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THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

Taught Thoroughly by Correspondence E A R N  fr o m  $ 2 5  
to  $  1 OO a  W E E K

No man ever made more 
than a scanty living by being 
paid for the number of hours 
he put into his position. Men 
and women of today who are 
making from $25 to $100 a week are those who have studied 
advertising as it is taught by the Page-Davis School today

L E A R N  TO W R I T E  
A D V E R T IS E M E N T S

C R E D IT  G IVEN  
to E V E R Y B O D Y

W e  s h i p  g o o d s  e v e r y w h e r e  i n  t h e  l ' .  g .  an«l give 
generous credit tfeae allows the m e  of goods while paying forthmn. Why 
not trade with A m e r i c a ’** G r e a t .  O r i g i n a l  H o u s e f u r l  
n i c h i n g  C o n c e r n ,  who for over a q n a rte ro f a century hm  furnished 
satisfactorily titousaad&.of Jhappy. homes?

GREAT CAT A IO Q fpee
simply for the asking. I t  gives all inform ation aDd tells you 
how to save money on housefurnishlngs, such as F u r n i tu re ,  

C arp e ts  and  R ugs in a c tu a l 
co lors, C u rta in s , S t o v e s ,  
W ash in g  M ach ines, C rock­
e ry , S i l v e r w a r e ,  Office 
D esks, B aby C arriag es, Re­
fr ig e ra to rs ,  e tc .

Send -I .OO CASH
as A  -----  a n «1

w e w ill sh ip  th is  elegant, 
m assive M orris Chair, 
golden oak o r  roahogany 
finish, elaborately  carved. 
The fro n t o f sea t and 
top of back are  ruffled, 
upholstered  w ith  Boston 
H eather. E xactly  like 
th is  illu s tra tio n .

S a t i s f a c t i o n  g u a r ­
a n t e e d  o r  m o n e y  

r e f u n d e d .

75c Monthly
SEWING MACHINE 

CATALOG NO. 70 
'•J l 'S T  OUT. 

G e t  i t  N o w  
F R E E

and applied to their individual 
needs in whatever position 
they want to hold. They 
are making money through 
their brains, and any person 

with a common school education and ambition to get ahead 
in life, can prepare to advance from his present position. 
T he man who is expecting a dry, uninteresting study is 
pleasantly surprised when he devotes himself to our course.

One student recently said : “ I was never so much sur­
prised in my life at the ease and aptitude with which I 
began to study your course. My hesitancy was due 
largely to the fact that I imagined it would be hard for 
me to study, realizing that a man in business loses the 
knack of school book concentration. I made up my 
mind to go at it, never dreaming for a moment that the 
instruction could contain so many really entertaining as 
well as business features. Instead of a task, I looked 
forward to my evenings with as much pleasure as a sum­
mer’s vacation. It is certainly an enjoyment for a fellow 
to see how his few hours, of study, otherwise wasted, 
are adding to his qualifications. A nd the best of all is 
that I can see the advancement myself without relying 
upon others to call it to my notice. In the study of ad­
vertising, pleasure and work go hand in hand. It sup­
plies mental rest after daily routine and adds to my 
qualifications.”  ^

This is but one of the honest expressions from + 
the scores of letters we receive showing the *  
s e n tim e n t o f  th e  P a c re -D a v is  s tu d e n ts .  ^sentiment of the Page-Davis students.

W e will teach you by mail the most fascin- - —
ating and profitable profession in the world. +
Send for our beautiful prospectus which ^ ^  
tells how you can prepare for position 
that pays from S25 to $100 a week.

The coupon is for your con- ^  ^

vmcn 4
o n  ^

># Cm.
venience. Use it if you pre- ^  
fer. A  postal card will + 
bring the full details \*

■ ^ 1  ^ A t

0<cU>

to you.
&

In answering any advertisement on this yage it is desirable that you mention T h e  A b g o s y .



THK ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

Sent on Approval Do You Hear Well?
T O  R E S P O N S IB L E  P E O P L E

The Stolz Electrophone tnvenlL^’ter'those who'are I
Deaf or Partially Deaf—May now be TESTED IN YOUR OWN HOME.

LAUGHLIN

Every pen guaranteed full 
14 Kt. Solid Gold—cut on right 
hand may be had in either our 
standard black opaque pattern, 
or Non-breakable Transparent, 
as desired, either in plain or 
engraved finish, as preferred.

You may try this pen a week, if 
you do not find it as represented, a 
better article than you can secure for 
T H R E E  TIM E S T H IS  S PE C IA L  
P R IC E  in any other make, if not 
entirely satisfactory in every respect, 
return it and we will send you $1.10. 
for it.

C U T  O N  L E F T  is our famous 
and Popular R E D  G E M  Ink Pen­
cil, a complete leak proof triumph, 
may be carried in any position in 
pocket or shopping bag, writes at 
any angle at first touch. Platinum 
(spring) feed, Iridium point, pol­
ished vulcanized rubber case, terra 
cotta finish. Retail everywhere 
for $2.50. Agents wanted. Write 
for terms. Write now “ lest you 
forget.” Address

Laughlin Mfg. Co.
333 Majestic Bldg., Detroit, Mich.

Fountain Pen
A N D

RED GEM
The Ink Pencil

Y our C hoice of T hese  Tw o 
P o p u lar A rticles for only

$1.00
Postpaid ■  .... .
to any ■  By |nsuK<1 Mail 
address 8c extra

Illustrations are Exact Size

D eaf o r  p a r t ia l ly  d e a f  p e o p le  m a y  n o w  m a k e  a 
m o n th ’s  t r i a l  o f th e  S to lz  E le c t ro p h o n e  in  th e i r  o w n  
h o m e s . T h is  is u n u s u a lly  im  p o r ta n t  n e w s  fo r  th e  dea f, 
fo r  b y  th is  p la n  th e  f i na l  s e le c tio n  o f th e  o n e  co m ­

p le te ly  s a ti s fa c to ry  h e a r in g  
a id  is m a d e  ea sy  a n d  in e x ­
p e n s iv e  fo r  ev e ry o n e .

This new invention fU . S. 
Patents Nos. 858,986 and 855,458) 

renders unnecessary such clumsy, 
unsightly and frequently harm ful d e ­
vices as trum pets, horns, tubes, ear 

drums, fans, etc. I t is a tiny elec­
tric telephone that fits on the ear and 

which, the instant it is applied, m ag­
n ifies  the sound waves in such m an­

ner as jo cause an astonishing increase 
in the dearness  of a ll  sounds. It over­

comes the buzzing and roaring 
ear noises and, also, so con- 
suintly and electrically exercises 

Mn.r. Ace.. M'i‘j- the vital parts of the ear that.
1M/1, ///., icrars an Electrophone. usually, the natural unaided hearing
Less conspicuous than eye glasses. itself is gradually restored.

W h a t  T w o  B u s i n e s s  M e n  S a y  
STOLZ ELECTROPHONE CO., Chicago.—I am  pleased to gay th a t the 

Elect roplsfiiie is very  sa tisfac to iv . B eing sm all in size an d  great in hearing  
qualities m akes it p referable to any  th a t I know  o f.ju id  I th in k  1 have tried  
them  all. I rail recom m end it to ail persons who have defective hea rin g —  
SI. W. HOYT, W holesale G rocer, M ichigan Ave. aud ltiv e r tit., Chicago.

E. H. STOLZ, Mgr. D ear S ir :—I got so deaf I could no t hear w ith  my 
speak ing  tube and was advised to try  the E lectrophone. A fter fifteen years 
of deafness, d iscom fort and w orry  I now  hear perfec tly  a t  church  and  at 
concerts—  \V. R. UTLEY, Sales Mgr. S. A. M axwell A Co.,

420-134 W abash A venue, Chicago.
W rite or c.lil at our Chicago offices for particulars of our personal 
test a t home offer and list of prom inent endorsers w h o  will 
answ er inquiries. Physicians cordially invited to investigate. 
A ddress or call (call if you can),
Stolz Electrophone Co., 1067 Stewart Bldg., Chicago
Branch Offices — Philadelphia, Pa— C inc innati, Ohio— S eattle , W ash—  

Ind ianapo lis, lu d .—Des Moines, Iow a—T oron to , Canada.
F oreign  B ranch—82 to S3 F leet St., London, Knglan L__________

MENNEN’S
BORATED TALCUM

TOILET POWDER

“ B a b y’s Best F r ie n d ”
an d  M am m a’s g re a te s t  com fo rt. M en n en ’s re liev es  and 
p re v e n ts  C hafing, Sunburn, Prick ly  H e a t and  C happing.

F o r  y o u r p ro te c tio n  th e  g en u in e  is p u t up  in non- 
re filla b le  boxes—th e  ‘‘B o x  th a t L o x ,” w ith  M en n en ’s 
face on top . S o ld  ev e ry w h ere  o r by m ail 25 c e n ts . 
s a m p le  fr e e .

Try Mennen’s Violet (Borated) Talcum Toilet Powder—It 
has the scent of Fresh-cut Parma Violets. Sample Free.

G E R H A R D  M E N N E N  C O . ,  N e w a r k ,  N. J .
Mennen’ s Sen Yang Toilet Powder, O rie n ta l O dor I N o  
Mennen’s Borated Skin Soap (b lu e  w rap p e r) ( S am ples

Specially prepared for the nursery. _______

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T h e  A rgosy.



The Argosy for September
O n e  C o m p l e t e  N o v e l

THE STORM-CENTER. Th;e hamwiitg experiences i !  an editor in a
matter Miflfc-T*? facittu Ills past was c nicemed,............FRED V. GREFNE. Jr. 138

S i x  S e r i a l  S t o r i e s
THE JAILBIRD. Part I. What happened to the man who resolved p

&f§ -op to an evil reputation tie didn’t deserve...........BERTRAM LEBHAR
SECRET ENEMIES. Part II. The man with a Ji film It trust to execute 

in a  stranpe count r\- and threatened hv foes whom lie has no means of
knowing.................................................................................... F. K. SCRIBNER

TAKING BIG CHANGES. Part 11. The series of happenings that Set wide­
awake a sleepy vUki.ce on the Atlantic coast............. SEWARD W. HOPKINS

WASHINGTON OP -WORSE? Part 11!. Certain abounding happenings 
thatbtoke the cilit  ctirrent of life ir. a banana republic,.EDGAR FRANKLIN 

CHASING RAINBOWS. Part III. The pursuit of to mine hr town by a 
feltow from the country, with an aremint of the f i ts  he received in
the process................................................................................ DQL'GLAS PIERCE

THE FROZEN FORTUNE. Part 1Y, The thousands that must be bad 
and the million? that were toi.g:*d, only to keep raettiny away before 
the tinder’s frantic eyes........................................... FRANK LILLIE POLLOCK

F i f t e e n  S h o r t  S t o r i e s
LOCKED O L T ....................................................... KATHARINE EGGLESTON........
LOCKED IN............ ................................................GARRET SMITH.....................
HIS RIGHT TO DIE............................................... HOWARD r. garis................
NAMES AND NUMBERS.......................................GEORGE M. A. CAIN..............
A PLUNGE IN PITCH.......................................... GARRETT SWIFT...................
AFTER THE CASHIER LEFT..............................EDML'ND E. FIELD...............
THE BLOND LUNATIC..........................................ZOE ANDERSON NORRIS......
THE MONKEY MYS TERY......................................RALPH ENGLAND......... .........
LEANp.BR HITS THE BIG W OODS..................Howard dwight smiley....
A HAPPY HOLD-UP.............................................HENRY McHARG DAVENPORT
A PAGE FROM THE PAST...................................WALTER DLRANTY..........
THE DOUBLED RO PE........................................... MARVIN DANA......................
THE AFFAIR AT THE STA TION.......................F. RAYMOND BREWSTER........
BLOWN INTO TROUBLE ................. ............... ROBERT RUSSELL.................
THE MAGIC NICKEL..............................................I. VICTOR PEARL..................

220

245

27n

2s0

314

320

223
242
258
284
208
322
344
347
3u5
3i;i
363
367
374
3>1
383

1+! “ B L U E B E A R D ’ S  V E S T I B U L E ”  1*3
is the Com plete  N o vel,  surcharged with mystery,  which opens 

the O ctober A rgosy,  flanked by a N e w  Serial, with a hero who takes “ A  F A T E  O U T  
O F  F A T E ’ ’ in every  chapter. The author has turned out a yarn that contains an ahun- 
dant supply of rapid-fire action, and a finish which is fine if  not fancy. The October 
Short Stories will comprise a splendid showing of the famous A rg o s y  brand.

( I S S U E D  M O N T H L Y  B Y  T H E  F R A N K  A .  M V N S E Y  C O M P A N Y  
[ 1 75  F i f t h  A v e n u e .  N e w  Y o r k ,  a n d  T e m p l e  H o u s e .  T e m p l e  A v e n u e ,  E ,  C . t L o n d o n

: up xkw V"i:ti [■•



CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING
$1.50 a line. F o r A rgosy and A ll-S tory  com bined $2,25 a line. M inim um  space four 
lines ; m axim um  space tw elve lines. T en  per cent, discount for six consecutive insertions.

,1s it is im possible fo r  us In know each a d ve rtiser  person a lly , m  ask the cobpcra- poriHS fOf OCt. ClOSC Aug. 22(1 
t i o i to f  o u r  readers  tn  keeping a ll questionable a d ve rtis in g  ou t o f  these colum ns --------- -----------

A G E N T S  a n d  SALESM EN W A N T E D
K X U .I 'S !V F  T E R R H o R Y  m-.v In-ini; a llo tte d  for J .i t th  

Ci i n!  11 trust h o ld  . D u ly  th ir u  o f  i ts  kind, it has
l iv e  tiehl w h eiv v e r  iin *:■•■*< ]>in:ii1 R em oves n il stnp-
pr.ues in p ipes. plumber**' b ills .  p rev en ts  l e x  id  is
y . s e s .  E veryon e  w a n ts  if. t-vi-rvi i:i- can till'- n i i t .  e v e ry ­
one can  o p erate it- A s str<nu in b d  :*.ess w orld  ns miin!i;' 
h om es. S e llin u  at T->p speed , .”*».«um a lrea d y  in u se . I 
call .urnnt v ihi a b so lu te  in- m - ] ami  fix you f«-r life ,  if  
you a re  tin* riuht in:.it. A d d ress nt mu e . J . K. K e n n e d y . 
S*>:; C alln w h ill S r ., R h ilad elp h iu , I’;1.

aTTKNTS W A NT FT > ] N EV ERY  ( ‘Tu ; NTY~ (“ sidl-  Hie 
Tennsjmri n i l m i ' l l i  Pnckt t Kni f t .  1 ’du  com mission paid. 
From  jK7o t'* ijnioo a jin-nti: eaii l e  m ade. W rite  fo r tcviiis.
Novi: i.t y C r r l.:;i:Y Co. . N« . 77 P.:::r S ;.. C ant' m. Ohio.

At;IF NTS : P o ltr;a its F ra mi­s l-"ie. Sheet P ie ttile s  le,
S tere "seop'-s i . \ "ie'.Y's le . pol-tr; lit I ’iiloW Ti ps rate. Fnu-
IM i D t P la te s S I. ;;:i 1days cred it. Sam ples and free catalog.
( ’oils' ilidate.l :P o itn lit t •0.. 2t>n-217 \V. A dams S t.. C h icay ..

WAN’MID— Man capab le  of ea ru in u  So. min yea rly  to open 
braiicli iillice for Ifiu-.n, th e  new d is in fe c tan t. Ym:r sub- 
aireins can m ake SI'* a day. Enorm ous sa les. A m ar.iru
pi"tit S. E x c lu s iv e  te rr itory . 1I'.UIM ;t: t '1 :::Mi.i’Ai. ( 'll.. Chica U".

At «FN T S ’make' b iu Ill'll icy se llii our lieV,* s iyn h •tiers f cl­
ottiee w in d o w s, ste t •e fn -iits . and u h .ss  siu ns. A ny on e •ean
put them  on. W rite t ' . la v  f. ■r fre 1* sa m id e  am 1 fu ll p urlieu-
la i s. M eta llic  Si.uu L etter t['0 .. ;>.T N. Clark S t ., Chica y .

At ;FN  i S — S2."| A W F F K F A S ll.Y  M A D F sellii! u our 11
new p aten ted  art i< b ■s. Fa.-h one a n e c e ss ity  t<• ever,y won uni
and a rapid se ller. N" Scheme. S:*m|de f re -  t<> hu stle rs . 
A. M. Yi»t N'i A; C o ., liti-l I low land R ldu.. Chreuun.

a <; KNTS CAN FA S ll.Y  M A K E  -Sin.Pit .V DAY se ll ini: "tir
Hold W ind. >W L e t ie r s . N o v elty  S iu n s. and ( *h a ntreab le  S lim s.
F iiorm oiis  1lelllil 1id. Mn v h a t t is  m usr hav«- them . C aialou u e
free. S r i . 1.IVAN t -*?►:; W. Van Ruren S t ..  C h iea y i.

A a cu ts  m ake S in :;. oil pet* m onth se llin U Wojji ler fu i se lf -
sharp eninu sc iss i u s  ;iu .1 i n;!t-ry. V. C. (iu-i[•net* so Id 2 2  pairs
in  ;; hours. Iliad e  s i : : : you can  do it. W. ■ show h ow . F le e
ou tlit . T ip >M AS Mr<;. C o .. Jo H om e I'.Idu. . D a y to n . O hio.

O l'It  SO AR A- T O IL E T  A R T IC L E  pr<'positim is h a v e  them  
a ll b e a t .— A ttr a c t iv e  app--arauce. A1 iju a lity . popu lar p rices. 
A lm o st soil th em se lv es . J u st w hat th e  people w a n t. < HIT 
a y n i s  doinu b e tter  than  ever. T h ere 's  a reason . I n v e s t i­
g a te . 1»a v is  S oap  W m iK s, 7" C nion Dark Cr.. Chica y*.

A y n t s - —Otir S w is s  Kmbroiderod S h irt W aist IT tte r n s  
iii"i o th er  N o v e ltie s  s e ll  a t s iu h t. S-"» to £r,n w eek ly  e a s iiy  
m ade. W rite  today r<>r om* I llu s tra te d  lan d  sw orn  t« i  f a t a -  
lou. 1‘. S . E m broidery  Mf.u. C o.. D e id . I’., tx> 1*1. R 'w a y .N .Y .

T ile  Y a le  I.ii'e S a v in u  A u to m a tie  P rop eller  m ak es sw im -  
hiers. a ssu res  s a fe ty , hiuh sp eed , and sa v es  s tiv n u th .  
W rite  today for booklet and lib era l term s to a y n i s .  
M k k k s Mi't;. C o .. ."ns f il lio  S r .. South P en d . In d ian a .

A i H IN TS. S T R F F T M F N  A N D  f A N Y A S S E R S  to se ll  our
M ilk Rot t ie . O p en er: se lls at siu ht t II every H oiisew lfi-
Larue proiits : sem i 2  cent sta m p  tor sam p le. H. A vai.
i.u .m :. :;t»l E . A d dison Ave,,. C hicago. 111.

a h :KNTS -:j!::ixt EV ER Y M ONTH se llin g W< 1)1 d e l'll1
7 -p ieee  K itch en  S e t . Send for sw orn  sta tem en t o f  jspj 
fla tly  profit: e x c lu s iv e  terr ito ry . O uitii F ree. T iiu m a s
M ri:. ( ’o .. 7s:;r, ft. S i . .  D a y to n . O.

KKSI'f t.NSI JSI.K MKN W A N T E D  to h an d le  the m ost 
co m p lete  and u p -to -d ate  lin e  o f  irnsoline liu h tin u  sy ste m s  
on th e  m ark et. S a lesm en  p rotected  in terr itory . A n m x  
I! l!a s s  M e :, ( ’ll.. D ep t. 11, C h ie u y .

_  B O A TS A N D  M A C H IN E R Y
E lectric  Su|»plies and N ovelties, ra ta lo .u  of m> fn-e. If 

i t 's  Fleet t ie we have it. and n v  undersell a ll. Ohio F lee tric  
W orks! C leveland. <•).. w orld’s h ea d q u a rte rs  for e lec tric  toys, 
bonks, fan m otors, dynam os, b a tte r ie s . F o rtune  for A gents,

.MOTOR IlOATS AND Y ACH TS O C T F IT T F D  M v' ne\V 
ea talouue. No. 21. show ing this's in colors and il lu s tra tin i; 
every  necessity  for Y achtsm en, w ith  Mail O rder D iscount 
S heet, sen t free. H o p k in s . 110 Cham bers S t.. New York.

R EA L E S T A T E
I tK ’H FARM LANDS in th e  D ako tas and M ontana now 

sell from  $1 o an ac re  upw ards. H om estead lands a re  s till 
p len tifu l close to the  tow ns on th e  new  Pacific Coast line 
o f th e  C h ie u y . M ilw aukee & St. Paul H ailw ay. F e r ti le  
s o il :  m ild c lim a te : am ple r a in f a l l :  no irr ig a tio n  req u ired ; 
lonu y o w in u  s e a so n s : convenient m arkets . Rooks dc-
seriliiin ; the  p resen t o p p o rtun itie s  nlonu th is  new  line are  
free  fo r tin* ask ing . F . A. M 11.1.1:1:. O eiieral J ’a s s e n y r  
A y n t ,  Chieauo.

In  tniMivcrini j  any  «»/r» r l i s a in  nt  on th is  y in e

BUSINESS O P P O R T U N IT IE S
P F  Y o F R  OW N IitJS S : S ta r t M ail-O rder IJusiness a t

In m e:  dev .-te  w h ole  or sp are tim e. W e te l l  you h o w ; very  
y  ■ d profits. Everythin?; fu rn ish ed . N o C ata log  o u u it  
p rop osition . For " S t a r t e r ”  and f r u  p a r ticu la rs  ad d ress , 
A . R. KnriMKi: C o ., l o o  W ash . S t .. C h icago. III.

R R IL D  A 01111 R F S 1N E S S  in tw o  y ea rs. Let us s ta r t  
j - 11 in the c i*11**< 1 b'll b u s in ess. N" c a p ita l n eed ed ; biu  tiebl. 
W e teach  se cr e ts  o f  r o lle d  it!;* m oney : refer  b u s in ess  to  
y. 41. W rite  today for free  p o in ters  and n ew  p lan . A m h k d a n  
Co!.i,;-;, T in .\ S ki:vn K. 11 S ta te . D etro it . M ich.

inm  to  s p i .m m  y e a r ly  e a s ily  m ade in real e s ta te  b u si­
n e ss  : no ca p ita l repaired  : w e  ti*ach th e  b u sin ess  by m ail.
appoint y.'ii   la I r e p resen ta tiv e , a s s is t  you t«» su c c ess .
Va I liab le bock f le e .  I MU C lio ss  C o .. 1 s7'J R eaper R loek, 
( 'h i'-a y i. S ee  our o th er  a d v er tisem en t iii th is  iiinuuzlnc.

A M a n u fa ctu rer 's  p erm an en t E a s in e ss  Drt'e.r.— A n ex c ep ­
tion a l "|'p. it  u n ity  in opera tin?; d irect s a le s  parlors, for tin* 
m ost A ttra ctiv e  and com fur tab le  s lo e  for m en and w om en. 
M any sp ec ia l feature':, liv ery  person a p o ssib le  cu stom er. 
K i's ’i i i . ix  K 'i.m it-i.’T Snot-; Cn.\ 11 F  South S t ..  H eston .

W F S T A R T  V<tF in a p erm an en t b u sin ess  w ith  us am i 
fu rn ish  cvi-rythim r. F u ll cou rse o f  in stru c tio n  free. W e  
are m an u factu rers  and h ave  a m*w p lan in tin* m ail order  
lim*. l.aruc profits. S m a ll c a p ita l. You pay n s  'in th ree  
nn-nih-i a id  m ake hiu pretit. R eferen ces u iveu . S ir» rn  
s ' ; t t  l io n 's .  P 1: .\ s  1; M p i , C o.. 2 1 1  P ease  Ilu ib iin u -  
iLoVaie. N. Y . _________________________________________________

\ \  AN"! K D --M A N — M ust lie w illim ; to learn and ca lla b le  
o f  a cjii-u  a s  our loca l rep resen ta tiv e . No e a n v a ssiiiu  or
so lic it ii.u . A d d ress N\-rno.v At. Co-o I’l: l; A’i'! VK R ealty (
D ept. IL A .I .. .  W ashir.u l"ll. D . C.

S T A R T  M A II.-O R D E R RJ S IN F S r i— S ell U"oils by in ■fiV
.•ash 0 rders. biu proiits. ( 'i-ii'Iiic! ed bv an yon e . :my w h ere : w-
supply e v e ry ih in u . o u r plan p o sitiv e i.V su ccess f il l:  s a tis fae
ti"n u uarau teed . W rite for free  bo* *kl 1 *t and sam p le  e:ita
b u n - . CK.vnt.vt. S r r r t . V Co .. Kansu s  C ity . M
" ME RCIIA N T S A N D SA L KSM FN w an te .l p i beeim ie «*!! 1
re|M'esen tat i v-es in the civst-em-made fa ll  and winiTel* c lo t h id *
lin e S u its :111c1 overt- o a ts  tr.i in S lo .t in  up:; t ro iisers from

IP UP. Yoil m ake . 1.; 1 - .: ', C om m ission . wh ;ch nn-a:.s a
n e e ilieelite. We  tu n : :sh yi.it :» l.-.rue lin e  "t a it
pies . tree. Wr 1 te le t • I lirt.i** r in :oru iat:on an d t --m ;o r v .
A. ! Si Nn-'i; A: C o.. 1x-pr. R. C hicauo.

D tiL I .A I: s A S F N S F  ' . C-.l. IIin’.tar 's ;;r--::l if. ,.KI
free w .;h  A ii /•- >■/ist rs M u n m in c one y ea r  at .'»H c e n ts . In-
.lisp elisabh* 1 busi lie:ts men w h o advert is: R est " A d-
Seh' *"1 " in . •xis tenet*. Sam jde maua^.ine free D iVKUTISKUS
Mac;.\/.!Ni:. 7:: ;i; 1 'omtin •fee Hid;u., K an sas C ity . Mo.

P A T E N T  A T T O R N E Y S
RATI '.NTS T H A T  r RMTKCT.— Our ih r ee books for

In Vento| •s . 111:1It led on receipt o | s ix  1■cuts s i  a 111 IIS.
R.. s .  *v. A . 11. La cey . W:nshinub'ii. D . C. F si ab lish ed  J-om.

RATI-; n t s ~ -A d vice  fr-no: term s reasoiiabb *: liiu iiost ref-
i*rclu e s  :: best serv ice . Ih lte ilts  a d v er tised  fn *e o f  chnru e to
in ventoi -. W aI'fsi i.\ F. (fol.KMA.V. R a le llt 1..aw ver. XX'asli-
in Ut "11, I>. c . . ........ - i i -  r '. S . R iitent O titic. Send for b-i"k.

RATI :n t  s i ■'.CRRFD ol’ fee  returned . Send sk etch  for free
i*i •port a S to p:at en ta b ilit  \*. C e ltic  lltttik  and II h u t tn  I n r t n t .
w ith va luable Ii si o f  l im ■minus W an ted , sent free. I fm M il-
l i /n Ihn'h'rs iitfered fo r one iiiven ti'-n : .SDi.oim for o the rs. 
P a te n ts  secured by us advertised  free in W orld’s P ro g re ss ; 
sam ple free. F vaNs . W ii.k k x s  A- Co.. W ashington . D. C. 

; ILVTFNT W H A T Y n r  i . \ V K N T . - - o m n ^ k 7 i r i \ ^ t n ^ U  
■ info rm ation  on P a te n ts  and  a list of w h a t to  invent m ailed 
• free . P a ten t ob ta ined  or fees re tu rn ed . P a te n ts  advertised  

free. Conscientious serv ice. Ask for ou-r references. 
WiintiWAiui A* CiiANnt.Kti. 12s7 F  S t.. W ashington . I*. C.

MISCELLANEOUS
Hf>\V T o  PI.AY P( >< >1..— T h e la l e s t  ju st  m it. “ S ir - t in h t

T i i s  on P o o l ."  th e  m iln  1   ev er  p tib lislied  on how  to p la y
pool c o rrec tly , co n ta in in g  a fu ll cou rse  o f  le sso n s , ru les.

■ and i lln s tr a t ie i is .  Sold  a t a ll p r in cip a l pool room s and n**ws
sta n d s . S in g le  co p ies  w il l  be sen t to  an.v a ild ress upon  
receipt " f c e n ts  sen t to  U r n ’s  A* Si 11 Min. I»<»x 2 2 .  
W e lls .  N evada.___________________________________________________

(} 1 N S F N 'L  R oots and seed  for p la n tin g . H a v e  G insetn;
. ui’ow in u  in to  m oney for von w h ile  atteiid iii.u  you r  u su a l  
, b u sin ess. Send for price l is t .  Add. J . F . Rai'Ki:, R i»x 01 .
■ H irm inirham . ill .
! W F  IIA  VIC H I N D K F D S  O F A R T H  ’I .F S  "oil"'Tm" listsT  

W ould you lik e  to  exeh an u e th a t a r tic le  you d o n ’t w a n t  
: Du* so m eth in g  you d o?  W rite  f«»r p lan . F n iv k k sa i. 
I Kxi Ha x u k . ti22 P.altim oi-e R ldu .. C hicay*.

i t  is <lt n im b le  tha t  you mention Tilt: A in ms v.



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.
FO R  M EN H ELP W A N T E D

A  v . i i . I  i )i .v i i - i n a  > «*i : r  <>\vh «‘ U i i f  <■ ; i I * * r .
I w i l l  m y  S i l v e r  c i i M ' - r  : i m l  w a i - h  d .-Ii
i . . m 1 >iiM‘ i|  t . . r  .’ i n . -  i n  s i l v e r .  M m i e v  t " i i m i e . l  i r  n . > t  s a t i M a e -  
L - r y .  W .  1 '.. K i >w .u : i >>.  ” 7  l i n u i i ; . '  A v r . .  1 r v i t m i • i .  N .  .1 -

A L L  S A L K T Y  I t  A  / J U i  I S L A D K S  S 1 1 A  I t l ' K N K I >. M . - r i i : z e 4  
: : m -!  I m - i l t  f i i : m  u . - w  , l 'v r  i w . .  (■(■!: > a - n - h .  S *  • I y . - u r
; . 1. 1 r e s > *<• r. t * n r  r - . n v e ! j T . . ; i j  n » r i ; ! it-iir K l l n k l ' . i ;
C l . . .  r,._* l  H e ! i n e T t : i  I ^ V l S i -  < ' h

S H A V I N G  n i M I - i i l I T  i s  . -\ .j  ....... ....................... i n  i . ' . u -  t i e -
I *: i iii*>iis M ; i I *  l i r i X " T  :  i i 1. 1h i n  i n  l i s e  i n  1 I r i  I : sii  A r m y  a : i 4
\ : i v  v . I  ► w a r t  S I . . * , H .  l i ' H . k l e t  T r - e .  M a d  « < > \ :• a  a  v
A \ ! i ' i : i o ,  L E D :  M - . i i  m e  S i . ,  N .  W . .  W : k I : 2» . . . .  | >. f * .

P H O T O G R A P H Y
r i i e i ' - ’ 1 l “ i | ,. e i ; sl ;l I , : ; ’ " k ! t i ! ; s  f ' ‘ ‘l ; . u . I f '[>-• I''  p - w i r a i i V  p l a t i n u m
r > » i i e r ;  S e l l '  T ' f e i i ;  i l * r - ' \ v i ! s  o f  * 4 ' - .  s i m p l y  i>sa h y p a  a n d  •• 
W ; i s i i  :  W . - i U T W J i - .  i i ! , ' - - I n t p r - n m i m - t i i .  p l a t h i m n  l i n M i .
S f : ; i f e  k i i i ' l  W i i i i t e . L  I M " - ; "  H a i t  i :  < 1 " 7  . N " .
l ! n - i  S r . ,  M i n n - M p n i ' s .  ________

PIA N O S
• ‘ A  ( l e l l i i r  s ; i v . - . ; l  i s  :l i l " l i : i r  a . : n i a 4 ”  ;  H i e  sii  V i t i g  ' l e f i v e . l  i n  

1 m y  I r i g  :i s L i d i t l y  i k >-4 p i  a m *  m a k - -  i s  l a r v a .  W e  s e l l
p i i u i - ' s  M a n - l a r d  m u U e s  p r o m  u p :  t h e y ’ r e  m m - h

l - - I O > r  t i l . i l l  - ' h e : !  p  J l ' W  p ; . - l ! l " s .  J  M i  V . - f V  i f e e  W . i e f o  ;  , . ; t s V
t e r m s .  | - o f  v n i i >  l i e -  I N - n s a  m u m -  h : : ~  M e .  4  ; ' , , f  jj';i i r  d *  • a l ­
i i . ; ; .  W r i t *  f o r  e . . i n p ' e t e  P m .  | * e ; . s , .  I o . . 1 e v  w .  H M  s : . . \ .  Y .

FO R  T H E  DEAF
T I I K  A < ' ( i l ' S ' l ' M  ' n . \  M A K E S -  T I I K _ " l ' K A K  I I  | T .\ 1 T  

I N S T A N T L Y .  N "  r n i m p e } .  i : t ^ ) a ; l , t  ! y  " ! •  •

i m i o r s . - m o n t  o f  t i n  a m  y - - n  ! a i " W ,  f r e e .  * K .  V .  I T : k n i t ; .  1 
I L P T  I  Sit’ * >i!i| w : i y .  N e w  Y - T k  < ’ i i y .

W ED D IN G  IN V IT A T IO N S
W M l  >1 11 N T ; .  A N N I  Y K U S A I t Y . ’  H I l t  l T U  ' A  Y  h i L i o i ' - i o .  :

t '  ]■ A *  e r v t - i ' i j i f s ,  Y ' » "  Y . s ' . t i l ^  r f . i - i i s .  ~ r n T  V e e i i t s .  .
W e  * : i l ' s \ i e l i . , ! i .  \ \ y .M  f i T  s e l l l i ' t e s .  A .  O ' l T  :
K n t ; i : a v t m ;  C - i . ,  l " l f l  r i u M i n n  S t . ,  l ' l i i l m l e i p h i n ,  J ’ a .  j

C I V I L  S K l i V H ' K  K M K L O Y K K S  ; m -  p:ti< 1 W . 4 1  ! -■a - y
w . - r k  : • • \ : ! I i i T i : i I i " l i»< " I  ; i l ! U i n < K  - " - " a - . . - a i n I K  *
. p i . - M i M i K  K i - I  | f . . . - k i ' - t  t s .  I 4 i i l '  p * ' . * i r i [ l a ! 1 11J

; m k I . p i i ' - k - • ' l  w a v  i "  M ' M i r - -  i h ' - m ,  1I ' " -- .  W r it. a  'I i - t W .
W  v k ! : v ;  ! . ‘ N  < T \ : 1. S i a i v i r  }: S-.  H m " ! . .  W a  M i i ; i  ~  T ‘  * u . 1 >.

W . W T F h  U K 1 1 A  1 * 1 . K  Y <  4  N T  ! M I - . N  ii .1 . - v . - v v t " W II i is
1 • ; . - . 4  S a  l a r v .  1 ‘ . - n i l : :  I. p ' K i l t

III.  ’ .  N . - .  4  1 : 4  V G i l a -  a  p a r t  --1 \ • . 1; i- t a n . - . W r i t . . - L a - l a v .

I V  L I - : '  S A M ”  w a n t s  i t i l i i  Wi i  V M i . i l  < T . - ;  k-» i ' i  1 v  
M;  :i I J ' .  . .ioi li .' .- i ’J e r k s - - r J e r k s  at ^ W a s lj ins t. 'n .

| v < ’ .‘ j J i e ; , ! 1. '  1 L A . . 1 I t e e h e M e r .  ‘ N .  Y .  ’

FL O O R  POLISH
l a  M ( l I I I  s  1

■ . a-
i V "  
1 w t - r l L  X ’ 1'  } ‘

I l i a  1 u -m  t i n i s l i  m a 4 a  r . , t  
r i t  t l « - :  w i l l  i i * i t  > . T a L . - h  . n  
Sal i t t  t .........k h - i .  J ' , . i

1 ! : : • . . .  i ’ . T V i ' a V I ; a l l *  i f 1" A  V i - . ,  H r  K  I - 111.  M a s s .

V ISIT IN G  CARDS
V I S I T I N ' !  i ' A  I l l ' S  ] n "  I " I 1 A "  e e l ,  I s .  I-’ a  s]t i o n  :l l »!r ‘

fT:irLt{<■ ' N. C. 1 ^

_  C O R R E SPO N D E N C E  SCHOOLS _
I L K  A  1 H M • ’ I ■'l l I f  u  i-' A 1 K * '  I 1 A  N T  i - ’ I I I  K 1 1 A  I VY . r U e  w .  .i n ! .  ■ r  \ n  ]

11> ■' V ' l  '  I e ' 11 o f  i , e ; d  i m : .  . " - S . ' H M , "  a y e a r .  W e  i n a e l .1 y - . i l

A n ' i . ' - l D / . e . ]  . I i p l o l t l l l s  I n  -  I\m I III! t ■ • s .  S p e i - i a i '  K i l l s  S j o W .  ' w r i t e

M - :  i e - r ' s  p P - o ' - r m .  I : - m i  r * r ; t : n « ' t A r t  F o - e .  i S i l . - a a . ,  
S e  e o |  . ;• I L L  „ 0 ;I . T t i  I  G r i i m l  ( i p - r . i  I l m i M - .  I T T - i e ; ! ^ . . .

ST A M PS A N D  R A R E COINS

A  S o - i i : p  V a h r -  ' j l o o k s /  I t  , i : i a y  ' i m - l - . n  v « . \ i r  I ' - ' i T - i r . i  
i \  V .  E l A l I K i :  A  I » e p t .  1 A .  I . e  R o y .  X .  Y .

FREE PRIZE OFFER
W e have ju s t  m ad e  a r ra n g e m e n ts  w hereby  w e a re  ab le  to  offer to  th e  re a d e rs  o f  

th is  m ag azin e  a  valuab le  p rize , if they  a re  ab le  to copy th is  c a r to o n . T a k a  Y o u r  Pe nci l  
N o w ,  an d  copy th is sk e tch  on a co m m o n  piece of p ap er , and send it to  u s  to d a y ; and 
if, in the e s tim a tio n  of o u r A rt D irec to rs , it is  even  40 p e r cen t, as  good  a s  th e  o rig inal, 
w e will m ail to  you r a d d re ss , F R E E  O F  C H A R G E  F O R  S I X  W O R T H S ,

T H E  H O M E  ED U C A TO R
T his m ag azin e  is fully illu s tra ted , and  co n ta in s  spec ia l in fo rm a tio n  p e rta in in g  to  

Illu s tra tin g . C artoon ing , e tc ., and is pub lished  fo r th e  benefit of th o se  d esiro u s  of 
earn in g  la rg e r  s a la r ie s . It is a  H om e S tudy  m ag azin e  for am b itious  p e rso n s  w ho d e sire  
success.  T h e re  is positively  no m oney  con sid era t ion  co nnected  w ith  th is  free  offer.

C opy th is  p ic tu re  n o w  and  sen d  it to  us today.

CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTE OF AMERICA, Dept. 3, Scranton, Pa.

T H E  O X Y G E N  C L E A N SE R  T H A T  M E E T S A L L  D E M A N D S
for prophylactic  cleanliness.  As powerful as Bichloride o f  M ercury  i to 1000, but H A R M L E S S .

Cuts, wounds, burns, sores ami all conditions requiring antiseptic treatment come within  the 
scope o f  its usefulness.

D ioxogen bubbles ami foams as it cleanses, purities and makes aseptic  ; you can see and feel 
it work. O X Y G E N  is the onlv  active agent in D ioxogen. A t druggists evervwhere.

TH E  OAKLAND CHEMICAL CO.. NEW YORK
(/-,« T ill; A v.■Unit



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISIN'G SECTION.

$ 3 0 0 0 1 0  $1 0 ,0 0 0 AYCAK
I N  T H E  H E A L  E S T A T E  B U S I N E S S  f  /• ' 1

a p p l y  t o

JOHN BMW"

We \\ i’ 1 ten 
Insurance Busin

I.
and i

SP E C IA L
of the ohiest ami largest c 
in America. Kcyrescn-istt: 
any investment of e a pita I, 
system you can make m 
your present occupation 
more c’noice, salable pro; 
tlie wo rid. ( et y u u r n a: n e f 
A Thorough Com m ercial 
R epresentative. Write for 6-

THE CROSS COMPANY, 1849

mad flu.- Real Kstate, (.tenoral Brokerage ami 
ppwi'nt you

R E P R  E SE N T  A T I V E
[^ -o p era tiv e  r e a l  e s t a t e  a n d  b n  ■kvra^t* c o m p a n y  
e s  a r e  m a k in g  to  ST . - a y : : r  w ith o u t

E x c e l le n t  u p p o r tu n it ii  s  o p e n  to  Y<H ‘. My o u r  
>tiey in  a  f e w  w e e k s  w it h o u t  in te r fe r in ' '  w ith  

O u r c o -o p e r a t iv e  d e p a r t m e n t  w i l l  q iv e  y o u  
•er .y  to  h a n d le  th a n  a n y  o t h e r  in s t i tu t io n  in  
n. y<>ur o w n  R e a l E s t a te  S ig n s  — b iy  iv .-m ev  in  it .

Law Course FREE to Each 
'Sjie b-ouk. Free.

Reaper Block, Chicago

B e A
KNIGHT OF THE GRIP"

k l “ You C an E arn
S 2 ,0 0 0  to  $ 2 0 ,0 0 0

a  y ear and  y ou r expenses w hen 
qualified. H ig h  g rade T ra v e lin g : 
S a le s m e n  earn  th e  b iggest sa la ­
rie s  o f an y  c lass  o f m en in  th e  
world. W e will teach  you to  be 
a n  E x p e r t  S a le s m a n  by mail a t  
your home in  e ig h t w eeks and se­
cu re  you a  position w ith  a  reliable 
firm  th ro u g h  our E m p lo y m e n t  
I J u r e a u .  No form er experience 

requ ired . W e have hundreds_ o f calls 
fo r  o u r g rad u a tes  and_ a re  daily  p lac­
in g  them  in good positions all over 
th e  U nited  S ta tes. W rite  today fo r 
o u r free  book. “ A  K n i g h t  o f  t h e  
G r ip .”  A ddress D ept, l -j:‘
National Salesman’s Training Assn.,
Monadnock Block, Chicago, 111.,

Scarritt Bldg., Kansas City. Mo., or
Lumber Exchange, Minneapolis, Minn.

W rite nearest office.

I Teach Si*n Painting
S h o w C a r d  W r i i i n i ;

: r Mr,;e , . . Ch;is. 4. '> lr«n r, I'rei.

DETROIT SCHOOL OF U TIERINO
Pejit. .1 0 . lVetn.il. Midi.

‘ ’ O k u ’s i L  .-trges-i S c k <’/ i:< AY’.vr. ' '

LEARN PLUMBING
Hours Shorter—Pay Signer—Demand Greater \

S t. L o u is  T r a d e s  S c h o o l
4 4 2 2  Olive S t . S t .  Louis .  Mo,

B I G
P A Y

SHORT
HOURS

DEAFNESS
‘ T h e  M o r l e y ’ P h o n e ’ 7̂ ^  ®

„  A miniature Telephone 
f fM  for th e  F a r  — Invisible 

J a f  easily adjusted, and en 
tirely conifortable. -Makes 
low sounds and whispers 

plainly heard. Over fifty 
thousand sold, giving instant relief 
from deafness and head noises. 

I E H k  There  a re  b u t  few cases of deafness
m m .  th a t  can n o t  be benefi ted.  jiVill*. for bunk!*; an-t i

T H E  M O R L E Y  C O M P A N Y .  D e p t .  7 0
P e rry  B ldg., 16th  and C h es tn u t S ts ,, Ph ilade lph ia

STUDY
LAW

AT
HOME

w : • V« 'll!’I'VSd;;;oua.s.dj-:-i»H.. . biiMm
SHI-i.-nis and k rad nates evt whew. Tub parii'-ulars t 
K unv P a y m e n t  P l a n  f r e e .  

T h e  S p r a g u e  
t\irre>*jMO»«lfii<-e S c h o o l  

o f  L a w ,
(5 IS  .11 ;iji*st ii* HI ili:, m -lrtiit, Mich.

I TEACH LETTERING
a m i Sign P a in t in g  by  m a il in  ■ ne-> ix th  
Lite t i in e  o f a n y  o th e r  s y s te m . P ra c t ic a l ,  ; 
a p p ro v e d  m e th o d  now  u sed  by  h u n d re d s  | 
o f  m ero lian t."  a n d  c le rk s . A n y o n e  c a n  t 
learn  th is  profitable  business.  t!a>y . 
te rm s . W rit m e  to d a y  fo r  in te r e s t in g  \ 
: >■ )ok . 11. K. H A K R IS , P re s i t i e u t .
SELF SIGN WRITER GO., dept, i 9, Chicago, ill.

GETO<N THE C. S.
P A Y
ROLL

1 ........
I f  you are an Am erican o w r  l~ years  

o f  aye, and van read and w rite, w e w f.l  
send you t r w  Thk *. 'nr, - .SVrriei* />.,<- k  teil- 
i UK you how t<> quality at hom e to puss 
any civ il fh-rviee exam ination . and thus 
become eligible fo r a  Post, office or other 
G overnm ent position. W rite a t o n ce .

International t'orrespoadence Schools, 
Box v- € Scranton, P».

Do You Like to  Draw ?
T h a t ' s  al! we w a n t  to  know
•• "  i'-l   1 L-r.n..! |-i •/.- •

tm m. i. m v
:i»l .............

•o n o o t .  m  » \i: i **o n i m *. 
Hid 2., I l,-». l.ui'l. o.

B o y s  t h a t  L e a r n  a G o o d  T r a d e
are better equipped for success than those that have only an abundance of money. Theirfuture is more

secure. T H E  W IN O N A  T E C H N IC A L  IN S T I T U T E  TR A D E  S C H O O L S
give boys a mastery of the following trades: F mdry. Printing, Lithography, T il e  Setting Painting, 
Machine Trades, Engineering Practice.  Pharn. cy. Chemistry, Brick-laying and Carpentry.  Ask us 
about our plan under which you can pay for yo. * training after securing a good position.

W I N O N A  T E C H N I C A L  I N S T I T U T E ,  
I N D I A N A P O L I S ,  I N D I A N A .C . SMITH, D i r e c t o r , i r » l l  E, Michigan St.
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Economical Decoration.
Beautiful Alabastine is clean and pure; kalsomine and wall paper are 

not, and require paste or glue to make them adhere, these 
decay, breeding insects and germs.

T h e  S a n i t a r y ^ f e l l  C o a t in g
U  ii ro d ?  in  p o w d 'T  f o r m - a l l  .-h ad es  *>f e x q u is i te  
w i t h  (’" h i  w a te r  a n d  n p p lu -d : i t  c l in g s  to  tin- w a ll  >.f

T r y  i t  i l l  J»ll>  r m t l l l .  h :v;': b  it ■ ......G i . v.

T H E  A h A B . I S T I \ t :  C O ., 3SM  <; 1:1 ntl v i l l e  Av*
Y. \sr»-.i:N Of.-k k. 1 >j t . 10.'. W.:u,rr m m , N'

GET MUSIC LESSONS FREE
in your m vn II-mie fo r P iano , O rgan, V iolin, G uita r, 
Banjo, C orne t, S ig h t S ing ing  or M andolin . O ne lesson 
w eekly . Begi n ners or advanced pupils. Your on ly  expense  
is for postage and  music, w hich averages about :j cen ts  a 
day. Jvstablished istbl. T housands of pupils all over the  
w orld . H and,reds w rite : “ W ish I had know n of you 
b efo re .”  Booklet and  free  tu ition  o ile r sen t tree . A ddress 

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC.
Box 1 22S Fif th  Ave .,  New York City.

B E  A S A L E S M A N

I -. ! x

THOTTKU TH E SALESMAN, P#*pl. t Kuti-us City, .11 o .

IR-ON
Also ORNAMENTAL 

WIRE FENCES

F E N C E S
Finest at lowest 

price. Guaranteed

EN TERP R ISE  
FOUNDRY &  FEN CE CO.

^ W rite for catalog
2 3 6  S. Senate Ave., Ind ianapolis, Ind.

STUDY L e a d in g :  L a w  S c h o o l  in

LAW
C o r r e s p o n d e n c e  I n s u m  
t i o n ,  E s t a b l i s h e d  1 N 1 B '
Prop:tr.>

M-lh-1 -f
• th-

! U.

Arm
Classes begin 

rules for adm ire
ru'tl T!) ■ 
i t'- tli-j

C h ic a g o  C o r  re s  p o tid e n e e  S c h o o l o f  L a w  
5\$ 'i K e a p e r  l t l o v k ,  < h ic u g o

I F YOU EARN  
L E S S  T H A N

I can double your sa la ry  or incom e by teach in g  
yon how to w rite  catchy, in te llig en t advertis ing .

My System  of In s t: iictic.n by Mai! is th e  only one 
:u ex istence th a t  lias th e  hearty  indo rsem en t of the

s’end m y j'rospectus, to g e th e r w ith  th e  m ost re m a rk ­
able  facsim ile proof ever given in th e  h isto ry  of 
Correspondence in s tru c tio n , if you a rc  in te rested . 
I will show  you how to earn  from  $25 to  $liO per 
w eek. O ne g radua te  fills 5h.pi.ip place, a n o th e r $5. m SI 
and  any  nu m b er earn  <l.5ui. T he best c lo th in g  ad 
w rite r in New Y‘>rk owes his success w ith in  a few 
m on ths to  my teach ings.

But send for free Prospectus.
G E O R G E  H. P O W E L L .

9 S 1 M etro p o l ita n  A n n e x ,  N e w  Y ork

V ^ -  ON CREDIT ^ < 9
V a . ,  r « * »  A , „ _  _  l \ ; n M n v v i ]  A W  or present one as a g lf t  to some lo v e d  one. Send fo r our b e a u t i f u l
I O U  c a n  E a s i l y  u w n  a  U i a m o n c i  O r  w a x e n  d e s e r i p t i v e e a t a i o g u e c o n t a i n i n g l . 5 0 0 i l l u s t r u t i o n s o f a n t h a i ; i s c o r -  
r e e t  a n d  a t t r a c t i v e  i n  D ia m o n d s , W a tc h e s  a n d  J e w e l r y .  T h e n ,  in  t h e  p r iv a c y  o f  y o u r  h o m e  o r  office, s e l e c t  w h a te v e r  y o u  d e s i r e .  WK SKSD OJi 
APPROVAL t h e  g o o d s  y o u  w ish  t o  s e e .  I f  y o u  l ik e  t h e m  p a y  o n e - f i f th  t h e  p r ic e  o n  d e l iv e r y  a n d  t h e  b a la n c e  in  x e q u a l  m o n th ly  p a y m e n ts .  Y o u r  
C re d it  i s  g o o d  a n d  w e  g i v e  y o u  th e  a d v a n t a g e  o f  lo w e s t  p o s s ib le  p r ic e s .  W e  m a k e  #5 o r  *10 d o  t h e  w o rk  t h a t  #50 d o e s  In  a  c a s h  s t o r e  a n d  g iv e  y o u  

a  w r i t t e n  g u a r a n t y  o f  v a lu e  a n d  q u a l i t y .  IJiVKST IS  A DIAMOND, I t  w i l l  p a y  b e t t e r  t h a n  s to c k s ,  b o n d s  o r  s a v i n g s  b a n k  in - 
1 t e r e s t ,  f o r 'D la m o n d s  in c r e a s e  in  v a lu e  1 0 to 2 0 ‘; j  a n n u a l ly ,  a n d  y o u r  s e c u r i t y  is  a b s o lu te .  I f  c o n s id e r in g  a  D ia m o n d  o r  W;it<*h 

T H E  O L D  R E L I A B L E  O R I G I N A L  D I A M O N D  I a s ®  g i f t , y o u  w ill  f in d  t h e  L o f t ,s  S y s te m  a  g r e a t  a n d  t im e ly  
A f 4 D  W A T C H  C R E D I T  H O U B E ,  c o n v e n ie n c e  o n  a n n i v e r s a r i e s ,b i r th d a y s ,  w e d d in g s .h o l id a y s ,

■ BIOS. A GO. E » td .l# 3 » -O s p t  K-e:>, - » 2  to »§  S ta te  S t .  Chicago, III. I etc. O u r  c a t a lo g u e  m f r e e .  W r i t e  £ o r It to d a y ,  D o It now,

any  w l v i r t i a e m in t  on Mbs pope i t  is disuabb. tha t  you an nil- T iiu  A ug
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O p e ra te d  B y  H a n d O r  E le c t r ic  M o to r

Also Needed in Every 
Office, Store, Hotel, 
Factory — Everywhere 
There is Dirt.

Greatest Event in History 
of Household Economy 
Since the Sewing M a­
chine.

T H E  W O N D E R S  O F  V A C U U M  C L E A N I N G  
B R O U G H T  W IT H IN  T H E  R E A C H  O F  A L L

B Y  T H E

IDEAL VACUUM CLEANER.
( F U L L Y  PRO TECTED BY PA TEN TS)

U l'E K A TK l)  I I I  H1X1>
:ne I D E A L  y Ac U I/M  C L E A N E R  p u t- abso lu te ly  no 
•ax on th e  s tre n g th . As co m p a res  w ith sw eep ing  it is 
no  work a t a il.

O P E R A T E D  B Y  K L E C T K K ' I T Y
th e  ID E A L  VACUUM  C L E A N E R  h as a  li tt le  m o to r w hich ss 
re ad ily  a ttach ed  to  an y  elec tric  tig h t fixture. U tilizes  any  
k in d  o f  cu rren t. C ost of service less th a n  tw o cents an  hour.

Drudgery and Inefficiency of Broom and Brush Now Banished Forever! I-
B room  a n d  b ru s h  re m o v e  o n ly  Surface  d ir t ,  a n d  w o rk  w ith  th e m  is d ru d g e ry . T h e  c a rp e t  s w e e p e r  is  th e  le a s t 

th o ro u g h  o f a n y  c le a n in g  im p le m e n t .
V acu u m  C le a n in g  is S a n i ta ry  S c ie n c e ’s so lu tio n  of th e  c le a n in g  p ro b le m . H ith e r to  i ts  s p le n d id  a d v a n ta g e s  

co u ld  be h a d  o n ly  by  in s ta l l in g  a* costlv  p o w e r p la n t  o r  th e  ev e n  m o re  co s tly  m e th o d  o f  h i r in g  m e n  w h o  o p e ra te  
w a g o n  e n g in e s . ’

T h e  ID E A L  V A CU U M  C L E A N E R  is  th e  a n s w e r  to  th e  d e m a n d  fo r  a  m a c h in e  th a t  w ou ld  m a k e  V acu u m  C le a n in g  
th o ro u g h ly  p ra c t ic a l a n d  p o s s ib le  fo r a ll. It is t h e  f i r s t  r e a l ly  scientif ic  application of th e  Vacuum Cleaning  principle.

T h e  ID E A L  V A C U U M  C L E A N E R  c o n ta in s  w ith in  i t s e lf  a ll th e  p a r t s  o f  a th o ro u g h ly  effic ien t V acu u m  C le a n ­
in g  sy s te m . Weighs only 20 pounds, a n d  is  r e a d i ly  c a r r i e d  ab o u t. N o s k i l l  o f a n y  k in d  n e e d e d  to  o p e ra te  it. I t 
a lw a y s  w o rk s  e a s i ly  a n d  a lw a y s  is  re l ia b le .

T h e  ID E A L  V A CU U M  C L E A N E R  is o f  th e  s tr o n g e s t  m e ta l  c o n s tru c tio n  th ro u g h o u t .  N ea t, c o m p a c t a n d  firm ,
it is built for hard and lasting service.

H o w  t h e  I D E A L  V A H ’ I  M C L E A N E R  W o r k s
W ith th e  ID E A L  VACUUM  C L E A N E R , y n ; r m p ly  p lace  th e  nozzle 

c f  th e  hose ag a in s t  w h a te v er ob jec t you w a n t to  clean , and  In stan tly  every  
p a rtic le  of d ir t ,  d u s t, an d  g ri t  n th e  o b jec t, i«  th e  objec t an d  th ro u g h ­
out th e  o b jec t, is sucked  in  th e  hose. A nd a lo n g  with th e  d ir t  g o  germ s, 
m o ths, verm in—n o th in g  can  escape tha t suction  force. I t  is  th e  o n ly  
re a lly  dust less system . I t  is the  <?«.->- system  by w hich aid d ir t  i s  net 
ha tidied again a n d  again.

G e t  a  m a c h i n e  N o w
T h e  p rice  of th e  ID E A L  VACU U M  C L E A N E R  com plete ly  equipped  

fo r operation  is  £25 ; sh ip p ed  d irec t to  you a l l  ch a rg es  1 re p a id  ea st o f 
M issouri riv er—proportion  are  ie  lucthm  w est. T h is p rice  in c lu d es  12 
fee t o f hose an d  one n o zz le  for ca rpet or rug  d e le tin g . Special nozzles 
fur special purposes a t fi.oo .

T h e  m ach ine qu ick ly  pays fo r itse lf m an y  tim e s over. In  th e  w ear and  
te a r  on your fu rn ish ings, it will save you  in  tim e , labor, s tre n g th  and  
h e a lth , it  w ill save  you. Y< u ca n ’t afford not to  have it.

Send money to-day by Postal o r Express Money O rder, D raft or 
R egistered  JIall. il lu s tra te d  booklet free.
If you desire au electric machine, the price is $55.00 for direct current, or $60.00 for alternating current motor. 

State whether your lighting current is direct or alternating, and also give voltage.

N o  M o r e  H ip pin g; U p  o r  T e a r i n g ;  l l o w n
W ith  th e  ID E A L  VACUU M  C L E A N E R , a ll th e  te rro rs  o f special 

houseelear.ing  tim e s are  abolished . T h e  ID E A L  VACUU M  C L E A N ­
E R  th o rsu g h ty  renovates every tim e  i t  e 'eans. I t e 'e an s  an d  reno­
v ate s  ca rp ets , ru g s  an d  m a ttin g  w ith o u t th e ir  being taken  / r e n t  the  
floor. I t  c leans a n d  renovates d ra p erie s, etc-, tvith-rut th e ir  being 
taken  down. I t  c leans an d  ren o v ates  upho ls te red  fu rn itu re  w ithou t its  
being taken  apart.

