how Ataulf of Elmet
had ridden away from Trevera vowing
vengeance against Harling, and he
thought it might be even he who was
to be delivered over to the Romans, the
Lord of Elmet having taken him prisoner
in some fashion. But of the real truth he
as vet suspected nothing.

asked
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“And you have that prisoner with
you?” he demanded sharply. ‘“And in
the morning you will deliver him over to
Cesar? What is his name? Answer
quickly or 1 will press down the point.”

Then the man began to whine, and
replied, as well as hc was able:

“It is not a man, but a woman; but
she is of a noble family, and, holding her,
Caxsar may treat advantageously with the
chieftain Harling. For she is no.other
than that one's sister.”

For a moment a mist swam before the
eyes of Decius, and he caught his breath
sharply. Then ungovernable rage surged
up in his breast, and when he spoke, the
words sounded like drops of water poured
upon red-hot metal.

“You bring to Casar a woman—and
the sister of the chieftain Harling?"”

“Even such a one, from the Lord of
Elmet,” the man answered.

Then, for the second time, the mist
swam before Decius’s eyes, but this time
it was red like blood, and terrible fury
took possession of him. With all his
strength he pressed the sword downward,
and as he did so he covered the man’s
face so no cry could escape him.

After a few moments he arose and
turned to the young Lord of Trevera,
who was standing a little way off- and
had not heard everything.

“It is the Lady Alesia, whom they
have brought here bound. Come, we
have something to do!” said he hoarsely.

Then the young noble, pale as death,
went and looked down upon the face of
the dead man. And turning to Decius,
he said quickly:

“It is Hadrien, son of Visbur, who
served Ataulf of Elmet in everything ; let
us slay the others quickly, or perhaps take
them prisoners and torture them after-
ward.”

But Decius, who even when in anger
retained something of coolness, replied:

“Softly, for we must move with cau-
tion. * It might even be possible that,
awakening suddenly and desperate, one
of them would raise his hand against the
Lady Alesia. That must be avoided
above everything.”

This he advised for two reasons. First,
because he desired the sleeping men to
know that they must forfeit their lives
for what they had done; and, secondly,
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he feared for the youth at his side and
that impetuosity might lead him to rash-
ness.

But Alaric had already drawn his
sword, and held himself back with diffi-
culty, for the thought that his sister had
been treated in such manner, and even at
that moment lay in the shadow of the
stone altar, perhaps bound, filled his heart
with bitterness. )

And in a moment the rage within him
burst out so fiercely he could restrain him-
self no longer, and, darting past Decius,
he rushed into the circle and ran toward
the center.

Then Decius knew further caution was
useless, for, looking toward the altar, he
saw that one of the men had already risen
and that the second was about to follow
his example. And each had time to draw
his sword before the youth, Decius close
behind him, reached them.

Now, it seemed as if the gods, weighing
the merits of each side, befriended that
which was most worthy. For it was im-
possible to choose an adversary, and if it
had chanced that the young noble went
against the Suevi he must have been quick-
ly worsted. But he took the other, who
was at heart a coward, and left the more
skilled fighter to Decius.

The combat between the first two was
decided quickly, for Ataulf’s companion,
stupid from sleep and not an excellent
swordsman, sought only to defénd him-
self. But Alaric of Trevera, reckless of
exposing his own person, and desirous
only of killing as quickly as possible,
rushed in with terrible ferocity. And at
the second blow he wounded his adversary
so the man dropped the point of his
sword ; then with a downward sweep of
his own weapon the vouth cut him terri-
bly in the neck and stretched him lifeless
upon the snow.

Having accomplished so much, he ran
to where his sister sat upon a bear-skin,
and threw his arms about her, bidding her
take courage because she was no longer a
prisoner.

Meanwhile, Decius and the Suevi had
exchanged a dozen blows without great
harm to either, and for an instant stood
apart as though to measure what strength
and skill the other possessed. And the
latter understood he was fighting for his
life against an unknown enemy; but

I
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Decius thought only of vengeance and
that the man before him had insulted
Harling’s sister.

And, as was the custom of the period,
each began to taunt the other, bidding him
to prepare to meet destruction. But
Decius also revealed who he was, and told
the Suevi the reason he would kill him.

After each had consumed some mo:
ments in this manner, they fell to in
earnest and the clash of their weapons
filled the air.

Gradually Decius, being lighter upon
his feet and more skilled in every way,
drove the other back farther and farther,
though he was unable to reach his body.
And Alesia, watching the combat, could
not tell with whom lay advantage, and
began to fear greatly.

But her brother, hovering now on this
side and now on that, his bloody sword
in his hand, waited. Fer did Decius fall
he would have sprung upon the other in
that moment.

Whether the Suevi understood this, or
because the presence of another enemy,
moving restlessly around him, tried his
courage, he began to give back more fre-
quently.  And, unmindful of what lay
behind hinl, he presently drew near the
great stone, with his back to it.

Then Decius began to fight more
fiercely, and his blows fell with the
weight of a mighty hammer. Before
them the Suevi gave bacx a little farther,
and his body touched the altar.

Decius saw instantly the unexpected
advantage which fortune had given him,
for the shock of coming in contact with
an unyielding substance threw thc other
off his guard. Before the Suevi could re-
cover himself a quick Dblow descended
upon his sword-arm near the €lbow.

Dropping his weapon, he uttered a
sharp cry and leaned back yet farther.
Then Decius, even while the man’s back
was bent across the top of the altar,
struck with all s might, and his sword,
cutting through bone and sinew, grated
upon the stone beneath.

Panting terribly, the young man moved
away, and his gaze rested upon the girl
who, standing a few yards off, lifted her
eyes to his.

“In Trevera, even at the request of the
Lord Harling, and of Getorix, the priest,
I would not go down to say you farewell
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upon your journey,” she said. ‘“ But now,
even at such a moment, I welcome you—
not as my deliverer from a fate worse than
death, but as a noble of my own people
and a warrior dear to Hesus.”

Then Decius, who would have rushed
upon leveled lance-points unflinchingly,
looked down upon the snow and touched
only lightly the hand she held out to him.
And what he answered he 1id not know
then, nor until long afterward, but he
knew that Alaric laughed and whispered
something to his sister.

For a little time longer they remained
there, and then, because the girl herself
urged it, and it seemcd wise to Decius
also, they took three of the horses and
rode from that place northward toward
the river Loire. ‘

Thrice during the journey they rested,
and Decius built a fire, and when they
halted at the beginning of the second
night he told them they must come to
the camp of the Bituriges about noon on
the day following.

Now, during this journey, Alaric of
Trevera related to his sister all that he
knew about Decius and what he had ac-
complished in the Roman camp and later
at the stone altar. 'And because he was
quick-witted and had watched Decius
carefully, he spoke of another matter
which he thought he had discovered. But
to the last Alesia made no reply.

On the last night, therefore, when the
two sat beside the fire and Decius was
sleeping a little way off, near the horses,
the vouth began once more to sing his
praises and to declare that in all Gaul
there was no one who possessed so great
strength and courage.

“But that this courage, when jyou
speak to him, vanishes like snow in spring-
time. vou have seen clearly,” he added.
“T do not know what is in your mind, but
his I can read plainly, and as you tell
me he comes of noble blood it would
not be harmful to think seriously upon
what I am telling you. If this war
spares him he will be among the first in
(’... 41.71

‘Inen the girl looked at him without
answering, and even shook her head a
little. And her brother, because he was
voung and filled with enthusiasm, con-
tinued :

“I know you are hard to please and
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have sent many nobles about their busi-
ness; but even if you do not care for
this man, treat him with friendliness.”

After a time, when he had fallen aslcen
also, and, as she had insisted, Harling’s
sister kept watch for an hour, she arosc
from beside the fire and crossed noise-
lessly over to where Decius lay sleeping.
For a little time she looked down upon
him ; then, bending quickly, kissed him
lightly upon the forchead.

And Decius, turning uneasily in his
sleep, raised his arm and brushed &is haad
across his face.

CHAPTER XV.
A ViTAL DECISION.

WHEX, the second day after his mis-
tress -had been taken from Trevera, the
crippled forester, Badon, rode into the
camp of the Bituriges and related what
had taken place, Harling was for going
at once to Elmet that he might take terri-
ble vengeance upon its master. But when
his rage had cooled somewhat, and it was
pointed out to him that there was no
certainty Ataulf was really at the
bottom of the abduction, he restrained
himself.

This was the more necessary because

the coming of Vercingetorix, the Arvern- .

ian noble who had been chosen as supreme
commander of all the Gauls, was hourly
expected. Therefore it was imperative
that the Lord of Trevera, as leader of
the Bituriges, should be the first to receive
him when he entered the camp.

But because it was not really known
whether Alesia had been taken to Elmet,
or whether it was a party of Romans who
had seized her, Harling selected a hun-
" dred picked warriors, and, dividing these
into two parties, placed a tried officer
over them. One of these parties started
at once for Elmet, while the other rode
southward in the direction of the Roman
camp.

And when they were gone no one even
dared ajoroach the Lord of Trevera,
for his rage broke out so furiously that
he walked back and forth with a drawn
sword in his hand and gnawed his mus-
tache continually. This state of things
continued until it was announced that
Vercingetorix was approaching.
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‘T'hen the Arvernian noble, who, though
a young man, had come forward as the
savior of his country, having heard what
had happened, advised Harling to possess
himseli in patience a littie fonger and to
permit the searchers o look thoroughly

» was done in the
were many matters
:d, and he considered the wel-
fare of (:z2n! of more importance than the
loss =% a woman and a young noble.

U'herefore Harling was forced to re-
main in the camp, and to wait with what
patience he could command for the return
of the searching parties. And this pa- -
tience was rewarded unexpectedly.

On the fourth day, even while a council
was being held among the chieftains, a
great shout arose suddenly throughout the
camp. Then Harling and some others,
who had rushed out to learn the meaning
of the tumult, saw a great body of war-
riors advancing.

And in the midst rode three horsemen
—on the left Decius, on the right the
voung Lord of Trevera, and between them
the maid, Alesia.

Then Harling, forgetting ecven the
presence of Vercingetorix, who stood be-
side him, ran quickly forward, and rush-
ing in among the soldiers, lifted his sister
from the saddle. Others did likewise to
the youth, Alaric, and for the second time
the soldiers began to shout loudly and to
wave their weapons.

Decius, looking down on all this, re-
mained silent on the back of his horse;
but Harling, leaving the girl, came for-
ward and laid his hand upon his knee.

“ As yet I have heard nothing, but you
have returned, not with one only, but
with two who are dear to me. As Hesus
lives. it shall not be forgotten, and what-
soever you desirc of me that will I give
you. Come down, that I may honor you
before all these present.”

And when Decius dismounted he led
him straightway before Vercingetorix and
said earnestly:

“This, my Lord of Arvernia, is the
voung man of whom I have spoken, and
it was he who delivered to us a Roman
camp and all the soldiers in it. Now,
having gone to Casar himself, he has
taken from him the youth, my brother,
and has returned him to serve Gaul fur-
ther; and, as you see, he has brought the
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girl also, though from whence I know
not.”

Then Alaric, who was standing near
by, cried out so all could hear him:

‘““Her he rescued, even at the border
of the Roman camp, to which the follow-
ers of Ataulf of Elmet were taking her.”

For the third time a great shout went
up, and with it were mingled words of
fierce anger and cries that Ataulf might
be killed in torture. But Vercingetorix
raised his hand and quieted the tumult
immediately. °

“Tell me,” said he to the young noble,
“just what this man has accomplished.
Is it, then, true that he entered the Roman
camp and took you from the hand of
Cesar? "

“It is true, and more,” answered
Alaric, “ for, entering that place alone, he
struck off my chains and even those of
three others, who were taken with me and
awaited death. Such courage as he has
displayed, counting his own life as noth-
ing, has not been equaled throughout the
whole of Gaul.”

Then Vercingetorix turned to Decius
and bade him come nearer.

“1 have heard much concerning you,
first from the Lord of Trevera, and now
from this young man, his brother; and
what I have heard pleases me beyond
measure, for I admire courage above all
things. And as it has come to pass that
I am invested with supreme authority
over the warriors of all the tribes, I am
invested also with other powers.

“ 1t is true that you are noble born,
but until now you possess no nobility
among the Bituriges with whom you
have cast your lot, and such honor I now
confer upon you. And because the name
you bear is a Roman name I give vou
from this hour another, more befitting
one who is numbered among Gaulish
nobles.

“ And you shall be called Wolf the
Bold—because you came among us Ccov-
ered by a wolf-skin. And what I now
do shail be confirmed by the assembly of
holy priests gathered in Avaricum.”

Then, as for the fourth time a shout
went up f-om the assembled warriors,
the Lord of Arvernia, who held the power
of life and death among them, took from
his neck the golden chain he wore and
placed it upon the neck of Decius. And
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such honor Harling even had not re-
ceived, in the presence of a whole army.

Later in the day, when everything had
quieted somewhat and Vercingctorix and
the chieftains had heard everything from
the lips of the mistress of ‘I'revera and
the voung lord, Harling arose and they
saw that fresh anger was surging up
within him. And looking from one to
the other he said in a fierce voice:

“Now shall T go to this Ataulf of
Elmet, for there no longer remains an
uncertainty, and I shall kill him as one
would a slave who insults his master.”

Even Ver .ngetorix did not this time
oppose him, for he understood what ter-
rible indignity the man had put upon the
house of Trevera, as also upon Gaul it-
self. But the youth Alaric looked into
his sister’s face and seeing something
written thereon, slipped out of the hut
and went to find Decius.

Having found him he related what
Harling proposed to do, and that he
would start for Elmet early in the morn-
ing. And having told this, he added:

““Now I have heard you say vou de-
sired above all things to meet yourself
this fellow and to finish what you began
in the courtyard of Trevera. But what
will ;remain for you if my brother goes
first to Elmet?”

Then he returned to the hut where the
others were still assembled.

A little while afterward Decius also
appeared at the door and requested speech
with the master of Trevera. And when
he was bidden to enter he turned to Har-
ling and said quietly:

‘“ Already, lord, have I rested here for
some hours, and now so great a desire is
consuming me that it burns even as fire.
Permit me, therefore, to take a herse and
ride quickly to Elmet. for until I slay
the man who dwells there I can neither
eat nor sleep ir. neace.”

Then Harling glanced around the cir-
cle and began to frown darkly, but an-
swered with calmness: :

“ Had it been anvthing clse I would
not hesitate to grant it, but Ataulf is re-
served for me; even now I am preparing
to ride to Elmet.”

“Such a one is not worthy of death
at your hands, and then there is an ac-
count unsettled between wus,” replied
Decius.
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said concerning him, and that now, hav-
ing been honored by Vercingetorix, he
was henceforth a noble among the Bi-
turige, he saw that a worse thing might
have happened.