Y o u r  P r o t e c t i o n

E very  m ach ine is g u aran tee d . G ive it  a tr ia l  for a w eek. I f  it dees 
no t do th e  work le t u s  know  an d  your m o n ey  w ill be re tu rned .

W e a sk  m ere ly  th a t  you  g ive us a  chan .e  to  p rove th a t  our j e r e c t  
li tt le  m ach ine  g iv es , in  g e n e ra l, m ore sa tisfac to ry  serv ice, m on th  in  and  
m on th  out, th an  a n y  o th e r m eans o r system  o f u tiliz in g  th e  g re a t 
V acuum  C le an in g  princip le.

THE AMERICAN VACUUM CLEANER CO. 225 Fifth Avenue, NEW YORK CITY

Iti  ansicu iny this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T h e  A r g o s y .
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T H E  S T O R M - C E N T E R .
By FRED V. GREENE, Jr.,

Author of " On the Brink of the Precipice.”

The hanowing experiences of an editor in a matter where facing his past was concerned.

( C O M P L E T E  IN

CHAPTER I.
T H E  G A T H E R IN G  O F  T H E  C L O U D S.

T HE tinkling of the telephone-bell 
caused Stephen Weldon to spring 

suddenly from his chair. Walking hur­
riedly across the room, with that nervous 
little stride so familiar to all his friends, 
he seized the receiver and inquired: 
“ W ell?”

“ Mr. Hartwell to see Mr. Weldon,” 
was the businesslike announcement.

For a second or two, Weldon seemed 
so taken by surprise that words failed 
him. Then the expression of bewilder­
ment suddenly changed to one of fear, 
and his face worked convulsively as he 
endeavored to speak.

But no sound came—he seemed as or.e 
suddenly stricken dumb and making vio­
lent efforts to articulate.

“ Shall I send him up, Mr. Weldon? ” 
broke in the operator, who was waiting 
patiently at the other end of the wire.

With a supreme effort, Weldon man­
aged to murmur faintly: “ Tell him—
to wait—a moment.”

The receiver, slipping from his hand, 
dangled at the end of the cord, rattling 
noisily against the wall. Then Weldon, 
his face pale and drawn, staggered to 
his library-table, clutched at it for sup­
port, and literally fell, weak and limp, 
into the big chair alongside it.

Stephen Weldon was only twenty- 
eight, yet he had already, as they say, 
made his mark in the world. His name 
was well up in the list among the promi-
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nent authors of the day, and he was chief 
editor for all of Frank Cartwright’s 
magazines. Besides this, his first drama 
had just been produced by a prominent 
theatrical manager of New York, and 
had proved a big success.

Weldon’s rise had been meteoric—in 
fact, almost marvelous.

Coming to New York from a little ob­
scure New Hampshire town twelve vears 
before, his entire worldly possessions 
were the clothes upon his back, his little 
worn Testament, and eight dollars in 
money. To Weldon this amount seemed 
almost a fortune, but it rapidly dwindled 
away during the time he devoted to find­
ing employment.

Day after dav passed in the same fash­
ion — a long, weary chase after the 
elusive position he wanted—in fact, must 
have. How often in after years he had 
told the story of how he secured his first 
job.

Starting out one morning to answer 
the newspaper advertisements, hunger 
growing until he felt he could not stand 
it another hour, he headed for the office 
of Miller & Co., who had advertised for 
a boy.

Arriving there, he found four other 
boys waiting, apparently just as anxious 
for the position as he was. But he must 
get it, he told himself. Mr. Miller had 
not reached his office as yet, and the 
bookkeeper, Hartwell, in answer to Wel­
don’s inquiries regarding the position, 
ordered him. in a very arrogant way, to 
sit down with the rest and wait his turn. 
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With a beating heart, Weldon seated 
himself upon the bench in the outside 
office with the other boys. The differ­
ence between himself and them was most 
marked — Weldon quiet, reserved, and 
anxious — the others talking, laughing, 
pinching each other and apparently en­
deavoring in every way they could to 
make their presence more noticeable.

“ Say, you kids have got to make less 
noise there, or I ’ll chase the whole bunch 
of you out of here,” the bookkeeper 
yelled angrily, which brought out a 
series of muffled sneers and laughs.

This seemed to provoke Hartwell more 
than ever, and he strode toward them 
threateningly.

“ Get out of here—every one of you! ” 
he commanded, seizing the largest boy 
roughly by the coat-collar and jerking 
him to his feet.

“ What fer?” demanded the boy 
surlily. “ I ’m waitin’ fer de job.”

“ Well, you’ll not get i t ; and get out 
now, without another word.”

The other boys, with the exception of 
Weldon, had already risen, and were ap­
parently undecided whether to run or 
stay and see the outcome of the argu­
ment. The lad whom the bookkeeper 
had jerked to his feet looked in the di­
rection where Weldon -was still seated, 
apparently taking no interest in the pro­
ceedings around him.

Noting that his physique was not a 
match for his own as to size or weight, 
an idea seemed to strike him. In an 
outburst of confidence, he declared to the 
bookkeeper: “ Dat’s de guy what caused 
de trouble.”

His linger, black and grimy, showing 
a great lack of personal attention, was 
pointed directly at Weldon.

“ He poked me in de ribs and made 
me laugh,” he added.

Weldon gazed at the boy in blank 
amazement. He could not believe his 
ears. To be blamed for the trouble, 
when be had taken absolutely no hand 
in it whatever, took his breath away.

Unfortunately, he had not been in the 
great city long enough to leant its many 
dishonorable methods and unjust accusa­
tions.

Jumping to bis feet, he walked boldly 
over to the urchin, who towered over 
Weldon almost a head. With indigna­

tion written in great letters all over his 
face, he cried: “ How could you tell an 
untruth like that? You know it is not 
so. It was you who started and kept up 
all the noise.”

It was now the bully’s turn to display 
his anger. Raising his clenched fist 
threateningly, he yelled: “ You lie,
you—”

But he got no further in his denuncia­
tion. With almost catlike rapidity, Wel­
don cut him short with a stinging blow 
in the face, and before the bookkeeper 
could interfere, the two boys were rolling 
on the floor, each struggling to best the 
other.

As Hartwell seized Weldon’s coat- 
collar—he now had the bully subdued— 
and jerked him to his feet, the door 
opened and Mr. Miller, the head of the 
firm, gazed wonderingly at the spectacle.

“ What’s the meaning of this? ” he de­
manded. looking at the bookkeeper for 
explanation.

Hartwell’s manner had suddenly 
changed from one of superiority to one 
of subservience.

“ These boys are here, sir, in reply to 
your ad in the Morning Star, and they 
got fighting among themselves, sir,” he 
explained.

“ They did, eh? Well, get out of here 
—every one of you.”

“ Please, sir,” Weldon pleaded, as he 
endeavored to stanch the flow of blood 
from his nose, where the bully had evi­
dently landed with telling effect, “ I was 
not at fault, sir. And I want the posi­
tion, sir.”

Something in the boy’s tone and man­
ner arrested Mr. Miller’s attention. He 
hesitated for a moment, his face softened 
somewhat, but before Weldon could con­
tinue, it bad resumed its hard, set ap­
pearance.

“ Out—out with you! I want none of 
you ! ( let! ” he cried.

The other boys had already started 
toward the door, but Weldon hung back.

Seizing his arm roughly, Mr. Miller 
commanded. “ You—too ! ”

“ But. sir,” Weldor, pleaded, looking 
up into Mr. Miller’s face, with the tears 
welling in his eyes, “ he called me a liar 
—and I am not! I never told a lie in 
mv life, and no one can say I ever did. 
So I hit him—first.”
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The old gentleman’s face softened, his 
voice suddenly lost its harshness, and 
the hand which only a few seconds be­
fore had been pointing Weldon toward 
the door, now detained him. He or­
dered the others away and led Weldon 
into bis private office.

The outcome was that Mr. Miller be­
came so impressed with Weldon and his 
story that the latter was hired immedi­
ately, and supplied with his first week’s 
salary at once, in order that he might get 
something to eat.

Weldon’s desire to please in his work 
soon won everybody with whom he came 
in contact. As Mr. Miller remarked to 
the cashier upon the fourth morning of 
his advent into the office, “ I tell you, 
Simpson, there’s no use talking—that boy 
is a prize. My only fear is that it may 
be a case of a new broom sweeping 
clean.”

But worse than that was to befall. 
On this very day Simpson went out for 
lunch and forgot to lock his cash- 
drawer, Hartwell, the bookkeeper, and 
Weldon were left in the office. That 
night, in endeavoring to balance his 
money on hand, the cashier found a 
shortage of one hundred dollars.

After carefully going over for the 
fourth time his record of receipts and 
expenditures, he went into the private 
office to tell Mr. Miller of the shortage, 
and also of his own negligence in leaving 
the cash-drawer unlocked.

“ Hartwell and the new boy were the 
only ones in the office,” he concluded;
“ I hate to suggest it, but it seems the 
only probable explanation.”

Hartwell was called in and questioned 
thoroughly. He had been in Mr. Mil­
ler’s employ for four years, and never a 
suspicion of any kind had been cast upon 
him. So his employer was most cau­
tious in his line of interrogation.

Suddenly Hartwell seemed to recall an 
explanation. “ Since you bring it back 
to me, I do remember that while Simp­
son was out to lunch your phone rang, 
Mr. Miller, and I came in here to an­
swer it. Robbins & Co. called off those 
figures vou found on your desk on your 
return. " I guess it took at least ten min­
utes, and all that time Weldon was alone 
in the office. But I don’t think—”

“ You have no right to think,” Mr. ■

Miller angrily broke in. “ I do the 
thinking for this concern. I can afford 
to run no risks. We have no proof 
against him, but he must go. He seemed 
so good—but, hang it all, you can’t trust 
the boys of to-day. Send him in to me.” 

Without a word, Hartwell left his em­
ployer’s presence, and, signaling young 
Weldon, whispered: “ The boss wants
you.”

Weldon entered Mr. Miller’s private 
office confidently.

“ Well, young man,” was the greeting 
he received in a cold, harsh voice. “ I 
find we do not need you after to-night. 
You’ve been paid up to the end of the 
week; but that’s all right, you—”

“ Mr. M iller!” Weldon gasped, “ you 
mean that I am discharged ! ”

His surprise and grief at the loss of 
his position was so apparent and rang so 
true that his employer fumbled nervous­
ly among the papers on his desk, avoid­
ing Weldon’s glance.

“ Yes,” he replied, with, a forced at­
tempt at severity. “ You must go now. 
Never min'd why—just go.”

Weldon could not keep the tears back, 
and in a choking voice, full of indigna­
tion, he broke out: “ Mr. Miller, whv am 
I discharged? I am from the country— 
I am not familiar with your city ways. 
But justice—at least, the justice we have 
in New Hampshire—demands. I know 
why 1 am sent away.”

He had already heard of the missing 
money, and intuition told i.'m that in 
some way it was connected with his dis­
missal.

“ Well, I wasn’t going to tell you,” 
exclaimed Mr. Miller, as he faced around 
in his chair. “ But since you demand to 
know—or, as you put it. justice demands 
—there has been some money stolen—”

“ And you think I took it,” Weldon 
interrupted, the tears suddenly drying 
up and his face radiating anger from 
every line and feature.* “ hr ou accuse 
me of stealing i t ! ”

H e  ra is e d  h is  voice , a n d  in  o u tr a g e d  
indignation fairly yelled it. Then his 
voice became soft and modulated, as he 
continued:

“ Mr. Miller, I am only a poor coun­
try boy, trying to get a start in life. 
But I am honest—I only want what I 
earn. I did not take your money! ”
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Drawing from his pocket the little roll 
of bills that the cashier had advanced to 
hint; he declared. “ I have not earned all 
of this.” Counting out some of them, 
he continued, as he laid them upon his 
employer’s desk: “ This belongs to you.
I go, but time will in the end prove my 
innocence.”

With that the boy turned on his heel, 
got his hat from the peg, and went out 
into the street.

This had all happened twelve years 
before, yet the memory of it had never 
been erased. In a few days he secured 
a position in Mr. Cartwright’s employ, 
and, almost before he realized it, was 
writing short stories. This proved to be 
his forte, and he was quickly heralded 
as a rising young author.

His salary advanced with great rapid­
ity. and to his business friends he was 
known as a person of the greatest honor 
and integrity. He took an active part 
in religious work, and had full charge 
of the Young Men’s Society in the South 
Church.

But the thought that he had once been 
branded as a thief was always uppermost 
in his mind. Many a sleepless night he 
had passed dreading the day when this 
unfortunate experience might be brought 
to light. Since he had been discharged 
from Miller & Co.’s he had never seen 
or heard of any one connected with the 
concern, but something told him that 
some day the facts would come out.

And now the time had arrived. Should 
he see Hartwell or not? If he refused— 
well, Hartwell might think that success 
had caused him to feel too far above 
him. And in that case, Hartwell might—• 
“ No, I suppose I must see him,” Weldon 
told himself. “ I dread it, because I am 
certain he has not forgotten.”

With a firm step he walked to the tele­
phone, and, taking up the receiver, an­
nounced in a steady voice: “ Please send 
Mr. Hartwell up.”

Then he sank into a big armchair, to 
await the inevitable.

CHAPTER II.
T H E  C LO U D S I X  T H E  D IS T A N C E .

“  H a l l o , Steve! ” Hartwell exclaimed, 
as he staggered into the room. “ Oh,

I beg your pardon, though. S’pose it 
should be Mr. Weldon.”

With a bow that Weldon took for a 
mock courtesy, he continued: “ I beg
your pardon again — Mr. Weldon it 
should be-^-and is. How is Mr. Weldon 
to-day? ”

The condition of his caller had already 
been only too plainly revealed, much to 
Weldon’s disgust. And perhaps he 
showed his feelings a trifle too plainly, 
as, still standing, he questioned, not no­
ticing his caller’s extended hand: 
“ Well, Mr. Hartwell, what brings you 
here—and in this state? ”

“ Well, now, look here, Steve—darned 
if I can help calling you Steve, so I ’m 
not going to try— Say, let’s sit down.” 

So saying, he dropped into one of the 
large, deeply upholstered chairs that 
were Weldon's, ipride. As he felt the 
cushions give usder him, he partially 
raised up again, allowing his full weight 
to sink into them.

With a half leer and a glance around 
the room, he remarked, almost under his 
breath : “ Pretty fine-—pretty fine ! ”

“ Well, Steve,” he went on, after a 
moment of silence, during which Weldon 
wondered anxiously what the outcome of 
the call would be, “ seems to me the 
world’s been pretty good to you, eh? ” 

Seeing, on the table alongside him a 
cut-glass, silver-tipped cigarette-box, he 
reached over and, taking one out, lit it 
deliberately, and took a deep inhalation 
of the heavy Oriental smoke, remarking 
with a harsh laugh: “ The Lord helps 
those that helps themselves.”

Weldon still stood with one hand rest­
ing on the edge of the table. His face 
was drawn and anxious, as he nervously 
watched every move of his caller.

After another deep inhalation, Hart­
well faced around suddenly—so quickly 
that Weldon jumped back a step. “ Steve, 
it diX'sn-’t pay to be honest—I’ve found 
that out,” Hartwell exclaimed.

Then his head sank upon his breast, 
and he seemed lost in deep thought.

Weldon had now overcome his first 
fear of the man. Perhaps, after all, he 
had forgotten.
. Reaching over, he picked up the ciga­
rette Hartwell had laid upon the edge 
of the table, the lighted end of which 
was burning dangerously near to the pol­
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ished surface, and placed it on a silver 
ash-tray.

Hartwell now lay back in the big chair 
almost like one dead. Even his chest 
seemed motionless, and Weldon, fear­
ing he would fall into a drunken 
stupor, broke the silence bv questioning: 
“ W ell?”

The former bookkeeper roused up 
slowly.

“ Steve, as I look around here, I re­
peat what I said before, honesty doesn't 
pay. Look at me—what am I ? Only 
a drunken, broken-down Creature. Got 
fired by old Miller, after being with him 
for nearly seventeen years and only get­
ting—mind you, only getting—twenty 
dollars a week. And if I had stayed 
there for seventeen more, I don’t suppose 
Fd ever have got another cent.

“ Then mv wife—well, Steve, maybe 
I was to blame, but she left me. She 
was a good little woman, but one day 
when 1 came home—I had been on a 
spree the night before—there was a note 
there for me. She’d gone, but said if 
I ’d quit drinking, she’d come back.”

Again he seemed to relapse into a series 
of memories.

By this time, Weldon had lost all the 
fear he experienced when Hartwell was 
announced. He had already decided 
what to do. He would get rid of the 
man as quickly as possible—give him a 
few dollars—and then leave word at the 
hotel office that he was always out to 
Mr. James Hartwell.

“ Well, Mr. Hartwell.” he exclaimed 
cordially, as he left the position he had 
retained from the time his caller had 
first entered and walked over to the side 
of the other man’s chair, “ brace up, and 
be a man.”

He: patted him encouragingly upon 
the shoulder. “ Give up the drink first, 
he went on. “ \  ou 11 find your ttife 
will soon return. You know that pas­
sage of Scripture, ‘ The wavs of the 
w ic k e d — ’ ”

But he got no further. With a spring. 
Hartwell was upon his feet, his features 
distorted in a drunken frenzy, his eyes 
flashing ire.

Shaking his fist threateningly in Wel­
don’s face, he began in loud tones: 
“ Don’t quote Scripture to me! Don’t 
you dare do i t ! ‘ The ways of the

wicked—’ ” and he broke into a coarse, 
sneering laughter. “ Do you think you 
can preach to me, Steve Weldon? You 
may be able to do that to the young fel­
lows in your Bible class at the church 
in which you are so prominent. But I 
know you.”

Weldon, at the first intimation of the 
outburst, had retreated step by step to 
the other side of the room, where he now 
stood close up against the wall, every 
muscle of his body trembling, his face 
betraying only too plainly the fear with­
in him.

Advancing toward him. Hartwell con­
tinued : “ Yes. I know you-—and all
about you — and your prominence in 
church work. The newspapers have 
given columns to it, and I’ve read them 
all. But I know where you got your 
start in life! And if they knew that 
the Stephen Weldon who is held up be­
fore every one as the model young man 
was only a common—”

But he did not say it. Whether it was 
the fear in his own heart that Weldon 
had been innocent of the crime he was 
accused of some years before, or whether 
it was the sight of the man before him 
who raised his arms and face supplica- 
tingly toward him, he stopped short just 
there.

Weldon’s knees trembled beneath him 
as he leaned heavily against the bur- 
laped walls. He tried to think, but it 
was useless.

What could Hartwell's plan be? Did 
he want hush-money? Had he fallen so 
low as to become a blackmailer—the 
lowest of the low crimes?

Weldon could not believe it, yet it 
seemed only too true. Had lie better 
offer him money right away, or wait 
until he asked for it? Perhaps, after 
all. he reasoned to himself, it would be 
better to wait until the request came and 
not appear too anxious.

In the midst of these thoughts he felt 
a hand laid gently upon his arm.

“ G om e, S te v e ,”  H a r tw e l l  sa id , as he  
pointed to the chair in front of them. 
He now seemed quite sober and himself 
again. “ Sit down.”

Weldon permitted himself to be led to 
the chair and sank heavily into it, where 
his small frame seemed almost lost in 
the width and depth. Drawing a small
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rocker in front of this one, Hartwell 
went on:

“ Steve, I ’m sorry if I hurt your feel­
ings. I really didn’t mean to. Only 
when I think of the inequality of things, 
and the old saying, ‘ Them as has, gits,’ 
my blood just boils over, particularly 
when I ’ve a little fire-water in me. 
Guess I’m sort of a socialist.

“ But, Steve, I want you to do me a 
favor.”

He stopped and looked up into Wel­
don’s face almost pleadingly. The edi­
tor's countenance was now white and 
drawn, and his lips trembled as he tried 
to ask, “ How much? ”

But, fortunately for him, his speech 
failed him, and no sound passed his lips.

“ Steve,” Hartwell went on, “ I want 
you to take me in here for a while. Let 
me sober up first. Then I promise on 
my word of honor that no liquor shall I 
touch as long as I stay here. I have no 
home now and no money to go anywhere. 
I ’ll fall lower and lower if you don’t, 
and I ’ll soon be an ordinary sot. You’ll 
do it, won’t you? ”

Weldon avoided his gaze. He was 
revolving in his mind just what was best.

Turning and meeting Hartwell’s eyes, 
full of their look of entreaty, his deci­
sion was made harder than ever.

“ Then, Steve,” Hartwell added, “ af­
ter I am back in the old way, I ’ll send 
fpr the little woman and we’ll start all 
over again. You’ll do it? ”

“ Why, really, Hartwell, I ’d like to,” 
Weldon replied, “ but I fail to see how I 
can. You see, I do a great deal of my 
writing here in the mornings-—I never 
arrive at the office till about eleven. So, 
naturally, I could not be disturbed. 
Then, again, I have a great many friends 
—personal and business—who come here 
to the hotel to see me. Often it so hap­
pens it is upon personal matters, and the 
presence of a third party would prove;— 
well, embarrassing.”

“ But think—” Hartwell pleaded, 
when Weldon cut him short.

“ No, I can’t do it. I really cannot. 
You see, there’s my Young Men’s Society 
meets here every week, and—”

“ Yes, your Young Men’s Society,” 
sneered Hartwell. “ But do you sup­
pose—”

But Weldon, feeling he knew only too

well what was coming, permitted him to 
go no further,

“ On second thought,” he interrupted, 
avoiding Hartwell’s glances, his eyes 
bent steadily upon the little silver sou­
venir of the hundredth performance of 
his play—“ on second thought, perhaps I 
can do it, and I am glad to be able to 
help you. But you may stay condition­
ally. One is that you will not drink a 
drop while you are here. Another is that 
whenever I have company you will either 
go out or else retire to the bedroom. And 
one other—as soon as possible you will 
leave me. Because to take you, I really 
inconvenience myself. Do you agree?”

11 Indeed I do, Steve. You’ll make a 
man of me, see if you don’t.”

Hartwell had risen and seized Wel­
don’s hand thankfully. But the editor’s 
grasp was anything but cordial, and his 
hand felt cold and clammy.

“ Oh, by the by, Hartwell, I nearly 
forgot I have an appointment at eight- 
thirty. \  ou’ll have to pardon me if I 
keep :t.” Weldon had already parted the 
heavy red velvet portieres and, going to 
the closet, was putting on his overcoat, 
when Hartwell seized the collar and 
pulled it up on the other’s shoulders.

‘‘Thanks — awfully,” Weldon mur­
mured. “ You’ll pardon me, but I must 
hurry.”

Without another word, he rushed 
through his living-room and slammed 
the door after him. He did not wait 
for the elevator, but rushed down the 
many flights of stairs, through the bril­
liantly lighted lobby, and, brushing by 
every one, his eyes staring straight ahead, 
hurried out into the crispness of the cold 
winter night.

CHAPTER III.
A L U L L  IN  T H E  S T O R M .

T h e  next morning Weldon arrived at 
the office quite early for him—it lacked 
a few moments of ten. He had reached 
home late the night before, tired out 
mentally and physically, after tramping 
for hours through Central Park- Find­
ing Hartwell in bed and asleep, he pre­
pared to retire as noiselessly as possible, 
and was successful in not awaking his 
new roommate.
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After a sleepless night, he dozed off 
just as the rolling of the milk-wagons 
was heard in the streets below. But it 
was only for a few moments—he awoke 
with a start, in the midst of a bad dream.

Crawling carefully out of bed, he was 
tubbed and showered and half dressed 
before Hartwell stirred, roused up, and 
rubbed his eyes, apparently not just cer­
tain as to where he was.

“ Oh, good morning, Steve!” was his 
greeting. “ Couldn’t just seem to place 
where I was. Is it time to get up? ”

“ Whenever you wish to do so,” Wel­
don replied, as he tugged and pulled in 
his endeavor to button his collar. “ I’ve 
got to be at the office early to-day.” 
Drawing on his coat, he added: “ I’ll
breakfast now. Can't very well wait for 
you. But when vou are readv, go right 
down to the dining-room. Sign my name 
to the check. I'll leave word that it is 
all right. I'll see you to-night. Good- 
by.” and he left his unwelcome guest to 
himself.

As he entered his private office and 
greeted his stenographer, she exclaimed : 
“ Why, Mr. Weldon, is your watch fast? 
You are quite some earlier than usual.”

“ Yes—no, not exactly. But I had a 
bad night, so decided to get down early. 
Has the mail come in yet? ”

“ Yes, s ir ; I have it here in my desk.” 
She pulled out a drawer, and handed 

him a bundle of letters. Rapidly run­
ning through them, he separated the let­
ters from the manuscripts that were 
mailed to him personally.

As he opened letter after letter and 
quickly glanced over them—long prac­
tise had made this an art with Weldon 
—he wheeled around, and, addressing his 
stenographer, remarked:

“ I think we’ll answer these first; then 
I ’ll run through these new manuscripts.” 

In a short time the dictation was over, 
and he leaned back in his chair to think. 
In the rush of business, he had momen­
tarily forgotten Hartwell, and all con­
nected with him. But the memory of 
him returned quickly, more magnified 
and more powerful than ever.

What was his game, and what would 
be the end of it? After all, it was only 
the mere matter of a hundred dollars— 
but to return that amount to Mr. Miller 
would be direct admission of his guilt.

Yet how gladly he would have given five 
times the sum to prove his innocence.

“ Hang it a ll!” -he exclaimed aloud, 
as he dropped forward in his chair and, 
putting his elbows upon his desk, buried 
his chin in his hand. “ Why couldn’t 
Hartwell have died—no, I don’t mean 
that, either. I wouldn’t tvish death to 
visit any one—but that this skeleton 
should come to life and haunt me! ”

“ Were you speaking to me, Mr. Wel­
don?”

Weldon gave a little start as he real­
ized that he had been thinking aloud.

“ No—that is—you see, I ’m a bit nerv­
ous to-day. I guess it was my poor 
night, Miss Jackson.”

Reaching for the pile of manuscripts, 
he selected one.

“ Why people insist upon rolling their 
manuscripts beats me,” he observed, as 
he endeavored to straighten out sheets 
that had been carefully sent in a mailing- 
tube.

Glancing hurriedly over the first page, 
he turned to the second, then tossed it 
impatiently on his desk. “ Mr. Ogilvie 
will get it back folded instead of rolled,” 
he muttered.

The second one was taken up, but a 
glance seemed to suffice—it quickly went 
the way of the first. Turning his chair 
around so that he faced his stenographer, 
Weldon exclaimed almost pettishly:

“ It is the strangest thing to me how- 
people can waste their time ancl mine by 
tending in the stuff they do. I ’m posi­
tive those two people,” and he Waved his 
hand toward the manuscripts he had just 
thrown aside, “ never read a story in our 
magazines; or else they lack common 
sense or good judgment, whichever you 
wish to call it. They seem to think we 
take anything, as long as it’s a story. 
They don't spend the time to study our 
style, but expect to educate us up to 
theirs. It’s ridiculous!”

He wheeled around in his chair again, 
evidently thoroughly out of patience 
with the world in general and with au­
thors in particular.

“ It does seem strange,” the stenog­
rapher ventured, but Weldon apparently 
did not hear her as he tore the wrapping 
from another story.

“ 1 Merton’s Mystery,’ ” he real aloud 
from the title-page. “ Alliteration, eh?
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'Well, let's have a look into it and see 
what it is like.”

He glanced over the first page care­
lessly, then turned hastily to the second. 
A gleam of interest spread gradually 
over his face. At last he had found a 
good one, if appearances counted for 
anything.

Weldon settled down deep into his 
chair, tilted it back a little, and crossed 
his legs, a position he always assumed 
when reading a story he liked. The hag­
gard lines seemed erased entirely, as he 
turned back to the first page again, read 
it over very carefully, and then went on 
again with the second.

Still he read on, turning page after 
page. Fortunately for him, no one en­
tered to disturb his perusal of the story 
that interested him so deeply. As he fin­
ished the- last page, he folded the manu­
script up carefully, apparently in deep 
thought, and laid it upon the desk, re­
marking aloud : “ Hamilton Peyton—I
never heard of him before. Yet he han­
dles his subject like a professional. It’s 
too good for an amateur.”

Turning around to his stenographer, 
he exclaimed : “ Miss Jackson, that’s the 
best story ever submitted to us. It’s a 
pleasure to get stuff like that! ”

“ I am glad to know you are pleased 
with it, Mr. Weldon,” she remarked. 
“ Is it so unusually good? ”

“ I should say it is! ” he replied with 
emphasis. “ It has every point that 
makes up a good story—it swings into 
the plot almost immediately—and the 
climax is absolutely unexpected and with 
a twist that shows the highest pinnacle 
of the author’s art. And for holding the 
interest it cannot be beaten. But the 
strange thing about it is, who is Hamil­
ton Peyton? Pie’s no amateur or begin­
ner,. that is certain. Yet I never recall 
hearing of him before. Did you. Miss 
Jackson ? ”

Weldon's stenographer had become so 
accustomed to his habit of talking aloud 
to himself that she rarely followed him, 
unless being directly spoken to. So that 
when he questioned her, at the conclu­
sion of his spoken reverie, she jumped, 
and, with a little start, exclaimed: “ Did 
you address me, Mr. Weldon? ”

“ Yes, I did,” he replied, with just a 
trace of impatience in his tone. Then

he added: “ I asked you if you have
ever heard of Hamilton Peyton?”

“ No,” she replied slowly, apparently 
searching the remotest retreats of her 
brain. “ I don’t think I have.”

“ Strange—very strange,” he mused, 
almost under his breath. “ By the way, 
I think I’ll write him to call. He lives 
here in the city, and I ’d like to talk with 
him. Just take this letter, if you please. 
You know Mr. Cartwright’s principle— 
know your authors.”

Weldon quickly dictated a brief let­
ter, asking Peyton to call as early as con­
venient in reference to business. That 
done, he had just settled back in his 
chair when the door opened suddenly 
and a cheery voice accosted him.

“ Good morning, Weldon ! Anything 
new to-dav?” Before him stood Frank 
Cartwright, the successful publisher, A 
man about forty-five, his hair and mus­
tache iron-gray, his step was as light as 
a boy’s. As he stood in the doorway, his 
appearance showed in every way the 
prosperous business man of the world.

“ No—not particularly,” Weldon an­
swered, then added quickly: “ Oh, yes,
there is, too. I have just read a story 
that I consider the best we have ever re­
ceived.”

“ That is saying a great deal,” ob­
served Cartwright, a smile playing 
around the firm lines that were deeply 
engraved upon his face.

“ I know it is—but the story is a 
corker. It is—”

“ Oh, I beg your pardon,” apologized 
the young lady who presided over'the re­
ception-hall, and who had already en­
tered Weldon’s office, card in hand, be­
fore she realized that Mr. Cartwright 
was also there.

“ What is i t? ” Weldon questioned, as 
he reached for the piece of pasteboard 
she held out to him.

Glancing at it hastily, he suddenly ex­
claimed: “ Flow very odd! Here is the
very author of whose story I was just 
speaking. Tell him to wait a moment.” 

This last he addressed to the girl who 
had announced the writer.

“ No, don’t do that,” Mr. Cartwright 
commanded. “ Send him in. I ’m not 
going to stay, Weldon. And if you want 
to see me later, I ’ll be here after three.” 

Mr. Cartwright left the room, and
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Weldon faced around in his chair, cu­
rious to see what the new author was 
like.

A timid knock, and a sad-faced, 
rather shabby and unkempt young man, 
about his own age, entered.

“ Mr, Weldon, I believe?” he ven­
tured, as he twirled nervously in his hand 
a faded brown derby.

CHAPTER IV.
T H E  S C U R R Y IN G  C L O U D S.

For a moment Weldon stared at the 
newcomer without answering. There 
seemed something familiar in his face, 
yet try as he would, he was unable to 
place the man before him.

“ Yes, I am Mr. Weldon,” he said at 
last, his kindly steel-gray eyes apparently 
reading into the other’s very soul. “ And 
you are Mr. Peyton, I believe.”

Extending his hand, Weldon grasped 
the other’s firmly as he added: “ I am
very glad to meet you, indeed. In fact, 
only a few moments ago I dictated a let­
ter asking you to call. But pardon me, 
won’t you be seated?”

Rising, Weldon placed a chair along­
side of his own.

Peyton seated himself cautiously, ap­
parently fearing that he had taken too 
much upon himself in calling; and when 
he now found himself in the presence of 
the prominent author and editor, he con­
tinued casting his -yes around, as if look­
ing anxiously for some avenue of escape.

“ Mr. Peyton,” Weldon went on, “ I 
received a story of yours to-day, and 
have already read it.”

This sudden reference to the matter 
that bore directly upon Peyton’s call 
seemed to almost take the fellow’s breath 
away. Noting this, Weldon quickly 
added: “ And it is a particularly good
storv. Ill fact. I enjoyed it immensely.” 

“ You—did! ” Peyton managed to 
gasp, ldsNsyes opening almost to double 
their usual size.

“ Yes—I did,” Weldon exclaimed. 
“ And you—accept i t? ” Peyton’s 

face was now drawn and anxious. He 
could hardly believe the good news, and 
apparently feared some unseen power 
would arouse him from his dream—the 
dream that seemed too good to be true.

“ Indeed I do 1 ” Weldon replied fer­
vently.

His tone was so reassuring that Pey­
ton drew a long breath and sank back in 
his chair again. “ And, furthermore,” 
Weldon added, “ I should like to see 
anything else you do. But tell me, what 
have you been writing for? ”

“ Me—writing fo r?” Peyton repeat­
ed, hardly knowing whether this was 
meant as a compliment or not. “ Why, 
Mr. Weldon, I ’ve hardly had anything 
accepted before—although I ’ve written a 
lot of stuff. But the manuscripts always 
come back. The same old reason. I ’ve 
sent a number of stories here, too.”

“ You have?” Weldon exclaimed .in 
astonishment. “ That is strange. I 
never saw them.”

“ Oh, I don’t mean to you personally, 
Mr. Weldon. I ’ve just sent them to the 
magazine. But a friend of mine, who 
knows of you, told me to mail one to you 
personally, and then call the next day. 
He said that you might help me in some 
way, and that if the story was not just 
what it should be, that ”—he hesitated 
a moment, apparently almost afraid to 
continue-—“ you might tell me just how 
to fix it. That’s why I came.”

“ I see.” Weldon spoke kindly, al­
most reassuringly, a slight smile playing 
around his mouth. “ Well, Mr. Peyton, 
I can’t tell you how to fix it! ”

Peyton’s jaw fell, but Weldon has­
tened to add: “ Mr. Peyton, it requires
no fixing. The story is perfect as it is. 
But where did you get your plot?”

“ I—well, the plot is not from life— 
merely the beginning of it is,” Peyton 
replied in somewhat embarrassed tones.
“ You see, sir, the balance of the story is 
entirely imaginary.”

“ Yes, that’s the best way, as a rule,” 
Weldon assured him.

“ Some years ago— I think it is about 
twelve,” Payton continued, “ I worked 
for a down-town firm. I was office-boy 
there, and in that capacity—but I'm 
afraid I am taking up too much of your 
time, Mr. Weldon.”

“ Not at all—not at all,” the editor 
assured him. “ Go on.”

“ Well, one day a sum of money was 
missing from one of the offices that I had 
occasion to visit, and a new office-boy 
was suspected and discharged.”
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He hesitated for a moment, as if un­
certain whether to proceed or not. Wel­
don was now all attention, his mouth 
tightly closed, showing stronger than 
ever the deep lines around it. Plainly 
he was laboring under a nervous tension 
even greater than his caller’s had been 
some moments before.

“ Go on ! Go on! ” Weldon exclaimed 
excitedly.

“ There is no more to tell,” Peyton re­
plied simply. “ I left my position—or, 
to be more exact, was discharged—at the 
end of my week. I could not seem to 
content myself with commercial life. I 
guess I was not cut out for it. I wanted 
to read—to write—and to dream. Since 
that time I have made my living, such as 
it has been, with my pen.” Then in a 
burst of confidence, he added: “ And I
tell vou, Mr. Weldon, it’s been a tough 
proposition.”

“ Eh? W hat?” the editor questioned 
blankly, as he seemed suddenly to come 
out of a trance.

“ I say I’ve had a hard time of it,” 
Peyton answered as he gazed curiously 
at the editor. “ But I must be going, 
Mr. Weldon. I’ve taken up too much of 
your valuable time.”

He had already risen, and Weldon 
mechanically extended his hand. With 
an apologetic cough, Peyton inquired: 
“ When do vou wish me to call for my 
check, Mr. Weldon?”

“ Oh, we’ll mail that to you on 
Wednesday.”

“ Oh, thank you, s ir! ” Peyton’s grati­
tude was only too plainly evident. 
Grasping the editor’s hand, he hade him 
good (lav, and strode out of the office, 
feeling as if he were treading upon air.

After the door had closed behind his 
contributor, Weldon stood a moment, lost 
in thought ; then his old habit of solilo­
quizing aloud returned. “ I wonder— 
oh, nô  it can’t be.” he murmured. Then 
the editorial instinct reasserted itself, 
and he exclaimed: “ I’ll run that store-
next month. I shall substitute it for 
something else. Let me see what I can 
take out.”

.Seating himself at his desk, he quick­
ly glanced over the make-up of his forth­
coming number.

“ Just the place for i t ! ” he decided, 
after making some calculations. “ 1 11

take out this one of Belsted’s. I can edit 
Peyton’s story to-day—I’ll start on it at
once.”

CHAPTER V.

T H E  W IX D  F R O M  T H E  W E S T .

Folk days had passed, and events 
seemed to have settled down somewhat, 
although Mr. Cartwright had stopped in 
the editor’s office on his way out that 
night, and in the course of a short con­
versation remarked: “ Weldon, you
don’t look well—you seem tired out. 
Perhaps you are going it too hard. Why 
don’t you take a few days’ vacation? 
Atlantic City is a good place at this time 
of year.”

But Weldon assured him there was no 
need for anything like that—he had been 
worried over a little personal matter, 
that was all.

Leaving the office shortly after his em­
ployer, he strolled up Fifth Avenue 
leisurely, taking deep breaths of the 
crisp, winter air. He did not notice the 
passing promenaders—he was thinking 
of Hartwell—and himself.

After all, perhaps he had done right 
in taking the man in. Lie was no an­
noyance, and had seemingly changed, 
much for the better.

On two occasions, when friends had 
called unexpectedly, Hartwell had im­
mediately taken his hat and coat and left 
the hotel, not return' g until late, first 
making certain the guests had gone by- 
inquiring at the desk. So. in this way, 
he had been most considerate.

Then, again, he had been company for 
Weldon. It really seemed good to re­
ceive his cheerful greeting when return­
ing from business, and to find the fire, 
which Plartwell had lit, burning bright­
ly in the grate.

He also made himself useful in many 
ways, attending to his host’s laundry, the 
sending of his clothes to the tailor’s, and 
th e  f i lin g  o f  h is  p e rso n a l c o rre sp o n d e n c e . 
But with it all. Weldon had a certain 
fear of the man that he could not over­
come—a dread that in some way Hart­
well would allow the club the editor felt 
sure his guest held over his head to fall.

Entering his apartment now, Weldon 
was surprised to find Hartwell not there



THE STORM-CENTER. 203

—something that had not happened since 
his advent into his new home.

“ Good Heavens! Does this mean he 
has taken to drink again—and is coming 
back intoxicated?” Weldon groaned as 
he threw himself into the large chair 
that stood before the unlit fireplace.

“ I cannot stand this strain,” he con­
tinued, without removing his overcoat— 
his hat he had thrown carelessly upon 
the table. “ When he is here, I worry 
because he is here; and when he is not, 
I worry for just the opposite reason. It 
must stop! I am glad to do anything 
for him I can, but I certainly cannot af­
ford to break down my health. Here I 
am, working myself up into a frenzy, 
and a fine condition I ’ll be in to address 
that young men’s meeting to-night, as I 
promised—”

Hurried footsteps in the hall arrested 
his attention, and a key turning in the 
lock told him his guest had arrived. “ I 
hope—he is sober! ” Weldon gasped just 
as Hartwell entered the room, and, 
stumbling over a chair in the darkness, 
felt along the wall for the electric but­
ton.

“ Confound that chair: ” he exclaimed 
angrily. “ But I ’m glad I got back be­
fore he did,” he continued aloud. 
“ Hang it all, where is that button?”

Then he added, as he felt his way 
along the wall: “ I suppose I ’d better
broach the subject to-night. I think
things have gone far enough to do so. 
Wonder what he’ll say. Perhaps—”

llut he got no further. He had
pressed the button, and the sudden glare 
from the electrolier blinded him, caus­
ing him to cover his eyes with his hands. 
Weldon heard what he had said—the 
chills raced up and down his spine, 
and his face grew hot and cold by turns 
as he realized that apparently the crisis 
had come.

Already Hartwell had detected the 
sounds of some one in the room, and his 
eves, now accustomed to the light, fell 
upon his host.

“ Oh, hallo, Steve!” he exclaimed. 
“ I didn’t know you were home. Been 
here long? ”

Without waiting for a reply, he con­
tinued : “ Thought I’d get in first, but
I didn’t.”

He ended his remarks in a chuckle,

almost bordering upon a laugh. How it 
grated upon Weldon’s already over­
strained nerves, as he endeavored to 
draw himself together and not show his 
feelings too plainly.

Throwing his overcoat over a chair, 
Hartwell took a match from his pocket, 
and, dropping to his knees, prepared to 
light the gas logs. As the flame flickered 
and then spread over all of them, he 
jumped up, exclaiming: “ Steve, that
certainly does look good to me on a cold 
night like this! It’s too early for din­
ner—let’s put out the electric lights and 
sit here a few moments. I like to watch 
the flames—and think.”

Weldon made no reply. In fact, he 
gave no outward evidence that he hea-rd. 
And not until Hartwell realized Weldon 
still had his overcoat on, and touched 
him upon the shoulder, asking, “ Are 
you cold. Steve? ” did he notice his guest.

With a little start, he jumped up, re­
marking absently : “ I had forgotten I
had not removed it.” Hartwell helped 
him off with -the coat, and, taking it to 
the bedroom, hung it up carefully. Re­
turning, he found Weldon staring, wild­
eyed. into the fire.

“ What’s the matter. Steve? Doping 
out another story. I suppose. Heavens ! 
I only wish I had the knack of doing it, 
too. With the time I have on my hands, 
I could make some money. Goodness 
only knows I need it bad enough ! I’m 
nearly at the end of my rope. I’ll be 
forced to beg—or do worse, unless some­
thing turns up quickly. Why—good 
Heavens. Steve! What’s the trouble? 
Arc you ill? ”

Weldon was now trembling from head 
to foot, and his face, ashen-hued, looked 
even worse in the flickering light of the 
gas logs. Hartwell was already on his 
feet.

“ Shall I ring for a doctor? ” he asked 
anxiously.

“ No—it’s nothing—really,” Weldon 
managed to gasp, but his voice was thick 
and husky.

While he saw and heard all that was 
going on around him, his thoughts were 
far away. Had this last speech of Hart­
well’s been made in the attempt to warn 
him of what was coming so soon—what 
surely would come?

“ Why doesn’t he ask it now—why
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keep me in suspense? ” were the thoughts 
flashing through Weldon’s mind.

Hartwell dashed to the bath-room, and 
quickly returned with a glass of water, 
which the editor grasped and drank eag­
erly. The effect was almost instantane­
ous—his face brightened as he mur­
mured : “ Thanks—awfully.”

“ Steve, I don’t like the way you act 
at times,” Hartwell remarked as he re­
sumed his seat. 11 I’m afraid t'ou’re go­
ing it too hard.”

“ No—it’s really r hing,” Weldon 
hastened to break in. “ You see, Hart­
well, I have been pretty busy of late, and 
have had a lot upon my mind, and to- 
night—-well, I feel about played out.”

“ Now, Steve, I ’ll tell you what you 
do.” Hartwell’s tone was really authori­
tative. “ We’ll have our dinner served 
up here, and then you go straight to bed. 
A good night’s rest will make a new man 
of you.”

“ Oh, no, I can’t do that to-night, 
Hartwell, much as I would like to,” 
Weldon objected, and .. then added: 
“ You see, I am scheduled to address the 
Y’oung Men’s Society at the church.”

“ Well, surely, Steve, your health is 
of far greater importance to you than 
those young men are. Don’t do it to­
night.”

“ I must 1 ” was the dogged reply. 
“ I ’ve got to do it.”

“ Of course vou know your own busi­
ness better than I. But f think you are 
very foolish.”

“ Perhaps,” Weldon replied absently.
His eyes still stared straight into the 

fire, his elbows upon his knees and his 
chin in his hands. Even in the flickering 
firelight, Hartwell could plainly see the 
drawn, pained look upon the editor’s 
features.

“ I’ve got it, Steve 1 ” he suddenly- 
burst out after a few moments of silence. 
“ If you must go, I ’ll go with you.”

“ Oh, no! ” Weldon exclaimed in 
tones denoting absolute terror.

How could he bear to stand before 
that assemblage, telling them of the life 
they all should lead, and know there was 
one pair of eyes resting upon him, their 
owner sneering at the speaker, convinced 
that he had not always followed his own 
teachings—that he had secured his start 
in life indirectly through theft?

No. It was out of the question en­
tirely. He could not do it.

“ No, Hartwell, not to-night,” he re­
peated, but he did not look the man in 
the face as he spoke.

” And why not, I'd like to know? Per­
haps I haven’t been all I should be ”— 
he suddenly faced his chair around to 
Weldon’s—“ but if you practise all you 
preach, you should be very glad to think 
I am willing to go—in fact, want to.”

“ Yes — I am,” Weldon answered 
slowly.

Then an idea seemed to strike him 
and he added hastily: “ But, you see,
Hartwell, I have to see some people after 
the meeting—”

“ That’s all right,” Hartwell inter­
rupted, seemingly determined, for some 
unknown reason, to attend. “ I’ll come 
home alone, if you say. But I want to 
« 0 . ”

Vainly Weldon racked his brain for 
some good reason why Hartwell should 
not go. But evidently there was none— 
or else he could not find it.

“ Very well; you may come with me,” 
he agreed finally. “ But you will have 
to return alone.”

“ That’s all right; I don’t mind that. 
I have simply made up my mind that I 
wont to be at that meeting.”

Had it been any one else, Weldon 
would have been delighted at such a de­
sire to attend a religious service. But lie 
felt that Hartwell had some ulterior mo­
tive. He was certain there was some­
thing behind it all.

“ Isn’t it time for dinner?” Hartwell 
asked suddenly, rudelv breaking in upon 
the editor’s worried thoughts.

Jumping up quickly, Weldon ex­
claimed : “ Yes—I had lost all track of
time. I must wash : then we’ll go down, 
although I do not feel like eating. 
U gh! ” he exclaimed, as he shivered per­
ceptibly. “ The very thought of food 
goes against me.”

CHAPTER VI.
J C S X  B E F O R E  T H E  D O W N P O U R .

“  S t e v e , if you don’t eat more heartily 
than you did to-night you’ll be ill,” was 
Hartwell’s caution as they returned up­
stairs again after the dinner.
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“ Oh, bother my appetite—and my­
self ! ” Weldon’s voice plainly shoved 
his loss of patience. “ You are constant­
ly harping upon my health. I assure 
you it was never better—that I am per­
fectly well, both mentally and physical­
ly. Permit me to impress this fact 
firmly upon your mind.”

“ Well, of course I meant no harm,” 
Hartwell remarked in injured tones. 
“ But if vou take it that way—”

“ Yes, 'i  do, Hartwell! ” Weldon in­
terrupted emphatically. “ It is positive­
ly distasteful to me.”

“ Oh, very well,” was all the reply the 
guest made, as he seated himself along­
side the table, and, picking up a maga­
zine, absently turned over its pages.

For some moments neither spoke—• 
Weldon was busy with his own thoughts. 
After all, he had made his mistake at 
the very first. What a fool he had been 
to take in this man, whose presence had 
already caused him many hours of men­
tal anguish and worry! How much bet­
ter, and, in fact, cheaper, it would have 
been to send him to some boarding­
house, and pay his bills.

But Hartwell had asked to be taken 
in here. And, thinking it only for a few 
days, he had agreed to the plan. The 
fact of the matter was that the request 
had been so sudden, so unexpected, that 
Weldon had not had time to think of the 
results that might be the outcome.

Would he dare, at this late day, to re­
quest Hartwell to go elsewhere? W'ould 
he dare to stand up before this man, 
after hearing what he said only a short 
time before in the darkness? Suddenly 
he broke out: “-I’ve got to do i t ! I
can’t—”

“'Were you speaking to me, Steve?” 
Hartwell inquired, looking up from the 
magazine.

Weldon gave a start as he realized 
that he had been thinking aloud. For a 
moment he was without words, wonder­
ing just how much of his thoughts he 
had spoken.

He glanced at his guest. There he 
sat, showing every evidence of enjoy­
ment in the comfort and luxury sur­
rounding him—stretched out in the 
deeply upholstered chair, his feet resting 
on a Flemish oak taboret.

“ I said,” Weldon exclaimed excitedly,

as he sprang to his feet—“ I said—” he 
repeated, then stopped abruptly.

He gazed eagerly around the room as 
if in search of help. The look of anger 
had disappeared, and in its place was one 
of entreaty.

“ I said—” he began again, this time 
in the most apologetic of tones, then add­
ed quickly, averting the questioning gaze 
of his listener: “ Why, it must be time
to go! ”

“ Look here, Steve,” exclaimed Hart­
well, as he rose from his chair and took 
a step toward the man who almost cowed 
before him, “ what the deuce—”

But Weldon had drawn out his watch. 
“ Why, it’s a quarter to eight! ” he al­
most shouted. “ We must be starting at 
once.”

“ I ’m ready,” was Weldon’s announce­
ment as he emerged from the bedroom, 
overcoat on and hat in hand.

“ Go on out and ring for the elevator,” 
Hartwell directed, as he rushed into the 
inner room for his own outer garments.

The wait in the hall for the car was a 
quiet one; neither spoke, each seemingly 
taken up with his own thoughts. Reach­
ing the main floor, they walked through 
the lobby of the hotel and out toward 
the sidewalk.

Hartwell had gazed intently at his 
host’s face as they descended in the ele­
vator.

Reaching the sidewalk, he linked his 
arm through Weldon’s as he questioned 
anxiously: “ Steve, you are under some
mental strain. Why don’t you tell me 
about it? It would make it much easier 
for me.”

“ Undoubtedly it would,” Weldon 
quickly agreed, his tone laden with irony. 
Then he stopped abruptly and ex­
claimed: “ Hartwell, this must stop, if
we are to remain—friends. You must 
refrain absolutely from your inquiries re­
garding my health—my worries—my— 
oh, everything! Do you understand?”

Without waiting for a reply, Weldon 
turned and resumed his quick, nervous 
stride. Hartwell was so taken with sur­
prise by the sudden onslaught that, for 
a moment, he stood spellbound, then hur­
ried after the editor, now a few steps 
ahead. When he caught up with him, 
the walk to the church was continued in 
silence.
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Arrived there, Weldon led the way 
toward the assembly-room at the rear. 
As they entered the door, a young man. 
standing just inside, seized the editor’s 
hand.

“ Mr. Weldon, I believe?” lie said 
questioning!}'.

“ Yes,” was Weldon’s almost inaudible 
reply.

“ Then come with me,” the other di­
rected as he started ahead up the side 
aisle.

“ Just a moment,” Weldon called. 
The youth stopped and faced about.

“ I have brought a friend with me,” 
the editor continued. “ Have I taken 
too great a liberty? ”

“ Not at a ll!” he exclaimed enthusi­
astically as he extended his hand to 
Hartwell. “ We are only too glad to 
have strangers come to our meetings. In 
fact, that is just what Dr. Olden de­
sires.”

Turning to Hartwell, Weldon waved 
his hand toward the rows of partially 
filled seats.

“ Take any one,” he directed, and fol­
lowed his guide toward the front of the 
room, where he was introduced to the 
pastor of the church, Dr. Olden, and the 
president of the Young Men’s Society, 
both having already taken their seats 
upon the platform, where they anxiously 
awaited the arrival of the distinguished 
speaker of the evening.

As Weldon seated himself in the chair 
reserved for him, the pastor, rising, 
opened the meeting with a brief prayer, 
at the conclusion of which the president 
arose and made quite a lengthy speech, 
dwelling upon the principles and pur­
pose of the society—also their desire to 
welcome strangers to their meetings.

“ I am overjoyed, and I know 1 am 
also speaking "for Dr. Olden,” he con­
tinued. “ when I gaze over this assem­
blage and see a number of strange faces 
b e fo re  me. Only the other day my at­
tention was called to a magazine article 
which stated that the churches of New 
York were cold—that the stranger within 
our gates received, with a very few ex­
ceptions, absolutely no welcome from 
the members of the churches or their 
pastors.

“ I read it very carefully,” he went 
on, “ and regret that the writer did not

visit our church. Had he only done so, 
that broad statement could not have been 
made. St. Edward’s would stand as an 
oasis in the desert for the army of stran­
gers New York continually shelters. 
And particularly are the men, young and 
old, welcomed to the meetings of our 
Young Men’s Society. And I wish to 
say right here that it is the hearty wish 
of both Dr. Olden and myself that you 
tarry just a moment after the conclusion 
of the meeting, that we may shake your 
hand and welcome you personally 
among us.

“ Our society proposes to have with us 
each week some successful man who has 
risen from the ranks and made his name 
in the world—one who, through pluck 
and perseverance, and the fear of God, 
has risen step by step, until the upper­
most rungs of the ladder have been 
reached. One whose words will bring 
cheer to the discouraged, and give added 
strength to those already struggling to 
gain a foothold at the bottom.”

Advancing a step toward the chair in 
which Weldon was seated, the speaker 
continued : “ Following these ideas, we
have with us to-night one who has made 
his name a household word from coast 
to coast, from Canada to Mexico, and 
even farther—whose literature has been 
eagedly devoured by ”—with a smile, he 
turned toward the person spoken of— 
“ may I sav millions?—whose play stands 
out above all others as bv far the most 
successful and uplifting plav of the sea­
son.”

With a wave of his hand toward Wel­
don, he concluded: “ Gentlemen, 1 have
the pleasure of introducing to you Mr. 
Stephen Weldon.”

CHAPTER nr.
T H E  F IR S T  F E W  D R O P S  O F  R A IN ,

A l t h u I ’g h  Weldon had heard every 
word of the speaker, he sat as one ill a 
stupor, his eyes glassy and staring 
straight ahead.

The truth was that, no matter which 
wav lie looked, he could see only the 
cold, accusing eyes of Hartwell staring 
directly at him. He tried to avoid their 
gaze, but it was only for a moment—he 
seemed as one hypnotized.
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Then a new fear spread over him. 
Would he dare to speak of his past, with 
Hartwell drinking in every word? Could 
it be possible his sudden determination to 
attend this meeting was only to secure a 
firmer hold upon his victim?

Then another terror, greater than all 
the others, sprang before him—suppose 
Hartwell should denounce him publicly 
during the evening?

The rush of these thoughts, and 
countless others, through his already 
fagged brain, placed him almost upon 
the verge of collapse, but when he heard 
himself introduced, he endeavored, with 
a mighty effort, to collect his scattered 
senses. He realized that the president 
of the society had already seated himself, 
and that ail eyes were now upon him— 
the speaker of the evening.

With a supreme endeavor, he regained 
control of the muscles that rebelled 
against being used, and rose painfully to 
his feet.

“ Gentlemen and friends,” he began 
in husky tones, “ I wish to state before 
proceeding that I am—the poorest of 
poor speakers. Your esteemed president 
has asked me to tell you of the many 
steps up the stairway of success.” His 
voice had lost its huskiness, and the 
words rang out clear and distinct, al­
though he still kept his eyes glued to a 
point far above the heads of the gather­
ing and at the rear of the room. “ Your 
worthy president has told you I have 
reached the highest rungs of the ladder 
of success. Right here I beg to differ 
with him. I do not feel that way for a 
moment. I do not believe that any one, 
no matter how successful he has been, is 
satisfied with the success he has made. I 
believe the battle-cry of every proud son 
of the United States is, or should be, 
1 More, more, more.’ But, my friends, 
behind it all should be, to secure the 
proper satisfaction from these attain­
ments, the absolute fear of God.”

Weldon had been speaking rapidly and 
earnestly, and, as he directed this last 
sentence, at his hearers, he allowed his 
eyes to drop from the point he had stared 
at so intently, to look them squarely in 
the face.

As he did so, he caught again tire al­
most hypnotic stare of Hartwell. For a 
moment, Weldon seemed to be again un­

der their influence, and he hesitated be­
fore proceeding. He reached over and 
poured out a glass of water from the 
pitcher standing on the table at his right. 
His hand trembled perceptibly as he 
raised it to his lips and eagerly gulped 
down the contents.

The effect was almost instantaneous— 
it was just what his parched throat de­
manded, and he had again broken the 
spell cast by those accusing eyes.

Resuming his fixed stare at the back 
of the room, he continued:

“ I hardly feel it would interest you 
to tell of my first experiences in this 
great city. It is practically the same as 
innumerable young men have found it 
before me, and as countless numbers will 
find it in the future, just as long as the 
arm of Ambition beckons them from the 
country, the small towns, and even other 
cities nearly as large as New York, call­
ing to them in loud tones that ‘ A young 
man’s chances are far greater here than 
anywhere else in the Union.’

“ Whether that is true or not is not 
for me to say. The simple country youth 
finds everything here far different from 
what his dreams of the great city pic­
tured them. The life is different—the 
work is different—and, most terrible of 
all, the morals are different. It is an 
appalling condition, nevertheless true, 
that in this wonderful city, the pride of 
the nation, there are a thousand and one 
pitfalls, ready and anxious to gather in 
the unsuspecting youth, and presided 
over by the most avaricious and unprin­
cipled vampires of the world.

“ But the young man, direct from the 
quiet, homely, healthy, God-fearing at­
mosphere of the country, unversed in the 
evils of the city, feels a loneliness that 
cannot be described—one must experi­
ence it personally to realize what it 
means. This loneliness resolves itself 
into a desire for comradeship—a longing 
for cheerful and friendly words and 
faces.

“ Here in New York, this is sadly 
lacking. And it is this lack societies like 
your own is intended to supply. A few 
kind worsts, or a hearty handshake, may 
be the means of keeping many a young 
man from traveling the road that goes 
down, and down, and down, until there 
is only one end left. Let us all remein-
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her this, not only in our church-meetings, 
but in our every-day life.

“ But I have promised your worthy 
president that 1 would give a little 
resume of my own life, my struggles, my 
ambitions, and my desires.”

Here he told briefly of his arrival 
from the little country town and his en­
deavors to obtain a position—the secur­
ing of it. and the sudden discharge for, 
as he put it, “ a most unjust reason.”

Here he faltered again, stammered, 
and, finally proceeding, followed his life 
through his first struggles as a young au­
thor. From this point, he modestly for­
bore going into further successes, and, 
with a few final words, resumed his seat.

A short speech of thanks from the 
president, and the meeting was at an 
end. The gathering seemed loath to dis­
perse, however, but hung around in lit­
tle groups, shaking hands and exchang­
ing cheery words.

As Weldon left the platform, he was 
approached by one after another, to all 
of whom he extended a hearty hand­
shake. As he passed through the many 
groups, a familiar face caught his eye. 
The man was still some feet away, but 
Weldon could not help noticing the eyes 
that were following his every move.

For a moment he could not place the 
man. but. as he approached him, he sud­
denly realized it was the young author, 
Peyton, working his way toward him.

Grasping his hand nervously, the wri­
ter exciaimed: “ Mr. Weldon, I am de­
lighted to see you again. I read that 
you were to speak to-night and came to 
hear you. And it did me good—it hon­
estly did.”

” I’m glad to hear it. Peyton,” Wel­
don replied warmlv. “ How are things 
going with you? ”

Although there were a number around 
them, awaiting an opportunity to shake 
the hand of the renowned editor, upon 
realizing that the conversation between 
the two might be a personal one thev re­
spectfully fell back a few steps.

“ I am only waiting now the publica­
tion of my story, Mr. Weldon,” Pevton 
replied. “ Then I can go ahead. But 
at present—” he stopped abruptly: then 
added anxiously: *’ Mr. Weldon, have
you decided when you would print i t? ”

‘‘Oh, that’s so; I meant to tell you.

It will be in next month’s issue. I 
rushed it through, substituting it for an­
other story,”

** Mr. Weldon, I do not know how to 
thank you,” replied Peyton. “ It means 
so much to me—far more than you can 
realize. At times it almost seems too 
good to be true.”

“ But it is true,” Weldon assured him. 
“ And you will realize it more fully when 
you receive your check next Wednesday. 
But I must say good night. Drop into 
the office—any time. I ’ll always be 
glad to see you.”

Turning from the happy young au­
thor, Weldon hastened toward the door, 
which he reached after many handshakes.

As he stepped out into the clear, cold 
night, a shadow at the side of the en­
trance arrested his attention, the unex­
pected sight of which gave him a little 
start.

“ Going home alone?” questioned a 
voice he recognized as Hartwell’s.

It sounded sullen and gruff to Wel­
don, but he replied cheerily: “ Yes, un­
less you accompany me.”

The two walked rapidly in the direc­
tion of Weldon’s hotel, neither making 
any attempt at conversation.

Even after their arrival home they did 
not seem in a talkative mood. But sud­
denly, as Weldon prepared to retire, he 
was taken aback by Hartwell appearing, 
his eyes flashing and his fists clenched.

“ Look here, Steve Weldon,” he said, 
“ that line of talk you handed to those 
voting fellows to-night sounded awfullv 
nice and prettv. But 1 knew foil didn’t 
always believe as you claim you do now. 
If those chaps knew how you got your 
first start in life, do you suppose thev’d 
be so crazy to glad-hand you? You bet 
they wouldn't. If some one should sud- 
denlv tell them—”

He stopped, and. wheeling upon his 
heel, walked deliberately into the other 
room, where he sat down and gazed in- 
tentlv into the fire.

CHAPTER VIII.
T H E  F IR S T  H E A V Y  D O W N P O U R .

T he following morning Weldon ar­
rived at the office a few moments after 
eight—an unheard-of hour for him.
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All the previous night he had not 
closed his eyes. After Hartwell’s de­
nunciation he lay there perfectly still, 
fearing that each moment he would not 
only continue his attack, but follow it 
up with a demand for blackmail.

For some time Hartwell had sat per­
fectly motionless, staring directly into 
the fire. Just how long it was Weldon 
did not know, the seconds seemed hours, 
the moments eternities. At last, Hart­
well had risen and prepared to retire, 
his host feigning sleep. Soon his heavy 
breathing told Weldon that he was in 
the land of dreams.

All night long Weldon lay there— 
, longing for the sleep that would not 
come.

At last the first streak of gray stole 
timidly through the heavy lace curtains. 
With a sigh of relief, he rose quietly, 
dressed with all possible speed, and, 
carefully opening and closing his door, 
rushed down the hall to the elevator, 
and soon found himsell in the deserted 
street below.

Breakfast was entirely forgotten—the 
very thought of eating was distasteful 
to him—and he hurried along, his head 
bent low toward the pavement.

Not until he was roughly greeted by 
a baker’s boy, whom Weldon nearly 
crashed into as he was delivering an 
armful of bread at the basement of a 
hotel, did he realize that he was already 
some blocks from home.

Without a reply, he turned to the 
right at the next corner and resumed 
his walk in the. direction of Central 
Park. Arriving here, he hurried along 
the deserted paths, lost to all his sur­
roundings, his mind completely occu­
pied with his own thoughts.

But his already fatigued system could 
not stand the exertion he was forcing 
upon it. He began to tire, and as the 
dav was already begun, he turned down­
town again, this time picking his way 
among the many roughly - clad and 
horny-handed laborers hurrying to their 
day’s toil.

Down Broadway he continued his 
quick, nervous stride, in due time reach­
ing his office, which he found deserted 
and quiet. Without opening his desk, 
he seated himself—notv thoroughly worn 
out, mentally and physically.

2 A

How would this end? When would 
it end? Where would it end?

These were the thoughts that raced 
and crashed through Weldon’s brain, 
until it seemed to him his head would 
split and burst into fragments.

Springing suddenly to his feet, he 
exclaimed wildly: “ I can't stand this! 
I ’ll go raving crazy if it keeps up much 
longer! ’’ Then he seemed calmer, as 
he added: “ After all, if the worst
comes to the worst, I ’ll pay—pay until 
I haven’t a cent left in the world, if 
necessary. I couldn’t—I wouldn’t face 
the world, if they knew the Stephen 
Weldon who has been preached about 
and has preached himself was accused— 
No, they shall never know! I ’m a cow­
ard, I suppose, but I could not face it. 
But Hartwell has really made no de­
mands. Perhaps it is only the disor­
dered condition of my mind that makes 
me fear he will. At any event, I ’ll try 
not to show I fear him.”

Pie now seemed quite calm, and roil­
ing back the top of his desk, proceeded 
to examine the letters and papers put 
there after his departure the night be­
fore.

Taking up a package, which he knew 
from the wrapper to contain proofs 
from the pressroom, he tore the cover 
off, and ran through the rough sheets. 
At the very bottom of the pile he found 
Peyton's story, “ Merton's Mystery.”

In his desire to get his mind off his 
own troubles, and realizing just what 
an interesting tale it was, he decided to 
go over it immediately. He carelessly 
brushed to one side the other papers 
that littered his desk and started in 
upon his work.

It was the story of Merton. a young 
boy who had come to New York from 
the country. A few days after he had 
secured his first position, one hundred 
dollars had been missing from the cash­
ier's desk, and the boy was accused of 
the theft and discharged. The narra­
tive then went on to tell of the many 
difficulties he had experienced in secur­
ing another position, and his success in 
at last obtaining one in a lawyer’s office.

Up to this point Weldon could not 
refrain from noting the strong similarity 
between his own beginning and that of 
Merton.
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The young law clerk proved, by his 
industry and desire to please, an excel­
lent addition to the office staff. Then 
the desire to study law came to him, and 
by depriving himself of all luxuries and 
many of the actual necessities of life, he 
managed to do this at night.

He progressed rapidly, and eventually 
graduated, and passing very successfully 
the examinations, was admitted to the 
bar.

His already established integrity won 
him many clients, and soon he found 
himself at the head of a large and pros­
perous law firm. But his success did 
not end here. He later received an ap­
pointment to the bench.

It was while seated here, dispensing 
justice to the many prisoners before him, 
that a man was brought in on a charge 
of grand larceny. Merton was already 
familiar with the case, having read care­
ful! v the papers bearing upon it, and 
realized that, although the evidence was 
not entirely complete, there was enough 
to hold the man.

As the prisoner was brought to the 
bar, he leaned far over the judge’s desk 
and said something in a low tone, too 
indistinct for any one around to hear. 
But Merton heard it, and his face paled 
perceptibly as lie ordered the prisoner 
brought around to his side, where a 
whispered conversation was held.

Suddenly the judge, motioning the 
prisoner aside, declared : “ Discharged
—for lack of evidence.”

The man proved to be an employee 
of the firm Merton had first been en­
gaged by upon his arrival in New York, 
and from which he had been dismissed 
with the brand of thief upon him.

A few davs later this same man had 
approached Merton, and holding over 
his head the club of the accusation of 
years ago, and of his recent discharge as 
a prisoner, demanded money. After 
some words, Merton yielded, only to be 
called upon to do the same again and 
again, the requests coming closer and 
closer as the weeks and months went by.

At last, in sheer desperation, Merton 
decided to stop the blackmailer and 
allow the fellow to do what he would. 
The judge was now broken in health and 
spirit—only a shadow of his former self.

A few days after making this resolu­

tion he received a telephone call from his 
bounder—he must see him that night at 
his home. M erf on knew only too well 
what this meant—it was the same way 
in which he had been warned of all the 
previous requests for money.

All day long his mind was upon the 
subject of the evening call. But he was 
determined to stop it, once and for all.

Late in the afternoon the office-boy 
brought in a card. He did not recall the 
name at first; then he realized that it 
was the man who years before had dis­
missed him from his employ, branded as 
a thief.

Should he see him or not? What 
could he want ?

Merton's curiosity got the better of 
him, the man was ushered in, and the 
object of his visit brieliv told. At its 
conclusion the judge fainted, as he real­
ized that at last his troubles were over. 
The money which Merton was accused 
of taking had been found that day be­
hind tire cashier’s desk, where it had 
evidently slipped from the hack of the 
cash-drawer, and lain all these years. 
And only the moving of the office to 
another building had revealed its hiding- 
place.

That evening when the blackmailer 
called he was met with the story of the 
lost money, and after threatening him 
with the reopening of the case upon 
which Merton ha9 discharged him, he 
was ordered to leave the house, and did 
so, a very crestfallen individual.

As Weldon finished his proof-reading, 
lie laid the sheets upon his desk care­
fully.

“ There's no use talking, Miss Jack- 
son,” he remarked to his stenographer, 
who had entered during the editor’s read­
ing, “ that is certainly a fine story— 
one, too, that improves upon a second 
reading. Why, really, the clever way 
the author handled that blackmailer—”

He stopped short, his arms dropped 
limply upon his desk.

“ I—never—thought—of—that—” he 
gasped, and for a moment he seemed on 
the verge of collapse.

His entire body trembled and twitched, 
and his head sank upon his breast.

Fortunately for him, his stenographer, 
who sat with her back to him, did not 
s»e this neiv display of emotion, and
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having accustomed herself to her chief's 
habit of thinking aloud, paid no atten­
tion to his last remark.

Weldon realized now that he did not 
dare print the story—at least, not as long 
as Hartwell was with him. He was 
certain he would read it, particularly as 
he had been told what a fine story it 
was. And only a day or so previous 
Hartwell had spoken of it himself, in­
quiring when it was to be published.

Oh, yesj he’ll surely read it! ” Wel­
don groaned to himself.

If the idea of blackmail—and the edi­
tor had tried to convince himself it had 
not—had not already entered Hartwell’s 
mind, this would merely put it into his 
head. “ No, I cannot—I dare not—use 
that story at present,” he decided. 
“ Later, perhaps, but—”

“ You will pardon me, Mr. Weldon,” 
interrupted a voice which he recognized 
only too well. “ You said for me to 
come right in at any time, so I have 
taken you at your word. But I’ll only 
detain you a moment.”

As Weldon had turned in his chair 
and recognized the young author, he 
forced himself to murmur. “ Good morn­
ing, Peyton.”

Noting how pale and haggard the 
editor looked, Peyton exclaimed:

“ Why. vou do not-seem at all well, 
sir. In fact, vou look positively ill. I 
trust nothing is amiss.”

There was the ring of sincere anxiety- 
in the author’s tone.

“ No—really—not at all,” Wei (fan 
muttered, hardly hearing what the other 
said. His mind was in a turmoil. 
How was he to break the news to Peyton 
that he could not use his story in the 
next issue, as he had promised only the 
evening before to do?

“ Well, I just called, Mr. Weldon, to 
suggest a new title for the story, one 
which occurred to me last night. I 
think it ever so much better than the 
original one. Is it too late to change 
i t? ”

“ No—it is not,” Weldon returned, 
avoiding the author’s gaze. Then he 
blurted out: “ I’m sorry, Peyton, but
I can’t use the story this month, as I 
promised.”

“ Mr. Weldon — you don’t mean — 
that! ” Peyton gasped.

He leaned far forward in his chair, 
the muscles around his mouth twitching.

“ I do—it cannot be helped,” Weldon 
forced himself to say positively.

Peyton fell back. “ Why—oh, why 
not ? ” was all he seemed to have strength 
to mutter.

CHAPTER IX.
T H E  C L O U D B U R S T .

T he disappointment of Peyton was 
pitiful. He sat there, staring and wild­
eyed. Weldon, naturally tender-hearted 
and sympathetic, writhed in his chair as 
he noted the keen disappointment of the 
young author.

° Of course you will receive your 
check on Wednesday just the same, Pey­
ton,” he said, in a vain attempt to com­
fort the man.

But he was beyond consolation. His 
story, the first big one he had ever sold, 
had been promised publication the fol­
lowing month.

How he had looked forward, counting 
the days, until he should see his name 
under the title as the author! He knew 
it was a good story—but he had a num­
ber of others on hand just as good.

This was to be an opening wedge— 
the first editor he had had the courage 
to brave in his den. And success had 
been so easy, he was encouraged to a 
point almost reaching audacity when it 
came to seeking other markets for his 
yarns.

In fact, he felt that, armed with his 
published story in Cartwright’s Maga­
zine, the sale of others would be easy.

But now all was different. What if 
they did pay promptly ror the story! It 
was the publication of it that he desired 
far more than he did the check, much as 
he needed the money.

Slowly and painfully he rose, and 
without a word shuffled out of the office, 
a look of absolute despair upon his coun­
tenance. As Weldon reached over and 
pushed the door shut—Peyton had left 
it open—he muttered aloud: “ Poor
chap, he seemed terribly cut up over it. 
But lie'll get his check just the same. 
Surely, he has no great kick coming. 
But he’s just like all these fellows with 
their first story—no matter how badly
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they need the money, their whole interest 
lies in publication. I’m sorry for him; 
but when he gets his check, he’ll find it 
excellent balm. But enough of Peyton 
—I’d better get Calligan.”

He seized the telephone and asked for 
the printing department.

“ Hallo! is Mr. Calligan there?” he 
asked. “ Oh, this you, Calligan? Well, 
I ’ve decided not to use that 1 Merton’s 
Mystery ’ this month, after all.”

“ Why not? Well, simply because 
I ’ve decided not to. You had better use 
the one you were going to substitute it 
for. I think, after all, it will be better 
to make up that way.”

For a moment he was silent, apparent­
ly listening to the other. His mouth 
twitched nervously, and at last he broke 
out: “ I don’t care if you have the whole 
thing in form — break it up again. 
Neither do I care if the entire force of 
compositors have read the story and are 
stuck on it. I want it left out this 
month.”

Another pause and he continued: 
“ Very well, I ’ll be here all day. Come 
over if you wish, but it will not alter 
my decision.”

Without another word, he angrily 
slammed the telephone receiver back 
upon the. hook and turned to his desk 
again, where he busied himself with the 
many matters claiming his attention.

Some quarter of an hour later the 
door opened suddenly and the foreman 
of the printing department strode in and 
demanded: “ I say, Mr. Weldon, why
don't you want that story to go in next 
month? We can’t very well take it out 
now. The whole thing is in form. 
Whv. to break that all up would cost—” 

Weldon was now thoroughly angry, 
and his eyes flashed as he broke out:

“ Look here, Calligan, who is the 
head of this concern, you or I ? You 
heard me say ‘ Merton’s Mystery ’ does 
not go in this month. That ends it, no 
matter how much it costs.”

“ But, Mr. Weldon, it wall delay the 
issue,” the foreman remonstrated. “ It 
will throw everything out and raise the 
very deuce in general. Why, it’s a cork­
ing story—most of the boys have read 
it, and think it just great.”

“ Oh, it will be published in a later 
issue,” Weldon remarked absently. “ Of

course it’s a good story — I wouldn’t 
have bought it if it hadn’t been. That’s 
all.”

“ But think, Mr. Weldon. We’ve our 
contents page all cast—and the entire 
magazine all in form. I can’t see—” 

Weldon sprang to his feet. “ Look 
here, Calligan, not another word. If 
you can’t get that story out and another 
in its place, and the magazine out on 
the regular date, I ’ll get a man who can. 
Do I need to sav any more? ”

H is voice had risen with his anger. 
Just then the door opened and Frank 

Cartwright entered, a puzzled look dif­
fusing itself over his features.

“ Why—why—what’s wrong here?” 
he demanded as he glanced from one to 
the other. Then, turning to Weldon, he 
added: “ What’s the trouble?”

The publisher’s presence gave matters 
a turn for which Weldon had not bar­
gained. Stammering almost inaudibly, 
he muttered : “ I have—ordered a story 
substituted—in next month, and Calli­
gan objects very strongly to doing so.” 

“ Oh, that’s it, is i t? ” the publisher 
remarked. “ Calligan, I don’t think I 
need inform you that you are entirely 
under the orders of Mr. Weldon. What­
ever he commands you to do, see that 
it is carried out to the best of your abil­
ity. I certainly thought you understood 
this thoroughly.”

But Calligan was not so easily sub­
dued. The Celtic blood in his veins was 
boiling under the mild rebuke his em­
ployer had just administered.

“ That’s all very well, sir,” he replied. 
“ I realize Mr. Weldon’s authority, and 
am always ready to do anything that is 
possible. But I cannot do impossibili­
ties.”

Why, what do you mean? ” Cart­
wright demanded, his face now all curi­
osity.

“ I mean, sir, that it is impossible to 
substitute another story for the one Mr. 
Weldon orders taken out. And the one 
he wants taken out now we substituted 
for another only a few days ago. And 
it's a splendid story, too. But with the 
contents page all run off and the entire 
magazine in form, to break it up again 
means a day or two delay. We cannot 
get it out on time, that’s certain.”

Mr. Cartwright turned to Weldon.
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“ What story is it you wish taken out? ” 
he asked. “ Is it not as good as you 
first thought it was?” lie questioned of 
Weldon.

“ Oh, yes, it's a fine story,’' the editor 
hastened to answer Mr. Cartwright. 
“ It's the one I spoke to you about the 
other day.”

“ The one you claimed the best one 
we’ve ever accepted?”

“ Yes. but—”
‘‘Then, why take it out?” the pub­

lisher naturally wanted to know. 
“ Surely, you have some good reason.”

“ Why—yes—” Weldon stammered, 
apparently feeling the very ground slip­
ping beneath his feet. “ I thought— 
well, perhaps we had better save it for 
some weaker number. You see, Mr. 
Cartwright, this number is particularly 
strong, anyway.”

“ Well, if that is the only reason—”
Weldon broke in : “ Then, again, there 

are too many stories in this number that 
are laid right here in the city.”

“ Of course. I don’t mean to interfere 
with your running of things, Weldon ; 
but if those are the only reasons, let it 
go through. As Calligan says, the sub­
stitution would cause a delay of a day 
or two. and to obviate this we will have 
to keep the force working a couple of 
nights. That means quite an extra ex­
pense, so I would say let it go as it is. 
It will be all right.”

Turning to the foreman, he added: 
“ We’ll let things stand as they are, 
Calligan. That’s all.”

As the foreman left the room, Cart­
wright placed his hand upon the editor’s 
shoulder.

“ Of course, Weldon, do not misun­
derstand me,” he said. “ 1 appreciate 
your reasons for wishing the story held 
over. You were looking at it from the 
artistic standpoint. But in this age of 
commercialism, do not allow art to blot 
out entirely the matter of expense. In -  
derstand me correctly—I am not criti­
cizing you in the least—simply caution­
ing you. If I have made a mistake, 
blame me.”

With a good-natured laugh, he left 
the room.

Weldon was now weak and limp. 
After all. it never rains but it pours.

First, the painful interview with Pey­

ton ; then the mutiny of one of those far 
inferior in rank, and finally the over­
ruling of his own orders hv the publisher 
in favor of the foreman. This, in itself, 
was dec}) humiliation.

And now the story would be published, 
and would surely be read by Hartwell!

But there was one satisfaction—the 
present state of affairs cuuld not last 
much longer. In a little short of two 
weeks the magazine would be on sale. 
Even if lie had managed to rid himself 
of Hartwell, the latter might get the 
magazine and read it, as Weldon knew 
he was interested in two serials they were 
running.

Yes. as nearly as he could figure out, 
the end was fast approaching.

Then a sudden change spread over his 
face.

“ Why worry myself sick over i t? ” he 
reasoned. “ It will not help matters 
any. I'm going to be brave and face 
the music. If it comes—well. I ’ll sure­
ly be as ready to meet it as I will be if 
I live in mortal terror every moment. 
I ’ll brace up. be a man. and perhaps fifty 
total unconcern mav help to throw 
1 1 : : i i W eil off his guard.

“ Pshaw! I talk just as if I knew 
Hartwell is going to blackmail me. 
Perhaps the thought has never entered 
his head—I certainly wish it had never 
entered mine. Really, he has not said 
anything definitely to prove to me he has 
any wrong intentions. I've been a foot 
—a perfect ass—to worry myself sick 
over this thing.

“ I’ll pursue a different track from 
now on. I wonder what effect it will 
produce. To-night Hartwell is met 
man to man. 1 wonder if he’ll notice 
the difference. By Jove! and Peyton— 
I’ll drop him a line just as soon as Miss 
Jackson returns. He’ll be the happiest 
fellow in New York when he gets the 
news. Just about as happy as I was 
unhappy when I received it.”

CHAPTER X.
B R A V IN G  T H E  E L E M E N T S .

W ith a far different feeling than any 
he had experienced for some days, Wel­
don left his office a trifle earlier than 
usual and hurried back to his hotel,
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where he found Hartwell stretched out, 
reading one of the latest magazines. 
Weldon’s greeting was .cordial in the 
extreme — so much so that Hartwell 
showed plainly his surprise.

After a few words, Hartwell laid 
down the magazine and began earnestly: 
“ I say, Steve, forgive me for speaking 
as I did last night. I did not mean it. 
But my temper has led me astray before 
this.”

“ That’s all right, Hartwell,” Weldon 
answered lightly. “ I know how it is.” 

“ You must have got out rather early 
to-day,” Hartwell continued, glad to 
pass from the incident of the night be­
fore. “ You had gone when I awoke.” 

“ Yes,” Weldon replied in a far-away 
tone.

Turning abruptly, he passed to the 
other room, where he prepared for din­
ner. In a few moments he called 
through the portieres: “ By the way,
Hartwell, I ’ve got to go to the new show 
at the Folly—1 The Price of Vanity.’ 
Would you like to go with me? It ran 
all last year in London, and made the 
hit of the season there.”

“ I’d like to, Steve,” was the hesi­
tating reply, “ but I have no evening 
clothes, vou know.”

“ N ot necessary,” Weldon hastened to 
assure him. “ I shall not dress.”

So they attended the theater together 
and enjoyed the play very much. Ar­
rived back at the hotel, Weldon suggest­
ed a little supper in the cafe. He 
seemed himself again, and Hartwell 
marveled at the sudden change in the 
man, (jut discreetly kept it to himself.

Time passed rapidly—a week had 
elapsed—and Weldon was striving ear­
nestly to maintain the part he was play­
ing, but he was a poor actor.
. As the date for the publication of the 
magazine approached, the old harassed, 
nervous manner gradually returned, and 
although Weldon strove harder and 
harder to overcome it, the task proved 
beyond him. Again he was starting at 
every sound, his greetings were cold and 
distant, and he seemed to be avoiding 
his guest.

His bravery had been short-lived—he 
now felt he could not face the outcome. 
The morning of the twelfth of the 
month—the magazine was issued on the

fifteenth—he entered his office looking 
paler and more haggard than ever.

For some time he sat, staring straight 
ahead. Then, with a gesture of impa­
tience, he exclaimed, “ I ’ve got to do it.”

He rose to his feet slowly and passed 
out of the room. Hesitatingly, he en­
tered the publisher’s private office.

“ Mr. Cartwright,” he began, “ I think 
I ’ll act on your advice and take a few 
days’ vacation. I am afraid I ’m rather 
run down.”

“ Yes, I really wish you would, Wel­
don,” the publisher replied. “ I have 
noticed for some time you have looked 
poorly. And to-day you look worse 
than ever. Go now—and get the rest 
you really deserve.”

Telephoning to the hotel and asking 
for Hartwell, he found that he had gone 
out. This was just what Weldon de­
sired, and without a word to any one 
he hurried to the street, where he hailed 
a passing cab, and was rapidly whirled 
to his rooms.

It was only the work of a few mo­
ments to pack His bag, and he was soon 
on his way to the railroad station. He 
had given no address to which his mail 
might be forwarded—in fact, he had not 
made up his mind where he would go.

As he sat in the cab his thoughts re­
verted to Peyton.

It seemed strange he did not come in, 
joyful and happy, after receiving the let­
ter that informed him his story would 
come out as first promised.

Reaching the ferry, he rushed through 
the waiting-room and up to the ticket- 
office, fearful of meeting some one he 
might know. Then the thought struck 
him—he had not decided where to go. 
Mechanically he announced, “ Atlantic 
City, please,” and dashed onto the boat.

As he seated himself in the train he 
realized that at last he was alone—alone 
in the true sense. For some days, at 
least, there would be no accusing eyes 
to look at him—no Hartwell.

Naturally, this person would wonder. 
But let him. Why worry about such an 
unimportant thing? Then, when he 
came back—but he quickly despatched 
this thought from his mind. When he 
did come back it would be time enough 
to think and plan. Until then, perfect 
rest and peace.
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Arriving at his destination, he selected 
one of the smaller hotels and signed his 
peculiar, illegible signature. The dap­
per clerk swung the register around and, 
after studying the name Weldon had in­
scribed there, remarked affably, “ Thank 
you, Mr. Milton.”

Weldon was on the point of correct­
ing him, when he checked himself.

‘‘Oh, let it go at th a t!” he thought. 
“ No one knows me here, and I want to 
know no one.” So Mr. Milton he re­
mained.

After going to his room and unpack­
ing his bag, he strolled out to the board­
walk. Here he found relief at last. 
His troubles were forgotten in the blaze 
of style and the many novelties that 
lined the highway along the ocean.

His delight at once more being free, 
without a care or a trouble, made him a 
boy again, and he allowed his fancies 
full rein, eagerly pouncing upon every­
thing that promised something new and 
novel.

When lie returned some hours later to 
his hotel he was very tired. But it was 
a healthy fatigue, caused by the exer­
cise the long walk had given him. He 
enjoyed his dinner, and then seated him­
self in the lobby to watch the passing 
panorama of guests.

As he allowed his eyes to follow a 
verv beautiful woman who had just 
passed, he realized that an elderly, pom­
pous gentleman a few feet away was 
looking directly at him. Something in 
the eyes seemed familiar, but the concen­
trated stare embarrassed him, and he 
turned in the opposite direction.

The inability to remember faces was 
Weldon’s one failing.

A few moments later he turned in the 
direction of the desk, where he saw the 
elderly gentleman conversing with the 
clerk, and noting that they were both 
looking in his direction, realized he was 
tile subject of their conversation.

Attempting vainly to recall this gen­
tleman, who he was positive had asked 
the clerk regarding him, he was sud­
denly conscious of a hand laid upon his 
shoulder. A strange fear seized him, 
and for a second or two he was afraid 
to look up.

Then a kindly voice remarked: “ I
beg your pardon, Mr. Milton, but your

face is so familiar. I am positive I 
have met you, yet I cannot recall where.” 

Weldon was puzzled at being ad­
dressed as Mr. Milton. Tor a moment 
he could not understand it. Then it 
suddenly dawned upon him—that was 
the name the clerk had deciphered from 
his signature, and the one he had given 
this stranger, whom Weldon now knew 
had asked about him.

He was on the point of correcting the 
mistake, but decided not to. After all, 
what was the difference ? He would 
never see the man again, and it would 
only entail explanation. Then it was 
probably a case of mistaken identity, 
anyway.

These thoughts rushed through Wel­
don’s brain in far less time than it takes 
to tell them, and he replied affably: ” I 
really could not say, sir. I do not re­
member having ever met you before.”

“ Very likely,” the other murmured 
as lie rubbed his chubby hands together. 
“ My wife tells me I have no memory 
any more, but I trust you will pardon 
me.”

“ Oh, certainly, sir,” Weldon replied, 
rather amused than otherwise over the 
incident.

“ Yes, my wife tells me I am getting 
old,” the fat gentleman continued, as 
with a dignified wave of his arm he mo­
tioned Weldon to be seated and drew up 
a chair beside him. “ I guess she is 
right—I guess she is.”

He paused a moment, then went on as 
he took two thick, black cigars from his 
pocket: “ Have a cigar? Just the
thing after a good dinner. My favorite 
brand—have them made to order.” 

Weldon was already shaking his head, 
and as the other finished he replied: 
“ Thank you, but I do not smoke.”

A disappointed look spread over the 
elderly gentleman’s face. “ Well, per­
haps you are better off—perhaps not,” 
he said. “ Can’t say that smoking ever 
affected me—but it has my pocketbook,” 
and he broke into a hearty laugh that 
shook his entire body. ‘‘ Still, I am 
sorry you won’t try one. I like people’s 
taste for cigars to agree with mine. My 
wife — there she is over there” — he 
raised a fat forefinger and pointed 
toward a group of elderly women on the 
other side of the lobby—11 the one with



216 THE ARGOSY.

the black-and-white striped dress—well, 
she just hates tobacco in every form. 
Only allows me to smoke in my den. 
Some women are so peculiar about to­
bacco. You are from New York, I un­
derstand.”

Weldon assented, and the other went 
on :

“ So am I. Great city! Nothing like 
it in the world! I ’ve lived there nearly 
all my life. Made my little pile there, 
and now my wife wants me to travel to 
other cities and spend it elsewhere. 
Women are so peculiar! ”

As he spoke the fellow was tugging 
to pull from his vest-pocket a large 
silver card-case.

“ If I can ever get this thing out,” he 
added, ** I’ll give you my card. Pleased 
to have you call some time.” •

With a violent effort he succeeded in 
extricating the case.

“ I'm the head of that concern,” he 
added proudly, pointing to the firm name 
engraved in the corner.

Weldon glanced at it carelessly; then 
it slipped from his hand as he seized the 
arms of the chair to catch himself.

“ I remember—vou now, Mr. Mil­
le r! ” he gasped, his face ashen-hued.

“ You do?” the other exclaimed, 
noting Weldon’s agitation. “ And who 
are you? ”

Before he could recall about the other 
name, Weldon found himself replying: 
“ Stephen Weldon. I worked for you 
once, and you discharged me—”

“ I remember you now, young man.”
Mr. Miller had suddenly risen, and 

sarcastically added : “ Up to your old
tricks, ell? Mr. Milton, is i t? ”

And without another word he strode 
over in the direction of the hotel office.

CHAPTER XI.
T H E  S T O R M  C O N T I N U E S .

W e l d o n  watched Mr. Miller as he 
conversed earnestly with the clerk for a 
moment, then strode over to the group 
of women to whom he had previously 
called attention. Gathering together 
his senses, the editor w-alked toward the 
office.

For a moment he leaned heavily upon 
the desk, apparently uncertain just how

to start the conversation. The clerk, 
who had been so polite and solicitous 
only a short time before, now seemed to 
ignore his presence entirely. At last 
Weldon addressed him:

“ I beg your pardon, but you evidently 
made an error regarding my name—it is 
Weldon, Stephen Weldon ! ”

The clerk, who was listening indiffer­
ently, sneeringly inquired : “ Stephen
Weldon, the author, I suppose?”

This question delighted the editor; at 
last he was understood and known! He 
hastened to reply, “ Yes, I am he. I just 
came down—”

But the clerk suddenly broke in:
“ Well, Mr.—Weldon, what can I do 

for you? ”
The significant pause before he used 

the editor’s correct name was too point­
ed to escape the inference it carried.

Words failed Weldon for the moment. 
It seemed the entire world was leagued 
against him.

He stammered, hesitated, and at last 
managed to murmur almost inaudible: 
“ I just wished to correct you about my 
name.”

Walking slowly to the elevator, he 
ascended to his room and retired, al­
though the hour was yet early.

His mind was in a tumult. He had 
come here for absolute rest and quiet, 
and already a new suspicion—in fact, an 
accusation—had been cast upon him.

His intention was to leave the next 
morning, but on second thought he de­
cided to remain. He liked the place, 
and, after all, why should he fear a per­
son like Mr. Miller?

He partook of an early breakfast and 
started for the beach, where he spent 
the day, not returning to his hotel until 
after sundown. Arriving there, he ate 
a light dinner and retired. The two 
days that followed were a repetition of 
the preceding one. and he was beginning 
to feel quite himself again.

But the next day—the fateful day he 
bad dreaded—the fifteenth of the month 
—a desire to receive his mail seized him, 
and he returned to the hotel for lunch­
eon, and then called up his hotel in New 
York on the long-distance wire.

After some delay the connection was 
established, and he recognized the voice 
of the head clerk.
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“ This is Mr. Weldon, Norman,” he 
began, but the party at the other end 
broke in, “ Oh, Mr. Weldon! How are 
you? And where are you? ”

“ I am in Atlantic City,” the editor 
replied. “ Is there any mail there for 
me? ”

“ Yes, indeed,” was the answer; “ just 
wait a moment.” Then he heard faint­
ly: “ Yes, Mr. Weldon is on the wire, 
Mr. Hartwell. Yes, certainly.”

The voice came distinctly again as the 
clerk continued: “ There is quite some
mail here, sir, and we have had a great 
many inquiries for you. A young man 
named Peyton has been here a number 
of times and seems very anxious to see 
you. Then there have been others, but 
they did not leave any cards with me. 
Mr. Hartwell has them, I believe. Shall 
I forward your mail, or do you wish Mr. 
Hartwell to attend to it? He was here 
at the desk when you called up and heard 
me call you by name. Pie wishes to 
speak with vou before vou cut off.”

“ 1 The best-laid plans of mice and 
men,’ ” murmured Weldon to himself, 
as he heard the latter part.of the clerk’s 
speech. “ I must be under the guidance 
of an unlucky star.”

Then, speaking in distinct tones, he 
answered: “ No: hold all my mail. I 
shall return to-day. Tell Mr. Hartwell 
I will see him then. Good-by.”

“ Wait a minute! He wishes—” but 
Weldon had already hung up the instru­
ment and the conversation was ended.

He sank heavily into one of the large 
chairs in the lobby. After all, his trip 
had been a failure—a useless worry and 
expense. He now had to return to face 
the inevitable.

He felt that he had erred in not talk­
ing to Hartwell. If the man had any 
wrong ideas, they must certainly be 
strengthened now—the editor had shown 
plainly his desire to avoid him, and con­
sequently his fear of the man.

Consulting the time-table he had in 
his pocket, he ascertained there was a 
train to New York in about half an hour.

“ I ’ll take that one,” he decided, “ and 
face them all. I know I am in the right; 
and if every one on earth thinks to the 
contrary, there is One above who knows 
that I am innocent.”

It took him but a few moments to

throw his things into his bag, and he was 
once more on his way to New York, 
where the last few weeks had meant so 
many hours of mental torture.

The clerk who had sneered when 
Weldon had told him who he really was, 
was not at the desk, and another made 
out his bill, headed Mr, Milton. The 
editor quickly paid it, and rushing out, 
called a cab and was soon on his return 
trip.

His courage came back with every 
turn of the wheels of the carriage, so 
that by the time he boarded the train he 
felt equal to meeting face to face a 
dozen Hartwells.

As the train started slowly. Weldon 
sank back on the cushions, fully recon­
ciled to the ordeal before him. He took 
no notice of any one in the car. seemingly 
interested in the scenery through which 
he was being rapidly whirled.

“ Isn’t it a fine story?” he heard a 
voire question, and for the first time he 
took note of the speaker.

He was one of two gentlemen seated 
in front of him.

“ Yes, it certainly is,” the other 
agreed. “ It struck me particularly. 
The plot is not a very original or un­
usual one. but the way the author has 
handled it certainly makes it most in­
teresting and fascinating.”

“ Well. I think that as a whole Cart- 
w ig k fs  Magazine has almost as good 
reading in it as any magazine published, 
don't you? ”

Weldon had listened, uninterested, to 
the conversation, without any desire to 
eavesdrop ; hut when he heard this com­
pliment to his magazine he was all at­
tention.

“ A plot for a story,” he told himself, 
straightening up in his seat to hear bet­
ter any further favorable comments.

For a moment both men were silent; 
then one of them remarked thoughtfully: 
“ Do you know, Jack, I don’t consider 
that story one bit overdrawn. I think 
there are—yes, I feel safe in saying hun­
dreds of men in just the same position 
as Merton was—held up and forced to 
pay well to keep from the public some­
thing of which thev are oftentimes ab­
solutely innocent. But we don’t hear of 
the cases, of course.”

“ Yes, I suppose so,” his friend agreed.



218 THE ARGOSY.

“ Men who would rather pay than have 
their honesty or integrity questioned in 
the least.”

Then he continued absently: “ I won­
der if this story is based on a real ex­
perience. In fact, I have often won­
dered about stories — do the writers 
found them upon actual occurrences and 
facts, or are they wholly the product of 
a fertile imagination?”

“ I’ve often wondered that very 
thing,” returned the other. “ If I ever 
meet a writer, I ’m going to ask him. 
But there is one thing about that story— 
if an unprincipled person had a hold 
upon another and the thoughts of hush- 
money had entered his mind, the reading 
of this story might help him to a quick 
determination to use that power. And 
if he had not thought of it, it might put 
it into his head.’’’

“ Yes, that’s very true,” agreed the 
other.

Weldon had heard it all. At the be­
ginning of the conversation he had real­
ized it was Peyton’s story they were dis­
cussing. and "he listened carefully for 
what was to follow. But the ending of 
the conversation was entirely different 
from what he had expected. The 
stranger had put into words the very fear 
that had made Weldon’s life in the re­
cent past a torment. All the courage 
which Weldon had called into play 
earlier in the day, and which gave him 
the strength to face the inevitable, now 
faded away and left him a weak, trem­
bling, fear-stricken coward.

In the midst of his panic he heard 
one of the men remark: “ Yes, and I
wonder who will be the first person to 
.suffer from any ideas caught from this 
story? ”

“ I will be,” Weldon wailed under his 
breath. “ I—I—the editor of the mag­
azine— I—who accepted the story—1 
will be the one.”

He was even on the point of leaning 
over and informing the people in front 
of him of his terrible predicament. Just 
then the application of the air-brakes 
told him that the train was slowing up. 
The brakeman announced a station, at 
which a few persons got off.

As the train started on slowly, Wel­
don sprang to his feet. With a fright­
ened cry, plainly audible to those seated

around him. he seized his bag and rushed 
down the aisle, muttering: “ I can’t face 
them—I can’t go back.”

The train had now gained consider­
able headway, and was some distance 
from the station. But Weldon hurried 
out upon the platform, reached the lower 
step, and attempted to swing himself 
from the now rapidly moving cars.

With only one hand to balance him­
self (he held his bag in the other), he 
was on the point of jumping, when the 
train swung around a curve. Weldon 
lost his balance and grabbed frantically 
at the hand-rail to catch himself. But 
too late!

With a cry of fear to those who, noting 
his peculiar actions, had hurried after 
him, he apparently rolled directly under 
the train.

CHAPTER XII.

T H E  L I G H T N I N G  S T R I K E S .

As has been said, those in the car who 
had noted Weldon's peculiar actions 
rushed after him. Two or three had 
just reached the platform when they 
saw him fall.

The brakeman had been one of the 
first to follow him, and, realizing what 
had happened, he seized the bell-cord, 
giving one long, steady pull. The air­
brakes were already grinding—the train 
quickly came to a halt as the trainman 
swung himself to the lowest steps, and, 
leaning far out. looked back to where he 
expected to see only a mangled form.

The sight of Weldon, slowly and 
painfully rising to his feet, almost dazed 
him.

“ He’s all right! He’s getting up ! ” 
he cried. ” But I guess he’s hurt, 
though,” he added.

The editor had already got upon his 
feet, and limping painfully over to the 
other track, sank down upon the rail, 
where he buried his head in his hands.

The heavy train was backing down 
toward the injured man. But still he 
sat, apparently ignorant of the fact.

When Weldon first decided to jump 
he had no objective point in mind. He 
wanted to get away—anywhere.

He had heard what those men in front 
of him had said and was positive that to
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go back meant full exposure. His cour­
age failed him entirely—he would go 
away and start life anew—make another 
name where the accusation of his youth 
could not follow him.

He knew that every revolution of the 
car wheels brought him nearer to the 
city. He could not even wait for the 
next station. He must jump now.

But just as he nerved himself for the 
spring, the lurch of the train came. He 
could not regain his balance, and fell. 
In falling, he struck the rough ballast 
upon his side, and, although badly 
bruised, he did not notice it. Instead, 
he murmured a brief prayer as he heard 
the car wheels rush by, only apparently 
a fraction of an inch from his head.

It was only for a second, though. The 
train had now passed and lie was safe 
from further injury.

He did not even see them stop as he 
painfully rose to his feet. But he did 
glance down at his clothing, and discov­
ered that it was torn in several places. 
With a limp, caused by a bruised hip, 
he struggled to the other track and sat 
upon the rail.

As he did so a small fragment of 
leather caught his eye. It was a piece 
of the bag he had carried, which had 
evidently fallen under the train. There 
was not another fragment of it in sight 
—the wheels had done their work well.

A shudder ran over Weldon as he 
realized that he had missed the same 
fate by only the narrowest margin.

“ Are you hurt, sir? ” the editor heard 
a voice call.

Coming to his senses, lie glanced up. 
Almost upon him were three men in uni­
form.

They were from the station the train 
had just left. Their attention had been 
drawn to the sudden halt of the express, 
and seeing the man on the track, they 
had divined the trouble and rushed to 
give any help that they could.

Before Weldon could reply, the heavy 
train was backed up alongside hint

“ Why did you do a foolhardy thing 
like that ? ” the conductor demanded.

“ Why—why—because I wanted to 
get off—at that station,” was the falter­
ing reply, as Weldon pointed down the 
track.

“ Well, if that’s all, and you’re not 
injured, we'll go ahead,” the conductor 
announced. “ But let me tell you, 
young man, you had a very narrow 
escape. Don't try it again. You may 
not get off as easy next time.”

As the crowd rushed to get back oil 
the cars, a young man who had been on 
the outskirts of it, vainly trying to see 
the injured person, now stepped up. 
Just then Weldon raised his head.

The young man, forgetting that the 
train was about to start, hurried toward 
him with the cry: “ Mr. Weldon—what 
is it? Can I help you? ”

But the editor seemed too dazed to 
realize that he had been addressed. 
Glancing vacantly around, his eyes final­
ly fell upon the speaker, who stood di­
rectly in front of him. With a cry of 
joy he sprang forward and, seizing the 
man's hands, exclaimed: “ Don’t leave 
me, Tom—don’t leave me i ”

Realizing that something was wrong, 
the other replied: ‘‘ Don’t worry, Mr, 
Weldon. I’ll help you back to town.” 

“ Oh, no! Not that — not th a t!” 
Weldon retorted. “ I don't want to go 
back. I ’m going away ■— far away.” 
Then be added: “ And you are going
with me, Tom. You are the only friend 
I have now.”

Tom Sinclair was one of the readers 
for Carturight’s Magazine and a great 
favorite with every one. Ms W e l d o n  
rambled on, Sinclair’s face looked wor­
ried and troubled—he realized that ap­
parently the editor had broken down 
and was laboring under a delusion, or 
else on the verge of nervous prostration.

There was a tinge of pity and sorrow 
in Sinclair’s voice as lie disentangled his 
hands from Weldon's and replied: 
“ All right. Come with me, Mr. Wel­
don, hack to the town. We’ll go to a 
hotel and talk it all over. I ’ll stay with 
you.”

Weldon struggled painfully to his feet 
and leaned heavily upon Sinclair’s arm.
' As they approached the station they 

saw opposite it a hotel, to which they 
directed their steps. Not a word more 
was said, and, depositing Weldon in an 
easy chair, Sinclair went to the desk and 
asked for a room, explaining that he had 
a sick friend with him.
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When they reached the apartment, 
and after the bell-bov had gone. Sinclair 
announced: “ Now, I'm going to send 
for a doctor. You're a very sick man, 
Mr. Weldon.'1

But the editor was on his feet in an 
instant. “ No. Tom,'1 he said, “ I 
don’t need a doctor.”

Then, seizing Sinclair's arm nervously, 
he added: “ Tom, I need friends—
friends whom I can trust and who trust 
me.”

“ Pshaw, Mr. Weldon, don’t talk like 
that! ” He was now more certain than 
ever that the editor’s mind was deranged. 
“ Why, friends? You have thousands of 
them! ”

“ No. Tom.” the other insisted. 
“ Listen. Sit down. I trust you as my 
friend, and I'm going to tell you my 
trouble. Draw your chair up closer. 
That’s better. Now, listen to me care­
fully.”

Then followed a detailed account of 
the whole story from beginning to end.

For a moment neither spoke. Then 
Weldon questioned : “ Do you blame me, 
Tom. for going away—for trying to get 

.far off somewhere and starting over 
again? And, Tom ”—his voice now 
dropped to a whisper as he leaned over 
and spoke in Sinclair's ear—“ you are 
going with me ! ”

“ Mr. Weldon, you will pardon me, 
but vou are speaking foolishly,” rejoined 
Sinclair. “ You have allowed your fears 
to outweigh vour discretion. , Come 
back—”

“ No—never:” Weldon interrupted 
positively.

“ Hear me out, sir. Do you think 
anv one would believe this story, in the 
face of vour denial? No, indeed. Do 
you think people would believe this 
Hartwell in preference to you? No! 
Who is this Hartwell? He has no stand­
ing. You have allowed this to prey 
upon your mind until it has magnified
i t s e l f  a  h u n d r e d f o l d . ”

Sinclair’s words were spoken earnestly 
and sincerelv and had the desired effect.

“ Then you don’t believe me guilty, 
Tom ?” Weldon demanded anxiously.

“ Certainly not—neither would any 
one else who knew you. As for those 
who do not know you, you really need

not care whether they do or not. Come 
back with me.”

Sinclair had noted the change that had 
come over the editor since telling his 
storv. His face had more color in it 
now and his eyes were clearer. He 
seemed almost himself again. “ We’ll 
have dinner here,” Sinclair continued. 
“ Then we’ll go on to New York. Face 
this Hartwell. If he has any wrong 
ideas, gathered from that story, you will 
quickly find out. But take my assur­
ance that your fears are groundless.”

“ Perhaps you are right.-’ Weldon 
spoke thoughtfully, his eyes upon the 
floor. “ Yes, you are!” he exclaimed; 
“ Tom, I ’m so glad you happened to be 
where vou were this afternoon. I hate 
to think of where I might have been at 
this moment were it not for you. How 
good it is to have friends! I longed 
for some one to talk this matter over 
with. But I had no one. Then you 
came—and I eased my mind by taking 
you into my confidence. And now I am 
brave. Honestly, I am. And we’re 
going back. I am ready for the worst! ” 

A hasty examination showed only a 
few had bruises ; even hi; limp had al­
most gone as with Sinclair he descended 
to the dining-room. A short time after­
ward they were being rapidly whirled 
toward New York.

When Weldon dropped Sinclair at his 
home the pressure of the other's hand 
as he bade the editor “ good night”  was 
sc hearty that it gave him added strength 
and bravery for the meeting with Hart­
well.

As he stopped at the desk for his mail 
l:e hardly returned the clerk's greeting, 
so anxious was he to learn his fate. 
Standing- outside his door, trying to find 
the keyhole, he noticed that the light 
was on In his rooms—it shone through 
the transom.

“ Good! '’ he exclaimed under his 
breath.. “ He is here, and it will soon 
be over—one way or another.”

As he entered. Hartwell, who was 
seated at the table reading a magazine, 
laid it down carefully. “ Well, you are 
a dandy 1 ” he exclaimed. “ Where have 
you been and why didn't you let any one 
know where vou were?”

“ Why, you see, Hartwell,” Weldon
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began effusively, “ I just took a few 
days’ vacation—away from everybody. 
I wanted to get far from trouble, care, 
and business worries.”

“ You evidently succeeded,” Hartwell 
commented. “ I haven’t seen you look 
so well since I came here. But I ’m go­
ing to finish this story. I t’s the one you 
spoke about—-the one by that young fel­
low Peyton. And, by the way, he’s 
been here a number of times to see you 
—seems awfully anxious about some­
thing.”

Weldon’s face had paled a trifle, but 
he gritted his teeth, determined to keep 
up his courage. As Hartwell picked up 
his magazine again, Weldon turned 
toward his room.

A few moments later he heard the 
magazine slammed noisily down upon 
the table, and Hartwell announced, 
“ That certainly is a bully story!

“ Oh, by the way, Steve,” he called 
out, pushing the portieres aside as he 
entered the room, “ you are too tired to 
talk or decide upon anything to-night, 
I suppose. But to-morrow I want a 
little of your time. I want to talk over 
a matter that means a great deal to me 
—and to you, too, for that matter. But 
it will keep. I only hope that you will 
see it as I want you to. Good night.”

Without another word he turned 
away, and Weldon was alone again.

CHAPTER XIII.
T H E  R A I N B O W .

As the full import of Hartwell’s re­
marks struck Weldon, it was only by ex­
ercising all his self-control that he pre­
vented himself from springing up and 
demanding an explanation.

“ Of course, there is but one thing he 
wants to talk over,” he argued to him­
self. “ He has just finished that story, 
and perhaps the only reason he wants to 
put it off till to-morrow is to decide just 
how much to ask for. But he’ll not get 
it—not one cent. I shall stand firm, 
come what may. Here I take him in— 
keep him—make a man of him—and 
then—oh! what is the use of thinking 
of it? I ’ll face him.”

In the midst of these troubled thoughts 
his eyes closed and his system was soon

wrapped in the sleep its overwrought 
condition demanded. When he awoke 
the following morning Hartwell was al­
ready up and about, and his greeting was 
cordiality itself.

At breakfast Weldon noticed Hart­
well’s unusual display of good-humor. 
He even caught his guest smiling to him­
self once or twice.

“ The villain ! ” he reflected. “ He’s 
probably thinking how easy it will be 
to get money out of me. But wait till 
he tries. He’ll meet with a different re­
ception than he expects.”

When he reached the office his stenog­
rapher informed him that Mr. Peyton 
had called every day to see him.

” He seemed awfully disappointed not 
to find you,” she added. ‘‘ As I could 
not tell him where you had gone or 
when you would return, he said he would 
call or telephone every day till he found 
you. And he has.”

“ I wonder what he wants that is so 
important.” Weldon mused as he turned 
to his desk to go through the pile of 
correspondence before him.

He had lost himself in the work. 
The ring of the telephone interrupted 
him. It was Peyton, and he seemed 
overjoyed at finding the editor back 
again.

“ I have some information of vital in­
terest to you, Mr. Weldon,” he ex­
plained. “ Please wait in your office— 
I will be there inside of an hour.”

“ Now, what can he have on his mind 
that is of great interest to me? ” Weldon 
asked himself, then plunged back into 
his work.

His stenographer had just gone to 
luncheon. Then the door opened and in 
rushed Peyton, followed by a young man 
about his own age.

Seizing the editor’s hand enthusiastic­
ally, the author exclaimed : “ I am so
glad I have caught you at last! ”

Then, turning to the man behind him, 
he added: “ Mr. Weldon, this is Mr. 
Miller.”

Drawing chairs close to the editor’s 
desk, Peyton began:

11 Mr. Weldon, I have come to tell 
you that you are the Merton in my 
story.”

Weldon sank back in his chair, limp 
and weak, asking himself: “ Where will
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this end? What does he want—money, 
too? "

But Peyton was hurrying on.
“ Let me go back. About twelve 

years ago I was employed by a concern 
down-town. One clay 1 was sent to de­
liver a message to the office of Miller 
iN Co. The bookkeeper was in the 
private office—I could hear him talking 
over the telephone, so I had to wait until 
he had finished speaking. There was 
no one else in the office. My eyes, in 
glancing over the room, caught sight of 
the cashier's drawer, partly open. It 
was a temptation I could not resist. I 
reached over, and seizing some bills, hur­
riedly stuffed them into my pocket and 
rushed out.”

“ Then you stole the money ? ” Wel­
don exclaimed. Seizing Peyton’s arm, 
he shook him violently as he almost 
screamed: ‘‘ Tell me, did you?”

“ Yes,” Peyton repeated. “ I took the 
money. After I had rushed out of the 
place I found that I had a hundred 
dollars. 1 was terrified at the enormity 
of my crime. I wasn’t really bad, but 
the sight of money so easy to get seemed 
to craze me. My room-rent was overdue, 
and tire landlady had informed me that 
morning that I must pay up that very 
dav or get out. I only needed five dol­
lars. I must have been mad—crazy.

“ In a day or two I learned that the 
office-boy had been suspected and dis­
charged. But I dared not confess, 
much as I wanted to. I feared arrest. 
The next week I lost my position : and 
then, having money in my pocket, 1 de­
cided to follow my hobby—literature. 
Needless to sav. it was very hard. Many 
a night I have gone to bed without a 
morsel to eat since breakfast. And then 
the one thought that seemed to be eating 
a wav mv brain was that I was a thief.

“ This went on for twelve years. 
Oftentimes I have been upon the verge 
of suicide. When everything seemed 
darkest and absolutely hopeless you ac­
cepted my story. It was the first large 
sum of money I have ever earned. My 
first thought was to use part to repay 
Miller & Co., make a clean breast of 
evervthing. and take the consequences.

“ 'Phis I have done, as Mr. Miller here 
will tell you. But the climax came 
when they told me the name of the boy

who was discharged for the crime ” 
—he hesitated a second, then added un­
der his breath—“ Stephen Weldon !

“ Can you ever forgive me for the 
part I have played and the many heart­
aches I must have caused you. Mr. Wel­
don?” Peyton begged anxiously.

Before the editor could reply, Mr. 
Miller, who up to this time had been 
silent, broke in :

“ And as the junior partner of Miller 
& Co.—my father is staying at Atlan­
tic City — can you forgive us for 
the unjust accusation our firm placed 
upon you?”

Rising slowly to his feet. Weldon ex­
tended a hand to each of the men.

“ Gentlemen,” he exclaimed, “ I can­
not thank you for what you have both 
done for me to-day. But some day I 
hope to.”

Seizing and shaking their hands fer­
vently. he added: “ But please excuse me 
now. I must get right up-town.”

Seizing his coat and hat. the editor 
rushed out of the building. In a few 
minutes he was at his hotel. He was 
positive that he would find Hartwell up­
stairs—it was his lunch-time and. not 
having anything else to do, he always 
read after dining.

Weldon burst into the room. Yes, 
Hartwell was there and greeted him cor­
dially.

“ What brings you home at this hour, 
Steve?” he inquired.

“ Nothing particular,” Weldon re­
plied, as he endeavored to regain his 
breath. ” But, by the way—Hartwell— 
you spoke last night—”

“ Oh, yes,” the other interrupted. 
“ This is a very good time to tell you 
and ask your advice."

W-.-!d'ei had seated himself, his eves 
Hashing angrily at the cool manner of the 
man before him. Already his words of 
defiance and denunciation were framed.

“ It's this, Steve,” Hartwell went on. 
“ I have secured a good position, and 
start in next Monday. But I want my 
wife back. I ’ve reformed—and—well. 
And I want you to go to her and tell her 
Steve, she'll find out the difference now. 
just how different I am, and get her to 
come back to me. Please do it, Steve.”

Weldon could scarcely believe he had 
heard aright.
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“ Is that all you want of me? ” he de­
manded sternly, looking the other direct­
ly in the eyes.

“ Why — sure!” Hartwell faltered, 
puzzled at the strange expression upon 
Weldon's face. “ Isn’t that enough? I 
want her—I need her! I cannot get

along without her any longer! You’ll do 
it, won’t you, Steve?”

“ Indeed, I will, Hartwell,” the edi­
tor agreed, seizing the other’s hand in a 
grip of iron, “ and good luck will be with 
me, I know. You’ll soon be together 
again.”

T H E  E N D .

L O C K E D  O U T .
By KATHARINE EGGLESTON.

A  winter story of late hours, a missing door-key, and a vigilant policeman.

“ T T  must be late?” Margaret Wilsden
A leaned across the table toward 

Fenton.
“ It is,” he assented, with inward satis­

faction.
She had so evidently just waked up to 

the fact that he took her forgetfulness of 
time as a favorable indication.

“ How late is i t? ” she asked, an ex­
pression of uneasiness taking the place of 
the smile with which she had been ab­
sently enjoying her surroundings.

“ All of a quarter to twelve,” he told 
her as he looked out into the larger 
dining-room, where the clock hung.

“ Oh. I must go, then! ” she cried, 
starting up, and hastily gathering her 
gloves and muff together.

“ G o!” Fenton exclaimed. “ Why, 
the program is only just through its 
overture. All this preliminary tuning has 
been to fill in while the dinner of the 
evening’s lion settles so that lie can roar 
in good voice! You cannot leave yet! ”

“ But I have forgotten the key ! Auntie 
gave it to me because she particularly 
hates having the house rung up at un­
seemly hours. She even disconnects the 
bell, so that she cannot be disturbed. I 
must get back before they are all in bed.”

Margaret went on with her prepara­
tions; and Fenton, with emphasized re­
luctance, summoned the waiter. He hated 
to give up the blissful letc-a-tctc. He 
had worked with such insinuating care to 
ingratiate himself into the favor of the 
particular Mrs. Antrim, until he had 
earned the privilege of taking her niece 
to this dinner unchaperoned; and he re­

belled with silent enthusiasm against the 
circumstance that seemed about to cut 
short his pleasure.

“ Wait! ” he exclaimed, as he rescued 
Margaret’s coat from the waiter and held 
it folded in his arms, while he advanced 
his new-born plan. “ Let me telephone 
for them to put the key out for you so 
that you can get in? Then you can stay 
for the rest of this! ”

Margaret was frankly glad to have an 
opportunity to remain that she might hear 
the great tenor ; and she found it entirely 
agreeable to stay with Fenton, who was 
unconsciously telling her how much he 
cared for her in the noiseless speech of 
eyes and the eagerness with which he sur­
rounded her with everything that might 
add to her enjoyment.