That night he spoke with Decius and
it was arranged between them that as
_ the way to Elmet lay past Trevera, and
the camp was no place for a woman of
gentle blood, the maid should ride north-
ward in the morning. And the chieftain
selected two score men who should go
also, and these were to remain at Trevera
until Decius returned from Elmet.

CHAPTER XVI.
A CASE OF VENGEANCE.

DEecits and the young Lord Alaric. ac-
companied by two of che Biturige war-
riors, rode out from Trevera early in the
morning, for it was desirable to reach
Elmet several hours before darkness.
The youth talked joyously and addressed
pleasantly many whom they met on 'the
way, but the face of Decius was stern,
and such words as he uttered had almost
to be forced from him.

Toward the middle of the afternoon
he turned to his companion and asked
shortly :

“Tell me, are we not yet near this
Elmet? "

“ Tt is scarcely two miles further,” an-
swered Alaric.

Then, as Decius said nothing more, he
cried impatiently: -

“\Yhat ails you? Above all things
you desired to go there, and now you are
as one riding to a funeral. Is it pos-
sible you have left your courage at Tre-
vera?”

Decius smiled faintly.

“Yet a little remains, and I was think-
ing of something. I fear I cannot do
justice to the errand upon which I have
come; perhaps it would have been bet-
ter had Harling done so.”

Alaric gazed at him in astonishment.

“And do you fear this Ataulf will
kill you? If that is so, leave him to
me,” said he.

“ It is not that, but what I fear is the
anger which will consume me when I
meet this man. One of us will surely
die quickly, and to meet death by a
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sword thrust, such as many experience in
battle, should not be for the noble of
Elmet. But it cannot be otherwise, if I
slay him.”

Then Alaric began to frown, even as
Harling might have done, and answered
harshly :

“ Even slow fire would not be too bad
for that one. but a noble cannot employ
such methods in honorable combat. But
when you have obtained an advantage it

will not be necessary to kill him at once.” - -

But Decius shook his head.

“ It will have to be one of us, and
quickly,” said he shortly.

At the end of half an hour more they
came in sight of the roofs of several
dwellings, which Alaric said covered the
main house and the several outbuildings
of Elmet. Then his companion loosened
his sword a little and rode grimly for-
ward, cven through the gate of the court-
yard, which was open.

Thinking that guests had arrived, sev-
eral attendants rushed out and stood
ready to take the horses, and of one of
these Decius inquired in a stern voice:

“Is your master within?"”

The man looking at the horsemen
carefully and noting that he who ad-
dressed him wore a gold chain about his
neck, thought immediately that some
great noble had come to the house;
therefore he replied humbly: )

“My Lord of Elmet is absent, lord,
but will return Dby nightfall; in the
meanwhile will you not enter?"

“As I desired nothing more than to
meet your master, I will do so.” Decius
answered, and dismounted.

‘When he and Alaric went toward the
door of the house and the two Biturige
soldiers would have followed, one of the
attendants touched the latter on the arm.
saying:

“ Not that way, but by another door.
for there is a place for you by the serv-
ants’ fire. ‘There you may warm your-
self and await the departure of vour
lord.”

But Decius turned and said sharply:

“ Rather I desire that they enter as I
do; there are seats in the outer hall, they
can remain there.”

So the two soldiers followed him and
the young lord into the house, and while
they passed on into the main assembly
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chamber the Bituriges remained in the
hall close by, on wooden benches.

While some of the attendants hastened
to put fresh logs on the fire, others hur-
ried out aud returned with heated wine,
which they set before the nobles. But
it remained untasted, at which the serv-
ants marveled, and began to talk among
themselves. And one said to another:

“ Surely they are of importance, but
especially the big one, who sits motion-
less and gazes into the fire. It may
even be that Vercingetorix, who has
come to ask our lord to accompany him
to some assembly.”

Then, when shadows lay black in the
room and servants brought lights and set
them on the table, heavy footsteps sound-
ed outside the door. In another moment
it opened and Ataulf stepped across the
threshold.

Coming in from the frost-laden air
and gathering gloom the master of the
house went quickly toward the fire, but
when he was even half way across the
room he perccived for the first time that
the seats before the fireplace were al-
ready occupied. Therefore, he stood still
and looked at those who were sitting
there, for their faces were not plain in
the uncertain light.

“I came directly from the stables by
a side entrance, therefore no one has told
me that guests were waiting,” said he
suddenly. Then, throwing open his
great fur coat he added: * That you are
nobles must be so beyond doubt, being
seated in this place.”

Then Decius arose quietly and turned
his face toward the Lord of Elmet; and
because he had changed somewhat, being”
no longer shaven, and because Ataulf
had seen him only once and under dif-
ferent circumstances, he did not recog-
nize who it was. While he was won-
dering, Decius spoke coldly:

“We are indeed nobles, T.ord of El-
met, and though we are under vour roof
and have warmed ourscives at vour fire,
we have refused to accept further hos-
pitality, nor will we do so0.”

Upon hearing so unusual a statement,
for he thought certainly the strangers
would ask shelter for the night, Elmet
being some distance from any other house
of consequence, Ataulf began to frown
and answered :
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“Then why are you here? Do you
think this is an inn and I a common land-
lord that I can be insulted with im-
punity? It is plain you are not nobles,
but ill-bred fellows who have posed as
somebody before the servants.”

Decius smiled grimly.

‘““Whatever we may be, we are not
abductors and traitors to our country,
nor is death hovering over us this min-
ute,” said he sternly.

Then Ataulf sprang back and his face
flushed hotly, and seeing plainly for the
first time the yvoung Lord of Trevera, he
recognized him.

“So you have come for that?” he
cried harshly. ‘“Have I not been
troubled about such foolishness enough
already? Because it pleases a maid to
leave her kinsmen, must I be questioned
concerning it? Begone, before I call
upon the servants to throw you into the
courtyard.”

Before Decius could reply, Alaric
sprang up and snatched out his sword.

“It will be your dead body which
shall be thrown into the courtyard, and
we will even drag it Lehind our horses
through the streets of Avaricum, that all
may see the disgrace of Elmet!” cried he
fiercely.

Decius caught him by the arm and
thrust him back almost roughly, and as
Ataulf’s sword was out he drew his own
also. Looking the man straight in the
face, he began to speak with sternness.

‘“ Because of what you have done I
have come here to kill you, Ataulf of
Elmet, and all the lies in the world will
profit you nothing, for evervthing is
understood perfectly. Therefore stand
back and guard yourself.”

““And who are you that speaks so
boastingly? Shall a Biturige noble meet
in.combat a common churl who forces
his way into an honorable house? Rather
will I have my servants drag you out-
side and there slay you, but if this off-
shoot of Trevera desires to -enter into
the matter I will meet him, for he has
insulted me in my own uouse,” replied
Ataulf harshly.

Then Decius, who knew that mn an-
other moment he could not be able to re-
strain the vouth from rushing upon the
other struck the master of Elmet across
the cheek with the flat of his sword.
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to single nobles, such as Elmet and even
Trevera, it was not needful to burn, for
the Romans could find little comfort in
single houses; but above all it seemed
necessary that the capital, Avaricum,
should be sacrificed, for in it was stored
much provision, sufficient to feed a whole
army for several months. To urge this
necessity upon its inhabitants was Decius,
with several of the chieftains, sent
thither.

On the third day they reached the city,
and an assembly of the priests and older
men of the place being called, the mat-
ter was laid before them. Then great
discussion arose, and in the midst of it
an old noble, whose feebleness prevented
him from taking part in the war, grose
and began to speak.

“ That it has seemed necessary to de-
stroy unprotected towns in order that
this Cesar may not seize them I under-
stand, but when it is a question of Avari-
cum it seems to me a different matter. I
do not think that even all the legions in
Gaul can accomplish much against us
here, for we are strongly fortified and
with many warriors in the city can beat
off such assaults as are made against us.”

Many agreed with this, and several
voices cried shrilly:

“ Let them come! In an open place,
even in the forests, these Romans have
done something, but here it will be dif-
ferent.”

After that the discussion continued
furiously, until finally an aged priest
arose and demanded attention. And it
was Getorix.

“Tt is indeed an evil thing for a peo-
ple such as we are to sacrifice everything,
and in the midst of winter to burn the
roofs above our heads, exposing women
and children to death and suffering,” said
he, and pausing, looked around upon the
assembly ; then, raising his voice he con-
tinued earnestly :

“ But because it seems evil it is not
necessarily so, and in sacrificing our
towns and cities we may save all Gaul.
This Vercingetorix is a noble ‘of great
cunning and has hit upon a method
whereby the Romans may be led into a
trap of their own making. Coming
hither and finding only ashes, where they
thought to capture houses and provi-
sions, the choice will be given them to
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retreat quickly or to perish through
hunger. And although, in truth, this
place is strongly fortified, it may be
taken, and the plans of Vercingetorix de-
stroyed forever. But if we burn it, it
will make Casar powerless to injure us
further.”

For several moments great tumult suc-
ceeded these words, and presently a voice
cried:

“Is it a prophecy—that unless we
burn the capital, destruction will come to
all of us?”

“It is not a prophecy, but advice I
offer you. And because some of you do
not understand perfectly the terrible
power of these Romans, and what they
are able to accomplish, I have brought
here a noble who has actual knowledge
of these things, having witnessed them
with his own eyes.”

“ Let him speak, for we are listening,”
cried a number.

Then Getorix motioned to Decius, and
the young man stood up before the as-
sembly. And because they had heard of
him, and knew how he had been honored
by Vercingetorix, all gazed upon him
with curiosity and waited to hear what
he might say.

So Decius, hesitating a little, began to
speak earnestly. And he related such
things as he knew concerning the meth-
ods of the Romans and how the indomita-
ble spirit of Casar entered into his sol-
diers, so each man became in turn pos-
sessed of something of Casar’s genius,
and believed that under him all things
were possible.

Also he related the manner in which
Casar besieged cities and how, in a single
night, great earthworks arose even against
the walls, so it became possible for the
Roman engines to throw missiles and
great stones above the tops of the high-
cst fortifications. And these engines,
and other warlike devices, he made plain
to them were possessed in numbers by
the Romans, who understood perfectly
their terrible power and knew exactly
how to employ them to the best ad-
vantage.

When he had finished, Getorix' again
addressed the assembly and urged it to
consider most carefully what it had just
heard. ’

“ For,” said he, “if this Casar comes
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to Avaricum and encamps about the
walls, encompassing us with fortifica-
tions and employing his engines against
us, who can know what will happen?
But if we destroy everything he can do
nothing, at least for many weeks; and in
the meantime Vercingetorix will be pre-
paring to march against him with an
overwhelming army, gathered from all
the tribes.”

But even this argument did not meet
with general approval, and though many
respected the priest’s wisdom, and be-
lieved what Decius had told them, it was
decided to fortify the capital more
strongly, and to prepare to withstand a
siege.

The following morning Decius and
the Biturige warriors left the city carry-
ing the decision of the council; and with
them went the priest Getorix, for he de-
sired to consult with Harling about the
defengg of the capital. And Dbecause,
though the coming of the Romans was
certain, it would not happen for some
days, the party stopped for a night at
Trevera, and then continued southward
rapidly, until they reached the new camp
established by Harling between the city
and the advancing invaders.

When the chieftain heard what had
occurred at Avaricum he was not greatly
surprised, for he understood the temper
of the people residing there; he even
thought that possibly the place might
hold out for so long that Cesar, for the
time, would give up hope of conquering
it. Nevertheless, he resolved upon two
things. He would not trust all his army
within the walls when, if the city fell,
every one must be taken prisoner; but
would send to assist in the defense two
thousand men.

These would be under the command
of the chief noble of the capital, who
would have besides three thousand war-
riors summoned from the north, and as
many more less experienced defenders,
who were servants and serfs gathered
throughout the country of the Bituriges.
A greater force than this the city could

not comfortably hold, and it was sufhi-

cient to defend the walls if the Romans
elected to assault.

And the second thing which the Lord
of Trevera decided was to provide for
the safety of his sister. For her to re-
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main at Trevera would mean certain cap-
ture by the ememy, who would overrun
all that territory; and to take her to
Avaricum might, in the end, bring about
the same result. But if she went north-
ward, where were several strongholds,
there would be nothing to fear for her
safety.

In the first decision he was supported
by all the chieftains, for it was seen the
Romans would be dreadfully annoyed
by the presence of a large body of armed
men who, living in the forests, could
harass them continually in the rear, so
their entire attention could not be given
to the siege of the capital.

And because Harling understood that
kind of warfare perfectly (to rush out
suddenly like an enraged wolf, which
strikes with its fangs and then retreats
again into the fastness of the forest, only
to repeat the same thing at unexpected
intervals), he considered he could be of
more use without than within the walls.

With regard to his second decision he
sent for Decius and said to him:

“You, perhaps more than others, un-
derstand what will come to pass when
these Romans approach Avaricum, and
that no one will be safe from their rav-
ages unless behind stout walls or in the
midst of an army. And because it is
doubtful what may happen to the city,
and I cannot permit Alesia to live among
rough soldiers, I have decided to send
her to Gergovia, which is a fortified place
in the north, and to which this Cesar
cannot go unless he takes Avaricum and
conquers our soldiers everywhere. And
even if he should do that, he will have to
wait yet some months until the snow has
disappeared from the forests.”

“You have decided wisely, for above
all things her safety is important,” an-
swered Decius.

“I know jyou would think that, and
therefore I desire you to go at once to
Trevera,” replied Harling. *“ And be-
cause the way is somewhat long, and un-
ruly spirits may be met with on the road,
1 will send with vou a dozen stout horse-
men. Then vou will take from Trevera
such things as are required. and loading
them upon wagons, begin the journey to
Gergovia. Having reached there, and
placed the girl in safety. vou will return,
for every sword is needed here.”
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reached from the ground to the
height of the shoulder, and fighting with
heavy lances and their long swords; the
Romans with smaller protection for their
bodies and short-bladed weapons.

At such times blood flowed like water,
and the din of the conflict reached even
the ears of those in the capital. And
though each time the invaders held their
ground, and frequently drove the assail-
ants even into the forest, the Bituriges
rushed back to meet death, singing joy-
fully.

In many instances whole bands even
cast aside their garments and, despite the
biting cold, went into battle naked, their
huge bodies being protected only by a
girdle.

And if at any time the Romans began
to give way and to retreat sullenly be-
fore these terrible onslaughts, Ceasar ap-
peared suddenly on the spot and urged
them to regain the ground they had lost.
When that happened a fresh phalanx
was formed immediately, and in turn the
Bituriges were driven back, leaving many
dead and wounded upon the field.

In the midst of this carnage single in-
dividuals performed ‘great deeds of valor,
and among such Decius and Harling did
not stand second. But, although death
at all times hovered over them, and each
received numerous unimportant wounds,
they returned alive into the forest and
led fresh assaults against the phalanxes.

It so happened that in one of these
desperate combats Harling and a Roman
soldier became separated from the main
body of the contestants and fought
against each other on the slippery snow ;
and because the Biturige was stronger
and desperate beyond measure, he pres-
ently succeeded in breaking his enemy’s
shield.

Then Harling, seizing the ‘advantage
which fortune had given him, rushed for-
ward furiously, and because he was able
to protect his own body from the blows
of the other, it was not necessary for
him to use his sword to ward off the hos-
tile strokes. But the Roman was ob-
liged to do this and began to retreat a
little.

Because in battle to give way foretells
disaster, and adds courage to one’s oppo-
nent, the combat straightway became un-
equal, and at length Harling reached the

hY

WITH C/ESAR. 713
other’s body with his sword. Wounded,
the Roman slipped twice upon the snow
and weakness seized his muscles. Then
the Biturige struck once more and
stretched his enemy prone upon the
frozen ground.

But when, seeing the man was not
dead, only sorely wounded and losing
consciousness, he would have finished him
and passed on to others, Decius appeared
suddenly between them.

“My lord!” cried he hoarsely, for
the breath in his body was almost spent
through overexertion, ““ grant me once
more the life of this man. It is even
Lucullus, without whose assistance the
voung Lord Alaric would have remained
a captive in Ceasar’s hands.”

At these words Lucullus opened his
eves and looked into the blood-covered
faces above him. ’

“Ah! it is you, Decius!” said he
faintly; “but permit this barbarian to
finish me, for my sword-arm is almost
severed at the shoulder and my service is
ended.”

After that he became as one really
dead.

Harling, panting dreadfully and with
his bloody sword in his hand, looked
fiercely into the face of the young noble.

“To spare a Roman at such a time is
not in my heart, and in asking it you de-
mand much of me,” answered Harling
harshly.

But when Decius would have replied,
he turned suddenly upon his heel and
plunged again into the conflict.

Then, because others were drawing
near, and to have remained standing
there would have meant certain destruc-
tion, the young man rushed forward, also
leaving Lucullus lying on the snow.
~ Later, when the battle was over, and
the Bituriges had retreated into the
forest, certain of his comrades came upon
the old soldier, and seeing he was not
dead carried him inside the fortifications.
And after many days he recovered from
his wounds, and when spring was come
once more returned to Rome with those
who conveved more notable captives
thither.

But because Harling had cut his sword-
arm terribly he fought no more with the
legions. :

For the spacc of twenty-five days
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Casar besieged Avaricum, and at the end
of that time the city capitulated and all
those who remained alive within the walls
~ were made prisoners. And the provis-
ions which were stored there fed the in-
vaders for three months, until spring
was come and the legions could be led

against the army collected in the north’

under Vercingetorix.

This thing having come to pass, there
remained no longer any reason why Har-
ling and his few remaining followers
should remain there. For the Romans,
having taken possession of Avaricum,
were too strongly fortified to permit of
successful assaults, and to have attacked
them would De to sacrifice brave men
uselessly.

Therefore the I.ord of ‘Trevera or-
dered the warriors to begin the journey
northward where the army, composed of
picked men from all the tribes. was col-
lecting.

With these warriors went Decius and
the priest, Getorix, and before they
reached Gergovia the latter spoke earnest-
lv to Harling.

“It is probable that some weeks will
elapse during which there will be no
fighting, and each man can attend wholly
to his own affairs. Now, it seems to me
that the time has arrived when the gods
favor what I am about to mention. Tre-
vera is lost for a season and your sister
must remain in a strange place where
she will be devoured by homesickness;
even you can not be near her for very
long, because it is certain that Vercinge-
torix will demand vyour presence. You
might, indeed, take the girl with you.
but you understand such a decision
would be unwise, for a maiden has no
place among great bodies of soldiers.”

“1 have thought of that, but con-
sidered you might be near her in Ger-
govia and that would be some comfort to
her,” answered Harling.

“ Even that is uncertain,” replied the
priest; “my presence may be required
elsewhere and, if it is not, you under-
stand I am growing old, and to the old
death comes suddenly. The young lord,
Alaric, might remain, but I know he de-
sites above all things to be with the army
and you could not wish otherwise, there-
fore,. Alesia would be alone.”
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He paused for a moment, then added:

““ Unless it so happens that that noble,
Wolf the Bold, is willing to remain in
Gergovia and not accompany you to Ver-
cingetorix ; and. as there will be no fight-
ing, why should he do s0>”

“ Tt would certainly not be necessary,
at least until spring,” answered Har-
ling. ‘““And you were saying—"

“ Only that he would need an excuse
which Vercingetorix would accept read-
ily. If he should become Alesia’s hus-
band there would be no trouble,” inter-
rupted Getorix.

The Lord of Trevera remained silent
for a time.

*That such a thing must come I know
perfectly, but so soon—that is another
matter,” said he slowly.

‘““And why not?"” answered the priest.
“ Now, for some weeks it will not be nec-
essary for that noble to join the army,

‘but later he must leave her to fight

against these Romans. Let us give them
a little time together, for who knows
what may happen afterward.”

Then Harling put away such doubts
as were in his mind and answered so-
berly:

“You speak with wisdom, and above
everything I desire to give the maid hap-
piness. Let it be as you say.”

The next day they came in sight of
Gergovia and having entered the city,
Harling, with Decius, the priest, and the
vouth, Alaric, rode straight to the house
where Alesia was waiting. And when
they had exchanged greetings and related
everything which had occurred at Avar-
icum the Lord of Trevera took his sister
aside and talked to her earnestly con-
cerning the matter of which. the priest
had spoken.

“Tell me.” said he. “are you willing
to do this thiny—even to-day?”

hen Alesia looked into his face stead-
ilv and answered:

“ For these many days. lord, have I
waited here in loneliness.”

This answer Harling carried to Decius
and the priest. and immediately each, in
turn. visited the maiden. And Getorix
spoke earnestly, but when the young
noble appeared before her and they were
alone together mere words were unneces-
sary.

On the day following Harling and his
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of the night and, finger to trigger, I
noted that our course was north.

II.

SILENCE sat on us all for some mo-
ments, for even I was somewhat im-
pressed with the turn events had taken.

But, finally growing more accustomed
to the speed (for we were hitting a pretty
pace) and my eyes accommodating them-
selves better to the subdued light, I
prodded the fellow and suggested : .

“Don’t you think you'd better out
with the whole thing—save trouble and
cross-questions?

But my hope from that quarter was
short-lived, for even from where I sat
and leaned toward him, I could see those
jaws set themselves under the leather of

4 the goggles, and it was a type of set I'd
seen in others and had come to respect.
This man would yield nothing but what
was actually forced from him.

I could feel it, along with the realiza-
tion of a certain dignity and sense of
hautcur which ill consorted with the
affair he had in hand.

Whatever it was, facts as I knew them
so far didn't exactly harmonize with his
general fit-out.

So. while he bent low over the steering
wheel and whirled the roadway by us, I
turned toward the girl:

“ Miss Van Brunt.”

“You know my name? "’ she answered
in unfeigned surprise.

“ Nothing wonderful in that” I re-
plied, “ I heard him address you so back
there in the resta@rant.”

“QOh, I see,” she said.
there?”

“ The next table.”

Then I sought to give her the relief of
laying bare all the facts.

“Miss Van Brunt, possibly you'll let
me into your confidence enough to tell
me something about this affair.”

She turned and regarded me as closely
as the passing park lamps would permit ;
then, apparently satisfied, or else reason-
ing that she could not render*things
worse, she answered:

“ There’s little to tell that I know.
But what I 4o know has caused me the
most anxious day of my life.”

o \Ies? 7N

o

“You were
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“At' nine o’'clock this morning my
father left for his office as usual. I had
occasion to call him up on the phone at
ten. At the office they told me he hadn't
been in yet. I called him up again at
twelve-thirty. Still he hadn’t arrived.
Then I became alarmed, for dad is the
essence of punctuality.

“Finally I took a cab down to the
office myself. There I found that my
own uneasiness was more than matched
by that of the staff. Then I hurried
back home and got to the hallway just in
time to hear the house phone ringing.

“ 1 caught up the receiver in anticipa-
tion of news. A gruff voice, which I
now think was feigned made the appoint-
ment with me at the restaurant, which
appointment you saw me keep. That’s
all T know.”

Instinctively we both turned to the
man beside her and in front of me. Muz-
zle-prodded as he was (for 1 kept the
gun playing about his ribs continually)
he was driving the car as if on a pleasure
spin. I could not but admire him.

He had paid no evident attention to
the girl's recountal ; though of course he
had heard every word of it. He merely
contended himself with a dim smile
which might mean much or little.

I thought I would underscore my in-
tentions toward him, so I said:

*“ No unaccountable breakdowns to the
car, understand ; and it may interest you
to know that matters will probably
lighten themselves for you if you clear
things up a bit.”

[ had leaned forward close to his ear,
50 1 could easily hear his subdued curs-
ing of me for a meddler.

Then, turning again to Miss Van
Brunt, [ held toward her the slip of
paper with its scrawl. Though it was
far too dark to read it, the paper itself
seemed to lend her comfort, especially as
I told her its drift.

A lurch of the car at the interchange
of the s¢lip caused our hands to meet.
In fact, in instinctive protection mine
closed about her little glove; but, of
course, this was merely incidental.

We had left the park, whirled up
Seventh Avenue, crossed Central Bridge,
and a turn or two found us entering the
somewhat darker gloom of the Boston
-Post Road.
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This was a new note, but I didn’t let
her see it weighed upon me.

“We're just losing time,"”
cheerily, as I led the way down the
bank, ‘“ we can find out something beyond
conjecture perhaps.”

She took to the stern-sheets of the skiff
with a readiness that bespoke custom;
and, as I'm no slouch of an oar, we were
soon well out toward the anchored craft.

Near approach proved it to be one of
" those tidy little hunting cabin launches
that have so rightly found favor with the
cruising fraternity.

We came up on her slowly and silent-
ly, for we were in the enemy’s country, as
it were. _But absolutely no sign of life
manifestédl itself aboard, if we except a
possible hint of existence in the shape of
a cheery radiance from the little oval
ports of the cabin.

I drew up alongside, caught the rail,
and, steadying myself to the slight night
roll, scanned closer. No one on deck.
Then I helped her to the cockpit, made
the boat fast, and together we approached
the companionway. *

Here we met definiteness, for a sturdy
padlock barred us from entrance.

“ But the light? " whispered Miss Van
Brunt in alarm.

Then she stepped forward along the
side runway and, bending low, scanned
the illuminated interior.

It wasn’t horror which sent me quick-
ly to her side; for, as I bent beside her
and peeked between the folds of a dimin-
utive curtain, the scene spoke no great
terror.

A hale old gentleman of mutton-chop
and tan-gaiter type, sat in his shirt
sleeves before a swinging table, a fat
cigar glowing defiantly and a most ab-
sorbing game of solitaire setting wrinkles
of pleasing worry.

Miss Van Brunt rapped at the thick
glass and sang out delightedly:

“Dad!”

I couldn’t wonder at the old gentle-
man’s recognising that voice.

Anyway, his apparent indifference to
his plight and note of resignation left
him. He rose excitedly, crossed to the
port, unscrewed and opened it.

“That you, Nell?"”

“Yes, dad.”

“You're not alone?"

I cried -
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.

There was a mounting excitement in
him that communicated itself to her.
“No, I'm with a gentleman.”

“Who is he?”

She looked at me in perplexity. It
appeared to be time for me to speak; so
I bent toward his face near the open port
and hastily explained as much as I could.

‘“Great!” cried the old fellow.
“Wait a minute!”

He disappeared forward and we heard
him clattering away there. Finally he
reappeared with a hack-saw and a file,
which he passed out to us.

‘“Can you cut the lock?”

‘“Surely,” said I, and at it I went.

Ten minutes saw us all three in the
little cabin together.

This certainly couldn’t be the same
quiet old gentleman of solitaire interest
of the-few moments previous!

The way he accepted me and my ap-
parently unaccountable connection with
the affair proved him the man he was for
making all grist that came to his mill.

“You say they headed back toward
the city?”

“Yes,” we answered in unison.

He turned to me suddenly.

‘“Can you run one of these craft?”

I looked into the engine-room, recog-
nized the type of motor, and answered:

“ Yes.”

“Then cut hook and make for the
nearest phone.”

“New Rochelle?” T inquired.

‘ Anywhere, but quick!”

I did actually cut the cable and we
were chugging fast toward Echo Bay off
New Rochelle.

Then the old gentleman explained
somewhat. .

“It’s an intricacy of the stock market.
That’s all. I was swinging a pretty big
move. Those clever scoundrels” (the old
fellow grinned) * rather exceeded the
usual Wall Street tactics though sticking
to the spirit. My absence was required
to hold an issue back. I was absented.
There you have it. But—" and here he
chuckled in boyish delight—*1 think
they’ll just miss it.”

“ But it’s very late, isn’t it?”

“ My dear fellow,” explained the old
chap, “T'll bet you a tidy sum that at
this very moment my secretary, Weaver,
is pacing the polar bear march right up
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thoughts there bobbed up on the horizon
of strange faces one who boasted of a
line of ancestors that reached almost into
the B.c. age. But what was more to
the point, and especially to the liking of
the fair Abigail, was the fact that this
gentleman displayed the true badge of
wealth—a sixty-five horse-power touring-
car.

His name was Chesterton De Haven,
and he strutted about with a nonchalance
characteristic only of the ultra-ultra, as
every onc knows. But once Abigail had
decided that /¢ was the objective point
of her ambitions, there was no escaping
the figurative noose she flung at his aris-
tocratic head.

She soon had him fast as a fish that
had swallowed a hook and by his very
own methods, too. She had mo touring-
car, but she had a head that she could
hold as high as the most stiff-necked of a
queen’s retinue.

And it was not strange, therefore, that
within a very short time after Chesterton
De Haven had been presented to her, she
was occupying the front secat of his ma-
chine on all its excursions. Although
he was not so good looking as La
Grange, she could not somehow forget
La Grange, and although his grammar
often slipped a cog, so to speak, Abigail
found him not unsatisfactory as a sub-
stitute.

Besides, his blood was blue and his
pockets lined with gold. At least, so
Abigail’s imagination assured her. Then
again, he was a man of the world, and
told her of his travels at home and
abroad, atl of which she absorbed with
the air of one to whom such things are
trivial.

But her week grew near its end. She
had only a couple of days in which to
draw from Chesterton De Haven the
proposal that would assure her of every-
thing in life.’