He came back from the phone 
laughing.

“ That’s a luscious and juicy Hibernian 
you have up there! She said the miss- 
thruss was tuk wid a headache, and had 
gone to bed, not wishin’ to be dishturbed, 
but that she, Norah, would put the key 
under the railing. So, we can stay for 
the rest!” And Fenton helped to pull 
off the one long glove that was already 
on, and saw Margaret comfortably re­
established opposite him, with an air of 
e x t r e m e  satisfaction.

“ Aunt Josephine is dreadfully par­
ticular—” Margaret began, as a new 
aspect of the affair strayed into her mind. 
“ She may not like my staying out so 
late.”

“ If she has left orders not to be dis­
turbed, and the key problem is met, she
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will not know when you come in,” he 
explained, with a glibness that told 
Margaret how well worth the effort he 
thought keeping her there to be.

“ It—it seems like deceiving her 1 ” she 
said, her hesitancy so confused with a 
smile that Fenton knew his way had won.

They remained during the vocal ex­
citement of the tenor; they listened with 
blissful imperviousness to the monoiogist; 
and finally regretfully prepared to go.

“ It has been nice' ” Margaret re­
sponded to Fenton’s question, as he 
helped her from the hansom in front of 
her aunt’s forbiddingly dark house.

“ They might have left a light! ” she 
pouted, as she took in the situation.

11 Never mind! ” Fenton rejoined con­
solingly, too generally blissful himself to 
see any drawbacks in anything.

A heavy snow, succeeded by a gentle 
rain, had spent most of the day turning 
what was usually a well-kept and orderly 
street into a dirty thoroughfare, and on 
the steps remnants of the snow still 
showed between the posts of the railings.

Fenton pulled off his glove and dab­
bled about in the spaces between. Mar­
garet stood in the entrance, a mere ghost 
of a girl, with her light gown and cloak 
shining faintly through the darkness.

The street-lamps seemed to content 
themselves with spilling a glistening 
smear of light on the wet pavements, and 
Fenton found his search unaided by them.

“ Your Irish Norah certainly said she 
would put the key under the rail,” Fenton 
said, as he straightened up after his un­
successful effort.

“ Can’t—-can’t you find it? ” Margaret 
questioned, with a catch in her voice that 
made Fenton bewail the conditions which 
kept him pawing fruitlessly between the 
cold, wet posts of the stone railing.

“ She surely wouldn’t have put it down 
there!” Margaret called, as he reached 
the lowest step. “ On which side did she 
tell you she would hide it? ”

“ On the left! ” he replied, as he start­
ed his feeling process again.

“ You can’t tell anything from that! 
She even wears her hat wrong way round, 
because the milliner told her the bow 
went on the left, and she never is sure 
which left is! Look over here, please. 
It’s probably on the right, if she told you 
it would be on the left! ”

Fenton crossed the steps, and began his 
search on the right.

“ If it wasn’t so dark! Would you 
mind standing behind the door there, so 
that if any one comes by you will not need 
to be seen. Then, I’ll strike a match and 
have a fresh look ! ”

Margaret stepped behind the outer 
door, as he pulled it closed ; then he got 
out his match-box.

11 Jove, I have only three left! ” he ex­
claimed, as he ran his finger down into 
the case, hoping to find even a piece of 
match to help him out.

The first match flared up, and sent a 
few’ dejected sparkles limping across the 
dirty snow ; but Fenton had scarcely as­
sured himself that the key was not be­
tween the first post and the house when 
darkness settled over him again, with a 
plush-like thickness.

He heard some one coming along the 
street.

“ Stand back! ” he whispered to Mar­
garet, as he prepared to wait till the 
passer had gone by.

He felt particularly averse to having 
any one see Margaret decorating her 
aunt’s door-step at that hour in the morn­
ing. The neighborhood was wholly resi­
dential, and Mrs. Antrim had been for 
so long a prominent woman in her circle 
that the episode could not fail to be 
discussed.

Margaret sank back against the wall, 
waiting breathlessly for the man to pass.

But he did not pass; he paused at the 
foot of the steps. Fenton saw him out­
lined against the steely streaks of light 
that shot out occasionally from the street- 
lamp across the wet asphalt.

Then he saw him start up the steps. 
It seemed the better part of valor to meet 
him half-way.

“ What’s up? ” a thick voice asked.
Fenton was tempted to resent the ques­

tion ; but the thought of Margaret made 
him hesitate.

‘‘ Come, now, what’s up, I say?” the 
voice demanded, with more insistence.

11 I can’t find the key!” Fenton an­
swered, as he pulled out his second match, 
and went on with his search.

The flare of light caught on the metal 
on the man’s coat, and Fenton knew’ that 
he was talking with an officer of the 
law.
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“ Can’t find the kav! Is that it? ” the 
policeman commented, a fine flavor of 
sarcasm mingling with his brogue.

It rasped Fenton’s already disturbed 
nervous organism : and he felt a wild 
longing to reach out in the darkness and 
wrest satisfaction out of the officer. The 
idea that he was being taken for an im­
postor did not fit well into his notion of 
the best way to retain the good opinion 
of the girl behind the door.

“ Perhaps you will give me some assist­
ance. They promised to put the key out 
for me, under the railing, so that I need 
not disturb the servants.” Fenton spoke 
in carefully controlled tones.

The policeman chuckled pleasantly.
“ You are a game one ' But Oi happen 

to know that Mis’ Antrim’s family is all 
gurrls excipt the butler, and he is black. 
I t’s mighty nice and kind ye are to that 
same family! If ye are so considerate, 
it’s no: wonder that ye’ve been gittin’ the 
silver so plentiful about here these last 
weeks. Ye tuk it to save the servants the 
trouble of cianing it 1 ”

Fenton straightened himself up beside 
the railing, with angry amazement thrill­
ing up and down his spinal column.

“ You don’t mean that you take me for 
one of the gang of housebreakers that 
have been about here recently? ”

“ I t’s jest for that Oi’m goin’ to take 
ye ! ” the man replied, as he lifted a whis­
tle to his lips.

Evidently waiting for just such sum­
mons. a motor-hansom, that stood under 
the light at the corner of the street, shot 
toward them.

“ Look here, my man, this is going too 
far ! ” Fenton protested.

“ Not so far as ye’ll be whin Oi git 
through takin’ ye! ” the policeman re­
turned affably.

Fenton turned to the door behind 
which Margaret crouched, in a panic of 
fright.

“ Miss Wilsden. I will have to rouse 
the house to get you in! ” he said, boiling 
inwardly at the officer who had placed 
him in such a predicament.

Margaret stepped out of her hiding- 
place just as the hansom stopped at the 
curb. Its lamps threw a sufficient light 
for the dainty elegance of her dress and 
the slender lines of her figure to be dis­
cernible.

The policeman exclaimed under his 
breath, and scented to pause irresolute.

Fenton thought he was beginning to 
question the wisdom of his actions, and 
hastened to push the thought to con­
viction.

“ You see. my man, what a mistake you 
have made ; it may be unpleasant for you! 
This is Mrs. Antrim’s niece, and I am 
trying to find a key that was left out for 
her. so that the servants need not be 
disturbed! ”

“ But, lavin’ the kay on the rail, where 
any one might see i t ! That’s not loike 
the lady here, who jest paid me one 
hundred dollars to arrist the burglars, if 
they was in her house, widout lettin’ her 
know.”

The man was evidently at a loss about 
the continuance of his work, but unwill­
ing to desist if his suspicions were not 
removed.

“ Auntie did do that. Mr. Fenton. She 
gave the special officer they have had put 
on this block a hundred dollars to arrest 
the thief without scaring her, if he was 
discovered in her house.”

Her voice, even without the persuasive 
and gentle sincerity of her face, did more 
to further shake the officer’s assurance. 
He recalled the members of Mrs. Antrim’s 
family as they had been told off to him. 
and he could remember distinctly that 
there had been no mention of a niece.

Margaret’s visit had begun only the 
week before, and after the excited meas­
ures for safety had been instituted on the 
heels of the first of the burglaries.

But the neighborhood was wrought to 
such a pitch of eagerness to accomplish 
the arrest of the vandals that the officer 
dared not trust his judgment to the extent 
of leaving this suspicious couple at large.

“ Where is this kay, then? Show me 
the kay an’ Oi’ll let you off! ” he told 
Fenton, really hoping that the key might 
be produced, and so give him grounds for 
surrendering them.

“ I—I haven’t been able to find i t ! ” 
Fenton was forced to acknowledge.

The policeman’s distrust leaped into 
fiercer life because of his leniency, which 
seemed inexcusable in the light of Fen­
ton’s words.

“ It’s funny, if the kay was lift out for 
ye, that ye can’t be findin’ i t ! ” he ob­
served. “ It’s quare that Mis’ Antrim
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would he leavin’ her niece to sthand on 
the wet steps all night 1 ”

“ It was the maid who told us where 
she would put the key 1 ” Margaret volun­
teered.

“ Oh ho, the maid! So she's helpin’ 
you, is she?” the man exclaimed, sud­
denly seized with the conviction that 
there were two well-trained and experi­
enced crooks busy at imposing on him.

“ Since ye can’t find the kay that ye 
know is here,” he sneered, “ Oi’ll jest 
trouble ye to stip into the cab and hunt 
the kay wid me! ”

Fenton knew by the domineering as­
surance of the man’s voice that the idea 
of their guilt had now rooted itself in his 
mind.

“ You idiot! ” he allowed himself the 
liberty of saying. “ You will pay for 
letting your stupidity victimize us! I 
can’t leave this lady standing on the 
door-step while I go to the station with 
you ! Help me hunt that key! ”

The officer, with an obliging kindli­
ness, for which Fenton gave him little 
credit, aided him to feel between the 
posts, up one side and down the other, but 
no key was forthcoming.

“ Oi’m dunkin' you’ll have to discharge 
that maid ! ” he commented, with an acid­
ity that made Fenton wild.

“ I’m obliged to rouse the house. Miss 
Wilsden, to get you out of this scrape,” 
Fenton now said to Margaret.

He punched ineffectually at the dis­
connected bell.

“ Does any one sleep on the ground 
floor?” he asked, after his efforts hail 
proved unavailing.

The policeman was standing in open- 
mouthed amazement at what looked to 
him like colossal nerve on the part of the 
two housebreakers.

“ No one ; the servants are all on the 
top floor. And auntie’s room is on the 
second floor in the rear,” Margaret whis­
pered despairingly.

“ W e l l ,  i f  y o u ’ve f in ish ed  y o u r  g r a n d ­
stand play, Oi’ll jest trouble the two of 
ye to come wid me.”

The patience of the officer was exhaust­
ed, and there was a finality in his voice 
and manner as he touched Fenton’s arm 
that forbade further parley.

Fenton helped Margaret into the cab, 
and sprang quickly in beside her, pulling

the doors together and holding them 
securely.

“ You can stand there on the front! ” 
lie informed the officer with some em­
phasis.

“ Thank ye ; ye are good to let me go 
’long! ” was the response from the Irish­
man, whose sense of humor seemed to 
keep itself intact in spite of the onerous 
duty before him.

“ Make her spin. Jimmy ! Oi’ll be glad 
to git shut of these two. They are too 
smairt! ” he called up to the driver.

After a few moments of silent and very 
rapid progress along tire avenue, Fenton 
heard Margaret sob. The sound sent his 
hand searching hers in the darkness ; and 
the nestling, clinging pressure as she felt 
his fingers almost convinced him that 
being arrested had its advantages.

“ Isn’t that a drug-store?” she asked, 
as the car flew by some colored globes in 
a show-window.

“ Yes. Here, turn back to that drug­
store. We will telephone from there to 
Mrs. Antrim,” Fenton called to the silent 
figure that huddled down on the front of 
the flying cab.

“ Indade. ye can do your phonin’ from 
the station as well! ” was the unsatisfac­
tory reply.

Fenton's hand was about to reach over 
tlie apron, with malicious intent, to hurl 
the unobliging officer off. when the cab 
veered, shot over to the curb, where the 
driver jammed the brake with sucli sud­
denness that the vehicle quivered, and the 
occupants were thrown forward, with 
numbing violence, against the doors.

The great eyes of the motor-car, that 
their driver had tried to avoid, glared for 
an instant in their faces, and then hurled 
off up the street, pursued by a roaring 
volley of oaths from the pah-driver.

Fenton drew Margaret up on the seat 
and into his arms, where she lay still.

“ All right there?” came from the 
driver.

“ All right.” Fenton called back hoarse­
ly, trying to find out whether Margaret 
was unconscious or merely scared.

The whole episode had occupied but a 
moment, and the cab was bowling along 
down the street at its accustomed swift 
rate, almost before Fenton could real­
ize that the menacing eyes had passed 
them by.
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Across the edge of Margaret’s hat he 
looked, expecting to see the big police­
man. But no figure was silhouetted 
against the flying lights. He shifted 
Margaret against his arm, so that he 
could lean forward, for he felt confident 
that the officer would be crouching on the 
other side of the doors. But lie was not 
there!

It then dawned pleasantly on Fenton 
that the spurt of the cab to avoid the 
plunging motor-car, and the sudden stop 
as the driver jammed on the brake, had 
shot the policeman from his perch.

The driver, in the enthusiasm of his 
linguistic vengeance, had evidently not 
noted the officer's hasty alighting, and 
had mistaken Fenton’s hoarse “ All right ” 
for his!

Fenton cheerfully hoped that the po­
liceman had struck a conveniently located 
tree or stone, and proceeded to give his 
attention to the sweet burden that rested 
against his shoulder.

“ Is it all over?’’ Margaret asked.
“ Yes ; we are—all right! ” Fenton re­

plied.
He had meant to say, “ in heaven,” 

but thought better of it.
“ Where is the policeman? ” Margaret 

went on.
“ He—oh j  He had to leave suddenly 

and unexpectedly! ” Fenton replied, with 
a humorous inflection that surprised Mar­
garet into active thinking.

She straightened herself to dependence 
upon her own spinal column, with disap­
pointing celerity.

“ What do you mean?” she asked.
“ The cabby stopped before die police­

man was ready—so he went on ! ” Fenton 
replied, wi.h a laugh.

“ It isn’t funny. I ’m sure. What are 
we to do now? If we’ve lost the police­
man. what's the use of going to the sta­
tion-house, with no one to arrest u s?”

Fenton sprang up. and called to the 
driver:

“ Stop! We've lost the policeman! 
He must have been spilled when you 
stopped so suddenly ! Look here f this is 
all a fool’s mistake ! You have no au­
thority to arrest us ; and the policeman—”

“ We’ll go back for him! ” the driver 
cried.

He waited for an instant for Fenton to 
resume his seat. But Margaret had lis­

tened to the dialogue, and, almost before 
the driver announced his intention, she 
was out on the piavement, fear nerving 
her, and running with all her fleet young 
might away from the cab.

Fenton, without an instant’s delay, 
leaped out and flew after her.

For an uncertain moment the driver 
held his car : then, realizing that he had 
no right to retake them, he whirled about 
and started back for the policeman.

Margaret sped along the asphalt, with 
a speed that made Fenton exert himself. 
The few pedestrians in the street were too 
much engrossed with their own affairs to 
meddle. Margaret whirled around a cor­
ner. and then Fenton overtook her.

“ I—I couldn’t go back and find that 
poor man all mashed up,” she explained 
apologetically, leaning almost breathless 
against the wall of a building.

“ (If course no t!” Fenton agreed, 
marveling at the ways of womankind.

“ Now, what shall we do?” Margaret 
went on, with a despairing emphasis on 
the “ now,” as if she thought they had 
reached the limit of possibilities.

Fenton pulled out his watch, ostensibly 
to learn the time, but really to gain some 
of his own in which to fonnulate a plan.

He could not send Margaret to a hotel 
at such an hour alone; he could not go 
with her. Once the thought came to him 
that she might spend the night riding in 
the Subway trains, under the chaperonage 
of the general public, but one glance into 
her dainty and worried face told him 
how impossible such a scheme was.

In all the great city he could think of 
no place where he could take her, except 
to her aunt’s home ; and his knowledge of 
Mrs. Antrim made that expedient seem 
rather worse than any other.

A cab was approaching, and, hailing it,
h e  l i f t e d  M a r g a r e t  in .

“ We will get in here and—and—take 
a ride ! ” he finished lamely.

Margaret was very still, and Fenton 
felt miserably conscious that the embar­
rassing situation was working decidedly 
against his hopes.

“ We will have a try for a drug-store 
again.” he said, trying to speak lightly.

He called up directions to the cabby, 
and they both sat in silence as the tired 
horse pounded along.

A stifled sob from the girl roused him.
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“ M iss Wilsden, don’t let this worry 
you. There must be some way out! ”

“ But I—I don't want you to telephone 
auntie. She would be the last one to—to 
forgive—such a—such a—”

“ I won’t—indeed I won’t ! ” Fenton 
hastened to assure her.

Then the impossibility of doing other­
wise came to him.

“ Perhaps, however, it would be best! ” 
he suggested.

11 Oh, you don’t know auntie! ” she 
cried in undisguised fright.

Fenton did know auntie well enough 
to hate leaving Margaret to face her 
righteous indignation and outraged ideas 
of propriety alone.

“ I don’t see— By Jove ! I ’ve got i t ! ” 
he cried jubilantly.

“ W hat?” Margaret demanded, hope 
reviving in her breast.

“ My sister’s got some people at her 
house to-night who are to take a steamer 
at four in the morning—this morning— 
and she’s been having a little supper for 
them. They may be up yet, some of 
them.”

Margaret sat in the cab waiting, with 
all sorts of terrible visions of being taken 
among a lot of strangers at three in the 
morning. Then Fenton stayed in the 
drug-store so long that a black horror 
settled over her, for fear that even this 
last hope was to be withdrawn.

“ It’s all splendid ! ” he cried, as he 
joined her. “ They have been staying up 
rather than go to bed and be wakened 
so early; and they really seem to look 
upon our coming as an agreeable diver­
sion.”

Fenton laid a cluster of violets on Mar­
garet’s hands, and she began to feel safe 
and happier than ten minutes before she 
believed she ever could feel again.

Mrs. Warren was making coffee in a 
machine in the dining-room, when Fenton 
led his shrinking companion up to her.

Mrs. Warren smiled at the obviousness 
of her brother’s yielding to the charm of 
the scared but daintily pretty girl, and 
the warmth of her greeting helped more 
than the coffee to bring back the color to 
Margaret's cheeks.

“ It all works out splendidly, Rob,” 
Mrs. Warren explained. “ We are going 
to take the Morrises down in the machine, 
and we can leave Miss Wilsden on the 
way back. It will be light by then, and 
she—”

“ I may find the key, and auntie will 
never know! " Margaret exclaimed, with 
such a hopeful tone in her voice that they 
both laughed.

The vague light of the early winter 
morning was struggling with the night 
uncertainly when the big car crawled, as 
quietly as might be, up to Mrs. Antrim’s 
door.

Margaret and Fenton went cautiously 
up the steps, while the others watched 
them in breathless interest.

With a little cry, Margaret pointed to 
a groove in the stone pillar. The key— 
not under or even near the rail—was in 
plain sight!

Fenton fitted it into the latch—and the 
door was open!

“ Signal from your window if you get 
to your room without being seen! ” he 
whispered.

“ Yes. I w ill!” Margaret assented, 
with a swift glance up into his face that 
sent him down to the car with a very 
agreeable thrill in his heart.

The big. motor circled and stopped. 
All eyes were fixed on the third-floor 
windows.

The right one was softly raised ; and, 
for a moment, there was a violet blur in 
the gray dawn.

Auntie never knew. The match met 
her approval as being “ preeminently 
proper.”

FLATTERY.
F l a t t e r y  n e v e r  s e e m s  a b s u r d .

The flattered always take your word; 
Impossibilities seem just,
They take the strongest praise on trust ; 
Hyperboles, though ne’er so great,
Will still come short of self-conceit.

John Gay.
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What happened to the man who resolved to live up to an evil reputation he didn’t deserve.

CHAPTER I.
T H E  B R O A D - M I N D E D  M R .  D O L M A N .

THE bookkeeper of Dolman & Co.
sat at his high desk, adding up col­

umns of figures with marvelous rapidity.
He was a man of striking appearance. 

At first glance one would have judged 
him to be quite advanced in years, for 
his close-cropped brown hair was tinged 
with gray, and there deep lines in
his face.

A prolonged study of his features, 
however, conveyed the impression that 
he was not so old, after all. There was 
an indescribable something about his face 
which indicated that he might still be 
youthful, despite the furrows and the 
gray hair.

As lie leaned over his desk, his coat off 
and his shirt-sleeves roped up to his el­
bows, his steel-blue eyes concentrated 
upon the columns of figures before him, 
and a frown upon his brow, one some­
how or other gathered the impression that 
lie was a man young in years but one who 
had seen more trouble than most men 
encountered in a whole lifetime.

This was the belief of old Caspar Dol­
man, head of the dry-goods firm of Dol­
man & Co.. Canal Street.

'' I’ve got the best bookkeeper I've ever 
hired.” remarked the old man,* as he 
stood conversing with a customer in the 
front part of the store.

“ I've only had him three weeks, but 
he’s a wonder. He’s the quickest and 
most accurate figurer I’ve ever heard of. 
He’d be worth a fortune to a hank. I 
should think. He’s quick to learn, too. 
When 1 hired him I was disinclined to 
take him on, because he confessed that 
he wasn’t familiar with the details of 
the dry-goods trade. He said he could 
soon pick it up. however, and he certainly 
has. In the three weeks he’s been with

business as would take another man years 
to learn.”

“ Humph! ” remarked the customer 
carelessly, “ my experience with book­
keepers has been that when they’re so 
mighty quiok to pick up things they’ve 
got to be watched caretullv. I've hired 
a good many bookkeepers in my time, and 
I ’ve always found that the slow, plod­
ding fellows are the best kind. The 
quick fellows are generally the ones that 
turn out wrong. Now, I’ll bet you don’t 
pay this fellow an extra high salary, do 
you ? ”

“ No,” replied old Dolman, rubbing 
his fat hands together and chuckling. 
“ That’s the best part of it. When I 
asked him how much money he’d work 
for, he said he’d take fifteen a week to 
start with. After I’d seen him figure I 
hired him quick, without even asking 
him for references. He’s worth three 
times that amount of money, bv gad ! ”

“ There you are! ” exclaimed the cus­
tomer triumphantly. “ That only goes 
to prove my suspicions. If he’s such a 
fine bookkeeper why does he work for 
such small wages? There’s a nigger in 
the woodpile, somewhere, I ’ll lie bound. 
To my mind, Dolman, you made a mis­
take in not asking him for references. 
I make it a rule never to hire any help 
without good references. Even the 
scrubwoman who cleans out my store once 
a week has to come well recommended. 
It pays to be careful these days.”

“ Pshaw! ” exclaimed old Dolman. 
“ That’s where I differ from you. Hazle­
ton. I don’t attach very much import­
ance to references, as a general rule. If 
references told the truth they’d lie of 
some account in my eyes; but it’s very 
rarely that they do. They’re like the 
lines you’ll find in a young lady’s auto­
graph album, very pretty, but not to be 
taken too seriously.

“ I’ve known lots of employers whous. he’s picked up as much about the
229
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will discharge their clerks for dishonesty 
or bad habits and then sit down in cold 
blood and write them out good refer­
ences. painting their characters in glow­
ing colors. There's very few men who 
care to stand in the way of a discharged 
employee securing another job. Under 
those circumstances what’s the use of 
references, say I ? ”

The customer shrugged his shoulders.
“ Well, it all depends upon the point 

of view, I suppose,” he said. “ I guess 
I ’ll be getting along, Dolman! Don't 
forget to have those goods shipped to me 
by Tuesday. Good day! Take my ad­
vice and keep a watchful eye on that 
bookkeeper.”

As he disappeared through the door, 
Dolman smiled to himself.

“ Old Hazleton is the most suspicious 
man I’ve ever met,” he mused. “ He’d 
mistrust his own shadow. I ’ll bet there’s 
nothing the matter with my bookkeeper. 
The trouble with Hazleton is that he’s 
too narrow-minded. Now I ’m not. 
I ’m about as broad-minded a man as 
there is, I guess. I ’ll bet my bookkeeper 
is all right. He’s dirt-cheap, too. To 
think of getting a clever chap like him 
for fifteen dollars a week! It’s a rare 
find. Of course, though, clever as he 
is, I wouldn’t keep him a minute if I 
thought he wasn’t on the level.”

Hazleton’s words of warning must 
have had more effect on Dolman than the 
latter was willing to admit, for the old 
man sauntered to the back of the store to 
the little partiti#ned-off office where Tom 
Robbins, the bookkeeper, sat at work.

Dolman puffed at a big cigar and 
stood in the doorway watching his book­
keeper intently for a while.

“ Getting pretty used to the business, 
eh. Robbins?” remarked the old man 
suddenly.

“ Yes, sir,” responded the Iwokkeeper. 
11 I guess I’ve got hold of the details 
fairly well.”

“ I thought you would,” went on Dol­
man. between puffs. “ Another man 
wouldn’t have taken a bookkeeper green 
to the business; but I knew that you’d 
pick it up quick. You see, I ’m broad­
minded, I am.”

“ Yes, sir.” replied the bookkeeper, 
applying himself to his task once more.

“ Now there’s lots of employers would

have asked you for your references be­
fore they'd have given you a chance," 
continued Dolman. “ I don’t attach 
very much importance to references. You 
see, I belong to the new school of busi­
ness men. I ’m broad-minded.”

“ Yes, sir,” responded the bookkeeper 
again.

“ I suppose if I had asked you for 
references you could have given ’em to 
m e?” remarked Dolman after a pause.

The bookkeeper bent over his books 
without replying.

“ What’s that you said?” asked Dol­
man sharply.

“ I didn’t speak, sir.”
“ Well, I spoke to you. I say, if I 

should ask for references I suppose you 
could give them to me, eh? I don’t at­
tach much importance to references, 
though. As I said before, I ’m broad­
minded.”

Again the bookkeeper ignored the 
question and bent low over his books. 
Old Dolman’s manner changed. He ap­
peared to be getting quite excited.

“ See here, Mr. Robbins,” he said, 
walking over to his bookkeeper’s desk, 
“ where did you work before you came 
here, anyway?”

“ At Dawson & Co.’s, grain importers,” 
answered the bookkeeper nervously.

How long were you there?”
“ A month.”
“ Where were you before that?”
“ I was with a cloak-house.”
“ Humph! How long were you 

there? ”
“ Two weeks.”
“ And what were you doing before 

that? ”
“ I. was clerk in a retail grocery-store.” 
“ For how long?”
“ Four days.”
“ Ah ! And what were you doing be­

fore that, Robbins?”
“ I was a waiter in a Sixth Avenue 

restaurant.”
“ The deuce you say! For how 

long? "
“ For a month.”
“ You’ve ■ been changing your jobs 

pretty frequently. How do you account 
for it? ”

The bookkeeper dropped his pen and 
wheeled around on his high stool to face 
his employer.
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“ You say you’re broad-minded, Mr. 
Dolman. I’ll tell you the whole truth. 
I ’ve held about twenty jobs within the 
last year and I’ve been fired from every 
one, because—because my employers were 
narrow-minded.”

“ How do you mean ? ” asked the old 
man eagerly.

“ They asked me about my past and I 
told them frankly. That was my finish 
in every case. You see, they weren’t 
broad-minded like you.”

“ Humph 1 What was it you told 
them about your past, young m an?” 
asked Dolman sharply.

The bookkeeper’s face set in lines of 
grim determination.

“ I told them that I had served four 
vears in a prison,” lie said quietly.

“ What’s that?” yelled Dolman, grow­
ing purple in the face. “ In prison, eh? 
Hazleton was right after all, then. What 
did you go to prison for, young man? ”

“ I was charged with assault and rob­
bery,” said the bookkeeper, whose face 
had turned very white. “ I was guilty 
of the assault, but not of the robbery. 
I ’ll swear I didn’t rob the man. I only 
assaulted him and I was justified in do­
ing so. The jury wouldn’t believe me, 
however, and I was sentenced to four 
years.

“ I’ve tried to live a straight and up­
right life, since my release. I ’ve tried 
to regain my footing in the community. 
I ’ve tried every kind of a job, but as 
soon as mv employers learned that I ’d 
been in prison they discharged me. I 
was so desperate that I was contempla­
ting suicide when I saw your advertise­
ment and was lucky enough to secure this 
job. I'm thankful to have found an em­
ployer as broad-minded as you, sir. I 
know that vou’ll give me a chance to 
live down the past.”

He looked appealingly at his boss.
“ Not I,” said Dolman. “ I couldn’t 

have an ex-convict in my employ, young 
man. I couldn’t think of it. I'm very 
sorry. I like your work very much. 
You’re the best bookkeeper I’ve ever had, 
and the cheapest; but I'll have to fire 
you! You’ve been to prison and that 
settles it.”

“ But I thought you said that you 
were broad-minded! ” gasped the un­
fortunate bookkeeper.

" I  am. I ’m very broad-minded; but 
I couldn't have an ex-convict working 
around this place. I ’d be afraid to trust 
you out of my sight. How do I know 
that you’ve reformed? I don’t think 
that a man who has been to prison ever 
docs really reform. I think, however 
good your intentions are, you’re bound to 
go wrong again, sooner or later.”

“ But let me tell you my story, sir.” 
pleaded the bookkeeper. “ I’ve never 
done anything really bad. I was more 
the victim of unfortunate circumstances 
than anything else.”

“ That’s what they all say,” rejoined 
old Dolman. “ I never yet saw an ex­
convict, young man, that wasn’t ready to 
protest that he was the victim of unfor­
tunate circumstances. 1 don’t want to 
hear your story. It wouldn’t be any use. 
I ’d fire you, anyway. I wouldn’t have a 
man who had been in prison working 
around me, under any circumstances. 
I ’m sorry, but I’ll have to advertise for 
another bookkeeper.”

Robbins jumped down from his stool 
and seized his hat.

“ Very well! ” he cried hoarsely, “ I ’ll 
go now. I won’t worry you a minute 
longer. And you’re the man who calls 
himself broad-minded, eh? This is the 
last straw. I’ve tried my best to lead an 
honest life, but the world won’t let me. 
The world has refused me a living hon­
estly and now I’m going to get one dis­
honestly. The world won’t let me be 
an honest man, so I ’m going to be a 
criminal.

“ You speak the truth, Mr. Dolman, 
when you sav that there never was an ex­
convict who didn’t go wrong again sooner 
or later. Can you blame us? You 
won’t let us stay straight, no matter how 
much we want to. I’ll be a criminal. 
You and your narrow-minded brethren 
have condemned me to it. I suppose you 
call yourself a good Christian. What­
ever becomes of me, you’ll be to blame 
for it. I hope you’ll think of that when 
vou go to church on Sundays.”

The unfortunate man swept out of the 
office with his head erect and his eyes 
flashing contempt.

“ What an unfortunate affair! ” 
mused old Dolman. “ Hazleton was 
right, after all. That young criminal 
spoke to me as if I had done something
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to be ashamed of instead of he. He 
seemed to think that I'm not broad­
minded. just because I won’t stand for 
an ex-convict working in this store. By 
Jupiter.’ even the most broad-minded 
man in the world wouldn't countenance 
a proposition of that sort.”

A little later old Dolman said to him­
self :

“ He said he was going to be a crimi­
nal again from this time on. What a 
desperate threat! Maybe he’ll try to 
break into this store to-night! I’ll give 
orders to the policeman on post to keep 
a sharp lookout.”

CHAPTER II.
A V I S I T  T O  T H E  F O L K S .

T om Robbixs scowled at every man, 
woman, and child he encountered on his 
walk from the store of Dolman & Co. 
to his dingy little furnished room on 
First Street.

Fie hated the whole world. He was 
sore on humanity in general.

Humanity! He laughed bitterly at 
the word. It was such a misnomer. 
There was no such thing as humanity on 
this earth.

Churchgoing people prate of “ the 
helping hand.” The helping hand! 
Bah I

The term was a mockery! Who ever 
thought of extending a helping hand to 
the man who was down? The charitable 
world puts its foot upon the nack of the 
prostrate wretch and pins him down in 
the mire.

Suddenly Robbins began to laugh. 
He had a live sense of humor which even 
four years of prison life had not been 
able to destroy.

His thoughts reverted to his recent in­
terview with old Caspar Dolman, and he 
could not help laughing. The fat little 
old man had presented such a funny 
spectacle.

He had boasted of his broad-minded­
ness, and vet when he, Tom Robbins, 
had put him to the test he had proved as 
narrow-minded as the rest of them.

Robbins recalled the purple hue that 
had come to the old man’s fat round face 
and the startled look in his eyes when 
lie learned Robbins was an ex-convict!

“ He looked as if he was half inclined 
to run from the store and yell ‘ Police ! ’ ” 
laughed the discharged bookkeeper. “ I 
noticed him glance apprehensively at the 
safe as soon as he learned that I was a 
jailbird, as if he expected to see me put 
it in my pocket and make a dash for the 
door! And such a man as that has the 
audacity to call himself broad-minded. 
Ha ! ha ! ha ! It’s a funny world.”

When he reached his lodgings and let 
himself in with his latch-key. his mind 
was made up.

“ It’s very evident that I ’ll never get a 
chance to make a living honestly,” he 
mused. “ I’ve tried the straight and nar­
row path and it's failed. “ The world 
owes me a living and I’m going to get it 
the best way I can.

“ I ’ll get square on old Dolman, too. 
Just how I’ll do it, I don’t know yet; 
but I’ll find a way to get even with that 
old hypocrite and all the rest of them 
who have denied me a chance to lead an 
honest man’s life, as sure as my name’s 
Tom Robbins.

“ But, first of all, before I go wholly 
to the bad, I ’ll take one last chance. I’ll 
try the folks. I ’ve kept away from the 
old man and that hypocritical half-broth­
er of mine until now because I thought, 
like the fool I was. that I’d get a new 
start in life before I went back to them.

“ Now I’m through with pride and 
sensitiveness. They’re my own flesh and 
blood and they’ve got to help me. If 
they won’t I ’ll disgrace the family by 
committing every crime in the calendar. 
I ’ll go to Peekskill to-morrow and tell 
them that they must help me. I’ll put 
my pride in my pocket. What right has 
an ex-convict with pride, anyway?”

With this resolution he threw himself 
upon the bed without undressing or even 
taking off his shoes, and tried to sleep.

After an hour or so, however, he gave 
it up as a bad job.

It was no use trying to tempt slumber. 
He felt that there was to be no sleep for 
him that night. His brain was too busy.

The air of the little room seemed 
stifling. He arose and went down-stairs 
to the street. He would walk all night. 
His restless mood demanded that he be 
moving, moving, moving, all the time. 
When morning dawned, he would take 
a train for Peekskill.
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He would put humanity to the test for 
the last time! He would see if his own 
flesh and blood would deny him the 
chance to start life anew.

When morning came he went to the 
Grand Central Depot and bought a ticket 
for Peekskill. The railway fare cost 
him his last cant; but what cared he?

He had no fears for the future. He 
would not starve. His father or his half- 
brother would give him a start in life. 
If they wouldn’t—well, he’d get all the 
money he wanted, dishonestly. He’d 
lead a crook’s life and a merry one.

Old John Robbins was a famous char­
acter in the hustling town of Peekskill. 
He had been born and raised there and 
had made a fortune manufacturing fur­
niture.

His factory was one of the largest in 
the town. He gave employment to three 
hundred men and girls and paid them 
starvation wages; for he and his son, 
Peter, bore reputations of being parsi­
monious almost to the point of miserli­
ness.

When Tom Robbins arrived in Peeks­
kill he set out immediately for his 
father’s house, taking the most isolated 
route from the station, so as to avoid 
meeting anybody he had known in the 
past.

After he had passed one or two of his 
old friends, however, without any sign of 
recognition on their part, he began to 
think that his fears in this respect were 
groundless. He had changed so much 
since he had left this little town that ap­
parently he was not recognizable.

He had just arrived at this cheering 
reflection when he heard himself called 
by name.

Turning half instinctively, he recog­
nized old Obadiah Smithers. who had 
sold newspapers and stationery in Peeks­
kill ever since Tom Robbins’s birth.

Obadiah stood in the doorway of his 
store, his eyes dilated with surprise.

“ Whv, bless me! ” he remarked, “ if I 
ain’t right! I wasn’t quite sure. You’ve 
changed so much, Tom Robbins. I 
thought I’d take a chance, though, so T 
called you by name, never thinking you’d 
really turn your head, you know.

“ So thev’ve let you out of prison, eh? 
And you’ve come right back here to 
Peekskill. Where be you going now?

To your father, I presume. Well, if 
you’re goin’ to ask forgiveness, it won’t 
do you any good, Tom Robbins.

“ The day you went to prison he swore 
he’d never again recognize you as his 
son. He said you could go down on 
your knees and beg for forgiveness, but 
you’d never get it from him. That’s 
what he said, Tom, and you know your 
father — he generally does what he 
says.”

“ I'll try, anyway, Obadiah,” said 
Robbins hoarsely.

“ It won’t do you any good, my lad. 
You can rest assured as to that. I sup­
pose you know about his illness? No. 
Well, don’t get alarmed. About a year 
after you went to—ahem—away, he was 
seized with a stroke of paralysis and had 
to give up work. He’s mostly confined 
to the house now and he’s turned the 
business over to your half-brother, Peter. 
You don't mean to say this is news to 
you; that you didn’t know anything 
about it before? ”

“ No. I hadn’t heard,” replied Tom 
Robbins gloomily. “ So Peter’s got 
charge of the factory now, eh?”

“ He’s more than got charge of it,” 
replied the newsdealer. “ He owns i t ! 
Your father deeded it over to him last 
year.”

Tom could not repress a groan. Here 
was his half-brother, only a few years 
older than he, and already a rich and 
prosperous man, while he, Tom Robbins 
—well, it was no use trying to put into 
words what he was !

With his eyes fixed moodily on the 
ground he shuffled on toward his father’s 
house, despite old Obadiah Smithers’s 
warning.

Old John Robbins was sitting in the 
garden reading a newspaper and smoking 
a brier pipe, when the ex-convict un­
latched the gate.

He looked so aged and feeble that his 
son could not repress a shudder as he 
walked over to the wicker chair, wherein 
the old man sat.

His attention was so concentrated on 
his newspaper that he did not notice Tom 
until the latter stood directly before him 
and spoke.

“ Hallo, father!” said the ex-convict.
Then the old man dropped his paper 

quickly and his eyes blazed with anger.
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“ You’re in the wrong house, sir, I 
guess,” he cried. “ I don’t know you. 
I've never seen you before.”

“ Take another look,” said the other 
bitterly. “ I’m your son, Tom Robbins. 
I guess you can recognize me all right, if 
you want to.”

“ I have no son by that name,” hissed 
the old man. “ I’ve only got one son, 
and his name’s Peter. I don't know you, 
sir. You’re a stranger to me.” •

“ Now, see here, father.” said Tom 
Robbins quietly, “ you and I never got 
along together, as parent and child 
should, somehow or other; but you must 
remember that I’m your own flesh and 
blood and you’ve got to do something 
for me. I'm down and out. I want a 
new start in life. Since my release from 
prison I've been unable to get work. 
I’ve come to you for help, and you’ve got 
to give it to me.”

“ I’ll -not help you!” yelled the old 
man, “ I ’ll not give you a cent! You’ve 
brought disgrace upon my name, and I’m 
through with you forever! You’ve had 
your chances and you’ve wasted them! 
You might have been a partner of your 
brother Peter’s, if you’d obeyed my 
wishes, the way he did, and had gone to 
work in the factory. But, no; you in­
sisted on going to New York and 
wouldn’t listen to me, when I told you 
to stay here. As I expected, you got 
into trouble; but I never expected that 
you would disgrace the family by com­
mitting a crime which would land you in 
prison for four years !

“ No, bv gad. sir, I never expected 
anything like that from flesh and blood 
of mine. On the day I heard it I made 
a vow that I’d never have anything to 
do with you again, and by gad. sir, I m 
going to keep that vow! ”

“ Then you’ll not help me? ” asked the 
ex-convict,

“ No. sir! Not a penny! I’m through 
with you. If there’s any good left 
in you, vou’ll find ways of helping your­
self, and if there ain’t any good left in 
you. it doesn’t matter what becomes of 
you. As for me. though. I wash my 
hands of you entirely. I never wairt to 
see you again. Do you understand?

“ Oh. yes, I understand what you say,” 
replied the voung man with a bitter 
laueh. “ It ain’t hard to understand

your words—they’re plain enough. What 
is hard to understand is, that you, my 
father, should be able to utter them! 
Pla! ha! It's a funny world!”

He turned on his heel and passed out 
of the garden gate.

“ I’ll try my brother Peter, now,” he 
muttered. “ He’s my last forlorn hope. 
The old man is obstinate by nature and 
as hard as a rock. I might have expect­
ed failure there, even if old Obadiah had 
not warned me. Brother Peter never 
was as hard as the old man. Perhaps I 
can persuade him to help me. At any 
rate. I’ll try. I guess I’l] find him at 
the factory.”

It was only a few minutes' walk from 
the Robbins’s home to the Robbins’s fur­
niture factory.

Arriving there. Tom Robbins opened 
the heavy iron door and climbed the stairs 
to the office on the second floor.

Without going through the formality 
of knocking, the ex-convict opened a door 
marked “ private office ” and stepped 
into the sanctum of the head of the con­
cern.

A young man with a sharp face, a long, 
pointed chin and small eyes, was seated 
at a mahogany desk. Despite the fact 
that he was Tom Robbins’s senior by five 
years he appeared several years younger 
than the visitor.

He looked up quickly as Robbins en­
tered, and surveyed the newcomer from 
head to foot.

“ Well, what do you want?” he de­
manded sharply.

“ You know me, don’t you?” asked 
the ex-convict, in a voice that was almost 
a hiss.

" Yes. I know you.” replied the other 
coollv. “ You’re Tom Robbins, a jail­
bird. What do you want here?”

“ I want help. Peter. I ’m your half- 
brother ; vour own flesh and blood— 
don’t forget that. I ’m down and out. I 
can’t get a job. I want to lead an honest 
life and they won’t let me! You’ve sim­
ply* got to help me, Peter.”

The other man shrugged his shoulders.
“ I’d help you if I could,” he said, 

“ but what help could I give you ? ”
“ Give me a job in the factory. The 

lowest kind of a job would do; I ’d work 
my way up.”

In'this factory! ' I couldn’t think of
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it. I t’s bad enough to have the dis­
grace of an ex-convict in the family with­
out having him hanging around all the 
time. See here, Tom, why don’t you go 
away from Peekskill where you’re 
known? What’s the use of hanging 
around here disgracing your poor old 
father and myself? Go out West where 
you ain’t known, and start all over 
again.”

“ Will you stake me to some money? ” 
asked his half-brother eagerly.

“ Well, business is pretty bad just 
now." said Peter, “ but I think I can 
spare vou a little, if you’ll promise never 
to come back here or bother us any 
more.”

“ Give me the money and I’ll promise.”
Peter’s hand went to his pocket and 

he pulled out a leather pocketbook and 
extracted therefrom a bill.

“ Here it is,” he said, offering the bill 
to his unfortunate half-brother.

The latter’s face went purple and his 
eyes flashed with rage as he snatched the 
greenback from the other’s hand and 
tore it to pie*ces.

“ Curse you ! ” he cried. “ How dare 
vou offer me a five-dollar bill? Do you 
take me for a beggar? Don’t you dare 
insult me like that again. Peter Robbins, 
or I ’ll kill you where you stand! ”

His manner was so fierce that with a 
cry of alarm Peter Robbins sprang for 
the ivory bell-button on his desk.

“ Don’t bother to call help,” laughed 
Tom Robbins bitterly. “ I won't hurt 
you. I ’m going away right now. I 
won’t stay here any longer despite your 
cordial brotherly welcome. You've 
done great work to-day. Peter Robbins! 
You’ve made a criminal out of an honest 
mart! You’ve made a criminal out of 
vour own brother!

You were my last hope, and you ve 
thrown me down. I’m through with an 
honest and respectable life now ! \  ou’ll
hear of me in the future, probably, and 
it may make vou blush, when you do hear 
of me, to think that I ’m your brother. 
I ’ve served four years in prison, but I 
swear, as God hears me, that I ’ve never 
done a dishonest act in my life ; hut 
now I ’m going to start in with a venge­
ance ! I’m going to make a record for 
myself, a record that'll make you 
ashamed of the name you bear! And

you’ll be to blame for it. Peter Robbins! 
You’ll have the satisfaction of knowing 
that you’re the cause of my downfall! ”

He turned and walked swiftly out of 
the place, leaving his half-brother too 
stunned to reply.

For a full minute after the wretched 
man had departed, Peter sat motionless 
in his chair; then his eyes lighted on the 
torn fragments of the five-dollar bill, 
lying scattered on the floor. The sight 
of them broke the spell and he stooped 
eagerly down and, picking them up, 
gently fitted them together on the desk.

Several pieces were missing, and Peter 
sighed. Whether the sigh was occasioned 
by the impossibility of restoring the bill 
to its original form or by regret for the 
interview he had just had with his un­
fortunate brother is not known.

“ Well, anyway, we’ve got rid of him, 
thank goodness for tha t! ” he muttered.

In the meantime Tom Robbins was 
walking swiftly through the streets of 
Peekskill, uncertain where to go, and not 
caring now whp recognized him.

As he passed the store of old Obadiah 
Smithers he was again hailed by that 
gossip.

‘‘Well. Tom.” said the old man 
eagerly, “ have you seen your father? 
Has he forgiven you? I can see by your 
face that he hasn't. I told you you’d 
fail. I told you you were wasting your 
time to try it. They’re a pair of hard 
men, your father and your half-brother 
Peter. You might have expected the re­
ception you’d get.”

Tom clenched his fists, his eyes blazing 
with anger and hatred.

“ I'll get square with them,” he hissed. 
“ Don’t you worry. Obadiah. I'll get 
square with them all, before many days 
have passed. They’ve shown me no 
mercy, and by Heaven, when my time 
comes. I'll show them none!”

CHAPTER III.
R E V E N G E D .

O l d  Caspar Dolman was standing i n  

the doorway of his store, reviewing the 
people who passed, when Hazleton came 
along.

“ Hallo, Dolman! ” he called. “ How­
dy? I can’t stop to talk to you just now.
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I ’m hurrying to keep an appointment. 
Don't forget to send those goods. Tues­
day. By the way, how's that new book­
keeper? Has he stolen anything yet?” 

“ He's gone,” replied Dolman, “ I 
fired him yesterday. I ’ve got another 
bookkeeper now. He ain’t as bright as 
the last; but he’s got iron-clad refer­
ences. He’s got letters of recommenda­
tion from his previous employers, his 
clergyman, his parents, and the superin­
tendent of the Y. M. C. A. branch he at­
tends. Oh, I ’ve been very careful this 
time.”

“ So you took my advice after *all, 
eh?” laughed Hazleton.

“ Oh, yes, I found you were right 
about that other fellow. After you had 
gone yesterday I asked him a few ques­
tions. What do you think I discov­
ered ? ”

“ W hat?” asked Hazleton with some 
interest.

“ That my precious bookkeeper was a 
jailbird. He told me so himself, un- 
blushingly. Admitted to me that he was 
an ex-convict and had served four years 
in prison. Of course I gave him his 
walking - papers instanter; and. would 
vou believe it? the young rascal actual­
ly had the nerve to get angry because I 
wouldn’t keep him in my employ! He 
gave me a terrible tongue-lashing and 
told me I wasn’t broad-minded. What 
do you think of that for nerve? ”

“ Well, you’re lucky to have got rid 
of him.” said Hazleton. “ So long. Dol­
man. I can’t stop any longer. I hope 
your new bookkeeper will prove as satis­
factory as his references.”

But’ as Hazleton disappeared up the 
street. Dolman shook his head sadly.

“ This fellow may be honest,” he 
mused. “ but he’s darned slow compared 
to Robbins. Robbins was the finest 
bookkeeper I’ve ever seen. It’s too bad 
his character wasn't as good as his figur­
ing. I guess Hazleton is pretty near 
right. The only honest bookkeepers are 
the slow ones. When you get hold of a 
real rapid fellow, he s bound to turn out 
to be a crook. I guess I 11 have to put 
up with slow bookkeepers in future. 
Well, sir. what can I do for you?”

The question was addressed to a short, 
thick-set man with the face of a prize­
fighter, who had entered the store.

“ Have you got a man named Tom 
Robbins employed here?” asked the fel­
low gruffly.

“ What do you want to know fo r?” 
asked Dolman.

“ I want to see him most particularly.” 
“ Are vou a friend of his? ”
“ Maybe.”
“ How long have you known him?” 
“ Say. mister. I ’m not here to answer 

questions. I’ve got business with Tom 
Robbins. Is he here?”

“ No, he isn’t, my surly friend,” re­
plied the old man.

“ Where is he, then? I understood 
that he was employed here as book­
keeper.”

“ He was until yesterday. I fired him 
yesterday.”

“ Oh, you did. eh? May I ask what 
fo r?”

“ You may ask; but you won’t get any 
answer unless you first tell me who you 
are.”

“ All right. I don't mind telling vou. 
I'm Sergeant Crane, of the central of­
fice.” •

“ Ah ! ” exclaimed the old man. “ So 
he’s been committing some more crimes, 
has he? That’s what I fired him for, 
sergeant, because I learned that he was 
an ex-convict. What do you want him 
for? ”

“ Burglary. There was a big job 
pulled off on Broadway last night, and 
we’ve reason to believe that he knows 
something about it. Can you tell me 
where he is ? ”

“ No, I’m sorry to say I can’t, ser­
geant. When I fired him yesterday he 
naturally didn’t tell me where he was 
going to. I ’m not surprised to hear that 
he’s committed a crime, though, for he 
threatened as much yesterday.”

“ He did. eh? What did he say?”
“ He said he was tired of living an 

honest life and that henceforth he was 
going to make a living dishonestly.”

“ He did. eh? ”
“ Yes. That’s why I’m not surprised 

to hear he’s committed burglary already.
I suppose I ought to congratulate myself 
that he didn’t break into my place. I 
was afraid he would.”

The other man glanced around the 
store, and shook his head.

“ Robbins is too wise a crook to at-
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tempt to crack a place like this. He 
only goes after big game.” he said.
“ There’s nothing for him to lift here ex­
cept dry-goods, and that stuff’s too bulky 
for a fellow working single-handed. It 
would need a truck and a partner to 
carry off enough of this swag to make it 
worth while, and Robbins works single- 
handed, as I understand it. I guess 
you’re safe, Mr. Dolman.”

“ Well, 1 don’t know so much about 
that,” remarked the old man. “ It 
wasn’t the stock I was thinking of. It 
was the safe. There’s over two thousand 
dollars in currency in the safe. He 
might come after that.”

“ Humph! Does he know the combi­
nation? ”

“ No. I didn’t entrust him with that, 
luckily. Still you see, sergeant, the safe 
is a very old one and not very strong. 
I ’ve always intended to replace it with 
a safe of modern make; but, somehow or 
other. I ’ve always neglected it. Come 
back here and I’ll show you. You see 
how easy it would be to pry open this 
door. Don’t you think the safe’s in 
danger while Robbins is around? ”

“ Well, I guess Robbins ain’t around. 
He’s probably beat it out of town, after 
pulling off that job last night. I don’t 
think "that you need have much fear of 
his coming here. Still, I ’ll give orders 
to the patrolman on post to keep a sharp 
lookout. One can’t be too careful.”

“ Thank you, sergeant,” said old Dol­
man gratefully. “ Will you have a 
cigar? ”

“ Thank ye.”
‘‘ If you catch Robbins, will you let 

me know. I’d like to feel confident that 
he’s behind lock and key once more. I 
thought his boasted reformation was 
only a bluff.”

Bless you, Mr. Dolman, of course it 
was. That kind of a man never reforms. 
Before they’re out of prison for one 
crime they’re already plotting and plan­
ning the next. If I get him I won t fail 
to let you know. I ’ve got my doubt, 
though, about making this collar. He’s 
a slippery customer is Robbins. Well, 
good day, sir, and thank you.”

“ Good day, sergeant. I ’m glad you 
called. Don’t forget to give orders to 
the patrolman on post to keep a sharp 
lookout here at nights. I guess he’ll

take more heed of your instructions than 
he would of mine. I told him to keep a 
sharp watch last night, but he seemed to 
take it as a joke. You detectives are all 
right; but I’m afraid I must say that 
the uniformed force are a shiftless lot.”

“ I must admit you’re right,” said the 
other with a sigh, as he passed out of 
the door.

“ So Tom Robbins has carried out his 
threat and started in, has he?” solil­
oquized old Dolman. “ It’s a good job 
I fired him when I did, or Heaven knows 
what would have happened. I’m awfully 
glad Sergeant Crane called. I don’t 
suppose Robbins will dare to come here 
to-night. As the sergeant said, he’s 
probably left the city for a few days after 
pulling off that other job.”

But the next morning when old Dol­
man entered his store, he almost had 
heart disease.

The back window had been jimmied. 
The safe had been broken open and its 
contents stolen.

On the floor near by was a sheet of 
paper on which was written in red ink:

Revenge! A  crooked life is so easy.
T O M  ROBBINS.

When he had recovered sufficiently 
from the shock to be able to speak, the 
old man flew to the telephone.

“ Hallo, Central! ” he cried, ‘‘ give 
me police headquarters. Is Sergeant 
Crane there? What's that, you say? He 
isn’t in? Well, send some detectives up 
here immediately. This is Dolman & 
Co.. Canal Street. I've been robbed by 
my ex-bookkeeper. Send detectives right 
away! There’s over two thousand dol­
lars stolen.”

While central office detectives were 
examining the pried-open safe and old 
Dolman was bitterly cursing Tom Rob­
bins and expressing an ardent desire to 
get hold of that young man, the people 
of Peekskill were expressing a similar 
desire and talking excitedly of the big 
fire which had occurred there, in the 
early hours of the morning.

The Robbins furniture factory had 
been burned almost to the ground.

The b i g  b u i l d i n g  h a d  b u r s t  i n t o  f l a m e  
a t  4 a . m . The l o c a l  f i r e  d e p a r t m e n t  

h a d  t r i e d  i n  v a i n  t o  c o p e  w i t h  t h e  b l a z e .
Investigation showed that the fire was
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of incendiary origin. It had started on 
the ground floor where a heap of rubbish 
had been piled and saturated with oil.

Peter Robbins stood watching the 
blaze, wringing his hands and calling 
upon the firemen to save his property.

Peekskill could not help laughing at 
his discomfiture. The fire put three hun­
dred people out of employment, and for 
that Peekskill was, of course, sorry; but 
the people of Peekskill could not help re­
joicing at the punishment that had come 
to Peter Robbins.

Because of their meanness and stingi­
ness. neither he nor his father was pop­
ular.

Peter’s fire-insurance had run out two 
days before. Peter had haggled with 
the company over a raise in premiums, 
and in the meantime had neglected to 
renew the policy. As a consequence the 
fire meant a total loss to him.

When he saw that his property was 
doomed he was crazed with grief and 
despair.

As for poor old John Robbins, when 
he heard the news he was seized with 
another stroke and was carried to his 
bed unconscious.

After the fire was over, one of the 
firemen discovered the following legend, 
scrawled in white chalk on the red brick 
wall of the cellar:

Revenge number two. I said I'd get square. .
T O M  ROBBINS.

CHAPTER IV.
C O N F U S I N G  C L U E S .

T ile fireman who discovered the wri­
ting on the cellar wall ran outside with 
a shout, to impart the information to the 
fire chief.

In his haste he collided with Peter 
Robbins, who was standing with sorrow­
ful mien, gazing at the smoldering ruins 
of his furniture factory.

“ Confound you ! ” snapped the unfor­
tunate man, “ can’t you look where you’re 
going? ”

“ Can’t you look where I’m going 1 ” 
retorted the fireman. “ It’s your busi­
ness to get out of my way, you idiot. 
You’ve got no business standing here, 
anyway, interfering with the work of the 
firemen.”

“ Interfering with the work of the 
firemen! ” sneered Peter. “ A fine lot of 
work they do, for anybody to interfere 
with, don’t they?”

He pointed a shaking finger at the 
smoking walls.

“ I suppose I ’m expected to feel grate­
ful to you and your precious department 
for saving the ground my building stood 
on, eh ? That’s about all you have saved, 
darn you. That’s what I pay my taxes 
for, is it—to support a fire department 
which gives me no help at all, in time of 
need ? ”

“ I beg your pardon. Mr. Robbins,” 
said the fireman. 11 I didn’t recognize 
you or I wouldn’t have spoken as I did. 
I don’t blame you for being savage, see­
ing what you’ve lost. You shouldn’t 
blame us firemen, however. \Ve did the 
best we could. The fire was really too 
much for us. The man who set fire to 
your factory made too good a job of it, 
confound him.”

“ I'd like to learn who he is. I ’d kill 
him,” snarled Peter savagely.

“ Well, I think I can give you a good 
clue to his identity,” went on the fire­
man. “ I ’ve just made a discovery, Mr. 
Robbins. If you’ll be so good as to fol­
low me into the cellar I’ll show you 
who’s responsible for this dastardly out­
rage.”

“ Is he in there? ” cried Peter eagerly.
“ He ain’t, but his name is. It’s writ­

ten on the cellar wall, in chalk. Follow 
me and I’ll show it you.”

Peter followed the fireman into the 
ruins and read the legend written on the 
red bricks.

“ 'Pom Robbins ! ” he gasped. “ So it 
was he, was it? I half suspected as 
much; hut I didn’t think he’d dare— 
curse him ! By Heaven ! he shall suffer 
for this. I’ll show him no mercy. He’ll 
go to prison for a good long term this 
time.”

“ The punishment for arson is pretty 
heavy. I reckon.” remarked the fireman.

“ Heavv! It couldn’t be heavy enough 
to suit me! I wish the penalty were 
hanging! He should swing for it.”

“ He’s your brother, ain’t he?” ob­
served the fireman. “ I reckon you 
wouldn’t want to see your own brother 
hanged, when it came to the point, Mr. 
Robbins.”
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“ That's all you know about it,” 
snarled Peter. “ I’d stand by and see 
my own father hanged if he did me a 
scurvy trick-like this. I wouldn’t raise 
a hand to save him. If ever I catch Tom 
Robbins, it shall go hard with him. And 
I ’m going to catch him, too, as sure as 
my name’s Peter Robbins.”

“ There’s one thing that puzzles me, 
Mr. Robbins,” continued the fireman. 
“ He says, there, ‘ Revenge number 
two.’ Now I reckon that must mean 
that he’s done something else which con­
stitutes revenge number one. I wonder 
what that can be?”

“ I suppose we’ll find out later,” said 
Peter. m In the meantime I’m going to 
notify the police and have him arrested 
as soon as possible.”

He darted out of the ruins, his face so 
savage that it looked more like the face 
of a wild beast than that of a human 
being.

Among the crowd of spectators gath­
ered around the scene, he espied the night 
watchman of the factory. He rushed at 
him and seized him by the throat.

“ Confound you! ” he yelled, “ I paid 
you to watch this place at night. If you’d 
been doing your duty, this couldn’t have 
happened, darn you. What were you 
doing all night? Sleeping?”

The watchman was a feeble old man, 
and the frenzied grasp of Peter’s fingers 
on his throat almost choked him.

“ Don’t blame me, Mr. Robbins,” he 
gurgled, when his angry employer, recol­
lecting himself, suddenly released his 
hold. “ It warn’t my fault. I wasn’t 
asleep, sir. I was on duty all night, so 
help me God ; hut I saw nobody enter 
the building. If I’d have seen him, I’d 
have stopped him, Mr. Robbins. I would 
indeed ; but the man who set fire to your 
factory must have moved as silently as a 
cat. for he got in the place without letting 
me set eyes on him.”

“ You’re a fine watchman, you are,” 
snarled the enraged Peter. “ I?ll see 
that you're properly punished for this.” 

He darted off in search of the chief of 
police, and discovered that official on the 
outskirts of the crowd, talking to the 
fire chief.

‘‘ Chief Hawkins!” gasped Peter, 
“ whv are vou standing here gossiping 
when there's work for you to do? Why

don’t you get after the man who set fire 
to my factory? ”

“ \\ hy don’t you tell me who he is 
first?” retorted the chief oi police. 
“ Don’t you try to boss me, Mr. Robbins. 
I’m not one of your half-starved em­
ployees, I ’m glad to say.”

“ I ’ll tell you who he is, if you haven’t 
got the ability to find out for yourself,” 
sneered Peter. “ It was my scrapegrace 
half-brother, Tom Robbins, who did this 
dirty piece of work. Get after him and 
bring him here, alive or dead. I don’t 
care which.”

“ Your brother Tom !” gasped the 
chief of police. “ How do you know 
that, Mr. Robbins?”

“ Because I’ve got a pair of eyes in 
my head, which you lack,” sneered 
Peter. “ Go into that cellar and see for 
yourself.”

The chief of police and the fire chief 
went into the cellar and saw the hand­
writing on the wall.

“ Gee whiz! That is a good clue, 
ain’t i t? ” exclaimed the police chief to 
the fire chief. “ It certainly does look 
as if this affair is up to Tom Robbins. 
I didn’t know that he was in town. I’ll 
get him, by gad, before many hours have 
passed. Just imagine his doing anything 
like tha t! I’m not surprised, though, for 
he’s an ex-convict, and I suppose that, 
after a man’s served a term in prison, he’s 
capable of anything.

“ I always liked Tom Robbins, though. 
He was always of a generous, affable dis­
position, quite different from his brother 
Peter, and his grouchy old father. I ’m 
sorry to see Tom getting into more 
trouble. I never believed that he was 
guilty of that crime they charged him 
with in New York. However, this thing 
proves I was wrong, I guess.”

An hour later the chief of police met 
Obadiah Smithers, the old newsdealer, 
who had risen from his bed to see the 
Robbins factory burn.

“ I understand they suspect Tom Rob­
bins of setting fire to the place, Chief 
Hawkins.” he remarked.

“ Yes,” answered the chief, knowing 
the old man’s propensity for gossip and 
trying to dodge.

“ Well, if you’ve got a minute, chief,
I think I can give you some important 
information.”
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“ You can, eh? What is i t? ”
“ Well, I reckon I was the first man 

who spoke to Tom Rabbins when he 
struck Peekskill yesterday.”

“ You were, eh ? What did he come 
here for? ”

“ To persuade his old father and Peter 
to receive him into the family again.”

“ And they wouldn’t listen to him. 
eh?”

“ No, sirree. I warned Tom he was 
going on a hopeless errand a forehand, 
but he reckoned he’d make a try anyway. 
Well, sir, I saw him when he was coming 
back from his father’s house. He was 
real savage, and when I asked him how 
he had fared, what do you suppose were 
the words he used to me? ”

“ W hat?” asked the chief of police 
eagerly.

“ He says to me: ‘ I ’ll get square with 
them. Don’t you worry, Obadiah.’ says 
he. 1 I ’ll get square with them before 
many days have passed. They’ve shown 
me no mercy, and I'll show them none.’ 
Them was the very words he used, Chief 
Hawkins. I reckoned you’d consider 
them important evidence?”

“ You’re quite right,” rejoined the 
chief of police. “ If we get him. as 
we shall, you’ll make an important wit­
ness against him, Obadiah. The hand­
writing on the cellar wall would be 
damaging evidence enough. I guess: but 
with veur testimony in addition, I reckon 
we’ll fasten this crime on him without 
the shadow of a doubt.”

“ And do you think you’ll catch him, 
chief?” asked Obadiah.

“ I hope so,” replied the chief fer­
vently.

“ Well, you’d better hurry up, Chief 
Hawkins, or the New York police will 
get him first,” said the old man signifi­
cantly.

“ What do you mean? ”
“ I mean just this, chief, that the New 

York police are already on his track. 
They want him for something or other. 
1 don’t know just what. There was a 
New York detective here, late last night, 
looking for him.”

“ How do you know?” demanded 
Plawkins, in surprise.

“ Because I happened to be sitting 
smoking at the door of my store, not feel­
ing like going to bed, somehow or other.

A smooth-looking fellow comes up and 
begins to ask me if I ’ve seen Tom Rob­
bins. I asked him what he wanted to 
know for, and then he tells me who he 
is and that they want Tom in New York.” 

“ And did you admit to him that you 
had seen Tom ?” asked Chief Hawkins 
anxiously.

“ Yes, sir, I did. I told him all about 
our conversation. You see, I didn’t ex­
pect then that this fire was going to 
happen, or I would have kept my mouth 
shut. Of course I ’d prefer to see our 
local police force make the capture for 
this fire affair and get all the credit.”

1 The trouble with you. Obadiah, is 
that your tongue is bigger than the rest 
of your body put together,” snapped the 
chief of police angrily. “ If you’d kept 
your mouth shut about Tom Robbins be­
ing here, I ’d have had this case all to 
myself. I don’t want any of those New 
York fly cops floating around Peekskill. 
I ’ll wager they'll spoil the whole case.”

“ Well, come to think of it, chief,” 
said Obadiah, “ I reckon that New York 
detective has gone back to New York 
again.”

“ What makes you think that?”
“ Well, when I told him about the un­

satisfactory interview Tom had with his 
folks yesterday, the New York detective 
grunted and said. 1 I guess after that 
throwdown, my man went straight back 
to New York. I reckon I’ll go back to 
New York after him.’ says he.”

“ He did, eh? Well, what made him 
suppose that Tom had gone back to New 
York?” asked Hawkins.

“ I don't know, chief. You can search 
me. That was his idea, though. Of 
course he must have been wrong. If 
Tom had gone back to New York he 
couldn’t have set fire to Robbins’s fac­
tory early this morning, could lie?”

“ Well, it’s possible.” said the chief. 
“ It’s something like two hours bv rail 
from here to New York, so he could 
easily have gone there, of course, and re­
turned here early this morning to set fire 
to the factory. As a matter of fact, how­
ever. I don’t think he did any such 
thing. My theory is. that after his un­
satisfactory interview with his father and 
brother. Tom just hung around Peeks­
kill until night-time, brooding over his 
hard luck and trying to think up a way
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of getting square, until at last he thought 
of this dastardly piece of work and set 
fire to the factory. That's my idea. 1 
think the New York detective is ’way- 
off the track.”

“ I guess you’re probably right, chief,” 
admitted Obadiah. “ I reckon Tom 
didn’t leave Peekskill at all, as you say. 
Them New York policemen always think 
they know it a ll ; but they ain’t so smart 
at that.”

But when the New York evening pa­
pers reached Peekskill late that after­
noon, Obadiah and Chief Hawkins had 
reason to change their minds and agree 
that the New York detective had been 
right after all.

For the papers contained an account 
of the robbery of Dolman & Co.’s 
safe and the strange note left by Tom 
Robbins.

“ Well, that settles it,” remarked Chief 
Hawkins. “ It’s very plain now- that 
Tom Robbins did go to New York, yes­
terday. 1 reckon I know just what his 
movements were. He went to New York, 
robbed Dolman’s store, and then jumped 
on a freight and came back here to set 
fire to his brother’s factory.

“ He must be a desperate wretch. I 
wonder where he is now. Miles away 
by this time, I reckon. Wherever he is, 
I ’ll bet he’s chuckling to' think of the 
completeness of his revenge. I wonder 
how he’ll feel about it. though, when he 
learns that he’s killed his old father by 
setting fire to the factory?”

For old John Robbins had passed away 
that afternoon.

The old man never rallied from the 
shock he had received that morning on 
learning that the factory was in flames, 
and he died without uttering a single 
word.

CHAPTER V.
P A N I C  S U C C E E D S  P E A C E .

W h e n  a certain freight-train reached 
Benford. which is a few stations farther 
up than Peekskill. a man jumped off.

The man was Tom Robbins. He 
didn’t alight from the freight because he 
had am- particularly reason for visiting 
Benford or any particular desire to jump 
off there.

4 A

He jumped off, as a matter of fact; 
to avoid being thrown off bodily.

Trainmen on freights have ways that 
are none too gentle in dealing with stow­
aways. And Tun; Robbins was a stow­
away.

He had boarded the freight at Peeks­
kill, knowing that it was north bound, 
and that was all.

He didn’t know how far the train was 
going and he didn’t care. He had no 
particular destination in view. AH he 
wanted was to get away from Peekskill.

Apart from that he had no plans, ex­
cept that he had made up his mind to 
abandon the straight and narrow path 
furever, and to earn by force and roguery 
the living the world had denied him.

A freight-train came along, chanced to 
slow down a little as it reached him, and 
obeying an impulse he climbed stealthily 
aboard the bumpers of one of the cars.

When the train reached Benford, Tom 
heard the conductor approaching his 
perch, and as the train happened to be 
going just then at a pace slow enough 
to make jumping possible, he jumped.

That is how Tom Robbins happened 
to arrive at Benford.

“ Well, I'm here,” he said to himself 
with a mirthless little laugh. “ I guess 
this place is as good as any. What am I 
going to do now? It’s all very well for 
me to make up my mind I ’m going to 
lead a crooked life ; but how am I going 
about it? Shall it be forgery? 1 was 
always good at imitating people’s hand­
writing. I reckon I ought to make a 
pretty successful forger.

“ ( )r shall I branch out as a hold-up 
man? I guess with a piece of lead-pipe 
or a gun I ought to be able to scare timid 
folks into giving me enough money to 
support me. I look desperate enough, 
by gum! Or shall I try my hand as a 
burglar? That seems a lucrative line. 
Might try it. I suppose I'd be nabbed 
pretty soon : but it would be excitement 
While it lasted.”

The situation appealed to his sense of 
humor and he laughed again, this time 
not without a ring of mirth.

Oh. well,” he ruminated. “ I guess 
I’ll not make up my mind as to just what 
line of crime I’ll pursue. I won’t have 
any specialty. I'll trust to luck and take 
advantage of opportunities, as they come
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along. If I meet a prosperous-looking 
man on a lonely country road and he 
looks weak enough. I’ll knock him down 
and take his money from him; if I see 
a store window which looks easy to enter, 
I'll break in and rob the til l ; if I get a 
chance to forge a check, I’ll do it. I'll 
take whatever comes along. I ’ll live by 
my wits and the strength of my arm. 
That's about the best policy, I reckon.

“ In the meantime I ’ll walk around 
some and look this place over.”

He strode across fields and pastures 
until he reached the town. Suddenly he 
found himself on the bank of Benford 
Creek. He stood fora few minutes look­
ing at the swift-flowing water as it raced 
toward the Hudson.

As he stood there a thought entered 
his brain, the same thought which has 
occurred to many a desperate man stand­
ing at the brink of a river.

Why not end it all? It would be so 
easv. The water looked so peaceful and 
inviting. A jump—a splash—a strug­
gle to overcome the instinct to swim— 
for he was an accomplished Swimmer—- 
and it would lie all over.

Whv hesitate? The suggestion was 
a very temp ting one. but he shook it off 
f i r m l v .

Life wasn’t worth the living, and yet 
he wanted to live. He did not want to 
die, just yet. He wanted to get square 
with the world first. He wanted to re­
venge himself on his own flesh and blood 
by disgracing the name they bore,

( To  be c

No, he would not jump; not just now, 
anyway.

And yet he could not tear himself 
away from the spot. He stood there like 
an animal fascinated by the proximity of 
a snake.

On the opposite bank of the creek, a 
girl sat in a round-bottom boat, fishing 
with a drop-line.

Tom Robbins found himself watching 
this girl without knowing why he was 
doing so. He didn't care a snap of the 
finger for all the girls in the world, and 
he certainly did not care whether or not 
this girl caught any fish.

And yet he found himself watching in­
tently the casting and drawing in of the 
line.

The girl possessed more patience than 
luck, for she did not catch a single fish 
while Tom Robbins was there.

She evidently arrived at the conclusion, 
finally, that the reason for her lack of 
success was that she was dropping her 
line too near the boat, for she stood up to 
cast the hook farther out.

She swung the lead sinker around her 
head three times and let go.

Of course, the hook should have buried 
itself in the water several feet away from 
the boat | but it did nothing of the kind. 
What the hook actually did was to bury 
itself deep in the thumb of the girl’s 
other hand, and she gave a scream of 
terror and pain.

Tom saw at a glance what would hap­
pen, and uttered a shout of warning.

L O C K E D  I N .
By GARRET SMITH.

A  summer story with a decidedly cold interlude and a hot finish.

A N alluring hiding-place the ice-house 
had seemed.

The mercury stood at ninety degrees 
over the Fleetwood Valley, but to Percy 
Wilson it seemed like nine hundred. All 
that afternoon he and his gay house-party 
had been racing over the hills in a rever­
sion to childhood taking the form of the 
game of hide-and-seek.

Hence the joy in the cool, dark,

sawdust-carpeted recesses to which Percy 
h a d  b e ta k e n  h i m s e l f  as a h a p p y  thought.

But being locked in that delightful 
hiding-place was altogether different.

The game had been £)on Sheldon’s 
idea. Percy now sat on a pile of sawdust 
and said unpleasant things about Don.

He cursed that innocent youth’s erst­
while joyous notion in a manner that bade 
fair to melt the ice and blow off the roof.
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He also paid his compliments to old 
Jonas, his father's man, who had careless­
ly left the ice-house door open that 
afternoon.

And, in addition, he called down celes­
tial wrath on the deaf ears of aforesaid 
Jonas, which had failed to note his young 
master's warning cry when, remembering 
the open door, he had returned, closed, 
and locked it before Percy, within, fullv 
realized what had happened.

Jonas withdrew with a clear conscience.
Percy stayed right there. In fact, he 

saw a possibility of keeping right on re­
maining all night and then part of the 
next day. For Percy had let none of the 
others in on his brilliant scheme of hiding 
in the ice-house.

This exclusiveness on the part of 
Percy also furnished a theme for a short 
season of malediction on his own head.

Finally he stopped apostrophizing, and 
thought it over.

The crowd would hunt for him as a 
part of the game till dinner-time. That 
would be two hours. Not having found 
him then, they would become alarmed.

Percy, still enjoying the constitutional 
rights of life, liberty, and the pursuit of 
happiness, and failing to show up at 
dinner, was an unthinkable proposition.

From then on they would drag the lake 
and hunt for his mangled body at the 
bottom of cliffs and tall trees.

That would continue indefinitely. 
Come to think of it. he couldn’t hope 
for release by Jonas coming for ice the 
next day. Persons searching for the body 
of a missing son and heir don’t bother 
much about cool drinks.

Percy musingly trickled sawdust 
through his fingers and thought out a 
nice, neat epitaph he might have written 
on the ice-house door before entering if 
he had foreseen the outcome.

Alsu, he recalled pleasantly the 
legend of the facetious princess - bride 
who hid from her husband in the chest 
with the spring-lock. He chanted to him­
self the lines about finding her skeleton 
in the chest some fifty years later.

But it was ceasing to be a joke with 
Percv. Ice is commonly known to pos­
sess a temperature below the freezing- 
point. It likewise has an unpleasant 
habit of imparting this not exactly genial 
temperature to adjacent bodies, including

those of athletic young men in light linen 
suits.

Furthermore, the walls of ice - houses 
don’t let outside heat in, even when it is 
ninety degrees in the shade. That’s 
not what ice-house walls are for.

Percival was growing decidedly chilly. 
He shouted and kicked the walls of his 
prison. This occupation he kept up pretty 
steadily for two hours. It kept him from 
freezing; but walls that shut out heat 
shut in sound.

All attempts to smash the door in—or, 
rather, out—failed.

At length, completely exhausted. Percy 
sank back on the sawdust, and for the first 
time realized the full horror of his posL 
tii n.

There was not the slightest chance of 
any one hearing his cries or opening 
the ice-house within twelve hours at least. 
It was located in a hollow, tree-shaded 
spot some distance from the house.

.Meantime, he might he frozen tu death.
And only a few feet away the heat stood 

at ninety degrees!
In a frenzy, he again attacked the door, 

using the ladder as a battering-ram. But 
the rivets and heavy hinges were un­
moved. He beat the 'dead walls. He 
shouted again and again. All sounds 
were smothered.

Again he sank exhausted. Striking a 
match and looking at his watch, he found 
he had been a prisoner two hours and a 
half. It might well have been measured 
in years. At the house they would be 
waiting dinner for him.

Between exertion and hunger, his 
limbs refused further motion. That 
numbing chill was creeping over him.

A little longer in the blackness he 
stumbled about over the sawdust, more 
and more slowly and uncertainly, feebly 
throwing his arms about him in an 
attempt to keep the fast-ebbing bodily 
heat stirring in Iris veins.

Again he struck a match to note the 
time. Three hours and a half of this:

By now his friends must be searching 
the valley. Would any kind spirit sug­
gest to old Jonas the possibility that the 
neglected ice-house door had invited him 
to enter? Jonas, alas, wasn’t given to 
useful ideas !

Suddenly a wild notion struck Percy. 
He would burn himself out.
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Choosing the door as the dryest part of 
the little building, he felt his wav there, 
and, with his jack-knife, turned up a few 
splinters along a groove in the pine board. 
Then making a small torch of a handful 
of coarser shavings from the side of the 
ladder, he lighted it and held it up to the 
kindlers on the door.

They burned dully in the exhausted air. 
Then in a moment he realized that his 
attempt was wildly foolish. He would 
simply fill his little breathing-space with 
smoke that would smother him as well as 
the futile blaze.

He dropped his torch and reached up 
with his cap to put out the little fire. 
As he did so he wafted a puff of smoke 
into his nostrils, strangled, and toppled 
over to the sawdust, a helpless, huddled 
heap of despair.

His head was like so much lead. His 
bodv was numb.

He lay for only a moment, it seemed, 
when he felt in his brain the dreamy 
sensation of a freezing man. He shook 
himself together and staggered to his 
feet again.

He chafed his wooden fingers till he 
felt the sting of returning blood. Then, 
hardly thinking what he did, he drew his 
knife and fell to whittling desperately at 
a crack in the wall.

It was preposterous to think of cutting 
his way to freedom with a pocket-knife 
through those two layers of planks and 
the packing between. But he might pos­
sible cut an opening big enough to shout 
through.

At length, after an hour of whittling, 
his knife struck a harder wood. He had 
simply gone through the plank at a point 
where it was backed by a four-inch oak 
beam.

As he was about to throw down his 
knife in final despair, there came a new 
idea like a veritable Heaven-sent inspira­
tion.

Renewed hope was a tonic. He hewed 
the hole in the plank a little larger, then, 
shoving his knife-blade between the plank 
and the beam, he slowly hacked out tiny 
shavings till he had made a groove into 
which he could slip his finger.

Into this he pushed a tight wooden 
wedge whittled from the side of the 
ladder. Against the wedge he placed a 
bit of ice and warmed it with his breath

till water ran into the groove and soaked 
the wedge.

If the ancients could split marble by 
that process, he could tear off a plank 
from a beam in the same wav.

In a few minutes the swelling wedge 
had made a little gap between the plank 
and the beam. Into this he inserted an­
other dry wedge and proceeded as before.

So he alternated, each wedge .a little 
larger, till the plank was an inch from 
the beam.

Percy still had strength enough to 
break a round from the ladder. Inserting 
this under the plank as a lever, he threw 
his whole weight back on the end of it.

The plank gave way and came off. Re­
moving the sawdust parking, he laid bare 
the outer plank. This he attacked with 
knife and wedges as before.

But his strength was fast failing. 
Progress was slower and slower. At 
length, however, the plank gave way a 
little and a current of air poured in. Then 
he fell by the crevice, too weak to force 
the plank farther.

Suddenly he became aware of a peculiar 
warmth. He opened his eyes. There was 
a light in his prison. Turning his head, 
he understood.

Instead of freezing, he was simply 
going to burn to death.

This is what had happened.
When he had given up his first mad at­

tempt to burn his way out. his glowing 
torch had dropped unnoticed in some dry 
sawdust at the foot of the ladder. There 
it had smoldered with too little air to 
burst into flame. But with the advent 
of fresh oxygen, k had suddenly blazed 
up.

The ladder and door were well dried 
from exposure to the sin when the trap 
was open. The whole building was of 
resinous pine. The flames leaped through 
it like tinder.

Before Percy could move he was in a 
fiery furnace.

With the instinct of a cornered animal, 
Percy clawed back the sawdust in the 
center of the place, lay down, and threw 
it back over him like a cool, wet 
blanket.

The roof timbers began to fall. Sev­
eral times he was nearly suffocated with 
smoke. Each time a puff of wind 
through the roof, now burnt open, blew
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the flames aside for a moment and gave 
him a breathing-spell through an air-hole 
he had left in the sawdust.

At length the saving draft failed him 
a little too long. There was a moment 
of horrible choking for breath. Then 
everything faded away.

Percy opened his eyes in the light of 
a lantern. Don Sheldon was stooping 
over him. Millie Porter was bathing his 
face with cold water.

He was lying on a grassy slope near 
the lake shore. Turning his head in­

quiringly, he saw the smoldering ruin of 
the ice-house a little way oil.

It had not been a dream, then.
"Thank God! He's come to!" ex­

claimed Don. “ Say, old man, you had a 
close call. If that pile of ice hadn’t 
toppled over when the. wall burned away 
and rolled you out at our feet, you’d have 
stayed right up there and roasted. We 
never dreamed of your being around here. 
We thought you had played a joke on 
us this afternoon and gone across to the 
Hathaways’ to dinner. We never thought 
of hunting after dinner-time.”

S E C R E T  E N E M I E S . *
By F. K. SCRIBNER,

Author of “ A  Conflict with Caesar,** “ The Eagle of Empire,*’ “ The Ravens of the Rhine,” etc. 

The man with a difficult trust to execute in a strange country 
and threatened by foes whom he has no means of knowing.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
A r r i v i n g  in Paris tn visit his friend, Victor de M arrest, Sir Harold Campbell dis­

covers that the marquis has been consigned to the Bastile through a lettre de cachet in the 
hands of some powerful enemy. Campbell sets out in basic for the Chateau Bleaumont
to aid Mile, de Marrast, whom lie has reason to believe is also in, danger. At an inn
some distance from Foulon he is overtaken by a man who lias evidently trailed him from
Paris. Escape being impossible, lie turns to meet the stranger, his hand on the pistol
in his pocket. _ _ _____ ____

CHAPTER V.
N E W  M O V E S  O F  T H E  E N E M Y .

T HE door opened and a man crossed 
the threshold. For a moment the 

poor light bothered him and he peered 
forward, craning his neck sidewise. But 
although he did not in the first instant 
discern Campbell, the latter had no diffi­
culty in recognizing the intruder.

It was the somber-faced servant who 
had admitted him to the Hotel de Mar­
rast.

T h e n  th e  m a n  saw  h im  a n d  to o k  a 
quick step forward.

“ It is vou, monsieur? " cried he 
eagerly.

"So it would seem. W ell?” replied 
Campbell sharply.

Ele had discovered one of the enemy— 
the traitor who' had sold his master.

*  B e g a n  A u g u s t  A r g o s y .

" They told me that you were asleep. 
It is fortunate, most fortunate, that you 
tarried here, monsieur;' murmured the 
other.

His manner of address was hardly 
what might be expected from an enemy 
who had ridden at breakneck speed from 
Paris to overtake him, but though Camp­
bell was surprised, he did not for an in­
stant relax his guard. He did not pro­
pose to be tricked so easily.

“ So you expected to find me asleep? 
Vou see, I sleep lightly, my friend,” said 
he coldly. Then he added in anger:

" But why did you expect to find me 
at all? Vou have followed me from 
Paris. Why? ”

The man was plainly wearied, and the 
perspiration was rolling down his face. 
He wiped his mouth with the back of 
his hand.

S in g le  cop ies  1 0  cen ts.
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" Monsieur;’ he stammered, “ I have 
hastened after you from the Hotel de 
Marrast, though I am unused to being 
mounted upon a horse.”

Campbell smiled grimly.
“ And so you have hastened after me. 

Well, now that you have found me. what 
then?”

The man coughed violently.
“ Listen, monsieur,” said he in a weak 

voice. “ I see you take me for an en­
emy—an enemy to my master, the Mar­
quis de Marrast; and you are wondering 
why I am here.”

Campbell made an impatient gesture.
“ If it is for the purpose of detaining 

me, it will be the worse for you. Get
out of my way! ” said he gruffly, and 
took a step forward.

He no longer feared violence; the fel­
low was on the verge of collapse. He 
stretched out his hand and seized him 
by the collar ; the other hung limp in his 
grasp, only opening and shutting his 
mouth rapidly.

Campbell thrust him aside with such 
force that his body crashed against the 
wall. The hostler, standing in the hall, 
was gaping, open-mouthed ; the young 
Scotchman spoke sternly :

*' My horse! What are you staring 
at? ”

Then, suddenly, the man who had rid­
den from Paris collected himself by a 
powerful effort.

* Monsieur.' ” he cried hoarsely. 11 For 
God's sake, monsieur, listen to me, if 
you would save Mile, de Marrast! ”

Campbell turned sharply. There was 
a note of agony in the man’s voice which 
could not be mistaken. The fellow 
stretched out his arms.

“ Kill me afterward if you will, but 
first listen. It is a terrible night I have 
passed, monsieur.”

“ If it is a trick, I shall certainly kill 
you. Come, out with i t ! ” said Camp­
bell sternly, and slammed the door in 
the hostler’s face.

The man swallowed convulsively.
“ Monsieur,” he stammered.
“ Well, I am waiting,” replied Camp­

bell.
The other leaned heavily against one 

of the tables.
“ Monsieur ’’ he went on. “ I have 

served the Marquis de Marrast for eight

years. Mademoiselle is my friend. I 
owe her more than I can repay.”

“ That is evident.” replied Campbell 
coldly, but the fellow’s manner convinced 
him that there was no trickery brewing.

“ If the marquis were here he would 
not doubt me,” continued the man. “ Be-, 
lieve me, monsieur, since they took him 
away yesterday I have been almost be­
side myself. I desired to do much— 
to tear him from the hands of the sol­
diers—-but I was powerless. Even as the 
Comte de Plauex was powerless in that 
dreadful hour.”

“ W ell?” said Campbell sharply.
“ I could do nothing, learn nothing, 

until last night—when you came. I was 
being observed ; that miserable Jacques 
was watching me.”

“ Jacques?” demanded Campbell.
“ The under-butler. I felt his eyes 

always upon me. I wanted to. strangle 
him, for it was he who admitted the 
officer who came to take our master to 
the Bastile. Had I opened the door, 
monsieur, I should have slammed it 
quickly: then it might have been pos­
sible for the marquis to escape. Per­
haps you remember Jacques, monsieur? 
It was he who passed you in the corri­
dor when I had taken you up-stairs.” 

Campbell recalled the incident, but 
he had not noted the man’s face partic­
ularly. So the fellow who had admit­
ted the officer, and had without doubt 
opened the letter on the library table, 
was the under-butler of the Hotel de 
Marrast.

His companion continued:
“ When you knocked I did not want 

to admit you, monsieur, for I feared 
everybody. I even presumed, when, by 
the count’s orders, I had locked you in 
the library, to station myself beside the 
little door hidden from your sight by the 
draperies; not the door by which the 
count entered, but another on the oppo­
site side of the apartment. Well, it was 
not verv long after the count had joined 
vou that I discovered that I was not the 
only listener. The door through which 
he had come was, as you know, also 
concealed by curtains; after the count 
passed into the room some one stationed 
himself behind those curtains. I could 
detect him peeping through the aper­
ture. It was that miserable Jacques.
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“ I heard everything that was said in 
. the room; heard you read that terrible 
• letter, monsieur. I began to tremble so 
violently I feared you would hear me. It 
was worse than I thought—not only my 
master, but also mademoiselle. All that 
time Jacques was listening, though he 
knew almost everything beforehand. 
Then, finally, you declared that you 
would save mademoiselle; would ride to 
Fouten that night. That was evidently 
what Jacques was waiting to hear, for 
at once he left his hiding-place.

" I followed his example, for I sus­
pected he was going to leave the house— 
perhaps waylay you on the boulevard, 
and so prevent your going to Foulon 
to save mademoiselle. I think if he had 
tried to depart I should have killed him 
and taken the consequences. I was sure 
then that he had betrayed the marquis.

But he did not intend to leave the 
house, for when I ran down the main 
corridor, unlocking the library door as 
I passed, he was near the foot of the 
stairs, and I followed so cautiously he 
did not suspect. He hurried to the rear 
of the building, opened a window, and 
looked down on the little alley running 
back to a branch of the main boulevard. 
It was through that way the marquis 
might have escaped.

■'As I have said. Jacques leaned out 
of the window, and I quite close behind 
him. It would have been so easy to give 
one push and he would have fallen head­
first to the pavement, ten feet below ; that 
would have dosed his mouth. Well, for 
a moment he looked out, and then gave 
a low, sharp whistle. It must have been 
the signal to some one, for after several 
seconds he began to speak rapidly. He 
was telling some one in the alley that 
you were going to Toulon to warn mad­
emoiselle.

“ You will understand, monsieur, that 
all this happened in a few moments. I 
had just time to jump back when be 
shut the w in d o w .  I t  w o u ld  h a v e  been 
I who would have felt the knife had 
he found me t h e r e I  am sure of that. 
So I waited until he had disappeared, 
and then went back to the main hall: at 
that moment you were descending the 
stairs. You remember, monsieurl ”

“ Yes.” said Campbell shortly, “ And 
have you ridden from Paris to tell me

that some one was aware T am en route 
for Eoulon? You might have told me 
there in the hall.”

" Monsieur does not comprehend; 
Jacques was leaning over the banister 
at the head of the stairs. Do not think 
I feared so much for my own life. Only 
I thought this: if I can work in the dark 
I may be of some value; if they know 
that I know I will be watched, perhaps 
put out of the way. In either case how 
could I assist mademoiselle/  ”

Campbell looked at the fellow curi­
ously. And the man had ridden during 
half of the night to tell him what he 
knew perfectly, that his journey to Fou- 
lcn was not a secret. But he understood 
it was done in good faith through a de­
sire to serve Mile, de Marrast. For he 
believed that his companion had told the 
truth.

“ What is your name, my friend? " he 
asked ; then added : “ I shall not forget 
to speak of this to the marquis when— 
I see him.”

“ Jean Labrie. I have the honor to 
serve as butler to the Marquis de Mar­
rast,” the man answered.

Campbell turned toward the door.
“ Well, Jean Labrie. you are an hon­

est fellow, and in the marquis’s name I 
thank you for what you have done. 
Plainly you are exhausted. Remain here 
for a few hours—eat and sleep. I will 
pay.”

The butler put out his hand in the 
quick, peculiar gesture which was habit­
ual with him when in a state of excite­
ment.

“ But, m o n s ie u r he stammered.
Campbell paused, his foot upon the 

threshold ; he was impatient to be gone.
“ I have not told you everything— 

what impelled me to mount a horse and 
follow you from Paris, the most impor­
tant thing of all. monsieur."

Campbell took his hand from the knob 
of the door.

“  Y o u  h a v e  s o m e th in g  m o re  to tell 
me?” lie demanded.

“ This, monsieur: at the first oppor­
tunity, as soon as Jacques left the hotel, 
which was shortly after you had gone, I 
followed vou to the inn kept bv Pierre 
Beschade.” 1

“ The inn near the Pont au Change— 
you followed me there? ”
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“ To tell you what I had learned, for 
I hoped to find vou before you had left 
Paris.”

And you failed. Speak quickly, my 
friend.”

“ You were not there, and I did not 
dare inquire of the landlord if any one 
had demanded a horse within the past 
half-hour. You see, I feared Jacques 
or one of his companions might be about 
and discover that I knew something. You 
may be sure, monsieur, I was terribly dis­
appointed and did not know which way 
to turn. Then it struck me that the best 
thing I could do, seeing I was there, was 
to drink a bottle of wine; it would sharp­
en my wits. And, besides, I had not 
tasted a thing since before they took the 
marquis away.

“ The main room was full, and I had 
no desire for company. I knew that on 
the second floor, overlooking the river, 
were private rooms where for a franc 
one might drink in peace. I went up­
stairs, gave my order to a waiter in the 
hall, and entered the first vacant alcove. 
The window was open and a little table 
beside it. I sat down, the most miser­
able man in all Paris.

“ I had drank half the bottle of wine 
and was gaining renewed courage, when 
voices came to me through the window. 
At first I did not notice them particu­
larly, for I understood that others had 
entered the alcove next to mine. The 
window of that one was also open, 
so to hear everything was not difficult 
if one chose to listen. Suddenly I 
pricked up my ears. Through the win­
dow a name came to me; it was that of 
my master, the Marquis de Marrast.

“ I can tell you, monsieur, if I was in­
different before, now I became all at­
tention. Perhaps it was only idle gos­
sip—for in the taverns they gossip freely 
about one who has been imprisoned in 
the Bastile—but the idea came into my 
head that I should hear something im­
portant. I leaned forward, resting my 
elbows on the sill, and listened.

“ ‘ De Marrast will trouble no one, 
but there is that fool of an Englishman. 
No one ever knows what those English 
may do,’ said one of those in the next 
room.

“ ‘ Do not bother yourself about that, 
my friend,’ replied another.

‘‘ ‘ But the fellow has ridden away; 
he may reach P’oulon in the morning.’

“ I heard a short laugh.
" ‘ To be put under arrest. The po­

lice will be on the watch for him.’ ” 
Campbell’s face showed the surprise 

he felt at this unexpected statement,
“ Then the police of Foulon are on 

the side of our enemies? ” said he grimly. 
Labrie made a little gesture.
11 Because, monsieur, it has been rep­

resented to them that you have stolen a 
horse and ridden out of Paris.”

“ Stolen a horse! I? ”
His companion permitted a smile to 

cross his sphinxlike face.
“ You see it is this way, monsieur ’’ he 

explained. “ It would appear that you 
succeeded in obtaining a horse, how or 
where I know not, but your enemies dis-. 
covered it quickly. It seems that Be- 
schade rushed up to some one, declaring 
with tears of rage that an Eng­
lishman, who had but lately arrived at 
his inn. had demanded of him a horse. 
He had stated that none could be ob­
tained that night, but that something 
might be accomplished in the morning.

“ Now, it happened a horseman had 
ridden up to the door and had left the 
beast standing while he went inside to 
refresh himself. Between his sobs the 
landlord declared the Englishman had 
slipped through the door, mounted the 
horse, and ridden off before any one ob­
served what he was doing. He declared 
it meant ruin to him, for the owner of 
the horse would demand that he pay.” 

Campbell, though astonished beyond 
measure, could not repress a smile. He 
understood why the landlord had lied so 
cleverly.

" So that is the story, and of course 
every one in the inn knew that I had 
obtained what I desired,” he said. “ But 
how, pray, should the police of Foulon, 
eighteen leagues from the Pont au 
Change, know that a horse-thief was 
likelv to arrive among them at the end 
of a few hours? ”

11 It but proves, monsieur, how clever 
are your enemies,” answered Jean La­
brie. 11 Now, it is certain that it is the 
desire of some one that you do not ar­
rive at the Chateau Bleaumont too soon. 
In fact, they are a little afraid of what 
vou might discover, monsieur. Well, the
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story which the landlord told suited them 
exactly; to have you seized by the police 
and detained, if only for a few days, 
would be excellent. You perceive, in that 
event, the police would be doing their 
work.

'' At once they put their heads to­
gether, and it resulted in some one being 
sent post-haste out of Paris and across 
the country to Foulon; some one who 
knew the road and could arrive ahead 
of you, if only an hour. For this mes­
senger to repeat the landlord’s story 
to the police must result in your arrest 
the minute you set foot in Foulon. 
Doubtless you would be liberated after­
ward, if you could furnish proof that— 
you did not steal the horse, monsieur"

Campbell’s face had become intensely 
grave.

“ And did you hear this fine plot 
through the window?” he asked.

‘‘ That is what I heard, monsieur.”
Campbell bit his lip ; he realized per­

fectly that he had been checkmated in 
fine fashion. To go on to Foulon meant, 
perhaps, some days of detention by the 
authorities; and it was imperative there 
be no further delays in reaching Mile, 
de Marrast.

Just in what lay her danger he could 
only guess, but the marquis understood 
and had urged him not to lose an hour.

Labrie was watching his face narrow­
ly. The young man turned to him 
almost fiercely.

“ How far is the chateau from Fou­
lon—surely not in the town itself?” he 
demanded.

“ About a league—to the west,” was 
the answer,

Campbell straightened himself like 
a soldier going into action.

“ Then.” said he calmly, “ I will reach 
the chateau, and your police can go to 
the devil. It is not necessary to pass 
through Foulon at all.”

For the second time he turned toward 
the door, and for the second time the 
words and manner of the butler re­
strained him. With the characteristic 
of his class, the fellow had been work­
ing up to a climax. Campbell saw he 
had something more to say and waited.

‘‘ It is true that monsieur might reach 
the chateau without riding too near Fou­
lon, but—it is no longer necessary for

monsieur to go to the chateau; within 
three hours mademoiselle will have 
started for Paris ! ”

For a moment Campbell remained 
Speechless. During that moment it flashed 
into his head that the fellow had either 
tricked him, or else had lost his senses.

He made a sudden movement, as 
though to take him by the collar for the 
second time. The man drew back a step.

“ Listen, m o n sie u rsaid he in a grave 
voice. “ What I have told you I learned 
last night at the tavern. I learned some­
thing else, also.”

“ Then out with it, in God’s name! ” 
cried Campbell.

“ Oh, they told me plain enough. It 
was that no later than yesterday after­
noon, a moment after the marquis had 
been arrested, a horseman departed front 
Paris for the chateau. He was to tell 
mademoiselle that her presence was re­
quired at the Hotel de Marrast, and that 
no time, was to be wasted. He must 
have reached her by now, and she will 
obey the summons, thinking harm has be­
fallen the marquis. She will order the 
coach to he in readiness at once, for she 
will think only of hastening back to 
Paris.”

Against his inclination Campbell was 
forced to accept the truth of this state­
ment. He saw that he had to deal with 
supreme cunning: that the' man who had 
sent the marquis to the Bastile knew 
how to play his cards well.

Mile, de Marrast. knowing nothing of 
what had occurred in Paris, would be­
lieve the summons came from her 
brother; perhaps she would be tricked 
by a forged letter. She would, indeed, 
lose no time in leaving the chateau.

Then another thought flashed into 
Campbell’s mind, a hope at which he 
grasped eagerly:

“ But mademoiselle will come by this 
road; by going on I cannot help but 
meet her.”

Labrie shook his head.
“ And what would that profit you, 

monsieur|  In the first place, there may 
be several with her, and what could you 
do against even two or three if it came 
to violence? And in the second, even 
if you got speech with her, what might 
she decide? You are a stranger, mon­
sieur. Would she believe you? ”
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Campbell realized this was only com­
mon sense, but made one last effort.

“ But the marquis’s letter? It would 
be sufficient proof to her.”

“ And do you think, monsieur, that 
they would permit her to read that let­
ter? The man who rode from Paris last 
night will have joined them and they 
will be on the watch for you.”

“ But if they had planned to entice 
’Mademoiselle to leave the chateau, why 
such precautions to prevent me reaching 
a cage from which the bird has already 
flown? ”

“ Because they do not know what you 
may do. The good folk of Foulon have 
ears and some may believe; it' is even 
possible certain ones might ride after 
the coach if you exhibited the marquis’s 
letter. In Foulon they love mademoi­
selle, for she helps the poor. Oh. that 
Jacques was a blockhead, after all ; hav­
ing read the letter, he should have de­
stroyed it or put it in his pocket, then 
no one would have known what the mar­
quis had written. But now it is feared 
you raav show the letter to the honest 
people of Foulon, whose suspicions are 
easily aroused.”

“ I understand.” Campbell replied; 
“ vet, if 1 remain here and permit them 
to take mademoiselle to Paris she is 
surely lost.”

*• I do not think so, monsieur.'’ an­
swered Jean Labrie gravely. “ A coach 
travels slowly, and it is eighteen leagues 
to Paris. They must stop here, or at 
some inn not far away, for the night; 
that, or go forward in the darkness. 
Now. what one cannot do by daylight 
may be accomplished under other condi­
tions. We will wait, monsieur. \\ ho 
knows what opportunity may arise be­
tween now and to-morrow morning? ”

CHAPTER VI.
THE FACE IX THE CAXDI. E-I.IGHT.

C a m p b e l l  haul misgivings as to the 
outcome of the plan his companion sug­
gested, but realized that he must, per­
force, adopt it if he hoped to accom­
plish anything.

But Jean Labrie did not appear to be 
troubled with doubts. The man was 
utterly worn out and desired sleep above

all things. Going to a room in the tav­
ern, he threw himself upon the bed and 
in ten minutes was snoring soundly.

The remainder of the morning dragged 
heavily to Campbell. More than once 
he envied the peaceful sleep of the but-, 
ler. whose zeal certainly equaled his own, 
but whose temperament permitted him to 
forget his anxieties.

Once seated on the grass beneath a 
tree at the rear of the inn, the Scotch­
man lost himself ; but his brief slumber 
was troubled, and, although he felt 
somewhat refreshed, he awoke restless 
and ill at ease. He wondered what Vic­
tor de Marrast would have done had 
their positions been reversed.

It was in the early afternoon when 
Labrie joined him, his eyes heavy with 
sleep, but no longer drooping from 
weariness. Although the man must have 
felt that, under the circumstances, he 
should be treated with consideration, he 
retained his deferential manner, that of 
the well-trained servant in the presence 
of a superior.

Ulonsieur would pardon him, he ven­
tured, for having slept so soundly, and 
had monsieur been provided with a suit­
able luncheon during his absence?

And when Campbell acknowledged 
that he had partaken that day only of 
a cup of coffee and a roll, Labrie hur­
ried off to interview the powers which 
controlled the inn. Campbell had 
learned ere this that the landlord had 
gone to Paris, leaving the reins of gov­
ernment in the hands of his hostler.

And this hostler and Jean Labrie 
struck up a wonderful friendship; to 
what purpose Campbell was to learn di­
rectly.

The afternoon dragged with lagging 
steps; if Mile, de Marrast had, indeed, 
left Foulon that morning, the coach 
could not be many miles away. Despite 
his habitual coolness. Campbell's pulses 
began to beat more quickly.

f t  w a s  c lose  to six o ' c lo c k  w h e n  I .abr ie  
a p p e a r e d  su d d e n ly  b e fo re  h im .

" Monsieur’s supper is served,” said he. 
Then, after a moment’s hesitation: " If
monsieur will permit, there are certain 
things I will speak of while monsieur 
is dining.”

Campbell nodded; somehow or other 
he was beginning to have great respect
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for this quiet, sober-faced French serv­
ant, who, it seemed, always opened his 
mouth to some good purpose.

When they were alone Labrie made 
that quick little gesture which showed 
that inwardly he was laboring under 
excitement.

Monsieur,” he began, “ I have taken 
the liberty to make certain arrangements, 
which I submit for your approval. Mon­
sieur will pardon me?”

“ Certainly; go on, my friend,” an­
swered Campbell.

“ I have enlisted Fortier in your be­
half, monsieur."

“ And who is Fortier?”
“ The hostler—who is more than anx­

ious to assist us in whatever we may 
choose to do to-night.”

“ But how can he help us?” Camp­
bell wanted to know.

Labrie began to explain.
“ You see, it is this way, monsieur. 

We do not know much about this neigh­
borhood, and it is necessary to know 
something in order to work in the dark. 
Now, this Fortier is perfectly familiar 
with everything; for instance, he has 
told me that the nearest inn between 
here and Foulon is ten miles away. It 
is, therefore, probable a coach which left 
Foulon early this morning would not 
stop'for the night at that place; rather, 
it would push on and arrive here a little 
after nightfall.”

“ Proceed, my friend,” said Campbell 
shortly.

“ Well, it is an excellent idea to send 
out scouts when one is preparing to do 
battle, but I figured out that our forces 
were not large enough for that, mon­
sieur. Therefore, I determined to en­
list the aid of Fortier.”

“ But is the fellow to be trusted? A 
single slip and our efforts will end in 
failure.”

Monsieur,” continued Labrie gravely. 
“ I had only to mention the name of 
Reveillon; from that moment the hos­
tler began to beg to become one with us.”

“ And who is Reveillon? What has 
he to do with this matter?” demanded 
Campbell.

“ Ah ! I had forgotten that monsieur 
is a stranger to France. This Reveillon 
is the most hated of all men in the king­
dom, among certain classes. It was he.

once a poor man himself, who advocated 
the reduction of all wages. For that 
he was decorated by the king with the 
order of the Black Ribbon.”

“ And what, in (Sod's name, has that 
to do with our affairs?”

“ Just this. I said to Fortier; ‘ Lis­
ten ! Do you know why monsieur, in 
there, is here? Why he has ridden so 
desperately from Paris? Well, I do 
not mind telling you, for I believe you 
to be a friend of the people. Monsieur 
has received word that his sister, who 
has been residing at a chateau near Fou­
lon. has aroused the passion of a certain 
gentleman in Paris ?

“ 1 Of course, she would have nothing 
to do with him, therefore he has taken 
matters into his own hands. He has 
caused her to be kidnaped from the cha­
teau and she is at this moment being 
carried to Paris, a prisoner. This ab­
ductor is no other than Reveillon, late 
of the Faubourg St. Antoine.’

“ ‘ What are you saying? This Rev­
eillon is carrying off a g irl?’ he de­
manded.

“ Then he began to ask questions, 
which I answered as best suited me. The 
result is that he will go through fire and 
water to rescue madanoiselle, for he 
hates this Reveillon worse than poison. 
He even proposes to send the stable-boys 
along the road toward Foulon to discover 
if a coach is approaching. Therefore, 
instead of two, monsieur, there are now 
five of us.”

As he concluded Labrie began to rub 
his hands gently together.

Campbell could scarcely conceal his 
admiration for the fellow’s ingenuity. 
He arose from the table with a lighter 
heart than he had had for hours.

“ Well, and what next?” he inquired.
“ Already the stable-boys have de-. 

parted. We have only to wait here,” 
replied Labrie quietly.

It was three hours later and twilight 
was falling when a youth, dust-be­
grimed and out of breath, dashed up to 
the inn. Fie reported that a coach 
guarded by three horsemen was ap­
proaching.

The hostler, who had received the 
news, lost no time in conveying it to 
Campbell.

“ They will stop here, monsieur, if
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only for supper, for there is not another 
inn nearer than two leagues, on the way 
to Paris. Conceal yourself. I will at­
tend to this matter. That beast of a 
Reveillon will understand what it is to 
gain the enmity of the people.”

Campbell followed this advice, but 
took care to station himself in an upper 
room, from the window of which he 
could see and hear what took place be­
fore the door.

Half an hour later a coach covered 
with dust pulled up before the inn. The 
three horsemen who accompanied it dis­
mounted. and upon the porch stood 
Fortier to receive them.

One of the riders tossed his reins to 
the stable-boy.

“ We desire some refreshments,” said 
he gruffly to the hostler.

” Very good, monsieur; and, seeing 
that your horses are almost spent, I pre­
sume lodging also? Well, fortunately, 
we have rooms and to spare, for the 
house is empty,” replied Fortier.

The man glanced at the horses, which 
indeed were covered with sweat: He
seemed to hesitate.

A girlish voice issued from the open 
window of the coach.

“ We must go on. Surely, an hour’s 
rest will be sufficient,” it cried.

d'he hostler shrugged his shoulders.
•* Monsieur will pardon me, but I am 

somewhat of a judge of horse-flesh, and 
your beasts cannot drag the coach fif­
teen miles farther; the gates of Paris 
are almost twice that distance,” he ven­
tured.

As if to lend weight to his words, 
one of the horses at that moment began 
to breathe so loudly that the noise could 
be heard some distance off.

The horseman consulted with his com­
panions.

“ The devil! ” answered one gruffly.
And why should we rush forward 

when both men and beasts are weary? 
For mv part, I desire most of all a good 
meal and a comfortable bed.”

The third horseman nodded
“ I am also of that opinion,” he added.
The first approached the coach, and 

thrust his head through the window. 
What he said was not distinguishable, 
but it was plain he was carrying on an 
argument. Finally he turned to Fortier.

W* will stay—and, understand, it is 
to be your best rooms.” He opened the
coach-door.

The slender form of a girl descended 
to the roadway. Peeping through the 
window. Campbell could see her face 
but imperfectly, for a wide-brimmed hat 
shaded it, and besides, the light was not 
good.

He heard a sharp expression at his 
elbow; it was Jean Labrie. who was 
peering over his shoulder.

" I t  is Mile, de Marrast! ” whispered 
the butler in an agitated voice.

During the next few hours Campbell 
was obliged to curb his impatience, but 
at length the time for action arrived. 
Labrie brought him word that those 
who had come with the coach had re­
tired.

” And Mile, de Marrast? " he asked.
" Mademoiselle occupies one of the 

lower rooms. Those on either side of 
her have been taken by the escort. The 
third has remained in the public room, 
evidently for the purpose of keeping 
watc-h. The driver of the coach is in the 
servants’ quarters,” explained Labrie.

“ Then it is evident they suspect some­
thing,” suggested Campbell; “ other­
wise all would have retired.”

“ You must remember, monsieur, that 
having seen nothing of you upon the 
road, they do not know where you are. 
In fact, they, questioned the hostler, ask­
ing if a horseman had passed the inn 
during the day. Fortier knew how to 
reply, so, being at a loss to understand 
what has become of you, they have 
deemed it wise to take precautions, so 
you would not take them by surprise.”

Labrie hesitated for a moment, then 
continued :

” Of course, mademoiselle under­
stands nothing of this affair, and it is 
first necessary to explain everything to 
her, else not only will she refuse to 
leave the inn, but will raise an outcrv and 
a rou se  e v e ry  one. Now, I h a v e  been 
thinking, monsieur, that—well, it might 
be wise to have some one see her whom 
she knows perfectly.”

“ I understand,” answered Campbell. 
“ It is for you to inform mademoiselle 
why I am here.”

“ That is what I suggest. And you, 
monsieur—well, you see the door leading
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from the public room into the hall is 
open, and that of mademoiselle is only 
a few feet away on thy opposite side of 
the corridor. Now. it! will be necessarv 
for me to enter her room, but while I 
am there it will not bti well for any one 
to overhear what wej are saying; this 
would be possible if tlje man in the pub­
lic room should takej it into his head 
to cross the hall and listen at the key­
hole.”

“  A h ! ”  replied Cainpbell grimly, “  I  

see I need remain idle no longer. Go 
about your errand, my; friend. I promise 
you no one will listed outside of made­
moiselle's door.” ;

Labrie slipped out (of the little upper 
room in which they j had been talking. 
After a moment Campbell followed, but 
while the other had 'turned to the left 
and descended the back stairs of the inn, 
he took the opposite direction and went 
down the front stairs- quietly.

The lower hall was in darkness, ex­
cept where the light pom the open door 
of the public room 'cast a broad band 
across the floor. Campbell, standing on 
the lower step, whs quite invisible, 
though he was within six feet of the 
entrance to the public room.

Five minutes slipped by, then suddenly 
a dark form appeared in the open door­
way. For a moment the man stood peer­
ing into the darkened hall; then he mut­
tered half angrily:

“ Well, if I must stay awake when 
others are enjoying slumber, it will be 
more comfortable on the porch than 
cooped up in a closet smelling of stale 
wine.”

He stepped across the threshold, made 
his way noiselessly through the hall, and 
opened the front door. When he had 
disappeared Campbell followed cautious-, 
ly, stopping just inside the door.

He could hear the fellow pacing rest­
lessly up and down the veranda, every 
once in a while stopping to look into the 
hall. When this occurred Campbell, who 
had stationed himself behind the door, 
could easily have touched him by reach­
ing out his hand.

Suddenly a queer noise broke the si­
lence of the night; to Campbell it came 
faintly, but to the man on the veranda 
with more distinctness. The sound was 
that of a heavy body falling.

Instantly the footsteps on the floor out­
side ceased; the man was listening in­
tently.

The noise was not repeated, but evi­
dently his suspicions were aroused, for 
Campbell heard the almost imperceptible 
swish of a rapier as it was drawn from 
the scabbard. The next instant the man 
jumped from his elevation to the ground.

The sound of his receding footsteps 
told Campbell he had hurried around 
the corner of the tavern from whence, 
doubtless, the noise made by the fall­
ing object had come. What was the 
cause the young man did not stop to 
consider; he left his hiding-place and, 
crossing the veranda, jumped noiselessly 
to the ground.

The stars gave sufficient light to render 
objects dimly visible; therefore, when 
Campbell in turn had rounded the cor­
ner of the building he was able to dis­
cern what was taking place in front of 
him.

Two men were facing each other, 
the larger, with a sword in his hand; 
the shorter, Jean Labrie. Either in at­
tempting to enter or to leave by Mile, de 
Marrast’s window he had fallen.

There was no time to ponder. The 
man with the sword had but to cry out 
and his companions would be aroused.

Without a moment’s hesitation Camp­
bell snatched one of the heavily mounted 
pistols from his pocket and, grasping the 
weapon, by the barrel, sprang forward.

Half turning, the man received the 
full force of the blow upon his head. 
His knees crumpled under him, and with­
out a sound he fell in a heap at the feet 
of Jean Labrie.

“ You see, the sill had rotted badly, 
monsieur." said the butler, motioning 
toward the window.

Campbell glanced up and saw that it 
was open. A great piece of the sill was 
missing where the decayed wood had 
parted under the grasp of Labrie’s hand.

The latter read the unspoken question.
“ I have spoken with mademoiselle,” he 

whispered shortly.
Campbell took a step toward the.win-, 

dow, then paused, for his companion 
was bending over the man who lay on 
the ground. The butler had removed 
his cravat and was tying it across the 
mouth of the unconscious Frenchman.
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“ Hurry, monsieur,” said he in a low 
voice.

Campbell laid his hand upon the win­
dow-sill.
■ " Mademoiselle: " he whispered.

There was a movement in the dark­
ened room, and he saw the girl’s white 
face outlined in the aperture.

“ You are M. Campbell? ” she asked 
in a strained voice.

“ I am Harold Campbell,” replied he 
briefly. “ Labrie has told you why I am 
here, mademoiselle? ”

He knew she was studying his face 
intently; after a moment she replied:

“ 1 do not understand, monsieur. Is 
it true that—my brother has been taken 
to the Bastile ? ”

She was clasping and unclasping her 
hands nervously.

“ It is true—-since yesterday,” the 
Scotchman answered.

He saw her shiver, then with an effort 
she controlled herself. There was a 
movement behind. Labrie was kneel­
ing on the chest of the man lying 
on the ground, for the latter’s legs were 
beginning to quiver.

" Monsieur/' said the girl faintly, “ I 
do not know whom to believe.”

Campbell took the letter from his 
pocket and thrust it into her hand.

“ It is from the Marquis de Marrast, 
and was given me by the Comte de Pleaux 
last night. Read quickly, mademoiselle/’ 
he said.

At the end of a moment a yellow light 
flickered in the chamber; Mile, de 
Marrast had ignited a candle. Looking 
through the window, Campbell could 
see that she was bending over the letter; 
the candle-light shone on her face.

For the first time he was able to see 
plainly the girl he had ridden out of Paris 
to save from the enemy who had sent 
her brother to the Bastile.

He noted the strong profile, the deli­
cate outline of her head as she bent over 
the paper. The old count had stated 
she was no longer a child, but at that 
moment she appeared scarcely a woman.

One hand rested on the table beside 
the candle ; the curve of her white throat 
showed above the tight-fitting collar of 
her traveling-dress: her hair, gathered 
in a loose knot behind, gleamed golden 
in the yellow light.

As she mastered the contents of the let­
ter every vestige of color faded from her 
cheeks. She remained perfectly motion­
less, staring down at the closely written 
page.

The hot wax from the guttered candle 
dripped onto her hand, but she did not 
notice it. Then, suddenly, she turned 
and faced the window.

‘‘ It is my brother’s writing. I know 
it is you who have told the truth, and— 
those men who have accompanied me 
from Foulon lied when they said the 
marquis sent them to urge my return to 
Paris.” she said in an agitated voice.

“ Courage, mademoiselle.’ With God’s 
help you have nothing to fear,” replied 
Campbell earnestly.

She made a little gesture. Her face, 
though pale, became suddenly com­
posed.

“ And do you think it is for myself I 
fear? It is of the marquis, my brother, 
I am thinking, monsieur/’ said she with 
enforced calmness.

Then, with a quick burst of feeling:
“ Why are we waiting here? Take 

me to Paris, M. Campbell. I must see 
the king.”

Labrie, coming up behind, touched 
Campbell upon the arm.

“ The light—the light, monsieur! 
Let us hasten,” he whispered.

But already the candle was sputtering 
in its socket. Campbell turned to the 
girl.

“ Listen, mademoiselle,” said he ear­
nestly. “ Unbolt your door quietly. I 
will meet you in the hall and we will 
leave this place at once. Above all, make 
no noise.”

FI e saw Mile, de Marrast leave 
the window and cross the room quickly. 
He turned to Labrie.

“ Go to the stable and wait for us. 
We will mount mailernoiselle on one of 
the fellows’ horses,” said he briefly.

The butler glanced questioningly at 
th e  f igu re  ly in g  on  th e  g r o u n d .

“ Let him lie.” said Campbell sharp­
ly, and turned toward the veranda.