She felt instinctively that he was on
the trembling brink of the important
question and that doubtless it would
come that very evening after the dance.

What would La Grange think when he
learned that she was engaged to a mil-
lionaire? He would probably wish her
to return to him, but she was determined
that with love she would have nothing
more to do. Her “ golden destiny " had
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come, true to her dreams and the infalli-
ble fortune-teller.  She could have
hugged that old woman were she within
reach at the moment.

It was after dinner that evening that
she received a letter, written in La
Grange Benedict’s well-known hand.
She hurried to her room, overwhelmed
by the memories of him she %ad loved,
and after she had read the lctter she was
glad there was no one about to hear her
amazed exclamation and see the guilty
flush which painted her cheek.

Then, with trembling fingers, she hast-
ily packed all her possessions, slipped
down to the office and paid her bill, shy
one day of the time she expected to re-
main. After ordering her trunk sent to
the station immediately, she left the hotel
by a side door, in order to escape Chester-
ton De Haven on the veranda.

She had some minutes to wait at the
depot before the train pulled in and she
made use of the time to send a telegram
to La Grange. It read:

Leave for Atlantic City to-night. Love.
ABIGATL.

And when she had crawled into her
berth, an hour later, en route for the
coast resort, she rcad again the note she
had received from her indomitable
twelve-a-week lover, 'who wrote with a
happy disregard of their late quarrel and
separation :

Dear ApBie: Cleared up a wad as
big as your—I mean my—fist on the
market to-day. Enough money to buy
a flat. Expect to run down to Atlantic
City over Sunday as there is nothing to
keep me in town while you are away.
Wish you could run over for the day.
Maybe you can. What? I'd go to the
Springs, but I understand there is a
fellow there, an old enemy of mine,
whose face I am tempted to pulverize
every time I see it. Tell the girls to
beware of him as he has the use of his
employer’s automobile—a broker whom
I know well—and puts on the airs of a
nobleman. He is a chauffeur and his
name is Chesty De Haven. Wire me if
you will come over.

Lovingly,
La GRANGE.
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ed in separate cars, and Peabody could
distinguish his prey by his hat. When
the gu. vd called * Grand Central!” the
man jumped up and went to the door.

So Peabody hurried to the rear of his
car, and when the gate opened unsus-
pectingly stepped off onto the platform.
The gate clanged to behind him and he
looked cautiously around for his man.
He was not there.

Peabody was not slow, and the circum-
stance was sufficiently illuminating. He
uttered an exclamation and made a long
dive at the gate of a passing car as the
train pulled out with rapidly increasing
speed.

‘““Here! What'n Hades are you at?”
yelled the angry guard as Peabody land-
ed on his hands and knees in a heap on
the dusty platform.

Peabody arose slowly.

“ Had to make it,”
lessly.

* Oh,” snorted the guard with fine sar-
casm. ““ Matter o' life and death, I
suppose. \We'll see about that.” he add-
ed as he started for a forwarc car.

In a moment he returned, accompanied
by a policeman.

* Here's the guy,” he said, jerking his
thumb at Peabody.

‘“See that?” said Peabody hastily as
the officer was about to speak.

‘The man read the card which Peabody
held out to him.

“ He's all right, Bill,” he said to the
irate guard.

Peabody left them to continue the dis-
cussion if they chose, and made his way
painfully into the car, for his fall had
bruised him.

He noticed that several people,a pretty
giri among them, kept glancing now and
then toward his feet; and the pretty girl
looked the other way very quickly when
she saw his cyes upon her. He began
to wonder uncomfortably if anything
was wrong, and then he looked.

Where his trousers should have neatly
incased the calf of his right leg, that
muscular specimen was exposed to the
public gaze through a rent that extended
upward as far as his knee and downward
nearly to the hem. He remembered now
that he had felt something rip when he
dived over the gate.

His face reddened to a brick color as

he said breath-
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he caught a glint of stifled laughter in
the eyes of the girl across the aisle, and
rising hastily, he moved forward.

He passed from car to car cautiously,
and finally got back to his old point of
vantage, leaving a sensation behind him.

‘“ Brooklyn Bridge'!" called the guard.

Peabody saw his victim rise and fold
a newspaper he had been reading. This
time he was wary, and waited till he was
sure his man was on the station platform.

He was Dbecoming interested in the
chase again, and once more decided that
he wouldn’t drop it for a hundred torn
trousers-legs.

He emerged from the Subway exit not
fifty feet behind hic man. As the crowd
was thick, he no longer had much fear
of being seen, and the people who were
staring after him didn’t matter any more
—he had become calloused.

The chase led toward Barclay Street,
and the two were approaching it from
Broadway at a rapid pace when a gust
of wind came from the south. In an-
other instant Peabody’s hat was whirling
fifty, and then a hundred feet away.

The victim had turned the corner, and
Peabody, with a despairing look in that
direction, tore after his straying lid. He
could feel the game trouser-leg flapping
gaily in the wind.

FPeabody seldom wore red socks, but
he swore strongly when he realized that
now, by some chance, he had on a pair
his sister had sent him. He hadn’t want-
ed to throw them away, and had put
them on with the comforting reflection
that he had stopped wearing low shoes,
and that anvhow he could wear the
things out in four days. Now, their re-
fulgent glory was not to be concealed.

The wandering hat at last lay still
till he was nearly up to it, when it be-
gan to roll coquettishly down the mid-
dle of the Broadway car-tracks. Then
a car came and put Peabody out of his
misery.

He did not bother to pick up the re-
mains of that hat, as his one thought
once more was to get past the crowd of
several hundred appreciative onlookers.

Suddenly Peabody saw some one on
the corner. She was gazing at him with
an expression that combined horrified
recognition with alarmed concern; and
their eves met.












A SLAP-DASH ROMANCE.

“Too bad you're literary,” she re-
marked. * Writers are a messy lot.”

“T do illustrating,” I corrected.

“They're all alike, I fancy,” she in-
sisted suspiciously. “ Why don’t you
keep on— what d’ye call it—illus-
trating? "

“T1 have to live also,” with Dbitter sar-
casm.

“ Are you willing to sail for Europe
in the morning? "

That left me a bit breathless. Yet—
why not? I wasn't tied by blood or
friendship to a soul in the world. How-
ever, the egotism of self-preservation in-
sisted on a degree of wariness.

“ There is, of course, some one who
will tell me about you,” I suggested
suavely.

She started a bit. Evidently, she
thought her blatant prosperity unques-
tionable.

Yet there was a gleam of mirth behind
the glittering lorgnette that heartened
me. I felt I had taken the right role.

“ 1 might refer you to the butler,” she
said grimly. My name is Arden—
Mrs. Jacob Arden.”

“You are—the Mrs. Arden?” I cried
in impetuous astonishment.

Despite the undeniable, autocratic
manner of wealth, I could scarcely be-
lieve this blunt-speaking, abrupt man-
nered woman, with the strong masculine
face, could be the much-talked-of Mrs.
Arden of many millions.

“ Just so,” she said absently. “ And
now, suppose we come to business. I
want a secretary. She must be well-
bred, clever, strong. I won't have a
common-looking, dowdy person, and I
don’t want a pink-and-white doll. I
want no whining sycophancy nor keep-
off-my-coat-tails independence. Her du-
ties are—whatever I choose to ask.”

She paused, watching me keenly, but
I was silent. After all, it was rather a
large order. But at once she resumed:

“ Understand, child, I am not unfair.
You won't be asked to do anything any
sensible girl could object to. Part of
your time each day will be vour own.
I'll pay you onc hundred and fifty dollars
a month.” :

She lifted her lorgnette and again in-
ventoried me.

“ That tailor suit will do nicely for
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traveling. I shall expect you .to dress
well.  You know how to wear your
clothes—there’s half the battle won.”

I gasped once or twice, swallowed
hard, and as calmly as possible informed
Mrs. Jacob Arden that T would accept
one hundred and fifty dollars a month.

IT.

I rREaLLY dare say it wouldn’t have
madec any difterence had I known it from
the first—it would have taken a very
great deal to have separated me from that
one hundred and fifty dollars a month
then—but when Mrs. Arden met me on
deck as the Statue of Liberty was van-
ishing into a speck, presented a man bun-
dled in shawls in a steamer-chair as her
brother, and asked ‘me if I'd mind read-
ing to him a while, I fclt a certain vague
resentment.

All T could sec of the man was a pair
of eyes surveving me from the bundle of
shawls, but | disliked him at onc . In-
stinctively, I felt that he was remarking
to himself that my nose was too short and
my mouth too big and my face too pale.
I had admitted all these defects to my
reflection in the mirror long ago—but,
nevertheless, I wasn't accustomed to
reading that opinion in the eves of men.

An indistinct mumble came from the
shawls, and Mrs. Arden resumed her
stately promenade up and down the deck.

“What do vou want me to read?” I
asked, presupposing the bundle contained
ears somewhere.

Again the unflattering gaze surveved
me.
“Where in blazes did she get you?”
a voice drawled.

“ He seems to have the family trait of
affatility,” I thought to muyself. But
aloud I said calmly:

“ Picked me up at Modem's for one
hundred and fifty dollars.”

“ Reduced, I dare say.”

I grinned a little reluctantly.
““on my uppers " that day.

“Oh, reduced all right, but hardly a
bargain at that,” I deprecated. ‘Shall
I read this?"”

I picked up a volume from the floor
beside his chair.

But the eyes in the bundle had closed.
However, I had Dbeen told to read,

I awas
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“Oh!” I cried miserably; “I can't
conscientiously help you marry Mamie
Milligan. You see, I know her—and—
oh!—you'll think I'm jealous—because
—because—she’s successful. But it isn’t
that—don’t you see. / really know her,
and when yon really know her .you'd
be sorry, and—please don’t ask me to
‘help you do that.”

Mr. Arden was regarding me gravely.

“ Peggy,” he said, ‘“ I'll tell you some-
thing, and you're the only person alive
that knows it. I have never even seen
Mamie Florette Fleurelle-Milligan out-
side the radius of the footlights. But I
know I wouldn’'t marry her if she were
the last woman on earth.”

“ But the famous duel? ” I faltered.

“The infamous duel, you mean,” he
returned grimly. ¢ Well, child, it was
simply a champagne duel.”

He flushed a bit.

“ Morgan and L clashed in an argu-
ment over Fleurelle—I don’t know what
—the shape of her nose or the vileness of
her acting—at the Martin that evening.
I am not a drunken fool ordinarily or
often, but I was that night.”

Then, with an impatient shrug of his
shoulders, he dismissed Mamie Florette
Fleurelle-Milligan.

I tried hard to keep my mouth corners
down, but an irrepressible delight was
simply bursting within me.

“ But, you see,” Mr. Arden went on,
‘“there is another girl, and I am going to
marry her in London. Jane would object

to her nearly as much as to Fleurelle—in -

fact, Jane has the objection habit in
rooted form.. I'm rather crippled now
from that fool bullet, but I don’t intend
to be dragged off to that stuffy hole—
Brighton. I am going to marry the girl
and carry her off to the highest point in
Switzerland, where Jane or any one else
will never find us.”

He was gazing dreamily out to sea,
and I stole a quick sidewise glance at
him. Then I slipped softly away.

Isn’t it wonderful to find yourself in
love—wonderfulyhateful, puzzling? You
reason it down coldly, scornfully point
out a thousand reasons why you're not,
why vou shouldn’t be, laugh at the ab-
surdity of it until the love lies crushed
beneath your s¢orn and logic.

And then—you turn around, and there
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it is laughing at you out of the corners
with the smile of his eves and the twist
of his mouth, and you are smiling fool-
ishly at the remembrance of some “ nice
thing " he said.

I dare say not being in love before
made it worse for me. It's humiliating
enough at best to be swayed by some one
else’'s absence or presence, or smile or
frown, like a puppet on a string, but to
tumble into love with a man unsought
and unwanted—uell, it's the depths of
abasement. -

But, of course, I decided to help Jim-
mie Arden. ‘There was nothing else left
for me to do. :

I told him so later, when I had pulled
myself together and freshened my eyes
with cold water and rice-powder. But
afterward I avoided him.

Mrs. Arden reappeared on deck the
last day out, and I helped Jeanne, her
maid, with a thousand things below.

From the Paddington Station we drove
straight to the Cecil in a victoria, and I
had my first glimpse of London.

Foggy London? I, for one, shall
never associate fog with London town
again. The only speck on the breezy
sunshine of the dav was the gloom that
enwrapped me as I pre :ded Jimmie
Arden into the hansem that afternoon,
ostensibly for a spin in Hyde Park.

“We are going first to get a license,”
he said, and in his excitement he put his
hand over mine under the apron of the
hansom.

‘ But the girl? " I questioned.

‘ She’'ll be at the church, all right.”
His voice exulted and his eyes shone at
me expectantly.

There wasn't a bit of trouble with the
license. As he waved it at me, running
down the steps, I realized that I had
hopec “here might be.

We arew up in front of a quaint, ivy-
covered church, and the obsequiously
smiling driver beamed down at us en-
couragingly, as Jimmie told him to wait.
I was trembling a bit. but I managed a
smile and jest at cabby’s obvious mistake.

“You would make a very pale bride,”
said Jimmie, looking at me curiously.

Far up the aisle where the altar-cloth
shone dimly in the gloom a shadowy

. figure stood.

‘“ Ah,” said Mr. Arden, ‘““the minister
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“When a man buys a gold brick he must

expect to pay the price of his folly, but
at the same time he can’t be blamed for
yearning to thrash the man who sold it to
him. That’s the way I feel toward you,
Wiggins. When I look at those empty
seats inside I can hardly refrain from
taking it out on you personally.”

“Well, you'd better not try it,” growled
Wiggins. “ When a man has spent a year
writing a play and has the mortification
of finding out that that play is a failure,
he isn’t exactly in a mood to stand for
having his nose punched without hitting
back.

“1, too, feel awfully much like smash-
ing somebody, and if you dare to lay a
hand on me I'm liable to break every bone
in your body.”

There was a glint in Wiggins's eye
which prompted the manager to allow
this challenge to pass unheeded. The two
men were standing in the lobby of the
Globe Theater. Next door was the
"Tivoli, at which “ Hop, Step, and Whis-
tle,” one of the big successes of the season,
was being played.

Haggin gazed through the plate-glass
doors at the crowds pouring into the lobby
of the rival theater and at the ticket-
- speculators who thronged the sidewalk,
rending the air with their cries and
offering choice seats at exorbitant prices.
. He groaned with jealousy at this en-
viable sight.

“No speculators stand outside our
doors,” he growled. * Even the scalpers
don’t want our tickets at half-price. No-
body seems to want to see our show. And

I can’t blamec them, either,” he added,
glaring at Wiggins. ““ It’s the rottenest
play ever staged.”

“Oh, I don't know!” cried Wiggins
fiercely. “ I've listened to you abuse my
play, Mr. Haggin, ever since we opened,
but I'm going to tell you now that I
think it’s your fault the play’s a failure.”

“What!" cried the indignant manager,
his eves dilated with surprise.  “ You say
it's my fault! I didn’t write the play,
did 1?”

“ No, that’s very truz; but I don’t think

the play’s so bad—TI really don’t. It may
be weak in spots—"'
“Weak in spots:” interrupted the

manager disgustedly. “It's got %0 many
bad spots that it looks like a case of
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measles.
rotten.
come to see it.

I tell you the play’s absolutely
If it wasn’t, the public would
The public is the only
real judge of a play. I'm not one of
those " art for art’s sake’ fellows. The
box-office receipts are the only real test
of a play, in my opinion.”

“Well., if vou knew vour business,
perhaps the public would come to see our
play,” retorted Wiggins, looking the
manager straight in the eye. )

“1f 1 knew my business! Listen to
him talk!” sneered the manager. “I
can’t go cut on the strcet and kidnap an
audience, can 1?1 gathered together a
strong company, and the stage settings
are as elaborate as you could want. What
more could I do?”

“’I'he company is all right and so are
the stage settings,” Wiggins admitted.
“I think the great trouble lies in the fact
that my play hasn’t been properly adver-
tiscd. I know you've flooded the town
with the sheets and hand-bills; but that
isn’t what [ mean. \What we want is news-
paper publicity. Now, take that play
next door. I'here’s columns in the papers
about it every dav. That is the main
reason why it is such a success.”

“Well, I've got a press-agent,”
growled Haggin. “ He does his best to
get stuff in the papers: but he-tells me
it’s pretty hard to get the editors to give
space to such a poor production. I guess
he’s telling the truth, too.”

“ No, he isn’t.” declared the playwright
emphatically. *“That press-agent of
yours doesn’t know his business. If he
sent out the right kind of stuff the papers
would have to print it. Now, I’ve got an
idea—"

“You have, ¢h?” exclaimed the mana-
ger somewhat eagerly: for he was des-
perate enough to be willing to listen t.)
any suggestion. ‘“What is it? By all
means let’s have it. Perhaps even you
may have an original thought—although
one would never suspect it ate; ‘-eeing
your play.”

* Well, it’s just this,” went on Wiggins,
ignoring this brutal thrust. “ You %know
my play is founded upon facts. It de-
picts the present political situation in this
town. My hero is really patterned after
the present mayvor, and my villain is a
caricature of ()’Rourke, the Democratic
boss. Now, why can’t we persuade the
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mayor to come and see the show? If we
could get him to occupy the stage box
some night, the papers would have to give
us a good notice. They’d deem it a good
news-story that the mayor of this town
should come here to see himself and his
bitter political opponent portraved on the
stage.”

“ By Jove!"” cried Haggin excitedly.
“‘That isn't a bad idea. His honor the
mayor ought to have received an invita-
tion before now. If we could get him to
witness a performance it would be a fine
advertisement. That press-agent of mine
ought to have conceived that idea long
ago. I guess I'll bounce him and get a
live man in his place. That’s a pretty
good scheme of yours, Wiggins.”

“That isn’t all of it,”" said the play-
wright proudly. ““ My plan is much more
elaborate than that. Listen! You know
the bitter enmity that exists between the
mavor and O’Rourke. They never ap-
pear together in public, vou know. If
his honor gets an invitation to attend a
public dinner, and he hears that O’Rourke
is to be present, he always manages to fall
sick or find some other reason for not
attending. Now, if—"

He suddenly lowered his voice and.

whispered the rest of the sentence in the
manager’s ear. As he did so. the latter’s
face broke into a broad smile—the first
smile that had been seen there since the
opening night of “A Fight for the
Right.”

He seized
effusively.

“That sounds to me like a first rate
scheme, Wiggins,” he said. ‘It certainly
would be a great political sensation, and
ought fo do our show a whole lot of
good. Say, you ain’t much good at writing
plays, but if you ever want a job as a
press-agent, vou can name your Own
price. It's a bully idea. But do you
think you can work it>"” he added
anxiously.

“ Leave it to me,” said the other. “I'll
go to see the mayor first thing in the
morning. I think I shall be able to per-
suade him to attend.”

True to his promise, Wiggins next day
visited the city hall and sent in his card
to his honor.

The latter did not know Wiggins from
the man in the moon, but after the play-

the playwright's hand

”
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wright had explained the object of his .
visit to two or three different secretaries,
the mayvor, who prided himself upon his
democracy, graciously granted him an
interview.

“So you have written a play,” ex-
claimed his honor as Wiggins entered the
great presence.

“Yes, Mr. Mayor. And I have also
taken the liberty of patterning the
character of my hero after yourself.”

“You don't tell me!” ‘exclaimed tlie
mavor, looking duly appreciative of tlm
comphment

“Itis a political play,” continued Wig-
gins, ““and. as its title implies, it depicts
how the right—represented by yourself
and your faction—triumphs over the cor=
rupt, which is represented, of course, by
O’Rourke, the Democratic boss, and the
names in my play are disguised, but any-
body familiar with the political situation
knows who the characters stand for. Now,
don't you think that you would like to
see the play, so that you could judge
whether I have depicted the situation
rightly> We should esteem it a great
honor if yoir honor would attend a per-
formance. I should be delighted to place
a box at your disposal. Can I flatter
myself, Mr. Mavor, that you will accept

ur invitation? ”

“You say that in your play the villain
is a caricature of O’Rourke?” inquired
the other.

“Yes, Mr. Mayor, and he is badly
crushed by the hero—a humble stage
portraiture of yourself.”

“Then, by Jove, I'll attend a perform-
ance!” exclaimed the mayor decidedly.
“It is proper that such plays should be
encouraged in the interest of civic ad-
vancement. I will be pleased to accept
your invitation.”

“What night, please, your honor?”
cried Wiggins eagerly. 1-aking a memo-
randum in his note-book when the mayor
declared that Wednesday evening would
suit him admirably.

Elated at the successful result of his
visit, Wiggins left the city hall, but he
did not return at once to the theater. In-
stead, he went to the headquarters of
O’Rourke, the Democratic boss, and after
some difficulty managed to obtain an inter-
view with that famous exponent of ad-
vanced political methods.


















A TRICK OF CHANCL.

‘The burglar was a heavier and a larger
man than Mason, but the weight of the
one seemed an even match as against
the agility of the other. The awful
strain was now beginning to tell upon
them Dboth, their breath coming in quick,
short gasps through clenched teeth.

Suddenly the burglar forced Mason
upon his back and buried his knee in his
chest.

“I've got you now,” he hissed as his
large, powerful -hands wound themselves
around Mason’s throat and he pressed his
head firmly against the floor.

Mason’s  squirming and wriggling
proved uscless. He could not loosen that
vise-like grip, and the heavy knee seemed
to be crushing out his very life.

His eyes bulged from their sockets—
the attempt to speak terminated in a faint
gurgle. Everything seemed to dance be-
fore his eyes, then sudden darkness gath-
ered arourd him as -he heard a voice ex-
claim: *“ Here! What's this?"”

In his halt swoon Mason saw him-
self before the directors, reading state-
ment after statement. and could distinct-
ly hear the many favorable comments
upon them as he explained the new sys-
tems he had installed. And just as the
president walked over and patted him
on the shoulder. with the remark, “ Ma-
son, we’ll double vour salary from the
first of the month,” his eyes opened and
the real events of the evening were before
him.

‘“Don't ve dare to move, or I'll bore
a hole in ye big enough for a trolley-car
to run through!”

As he heard this injunction he roused
up and took in the situation at a glance.
T'here was Raftery, the night-watchman.
revolver in hand, standing over the pros-
trate form of Mason's burglar.

In the tussle the robber’s pistol had
been knocked to one side, and Raftery,
passing through on his rounds, had heard
the noisec of the scuffle. Hurrying
through the building in the direction of
the sounds, he had arrived just as Mason
lost consciousness, and was now stand-
ing gunard over his prisoner, not daring
to move until help came from some-
where.

As he realized Mason was rising—he
did not look to see, but kept his eyes
fixed upun the burglar—he questioned:
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* Are ye hurt much, Mr. Mason?”

* I think not,” was the faint reply.

But the tussle had left him so weak
that he staggered and lurched heavily
against a desk.

Raftery heard Mason stumble and
cried angrily, still keeping his eves on
the prisoner: * Ye dirty blagard, I've
a mind to put a bullet in ye, just
on general principles. Don’t ye dare to
move.” he cautioned quickly as the bur-
glar attempted to raise himself on his
clbow.

Without turning to Mason, the watch-
man questioned kindly: ‘““Arc ye able
to git me a piece of rope, sir?> I'll tie up
this rogue. Or if ye will telephone for
a cop ’twould be better. I'm perfectly
willin’ to git him off me hands.”

“I'll phone—that would be Detter,”
Mason replied as he limped painfully
toward the instrument.

As he walked across the room his
glance fell upon the clock. Tive minutes
of ten—and /e had missed his train, and
what he considered the opportunity of
his life. With an inward curse that took
the outward shape of a groan, he turned
and shook his fist at the prostrate bur-
¢lar, then he grasped the telephone re-
ceiver with the other hand.

Police headquarters were got after an
aggravating delay, and- the incident
quickly related.

“We'll have a couple of men up there
double quick,” was the announcement at
the other end of the wire.

Limping back to the watchman’s side,
Mason remarked: “ Raftery, I'd better
go down and let the policemen in. The
outside doors are locked, you know.”

Raftery was not particularly well
pleased with this plan. Although he still
kept his eyes directly upon the burglar
and his revolver pointed straight at his
head, he showed his fear of the man.

“Sure, Mr. Mason, lit thim bang on

the door. We'll hear thim and I can
¢o down and lit thim in. We'd Dbetter
both stay here till they come. Ye
know—"

”

“Raftery. I'll stay here,” Mason in-
terrupted &= jrily—plainly detecting the
watchman’s fear of being alone with the
man, who had not moved, but still lay
stretched upon the floor.  ““ Give me the
revolver.”
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“Are ye sure it's safe ye'll be, sor?”
questioned Raftery as he handed the
weapon over almost eagerly.

“ Certainly ! 7 Mason declared as he
seized it. Then addressing the burglar,
added: “ You had me once, but I've got
you now, and if you move it will be my
chance to even up things a bit. Do you
hear?”

An angry grunt was the only reply,
and Raftery hurried from the office,
glancing back over his shoulder appre-
hensively, as if he almost expected to see
another tussle.

As Mason stood there awaiting the po-
liceman, the thoughts of the evening re-
volving in his mind, he wondered just
what the outcome would be.

Would the directors postpone their
meeting? He would telegraph, immedi-
ately he was rid of the prisoner, the
cause of all the trouble. A thought struck
him—he would phone to Mr. Arm-
strong’s house to find out what hotel he
stopped at in Cleveland, and then wire
details.

Perhaps they might continue the meet-
ing the next day, just to hear those state-
ments read. Oh! if they only would—

Heavy tramping in the hall broke into
Mason’s reverie, as two blue-coated offi-
cers entered the room followed by Raf-
tery, who remarked: ‘ Right over there
they are,” and then fell back discreetly
in the rear.

The policemen walked briskly over to
where Mason still stood guard over the
thief. Grasping him roughly by the col-
lar of his coat, one of the men pulled
him to his feet as he questioned: “What
does this mean, anyway?’

“Hold on, now; don’t get fresh
growled the burglar, as he raised his
hands to protect himself from the blows
he evidently expected.

But one of the detectives, either think-
ing he intended to strike at them or else
meaning to intimidate the prisoner, dealt
him a stinging blow in the face, flooring
him, where he lay still, evidently fearing
a repetition -of the attack should he risc.

“ Here, vou get up here,” commanded
the policeman as he jerked the man to his
feet. Then running to his brother ofh-
cer, he added: * Mike, we'd better get
the.wagon. Call them up.”

As the one addressed as Mike walked
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to the telephone the other questioned
Mason:

“Tell me all about it, sir.”

The details quickly given, the officer
turned to the prisoner with: * Well,
got anything to say?”

The burglar retreated a step. evident
ly expecting another blow, then replied :
“Well, I'll tell de whole game if yez'll
give me a chance. 1 ain’t de whole guy
in dis mess.”

As he hesitated a moment the officer
broke in: ‘“ \Well, go ahead. \Vho is?”

“ Higgins—he—"

Y Hwom" " exclaimed Mason in dis-
nmay.

“ De very one,” continued the burglar,
now speaking more confidently as he
realized that for a moment there was
another who had taken the attention of
the men. “ He lef’ de safe unlocked, and
I sneaked in as de gang was quittin’. If
you hadn’t butted in by hangin’ aroun’
I'd ’a’ done de job by now.” This last
was addressed to Mason. '

“Ye see dat guy—I mean Higgins,”
he continued, ‘‘ has been playin’ de po-
nies—"'

‘“ Good Heavens'!" Mason groaned.

“ And de bookies hit him bad in de
wallet,” he added, apparently not notic-
ing Mason’s interruption. *‘ So he fixed it
wid me to do de job, and we was to.
whack up. But I guess de only t'ing

* we'll whack up will be de hull time we

git in de coop together, divided between
him and me. Anyway, I don't care
much. I'm only a poor rummy, and I
know I'll git enough to eat, anyhow.”

“1 guess that's the wagon,” broke in
the officer who had telephoned, as a rum-
ble sounded in the street below.

‘ All right—come along!"” command-
ed the other policeman as he slipped the
handcuffs upon the burglar’'s wrists.
“Just for precaution’s sake.” he re-
marked as the click of their locking was
heard.

After they had left, Mason sat down
at his Jesk to think.

* Higgins gone wrong!” he exclaimed.
“T can hardly Dbelieve it. But it sounds
possible if not probable.”

His eyves burned, his breathing was
labored, and his chest pained severely.

““What had T better do?"” he ques-
tioned aloud.
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THE MAN IN THE GREEN CAR.

It might have been fifteeen minutes.
and I had refilled my pipe for the second
time, when the familiar thrum, thrum
came out of the increasing gloom. Then
suddenly from the way Picrre had. gone,
around a broad curve, swept a pair of
glaring headlights. A great green motor
slowed down a few hundred feet away,
crawled forward almost to my machine,
and came to a standstill.

“Ho!" cried a not unpleasant voice.
“ Lucky we didn't run you down; yow'd
have deserved it, with not a light lit.”

I realized my carclessness; I could at
least have set the lamps going. Luckily
my German is excellent, so I was not at a
loss for a reply.