As he did so he glanced once more 
through the window. The flame of the 
dying candle barely illumined the cham­
ber, but he could see Mile, de Mar­
rast in the act of throwing a long 
cloak over her shoulders. She was al­
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ready half-way to the door, her hand 
outstretched to draw the bolt.

Suddenly a loud voice arose in the 
hall on the farther side of the portal :

" Mille dtables.' there is something 
wrong here. Come out, Destrade ! ”

A loud knocking shook the door vio­
lently

“ Open, mademoiselle" cried the 
voice sharply.

CHAPTER TIL
A RAPIER, A TABLE, AND A HORSE-PISTOL.

C a m p b e l l  took a  quick step forward ; 
his foot came in contact with a hard ob­
ject lying in his path. It was the hilt of 
the rapier which had fallen from the 
Frenchman’s hand a few minutes before.

“ Open, mademoiselle.' ” cried the voice 
again, and the door creaked under the 
pressure exerted against it.

Campbell stooped and caught up the 
sword; then, placing his free hand upon 
the sill of the window, he vaulted through 
the opening into the chamber.

'Fhe wick of the candle was sputtering 
fitfully; in another minute the room must 
be in darkness. For the third time came 
the command to open the door; no longer 
a request, but a peremptory order.

Mile, de Marrast, her cloaked fig­
ure dimly outlined in the faint light, 
looked questioningly at Campbell. He 
made a .silent gesture toward the window, 
crossed the room, and halted between her 
and the door; the steel blade of the 
rapier, held loosely in his right hand, 
glistened in the flickering light.

Then a little breath of air, wafted 
through the window, snuffed the wick.

•• Mart du Dieu! Are you dead, or 
only sleeping?” cried the voice without 
angrily.

“ Answer them.” whispered Campbell.
“ Who is there?” called the girl, 

steadving her voice.
“ It is I—M. Chanty—and Destrade. 

Open the door! ”
“ A moment. What do you desire? 

It is the middle of the night, monsieur.” 
Mademoiselle was speaking calmly.

There was a momentary silence. Camp­
bell, standing near the door, heard the 
men in the hall whispering to each other, 
then one replied :

“ Pardon, mademoiselle, but we heard 
voices, and just now there was a light 
in your room: and—at first you did not 
answer.”

The tone sounded almost insolent. The 
color leaped into Mile, de Marrast’s pale 
face.

“ I answer when I choose, monsieur/' 
said she haughtily.

Those without seemed to hesitate. 
Campbell fancied he heard a low oath. 
The men were plainly suspicious, but 
were undecided just how far to show 
their hand. This indecision was ended 
suddenly.

There arose the sound of a short strug­
gle under the window. Then a voice, 
choked and gasping, cried out: “ Help!
The girl is escaping— Some one—”

The noise of a dull blow ended the 
sentence abruptly, but the words had 
reached the ears of those in the hall.

The knob of the door shook violently, 
then a heavy body crashed against the 
panel. Mademoiselle uttered a little cry. 
The voice of Jean Labrie arose above the 
tumult.

“ This wav—through the window, 
mademoiselle.' ”

A second shock shook the door, which 
began to give way, and a gleam of yellow 
light streamed through the 'widening 
crack.

Campbell’s grasp tightened upon the 
sword-hilt. He stepped back a few 
paces and stood motionless in the center 
of the room.

“ To the stable—mount mademoiselle 
on one of the horses, and ride toward 
Foulon!” he called to Labrie over his 
shoulder.

The noise made by the frenzied attacks 
upon the door prevented these instruc­
tions from reaching the ears of those out­
side.

The light sifting through the crack 
glittered on the naked blade of the ra­
pier. A gentle touch fell on his 
shoulder.

“ Monsieur.' ” whispered a voice in his 
ear, “ do not remain. They are two to 
one. There is yet time.”

“ Go, mademoiselle.' ” he cried sharply.
The band of light across the floor was 

widening.
The door creaked and groaned omi- 

nouslv: the lock snapped with a report
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like that of a pistol § another blow, and 
the shattered woodwork swung inward 
with a crash against the wall. The band 
of light spread out in all directions, re­
vealing every object in the room.

Campbell, standing with the rapier 
gripped in his hand, faced the two 
Frenchmen who crowded through the 
opening. The light was at their back, 
so that their faces were in shad­
ow, but he saw they were clad only 
in shirt, boots, and riding-breeches, and 
each wore a sword.

At sight of him the first stepped im­
pulsively back and drew.

“ A h ;” said he in a measured voice. 
“ So it would appear mademoiselle is re­
ceiving company to-night, therefore she 
has permitted her friends to remain out­
side.”

His lips parted in a sneering smile.
Campbell made no reply; he was 

measuring the man who in a moment 
would become his adversary.

The Frenchman’s smile changed to a 
harsh laugh. Though he did no: turn 
his head, he cried lightly to his com­
panion :

“ It is the Englishman, Destrade, who 
has joined us at the eleventh hour.” 
Then to Campbell, banteringly: “ If
vou can fight no better than you ride, 
monsieur, the amusement will be brief.”

Campbell’s sword quivered in his 
grasp. The sneering tone and the insult 
in the words sent his hot Scotch temper 
to the boiling-point. But he held him­
self in check, knowing he could hope to 
gain advantage only by coolness.

The voice of Mile, de Marrast rang 
through the apartment.

“ And why should you fight, mon­
sieur l  If it is my pleasure to receive M. 
Campbell, what is that to you? ”

“ Ah l ” cried the Frenchman. “ So it 
would appear it is the English custom for 
a gentleman to enter a lady’s chamber by 
the window. Well, in France we have
b e e n  t a u g h t  d i f f e re n t ly .  Mademoiselle 
has forgotten that we promised the mar­
quis. her brother, ter conduct her safely 
back to Paris.”

He advanced a step, half raising his 
sword.

The girl, too, started forward, but 
Campbell restrained her by a sharp, lowr. 
spoken sentence.

“ Do as I have asked, mademoiselle, 
before it may be too late.”

There was an entreaty in his tone she 
could not mistake, and she understood he 
proposed to engage these men in order 
that her escape from the inn might be 
possible.

The Frenchman divined what was in 
her mind.

“ The window ! Guard the window, 
Destrade I ” he cried, and, raising his 
sword, made a furious lunge at Camp­
bell’s breast.

But the Scotchman, who was no novice 
at the game, parried skilfully? The 
blades of the two rapiers met with a 
crash of metal which resounded through 
the room, then glided down each other 
until the hilts almost interlocked.

The Frenchman laughed harshly.
Prettily done, Sir Englishman,” he 

sneered. “ Shall we rest a little? In 
the meantime M. Destrade will catch the 
little bird at the window. Afterward I 
am willing to teach you something.”

Campbell bit his lip until the blood 
started. He understood he had as well 
as lost the game if the other held him 
to the room while his companion ran 
around on the outside. True, there was 
Eabrie ; but what could he do against a 
determined fighter with a sword?

With a quick movement he disentan­
gled his blade from the other’s hilt, 
sprang back, and lunged at his enemy. 
There was only one way: he must force 
the fight. If he could kill his opponent 
quickly, he could turn his attention to 
the second Frenchman.

But the man before him was also too 
skilled a swordsman to be taken off his 
guard; moreover, lie possessed a double 
advantage. His back was to the light 
and he could take his time.

It was only necessary to guard and 
parry and permit the other to tire him­
self out in furious assault. The sneer 
upon his lips showed he understood the 
s i t u a t io n  p e r fe c t ly .

Campbell could see that the doorway 
behind his adversary was empty. Des­
trade had darted back into the hall and 
was probably half-way around the house 
toward the window. He heard the rustle 
of a dress behind him, and knew that 
Mile, de Marrast was still in the room.

“ Do not approach the window! ” he
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cried desperately, and parried a thrust 
which barely missed his neck.

Then suddenly hope dawned out of 
an ominous sky. A great tumult arose 
in the hall: the crash of a heavy object 
and the ring of metal against wood. The 
voice of Destrade rang out angrily.

“ Cat of the way, you fool! Have you 
lost your senses?"

Then, after an instant’s silence:
“ Finish him. De Charny. A madman 

armed with a table is blocking the door. 
I cannot fight a barricade.’’

De Charny uttered an oath. He flung 
aside his bantering air, thrust fiercely, 
and thrust again. He had lost one of 
his advantages: he could no longer fight 
for time.

A grim smile crossed Campbell’s face. 
Labrie. armed with a table, had taken 
a hand in the combat. Monsieur Des­
trade would be kept busy for a few mo­
ments. Between a lunge and a parry he 
shifted his position; only a little, but 
the light shone less directly upon him. 
The contest was becoming more equal.

Again the crash sounded in the hall. 
The butler had swung the unwieldy piece 
of furniture at his enemy, only dam­
aging the wall, but Destrade had per­
force leaped back in order to avoid the 
blow.

It appeared that Labrie had gained 
something, for Campbell could see the 
second Frenchman in the middle of the 
hall opposite the door.

Then he lost sight of what was going 
on outside, for De Charny began to at­
tack him at every point so fiercely that 
he gave back a pace.

For several moments the blades grated 
against each other, flashing and glitter­
ing in the yellow light. Campbell felt 
a prick in his forearm, and the sneer re­
turned to the other’s lips. Then, in turn,

he drew blood from the Frenchman’s 
cheek, but it was only a scratch. FIon~ 
ors were even.

“ You fool I " flashed out Dc Charny 
suddenly. “ What need for you to mix 
ia this? Put up your weapon and be 
gone. I will1 permit you to return to 
Paris, if you will meddle no more in 
other people's affairs.”

Campbell answered by a thrust in 
carte: the hilts of the rapiers clashed 
together.

" Will you take your life and be 
gone? ” panted the Frenchman.

Again the table in the hall crashed 
against the wall. Destrade uttered a lit­
tle cry, then hurled himself forward.

"'Mart tin diable! You have crushed 
my left hand, but now I will do for you,” 
he shouted.

Labrie had swung his unwieldy weap­
on, lost his balance, and sprawled back­
ward upon the floor.

Although Campbell could not see 
what had occurred, he judged from Des- 
trade’s word that he had gained the ad­
vantage. Lie freed the hilt of his rapier 
and began so furious an attack that De 
Charny could not cope with its quickness 
and backed toward the door, content 
only to guard his body.

Another crash came from the hall. 
Labrie, in final desperation, had risen 
to his knees and, seizing the edge of the 
overturned table, had shoved it against 
the shins of the advancing enemy. The 
pain and the suddenness of the attack 
threw Destrade off his balance.

The two men and the table became 
mingled in a confused heap upon the 
floor. And at that moment De Charny 
pressed back and. followed by Campbell, 
crossed the threshold. The scene of com­
bat was transferred from »iaJ, ;noi/c!hJ$ 
chamber to the hall.

(To be continued.J

A PROPHECY.

Proud word you never spoke, but will speak 
Four, not exempt from pride, some future day.
Resting on one white hand a warm, wet cheek,

Over my open volume you will say.
“ This man loved me! ” then rise and trip away.

Walter Savage Landor.



H I S  R I G H T  T O  D I E .
By HOWARD R. GARIS.

Two unexpected happenings on a two-day boat of the sub-Atlantic 
fleet, going to make up a crisis not reckoned on in the possibilities.

DEEP down under the waters, the 
Turtle, swaying gently to and fro 

at her submerged wharf, near what, 
years ago. was the Battery, awaited her 
cargo of passengers and freight. 
Clerks in the offices, high overhead, were 
checking way-bills, manifests, and cabin 
lists.

Now and then one of the men would 
step to a pneumatic tube, which com­
municated with the lower dock offices, and 
send on its downward journey a bundle of 
papers.

On board the Turtle there was the hum 
of activity. In the engine-room grimy 
men, with oil-smeared hands and carbon- 
smudged faces, were inspecting the 
gigantic motors, testing the great purring 
dvnamos, examining the immense drums 
over which wound the cable that stretched 
from shore to shore—from America to 
England—and which served to carry, on 
its mighty strands, the submarine.

“ How does she load this trip? ” asked 
Hosfer, one of the bill clerks, of Sut­
cliffe, who was in the passenger depart­
ment.

“ About as usual. Summer rush is a 
little heavier, that’s all. I ’ve got most of 
my checking-up done, and I’ll blow you 
if you’ll wait for me when you go out to 
lunch.”

“ Sure thing. I ’ve got those manifests 
to compare, and I’m about up. Any of 
the real swells going this trip?”

“ Quite a few, and some that ain't.”
“ How’s that? ”
“ Couple of London detectives, taking 

back a chap wanted for murder. They're 
traveling first class, too—the nerve of 
those English sleuths! Catch ’em having 
anything but the best when it comes out 
of "the pockets of the public. But I for­
got. It’s not supposed to be known. 
Might give the line a bad name if the 
first-cabin bunch heard who was abeard.

They ought to make the Scotland Yard 
men go on a freighter. That’s fast 
enough for ’em. Forget I told you. 
The old man don’t want it to get out.”

“ I’m wise,” said Hosfer.
11 Guess it can’t make much difference, 

though. I heard Captain Marline telling 
the chief steward that the Johnnie Bulls 
and their prisoner must keep out of sight 
on the trip or he’ll shift ’em to second 
cabin in a jiffy. So I guess they’ll lay 
low.”

“ Who’s the prisoner? ”
“ Chap named Claxton—Newt Clax- 

ton. I checked his name a while ago. Of 
course, his don’t go in the printed list, nor 
the Sherlock Holmes men, either.”

“ Who’d he k ill?”
“ Search me. though I did hear some­

thing of it. The papers had a let about 
it, but I was too busy to read it all. He 
did up some fellow that ran away with his 
wife.”

” Ought to have killed her. too. Half 
the time it's the woman’s fault.”

“ This wasn’t. Claxton shot the chap, 
and then lit out from London and tried 
to hide over here. But our men were too 
sharp for him. He got as far as Chicago, 
and they nabbed hint on a cablegram de­
scription. Then a couple of plain­
clothes “ bobbies ” canre over, and now 
they’re going back with him. It’s hang­
ing for his, all right. They don’t have 
much of the ‘ unwritten law ’ on the other 
side, and they don’t keep ’em alive so long 
as we do here. They work ’em off faster. 
Well, I ’m done. Coming out? It’s after 
twelve,” and Sutcliffe laid aside a pile of 
papers.

The two clerks departed, heading for 
a lunch-room.

The Turtle was cme of the older boats 
of the sub-Atlantic Line. While not the 
first of her class of submarines that 
marked the opening of the new era of 
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travel, she lacked several of the improve­
ments of the newer type of vessels. But 
she was preferred by many passengers, 
just on account of her age.

She was a more roomy boat than the 
newer ones, and, though she was a two- 
day craft, against the twenty-four-hour 
ships in the same service, many took the 
Turtle because of her larger staterooms. 
In the one-day boats, where more power­
ful machinery ate up space, the rooms 
were small, like the berths of the old-time 
sleeping-cars.

Save in minor matters, among which 
were the installation of the manganese 
machine for making oxygen, the Turtle 
was one of the best of the under-water 
craft. t.)ne felt like calling her a steadier 
boat than any of her sister vessels; but, 
on a line where all the submarines were 
as steady as one hundred fathoms under 
water insured that desirability, the quali­
fication would not hold.

For there was little sway to the boats, 
once they started to pull themselves 
ahead, cleaving through the water, swal­
lowing the cable through the forward 
tube, passing it over the friction drums, 
and paying it out of the after tube.

There were six of the cables, and that 
on which the Turtle and the ships in her 
squadron moved was one of the first two.

It had been a momentous and world- 
astonishing undertaking to stretch them 
from New York to Southampton. Each 
one was as thick as a man’s body, and 
floated at an average depth of one 
hundred fathoms—a depth sufficient to 
render the cables motionless from the 
disturbance of storms or ocean currents.

The work would have failed but for 
the discovery of arcigentum, that wonder- 
fullv buoyant and ever-existent radium 
gas. which filled the inner tube or core 
of the cables and floated them beneath the 
surface, even as a cork rides the waves.

The six cables were in a straight line 
from shore to shore, side by side, but a 
mile or more apart, though they con­
verged at the same points on either con­
tinent. First there had been two, and. 
as the plan proved successful, two more 
were added, for freight service.

Then came two for the marvelous one- 
dav expresses—those boats on which a 
man might eat a breakfast in New York 
and the succeeding one in London.

It was nearly time for the Turtle to 
start. The passengers were being brought 
down the tube which enclosed the eleva­
tors. and which ran from the lower level 
of tlie tunnel to the submerged dock.

On board could be heard the hum of 
the dynamos, tuning up for the harmony 
they were to play through the long night 
under the waters. There was the whir 
of many motors, great and small : the 
ceaseless throbbing and sobbing of the 
air - pumps, which were storing the 
precious atmosphere against the time 
when the ship would be six hundred feet 
beneath the surface of the Atlantic, 
closed hermetically against the entrance 
of any unbidden thing from without.

Captain Marline came from his cabin 
and glanced at his watch. It marked a 
half-hour from the time set for the sail­
ing, but the government agent, without 
whose inspection the boat could not clear, 
had not yet come aboard.

“ Confound him ! He wants to make 
me late 1 ” growled the captain.

“ I have everything keyed up to break 
a record,” he went on, turning to Mr. 
Bower, the first officer. “ I know I can 
do it this trip in forty hours, and if I do 
it means I get a one-day boat. I ’ve a 
good notion to phone? Ah! Here he 
is now ! ” as a little man, of rather dapper 
appearance, with iron - gray hair and a 
quiet manner, entered the cabin. 11 I was 
beginning to think you had forgotten us, 
Mr. Durkin.” he added.

“ No; I never forget,” and there was 
a preciseness about the way the words 
were spoken that made one believe this 
was true. I was detained. The Por­
poise had a defective air-pump, and they 
had to fix it before I would sign a cer­
tificate.”

” Then they’re- off ahead of us?”
‘‘ Oh, ves! An hour ago.”
The Porpoise was one of the twenty- 

four-hour boats.
“ I suppose you’re all ready for me. 

Captain Marline.” and Mr. Durkin pro­
duced a pencil sharpened to a neat point, 
also a bundle of papers tied in a neat 
package.

Altogether he was a very neat and 
methodical man.

“ Ready and waiting. You’ll find 
everything all right, I guess. This way, 
please.”
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Thai, as the law governing the run­

ning of submarines required, the captain 
and the inspector proceeded to the engine- 
room.

Mr. Durkin glanced quickly, but with 
much-seeing eyes, at the machinery. He 
noted the dynamos, watched the hum­
ming motors, checked the air-tanks on his 
blank forms, made notes as to the pressure 
the gages showed, observed that the 
emergency supply of air was up to the 
legal requirements, and asked:

“ Yitalizers all right. I suppose? Got 
the required number?”

I have one hundred first-cabin pas­
sengers, and fifty second, which, with the 
complement of officers and crew, makes 
just two hundred souls aboard, sir. I 
have two hundred and fifty totalizers, 
being the required twenty-five per cent in 
excess of the number of persons carried.”

Captain Marline repeated this as if it 
was a lesson he had learned by rote. In 
fact, he said it so often he knew it by 
heart. The number of totalizers or pas­
sengers differed slightly on succeeding 
trips.

The inspector went to where, in an im-. 
mense rack, there were arranged the 
portable totalizers, or reservoirs of com­
pressed air. They were automatic ma­
chines. intended to be used in case of 
emergency should, for any reason, the 
atmosphere supply of the ship fail.

“ I’ll test one. and I guess that will 
do,” Mr. Durkin remarked, picking up 
at random a totalizer from the rack.

They were affairs shaped something 
like a diver’s helmet, only much lighter, 
and were intended to be put on over the 
head in case there was need. Then, by 
fastening the rubber neck-piece and turn­
ing on the supply of air, one could live 
four days in a place devoid of an atom 
of oxygen.

There was, in the tank of each 
totalizer, oxygen sufficient for ninety-six 
h o u rs .

Mr. Durkin looked at the gage of the 
one in his hand. The pressure and the 
number of cubic feet contained were 
indicated by the black ■ pointer. The 
supply was up to the standard.

Then, by the simple process of count­
ing the number of totalizers in the top 
row of the rack and the number in the

first vertical line, and by multiplying the 
figures, Mr. Durkin found there was the 
number called for in the regulations. He 
returned the totalizer to the rack,

“ All right?” asked the captain, look­
ing again at his watch.

“ Correct,” replied the inspector, filling 
out a sailing certificate in duplicate, and 
giving one to the commander of the 
Turtle. “ You have a clean bill of health. 
I wish you a quick and safe voyage.”

Shaking hands with the captain, Mr. 
Durkin, appointed to look after the 
material welfare of those who went 
under the sea in ships, took his de­
parture.

‘‘ Give ’em the word, Mr. Bower!” 
called the captain, as he saw the agent 
go up the tube that communicated with 
the earth above. “ We’re five minutes late. 
Lively now ! Are we all right ? ”

“ All right, sir ! ”
There was a buzz as the electric signals 

were set in motion. The indicators in 
the captain’s cabin, whence, through the 
engine-room, was controlled the great 
ship, showed that all was in readiness for 
the drums to begin winding the cable. 
The Turtle was about to leave.

At that moment the elevator in the tube 
came down faster than usual. From it 
dashed three men. It needed but a glance 
at the middle one to show that he was 
fastened to the other two bv bright steel 
links.

“ We’ll miss the blooming boat, Car- 
ford—and all your fault! ” cried the one 
on the left of the manacled man. “ You 
would have another drink ! ”

“ And why not, Bagot, when he’s pay:: 
in’ for ’em? ”

•' Why not? Yes, indeed! I say 
there! ” to an officer in a gold lace 
trimmed uniform—the dock-master—
“ hold the ship till we get aboard : that’s 
a good chap ! ”

The dock-master did not pause in his 
signaling to indicate that all was in readi­
ness for the start. But the two men. 
fairly pulling their prisoner along with 
them, increased their speed.

“ We’ve got to cross in her.” Bagot 
whispered to his companion, “ or wait for 
new extradition papers. These expire to­
day. Come on! Hurry! They haven't 
closed the gates ! We can make i t ! ”
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They did. by a narrow mar,da. Then 
men. standing at the levers which oper­
ated the massive doors controlling the 
great lock where the Turtle: lay. shoved 
the steel bars over. The gates slid in the 
grooves and went home. Then the outer 
ones were opened, admitting the ocean 
with a rush.

There was a swirl of water, a trem­
bling of the submar:.a as the gears took 
up the cable, a subdued rumb.e as the 
drums began to wind it over their 
grooved surface, and the Turtle was off 
on her journey under the waves.

Few on the submarine had seen the de­
tectives and their prisoner come aboard, 
for the. trio had hurried through a 
deserted corridor and down a eompanion- 
wav. The passengers were all in their 
staterooms, arranging their belongings in 
order to insure Comfort on the trip 
which, in contrast with the olden days, 
was so soon to end.

The officers and crew were busy wich 
matters pertaining t. he ship, so the 
Scotland Vim' me.;, with Claxum hand­
cuffed between them, had readied their 
quartern. In three adjoining staterooms, 
all unobserved save for the purser and 
those who shut the massive water-gates.

For a time none of the three spoke. 
Thev were breathing hard, from their 
rush to get aboard. With a long intaking 
of breath, which seemed to satisfy him. 
Car fori released his hand and that of 
the prisoner from the steel bracelet. 
Bagot did the same.

Next thev looked at Claxton. He 
understood, and placed his crossed hands, 
momentarily free, behind his back. 'There 
was a click as the cuffs locked, and a 
noise not unlike that made by a rattle­
snake as the pawl slid along the rnchet.

The prisoner in the little room sat 
down listlessly. Beyond, on either side, 
were similar little rooms, one each for the 
detectives.

Bagot locked and bolted the three 
doors. Claxton sat tether straight in his 
chair. He could not lean back without 
causing the steel to cut into the flesh of 
his wrists, but he had become used to it, 
in a measure, as he had traveled with the 
officers from Chicago.

“ Nip an’ tuck, Garge,” wheezed Car- 
ford. for he had difficulty with his 
breathing. “ We cut it pretty fine 1 ”

I wish you'd missed her,” spoke 
Claxton.

He had done his best to bring this 
about, by having the detectives stop for 
drinks whenever possible, “ I don’t like 
this traveling under water,” he went on. 

1 like to see where I'm going.”
“ Yes. it would suit you to stay here 

another month, waitin’ for requisition 
papers.” grumbled Carford, ” Not 
much. 1 We've had trouble enough get- 
tin' you. hut now we've got you. an’ it’s 
dead nuts you'll swing for it. Over here 
they turn murderers into bloomin’ elec­
tric-lamps,” and lie grinned at his joke. 

Claxton did not seem to mind it. 
There came a knock at the door of the 

middle stateroom. Carford opened it, 
and the purser entered.

“ Captain Marline says vou three are 
to keep to your cabins until after the other 
passengers have retired,” he announced. 
” That was the understanding, I believe, 
when you took passage.”

” -So hwas. hut it's a blarsted dirty 
trick,” exploded Carford. “ We’re enti­
tled to a bit of air. same as the rest, even 
if we dun't travel in high sassitv.”

“ What d'ye think ye're on—a steam- 
yacht?” asked Bagot. "A ir on a sub­
marine! All ye'll get comes in tanks!” 

” Well, we ought to be allowed to take 
our turns walkin’ about a bit.” This from 
Carford. still grumbling.

” Captain's orders, you're to keep to 
v.our rooms until all the first-cabin pas­
sengers have retired.” broke in the purser. 
" You can make vour objections to him.” 

"()h. it's no use kickin’,” Carford re- 
plied as the officer withdrew. “ We’ve 
got to stand it. It’s only a little while. 
But I hate to be cramped up. I like lots 
of room.” lie was a big man.

The Turtle had been gathering wav. 
Louder hummed the motors and dynamos, 
deeper were the notes of the giant drums. 
Dripping moisture, the cable came in 
through the forward tube, and passed out 
at the stern. Out of the depths beyond, 
and into the depths that were behind, it 
went, the submarine speeding along 
faster, faster, faster.

The waters rushed past the thick plates 
of the vessel, that was poking her taper­
ing, hollow nose toward England, where 
happiness waited for some, sorrow for 
many, and death for the man who sat in
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the little stateroom, his hands held 
ti^Iuly behind him in the steel clasps.

The waves overhead leaped and tossed 
restlessly, angrily, hungrilv. There was 
a storm, but those in the Turtle neither 
knew nor t'elt it.

They were conscious of no motion, save 
only that of the swift forward passage, 
as the ship speeded ahead like an express- 
train on a well-ballasted track.

Down in the engine-room a corps of 
silent men sat beside the drums to watch 
the cable paying in and out. It was their 
duty to see that the wire wrappings were 
undamaged.

The least flaw meant the flashing of a 
message back to shore, by means of the 
cable itself, for it carried within it tele­
phone and telegraph wires. In response 
a repair-boat would be sent out.

Other silent watchers sat beside the air- 
tanks to note that the mechanism for 
automatically replenishing the atmos­
phere worked perfectly, and to see that 
the poison-laden vapor was forced outside 
the boat and that the new and life-giving 
oxvgen took its pdace.

Still others watched the delicate elec­
trical instruments which told of the 
current ceaselessly passing through the 
cable—the current that was the life of the 
Turtle.

The day passed into night. Meals had 
been served and eaten. There had been 
pleasant laughter and songs among the 
passengers.

Brokers had kept their fingers on the 
pulse of the market. Promoters had 
closed deals by wire. Though in mid­
ocean, they were still held to the land by 
the wonderful cable.

There had been observations from the 
great bull’s-eyes of glass into the sur­
rounding sea, made brilliant by glaring 
electric-lights which revealed the waters 
teeming with life almost as wonderful as 
that within the submarine.

In the stateroom where sat the prisoner 
and the detectives there was silence. The 
officers had smoked, drunk, and played 
cards until they were tired. The murderer 
rested on his bed. his eyes closed, think­
ing, thinking, thinking the thoughts that 
never die.

“ Wonder how long before the bloom­
in’ swells will get to bed,” growled Car- 
ford. “ I’d like to go out a bit and

stretch my legs. It’s close to midnight,” 
and he shut his watch with a snap.

As if in answer to his words, there 
sounded a knock at the door, and the pur­
ser announced that they might take a turn 
about the ship.

‘‘Want to go, Claxton?” said Bagot.
“ I don’t mind.”
He arose awkwardly, his hands still 

manacled behind his back They had been 
so since coming aboard, save only when he 
ate his lunch.

Now the detectives fastened themselves, 
one on either side of him, and, thus be­
tween his captors, the prisoner walked out 
into the passage.

“ Let’s take a look at the fishes.” 
suggested Bagot. “ We ran through a 
school of whales coinin’ over to get vou, 
Claxton. Maybe we’ll see some more 
now.”

They went to the observation-room. It 
seemed deserted, but as the three men 
entered a woman who had been standing 
near one of the round windows passed 
out.

In the semidarkness—for the room 
was kept in twilight to afford better ob­
servation of the sights without—Claxton 
noticed that she wore a long, loose cloak 
that hid her figure.

“ Guess they didn’t count all the pas­
sengers,” observed Carford with a laugh 
as the woman passed out of hearing. “ If 
the captain knowed there was one here 
he might send us back, for fear we’d poi­
son the air ’count of bein’ bloomin’ 
detective officers. Hey, Bagot?”

“ Oh, I don’t know. Look there! 
What’s that beastly fish? It looked right 
at me ! ”

He pointed to the thick glass. Through 
it could be seen, in the glare of the strong 
light, a large shark. Then more flashed 
into view, until there was a horde of the 
sea-tigers swimming with the swiftly 
moving ship.

All at once there came a little jar, 
scarcelv perceptible, and a moment later 
the water flowed bright red past the bull’s* 
eve window.

“ We must have cut one of the brutes 
in two.” commented Bagot. “ Yes, 
there’s a piece of it.” as the half of a 
giant fish floated past.

There was a rush of the other monsters 
toward it.
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“ I’d rather go to the cabin,” said 
Claxton.

Perhaps the sight of blood affected him 
unpleasantlv.

“ We'll take a peep into the engine- 
room.” announced Carford. ” 1 was ter­
rible fond of machinery when I was a lad. 
If I hadn’t taken to detectin’ I'd ’a’ most 
likely been an inventor. We’ll see the 
■wheels go ’round.”

Thev watched the silent man sitting 
beside the whirring machines and the 
winding cable, looking from the observa- 
tion-gallerv placed in the engine-room 
for the use of visitors.

“ And to think that there black thing 
is hitched onto England,” observed 
Bagot. “ It’s pulling us there at the rate 
of a bloomin’ mile a minute. You’re 
sorry. I suppose,” turning to Claxton.

“ Xo. I’m tired of it all. I'm glad 
it's at the end.”

“ Oh, you're a good ways from dead 
yet.” said Carford, with ghastly cheer­
fulness. “ There's the trial, an’ lots of 
chances to get off. Insanity dodge ain’t 
a bad one, though we’d have to testify 
you was rational on the way over.”

” Em nut going to make a defense.”
“ Then you must be crazy,’’ spoke Car­

ford quickiv. “ That % not exactly, but
edgin’ that wav. Blot make a defense!’'

“ No; I ’ll take my medicine. I ’m sat­
isfied. I killed him, and paid him back 
for what he did to me. It's worth i t ! ”

The detectives glanced curiously at 
their prisoner. It was the first time he 
had referred to his case.

He did not seem to observe them, but 
was gazing at the cable that was. hour 
bv hour, bringing him nearer to his 
doom. But he had got past fear.

“ Let's go to bed,” spoke Carford after 
a pause.

The three turned. As they did so 
Claxton saw one of the cable-watchers 
spring up.

He noted that the man raised his hand, 
and then leaped to a lever that was near 
by. As he pulled it toward him, there 
was a shout that sent terror to the hearts 
of all who heard it.

For at that instant there had been 
reached a defective place in the cable. A 
bunch of the heavy wrapping wires had 
in some manner become loosened, and 
stood up like talons to catch in the drum.

With a tearing sound, they scraped 
along the surface of the winding- 
machines. Then came a snapping of 
metal, and one of the drums seemed to fly 
ajrart.

The engine-room, which a moment be­
fore had been a place of order, was now 
a chaotic hell.

There were blue and green sparks, sev­
eral feet long, stabbing the air and seem­
ing to transfix the men. There were pro­
testing shrieks from cylinders that had to 
bear a pressure ten times that which was 
usually put upon them. There were 
screeches from shafts that were on the 
point of breaking; growls, full of menace, 
from dvnamos that, governless, raced to 
three times their safe speed.

There was the sound of gears being 
stripped, of pinions being sheared off, of 
bed-plates tearing loose, of stanchions 
breaking.

But, above all this, there was a terri­
fying crash as a great piece of metal 
flew straight toward the main air-tanks. 
There came a sound like a great sigh as 
the imprisoned atmosphere, ineffectually 
held back bv the automatic cocks, rushed 
to regain its liberty.

Amid a silence that was almost as 
awful as the sudden noises had been, the 
ship came to a shuddering stop, swaying 
to and fro on the cable six hundred feet 
beneath the surface of the sea, midway in 
the Atlantic.

But now came other sounds—the cries 
of terrified passengers who rushed from 
their berths in all states of undress to 
know what had happened. There were 
screams of women, terrified cries of 
children, and the deep-mouthed cursing 
of the men.

Discipline was excellent on the sub- 
Atlantic fleet. To their stations sprang 
the officers and crew. Captain Marline 
had leaped from his berth at the first 
sound of the automatic bell in his state­
room.

“ Clear the engine-room!” he thun­
dered. and Carford. Bagot, and Claxton, 
in the front rank of a crowd that had 
flocked to the scene of disorder, were 
shoved back from the observation- 
gallery. Then the doors were closed.

“ What is i t? ” cried scores.
“ Hey! You chaps were in there! 

What was i t? ” demanded a portly man
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in a night-shirt. “ Tell us what it was ! 
The officers never will ! ”

He caught sight of Claxton’s manacled 
hands as the prisoner stood between his 
guards, and cried :

“ Great Heaven! Did he try to 
wreck the ship ? ”

“ No! ” yelled Carford above the din 
that followed the words. “ Something 
went wrong in the engine-room while we 
were lookin’ on. I guess it’s all right.”

He turned aside. “ Let’s get out of 
this,” he whispered to Bagot, and, pulling 
Claxton between them, they managed to 
reach their staterooms.

For a time there sounded from the 
engine-room the din of confusion. The 
passengers, however, were soon quieted 
by the officers, who went among them, as 
they always do, assuring every one that 
there was no danger.

“ That was a mess! ” observed Bagot. 
“ Wouldn’t wonder if it took a week to 
straighten it out.”

“ And we have to stay under water, 
like a fish, all that time? ” demanded Car- 
ford.

“ Unless you want to walk, Joe. I 
don't believe that would be healthy, 
’count of the sharks. You’re not a duck.”

Carford swore, and took a drink from 
his flask. There sounded a knock on the 
door.

“ Is the ship sinking? ” asked Bagot as 
he opened the portal.

An officer was standing in the passage­
way. He had in his arms three queer 
objects.

“ Captain says you’re to take these,” 
lie remarked.

“ What are they?” from Carford.
“ Vitalizes.”
“ For what? ”
“ Why, they’re filled with air,” you 

bloomin’ idiot,” broke in Bagot. 
“ They’re like life-preservers. What's 
the matter? Is somethin’ busted?”

“ I don't know,” replied the officer. 
“ My orders were to bring these to you, 
and you’re not to leave your staterooms. 
They are not to be used until the word is 
given,” and he handed in the vitalizers.

“ This is a rum go.” observed Carford 
as the door was closed—* a deuced rum 
go. I wouldn't wonder—”

He paused and looked at Claxton. The 
prisoner was idly examining the vitalizers.

Carford winked at Bagot, unseen by 
Claxton.

A little later Carford went out, first 
looking up and down the corridor to see 
that no officers were in sight to order him 
back. The place was light, as the 
emergency storage - batteries connected 
with the incandescents had been put into 
operation.

Guided by the sound of excited voices 
from the main cabin, the detective walked 
toward it. From the doorway he saw, 
surrounding the captain, a crowd of men 
and women.

Some of them were clad almost as light­
ly as they had been when suddenly 
aroused.

The commander seemed to be trying 
to explain something, but he was inter­
rupted by frequent questions. All at 
once the portly man who had spoken to 
the detectives pushed his way through the 
throng.

Something bright and shining was in 
his hand. He had slipped a pair of 
trousers on, but his night-shirt was only 
partially tucked into them.

“ Now, by Heaven, you tell us what’s 
the matter! ” he demanded. “ What are 
you giving out the vitalizers for if there's 
no danger, I want to know? ” and he held 
the shining thing close to the captain’s 
face.

It was a revolver. The sight of the 
weapon served to calm the commander, 
for lie was losing his temper. He looked 
coolly into the muzzle and chambers, 
which showed dull leaden points within 
their depths.

“ I want to know ! ” the portly man re­
peated hoarsely. 11 I want to know ! ”

“ Put that up, you fool 1 ” said Cap­
tain Marline quietly. “ I’ll tell you, just 
as I have been trying to tell these pas­
sengers. I am holding back nothing, but 
I did not want to alarm the women un­
necessarily. We have had an accident. 
The main air-tanks have been wrecked, 
and one of the cable drums smashed. 
That is the worst of the damage. We 
have wired to New York for help.”

“ What does it mean when you say the 
main air - tank has been broken?” de­
manded the man with the revolver. 
“ Don’t try to fool us with technicalities! 
I want to know! I ’ve got a right to 
know. I'll kill any one who fools me!-”
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“ It means’’—and the captain spoke- 

more calmly than before—“ that we will 
have to draw on our reserve supplv."

“ How long will that last? ”
“ About four days. In that time vou 

will be ashore. We will have the repair- 
boat here in ten hours.'’

“ But if it doesn’t come, and the air is 
all used up?’’ The portlv man was 
trembling, and the revolver wabbled to 
and fro in his nerveless grasp.

“ There are the totalizers—one for 
each passenger.”

“ How much air do they contain? ”
In silence the crowd awaited the cap­

tain’s answer:
“ Four days’ supply.”
There came from the passengers a sigh 

of relief, like the breath of a wind in the 
forest. Their fears were relieved.

Air was the most' precious thing in the 
world to them now. That there was 
enough for over a week was news to end 
the terrible tension they were under. 
Carford went back and told Bagot and 
Claxton.

“ All we've got to do is wait.” he said.
“ But that engine-room was a mess, 
wasn’t it? I don’t see how no bloomin’ 
repair-ship is going to do anythin’ with 
it. Thev’ll have to push us or tow us.”

“ An’ vou was gain’ to be a inventor,” 
sneered Bagot. “ Why don't you go in 
an’ help ’em? ”

“ I guess they can manage. I'm glad 
there’s enough air. There’s lots of things 
to eat and drink—especially drink. They 
got good rum aboard. I ’ll say that—- 
mighty good rum.”

The only change noted, other than the 
ceasing of the forward motion of the ship 
and the increased swaying of the cable, 
was the slight feeling of apprehension on 
the part of the passengers. ' Two hours 
after the accident many had gone to bed, 
but scores remained up.

These could be noted suspiciously snif­
fing the air at times, as though to detect 
when it would begin to fail them. The 
vitalizers, which had been given out on 
the first alarm, were taken up, since it was 
found that the auxiliary air-tanks were 
all right.

But the prisoner and the detectives kept 
theirs. Possibly the officer forgot, in the 
stress of added" duties, that he had left 
three with them.

The crew in the engine-room did what 
they could, but the cable had fouled the 
drums, and the services of the repair-ship, 
with her powerful machinery, were need­
ed to free it.

This craft could be attached to the 
Turtle at an opening just above the after­
tube. Thc-n the two vessels would be 
bolted together, scaled, and the doors be­
tween would be opened. Thus passage 
could be had from one to the other.

The repair-ship, as flashed in a hasty 
message responding to the one for help, 
was already on its way from New York. 
Then ensued a wait.

The hours passed slowly. The ten that 
the captain had said would elapse before 
the advent of the mighty Walrus—the 
repair-craft—went by, and half as many 
again. But not until twenty had flown 
did the passengers show much nervous­
ness.

Then there came questionings and 
queer, frightened looks from face to face.

“ I wonder what keeps ’em ?” asked 
Carford.

He and Bagot had taken turns in going 
out to hear the talk of the cabin. The 
embargo seemed to have been raised.

“ Guess the Walrus ain’t as speedy as 
the cap. thought," was the reply from 
Bagot.

Twenty-four hours went by. The 
inquiries about the repair-ship grew more 
insistent. From replying to them dis­
passionately Captain Marline had come 
to answer in an irritated tone.

“ The Walrus has started ; that is all 
I can say,” he would remark fifty times 
in the day. “ She’ll be here any minute 
now.”

“ Aren’t you in communication with her 
by wire? ” asked the portlv man.

“ Of course—it’s none of your affair! ” 
fired back the commander, stung to sud­
den anger.

He had not forgiven the pistol episode.
“ Don’t you talk that way to me! ” 

yelled the portly man. “ I’m Colonel 
Fuller. I won’t stand it, you know! 
You’ve got to answer ! ”

At that moment a young man thrust his 
way into the group about the captain. 
The newcomer’s face was pale in the 
gleam of the electrics.

“ He’s lying to us! ” he cried, pointing 
to the commander. “ I’m a telegraph-
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operator. I know what I'm talking 
about. He’s lying ! There’s no commu­
nication along the cable! There hasn't 
been any for hours! The wires are out 
of order! ”

For answer, the captain turned and, 
with one blow, felled him to the cabin- 
floor.

"Sham e!” screamed an excited 
woman.

“ I ask your pardon! ” Captain Mar­
line exclaimed. “ But I had to do it. 
He’d start a panic. I will tell you the 
truth.

“ Communication is now interrupted, 
but I assure you, on my honor, we sent a 
message to New York, asking for help, 
and I received an answer that a boat was 
on the way.

“ It is a small matter that the wires are 
now useless for purposes of communica­
tion. though there is still power in the 
cable, or the Walrus would not come to 
us, as she is coming.”
' “ Is she coming?” asked a woman, in­

tent on the details.
“ Of course. In a few hours we will 

be under way again. Meanwhile, I beg 
of you to be patient. There is absolutely 
no danger. You are as safe as if you were 
at home.”

The explanation seemed to satisfy the 
throng. The young man whom the cap­
tain had knocked down got up. He ap­
peared dazed, and went from the cabin 
without a word.

The hours grew. It was the second day 
after the accident. There was no word 
along the cable. The Walrus had not 
come.

Helpless as a dead fish, the Turtle 
swayed to and fro six hundred feet be­
neath the water. The passengers had 
ceased to come to the tables. They ate 
hurried meals at the sideboards, pausing 
in the midst of bites to listen to any con­
versation bearing on the disaster, or to 
harken to anything that sounded like a 
message of hope.

Then came periods of awful, silent 
waiting. The captain, seemingly as un­
perturbed as when the ship had started, 
went about answering again and again 
the same question:

“ When will the repair-ship come? ”
“ It will be here presently.”
They seemed to have lost track of time.

It was only the morning of the third day. 
As Carford got up from his berth he 
sniffed the air suspiciously.

” It don’t smell as fresh as it did,” he 
remarked. “ I wonder if the reserve sup­
ply is gettin’ low ? ”

“ I think that captain’s a bloomin’ liar,” 
was Bagot’s comment. “ I ’m goin’ out to 
take a look around.”

He came back presently with a white 
face.

“ They’re puttin’ on the vitalizers ! ” he 
exclaimed huskily. “ There’s a rumor 
that the reserve tank has sprung a leak, 
and there’s no air left in it ’ ”

He dived beneath his berth and 
brought out his vitalizer. He was about 
to adjust it over his head, with the tank 
resting on his shoulders.

” Why don’t you wait till you need 
i t? ” Carford asked. "This air ain’t 
half bad. I've breathed lots worse in a 
Lon’on music-hall.”

Bagot paused and laid the apparatus 
down. Claxton was idly examining his.

“ I’ll wait a bit,” said Bagot quietly.
But the air rapidly grew more foul. 

Soon there was a humming and buzzing 
in the ears of the three men, the sense of 
a tight band across the forehead, which 
warned them to adjust the vitalizers.

They could converse through them by 
speaking a little alx>ve their ordinary 
tones. One could also eat through them, 
for there was an arrangement to allow 
the temporary breathing of the air from 
the tank, leaving the mouth exposed.

It was the first time in the history of 
the sub-Atlantic Line that the vitalizers 
had been called into use, though they had 
often been tested in drills that the gov­
ernment required on all submarines.

" We look like bloomin’ divers.” re­
marked Carford, as he fastened his helmet 
in place.

"Are there plenty of ’em?” inquired 
Claxton.

" One apiece and a few over, I under­
stand. I’m goin’ outside again. Come 
along, if you like. Claxton.”

The handcuffs, in the emergency of the 
accident, had been removed from the 
prisoner. Nor was anything said when 
the three tabooed men mingled with the 
other passengers. Though it was known 
who they were, there were other thoughts 
now than those of fit associates.
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On every side there were ominous whis­

pers, loud enough to penetrate the vital­
izes. Men and women, with the white 
of fear showing through the glass of their 
helmets, paced restlessly up and down the 
cabins,, the first and second class passen­
gers mingling.

Little children ceased to plav. There 
was a horrible gloom on everv side.

The captain had ceased to say his litany 
of the repair-ship, “ She is coming." He 
no longer murmured the credo of the 
line, that “ Accidents were impossible to 
the cable.’’

He wore a worried, hunted look, as 
though he feared the sea would burst in 
through the heavy steel plates, and that 
with the rush of waters would come the 
monsters of the deep.

His eyes were sunken in his head, and 
there were puffy bags beneath them. His 
breath, exhaled through the vitalizer, 
smelled of liquor.

Carford, who had been moving amid 
the restless throng, came back to where 
Claxton and Bagot stood. He nodded 
to them to follow him, and when he had 
them safely in the stateroom he said :

“ There’s goin’ to be hell! Get your 
gun ready 1 ’’

“ Why? ” asked Bagot.
“ There’s been a mistake in the vital- 

izers. The law requires them to carry 
fifty extra ones. Well, they’ve got ’em. 
all right, but the fifty haven’t any air- 
tanks on. Somebody made a break, and 
the inspector didn't tumble to it. There's 
just one machine apiece for all on board."

“ Ain't that enough? ” asked Bagot.
“ Ves, until some one of ’em gives out. 

as it's liable to do. All of ’em ain’t per­
fect. Then there’ll be some cove wantin’ 
an extra one. There won’t be any extra 
one. Then what conies? Why. hell— 
that’s all. A panic an’ a fight, an'—God 
help them as ain’t got one of these bloom­
in’ breathin’ things on. I'm goin’ to keep 
mine.” and he got out his revolver and 
spun the chamber.

“ Better take this,’’ said Bagot to Clax­
ton, passing him an extra weapon. “ It's 
different from what it was between us.
I lay odds it won’t do you any good to 
try to give us the slip. There’s no place 
to  go u n le s s  i t ’s o u t s id e .” a n d  he m o tio n e d  
toward the all-surrounding waters.

But Claxton refused the revolver, and,

cursing him for a foul. Bagot put it hack 
into his pocket.

" Don't ask me to protect vou if some 
one blows your head oil and takes your 
air-tank," the detective snarled.

The strain was beginning to tell even 
on him. lacking nerves as he did.

It was the evening of the seventh day. 
No word had come from the Walrus. The 
wires were dead to any messages. The 
passengers, with their grotesque head­
dresses, walked about like animals in a 
cage, seldom speaking.

They had ceased to question when the 
repair-ship would arrive. They prayed 
to their various gods, and thought wild 
thoughts.

The men had long since deserted the 
engine-room. The only one on duty was 
the officer at the telegraph - instruments. 
His ear was tuned to catch the faintest 
click, his eye the tiniest flash.

But the machines were as silent as the 
fish that swam about the Turtle.

At midnight there was a commotion. 
Carford awoke from a fitful sleep. Who 
could slumber incased in a steel coffin 
with other prospective corpses walking 
about and waiting for death?

The detective arose, and Bagot fol­
lowed him.

“ Maybe it’s the Walrus," spoke Car­
ford.

The two men. seemingly- caring noth­
ing for their prisoner, went out into the 
corridor. But Claxton followed them. 
The confusion appeared to come from the 
women’s cabin.

‘‘ Has the Walrus arrived?" asked 
Bagot of a man half dressed, like him­
self.

‘‘ Not that I ’ve heard of."
" What’s the row, then? ”
‘‘ Well, it’s a sort of arrival. Woman 

gave birth to a baby just now.”
“ W hat?” Bagot thought his hearing 

was failing.
“ A baby! What's the matter with 

y o u ?  ”
“ Good Lord ! ” whispered Bagot with­

in his helmet. “ And there ain't another 
vitalizer on the ship ! That bloomin’ baby 
had better stayed away.”

He pushed forward, but met a closed 
door. 'I’lie passengers, being told of what 
had happened, and losing interest when 
they knew it was not the arrival of the
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repair-ship, were drifting back—despair­
ingly back—to their staterooms.

Bagot went closer to the door. He 
could hear a woman moaning, and a faint 
wailing intermingling.

“ Kid must be alive,” he muttered. 
“ Probably a little air left loose, floatin’ 
around the ship. But it can’t last.”

At that moment the surgeon, whose 
face showed white through his helmet, 
came bursting out of the room. He was 
followed by the captain.

“ I must have a vitalizer! ” the doctor 
cried. “ The child will expire in a few 
minutes without it. There is no air, save 
a thin stratum near the floor.”

“ And there’s not a vitalizer on the ship 
that isn’t in use,” spoke the captain, as 
though he was pronouncing a death sen­
tence.

“ But I can’t understand 1 The inspec­
tion before we left New York—”

“ There was a mistake,” the captain 
said hopelessly, dully. “ We are fifty- 
short. There’s only one apiece. Who 
would have thought a baby would be 
born? ”

“ But the child is here, and I must have 
a vitalizer. I can rig it up with a rubber 
tube. The baby will go right into the 
machine. It’s such a little one! ”

The captain stared at the surgeon for 
an instant, then he began taking off his 
own vitalizer.

“ I ’m done for, anyhow,” he murmured. 
“ I ’d never get another boat.”

The surgeon stopped him with a ges­
ture.

“ You can’t give up the ship,” he de­
clared. “ They’ll need you—when it 
conies to the finish. There’ll be scenes—”

He said no more, but the captain un­
derstood. and he no longer tried to re­
move lii.s helmet. Instead, the surgeon 
began taking his own off.

‘‘ What are you going to do?” asked 
the commander hoarsely.

“ My junior in there can finish what’s 
to  be  d o n e .”

‘‘ No. he can’t. We’ll need your serv­
ices before long. The air will begin to 
give out in some of the machines soon. 
You may be able to help us. You’re under 
my orders. Keep the vitalizer on or I’ll 
order you into irons.” and Captain Mar­
line spoke in tones that showed the sur­
geon there was nothing to do but to obey.

Clacton and Carford. who had 
remained in a corner of the cabin, ap­
proached the spot where Bagot had been 
listening to the conversation between the 
captain and the surgeon.

‘‘ What is i t? ” Claxton whispered to 
the detective.

“ Baby just born. No air for it,” re­
plied Bagot as he turned aside.

The matter had ceased to interest him. 
He was going to the telegraph-room.

Claxton started. Carford, watching 
him behind the glass of the helmet, saw 
the prisoner’s lips move. But he could 
not hear him whispering :

" A life for a life.”
The murderer began to take off his 

vitalizer. He was the third of a sacrifi­
cial trinity.

“ What are you up to?” asked Car­
ford.

His voice attracted the attention of the 
surgeon and captain to the group. There 
were no other passengers near.

“ I'm going to save the baby,” Claxton 
announced simply.

“ No. you don’t ! ” Carford shouted.
“ Whv Hot ? ”
“ You’ll die.”
“ And what if I do? A man’s life is 

his own. I took one; I'll pay the debt 
now and give another back in place of it 
—a better life than the one I took. I ’ve 
got a right to die! ”

“ No, by Heaven, your life ain’t your 
own ! It belongs to the government an’ 
the law, an’ I represent the law. You’ve 
got to live. Let the kid die. You’ve got 
to be took back an’ hung proper an’ ac­
cordin’ to law. Me an’ Bagot’s responsi­
ble for you. We ain’t goin’ to let no 
bloomin’ murderer commit suicide! ” and 
he motioned to Bagot to seize Claxton’s 
hands and manacle them.

Bagot moved forward and shoved his 
fellow detective to one side.

“ Shut up ! ” he cried. “ You ain’t a 
man ! You’re a devil! He’s a man ! ”

Claxton had paused momentarily. 
Now he finished taking off his helmet. 
As he removed it, the lack of oxygen In 
the foul atmosphere of the boat smote him 
as though he had been hit with a club.

With trembling hands he tendered the 
vitalizer to the surgeon.

The doctor took it. He gave one look 
at the man who was sacrificing his life
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for a baby, and then dashed back into 
the room -where a -woman was feebly 
moaning, and where the little new life 
was fast ebbing away.

Captain Marline held out his hand to 
grasp that of Claxton, but the murderer 
fell to the floor in a faint.

Carford began removing his helmet.
“ What are you doing?” asked Bagot.
11 He sha’n't commit suicide ! ” shouted 

Carford. “ I'll give him my helmet. I'd 
rather be taken back dead than to let it be 
known I let a prisoner get awav from me 
like this.”

He was trembling from rage and 
terror.

“ Come on. you fool! ” exclaimed 
Bagot, dragging his companion away. 
“ We’ll all die jolly well soon enough. 
It's only a question of a few hours 
now ! ”

The detectives went to their stateroom. 
The captain looked down on the senseless 
and dying prisoner. Then lie hurried 
into the room where the surgeon was 
saving the baby.

‘‘ I'll get a rubber hose and give him 
some of my air." the captain muttered. 
“ I'll share it with him. We’ll call for 
volunteers ! The Walrus must come soon 1 
I t’s got to ! ”

The junior surgeon, who had been 
helping his chief, came from the woman's 
room.

Both doing well.” he announced. 
“ Brave chap, the one who gave up his 
helmet.”

“ Can’t we save him? ” begged Captain 
Marline. “ I’ll give him half my air. 
Others w ill! ”

“ It’s too late." replied the junior sur­
geon, feeling Claxton’s pulse.

“ We’ll all sav that when the Walrus 
gets here.” the captain murmured within 
his vitalizer.

An hour passed. It seemed like a day. 
Some of the passengers were beginning 
to feel dull and heavy, for the supply 
of air in the vitalizer-tanks was nearly 
gone.

A man staggered into the cabin. It was 
Colonel Fuller. He seemed choking. His 
florid face was purple.

“ I want another vitalizer! ” he 
wheezed. He could no longer shout. 
“ This one has no more air in it.”

Behind him came a throng. Many

were staggering for want of air. their 
vitalizers being almost empty.

” 1 am sorry—" began the captain.
Suddenly, from the engine-room, there 

hurst a man into the cabin. I le was trem­
bling. His fare, seen through the glass in 
his helmet, was white.

"Where’s the captain?’' lie cried, not 
at first catching sight of the commander.

"Here! What’s wanted?” Marline’s 
hand, in his coat-pocket, grasped a re­
volver.

“ The Walrus ' She's making fast now. 
We’ll have her opened inside of a half- 
hour. and then there'll be all the air we 
want.”

There came a grinding sound, a dull 
jar to the Turtle, and then the clank of 
metal on metal. The news spread 
through the ship.

” It's too late for him.” said the junior 
surgeon softly as he helped lift Claxton 
into an unoccupied berth.

Half an hour later the vitalizers were 
laid aside, for the Turtle was filled with a 
fresh supply of air from the reserve tanks 
on the Walrus.

Two days later the Turtle was under 
way again, and reached England in safe­
ty. She was followed by the Walrus, for 
the repairs were only temporary.

The relief-ship had been delayed by a 
broken shaft, but there had been no alarm 
felt for the Turtle or her passengers, since 
the only message received did not tell of 
tile extent of the damage, and later none 
could be sent, owing to a break in the 
wires.

“ Remember that prisoner chap—the 
murderer—I was telling you o f; the one 
that was aboard the Turtle the time she 
got stuck under water in mid-ocean?” 
asked Sutcliffe of Hosfer. one afternoon 
several months later.

“ The fellow—Paxton or Haxton, 
wasn't that his name—who gave up his 
vitalizer to save a baby? ”

11 That’s the one.”
“ What about him? ”
“ I see by to-day's papers they hanged 

him. He didn’t die on the ship, after all. 
Walrus got there just in time, and they 
pulled him through.”

“ Might better have left him die.”
“ That's what I say. Let’s go to 

lunch.”
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CHAPTER IX.
THREA I'EN'IXG DANGER.

T HE consternation and horror that 
filled mv soul as I stood looking 

down into the upturned face cannot be 
portrayed in words within the scope of 
my vocabulary.

A cold, creepy feeling overwhelmed 
me, I felt sick and faint.

There was no doubt that Warson had 
been killed in the same manner as the 
stranger. There was the same tiny punc­
ture. the same lack of the bleeding that 
would naturally follow a stab wound.

I felt myself reeling with the sick 
sensation of being face to face with a 
mystery I could not solve.

.Somebody had entered the house during 
the night. That was certain. Yet, there 
was the remembrance that Warson had 
not spoken in his usual voice when he 
came in.

Had he been wounded somewhere else, 
and come home to die? It seemed rea­
sonable at first. But surely a man would 
say s o m e th in g  about it. W a r s o n  was not 
a man to let any possible chance of saving 
his life go by.

After gazing, with staring eyes, at the 
dead detective for a minute or two. I 
roused myself with a tremendous effort.
I remembered I had work to do.

• Began August A r g o s y ,

I staggered to the front door. It was 
locked, and a chain we had put on the 
inside was in place. Therefore, nobody 
had entered that way.

There was a back door, leading out 
toward the cliffs, and I examined that. 
It seemed the same as I had left it when 
I retired.

The key was in the lock. No key from 
the outside could unlock it, with the 
inside kev in place.

There was a smaller narrow door at 
the side, opening into a passage from the 
dining-room. I hurried to that and ex­
amined it, with the same result.

Then there remained only the windows.
I began on the ground floor. I made 

the most careful scrutiny possible.
Everv catch was in place. These were 

the ordinarv catches found in countrv 
houses, where any are found at all. and 
might he opened from without bv the use 
of a thin knife-blade strong enough to 
push them back. But once pushed back 
far enough to permit the opening of a 
window, they could not be replaced again 
from the outside after the window had 
been closed.

Having made an exhaustive examina­
tion of the first floor. I went up-stairs. 
Here the windows were all in the same 
secure condition.

A frantic feeling came over me. I had 
S in g le  cop ie  1, 1 0  c en ts .
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never been superstitious, bat there was 
something so superlatively uncannv about 
this tiling that my lle.sh crept.