“I should have lighted up, but 7
couldn’t have been any worse off if you
had dashed into me,”” I answered, and
arose, fumbling for my box of matches.

The speaker in the other car alighted
and came forward.

“Ah!"” said he, ‘““so you've gone to
smash. Bound for Fremstadt?”

“I was,” I answered, ‘“ and perhaps I'll
get there in the morning.”

He turned and spoke a few words to his
man. The latter jumped down, reached
under the seat, and flashed a powerful
hand electric-lamp.

“We'll take a look at her. My man
here is an expert when it comes to road
accidents. Are you alone?” said the
owner of the car.

I explained that my chauffeur had gone
back, and why ; then I spoke of the broken
transmission.

“ Get down and see; perhaps it isn't
so bad,” said my companion shortly, and
the business end of the electric-lamp dis-
appeared under my machine.

In the glare of the headlights I could
see something of the man who was
offering me assistance. I sav something,
for his coat-collar partly hid his face.

For the moment I was startled, at first
I knew not at what, then it dawned upon
me. Irom the short mustache upward
the resemblance was striking. The nosc,
the set of his eyes, the contour of the head
might have been my own.

Also clad each in long linen duster and
peaked cap, we might have been taken
for twins; perhaps one was a trifle taller
or broader of shoulder, but standing there
in the road it was not evident.
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He was looking at me, too. and I saw
the wave of surprise across his face.
Perhaps- we each remembered the old
assertion made by a long-dead philosopher
—that in the same generation nature
always uses the same mold in fashioning
two members of the human race. Their
births may take place thousands of miles
apart, but each man and woman, except
when death has intervened, has some-
where an exact counterpart. ‘They rarely,
if ever, meet.

Standing there in the road between
my disabled car and the glaring head-
lights, I realized the exception had taken
place; I almost wished the other car and
its owner had passed on and left me
alone to wait for Pierre. Then the weird
sensation passed, and I was upon the point
of speaking when he forestalled me.

“ My man will be finished in a moment ;
let us hope you are mistaken as to the
nature of the accident.”

It was plain he did not care to refer
to the resemblance, though I knew it
had not escaped him. It was my cue to
ignore it also.

Presently the fellow crawled from be-
neath the car, threw back the hood, and
examined the interior. When he turned.
the hand-lamp half raised, I saw the look
of utter astonishment which crossed his
face.

For a moment hLe stood stock-still in
the road, looking from one to the other
of us. Twice his lips parted, but each
time the words died upon his tongue.

Then I saw his employver make a little
gesture. The man stared stupidly, utter
amazement written on his face. My com-
panion suddenly relieved the situation.

“Well,” said he sharply, “is it the
transmission?  This gentleman is doubt-
less anxious, and—it’s getting late.”

The fellow found his voice.

It is the transmission ; a bad job, your
—vour—"

The other interrupted hastily:

“'That settles it.”” Then to me:
“The car cannot carry vou to Fremstadt
to-night. Accept my condolences.”

I took a long pull at my pipe.

“Thanks,” I replied. ““ but it is the for-
tune of the road. The city, I believe, is
about eight miles?”

* Nearer nine.” He half turned toward
his car.  “ 1 might take vou up. only—
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horses, but at that moment the youth
appeared to be stricken with a strange
maladv. His mouth was half open, the
coil of rope had fallen from his hand,
and his eves, fixed on .my face, were
round as a pair of saucers.

IFor a moment DPierre stared at him,
then burst out angrily:

“Come: At what are you gaping? Is
it that yvou have never scen before a gen-
tleman met with misfortune? Is it not
enough we lie wrecked on your wretched
road, but vou must lose your wits when
something is required of you? Come,
about your business; do you not see Mon-
sieur Swift is waiting? "

But a sudden idea had flashed into my
head. The expression on the lad’s face
was one of utter amazement—an amaze-
ment mingled, it seemed to me, with fear.

Me he had never seen before, yet my
face had set him gaping. It was the man
in the green car, my double, whom he be-
lieved me to be. And who was this man,
that his sudden appearance on a country
highway wrought such consternation in
the mind of a common yokel ?

I decided to solve the problem in the
easiest manner possible.

With a gesture I shut off the beginning
of another outburst on the part of my
little Frenchman.

“ My boy,” said I to the'lad,
pear to be ill at ease;
do you take me?

“ you ap-
for whom, then,
There is nothing to

fear.”
He swallowed with difficulty.
“Your highness!” he stammered—

‘“surely your highness understands that
my father did not suspect—that .we—in
demanding pay—did not understand—"

He stopped and shuffled his feet uneas-
ily in the dust.

“Ah!" said I, “ then vou know that I
am the—" I hesitated.

“The crown prince,” he stammered;
“and vour highness will—"

“ON, certainly,” I interrupted, and a
queer feeling ran up and down my spine.

Then the man who had sped away
in the green car was no other than the
crown prince of the little principality
upon the highway of which Pierre and I
had foundered. And that was why he
had hesitated in asking me to ride w 1th
him toward the city.

It was because of that he had spoken
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of the astonishment of certain ones in
Fremstadt did the pair of us appear to-
gether. Because of that he had remarked
that the appearance of my car, dragged
behind a pair of plow-horses through
the streets, might set the honest citizens
staring.

The Crown Prince of Fremstadt and
my humble self were as alike as two peas;
the trown prince owned a green car, and
mine was green. He had understood the
humor of the situation—the little comedy
which was sure to follow—and he under-
stood also who must, by necessity, play
the fool when the broken motor crept
into the lighted streets of the capital
city.

It is very fine, such a thing—in story-
books. I had enjoyed reading the -ad-
ventures of the hero in the Zenda tale;
but I had no fancy to assume a similar
role, even though it be a bloodless one.

To be bowed at and scraped to, hailed

“your highness,” bore no charms for
me, and, deep down in my heart, I sus-
pected that his real royal highness would
not permit SO rare an opportunity to pass
unproductive.

Of course he was zoing through to the
city, he would expect I would put up at
the Crown Hotel, and he doubtless had
in mind to play his little joke—on others,
possibly, but by making use of me-

For a moment the thought came to
turn about and avoid the city altogether ;
then I realized such a move would be
the height of folly.

There was not another place within
forty miles where I could hope to get
the machine repaired, also to catch the
express for Paris. It must be either
Fremstadt or a long journev over the
mountain roads with a disabled car in
tow. Then, what excuse could I give to
the chauffeur did I turn my back on the
nearest haven of refuge® It was plainly
Fremstadt.

I turned to the silent youth standing
beside the horses.

“ Then vou have seen me—the prince—.
perhaps in Fremstadt?"”

“Many times, yvour highness: and it
was but two days ago your highness did
my father honor in stopping at our door,”
he answered.

It was plain he did not hesitate in
taking me for the prince. and in Frem-
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stadt there would be dozens who might
do so. And suddenly a way out of the
difficulty flashed into my mind, depend-
ing much on one little thing—if an
express for Paris left the city after
nightfall.

After all, it need not prove difficult to
avoid observation. If we went down into
the city our arrival must be at a late
hour. Glancing at my watch, I saw it
was alreadv nearly nine o’clock.

Coming into the town, I would avoid
the Crown Hotel and the garage which
had been recommended by my late com-
panion of the green car. Getting other
quarters would throw the prince off the
track did he choose to attempt to carry out
his joke. Pierre could atiend to the
storing of the car and the details con-
nected with its repair; in the meantime
I would remain indoors during the day.
If a train left for Paris in the evening
I. would slip out and take it.

I saw no reason why my plan might
not be successful, why I could not enter
and leave Tremstadt without being ob-
served. :

I nodded to Pierre, who had listened
in astonishment t. the short dialogue
carried on between the boy and myself.
Plainly he thought the former either
drunk or crazy; possibly he had doubts
concerning me.

“Let us be moving,” said I shortly.
“Thank Ged the way is nearly all down-
hill.”

“It is as monsieur says—it will not be
so very difficult,” Pierre answered, and,
with the lad’s aid, attached the rope to
the machine.

I do not think a word was spoken, ex-
cept when the driver urged on the tug-
ging horses, during the first six miles of
our toilsome journey into Fremstadt.
But when we reached the outskirts of the
city I addressed the boy.

“You know the streets, my friend?”

It is so. vour highness ; and the short-
est way to the palace,” he answered
-respectfully.

“But it is not to the palace we are
going—to-night,” I replied carelessly.
‘“ Rather to one of the places where it
will bte possible to have the damage
mended.”

I could see that he was disappointed—
that he had hoped to ride into the court-
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vard of the palace, the visible motive-
power of the prince's car.

“It is for your highness to command,”
he answered.

I saw that the boy was not a fool, and
that some explanation would be the wiser.

Vhy the prince should avoid the palace
under such circumstances and at such a
late hour was a riddle he might seek to
solve in his own way. It would be better
not to arouse his curiosity too far. I
chose a way, the surest to make him a
faithful ally and to flatter his vanity. I
made him.a confidant. .

“ Listen,” said I sharply. “I do not
desire it shall be known at the palace that
I have met with a misfortune on the road.
You understand?”

It is known that ycur highness is the
most fortunate of all motorists,” he re-
plied naively.

“ And for that reason 1 do not desire it
to get abroad that—what has happened
to-night.”

He nodded knowingly, and I knew he
was thinking: “ The prince does not care
to lose his reputation and to have certain
ones smile behind his back because he has
entered the capital drawn by two plow-
horses; and who indeed would desire
such a thing?”

[ took out a gold-piece and put it in
his hand.

“kemember,” said I sternly, “that I
forbid vou to address me as ‘vour high-
ness’ or to speak of this matter to any
one vou meet. And—proceed as quickly
as possible to a garage not to much fre-
quented.  You knew of such a place?”

He rubbed his head.

*“There is that of Rudolf Wiernier,
but it is a small place and not in a good
quarter of the city. 1 have been there
often, for Rudolf is related to my moth-
er.” said he.

“And this Rudolf understands the
mending of machines? ”

““T'here is no one smarter, though his
place is small and trade not very brisk
with him.  Yet, if your highness desires
to employ the best mechanic in Fremstadt
I will take you to him.”

‘ Do so.” said I, and settled back in the
car.

As we entered the more lighted streets
I put on my goggles and turned the col-
lar of my coat well up about my ears. I
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saw Pierre glance back at me hastily, and
the expression on his face almost sct me
laughing.

PiahMy the honest fellow thought I had
quite taken leave of my senses, but he
said nothing. and we crept through the
streets of the city.

Either our guide avoided the more
crowded thoroughfares or the populace
retired early, for we met very few pedes-
trians and scarcely a vehicle. Some
turned to look at us, and a few laughed.

Pierre hung his head, and I knew he
was swearing in his choicest French. Had
we been entering Paris he would have

-wept tears of shame.

Slowly we dragged through one street
and another, and then the seemingly
never ending journey came to a termina-
tion. Our driver pulled up before the
closed doors of a modest garage, a two-
story wooden building, from the upper
windows of which lights were shining.

Leaving the tired horses standing in
the middle of the street, he rang a bell,
and presently a door opened. After a
moment’s. conversation with some one
within, the boy, accompanied by a griz-
zled old fellow, approached the car.

The man looked us over critically,
shrugged his shoulders, and rasped out in
a gruff voice:

“And so vou are in difficulty? Yet,
the hour is late, and it is not my custom
to work after sundown.”

I saw our guide move his feet uneasily ;
it was plain he feared I might take of-
fense at the old man’s manner. I hastened
to avert a whispered warning.

“As you say, we are in difficulty, my
friend, but I do not desire to have any-
thing done to-night. I have heard you
repair cars skilfully.”

“So it is said; vou then desire some-
thing to be done in the morning? " replied
the old fellow briefly.

“I desire to leave the car with you
until it is whole again; it is the trans-
mission,” T answered.

“Then it will not be to-morrow, nor
the day after, nor the next,” said he.
Turning to the lad, he added: “ Unhitch
the horses ; together we will all push the
car into the shop.”

The boy glanced at me apprehensively.
The Crown Prince of Fremstadt pushing
a car into a garage in his own capital!
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Once more I threw myself into the
breach.

“Good,” said T; “let us do so quickly,”
and climbed out of the machine.

Half an hour later, the car safely stored
for the night, the boy paid and sent about
his business, followed by Pierre I entered
a modest hotel in a not over-fashionable
quarter of the city.

A sleepy clerk eved us critically, for
I still wore the goggles and my collar
was turned well up about my ears.

“Go,” said I to Pierre; ‘““engage us
rooms, and do not haggle.” :

He hesitated for a moment, shrugged
his shoulders, and addressed the clerk.

“It is monsicur’s desire to be given a
room as quickly as possible. As vou ob-
serve, haste is necessarv. It is the dust
of your wretched country that has in-
jured monsicur’s eyes, and pain is racking
him. Also, as you may have noticed, the
wind of the mountain has caused a sore-
ness of the throat; even to-morrow a
physician may be required. To-night,
however, it is rest—quiet and some food
monsicur requires.”

Face to face, as he thought, with an
equivocal situation—for the honest fellow _
believed I had lost: my wits—he was
making the best of it in his own way.
Evidently, too, his manner impressed the
clerk, for within a quarter of an hour
we were seated in a little private dining-
room and Pierre was pouring for me a
glass of claret.

He set down the bottle, waited until a
quick-eyed serving man had put several
dishes before us, and then said earnestly :

“ Will not monsicur remove the glasses,
and-—monsicur may observe the room is
warm. Surely the soreness of the
throat—"

The waiter passed through the door,
for I had intimated his services would
not be necessary. As the catch clicked
I leaned back in my .chair and burst out
laughing.

*“ You—you poor man, and do vou think
I have quite gone off my head?”

The little Frenchman threw a doubtful
look across the table.

“ Drink the wine, monsicur”" said he
carnestly, pushing the glass toward me.

I took off the goggles and slipped out
;)f" my motor-coat, then sat down facing
him.
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“See here,”” said I, controlling my
mirth; “ own up—you think me crazy!”

“Monsicur!” he ejaculated, but I
could read his thoughts.

“Why?" 1 demanded.

He hesitated, moved uneasily, then
burst out:

“And whyv not, sitonsicur?  The gog-
gles, vour words with the peasant-boy,
the—"

Then 1 expiained just what had oc-
curred and why I had entered Fremstadt
so disguised that my brother would not
have known me.  Pierre asked no ques-
tions, onlyv shrugged his shoulders and
nodded from time to time. Quick-witted,
he understood.

“And listen,” 1 concluded. “I don’t
fancy leaving you alone in this beastly
hole, but I can’t stay shut up in this hotel
until the car is fixed—perhaps a matter
of several days. I shall remain indoors
to-night and to-morrow. In the morn-
ing go down and inquire about the ex-
press to Paris—if one leaves at night.
Make what excuses vou wish for my
non-appearance, though I fancy no one
will trouble themselves on that score. I
shall leave at the first opportunity¥ and
vou will follow with the car as soon as
possible.”

“ It is as imonsicur says; monsicur goes
on to Paris, and I follow as quickly as
possibie,” he answered. Then, shrugging
his shoulders: * But it is in my mind to
first observe this—his highness ; it is won-
derful, is it not so. monsicur?”’

Early the following morning he
knocked at my door.

“ At nine to-night the express leaves
for Paris; it is that monsicur desired to
know,” said he.

“Good'!” T answered. ‘To-day, my
friend. it will be the worst of headaches
which confines me indoors, but to-night I
shall travel to Paris. I wish vou could
go on with me, Pierre.”

He shrugged his shoulders.

“In time, monsicur; but not until I
have seen this—this Prince of Fremstadt,”
he replied.

II.

Hap the express not been so late that
first thing might not have happened, for
the warmth of the station-platform would
not have driven me to carelessness. For
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a quarter of an hour I marched up
and down, my coat-collar well about my
ears; theu, as the minutes passed and
no express, I felt my linen wilting.  The
platform was poorly lighted; I threw
back the collar and continued my restless
pacing, as near as safety permitted to the
edge of the broad causeway.

He came out of the lighted station,
past the little groups around the door.
A tall, gaunt figure, wrapped, despite
the weuther, in a cloak which mufiled
his chin.

At first [ did not notice him particu-
larly, as he halted and looked up and
down the long platform, a somber figure
silhouetted against the light of the broad
doorway. ‘T'hen suddenly he stepped
forward swiltly, without noise¢, and before
I could realize it his hand was upon my
arn.

“Ah!” said he, in a gruff voice. ‘It
is most fortunate. If the train had not
been late 1 must have missed your high-
ness.”

I bit my lip, but I knew a denial would
profit nothing, for he was lovking straight
into my face. I shrugged my shoulders.

He dropped his hand from my arm.
Certainly he must be a person of impor-
tance, clse he had not taken a liberty.

“ As I said,” he continued in his gruff
voice, ‘‘ it is most fortunate. But a short
time since I learned that your highness
had left the palace, and I knew, no matter
how, what your highness might intend to
do—to leave I'remstadt on the night ex-
press.”

““And why,” I demanded, resolved to
play the part, if only for a few minutes—
“why should I not leave Fremstadt if I
so desire?  Will you answer me? "

He threw back the collar of his coat
with an impatient gesture. When I saw
his face—cold, haughtv, severe, the face
of an old man, a face seemingly carvéd
out of marble—I felt a cold chill run
down my spine.

What if it should be the ruler of Frem-
stadt, the august father of the prince—
his royal highness!

TFor the second time he touched me
lightly upon the arm.

“Why?” sdid he coldly. ‘“And jyou
ask me </y you should not leave Frem-
stadt at this particular hour? You are
going to Paris, and—in two days more
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“ As you will, but T will not return to
Fremstadt.”

He relapsed into gloomy silence, then
broke out in a constrained voice.

“God knows. my friend, I love my
country, and had resolved to be the man.
In many ways I have played the fool, and
the people have lost much confidence. I
had hoped—Dut fate is against me. To
break my word is impossible, though I
realize perfectly what I may forfeit in
going to Paris.”

“Then you have no love for this
woman—this tool employved by vour ene-
mies?” I inquired.

He laughed harshly.

‘““ Rather hatred: | am her fool. her
dupe, but”—and he straightened his
shoulders—* even to such a one I will not
stand forsworn. Call it madness if you
will—then I am truly mad, for I am re-
solved.”

I lighted a fresh cigar and leaned back
against the cushions.

Despite myself, I admired the man—
he who would forfeit so much to keep his
oath. I understood perfectly the game
his enemies had played—and won. They
had counted upon his weakness, and the
woman waiting in Paris would show no
mercy. Instinctively I, too, began to hate
her; for the moment I thought myself
the Prince of Fremstadt, and stood in hix
place. :

He was leaning dejectedly back agains:
the cushions, the half-burned, unlighted
cigar Dbetween his fingers, and his gazc
fixed on the fleeting landscape without. I
- moved uneasily. flecked the ash from my
cigar out of the open window, and leaner!
forward.

“Your highness,” said I calmly, “in
my country there is a goddess whom men
style Chance. A moment ago I refused to
accept the plan you broached Dbecause it
appeared to me to be the height of follyv:
vet there is an alternative. Will you
listen?”

He nodded wearily. and his lips quiv:
ered.

“It would appear.” I continued. “ yvcu
have ‘given your word to go to Paris--
to meet there a woman whom you profess
to despise. On the other hand. through
me, your word is pledged to be in Frem-
stadt at a certain hour. You have suz-
gested a desperate wayv out of the difil-

)
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culty; I offer another. Shall we permit
the fickle goddess to choose?”

He looked at me searchingly.

“Go on!" said he harshly.

“It is this. I propose going to meet
this woman in your stead. She will take
me for Karl of Fremstadt. I will act the
part until you have met your people, and
she will never know. There are two
propositions ; shall we permit chance to
choose between them?”

He leaned forward and asked:

“Do I understand you will abide by
chance—that you will go either to Paris,
playing my part, or-to Fremstadt, to stand
Lefore my people?”

““ As chance decides. so will T act,” I
answered firmly.

“But it is not so easy to deceive a
woman ; her cyes and wits are sharp.
What if she should discover I had broken
my word? " he asked.

“I do not think she will discover, no
more than the prime minister will detect
the fraud. Ttis I who am taking chances;
surely you are not afraid? ”’

“And vou will do
Why? " he demanded.

‘“ Because it suits my fancy, and per-
haps something more,” I answered.

“You will go to Fremstadt or to—
her in Paris?”

* As chance decides.”

“I accept.” said he sturdily—‘as
chance decides so will I act.”

I took a coin from my pocket.

“Here is an English sovereign,” said I ;
“heads, Fremstadt for me; tails, I meet
mademoisclle in Paris. You are agreed?”

“Yes,” he answered; “ for God's sake
decide quickly.”

I spun the coin in the air; it fell with
a faint jingle of metal upon the floor of
the compartment. ‘The prince leaned
forward, striving to read the decision in
the semidarkness.

I struck a match and bent down, hold-
ing the flame so he could see which side
of the coin lay uppermost. Together, our
heads almost touching, we leaned forward,
our cyes riveted upon the piece of gold.

Fremstadt or Paris. and for whom?

this for me?

ITL

IN the great square at Fremstadt a
surging mass of humanity pressed back-
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Partucci left me standing
on which I had been lying,
across the room, to return with two
glasses of good Italian wine. The drink
refreshed me, and I fel: as though I had
not been unconscious for twenty min-
utes. .

Partucci began to explain. He told
me that the accident had taken place al-
most exactly in front of his house, that
he had been coming in at the time, and
that he had secured assistance to bring
me into his parlor, where I had lain in a
state of semiconsciousness for more than
a quarter of an hour.

That is to say. the shock of the fall
had dulled my senses of hearing and seec-
ing for that time, but the fainting spell
had lasted for only a few minutes. Bar-
toll, the doctor next door. had come in
to take a look at me, and he had ad-
‘ministered a restorative. A

That accounted for the slight taste in
my mouth which I remembered noticing
on my awakening. As soon as he had
given it, Bartoll had gone away to at-
tend a patient, saying that I would short-
ly come to.

I thanked Partucci for his kindness.
but he waved my thanks aside in his
courteous manner. The mention of Bar-
toll having an appointment recalled to
my mind the fact that I, too, had an en-
gagement to keep. And also, I did not
wish to inflict my presence on Partucci at
a time when he was suffering from mental
anguish such as his words had indicated.

Should I try to say anyvthing about it?
I looked hard at him, and pretended to
see in his immobile face an expression of
unhappiness.

“If you won't let me thank you, Par-
tucci, you will at least tell me what is
troubling you? You seem unhappy.
Will you tell an old friend what is the
matter? "’

I tried to speak with just the right in-
flection of concern, for Partucci is very
quick at detecting things.

He started. but declared that I was
mistaken, as there was nothing the mat-
ter.

I was sure that he was not telling me
the truth.

He turned the subject quickly by in-
specting my clothes, and thereby drawing
my own attention to them. They were

by the sofa
and sprang
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“understand what was brewing

K - -

badly besmirched with the mire of the
street where I had fallen, and in one or
two places they were torn.” On the table
stood what remained of my hat, a mock-
ing ruin, like the hats which scarecrows
wear. -

“You must let mc lend you some
clothes to go home. in.” said my friend.
after the damage had been seen. “ For-
tunately you are about the same size as
myself, and you are so very dark that you
will look like an Italian in the clothes [
shall lend you.”

He laughed at the idea. as if he were
trying to forget the thing that was troub-
ling him.

He led the way to his own apartment,
where I was to put on the garments which
he had offered to loan me. As we passed
a room whose door was shut, I fancied
that I heard the sound of some one cry-
ing, with stifled sobs that would escape
despite all efforts at restraining them.
Partucci, in front of me, hurried on as if
to get away from the sound.

I understood that his wife, Carlotta.
was weeping because of the menace of
the “ hand,” whatever it might be. To
me the matter was perfectly plain. Par-
tucci had been doomed by the Black
Hand, although for the life of me I could
not understand why.

When we came down again the crying
had ceased. I thought I understood why
Partucci had "left me alone while I
dressed. He had been comforting his
wife, and had told her to be careful lest I
should suspect something from her weep-
ing. If only he would confide in me!

I shook hands with my friend. again
thanking him for his goodness. and went
down the steps in time to hail a passing
hansom. As I got into the carriage. I
told the driver to take me to my house,
which was about ten blocks away.

I settled down on thc cushions. to
worry myself with a vain endeavor to
etween.
Partucci and the Black Hand.

When I got down in front of my house.
which I had rented from Partucci during
the past three vears. I noticed a shabby
Italian, of the laboring class, lounging
about with one eve on the front door.
The fellow started to speak to me, but I
sprang up the steps and rang the bell for
my man Wecks, who detests Italians.
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He came quickly to the door, opened it,
and almost slammed it in my face.

“Hold on! What are you doing.
Weeks? " I shouted. just in timc.

There was a look of astonishment in
his eyes as he partly widened the crack
through which he was peering at me. In

“a flash, I remembered Partucci’s words,
and understood.

My Ttalian-like clothes, with the soft
felt hat pulled down over my eyes, added
to my. dark face, and caused the man to
think that I was one of the people whom
he hated more than any other. .

I had scarcely got inside when he burst
out into a running fire of remarks and

ueries.

“\What's the matter. sir> Are you
hurt? Confound these Italians, the good-
for-nothing dagoes! Did you sce that
loafer on the steps, sir> 1've ordered him
awayv twice already. Say the word, sir,
and I'll shoot the vagabond. The police
ought to know about it. Sure you're not
hurt. sir?”

He kept up this sort of thing all the
while he was tenderly leading me into
the studv and divesting me of my shoes
and coat. As soon as he had supplied me
with my slippers and helped me on with
a smoking-jacket, he became once more
the quiet, taciturn English servant that
he always was. :

Weeks is a treasurc, and knows his own
-worth.

After I had explained to him that [
had been knocked down, and my clothes
ruined, he went away to fill the bath, the
sole panacea. in his eves, for every ill.
No matter what happencd to me, or
what I intended doing. at least twice a
day. besides my morning tub. Weeks
would have a bath waiting for me. and
would respectfully suggest — although
not in so many words—that I nceded
washing.

This time a bath was exactly what I

wanted, and it was with an air of pre-
science that he announced the water was
just right.
" When I came out of the tub, I found
a complete change of clothing awaiting
me. I got into them and went down to
the study to smoke and think about Par-
tucci’s affairs; but suddenly I recollected
the delayed engagement. Accordingly, I
directed Weeks to get me a hansom.
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When he came in to say that it was
waiting outside, I saw that something
was the matter. While he helped me on
with my coat, I carelessly inquired what
it was, and for the second time that
morning he burst out explosively. ’

“ It’s those dagoes, sir—begging your
pardon, sir! The fellow you saw has
gone away, sir. but there’s been three
since then, the cook tells me. Shall I do
anything, sir> They're a murdering lot,
and I don't trust them, sir. That's a
fact, begging vour pardon, sir.”

I began to wonder whether there might
not be some connection between Partuc-
ci’s fear of the “hand,” and the fact
that I had been in his house that morn-
ing.

Had I been scen to leave it in the garb
of the man who had been warned by the
hand? What was the meaning of this
persecution of Weeks, this haunting of
my doorway by [Italians of the lowest
order? :

I began to feel uncomfortable.

I went down the steps as naturally as I
could, but meanwhile I kept my eves
open for signs of an Italian in the vi-
cinity.

Sure enough, there was one leaning .
against the railings of the house next
door, and a little farther down the street
I could see two more, coming up toward
my home. The fellow against the rail-
ings sprang forward to speak to me, as I
thought from his actions, but the han-
som moved off before he reached my side.

I noticed that the two others turned
to look after the cab as I drove by. and
I thought that onc of them made some
sort of a signal to a person whom I did

‘not sce, down the street,

The gentleman with whom I had a
business appointment had gone out. after
having waited twenty-five minutes for me
to come. He would be back in half an
hour, said his clerk. Would I wait?

He had left directions to say that I
must see him that day. They had tele-
phoned to my house, but Weeks had told
them that T was out fer my morning
walk, and that he did not know where
I was. .

I was certain that. when I came out
of the Mercantile Building, where my
man of business has his offices. I should
find an Ttwlian lounging about within
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convenient distance of my hansom, which
was waiting. .

Nor was I mistaken. There were no
less than three, and I :thought I recog-
mized the two fellows who had been
walking up the street when I drove by.

Without a doubt, I was being followed
by servants of the Black Hand, because
I was supposed to be sympathizing with
Partucci. a doomed man. The thought
sent a shiver down my back.

I meant to employ the half hour before
my man of business returned in ordering
- some new clothes from mv tailor. Ac-

cordingly. I directed the man to drive
thither, and soon | was talking patterns
and prices with the best tailor T have
ever known.

I picked out several patterns that suit-
ed me, and had agrced on the usual
prices, despite the fact that the woolen-
market was a trifle higher than usual,
when Jeukins said that he would like to
take my waist-measure over again.

He is always hinting that my waist is
becoming too large. It is very disagree-
able of him, but I say nothing, for he is
a king of tailors.

I retired to the seclusion of the little
curtain drawn across the rear of the shop,
and adjusted things so that Jenkins could
-take his confounded measure and be done
with it. He is an autocrat, and would
never think of measuring a waist with
clothes over it. Queer fellow!