Yet I knew there was nothing super­
natural in it. Somebodv had a wav of 
getting inside the house without using 
doors or windows.

Again I thought of secret passages. 
But I had examined the cellar a dozen 
times or more, and so had Warson.

There was no attic to the house, and I 
went into each room on the top floor and 
examined the ceilings. There was not a 
mark that could in any way indicate the 
presence of a trap-door.

The ceilings were old and stained and 
cracked. But the cracks were irregular, 
and formed neither square nor circle, nor 
did any make even an irregular detour 
and return to the starting-point. Nobody 
had come in through the roof.

There was no skylight; no way of get­
ting to the roof except by way of a ladder 
outside.

In despair once more I went to the 
cellar. I took with me the hammer I had 
purchased from Jicks, and with that 
sounded every inch of the floor.

This was merely earth, and though I 
pounded and scratched and dug. I found 
nothing that indicated the presence of a 
trap-door.

I then attacked the walls. I had al­
ready examined them for crevices, secret 
springs, and every other contrivance 
known to builders of secret doors, but 
now I went over them in the same way I 
had the floor.

Inch by inch—pound, pound, pound—- 
till my wrist ached. But the stones did 
not give, and the same hard, solid sound 
responded to every blow. It was mad­
dening.

The only thing that remained was the 
chimney. As in many, and probably all 
houses I had ever seen, this reached to the 
cellar floor. There was no opening in it. 
It was built of brick. The mortar was 
solid, as they built in the old days. But 
I went over this chimney inch by inch, as 
I had the walls.

There was no secret door.
My theory that some one had found a 

way to enter the house was destroyed. 
There was no way.

I opened the front door and went out­
side. There had been a heavy dew, ami

the grass was wet with those sparkling 
drops of early morning that show everv 
footstep.

I walked around the house. The sil­
very webs were not broken in a single 
place. Not even a cat, a dog, or squirrel, 
not even a rat, had disturbed the grass.

I went back to the house and sat down 
to think.

Undoubtedly Warson had come home 
wounded. Then, why had he not told 
me, so that I could do something for him ? 
Where had he been when he was wound­
ed? How far away from the house?

He had driven in from Yaders with 
our horse, and might easily have been 
attacked anywhere on the lonely road.

Had he been attacked? Had he over­
come his assailants after they had given 
him that puncture ?

Had he thought it a mere ordinary 
scratch, that amounted to nothing, and 
gone to bed expecting to be all right in 
the morning?

This maddening array of questions 
surged through my excited brain.

What was I to do? Mv whirling, dizzv 
mind tried to bring itself together suffi­
ciently to form some idea of what my 
line of conduct ought to be.

Of course I must notify that miserable 
constable. There was no need of notify­
ing Jicks this time. I had the key. He 
was no longer caretaker.

Of course I must notify the coroner. 
And then there must be that same old 
farcical investigation, and—

My mind halted here in absolute terror. 
And then—what ?

I had been, in the first investigation, 
half suspected by the constable, even if 
not by the coroner. Warson had sus­
pected me. Of that I felt quite sure.

And now, if I notified these officers of 
the law, how was I going to convince 
them that a man had been killed in the 
house unless I killed him?

Of course the constable, smarting 
under his defeat the first time, would 
place me under arrest. What argument 
could I use?

If I said that Warson had come home 
wounded, and had not told me, they 
would scoff at such flimsy waste of words. 
I might leave a window unlocked, and 
say I found it so. But this would lead to 
nothing.
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I knew the case would go into the 
hands of detectives I did not know—men 
whose only idea was to find somebody on 
whom to fasten a crime and win laurels 
for themselves.

With a horror clutching at my throat, 
and drawing in my heart till its throb­
bing seemed almost ready to burst it, I 
realized that if I was again charged with 
committing a murder in that house, there 
was not the slightest chance of proving 
myself innocent. Think of the absurdity 
of trying to prove that a man had been 
attacked in there by somebody else, when 
everything showed that nobody else had 
been there.

And then, again, my throbbing brain 
recalled that Joel Bankred and Take 
Jicks knew that Warson at least half 
suspected me. These country people 
had a way of getttng in on the winning 
side. How could I tell how many more 
in Broggan knew that Warson suspected 
me of the first crime?

And then again, with a fresh rush of 
sickening memory, came the words I had 
spoken to Jicks when he had told me of 
Warson. He had said :

“ Surely you did not commit that 
murder? ”

I had replied:
“ No, surely I did not, but I will have 

a go at Warson if he tries to make it 
appear that I did.”

These words of mine seared their way 
through my brain like a white-hot iron. 
In them alone lay condemnation.

The fact that I had sent for Warson to 
work out the crime would avail me noth­
ing. I had been designated as the person 
to get a detective. I could not get out 
of it.

I had sent for a man who was looked 
upon by all Broggan as my personal 
friend. This fact might easily be con­
strued into an act to protect myself. And 
Warson would then become the martyred 
hero who had been too honorable in his 
business to permit friendship to stand in 
the way of justice.

I saw a death sentence staring me in 
the face. A sentence it was out of my 
power to avert.

My soul recoiled at the thought. Per­
haps I was wrong. I am not strong on 
etlrios—not when my life is in danger for 
a crime I did not commit.

A wild, strange feeling came over me. 
I would not go to my death like a hunted 
dog. There was—there must be—an ex­
planation to what now seemed inexplica­
ble. And I would find it.

CHAPTER X.
F R A N T I C  C O N C E A L M E N T .

T he cellar was the coolest place about 
the house. With all the cunning of a 
lifelong rogue, I carried the body of 
Warson down there and placed it where 
it would least likely be discovered.

He had come home after midnight. 
It was doubtful if a single soul in Brog­
gan knew it. There was a road—a short 
cut—from the Vaders highway to the 
lane leading to the big house that we had 
used in going to and from Vaders.

Probably Warson had taken that. It 
was even possible that it was here he had 
been attacked. But by whom?

The horse was in the stable, and 
should remain there until the mystery 
had been far enough solved to make it 
safe for me to show him. For Jicks and 
Joel knew the horse had been left at 
Vaders for Warson, and if they saw the 
horse back their first question would be 
regarding Warson's whereabouts.

I went to breakfast as usual, com­
pelling myself to assume my ordinary 
rtf aimer.

“ When do you expect Warson back? ” 
asked Joel.

II I don’t know,” I answered. “ He 
said he was going to Boston. There’s 
no accounting for anything Warson 
does.”

11 I ’ll see Miggsby to-day, and arrange 
that the horse is looked after.”

My heart almost froze. I had not 
thought of that. Of course the stable 
people in Vaders would know that War- 
son had taken out the horse to return to 
Broggan.

I managed to keep up a front, although 
I felt myself reeling. I hurried away 
and back to the big house.

Something must be done, and done at 
once. If Joel asked at the stable, and I 
dared not request him not to, there was 
no way to stop the inquiry that would 
follow.

Warson would not have taken the
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horse to go anywhere but Broggan. Any 
other place could Lw reached from Vaders 
by steam road or trolley.

Oh, this was the most maddening situ­
ation of a ll ' Vet my life actually de­
pended on some quick action.

Joel would go to the stable. He would 
learn that Warson had taken out the 
horse about midnight, in time to reach 
Broggan at one or two in the morning. 
And I had eaten breakfast at seven, say­
ing I did not know when to expect him 
home.

My excited brain thought with a rapid­
ity that almost set it on fire. It m j  on 
fire.

I rushed to the stable. We had only 
one vehicle, a light road-wagon, and, 
with a nervous energy that made the 
thing seem like a child’s toy-cart, I 
dragged it from its place and out to the 
brink of the precipice, where the scarp of 
the rock was sheer, and the water of the 
sea seemed deepest. Turning the thing 
around, in my frenzied terror, I backed it 
over the cliff and let it go. I heard its 
splash in the water, and went to look.

It had disappeared.
Now for the horse. I could not sacri­

fice the poor fellow’s life, although I 
knew it was my safest course. But even 
my sick soul revolted at this.

I put the harness on him. breaking the 
traces and the breeching-straps. Then I 
mounted him.

I went through the woods, away from 
all houses, and rode about five miles 
toward Vaders. keeping along the shore. 
There I set him free.

I knew he would lx; found. But the 
wagon and Warson would be missing. 
The delay, however, would give me half 
a chance at least to learn what I could.

1 still had time to catch the stage be­
fore it started to Vaders, and dressing 
myself, and compelling an expression of 
calm unconcern to occupy my counte­
nance, I joined Joel at the post-office.
* “ I think I ’ll go with you.” I said to 
Joel, as he looked at me in surprise. 
“ I'm going to New York.”

“ Ain’t you afraid to leave the house 
alone? ”

“ No ; it is well locked.”
“ Locks don’t seem to make no differ­

ence to that house,” he answered.
I made no reply.

6 A

“ When do you expect Warson back? ” 
asked Jicks.

“ I don’t know,” I answered.
“ He’s away a long time. Must have 

got a clue this time.”
Fortunately Joel was ready to start. 
When we reached Vaders we had con­

siderable time to wait for the train.
“ Joel,” I said, prepared to make the 

bluff of my life, “ you spoke of going to 
the stable to sec about the horse. I’ve 
time enough to go with you.”

“ Good,” he said. “ Come on.” 
Reaching the stable, Joel, who knew 

the proprietor well, introduced me.
“ He’s half owner of the horse Mr. 

Warson left here,” said the stage-driver. 
“ We thought we’d take a look at him to 
see how he was getting on.”

“ You’ll have to go back to Broggan 
to do that. Mr. Warson took him out of 
here some time during the night.”

“ He d id !” exclaimed Joel.
Then he turned to me with a look of 

astonishment on his face.
“ I thought you said lie wasn't home? ” 

he exclaimed.
“ I did say so. He probably went 

somewhere else.”
“ He might have done that,” said the 

stableman. “ Hey, George?”
A loutish sort of young fellow an­

swered.
“ Were you here when Mr. Warson 

came for his horse? ”
“ Yes.”
“ Did he say where he was going? ”
“ He mumbled suthin’ ’bout Broggan. 

He wasn't just right. Guess he’d been 
drinkin’.’’

“ How did he act? How did he 
look?” I asked.

“ Well, lie was dead-white and tired 
like, an’ mopy.”

“ Strange ! ” I muttered.
“ Gosh, he’s got lost somewhere.” said 

Joel. “ I'll look for him while you’re 
gone.”

I had no fear that he would enter the 
house. He might go to the stable. But 
I had taken care of that.

The thought had come to me when I 
got rid of the horse and wagon that it 
would be a good idea to throw the body 
of Warson into the sea. This wouldn’t 
do, though, I decided after thinking it 
over. But now I almost wished I had.
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It was too late, however, to do any­
thing more. I had come to Yaders to 
take a train for New York, and if I did 
not go suspicion would be roused.

The rumble of the train warned me 
that I had just time to return to the sta­
tion. I left Joel with the stableman, 
talking over the probable fate of War- 
son.

What George had said had given me 
something new to think about. He was 
suffering in some way when he reached 
Yaders. Was it the wound? Had he 
been drinking and in this condition at­
tacked on the way? Had he met the 
murderer of the man I had found in the 
big house and been drugged, the inten­
tion being to attack and kill him?

Or had the miscreants, whoever they 
were, stabbed him with a weapon—the 
wooden, poisoned weapon described by 
Warson himself—while they had hint in 
their power, and let him go home be­
lieving he had learned something he 
could use against them n the future.

All sorts of queer ideas concerning this 
weapon flushed my brain.

It might not only be poisoned, it might 
also be so doctored as to inflict a tiny 
poisoned wound, but at the same time 
deaden the pain as the application of co- 
cain deadens it, so that the victim did 
not even know he was wounded, and 
would die without being aware that he 
had been murdered.

All these things I was thinking of 
when my train rolled into New York.

CHAPTER XI.
W  ARSON' D IS C O V E R E D .

I  h a d  come to New York with one 
purpose, and one only. I went direct to 
the office of Baymer Brothers.

“ I want to see Mr. Charles Baymer/’ 
I said, naming the head of the firm.

My card was taken into his office. 
F o r t u n a t e l y  h e  w a s  there .

“ How do you do. Mr. Dell? ” he said 
cordially. “ Glad to see you looking so 
well. What's the matter? Didn’t you 
get vour quarterlv check?”

“ Oh. I got the check all right. I 
thank vou for your promptness. It is 
quite another matter on which I have 
come to see vou.”

“ Not in any trouble. I hope. That 
was quite a mystery you had out there. 
The detective told me about it.”

“ What did he tell you? ”
“ Well, not much. I guess I told him 

more than he told me. There was a 
dead man found in a house there, wasn’t 
there? ”

11 Yes. I found him, and it was in a 
house I hired.”

“ Queer coincidence that it should be 
vour house. Who was the man. do vou 
know?”

“ No. That’s what I came here to 
learn.”

“ So far as I could piece it out, it was 
William Wratton.”

" Did you know him well? ”
“ Well—not particularly. The only 

dealings I ever had with him was to buy 
a ship from him.”

“ The Scipio! ” I exclaimed.
“ Yes, the Scipio.”
“ Did you have enough dealings with 

him to recognize these?” I asked, pro­
ducing the ring and watch.

“ The chain and ring seem familiar. 
Yes. I do believe they were worn by 
William Wratton.”

“ Now, Mr. Baymer,” I went on, ** I 
am heart and soul in solving this mys­
tery. It has reached a mania with me, 
and I shall never rest until I know who 
killed William Wratton,”

“ Why—what could such a man be to 
you? ”

“ He was nothing to me himself, but 
there is an underlying suspicion in Brog- 
gan that I know more about the thing 
than I should. You see, hiring the 
house, and finding him there, and all 
that.”

“ Yes. and of course your connection 
with our concern. Yes. I can see how 
country people would make a good case 
out of that. But then I wouldn’t let that 
bother me. I’d simply go somewhere 
else and spend the summer. Of course 
vou could know nothing about the sale of 
the ship.”

“ Neither do they.”
“ A h! They surmise other motives. 

Well, vou can tell them and set their 
minds at rest."

“ Who was William W ratton?”
‘ ’M. He was just plain William 

Wratton, so far as we know here.”
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“ Was lie a New York man? ”
“ No. I don't think so. He did not, 

during our negotiations, mention his home 
or family. He did not act like a family 
man to me. I fancied that he was more 
or less a shade character. Still, he had 
a good ship to sell, and we bought it. 
That’s about all there is to him.’’

I dislike to annoy you with questions, 
but this is more vital to me than you can 
imagine. I simply must - ferret out this 
crime. Won't you take time to tell me 
the whole transaction?”

. “ Certainly. Time is nothing if I can 
do you a service. All there was to the 
matter can be told in a few words. The 
fact is that we wanted a ship for the 
South American service. We advertised 
for one. and this man came to us and in­
troduced himself as William Wratton. 
Of course we asked nothing about him­
self he did not wish to tell.

“ Ele told us he had a four-master 
called the Scipio that was in first-class 
condition, and he wanted six hundred 
thousand dollars for it. This is a pro­
digious price for a sailing vessel. We 
demanded a look at it, of course.

“ Well, it proved to be fitted with aux­
iliary power so arranged that it took up 
no room that could be used for cargo, 
and was in every other way quite supe­
rior to the average vessel, and of great 
tonnage. We bought the ship. He was 
a little queer on the subject of banks, and 
wanted his money in cash. This at once 
struck us an indicative of his being in 
crooked lines somewhere.

" But we did not care for that. He 
had a good ship, and we needed one. and 
we bought his. even at a much higher 
price than we should have paid at any 
other time. Ele gave us good papers to 
prove that the ship was his. and with a 
clean bill of sale we gave him his cash, 
although it made us hustle some to get it.

“ There vou have it all in a nutshell. 
The ship is already about half-way to 
South America, and he walked out of 
here with the money in his pocket.”

“ Then it was for this money he was 
murdered? ”

“ I should sav so, undoubtedly. But 
if robbery were the motive, why did his 
murderers leave the watch and ring? ”

*• The detective in the case explained 
that in various ways.”

“ Wise chap, that Warson. Plow is 
he? ”

“ He left for Boston a few days ago. 
He was all right then.”

“ I'm sorry 1 can’t give you any more 
information.”

“ Didn't William Wratton say any­
thing about what business he had been 
in. or anything else about himself?”

” Not a word. Except for ringing the 
praises of his ship he was like a clam.”

It was clear that I had learned all I 
could from Mr. Bavmer, and thanking 
him, I left. But what I had found out 
was Something.

Warson. had learned all I had just 
learned. And when he saw my check 
from Bavmer Brothers, and not knowing 
the extent of my connection with the 
firm, had at once begun deductions on 
lines totally different from what he had 
had at first.

The question was. what had he learned 
on his trip to Boston? Had he really 
gone to Boston?

It was most regrettable that he had not 
told me what he knew that night when 
he came home.

I reached Broggan the next day in a 
most uncomfortable frame of mind. I 
was all at sea. I had nothing to start 
from in my endeavor to reach a conclu­
sion.

Joel was about the first I saw.
II Oh, say! ” he exclaimed. “ I'm glad 

you’ve got back. What do you think? 
The horse walked into his old stable— 
where you bought him. you know, 
Dwight's, as cool as you please, with his 
harness on. and all the straps to the wag­
on broken. The two traces are cut and 
the breeching straps are broken. He 
must have run away with poor Warson 
and lost him somewhere in the woods. 
Then he must have got tire wagon caught 
somehow and pulled loose.

” But we can’t find the wagon nor 
Warson. What the devil do you suppose 
happened ? ”

“ I don't know,” I said. “ It’s a mys­
tery to me. But I’m tired now. I’ll 
see you to-morrow and we’ll make a 
search.”

I had my supper and walked to the big 
house.

When it was dark I carried Warson up 
from the cellar, and staggering, plung­
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ing, falling, and yet desperate with a 
new-born hope, I managed to get him 
about a mile from the house, about on a 
line with the Vaders road.

Then I hurried back to the house and 
went to bed.

The next day, after Joel had made his 
trip in the afternoon to Vaders and back, 
I met him, and we began another search 
for Warson and the wagon.

“ He must have been drunk, far as I 
can figure it,” said the stage-driver. 
“ Must have been dopey. Something 
must have frightened the horse and he 
ran away. But what the deuce became 
of the wagon? Warson must be in it 
somewhere.”

But he wasn't. I led a roundabout 
search lasting till near dusk, and then 
drew near the spot where I had left War- 
son. I let Joel find him.

There was a sudden whoop.
“ Here, Mr. Dell, this way! Here he 

is I ”
And there he was, much to my ap­

parent surprise.
The wagon was never found, but my 

safety was assured. I breathed more 
freely.

CHAPTER XII.

T H E  C O R O N E R ’ S  V E R D I C T .

B e i n g  s a f e  i s  n o t  a l w a y s  b e i n g  o u t  o f  

t h e  w o o d s .

Joel had been the discoverer. I left 
it to Joel to do the notifying.

The prominence that his success in 
finding Warson gave him in Broggan 
swelled Joel’s chest.

“ This,” I said to him. “ is a coroner’s 
case pure and simple, although the con­
stable must be notified that a crime has 
been committed. I will leave that with 
you. I am tired. I am going home and 
to bed.”

He looked at me queerly.
“ And do you call that house home?”
“ It is my temporary home,” I replied. 

“ I rented it. I have no fear of being 
attacked. If I am I shall be able to take 
care of myself. Remember, notify the 
coroner at once.”

“ Don’t fear me,” he said. “ I’m off 
at once.”

I went back to the big house and went

to bed. Visions of all kinds disturbed 
my dreams, but I was not molested du­
ring the night.

Yet, even upon me the strangeness of 
things had taken such a hold that in the 
morning I made the rounds once more to 
see if the doors or windows had been 
tampered with. Nothing had been dis­
turbed.

Naturally, I was a witness at the in­
quest. Joel was the first one called.

Joel Bankred, being sworn, testified:
“ I knew when Mr. Warson, detective, 

went to Boston, or said he was going. I 
knew that the horse owned by him and 
Mr. Dell had been left at Vaders for 
him to use whenever he returned. Mr. 
Dell and I went to the stable at Vaders 
and found that Mr. Warson had called 
for Ids horse about one o’clock and said 
he was going home—that is, to Broggan. 
Mr. Dell went to New York, and I won­
dered what had become of Warson. Then 
we heard that the horse, with a broken 
harness, had gone back to his former 
owner. A good many of us searched 
the roads and the woods but could not 
find Warson. We expected to find him 
in the wagon, or near it.

“ Then Mr. Dell returned from New’ 
York, and when I told him about the 
horse he proposed another search. We 
spent an hour or two and then we found 
IV arson. But not the wagon.”

“ In your former search,” said the 
coroner. “ had you passed over or near 
the spot where you finally discovered 
Warson ? ”

“ Why—almost.”
“ Are you sure that the spot had not 

been examined by searchers previous to 
your finding Warson?’’

“ What are you trying to bring out?” 
asked the constable.

“ Well, you see the wagon has not 
been found. Many things are possible 
in this strange case. It is full of com­
plications. If the wagon had become 
wedged in among trees, and the horse- 
broke loose, the wagon would still be 
there. Warson may have been pitched 
out, whether he was at that time dead or 
alive. But where is the wagon?”

“ We could not find the wagon.” said 
Joel.

“ You haven’t told me what you wish 
to bring out,” said the constable testily.
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The coroner waxed wroth.
“ I am trying this case,” he roared. 

“ In the other case you told me that 
having done my duty as coroner I must 
shut up and let you do your work. And 
here you are butting in like an old wom­
an. I know what I am trying to bring 
out. That’s enough till I do it.”

“ You needn’t get mad about it.”
“ Who’s getting mad? Didn't you 

tell me in the other case to mind my own 
business? Now you mind yours.”

“ I am. I represent the law.”
“ Mr. Bankred will proceed.”
“ I don’t know nothing to proceed 

with.” said Joel. “ I've told all I know. 
We found the man. but not the wagon.” 

“ Very good. That concludes your 
testimony, then. Now. I understand Mr. 
Dell was with you when you found the 
body.”

11 Not exactly with me when I found 
it. He and I were working along to­
gether. I found Warson and called Mr. 
Dell.”

“ That’s what I am going to do now. 
Mr. Dell ! ”

I was dulv sworn, greatly impressed 
with the legal formalities and the heavy 
machinery of the law in and around 
Broggan.

“ You have heard the testimony of 
Joel Bankred. Have you anything to 
add to it, Mr. Dell ? "

•* I have nothing to add to the testi- 
monv. But I wish to call your attention 
to the wound. You will notice that it is 
apparently the same kind of wound that 
killed the first victim.”

“ You are right. It is clear that the 
same hand struck both blows. I am 
glad you brought that out. You went to 
New York the day of Warson’s return.” 

“ Warson had taken the horse at one 
o'clock. I went to Yaders with Bank- 
red on his first trip. Warson must have 
been somewhere between Yaders and 
Broggan then.”

“ Where were you all. night?”
“ Asleep in my bed.”
“ You are sure of that. You are under 

oath, you know.”
II I am aware of that. I slept in the 

big house.”
“ And when you returned from New 

York you assisted Bankred in the search 
that resulted in finding the body?”

“ I did.”
“ What was the object of your visit to 

New York?”
” To visit a firm of shipping merchants 

and get some clues to the first murder.” 
“ Did you get them? ”
“ I got some information. It will do 

to build on.”
“ Have vou anv objection to telling 

what you learned? ”
“ No objection to telling you privately, 

but it was nothing that bears on the pres­
ent case.”

“ It's a queer thing,” broke in the 
constable. “ that the man Warson sus­
pected of the first murder should be the 
means of discovering Warson’s body.”

“ What’s that? ” asked the coroner.
I was beginning to feel decidedly un­

comfortable again.
“ I say, that Warson suspected Dell 

of the first murder. And Warson was 
killed. And nobody could find Warson's 
body till Dell returned and led them to 
the spot.”

The coroner looked puzzled.
“ Are you accusing Mr. Dell of the 

murder of Warson?”
“ I am saying it looks strange.”
“ Before you go into that, Mr. Coro­

ner,” I said, 11 perhaps it would be well 
to take the testimony of the stableman, 
who was the last man, except his mur­
derer. who saw Warson alive.”

“ Have you concluded your testi­
mony? ”

“ Yes, sir.”
‘‘ George Bean.”
Mr. Bean slouched into his place.
“ Did you see Warson. the detective, 

when he called for his horse?”
“ Ye*, sir.”
” What was his appearance?”
“ He was either drunk or had been 

takin’ suthin’ worse than drink. I don’t 
know. I ain’t no doctor. But he talked 
thick an’ said he was tired. His head 
kinder drooped on one side."

“ Did he say he was going to Brog­
gan i>”

“ Yes, sir.”
“ You saw him start?”
“ Yes. sir.”
“ Did he drive off like an alert, wide­

awake man?”
“ No, sir.”
“ That’s all.”
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“ Now,” said the coroner, “ the case 
to me seems so clear that I may, with 
propriety, direct the verdict of the jury. 
That Warson was killed is an undoubted 
fact. That he was murdered is at least 
debatable. The wound we see may have 
been self-inflicted. It is something with 
which I am not familiar, this small in­
strument that kills and scarcely leaves a 
mark.

*' The question to be determined, is 
whether he was struck before he reached 
Vaders »or on the way from Vaders to 
Broggan. The testimony of George 
Bean shows that there was something 
the matter with him when he reached 
Vaders. This might have been the re­
sult of the blow which had already been 
struck, or it might have been the result 
of drink, which made him an easy vic­
tim when attacked between Vaders and 
Broggan. Or, it might have been the 
cause of a sudden determination to com­
mit suicide.

“ There is no way of determining 
whether the horse ran away after War- 
son fell out, or with Warson and spilled 
him. The wagon has not been dis­
covered. This leads up to the suggestion 
that Warson was attacked, taken away 
in the wagon to some distant place, from 
which he escaped and tried to make his 
way home on foot, or was murdered 
there and his body carried to the spot 
where it was found and deposited there 
after the first search had been made.

“ I direct a verdict that David Warson 
came to his death by the attack of parties 
unknown.”

This verdict was given.
I was again relieved. But I knew 

that detectives keener than Warson would 
now be on the case. Where would I 
stand then?

CHAPTER XIII.

A M Y S T E R I O U S  L E T T E R .

It was just as I expected. The mys­
teries of the house at Broggan now 
interested the newspaper readers of sev­
eral States. The story of the entire case 
was printed and garbled and misrep­
resented, as almost always is the case, 
until at last I stood out for the most part 
in glaring colors as an archfiend who

had devised some devilish scheme where­
by I could take human life without be­
ing detected.

I lived in a house where no other hu­
man being dare set foot. I was a keen­
eyed. saturnine wretch, and women said 
I had the evil eye.

I was a sworn enemy of all mankind. 
I had no ax to grind, no motive in my 
various crimes, but was controlled sim­
ply by a mania for killing.

In others, I was a genius for detective 
work. I was assisting detectives when I 
could, and doing their work when they 
failed.

I was more courageous than most men 
because I fearlessly slept alone in a house 
that was known to be haunted. If any­
body could run down the gang of thugs 
infesting the neighborhood of Broggan, 
I was that one.

I had already discovered clues un­
known to the detectives. I was ready, 
at almost anv time, to lay my hand on 
the miscreants.

And so it went.
With it all. as may be imagined, I was 

not very comfortable. I knew the end 
was not yet. and though I had lost some 
q | mv zeal for living in a haunted house, 
I knew the worst move I could make 
would be to leave it now.

I was not surprised when two detec­
tives visited me. They were older men 
than Warson. and worked together along 
identical lines, one helping the other out 
when he saw a chance. They had worked 
in this way for years, and fitted in to­
gether like a ball-and-socket joint.

We had a long session in the big house. 
I went over the strange events that had 
occurred with as minute a regard to 
detail as possible.

I answered all their questions. I took 
them through the house, from top to 
bottom. They examined everything.

One even got down and stuck his head 
in the fireplace in the dining-room and 
looked up the chimnev.

“ It's big enough,” he said. “ But. 
while a man might easily fall or slide 
down, it is not likely that he could get 
out again without making a thundering 
noise. And to reach the roof he would 
have to use a ladder, and murderers are 
not in the habit of carrying ladders 
around with them.
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“ Moreover, the first man killed was 

either brought here after death or lured 
here oil some pretext or other. If he 
was dead and was let down the chimney, 
his clothes would be covered with soot.” 

“ They were clean and new.” I told 
him.

“ In the other event, if his enemies 1iad 
sought to lure him here on the pretext of 
making some deal, he probably would 
have balked at entering a house by way of 
the chimney, such not being the orthodox 
manner among men who deal in thou­
sands.

■' It is clear to me that both men were 
killed outside the house. What do you 
say? ”

“ There seems to be no other theory 
possible,” replied the other.

The first speaker’s name was Lavin. 
H is comrade’s was Scole.

“ Having reached that conclusion.” 
went on Lavin, “ we’ve got to do our 
work outside. What is vour intention? 
Do you intend to remain here?”

“ Acs. 1 don’t like the notoriety, but 
I ’ve got about all I can get now. and 
when this matter is entirely settled I 
fancy I shall need more rest than ever. 
And there is no place I know of. murder 
mystery left out, where such complete 
rest is possible as in Broggan.”

“ You haven't been overwhelmed with 
ennui so far.” said Scole. with a grin.

“ Not to any appreciable extent. But, 
as you see, it is a grand place. Air, 
scenery, all suit me exactly. And I don’t 
like the people of Broggan to say that I 
was driven away by ghosts.”

“ Well you are nervy, anyway. I am 
glad,” said Lavin, “ that this is your de­
termination. for we shall need some one 
here, and it will save the necessity of 
sending for another detective. Having 
spent so much time here, and having been 
through all the row, you will he really 
of more service than a regular detective. 
Onlv. I advise you to keep your revolver 
handy. Got a good one?”

“ N o ,  n o r  a  b a d  one. I  nev er  o w n e d  
such a thing.”

“ Do you mean to tell me that you 
have spent all this time in this house 
without a gun? ”

“ I never thought of it.”
“ Well, you are either a brave man or 

a fool.”

“ Gr else the murderer,” added 
Scole.

“ I hope you don’t think that.”
“ No. Warson probably did, but he 

jumped at the conclusions he told you to 
avoid. We’ve seen too many mysterious 
cases to suspect you.”

“ Now.” said Lavin. taking his own 
revolver from his pocket and laying it 
on the table along with a box of car­
tridges. “ you keep that handy. Even if 
you don’t know how to use it, you can 
make a noise. If you see or hear any­
thing mysterious, learn what you can; 
but when things get too warm, blaze 
away.”

The thing looked like a cannon to me.
I smiled when I thought of trying to hit 
a man—much less a ghost.

“ Don’t be afraid to shoot.” said Scole.
II Anybody who molests you here will be 
an enemy. Make yourself easy about 
that.”

The two left me, and I went about 
my daily life with the same regularity 
as before.

I did not expect to hear from Lavin 
and Scole immediately. As a matter of 
fact, it would not have surprised me if I 
never heard from them.

So mysterious, so completely baffling, 
were the ways of the assassins that I 
would not have been surprised to hear of 
the death of both detectives.

And, I must confess, what they had 
said to me had not added to my courage. 
Still. I was determined to stick it out.

If anyjxxly else wanted that house, I 
wanted it just as bad. And if they want­
ed my life because I was hunting them 
down, they would get me just as well 
anywhere else as there. I determined to 
stay.

1 took my meals with Joel’s mother as 
before. I met the stage as before. And 
I bought a new horse.

Things went along prettv much as 
though nothing unusual had occurred. 
Country people of the Broggan tvpe eas­
ily settle back into old ruts, and in a day 
or two the unruffled surface of life as 
it was in Broggan gave no hint of 
tragedy.

I slept soundly.
One night, however. I was extremely 

restless. I fancy I had slept unusually 
hard during the early hours, and about
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one o’clock I began to roll. Every little 
while I would start up, imagining that I 
heard some one.

At one time I seemed to be dreaming. 
I thought that I was on a brilliantly 
lighted street, and went into a garden 
equally brilliant. When I woke up I was 
in darkness, as before.

I laughed at myself for a coward. 
Surely the tragedies were not getting on 
my nerves like that! I pulled myself to­
gether and slept till daylight.

When I did at last decide to get up, 
the sun was high and the day well started. 
I felt little refreshed. I had been in bed 
too long, and my sleep had been broken.

And there was a strange, indefinable 
feeling running through my mind that 
something queer had happened in the 
night.

I resolved, as I had so many, many 
times before, to make a round of the doors 
and windows.

I found the doors all secure, locked 
just as I had left them. The keys of all 
doors were in place inside the locks. No 
key could be inserted from the outside. 
The chain on the front door was in 
place.

Then I began on the windows. When 
I reached the little room I had fitted up 
as a library, and never used, I chanced to 
glance at my desk.

I had not written a line on it since I 
entered the big house. But there, in plain 
view, was a letter. It was not in an 
envelope. It was not even folded. It 
was written on the top sheet of a pad.

With a peculiar feeling—my heart 
beating rapidly—I picked it up. It was 
written in a fine woman’s hand, and read 
as follows:

Mr. Df.l l :
For God’s sake leave this house and 

cease the search for the murderers of 
William Wratton and the detective 
Warson. I have been sent to kill you, 
but at the risk of my own life I am 
warning you instead.

When T saw you—I will say no more 
about the effect your appearance had on 
me—I felt at first like waking you. 
But I am afraid. I am in the power— 
the absolute power—of the worst gang 
of ruffians the world has ever seen. I 
came to warn you. I am doing so.

T return possibly to my own death. I 
shall report that T have committed

murder in order to give you time to 
escape. For your sake and mine leave 
at once and let them believe you are 
dead.

CHAPTER XIV.

RAGING.

Some one had been inside the house, 
and that some one a woman.

I read the hurriedly written note again 
and again. At first a sort of crawling, 
uncanny feeling took possession of me. 
This gradually gave way to one of 
startled wonder, which finally enlarged 
upon itself till I stood there the angriest 
man old Broggan had ever held.

A woman! I was being outwitted by 
a woman.

“ What manner of woman could this 
be,” I asked myself, “ who entered 
houses in mysterious ways to commit 
murder? ”

No doubt she had been the lure that 
led poor William Wratton to his death. 
Perhaps she was beautiful, with a devil­
ish beauty that men would follow even 
when they knew death awaited them at 
the end of the trail.

I pictured her young, swarthy, with 
gipsy features, flashing black eyes, lus­
trous tresses, voluptuous form. Infinite 
grace marked every movement of her tall, 
lithe body.

Then a revulsion came, and I decided 
that even that kind of a young woman 
could not commit murder.

I pictured her again as a toothless old 
hag, some witch of a southern clime, with 
wrinkled and yellow skin, chuckling in 
glee over her victims.

But this wouldn’t do. Such a woman 
could not write such a hand. X'or would 
such a woman warn me instead of killing 
me.

But I was enraged. Why. if she was 
warning me at all, did she not give me 
fuller information? Why did she not tell 
me how she managed to get in and then 
out of the house?

But had she gone out of the house?
I started like a wild bull on the charge. 

Rather, perhaps, like a hungry hound on 
the chase.

She had been there—so much was cer­
tain.
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Had she gone? Was there some secret 
hiding-place in the house we had not dis­
covered? Had I lived under the same 
roof all the time with one or more mur­
derers?

Gnashing my teeth in impotent rage. 
I snarled, and. snatching my revolver, 
made a complete search of the house once 
more.

By this time I knew every inch of 
floors, walls, and ceilings. Blindfolded. 
I could go to where there was a knot­
hole in the kitchen floor. Blindfolded. I 
could count the old tacks left when the 
last carpets were taken up.

But I found nothing more than I had 
found before—nothing.

There was no woman. There was no 
evidence that any one had forced an en­
trance. There was not a thread, not a 
button, not a hairpin, as a telltale of a 
woman’s presence.

All horror had gone. All visions of the 
supernatural had fled. I stood face to 
face with a mystery, but it was a human 
mystery, with none of the occult to baffle 
m e .

And I raged.
Why had a woman been sent to commit 

such a crime? Undoubtedly she had led 
William Wratton to his death, even if 
she had not actually struck the blow that 
killed him.

Certainly she had killed poor Warson.
But why a woman?
She had said in her note that she was 

in the power of a murderous gang. Why 
did she not tell me where that gang could 
be found? Why did she not remain and 
give me the chance to set her free, as well 
as settle once and for all the mystery of 
the double tragedy?

The more I thought of it the angrier I 
got. I fumed. I even cursed, and pro­
fanity was a stranger to my lips.

My first thought was to hunt for Latin 
and Scole, and, with them, set a trap. 
But there rose in me a terrible thirst for 
vengeance.

True, I had little of which to avenge 
myself. Warson was a friend, but not a 
near one. and Wratton had teen a total 
stranger. But I had had trouble enough 
over the thing. And three of us might 
bungle the whole business.

I resolved to fight this gang alone. 
Single-handed I would lie in wait for

them and shoot them down, man or 
woman, as they appeared.

It was a wild, unwise resolution, but I 
was in a wild and unwise mood.

By what trick or device the woman had 
entered and gone again I could not im­
agine.

As I thought it over, smoking furious­
ly till the smoke grew thick around me, 
I saw her again as a beautiful siren. For 
what other kind of woman could have 
lured a man of the world like Wratton 
to such a place, and through whatever 
secret way they had to enter?

I fingered my revolver. I wondered if 
I could shoot straight, after all. I had 
never tried. What good was the thing 
even if I did see them?

I went outside and wandered all about 
the place, making a search for some evi­
dence that a person had been near. There 
was none.

I set up a target as big as the head of 
a barrel, and began practising on it. At 
first I had no knowledge where the 
bullets went. They certainly did not hit 
the target. Then I hit the edge. And 
once, probably by a miracle, a bullet 
struck almost in the center.

But it was enough. I had learned to 
handle the thing, and had used up more 
than half my supply of cartridges.

I went to breakfast.
“ When do you expect Lavin and Scole 

back? ” asked Joel.
“ Joel,” I said, “ if you ask me that 

again about anybody, I ’ll knock your head 
off. Remember that. I ’ve had enough of 
this funny business.”

“ W-what’s the matter?” demanded 
Joel in amazement. “ You look as if the 
ghost had really visited you.”

“ It has,” I said savagely.
He stood and stared at me.
“ The people of Broggan were right,”

I went on. “ That house is haunted.”
“ Did—did some one really come in?” 
“ Yes.”
“ How?”
“ Evaporated and blew through a key­

hole and then took human form again.” 
“ Are vou going off your head? ”
“ Yes.”
That merely expresses the mood I was 

in. I gulped my breakfast in a surly wav, 
and. lighting a cigar, strode back to the 
house.
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I walked around it, and looked in the 
windows. I almost expected to see people 
dancing inside. I saw merely an empty 
house.

I went in. 1 walked through the rooms. 
Save for my own footsteps and hard 
breathing, everything was Still.

How had she got in? With my rage, 
the problem almost drove me mad. Like 
Scole, I got down and stuck my head in 
the fireplace and looked up the chimney.

And, like Scole, I decided that while 
a person could come down, it would not 
be so easy to get out.

And then, like Scole, I knew it would 
require a very long ladder to reach the 
roof. How had that woman got in?

I read her letter again. I studied the 
handwriting. Had the letter not been 
written in haste it might have been beau­
tiful chirography. As it was, it was a 
pretty scrawl.

I remembered my dream. I knew it 
had been no dream. She had stood over 
me with a light—ready, no doubt, to drive 
the poisoned styptic dagger into my 
throat if I opened my eyes.

She had begged me to leave to save 
her life and my own. I laughed.

What did I care for her life? And I 
could take care of my own.

CHAPTER XV.
A S U M M O N S  A T  M I D N I G H T .

T h a t  d a y  w a s  a  r e s t l e s s  o n e  f o r  m e .  

I  t o o k  o u t  t h e  h o r s e  a n d  d r o v e  f u r i o u s l y  

— a n y w h e r e — I  c a r e d  n o t  w h a t  r o a d ,  n o r  

t h r o u g h  w h a t  t o w n s .

I tired the horse, and returned. Then 
I walked till I tired myself. Then I 
went to supper. I had had no dinner. I 
wanted none.

“ There’s a band of gipsies up the 
road,” said Joel. “ Came last night.”

“ Well, what of i t? ” I asked.
“  I  w o n d e r e d  i f  t h e y  h a d  a n y t h i n g  t o  

d o  w i t h  i t . ”
“ With what? ”
“ That ghost business.”
“ Yes. It is likely that gipsies know 

all about the secrets of an old house in 
Broggan. Were they ever here before? ” 

“ r  never saw this gang before. I ’ve 
seen gipsies.”

“ Look out for your horses and chick­

ens. Otherwise gipsies are not particu­
larly the enemies of mankind. The gang 
that we want are not gipsies. If they are, 
they are superior to any brand of gipsies 
I have ever seen.”

Joel looked at me in a hurt way. His 
expression was such that I apologized.

” I don’t mean to be rough, Joel.” I 
said. " hut something really has hap­
pened. Just how it happened I don’t 
know, but I am going to find out. And 
I am going to do it myself. I won’t have 
the thing spoiled by too many cooks.”

Joel nodded.
‘‘ I knew something was on your mind.”
That night I did not go to bed at all.

I arranged an easy chair in my librarv, 
and, placing my revolver handy to my 
reach on my desk, sat down to read. But 
it was impossible to concentrate my 
thoughts on a single sentence.

An old house is full of noises. The 
more you listen for them, the more you’ll 
hear. It was so with me.

Once a mouse ran across the room, and 
I grabbed my revolver to shoot it. Then 
I laughed grimly at my own nervousness.

This would never do. If I wasted mv 
energies on a mouse, what would I do if 
men should come?

I could think of nothing but the letter 
and the woman who wrote it. She had 
left her work so baffiingly incomplete that 
she might just as well have not written 
it at all.

Of course, she had given me proof that 
she could enter and leave the house at 
will, but there had been evidence enough 
of that before. Why, oh. why had she 
not given me some information?

But sitting still in a big old house, half 
furnished, listening for noises that never 
come, and starting at noises that do come, 
is nerve-racking work.

Every half-hour I would take mv re­
volver and prowl through the place with 
a lamp, never thinking that I was making 
a splendid target of myself for any one 
who might be hiding in the dark.

And drowsiness began to overcome me. 
The night dragged its weary length along 
like a funeral dirge. I felt myself grow­
ing sleepy. My head drooped.

I caught myself several times, walked 
around a little to shake it off, but I had 
tired myself so during the day that the 
effort was too much. I wished then that
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I had brought Joel to keep me company. 
And at the same moment I wished it, I 
knew he would not have come.

And then I fell asleep.
I sprang to my feet with a yell. I 

clutched the back of my neck with my 
hand. A sudden sharp stinging pain had 
aroused me, and I felt the poisoned wood­
en point.

But it was nothing. I had slept so 
long with my head bowed and my chin 
resting on my chest that the back of my 
neck was strained. I looked at my watch. 
It was five o'clock.

It was light enough to see without a 
lamp, and I took the revolver and went 
through the house.

There was no one there, and nothing 
had been disturbed.

I went out to the stable anti surprised 
mv horse with an early breakfast. He 
seemed to be pleased, and 1 remained 
talking to him. I liked his company as 
well as he liked mine.

The eternal problem of how the woman 
had entered the house again intruded it­
self. I say again, but in reality it never 
left me.

That day, if any such thing could be 
possible, was worse than the day before. 
1 was tired, nervous, and still angry. All 
fear had left, if, in fact. I had been con­
scious of any at any time. 1 had not, 
until I read the letter, considered myself 
in danger.

I ate my meals a little more decently, 
smoked with Joel before he left for 
Vaders. and met the stage again when it 
returned with the mail. There was none 
for me, and I was glad of it.

I took a short drive in the afternoon, 
and by supper-time had got myself 
calmed down sufficiently to sit on Joel's

front stoop an hour, smoking and talk­
ing with him.

Then I went home in a cool, determined 
mood, resolved to sit up all night and 
watch.

It was a lovely evening. The light of 
the moon came in at the windows with 
sufficient brilliance to enable me to see 
without a lamp.

I made a detour of the house, and as­
sured myself that everything—that is, 
everything I knew of—was secure. Then 
I sat down and waited.

But again I felt myself growing 
drowsy. This would not do. for, if what 
the woman had said in her letter was true, 
somebody would come to do the work at 
which she had revolted.

So I lit the big lamp and sat down to 
read.

I read probably four hours. I did not 
look at the time, but it must have been 
about midnight or a little after, when 
there was furious pealing of the old- 
fashioned bell.

I started to my feet.
I had never had a visitor at night. No 

amount of money could induce anvbodv 
in Broggan to enter that house day or 
night. I thought at once of I.avin and 
Scole.

Still, to take proper precautions, I 
picked up my revolver and walked to the 
door. I was surprised that there was only 
one ring.

I opened the door just the length of 
the chain, and looked out. I saw no one.

With a mighty oath. I flung off the 
chain, intending to pursue whoever rang 
that bell, ghost or human though he 
might be. I stumbled. Something lay 
huddled in a heap on the threshold, L 
stooped.

(To be continued.)

LAW.
L a w s ,  a s  w e  r e a d  i n  a n c i e n t  s a g e s ,
H ave been like cobwebs in all ages. 
Cobwebs for little flies are spread,
And laws for little folks are made;
But if an insect of renown.
Hornet or beetle, wasp or'drone.
Be caught in quest of sport nr plunder. 
The filmy fetter flies in sunder.

James Beattie.



N A M E S  A N D  N U M B E R S .
By GEORGE M. A. CAIN.

A  summons by telephone which brought, first, disappointment, 
then a revelation, and finally the unexpected in its train.

FOR cnee in his life. Turn Harring­
ton was realizing the truth of the 

tradition that Monday is a blue day.
Ordinarily he accomplished but little 

on the first work-day of the week, but up 
to this particular morning it had been a 
very pleasing image that came between 
him and the briefs on his desk. The 
image was there to-day—the image of the 
same individual girl—but it appeared, 
as he had last seen its beautiful original, 
cold, haughty, scornful, looking and 
speaking final dismissal.

If it had grown dim as he tried to for­
get it, there was the little jewel-box in 
his pocket where he could feel it as a per­
petual reminder that his ring had been 
returned to him yesterday by the only girl 
he had ever thought he really loved.

Pretty hard at the time, isn’t it? Not 
much use to waste words over it, though.

Most of us have been through some­
thing like it somewhere along the line. 
And most of us have lived through it— 
lived to make it all up and go on as 
though it had never happened, or lived 
to thank our luckv stars that it happened 
just that way.

Some of us took a long while to find 
out quite how lucky we were. Others 
knew a little sooner.

There were moments, even this first 
morning after, when Tom Harrington 
wondered whether there would not be a 
time when he would be glad that a girl 
who could not trust him better than 
Dollie Eastbrooke had trusted him—bad 
let him know before they were irrevoca­
ble ioined together.

He felt pretty sure that the only thing 
that could ever make him glad again 
would be to have Dollie call him up and 
tell him he might come and—

“ B-r-r-r.” rang the telephone on his 
desk.

His hand trembled as he lifted the re­
ceiver from the hook, <

“ Hallo? ” he called.
Hallo,’' came back; “ is that you, 

Tom ?”
“ Yes ; who is this, please?”

M hy. this is Dollie. Didn’t you 
recognize my voice? ”

” I thought I did; but you alwavs 
speak differently into the phone.”

“ Y ell. Tom—I’m in an awful fix. I 
did the silliest thing this morning. I 
took a dime out of my pocketbook for my 
fare down here to Warden & Smith’s 
store; and then I came off without the 
purse. You know it costs ten cents on 
the cars since they took off the transfers; 
and I can’t get back. I found a nickel 
for the telephone in my pocket, and that 
was all. I can't walk from Thirty- 
Fourth Street home.”

“ Of course you can’t. I ’ll get off and 
come up to take you home. Awfully 
glad you called on me.”

“ Will you. really? I’ll be in the wait­
ing-room. And I am dreadfully hungry, 
too.”

Without stopping to. say 11 Good-bv ” 
or ask permission to leave the office. Tom 
grabbed his hat and started for the street.

He came near killing himself in board­
ing a car in the middle of the block. He 
raved at the wagons which persisted in 
crossing Broadway in front of the con­
veyance. He tried to bribe the motor- 
man not to see any more passengers until 
be reached Warden & Smith’s.

He thought he had never seen a street­
car quite so slow as this. And yet. with 
all his impatience, he was almost ready to 
sing aloud for joy.

Dollie had asked him to come. She 
had turned to him in the first slight dis­
tress.

She would tell him now that she was 
sorry for her hasty misjudgment. It 
would be a trifle bitter to remember that 
she could ever have believed such evil of 
him: but the sweetness of just having

28 4
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her again would be enough to make up a 
thousandfold.

He rushed into the store and dashed 
tlirough the throng of customers to the 
waiting-room. Then he paused and 
looked in vain for the fair face of Dollie 
Eastbrookc.

For a moment he was disconcerted, 
until he remembered that there was a sec­
ond waiting-room on the fourth floor. He 
hurried up the stairs, not willing to wait 
for the elevator.

The second waiting-room was more se­
cluded than the first. Through the open 
door he failed to see all the occupants ; 
so he addressed the Uniformed attendant: 
“ Will you please tell Miss Dollie East- 
brooke that Mr. Tom Harrington is 
here/’

The process of finding the desired in­
dividual occupied the waiting-lady some 
moments, then he heard his name called.

“ O h .  Tom ! ” cried the girl. “ I'm so 
glad you—why. you're not Tom ! ”

“ Yes, I am.” said Harrington: “ but 
you're not Dollie.”

" But I am—Dollie Graham.”
“ And I am Tom Harrington. But it 

was Dollie Eastbrooke who called me on 
the phone.”

"And 1 called up Tom llarrbvnm. I 
thought the waiting-lady said Harriman. 
I wonder now. What is your telephone 
number? ”

“ 29605 Cortlandt. What number did 
vou call?”

“ 29609; and* that accounts for it. 
They always mix up fives and nines.”

“ So they do,” said Harrington in a 
dazed sort of way.

He was just beginning to realize that 
Dollie Eastbrooke had not called him 
up at all, that she was not wanting to 
make up their quarrel, that he stood just 
where he had stood all this gloomy morn­
ing.

'lie glanced again at the splendid 
creature before him and remembered that 
there w a s st i l l  another dis tress than his 

own.
But what could he. a perfect stranger, 

do to help her? He would find out.
“ It's awfully funny about the names, 

though,” he added to his assent to her 
explanation of the shuffled numbers.

•• That doesn't seem so strange to me.” 
the girl replied. “ Dollie Eastbrooke

and I were in the same class at school, 
and to those who called us Dollie we 
were always a source of confusion. And 
Harrington is so much like Harriman 
that that part is not strange, either.”

Tom saw the opening to offer his as­
sistance.

“ So you know Dollie Eastbrooke? ” he 
asked. “ Well, then, you must let me 
help you out of your straits. What can 
I do? Oh, now, don’t say. ‘ Nothing.’ 
I happen to know that you haven’t even 
the five cents to telephone to your—to 
Mr. Harriman.”

“ Oh. dear, I suppose I must ask you 
to lend me that much. I forgot about 
that.”

"But that would make you wait; let 
me see vou home.”

“ Wing I couldn’t think of such a 
thing. Don’t you see. I do not know 
you.”

“ Well. I am engaged to Dollie East- 
hrooke—or rather was, till vesterday. 
Now you know me well enough.”

“ M ere engaged to her, but are not 
now? Why, that might make it all the 
worse."

“ Oh. it was not my fault. It was all 
a mistake on her part. She broke it off.”

“ Mr. Harrington. I am very sorrv to 
have been so much trouble to you, but 
really—”

” You have not given me half the 
trouble you will if you make me leave you 
now.”

“ Aren't you being a little hasty with 
compliments? Please remember that I 
have not the honor of your acquaint­
ance.”

“ Oil. hut you have. I tell you. I am 
Dollie Eastbrooke’s fiance—or,gather was 
yesterday. You are a schoolmate of hers. 
That’s enough. Besides. I was not pay­
ing any compliment. I only meant that 
you must not let me leave you without 
helping you out of your little trouble.”

" Well.’* she replied in mock indigna­
tion, " if that is the wav you usually spoil 
your possibly nice speeches. I don't know 
as Dollie Eastbrooke could be blamed 
much for breaking oft" with vou.”

“ Oh. bother—what shall I say? Come 
and have some lunch. You said vou 
were hungry nearly an hour ago.”

“ The ideal Why, I couldn’t think of 
such a thing.”
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“ Yes, you could, too. Come on.” he 
urged. ” I want to talk to you about 
Dollie—Eastbrooke.”

“ But it wouldn't be quite proper.” 
There was the least note of interroga­

tion in her voice. Harrington made 
haste to answer.

“ Proper, fiddlesticks! Of course 
it would be proper. Why, we are the 
same as old friends already. Come on.” 

It took some minutes of coaxing before 
Tom and her healthy appetite won the 
day. Then, when the question of help­
ing her and the point of propriety had 
been settled together, Tom realized that 
they had about reached the end of con­
versational possibilities.

They were, after all, complete 
strangers. It was not until they had both 
finished a half-dozen oysters that he 
managed to think of anj thing further to 
say. Then he hit upon the veriest com­
monplace.

“ Pretty decent restaurant, isn't i t? ”
“ Yes. very good indeed. I was never 

here before.”
•• Is that so? I bring Dollie down 

here quite often—or did.”
“ Yes. and you will again.”
Tom sighed.
“ I’m afraid there is not much hope,” 

he said.
“ Oh, nonsense:” rejoined the girl. 

“ Do you think the world is coming to an 
end just because you had a little spat? 
But vou said you would tell me about it.” 
she equivocated. “ I hat is, if you don t 
mind talking about i t ’to a stranger.”

“ Mind? I tell you that you are not a 
stranger. 1  feel as though I had known 
vou always.”

“ Well", go on and tell me. then."
“ Oh—L’mm-mm. You see. it was 

like this: I have a rich uncle out in Iowa. 
He lias the misfortune to possess a 
daughter. Still more unfortunately. ne 
thinks the sun rises and sets in that 
daughter.”

T o m  p a u se d .  The g ir l  lo oked  u p  en- 
couraginglv.

“ Well,”’ he began again. “ he sent the 
daughter on to Mew \  ork to see the 
town. Put her up at the Waldorf and 
sent me fifty dollars with the request 
that I play the part of guide.”

“ I see.” said the girl.
“ I’m glad vou didn’t see her. Maybe

she would have been all right if she had 
known some things about getting herself 
up. But she wore a Merry Widow hat 
that turned everybody on the street 
around in his course. There were more 
ribbons in her dresses than there was 
dress. And, to crown all, she covered up 
her good, wholesome freckles with a coat 
of rouge that would have scared a chorus- 
girb”

“ And you had to take her around?” 
queried Miss Graham with a smile of 
amusement that would have been be­
witching to Tom if he had not remem­
bered that he owed loyalty to the memory 
of Miss Eastbrooke.

“ Exactly,” quoth Harrington. “ Of 
course, I steered clear of all the places 
where I thought I might meet any of my 
friends. That is not so hard. These 
people that come in always want to see 
Central Park, the Eden Musee, Fifth 
Avenue—from a bus—the Statue of Lib­
erty. art-galleries—all the things a New 
Yorker never goes near—and Coney Is­
land.

“ I had got safely through all the rest, 
and I thought Coney was the safest of 
all. It was Saturday when I took her 
down on the boat. We were just about 
to come home after a wild dissipation of 
trained lions, baby incubators, fireworks, 
and the rest. We had to wait about ten 
minutes for the last boat. And who 
should bob up but that miserable little 
cat. Mrs. Dablcv? Do vou know her?”

“ Yes, I see; and she went and told 
Dollie you were down at the Island with 
a chorus-girl? ” broke in the other.

“ That’s what I suppose,” assented 
Harrington. “ What I can't quite fathom 
is how Dollie could ever have believed 
her. /  would not have believed that 
sort of thing about her if the whole city 
had sworn to it. But she did. \  ester- 
dav when I had the country cousin safely 
off my hands and went to the house, I 
was handed a note with my engagement­
ring. I finallv got Dollie herself to 
come into the hall ; but she only repeated 
the things she had written in the note.”

“ But Dollie’s awfully sorry about it 
now,” began the girl. “ She is quite as 
broken-hearted over it as you are.”

“ How do you know?”
“ Why—whv, I know—because any 

girl would feel that way afterward.”
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“ Do you think you could tell how any 
girl would feel ? ”

“ Yes. I think I could. You see, I 
think it was about like this: Mrs. Dab- 
ley came in Sunday morning with her 
story. Now, you must admit that such a 
tale is a bit startling. It may not con­
vince for long, but it—startles. And 
you arrived on the scene too soon after 
she heard of it—don’t you see? If you 
had waited till to-day to call, she would 
never have mentioned the thing at all.'’ 

Tom Harrington assented dubiously. 
“ Well, maybe that is the way it hap­

pened. But. honestly now, do you think 
that sort of a story ought to have made 
even a momentary impression ? Would 
you believe it, even for an hour, about a 
man you were engaged to? About Tom 
Harriman, for instance? Wouldn’t you 
have told the little busybody to go and 
mind her own business?”

“ Oh, well, that’s different. All peo­
ple are not just alike, you know.”

You mean Dam not like your Tom? 
Not quite so evidently trustworthy?”

“ No, I mean there are great differ­
ences in the temperaments of girls.”

“ But you said you knew how any girl 
would feel.”

“ Yes, I do ; I can tell by their actions 
about how they feel. If Dollie had 
acted the other way, I would know she 
felt differently. I would know she never 
doubted you for a moment, of course. 
Now I know she did have her moment of 
doubt. I know, also, that the moment is 
past.”

“ Then what do you make out of her 
failure to make any effort to straighten 
things up? There are telephones in her 
house and in my rooms.”

The girl paused for answer to this 
question. Harrington saw her hesitation 
and drew his own conclusion.

“ Miss Graham, are you perfectly sure 
you can prove your surmises about the 
way Dollie Eastbrooke feels toward me 
at the present moment?”

The girl smiled.
“ Mr. Harrington, you are forgetting 

to eat. and that steak is spoiling.” she 
answered, sparring for time.

“ Perhaps she is too proud to own her 
mistake just yet ; perhaps you said things 
that were a little unpleasant and 
rankled,” she ventured at last.

“ I don’t think I did. But could any­
thing I might have said equal the injus­
tice of such an accusation?”

“ Perhaps not. But I might as well 
tell you how I really know that Dollie 
Eastbrooke is sorry for the whole thing. 
I have seen her and talked to her about 
it.”

“ Seen her and talked to her about 
i t ! ” cried Tom in amazement.