At the very moment when I was about
to sing out that I was ready for him, the
door opened, to the accompaniment of the
little bell whose tinkling, I have told
Jenkins fifty times, I do not like. The
sound of it irritated me anew, and I was
about to say so very plainly, when a
smooth, oily voice inquired the where-
abouts of * the signor.”

I jumped fully ten inches from the
floor. One of those Italians had had the
nerve to follow me into my very tailor’s!
They meant business—that was evident.
It was a relief to hear Jenkins, after
having tried to persuadc the man that
there was no “ signor” in the shop, say
a sharp word to the husky Swede who
sews on buttons and things.

There was the sound-of the door open-
ing and shutting, and of the oily voice
uttering expostulations and entreaties.

Jenkins came behind the curtain to

AN
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take my waist-measure. * Funny thing,
Mr. Saunders,” he remarked. * That
dago wanted to sce you, 1 do Dbelieve.
Said semething about a paper, but it
didn’t go with me. This is a tailoring
establishment, not a bucket-shop.  You
didn’t want to see him, did you?"

Want 10 see me? 1 was absolutely
certain of it. I'he thought of the peculiar
business about which he wished to see
me sent another shiver of apprehension
down my back.

I could not help indulging in grue-
some speculations as to the nature of the
weapons that would be used again-.. me.
Would it be a stiletto, a revolver, or the
still more horrible garrote.

Of all ways of killing a man, the most
ghastly is to choke him to death evith a
skein of =silk.  T'hat, 1 bhelieve, is the
way they garrote one.

[ was in no pleasing frame of mind
when 1 left Jenkins's shop. ‘There were
a good many people passing in that vi-
cinity, and 1 could swear that I saw at
least five Italians among the lot.

One thing scemed certain; the Black
Hand must be a very wealthy organiza-
tion, to be able to keep so many men on
the constant prowl, without their ever
having to get a steady job. 1 came to
the conclusion that they must spend their
spare time in practising their silk-string
business on dunmimies.

Undoubtedly, I had been conscious of
a sensation of uneasiness ever since this
business of being followed Dby Italians
kad begun, hut I do not think I really
began to be afraid until that terrible ap-
parition at the window of the carriage
almost scared me to death. For the han-
som was specding back to the Mercantile

Building, when suddenly a voice whis-
pered in my ear: ‘ Da pape-a, signor.
1 come-a. [ Giuseppe. I come-a to your

house, signor. Da pape-a.”

There was a vell from the driver over-
head. followed by a cut of his whip. Al-
most paralyzed with fear, T looked up in
time to see a villainous-appearing Italian
leap from the step of the hansom, where
he had perched himself to whisper his
threats in my ear. Was that a silken
cord that caught my eve as the murder-
ous fellow vanished?

The driver opened the trap and looked
down at me.
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“ Fresh guy, dat! De nerve of him, to
jump up on,my step! But I got him
good; he'll wear de mark fer a day or
two. What'd he want. anyway?”

As coolly as I could, I told the man
that I did not kuow what the Italian had
wanted—to beg. I suppose. My appre-
hensions were by no means dispelled
when I heard him mutter, as he closed
the trap, something about a * Black-
Hand dago trick.”

What paper was it that the Italian had
reference .to in that short, threatening
speech of his?> He was coming to my
house, with a paper to show. Was it a
death-warrant? 1f so, he was very bold
to threaten me in broad daylight.

Somehow, the proceedings did not
strike me as being according to what I
had heard of the Black Hand. And yet,
there was the indisputable evidence.

1 had been followed all the morning,
ever since I had lelt Partucci’s house, by
a cutthroat gang. I had been warned
that some paper was to be served on me,
by the very man who would come to my
house with it. I had seen the thin, ven-
omous-looking cord with which, no doubt,
he would try to strangle me.

The audacity, the sureness of the thing
made me afraid.

You can imagine that I was in no
mood to transact business that day. The
hansom stopped at the Mercantile Build-
ing, but not for worlds would I have got
out and risked being knifed on my way
into the place. There were four or five
Italians in uncomfortable proximity to
the entrance. So I hailed the driver and
told him that I would go home instead.

The hansom swung about, and we
rattled away. To my now excited im-
agination, it seemcd that the Italians
were disappointed, for they made some
sort of a signal. as I thought. Or were
they only exchanging greetings? I tried
to take comfort in the latter suggestion,
but could not.

No sooner had we drawn up at my
house than an Italian shuffled off the
steps and approached the hansom. Now
for it, I thought. But the man only
came close. took a good look at me,
then moved away.

I breathed freely for a moment.
fellow was not an assassin,
At least, the end was not vet.

The
but a spy.

and
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But I was now so thoroughly alarmed
that I dared not risk dismounting from
the hansom. Accordingly, I directed the
driver to get down and ring for Weeks.
This he refused to do, saying that the
law did not allow him to leave his ve-
hicle unattended. But he would try to
attract attention by blowing a whistle.

He looked at me Lllrl()llbl_\'. evidently
wondering why a sprightly old gentle-
man who had already made several visits
should be disinclined to get down at his
own home. I am sure he thought that
I had been imbibing on the sly.

The sound of the whistle brought
Weeks to the door. Indeed, he had never
been very far from it, for he was more
suspicious than ever concerning the * da-
goes” who were haunting the neighbor-
hood. He came running out to the
sidewalk.

“ My Heaven, sir! What's the mat-
ter? Here you haven't been to your ap-
pointment at the Mercantile, for they've
telephoned three times! And—1I know,
sir. It's them dagoes. Better let me get
my revolver, sir.”

I silenced him with a gesture, for the
cabman was beginning to take too great
an interest in my affairs. As calmly as
I could, I ordered Weeks to leave the
other servants in charge and to come with
me, as I wished his services elsewhere.

I could see that Ne was anxious and
alarmed, but he is too well trained to
show surprise at any of my orders. and
he obeyed without further speech. He
went into the house again, and returned
almost immediately with his hat.

Meanwhile, I had decided to do the
only thing that suggested itself to me.
If T were to get into trouble with the
Black Hand because I was Partucci's
friend. I might as well have the advan-
tage of his advice on how to act in this
crisis.

Weeks started as if shot when he heard
me give the address. He recognized it
as that of my landlord, who, he knew,
was an Italian. T understood what was
in his mind. He was thinking that there
must be some connection bet\\een this
Italian and those who had been so much
in evidence al! the morning.

But I did not think fit to tell him any-
thing, until suddenly he put his hand into
his_pocket and drew out a formidablg
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dinner and a theater-party, to be fol-
lowed by a dance. Scott was giving the
whole thing himself, as he was well able
to do, being an orphan with an income
of a million a year. Naturally, he had
hosts of friends, and the society columns
of all the papers in town had that day
commented on the fact that the Willis
Scott theater-party at the Parnasius was
tHe largest assemblage of the sort that
had visited the plavhouse since its
opening sumewhat more than three years
before. N

It was now twenty minutes to ten; the
second act of a new play was dragging
its weary length along, and another act
still to come. And Willis was distinctly
unhappy—an unheard-of thing for so
fortunate a young man on such an au-
spicious occasion.

Worse than this, he was conscious of
the fact that his two hundred and thirty-
five guests, occupying the whole front
of the orchestra clear across the house,
must be equally uncomfortable. There
was no getting away from it, the play
was a bore.

He began to think fast. Quickly be-
fore his mental vision unrolled the vista
of that delightful ballroom floor at Ma-
deria’s, and then came the thought of the
omnibuses outside that had been ordered
to wait for them.

But how to do it> The program be-
tween his fingers suggested the means.
Taking out his fountain-pen he wrote
rapidly along the edge a few significant
words beginning with,  Please read and
pass on.”

Ten minutes later, when the leading
lady rushed on to wring her hands in
anguish and cry out over the footlights
“He has gone! Will no one help me?
Where shall I turn now?” the words
almost caught in her throat. She was
speaking them to practically an empty
house. _

Willis Scott had carried out his plan
and borne off his whole party from a
dull show to an added hour’s enjoyment
of the dance.

The happy guests heaped their thanks
upon him, and when they separated in
the early hours of the next morning they
one and all declared that it had been
a most beautiful party throughout,
thanks to Willis’s wonderful forethought
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in cutting short the only part of it that
threatened to Le dull.

Meantime at the  theater physicians
were working over the young woman star,
whose début it had bLeen. Bravely she
had shut her teeth over the desertion of
her audience and gone through to the
end. for the benefit of the critics and the
fringe of spectators left at the back of
the orchestra and in the balconies. When
it was over she collapsed and the doc-
tors, who had been called hurriedly, were
whispering that they fcared she was down
and out, when Ired Elton pushed his way
forward.

He was press agent of the company,
and he had a plan.

“It'll be all right, Miss Collins,” he
told her. ‘“ Leave it to me. We'll have
them coming in droves to-morrow night.
I must be off at once to put it through,
though.”

He was as good as his word. He got
busy with the telephone, and the next
morning’s papers all spread themselves
with a society news item that was cer-
tainly worth columns of favorable
‘“ write-ups.”

The abrupt departure of the Scott
theater-party was described in full, with
a pathetic account of the plucky fight
put up by the young star. Her collapse
was circumstantially dwelt upon. and her
plucky determination to play that coming
evening in spite of all incidents and
drawbacks. ]

The critics, too, devoted so much space
to describing the bold departure of most
of the audience that they had little left
in which to roast the piece. In fact,
they said very little about the latter, and
the next night the Dbox-office was be-
sieged by throngs who wanted to sce for
themselves just how bad a play. could
be to drive nearly three hundred people
out of the house.

The company did an enormous busi-
ness during their week’s stay. and when
they were about to leave., Miss Collins
wrote a pretty note of :hanks to Willis
Scott.

“I wish we could find another like
him at our next stand,” she sighed as
they took the train.

For she realized as well as did the
voung millionaire that her play was
deadly dull.
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rid of a position that was very burdensome
and disagreeable to me, and to become an in-
spector for the New York, New Haven and
Hartford Railroad. My earnings are §45.00
a month in advance of what they were when
I enrolled.” Address 171 St. John St., New
Haven, Coun.

That’s another feature of I. C. S. training.
It takes men from uncongenial positions and
puts them at the work they like best. Still
another advantage is that the I. . S. way is
so simple, and at the same time so thorough,
that ambitious men are enabled to overcome
every obstacle and to quickly fit themselves
for better positions and bigger salaries.
Suhern's experience proves this.

SCHOOI TEACHER TO CHEMIST.

It is wrong to suppose that the I. C. S. is
onlvy for men with little schooling. The
I. C. S. also helps men who possess the ad-
vantages that a good schooling offers, but
who wish to know more and earn more. To
such men an I. C. S. Course is better than a
college course because it leads to knowledge
by the shortest route, eliminating all that is
impractical or superfluous—with the added
advantage that an I. C. S. training can be
acquired in spare time.

While teaching school at Thomas, Ala.,
B. E. McDougle concluded that there was a
much better position awaiting him some-
where in the world, and so he decided to reach
out for it. His qualifications as a school
teacher would have enabled him to secure
many positions that would have paid better
than teaching. But he didn't want them—-
he wanted work that besides paying well
would be congenial. Consequently he took
an I. C. S. Course in General Chemistry--a
subject that had alwayvs appealed to him.
Now he is first agsistant chemist for the
Republic Iron and Steel Co., at almost
triple his former salary. McDougle didn't
have to pack up and go to some other town
in order to study chemistry. He didn't even
have to stop working. The training came
to him in his spare moments, without heavy
expense or inconvenience.

RODMAN TO SUPERINTENDENT
Because of his knowledge the trained man
is always in line for promotion. With him

advancement is natural. Thisis clearly shown
in the case of Wesley W. Albee, of Augusta,
Maine. whose letter speaks for itself. It reads:
** When employved as rodman in the City En-
oineer’'s Oflice at Melrose, Mass., I ¢nrolled for
a course in your Schools. After afew months’
study I received an advance in my earnings
without asking forit . and, making good pro-
gress in my studies, received an advance
regularly everv six months, My advance-
ment in my profession has been steady ever
since, and I am now Superintendent of the
Augusta Water Works and have increased
my earnings greatly. My Course has bcen
worth thousands of dollars to me, and I would
recommend yourinstitution toany man who is
sincere in his desire to advance. ™’

There's nothing padded about a testimonial
likethat. It rings true. It'sa plain, straight-
forward story of advancement won through
ambition, plus I. C. S. help.

SALARY INCREASED
FIGHT HUNDRED PER CENT.

The story of how Harry J. Lebherz, Fred-
erick, Md.. had his salary multiplied by
eight reads like a book. Young Leblierz
when a mere schoolboy of sixteen enrolled
for the I. C. S. Electrical Engineering course
in August, 1900. Four later he
sccured a position as tracer for the Ox Fibre
Brush Co.. of Frederick, Md.. and gradually
advanced to the position of head designer.
He was recently made assistant superin-
tendent. When last heard from his salary
had increased Soo per cent. since the time he
secured his first position.

Being of an inventive turn of mind Lebherz
was able to put that talent to good account
through the help of his I. C. S. Course.
One of his inventions is an automatic brush
machine which he designed one year after lLie
enrolled.

months

STORIES OF SUCCESS

Nothing cver written is so replete with
such dramatic history of success as the
stories of the men who through the help of
the I. C. S. have won higher places in the
world. Contained in the I. C. S. book en-
titled * 1001 Stories of Success.'" which is
sent free to all who mark the coupon, are the
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272 Million Dollars

Life Insurance, Issued and Paid for during 1907, on over 1,500,000
Policies, is the Magnificent Record of

The Prudential

$1.337.000,000

Seven and One Quarter Million Policies.

Paid Policyholders during 1907, over . . 18 Million Dollars
Total Payments tn Policyholders to Dec. 31, 1007, ‘over 141 Million Dollars
Loans to Policyholders, on Cecurity ) .
of their Policies, Dec. 3lst, 1907, over ) . g 7 Million Dollars
Tax Payments by Company in 1907, over . . 1Y/, Million Dollars
REDUCTION®IN EXPENSES IN 1007, on a Basis of ) 1 Million Doll
Equal Premium Incomes in 1906 and 1907, nearly ) tilion Dollars

Gain in Insurance in Force in 1907, over 84 Million Dollars
This was a Greater Gain than in 1906.

The Prudential

through its Splendid Equipment,

Experience and Organization Has

. Given, Since the Introduction of
}STRENGTHoﬁ the New Industrial Policy and

GIBRALTAR L
A;:}

New Low Cost Ordinary Policy

More Life Insurance for Less Money
Than Ever Before.

“THE PRUDENTIAL INSURANCE CO. OF AMERICA

Incorporated as a Stock Company by the State of New Jersey.

"JOHN F. DRYDEN, President. Home Office: Newark, N. J.
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