“ Yes. She wants you to come back.” 
“ She does? Are you sure? Did she 

sat so ? ”
“ Of course she does. I know she 

does even if she didn’t say so in exact 
words. She couldn’t help it.”

“ Well, but if she didn’t say so, I 
don’t see how I can go. She told me 
not to come again.”

“ Now, don’t be unreasonable. You go 
right up there this very evening. She'll 
take you in and tell you how sorry she 
is. Take my word for it.”

Harrington did not seem wholly satis­
fied. Apparently the evidence did not 
quite assure him that he ought to act on 
the advice.

“ Miss Graham,” he asked at length, 
“ will you please tell me honestly just 
what she did say about my coming? ”

“ It does not make the slightest differ­
ence what she said. The important mat­
ter is how she feels.”

“ But I want to know what she said.” 
“ And I tell you she wants you to 

come.”
“ Yet she did not say so?”

Not in so many words—no. But I 
know she does.”

“ In so many words, what did she say? 
Please.”

“ The words do not count. People say 
tilings—girls especially—that they do not 
mean.”

“ But. ' 1 persisted Harrington, “ the 
words have to count with a man. I can 
hardly present myself to the liability of 
further scorn because even as nice a 
friend as you show yourself to be hap­
pens to think that she would want her 
lover to come back, supposing she had 
had a temporary loss of faith in him— 
which, she acknowledges, she never could 
have had.”

A slight moisture gathered in the dark 
eyes of the beautiful woman, when, after 
a brief hesitation, she looked up again.
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“ Mr. Harrington, please go. Please 
go, because I want you to ; because I do 
know just how I should feel if the same 
sort of thing had happened to me—with 
Tom Harriman.”

The pleading look was too much for 
Harrington's equilibrium.

fi Oh, I will go.” he said, “ since you 
ask me that way. I would go almost 
anywhere.”

He looked rather longer than was good 
for him into the face that smiled grate­
fully up at him.

Suddenly he blurted out: “ No, hanged 
if I will 1 I couldn’t do it now. It 
wouldn’t be fair to her. It would not 
be fair to myself.”

“ Why. Mr. Harrington, what is the 
matter? ” inquired the girl, in alarm at 
his sudden change and the stress of his 
expression.

“ Don't ask me.” he said, almost stern­
ly. “ I can’t tell you. It would make 
trouble. It would not be fair to you, 
e i t h e r . ”

“ Well, but, really, I don’t under­
stand you,” pursued the girl in deep per­
plexity.

“ Better for both of us that you 
shouldn’t. You would feel badly about 
it. I know: and I would be a cad—and 
get a thrashing from Mr. Thomas Har­
riman.” he broke off with a hard at­
tempt at a smile.

A flood of color added to the girl’s 
beauty as the full import of his words 
dawned upon her.

She sat silent, at a loss how to adjust 
herself to this absurd turn in affairs. 
Suddenly her eyes brightened with a so­
lution to the puzzle.

Really, this is awful.” she said, with 
what was intended for a smile; “ but you 
will be glad enough to go when I explain 
what an abominable little fraud I have 
been.”

“ No, don’t talk like that. You 
couldn’t be a fraud. You trust a man; 
you would believe in your lover no mat­
ter what men or woman said about him. 
And I would believed in you. no matter 
what you said about yourself.”

“ But you won’t. Wait till I tell you.” 
She spoke rapidly, lest the other should 
interrupt again. “ I am a fraud. I 
made up all that stuff about the mixed 
telephone numbers.”

" You’re no fraud ; you're an awfully 
clev—”

“ Wait. Dollie F.astbrooke didn’t 
even send me to do it. I took the re­
sponsibility on myself. She was about 
to destroy your photograph when I went 
in. I got a look at it. I made up my 
mind that if you looked and were like 
your picture—you deserved to be happy, 
and I wanted you to be. And I felt sure 
that, in spite of all she said, Dollie East- 
brooke would want you again.

11 That telephone ruse was the quickest 
thing I could think of for getting to see 
you without committing myself about 
trying to help. You don’t really think I 
would have come over here to luncli 
with you if I had not known all about 
you ? ®*

“ No, I think you are the best friend 
I ever had. I think that, now I have 
seen you. I would rather stay a lonely 
bachelor all my days than—well, I can’t 
say anything more just now. I know 
how loyal you would be to a man; I 
would like to congratulate Mr. Thomas 
Harriman. but I don’t think I could 
stand it.”

The girl looked just a trifle more lov­
able than at any previous moment as she 
shvlv raised her big eyes to meet Tom’s.

“ You don’t need to congratulate him. 
You see—I made him up to explain my 
coming out when the attendant in the 
store told me you were there.”

TH E SEA-FOWLER.
T h e  b a r o n  h a t h  t h e  l a n d w a r d  p a r k ,  t h e  f i s h e r  h a t h  t h e  s e a ;

But the rocky haunts of the sea-fowl belong alone to me.
The baron hunts the running deer, the fisher nets the brine;
But every bird that builds a nest on ocean cliffs is mine.
Come on] then. Jock and Alick. let’s to the sea-rocks bold:
I  w a s  t r a i n e d  t o  t a k e  t h e  s e a - f o w l  e r e  I  w a s  f i v e  y e a r s  o l d .

Mary Houdtt.
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Certain astounding happenings that broke the calm current of life in a banana republic.

S Y N O P S I S  O F  C H A P T E R S  P R E V I O U S L Y  P U B L I S H E D .

Stephen Girton and N ed  H em m et t  are respectively Secretary  of S ta te  and  Secretary  
of the T re a su ry  in the litt le republic of  Guanam a,  under  U ni ted  Sta tes  protection. H e m ­
m ett  passes into P u e r to  Carlo  th ir ty  cases which he supposes to contain personal property  
o f  a beautiful Spanish girl, Inez V anniera ,  but which turn  out to be rit!es,: Pe rdon .  the
G overnor  of  the republic,  mysteriously  disappears, and Girton and  H em m et t  s ta r t  fo r  the 
uplands to fe rre t  out w hat  they suspect to be the beginnings of a native revolution.

O n  the tra in  fo r  San ta  M aria  they are set upon by a squad of G uanam an policemen 
and  brought  before  M arado ,  ex -P res id en t  of  Guanama, who. it seems, is treacherously 
p lanning an upris ing  against the United  S ta tes  control.  T he  two men pre tend  allegiance 
to the new republic,  and are  led by M arad o  to where  his a rmy is camped beneath the 
volcano El Demonic. H e re  they find Perdon ,  w h o  has been condem ned to death. They 
are  caught in an a ttem pt to rescue him, atu! ordered  back to camp to be dealt with as 
t ra i to rs  to M a r a d o ?  army.

CHAPTER IN.
A DESPERATE OrTI.OOK.

THERE are times when eomment, 
remonstrance, speculation even, are 

too utterly futile lor indulgence. This, 
apparentlv. was one of them. For a min­
ute the three faced the grinning faces 
about them : then, with a grunt, and not 
altogether without the expectation of a 
bullet, Hemmett turned on his heel and 
stood motionless as the others followed 
his example.

“ Forward I ”
'The rasping voice held still its con­

temptuous amusement.
“ You mav walk in single file ! ’’ they 

were commanded further. “ Seiior Gir­
ton will lead the way. Seiior Perdon in 
the center. Sehor Hemmett. you will 
precede me. March! ’’

Silcntlv. head down almost, they 
obeyed, a native trotting before, chuckling 
and singing to himself.

There was no doubt whatever about 
their course. Straight for the cavern 
they made at first.

A halt was called suddenly. Perdon, 
amid derisive laughter, was jerked from 
the little line and thrust toward his cave

once more. A shouted word or two of 
command, and a pair of natives settled 
beside the entrance—and the march was 
resumed.

Could cheerlessness have been added to 
their former situation, it was emphatical­
ly added non.

Under Alanza's sharp tongue, the pace 
grew almost to a jog-trot through the late 
afternoon heat. Puffing, beads of per­
spiration rolling down their cheeks, the 
pair proceeded without resistance.

Into the woods they plunged then, and 
the natives behind broke into discordant 
song. The words were Spanish, the melo­
dies impromptu : the sentiment, however, 
was entirely unmistakable.

Down with the United States! Down 
with oppression! The head of the 
Am.-r'uano cochinillo should stare at all 
free Guanamans from the gates in Puerto 
Carlo, to rejoice every free soul! The 
oppressors should be driven out and—so 
without end.

Sentries appeared, too. in quite unac­
countable fashion—appeared from the 
undergrowth, grinned, laughed aloud, 
then, with a word of encouragement and 
enthusiasm, disappeared again.

Their own tent, at the southern end of 
S in g le  cop ies,  1 0  cents.
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the camp apparently, came into sight at 
last, and with it. as they paused for a 
moment, came Marad'o.

His face was white, his hands were 
twitching. He hurried to the group and 
choked over his words.

“ You—have tried—” he began.
“ Well, we failed ! ” Girton snarled. 

“ A signboard isn’t necessary to proclaim 
that fact, is it ? ”

“ But—oh, the great folly, sc/iors.' 
The madness—the unwisdom of playing 
the traitor—the—”

“ Traitor be—” Hemmett began vio­
lently.

“ W ait; ” Girton broke in. “ See here, 
Marado ! If all this pains you so greatly, 
you’ve onlv to give the word to release 
us! ”

“ But it is not—I—” escaped suddenly 
from the little man.

“ I’ll give you my word we won’t try 
any more tricks if you’ll forgive us this 
one! ”

There had been a day when (drum's 
smile worked upon Marado as oil upon 
turbulent water. That day, seemingly, 
was past now. The small brown man fell 
to actual trembling.

" Sr/lors.' ” he cried wildly. “ It is the 
great—great fault of your own ! It is the 
follv—the impatience of the Americano 
■—it is—”

He stopped short. For a moment he 
stared at them. Then, at a sign. Alanza 
called cheerily:

“ Onward, sciiors.’
Guanama’s ex-President turned. With­

out comment, he walked away; and. 
despite their plight, Girton whistled 
aloud.

“ So little Marado isn’t the top notch 
of [rower here, after all ! ” he observed in 
an undertone. “ 1 wonder—”

Alanza's pistol rapped him sharply oil 
the shoulder.

“ One does not wonder here, sciior.' " 
the voice behind announced. “ Keep si­
lence I ”

Speculation ceased once more. Silent- 
lv they trudged forward again.

But it was through new scenes now. 
Vast stretches of forest seemed to have 
been cleared here, after a.fashion. Tents 
were thick, men thicker. Crowds upon 
crowds surged forward for a view of them 
as they passed.

Jubilant laughter arose. Cries of joy 
split the air. Cries, too, that found echo 
in other cries containing the word 
" nuinicim! " Bits of wood, stones, 
smoking ends of cigars, were hurled at 
them.

And they endured it. for there was no 
choice. Boil with rage as they might, 
silence was their solitary course.

They knew Guanama ; thev knew that, 
just now, one solitary ill-judged word 
might precipitate an assault which, if it 
left them alive, would leave them also 
badly battered. Thev clenched their teeth 
and panted onward.

And then, suddenly, came another tap 
upon the shoulder of each. Alanza. 
graced now with sudden dignity, was at 
their side.

“ We approach.” he said briefly. “ Be 
silent until you are addressed.”

“ Approach what?” Girton inquired 
tartly.

No answer was vouchsafed. Instead. 
Alanza, erect and alert, led the wav to a 
path at the side; thence to a broad 
cleared space,

Some dozen men were about here, each 
armed with his rifle, each seeminglv 
frozen into the stiffest of “ attention ” 
attitudes. Toward the center of the 
open space a table stood upon the mossy 
ground, and behind it a man was seated.

His skin was white—verv much too 
white for a native. The cast of his fea­
tures. too. bespoke the lighter skinned 
people. His chin was massive and 
smooth-shaven, his blue-grav eves as hard 
and expressionless as chilled steel.

Long-nosed, strong-faced, vhollv im­
perious, this mvsterious being looked up 
now steadilv at them.

He continued to look, too, as thev 
were ranged before him and brought to 
a halt. His eves all but pierced them 
through and through : and. save for faint 
curiositv in those eves, the face remained 
as devoid of expression as if carved of 
stone

He turned then to Alanza.
" Your prisoners, general? ”
The Guanaman saluted.
“ Even so. sc nor.”
“ Very well.” He turned slowlv to 

the two Americans. “ Your names are 
Stephen Girton and Edward Hem­
mett ? ”
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“ Those happen to be our names,” 
Girton responded. " anti who—”

A brisk snap of the fingers stopped 
h i m .

“ J.atelv Secretary of State and Sec­
retary of the Treasury under the United 
States government?”

"N ot lately! S till!” Hemmett be­
gan incautiously.

“ It was yesterday. I believe, that you 
renounced all connection with that gov­
ernment in the presence of Senor 
Maraclo? ”

“ Yes.”
“ You were brought to this camp last 

evening to serve faithfully with us, now 
and later?”

“ That seemed to be the general idea.” 
The man at the table glanced at a line 

or two of scribbled notes.
“ The information brought by the 

scout. General Alanza,” he continued, 
“ is that these two endeavored to desert 
this afternoon, after taking from his 
captors and taking with themselves one 
Lucius Perdon, lately our prisoner of 
war?”

*'* It is so.”
“ You saw the attempt to desert? ”
" It was I, senor. who, with my men, 

stopped them.”
“ There was every evidence, then, of 

their intent to desert this force, gen­
eral?”

“ Yes, senor."
The paper dropped. The white-, 

fa d. hawk-eyed man behind the table 
.u - ed quietly upon the prisoners.

Have you anything to say before sen­
te. e is pronounced upon you?”

" Yes! I have! ” came In a roar from 
Hemmett. “ I've got this to say: you 
mav do what you like with us, perhaps, 
but wheat little old Uncle Sam comes 
down on you and your movement with 
both feet and—”

“ Sufficient! ” The cold tone broke oft" 
the warmer flow. The white man pursed 
his lips thoughtfully. Then he nodded 
briefly with : “ At half past eight to­
morrow morning vou will both be shot 
upon the hillside.”

“ With tire Senor Perdon?” Alanza 
asked softly.

T h e  m a n  b e h in d  th e  t a b le  sm iled .
“ With the Senor Perdon,” he agreed. 

“ That is a ll! ”

His unemotional eyes returned calmly 
to the paper. So far as the mysterious 
woodland gentleman was concerned, ap­
parently, Girton and Hemmett had 
ceased to exist.

So far as concerned themselves, how­
ever, matters were otherwise. ( )ne long, 
gasping breath escaped Girton ; he was 
before the table then, and his voice rang 
out suddenly:

“ There's just one little valedictory 
speech I want to make, now that sentence 
has been pronounced! ” he thundered. 
“ That is—”

“ Senor.' ” Alanza stepped forward 
wnrningly and angrily. As swiftly 
Girton’s fist shot out. The native 
sprawled—-was upon his feet in an in­
stant, and with pistol drawn. And 
then—

“ I shall permit him to speak. General 
Alanza,” came placidly from behind the 
board.

“ Thank yeti, and be damned to you! ” 
Girton shouted as his clenched fists rested 
upon the table. “ There are only one or 
two things I want to say! One is, that I 
know you.' ”

“ I—er—” The man started back.
“ Yes! Not in this country, perhaps, 

but in Washington. D. C. You don't 
remember it. perhaps. I do. and so does 
Mr. Hemmett! The second is. that if 
1 have to come back after I’m dead, I’ll 
see that you get yours! The third is, 
that when the United States have finished 
with you and the—the force you repre­
sent. they’ll further take it out of these 
little brown fools who—”

“ Enough ! ” Cold anger was in the 
grav eves now. “ You may remove them, 
Alanza.”

It Was done with more forceful en­
thusiasm than politeness.

A jerk, and the pair were faced about 
and all but run out of the clearing. A 
violent shove or two. and they were on 
the homeward path once more.

CHAPTER X.
W A I T I N G  F O R  T H E  W O R S T .

T h e  c r o w d s  s u r g e d  o u t  a g a i n ,  t h e  

f a c e s  m o r e  t r i u m p h a n t ,  m o r e  l e e r i n g !
The voices were raised once more in 

choruses of hundreds. And always, amid
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all else, came that jubilant, insistent yell
of “ Munition* Las municiones! ”

“ It is painfully palpable,” Girton 
muttered, “ that the ammunition is on the 
job. Ned ! ”

“ Yes, and that the free people are 
about to blow themselves to the worst 
licking that—”

Alanza, as usual, cut short the con­
versation.

“ You will remain in your tent, 
sciiors." he informed them. “ Dusk 
gathers now, and the order has gone 
forth that you be shot upon sight should 
you emerge without the command.”

Silently they entered. Silently, 
wearily, they squatted upon the floor as 
Jose entered with another of his cheer= 
lessly nourishing meals.

Another grinning native, well-armed, 
appeared and perched unceremoniously 
upon one of the cots.

“ The little steel knives, sciiors! ’’ he 
remarked flippantly. “ I have been sent 
to see that you attempt none of the dread­
ful suicide 1 ”

“ If you see anything here, it’ll be 
murder,” Hemmett responded savagely, 
“ and vou'll be the one to play the star 
thinking role ! ”

Plavfully a cocked Colts was leveled at 
his head.

“ Ooh-hooh I I think not, sciiori ' 
came pleasantly.

The meal was over. Without unduly 
exaggerated courtesy, Jose removed the 
dishes. The guard, too. sauntered out. 
and the flap of the tent fell.

Girton, securing it, peered through for 
a moment. Their genial overseeer had 
upturned a flask to his lips, and was 
drinking and humming together. He 
thrust the bottle into his poaket and 
stretched himself comfortably before 
their only mean* of exit.

For a time neither of the captives had 
heart or inclination for talk. Side by 
side upon the edge of a cot, they smoked 
and thought—and thought and smoked : 
until at last Girton looked up with a 
rather wcarv smile.

■' Well, we're up against our last niglu 
on earth apparently. Xed.”

" It's not the first time.”
“ Xo. but it has all the earmarks of 

being the last time,” the Secretary of 
State sighed. “ We’ve been in tight

boxes before. We’ve never been abso­
lutely beyond hope of rescue, though.”

“ Xo, and we’re not now, until they’ve 
blown the life out of u s! ” Hemmett 
replied with faint anger.

“ I ’m afraid things are a little differ­
ent now.” The Secretary of State found 
a new cigar. “ We’re absolutely beyond 
all hope, Xed. Even if we could send 
a message to General Cade, or any one 
else at Puerto Carlo, it would be a 
matter of a day and more before troops 
would get here. Even then—”

“ Even then, any quantity of our men 
that could be sent might—and probably 
would—be thoroughly trounced ! These 
devils very evidently have their car­
tridges now. Steve. They’re wildly ex­
cited—about what, I ’ll wager not one 
in a hundred of them knows. They’re 
ready for trouble in any and every way, 
shape, and form. We—well, we are fust 
about done for, I imagine.”

Rather forlornly Hemmett turned 
with a smile to his partner. His eyes 
dropped again then.

“ Stephen, why in the name of com­
mon sense couldn’t you have listened to 
me in the first place? Why couldn’t you 
have made your report and let me take 
what was coming? It lay between put-, 
ting it up to Washington—or worse. We 
have located the 1 worse ’ with a ven­
geance ! ”

Xo answer rewarded him. The Sec­
retary of the Treasury seemed to huddle 
down in a miserable heap.

“ And all this—this infernal mess on 
account of one woman and one blithering 
idiot's soft-headedness! ”

“ Bosh ! Smarter men than you have 
teen fooled a gre-at deal more easilv. Xed. 
I—”

" But can't you understand that if you 
had let me take my own course—if, pro­
vided there was anything to he learned 
up-country, you’d let me come alone— 
how much better it would have been?” 
cried Hemmett. “ Then I alone would 
have suffered with Perdon ! Bv this time 
vou’d Terv likely have had troops moving 
up h e re  to find us both, and perhaps 
t h e y ’d have been here in time to check 
the distribution of that ammunition. 
Xow—"

He broke off in a hitter snarl. His 
teeth shut tight, and his eyes fell again.
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lie  was suffering, rightly and justly, 
perhaps, hut suffering, nevertheless : and 
Girton, realizing the truitlessness of such 
a proceeding, sought abruptly to swerve 
his thoughts.

“ Did vou recognize that man. Ned? ”
“ E h ?  ”
“ The human icelterg who decreed our 

execution—who seems to be in command 
here ? ”

“ I certainly recalled his face, from the 
Washington days. lie was temporarily 
in charge of the embassy of—’’

“ Of the ' the European power ’ Per- 
don was talking about,” Girton substi­
tuted grimly. " Do you realize the sig­
nificance of his presence here, in charge 
of the whole fiendish business?”

Sadly, thoughtfully. Hemmett nod­
ded.

“ It means that Perdon was altogether 
right—that’s all. Steve. This little muss 
isn’t all Guanaman in origin.”

“ No. and I doubt if any of it is.” the 
Secretary of State sighed. “ It means 
Simply that this fellow lias been sent to : 
work up a revolution that— well, that 
will bring such a thrashing to Guanama 
from the United States that the European 
power will step in, solely in the interests 
of humanity, and try to put a stop to it.”

“ And that, again, means that the 
United States will have a really big 
power to lick. In addition to keeping 
things quiet here.”

'' And with the best part of the navy 
on the Pacific, and all this on the Atlan­
tic coast, is tile United Slates sure to 
win?” Girton demanded gravely.

The Secretary of the Treasury groaned 
as he rose. Once or twice he walked up 
and down the tent, lie  paused then be­
fore Girton.

” Steve.” he said. “ it's masterly, in a 
wav. In one swoop the apparent, revo­
lutionists are going to slaughter Perdon 
and you and me. That means absolutely 
sure, swift vengeance from our old Stars 
and Stripes—perhaps a disastrous war 
that it isn't impossible to believe might 
spread around the world Put—”

He laughed bitterly at the absurdity 
of the notion.

“ But if we could walk off with that 
cold-blooded devil—if we could drag him 
from behind his table and shoot up in 
the air and land at Washington, and—”

He broke off with a shrug, and reseated 
himself.

” However, there’s no use in dreaming 
now. We may as well come down to 
good hard reality. Ned. do you suppose 
they’ll allow us to write a letter or two 
before the festivity in tin* morning?”

'” 1 don’t know. We'll ask them—it'll 
put things off a bit at least if they con­
sent.” Girton shifted uneasily. “ How­
ever. we won't bother about that now. 
We’ll sort of ignore the fact that we're 
coademncd and unarmed and surrounded 
and friendless and—”

A sharp thrust in. the ribs stopped him 
suddenly.

Glancing upward, in tire dim light of 
the lantern which had been left them, 
the Secretary of State followed his 
friend’s pointing linger.

Noiselessly, without apparent reason, 
the rear wall of their tern was quivering 
violently! Wind, there was none : their 
guard lay stretched before the forward 
end ; and yet — the sharp twitch came 
again and even again.

“ Is somebody monkeying with the 
guy-ropes of this affair?” Hemmett 
breath - h

“ I—look! ”
Pegged down firmly at the bottom, a 

little section of the rear wall seemed to 
have been loosened. There was a tug— 
and a fruitless one, if the intention were 
to bring up the canvas.

An instant's pause, and the faintest of 
ripping sound was heard,. Through the 
tiifcfc fabric appeared the shining, sharp­
ly pointed end of what was unquestion­
ably a native knife-blade. Perhaps a 
foot, it ran neatly through the canvas, 
leaving; a loose-flapping hole.

Vnd then came the slightest of possible 
clinkings! The upper flap of the hole 
was drawn back quickly—and through 
the hole itself appeared the long, shining, 
heavy - cali be red muzzle of a powerful 
sporting rifle.

And it pointed, with deadly accuracy, 
at their own cot 1

CHAPTER XI.
B E F O R E  M O O X U i s E .

T h e  g r i s ly  l e n g t h  o f  s teel p au sed .  
P o i n t in g  s t r a ig h t  t o w a r d  th e m ,  i t
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wavered for a little, now to one side, now 
to the other, as if being poised more care­
fully by the unseen hand without the 
tent.

For an instant it occurred to Hemmett 
to dash quickly at the thing—to seize it 
boldly, and strive, with one wrench, to 
turn it upward. His muscles tightened ; 
he was on the verge of a leap toward the 
threatening thing, when Girton’s hand 
upon his knee gave him pause.

“ Stay where you are, Ned! ” came in 
an almost inaudible breath.

“ But—”
“ They’ve got us, whatever new trick 

this may be ! ” the Secretary of State went 
on. “ You’ll get a bullet from it the 
second that you move—be sure of that! ”

“ And suppose I do? I—”
Girton’s face was very white as he 

turned with a faint smile to his partner 
of years.

“ It is probably merely a neater and 
less incriminating way of despatching us 
than an open execution.” he muttered 
very gently. “ In a later emergency, 
you know, it can be blamed on almost any 
one.”

“ And are we going to sit here like a 
pair of dummies, and—”

The jaw of the Secretary of the Treas­
ury dropped suddenly—so suddenly that 
Girton. too, turned toward the deadly 
muzzle at the rear. His breath left him 
in a sudden, amazed respiration.

For the muzzle had dropped flat to the 
ground.

Not that alone, but it was working to­
ward them now. The barrel appeared 
entire. The magazine, the hammer, 
popped into view then. A final, cautious 
shove, and butt and all were within the 
tent—their own to pick up !

A moment they stared at it. inert-d- 
ulouslv. Still as two carven figures they 
remained for a while.

Girton bent forward slightly then, and 
peered hard. No, there seemed to be no 
cord attached to the trigger, no ingenious 
device to explode the weapon—nothing, 
in fact, save one big, modern rifle, new 
and perfect, and, when loaded, capable 
of driving a good half-ounce of lead 
through a man at every shot.

“ Well—I’ll be damned ! ” was 11 em­
met t's sole, thunderstruck comment in an 
underbreath mumble.

“ Wait! That’s not all, either!”
Together their fascinated eyes were 

again fastened upon the long hole.
Without came another tiny scratching 

sound. The tent-flap stirred once more— 
opened again. A second muzzle ap­
peared as unexpectedly as the first!

The mysterious worker seemed to be 
getting his bearings rather more accu­
rately now. There was no pause this 
time. Swiftly, silently, the weapon was 
pushed inward, clutched in a big. brown, 
hairy hand. Cautiously it felt about— 
it located the first rifle-—it laid the second 
carefully beside it.

And then it waved noiselessly, pre­
sumably to attract their attention had that 
not yet occurred. The fingers snapped 
softly, and the forefinger pointed almost 
commandinglv at the guns.

The Secretary of the Treasury swal­
lowed hard as he rose noiselessly.

“ Steve,” he whispered, “ if angels 
have brown fists like that, there’s one out­
side this tent! ”

“ Look out! Stay where you are for 
the present! It may be only to draw us 
over there and knife us quietly! It’s not 
impossible to see through that canvas 
with the light in here.”

Erect. Hemmett paused.
The hand had disappeared now. As 

suddenly it reappeared, a thick leather 
roll clutched where the rifle had been.

Gently the newest wonder was laid 
upon the ground—and it unrolled to dis­
play a massive, thoroughly filled car­
tridge-belt !

Back went the hand—out of sight. 
Back it came—into sight again ! A sec-; 
ond belt unrolled before them.

Tiger-like. Hemmett was upon the dis­
play with a bound. Be afoot what might, 
these were at least real guns and real 
cartridges, and—he was clutching them 
tight in both hands!

Two steps, and they were upon the cot, 
and the Secretary ol the Treasury’s coun­
tenance beamed like the rising sun.

“ Thev're both loaded, Steve! ” he 
whispered. “ Both of ’em—d'ye hear? 
And there's stuff enough in these belts 
to wipe out a regiment of marksmen such 
as these confounded natives! H ere!”

He slung one belt over his shoulder, 
and patted his rifle as he watched Girton 
follow the glorious example. And—
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His words ceased as lie caught the re­
newing roundness in Girton’s stare. 
Swiftly lie turned toward the rear" once 
more.

The mysterious hand had appeared 
again, clutching a new load. Its mate- 
appeared beside it and beckoned, and 
Hemmett stepped hurriedly back and 
squatted low beside the hole.

He received the burden almost incred­
ulously as the hand disappeared. He 
gulped aloud as a similar handful fol­
lowed.

And beside Girton. as he strapped the 
one about his waist, lie laid a second belt 
of heavy cartridges, burdened down this 
time with a brace of long-barreled Colt 
revolvers.

For an instant the two men stared from 
each other to the hole in the rear. Then :

‘‘ 1 beg his pardon!" Hemmett cried 
with incautious loudness. “ That one’s 
no plain rank-and-file angel. Steve! He’s 
an archangel—a saint, or—“

“ H ush!’’ Girton's eyes were twin­
kling excitedly, his face was flushed, but 
his calmer nature still predominated. 
“ We’re not out of the woods yet. Ned! 
Two rifles and four revolvers won’t lick 
nine thousand men. even—’’

“ And if they don’t, at least they’ll 
prevent some of those nine thousand from 
shooting us like a pair of rats in a hole ! ” 
Hemmett murmured jubilantly. “ Be­
fore we go. at half past eight, if we go 
at all. I'll guarantee that there'll be some 
unfamiliar brunette faces in—well, in a 
locality where ice is at a premium! ”

Noiselessly he attempted a jig step. 
As suddenly as it had started it stopped 
again—for there were further queer 
doings at that rear stretch of canvas.

I p  toward the topmost point the keen 
knife had appeared again, silently, mys­
teriously as lief ore.

Some good ten inches of steel had 
penetrated now: with a gentle, sawing 
stroke, the canvas was being slit steadily 
downward. A foot laid open—then two 
and three and four—and the wall had 
been cut into two sections !

A hand without was holding them to­
gether. Another was thrust through, its 
forefinger beckoning now.

They exchanged a glance. They 
smiled queerly. For no apparent reason 
their hands met and clasped for an in­

stant—and. their rifles ready, the two men 
stepped to the rear.

They might he going to death—death 
contrived by one of Guanama's astute 
brains. At least they were going armed 
and alert and ready to give an account 
cf themscives should the seeming friend 
grove a false one.

Another glance, and Flemmett led the 
way.

The flaps parted slightly. Unhesi­
tatingly, the Secretary of the Treasury 
stepped forth. An anxious instant, and 
his own hand beckoned through the gap 
—and the tent of the condemned had lost 
both its occupants as the guard drowsed 
over his fire in front.

The blackness was utterly unfathom­
able now. even after the dim lantern of 
their late abode.

Their bodies collided in the darkness, 
and separated again as a strong hand 
gripped an arm of each.

“ This wav. sciiors. ' s a i d  a voice 
sibilantlv. “ It is not to speak until I 
give the word. Quickly, and step with 
care ! ”

bnquestioi’inglv they fell into tiptoed 
step,

Straight into the busites they went, into 
the heavy undergrowth among the trees. 
That there was a path of some sort their 
feet told better titan their eyes. That 
their unseen guide, revealed only as a tall, 
wirv mass of man. knew his wav by in­
stinct was wholly apparent.

So. for the present, they were heading 
awav from the main camp and traveling 
almost southerly. A quarter of a mile 
had been made now, it seemed, when a 
figure loomed dimly before them. A 
whispered word or two passed, and they 
moved onward again.

And then they turned to the right— 
toward those fateful slopes of E l De­
monic).

A new path seemed to have been 
found, and they were hurried along it, 
minute after minute, quarter hour after 
quarter hour.

Sentries appeared—listened to the 
whisper—concealed themselves again.

Ground was rising once more in the 
sharp fashion to which two previous trips 
had accustomed them. The woods, too. 
were thinning familiarly, as they hurried 
on their way, Around curves they went,
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and—here and there—over rocks, guided 
unerringly by their tall savior.

CHAPTER XII.
THE LEFTWARD TURN.

When the best part of an hour hud 
passed they came rather suddenly to the 
ending of the lowland forest and were 
on the edge of the lighter, opener moun­
tainside.

A gentle push brought them to a stand­
still.

“ It is here, tenors! ’’
“ E h?”
The hard breathing of their guide 

moved a little to the left. He seemed 
to exchange a word or two with some 
one.

The bushes moved then—and for a 
moment it seemed that several men were 
approaching together. The pair gripped 
their rifles and waited ; and through the 
gloom appeared the distant outlines of 
two horses’ heads.

They were saddled, they were bridled. 
They were live, strong little native horses 
— g o o d  for anything in the wav of work 
that Guanama could produce—and they 
came near to bringing a cheer from the 
astonished pair in the bushes.

“ Mister M an!” H emmet t began.
“ If I—”

''Hush, .wrlor.' You ride, both of 
von ? "

“ Yes!”
“ I'hen mount ! I lead you to the 

edge of the forest.”
Quickly, obediently, they found their 

stirrups. Quickly they swung across the 
little nags.

And with that same prompt certain;v 
of motion the horses were led forward, 
down the widening natural trail—until, 
with tile glowing crater well in view 
above, they stopped suddenly, and their 
guide dropped the bridles.

He was fairly discernible now— a big. 
handsome fellow, mighty of shoulder and 
arm and leg. His face was queerly set. 
queerly exultant, as he regarded them for 
a moment.

Hemmett bent over and laid a hand 
upon his arm. and his voice trembled a 
little as he spoke.

“ Old man.” he said, “ I don’t know

who you are. or why you're doing this, 
Hut one thing 1 do want to sav, for Mr. 
Girton and myself! ”

He gulped a little, and his grip on the 
big arm tightened.

Bill,” he continued enthusiastically, 
“ you're the whitest thing that ever pad- 
died about this country in a Guanaman 
skin ! You’re the biggest-souled, biggest- 
hearted citizen that ever inhabited this or 
any other country!

“ And the next time we meet, whether 
it’s in Guanama or the United States or 
China or Australia, if you want two men 
to help you lick the entire community, or 
start you in business, or escort you in the 
biggest toot money can finance or in­
genuity contrive, call on—*

“ It is enough, Seiler;' the quiet voice 
said from wholly unsmiling lips. “ I do 
what I do because—because I have rea­
son.”

“ And if you'll tell us that reason—” 
Girton began.

“ From here.” the native pursued, 
calmly ignoring him, “ yon will make 
almost straight for the crater of El 
Demonio, You see—I point?” He in­
dicated the direction. 11 Almost to the 
wagons, far over there, you go. Stop 
where you see the single tree and the 
few white stones about. Turn left. then, 
and ride around the Demonio, almost at 
the summit, through the thin trees above. 
You see them, too ? ”

“ Yes, yes ! ”
“ Ride. then, until you see the thick 

patch of trees on the other side. Wlitin 
you reach them, let each of you dismount 
and stand upon the ground. Eet each 
light a cigar or a cigarette—or at least a 
match.. You have them?”

“ Yes.”
“ It is—enough. sellers."
" And what happens then? ”
“ A friend will meet you. sellers—my 

own brother. He will guide you to 
Eareva. some thirty miles westward. 
From there, in the morning, you may 
make the train.”

He nodded silently.
“ Should you meet sentries, sellers. re­

member only ‘ Libcrtad sin eesor; "
“ The password ? ”
“ The countersign, sellers. And the 

password for the night is ' Fietoria; ” 
His active hands fell. He waited
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silently as thev gathered up their reins. 
Their horses stirred, and-Hemmett drew 
his own quietly to a standstill.

“ Mr. ------? " he began.
“ For you I have no name." came in a 

rather more animated tone of odd quality. 
*■ Hasten! ”

“ Well, whatever your name may be. 
then,’’ Hemmett went on, “ in the name 
of my friend and myself I want to thank 
you about as sincerely and heartily as one 
man can thank—"

Bastantcmcnte.'" The word came 
in a strange, inexplicable, indefinable 
flare of hatred, apparently! “ I want not
your thanks’ Go! I have fulfilled my 
promise! Now, go!"

A sharp kick from the brown-skinned 
anomaly, and Hemmttt’s horse almost 
unseated him in its forward plunge. 
Quickly, dazedly, he regained control— 
to find Girton at his side and both of 
them out in the starlit open, with the 
red edge of a tropical moon creeping over 
the horizon.

Well—” The Secretary of State 
caught his breath as his mount settled to 
a steady, unhurried trot. “ That was— 
an eccentric person. Steve!"

Girton laughed softly. “ Hang his 
eccentricity! " he muttered.

“ But whatever made him act like 
that?" The problem seemed to be con­
suming Hemmett.

Girton laughed again. For a moment 
he looked a wav. When his gaze returned 
to his partner it held an odd smile.

"What made you ( ).K. thirty cases of 
rifles to these savages, Ned? " he inquired 
irrelevantly,

"K h?" Hemmett started violently. 
“ Do you suppose it’s possible—"

“ I’ve quit supposing. Let’s do the 
same with this kind of megaphone con­
versation. Ned. We’re going to have our 
hands full getting clear, as it is, I fancy.”

His lips pursed, his eyes staring with 
distinct and wondering speculation, the 
Secretary of the Treasury obeyed.

Silently. unhindered, unchallenged, 
they rode—onward and upward. The 
moon was gathering brilliance now. and 
the open slope of the mountain left little 
to be desired as a riding way to freedom.

Nearer and nearer grew the rifle- 
wagons, the great wheeled affairs laden 
down with the fifteen thousand little

engines of war. Mules, horses, or men— 
or all together—each reflected, must have 
had their work cut out when it came to 
bringing those big affairs through the 
forest.

There they were now, silent, canvas- 
covered. ominous, perching high toward 
the crater, waiting, probably, only until 
to-morrow to be eased down nearer to the 
camp and broken open.

“ It was a large head that put them 
there!” Hemmett commented suddenly. 
“ If there’d been enough luck in the world 
to have their revolution discovered and 
troops sent, it would have been a mighty 
small matter to run that whole load 
across the mountain and establish a new 
camp, wouldn’t it ? ”

“ Apparently.”
Girton paused as they came to the 

thin patch of woods their guide had indi­
cated. and looked backward.

" And not only that,” he continued, 
" but— Ned ! ”

The last word was fairlv hissed.
"E h? What?"
“ Look ! They’re coming up here ' ”
Like a flash, the Secrctarv of the Treas­

ury turned in his saddle and followed the 
pointing finger.

There, below, emerging from the 
thicker woods, a thin file of mounted men 
were coming Into view.

They were from camp — that was 
beyond question. i/hey were headed 
straight upward, too—that was equally 
certain. And they—

Into the trees!” Girton cried softly. 
1 hey 11 see us ! Isn’t it better to make 

a, dash?”
" No. I don't believe they've spotted 

us yet—and it isn’t ten yards into the
shadow ! (Jo on ! If we run. we’ll he
chased. If we c■an keep quiet in there,
they may head somewhere else, and—
go on! "

A dig of the• spurs, and the little
beasts went forward. A bound or two, 
and they were well within the shadow 
of the trees—and at a standstill.

And there the two refugees turned and 
faced each other with a grim smile.

” There are,” observed Girton, " about 
as many Slips between the cup and the 
lip in Guanama as elsewhere ! ”

"R ather!” Hemmett stared through 
the spare trees for an instant.
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“ Is there any chancy of a getawav. if 
we started out of the other end of these 
t rees ? ”

Xot one in a thousand, It's clear 
■ i.untry in patches, almost all the wav 
around the summit. The moon's corning 
tit), too. We'd he spumed and chased in 
two minutes—and probably shot on the 
wing.”

“ Then—'’
" Then we wait right w here we are, 

and pray not to he discovered.”
Together their eyes turned down-hill 

again. The little line was well defined 
now—some twelve or fourteen horsemen, 
proceeding rather rapidly up the. side of 
111 Demonio.

To the lore, and perhaps a hundred 
yards in advance, a single rider pressed 
forward alone, mounted upoR a horse of 
such quality as Guanama had never pro­
duced.

Krect in the saddle, the man’s eyes 
seemed to be covering the whole moun­

tainside ahead, to be whullv unaware of 
the little troop behind. His splendid 
animal, too, appeared to have small con­
cern with those in the rear ; broad- 
chested, mighty of limb, he pressed 
upward, ever harder and harder, and the 
distance between him and Iris followers 
widened jterceptibiv.

Tensely the pair among the trees 
watched the oncomers.

bins foremost individual, evidentlv, 
was their leader.

f\ ould he maintain his straight-ahead 
way? Would he swerve to the right, to­
ward the wagons, and thus ease tfteir 
minds? Or would he take a leftward 
turn and come straight at them?

Another endless ten minutes, and he 
settled the question for them. A jerk 
of the rein, and the man trotted briskly 
along the slope, straight for the. trees, 
and—

” Hemmett"H e ’s coming in here 1 

gasped..
(To be continued.)

A P L U N G E  I N  P I T C H .
By G A R R E T T  SWIFT.

A business deal planned in a ballroom, and which 
led to some lively times at sea and on an island.

HKRK.” said Miss Granby with a 
great sigh of relief. " For good­

ness’ sake, let us sit here a while and talk. 
I've been trving for two days to have a 
quiet word with. y o u . Met them dance. 
We'll use our tongues and brains.”

I looked at this matter-of-fact young 
woman with considerable awe. 1 had 
not met manv young women, and those 
I had met were not much like tins new 
friend, a guest, as 1 was myself, of Mrs. 
Manley at one of her week-end parties 
on the farm.

" So vou wanted to talk to mv and 
couldn’t? ” I remarked with surprise.

I had never before heard any one say 
it was difficult to talk to me.

" Yes.” she went on briskly, " You 
know, I came all the way from Porto 
Rico just to see you.”

“ To see m e!” I exclaimed. " Why

— 1 can scarcely believe it. Had you 
heard of me?”

"Ob, no! 1 don't mean that I came 
here exactly to see you. But to see 
somebody, anti when 1 had a talk with 
Nellie—Mrs. Manlev. you know—she as­
sured me that you were the very person 
1 hud come to see.”

" It sounds uncanny." 1 answered. 
" Still. 1 feel inclined to thank Mrs. 
Manlev. Imagine her thanked duly and 
suitably. Now, perhaps vou will ex­
plain why I am the very one you came 
to see. or whv Mrs. Manlev says f am.”

" Well, it won't take long to explain. 
I was horn in Porto Rico, though my 
patents were Americans. I did have a 
brother, but lie got mixed up in some 
kind of a native scrimmage and was shot. 
And mv father died, and then my 
mother, leaving me an heiress.”
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“ Really! I congratulate you. Not 
on having everybody die. but because 
you are an heiress.’’

“ I’m more than an heiress. I ’m a 
queen."

“ Better yet. Not one of those voodoo 
queens I ’ve read about.”

“ Not at all. Don’t be silly. Nellie 
said vour uncle thinks you are a fool. I 
don’t, but don’t begin to talk like one, 
or I shall believe it. They call me a 
queen—the Queen of Macibo.”

“ I’ve traveled some,” I said. “ And 
I ’ve read a lot. but I don’t recall any 
kingdom named Macibo.”

“ If you’ll let me explain now. My 
father was a perpetual purchaser. He’d 
buy anything anybody told him was 
worth the price. And among other 
things he wasted money on was the 
island of Macibo. off the coast of Porto 
Rico.

“ Now, I had never been to this island. 
I was up here at school, where I met 
Nellie—Mrs. Manley. And it was dur­
ing this period that my father bought 
Macibo.

“ Whet: I found myself left an orphan, 
I also found myself practically a pauper. 
That is, my father had been reckless and 
had squandered his money, or what 
hadn’t been squandered was invested in 
things that fell flat when he died—all 
but the island of Macibo.

" So, finding myself the owner of Ma­
cibo. and nothing else, I began to make 
inquiries concerning my possession. I 
received words of sympathy and com­
miseration from everybody. Macibo, it 
seemed, was a drearv waste—a useless 
patch of mud on the map.

“ There was not an inhabitant on it, 
nor anything to feed inhabitants if there 
had been any. I don’t know what my 
father paid for the place, but I learned 
that I couldn’t even give it away. No­
body would go to the expense of record­
ing the deed.

“ I n  d e sp a ir ,  I w e n t  to t h e  i s lan d .  I 
hired a small boat with a black sailor, 
and made the trip. It’s about three or 
four hours’ sail. Well, what do you 
think ? ”

“ The black sailor fell in love with 
vou.” I said. “ and made you the Queen 
of Micabo and set himself up in the 
king business. Vou escaped after un­

told hardships and made your way to 
New York, where you took refuge with 
your old school chum, and are now look­
ing for a reckless, daredevil of a man to 
go down and kill the king and give you 
back your island.”

She looked at me in tine disdain. A 
curl of scorn struggled on her lips with 
what tried to be a laugh.

“ Mr. Thorpe, you ought to turn your 
attention to writing romances. The
black sailor was about eighty years old, 
and the only thing he loved was a kind 
of liquor that goes to the head. No. 
None of the things your fancy pictures 
happened to me. But I found that, in­
stead of owning an island that was 
worthless, I was the owner of an island 
worth millions.”

"Millions! Good enough. Dia­
monds ? ”

“ No.”
“ Gold? ”
“ No.”
“ Rubies? ”
“ No.”
“ I’m stuck.”
“ Asphalt.”
“ Oh, you mean that Macibo contains 

the stuff they use for paving our 
streets? ”

“ The same, only a superior kind. It 
is better asphalt than the Trinidad arti­
cle. And there is a vast quantity of it. 
The island itself is, I should judge, 
about a thousand acres in extent. 
Around the edge, or rim, there is a nar­
row. low-lying coast line, and then bar­
ren hills of solidified asphalt. Nothing 
much grows on this, although there are 
little spaces of poor soil—dust, I sup­
pose from the mainland—the accumula­
tion of centuries, and a few scrubby trees 
or bushes grow there.

But the whole island seems to be this 
black pitch. And there is a lake, even 
larger than the Pitch Lake on Trinidad, 
and about the same thing. It is con­
stantly in motion : and. while there may 
be heat toward the center, the soft ma­
terial that is cooling at the edge is mere­
ly warm. It cools, and by the continual 
motion of the lake it is thrown out on 
the hard surface and dries completely. 
Now, you have all I know about the his­
tory of Macibo.”

“ Yes,” I replied. “ You have inter-
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ested me so far, but you have not yet 
tehl me \viiv vim came all the wav from 
IV-no Rico to see me."

"Well, Ell explain that. You un­
derstand mv circumstances. 1 owned an 
island that could be developed into 
wealth, but no money to go to work 
with."

" Still, if vour island really contains 
all that vuu sav it does, that ought not 
to be an obstacle. It should be easy to 
find capital."

" It will be. Of course. I haven’t 
gone very deeply into the matter, because 
I'm a woman, and men are always ready 
to rob a woman. I could make some ar­
rangements with a paving company, but 
they would pay me a little royalty on the 
stuff they took out, and they would make 
fill the money. I don’t want to do that.

“ I want somebody with money whom 
1 can trust implicitly. I talked with, 
Nellie about it. and she Stud you had a 
lot of money, or your uncle had. and 
she said you Were brave and venturesome, 
and would be just the man to take up 
the work of development.’’

" I am certainly grateful to Mrs. Man- 
lev. Rut there is one other thing she 
neglected to tell you. 1 am forbidden 
to enter any business."

" You are— i.et me understand that 
more fully. Are you ill? Did your 
head bother you at college?”

•• No. mv head was hard enough to 
stand football. But I am the proud pos­
sessor of one of the most obstinate, pig­
headed uncle;* that man was ever blessed 
with. Now. you've told me some of your 
family histurv. listen to some of mine.

•• My father was not a money-maker. 
He was a student, a dreamer, a theorist. 
He wrote some. Imt there is no great 
flood of wealth from scientific writings. 
He died poor.

" He had a brother, some older than 
he. after whom 1 was named. His name 
—like mine—is Herald Thorpe. This 
Herald Thorpe was no dreamer, no stu­
dent. no theorist. He was a money- 
getter. He had no patience with my 
father, whom he called a fool. A et 
under his crust he has a heart, and he 
really did. in his own way. which is not 
always a comfortable one. like my father.

" So, when ray father died, my L'ncle 
Herald took his nephew Herald under

his wing. J was taken into his home, 
such as he had, and when I sav that I 
don't mean that his home was a mean 
one. it simply wasn't a home. My 
Tick- never married, and lived in a hotel 
—tile Hrambert. I remained there with 
a nurse till 1 needed a tutor, and then I 
went to college. 1 received all the 
money I wanted, went in for football, 
rowing, everything. 1 was not much 
like my father.

But 1 was no idler, and did manage 
to graduate with some honors, and sal­
lied back to New York, expecting to cut 
a deep hole in business, and eventually 
pay back to my uncle what I had cost 
liitu and occupy a position like him in the 
business world. Rut to my amazement 
he wouldn't listen to it.”

"Kicked you out?” questioned Miss 
Hranbv.

Not at all. (Ah. he isn't that kind! 
Hut.—-remember my name is the same as 
his. And if there was ever a proud man, 
my uncle is It. He prays to his good 
name in the business world as a savage 
does to his idols. I.et me enter business? 
Ncit much.

" You see. the trouble is. according to
his idea.s, I mfist lave inherited my
father's n ate.re. and that some day or
uinjr it will crop out and make every•
tiling I tout:!t a dismal, howling failure.

“ According to him. I cannot, with my 
hereditary incubus, ever become a prac­
tical man of bus-in. ,s. And as his name 
is the synonym oti two continents Mr 
success with a big S. a wad of money, 
ami perfect integrity, he says lie doesn't 
propose to spend the rest of his life ex­
plaining that the idiot Herald Thorpe, 
who is always making a fizzle of what he 
undertakes, is his nephew and not him­
self.

"No. He absolutely forbade mv en­
tering commercial life in any capacity. 
1 have a liberal allowance, can have 
money for yachts, ’torses, travel, but 
none for business investments. Mv 
uncle says he can take care of that gad 
of it. You see. there are no other rela­
tives. and sooner or later I'll have i: all. 
At least, he says so. and lie ought to 
know.”

" What a funny old mark ” said Miss 
Hranbv.

“ Well, he isn’t So very old. He’s a
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solid, well-preserved man of fifty-five. 
He can eat nails, work twenty-four hours 
a day, scorns breakfast foods, smokes big 
black cigars, and thinks I’m a weak little 
fool-boy who needs his tender care to be 
guarded from a designing world.”

“ He’s a peach ! But why not get him 
in on this asphalt deal? He'd recognize 
the merit of the thing at once.”

“ No, he wouldn’t. That’s another 
of his iron-headed ways. He won’t put 
a dollar into anything outside of these 
great United States of America.”

“ Isn’t Porto Rico a possession?”
“ Yes, but we don’t know how long it 

will be. My uncle is in coal, iron, land. 
You couldn’t interest him one minute 
with your lake of pitch.”

“ What a horrid monster I Let’s bam­
boozle him.”

“ Eh? That isn’t so easy.”
“ Nonsense. These pig-headed, self- 

made men are the easiest things going. 
I don’t mean to tell him there's iron 
there on Macibo. -In fact, what I was 
thinking of was to tell him nothing at 
all. There is the island, and I don't 
suppose you will hint that I would sit 
in Nellie Manley’s house and tell you 
any untruths. The island is mine, and 
it can’t run away. The asphalt is there, 
and more of it being used every year.

“ I don’t know how much capital 
would be needed, but I should think not 
a great amount. You see, you’ve got the 
asphalt to start with. And if there is 
any duty on asphalt from Trinidad or 
Venezuela, we’ve that advantage, as 
Porto Rico asphalt would come in free.

61 It ought to be easy, judging from 
what vou saw to get enough money to 
start. When we get started, if we want 
to start a company and float stock, we 
can do it."

“ Well, all this has a musical sound 
in mv ears. 1 would like to do some­
thing—something big—and surprise my 
uncle with my success.”

“ Then here's your chance. Ask him 
for money to buv a yacht. Fell him 
you are going to take a long sea voyage. 
None of this may be false. You will 
buy a vessel, or charter one, and you 
will go to Macibo. And we’ll make 
millions! Think what that means to 
you and me! Millions of money with 
which to do anything we like!

“ I am glad Nellie spoke to me about 
you. We’ll get along all right enough.” 

“ But if my uncle learns of it he 
might disinherit me.”

“ There are two answers to that. In 
the first place, you can adopt another 
name, so he will never know. It ought 
to be just as legitimate to carry on a 
commercial enterprise under an assumed 
name as to write a book under a uom dc 
plume.”

“ Seems so.”
“ That’s one answer. The other is 

that after we get started and the money 
rolls in by the ton, it won’t make any 
difference if he does disinherit you. And 
he won’t—nobody ever disinherits a rich 
young man who makes his own money. 
He will be proud of you.’’

Now, with all due respect to my uncle 
and to the opinions of others, what could 
I do? There she sat, a handsome young 
woman, her face flushed a little from 
excitement, her eyes sparkling and her 
white fingers resting on mv arm.

“ I’ll do it,” I said. “ I can't do any 
worse than lose the money; and he 
doesn’t care what I do with it as long as 
I don’t go into business. The first thing 
is to get the money. The next is to 
think of a name.”

“ You must have a nice name—a high- 
sounding name. Of course. Thorpe is 
a nice name. 1 like Thorpe, and Gerald. 
But. of course, you must drop them for 
a time. I'll think of a name for you. 
Suppose you take my own name—- 
Granby.”

“ That’s reversing the order of things, 
isn't it? Doesn’t the man usually offer 
the girl his name? ”

“ Not the first time lie meets her.” she 
said severe!v. " And we are in asphalt 
now—not love."

" It’s a plunge for me either way.'’ I 
said. “ I’ve never been in either.”

“ Well, call this a plunge in pitch,'’ 
observed Miss (Iranov. “ It sounds so 
mysterious.”

“ What are you two talking about so 
seriously and so long?'’ came the voice 
of Mrs. Manley. “ 1 believe you are 
beginning to make love already.”

“ We’ve done more than begin,” said 
Miss Granbv. ” I have offered Mr. 
Thorpe mv native, and lie has accepted 
it.”
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“ But—" stammered Mrs. Manlev.
For business purposes on!..'' added 

Miss Granby. " And now Era hungry."

11.

“ Looks like somebody was ahead of 
us,” said Jack McMahon, as we stood 
together on the deck of the three-master 
Cato. “ There's a bunch of blacks get­
ting out asphalt now."

" Well, they’ll get off the island,” 1 

replied. " Miss Granby has given no­
body any rights here.”

"Rights! Nobody waits to be given 
rights in this part of the world. When 
vou see a thing you want, if the owner 
isn't big enough to knock your head off, 
take it. If he is. wait till he goes away. 
Then take it. Take it, anyway.”

The Cato, a big schooner, broad of 
beam and filled with numberless odors 
all strange to me. had. been chartered 
by me to work lor the Macibo Asphalt 
Company. This company, up to this 
time, consisted of Miss Granby and my­
self. McMahon 1 had hired as super­
intendent.

He had worked in the asphalt beds in 
Venezuela, and knew how to get out the 
stuff and Row to manage the hands.

We had sailed from New York with 
machinery, tools, and some cheap porta­
ble houses, and had picked up at Gusty - 
ama about fifty natives who were willing 
to work for us at what we considered lib­
eral wages. McMahon said the wages 
were better than in any similar employ­
ment he knew anything aUiut.

The captain and owner of the leg 
schooner was named Marsom.

All around us lolled our men. and the 
Cato was driving toward the island oi 
Macibo at a good clip, for her.

1 had brought material to build a 
wharf. There was a wharf. I had 
shipped |  small power-boat to use ior 
going to Porto Rico for supplies. A 
small boat was moored at the land end 
of the whari.

Another schooner lav at tire vvnarl, 
and numerous black men were wheeling 
their loads of asphalt to the deck.

As the Cato drew nearer, and it be­
came evident to those on the island that 
we intended to land, all operations 
ceased and the hands stood looking at us.

Among some stunted trees on a little 
hill, where we could make out the roof 
of a little cottage, a white man stood 
gazing at the Cato with evident interest. 
Then he started toward the whuff,

1 was the first to land.
“ Do you want to see m e?” asked the 

white man.
His face was tanned, and he wore 

light-colored, loose-fitting clothing, and 
a broad-brimmed cork hat.

" Not particularly.” I answered. If 
1 am not mistaken, this is the island of 
Macibo.”

” I believe it is called that."
" It is the property of the Macibo 

Asphalt Company, of which I am presi­
dent. Miss Alice Granby, the owner, is 
now in New York, and I am here to 
establish the company's gang at work.”

lie raised his eyebrows a little super­
ciliously.

” i have papers to shuw my authority,”
I went on. " Of course, vou have none, 
and. I will a-k you to withdraw your 
men.'’

lie  laughed disagreeable.
" Mv friend,'’ he said, " do you see 

that schooner? Uo you see that wharf? 
Have you cast your eyes on these houses? 
I paid for them. My name is Jim De­
graw. I'm not in the habit of putting 
money into a tiling and then backing 
out.”

" Nevertheless, vou can't take any 
asphalt away front here.”

” Well, as to that, we'll see. The 
ship's about loathed now. and we'll send 
that awav. and then we'll send more. If 
voir came here looking for trouble, vou'll 
get it in Mich chunks you can't bite it 
off."

For a moment we stood glaring at each 
oilier. Another white man had joined 
him. and McMahon had quietly stepped 
to mv side.

" Well. I'll he hanged! ’’ he said. ” If 
that ain't Jim Degrarw.”

"Ah. ha. o!;d fox i ” said Degraw. 
"So vou remember me. eh.-”

" Yes. I remember you." retorted Mc­
Mahon. 'Unless I'm badly mistaken, 
vou are wanted in \  eliezuelu. Mr. 
Granby, this is one of the worst pirates 
the Caribbean ever saw. He's a jail­
bird. He wouldn’t hesitate to commit 
murder. Oh, I remember you, Degraw.”
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There was a muttered curse, and I 
saw Degraw quickly put his hand to his 
hip-pocket. Like a flash, McMahon 
leaped forward and his great fist sent 
Degraw to the ground.

There was a frightful oath from the 
fallen man, and McMahon, who had evi­
dently seen enough to know just what 
sort of emergency we were up against, 
gave a loud whistle. At the same time 
the negroes of Degraw started toward 
us on a run.

In response to McMahon’s whistle our 
own men came rushing up. and the two 
forces hurled themselves at each other 
till the air was filled with shouts of rage 
and curses.

I had seen college fights spring up in 
a moment from almost nothing ; but out­
side of a battle between bitter enemies, 
armed to the teeth. I doubt if anything 
worse than the skirmish I now beheld 
could be possible.

Huge, half-naked negroes tore at each 
other in a murderous fury, and knives 
were gleaming in the hot sun till the 
blood of a wounded man dulled their 
luster.

I stood practically helpless and 
wholly out of the fight. It was between 
Degraw and McMahon that the battle 
waged.

McMahon was at a disadvantage, for 
lie had but little knowledge of his men. 
Thev were, however, fresh, well-fed, and 
they had had plenty of fresh water on 
board the Cato.

(>n the other hand, the black gang of 
Degraw'.s had worked in the enervating 
heat of a broiling sun. and they were 
hungrv and thirsty. Hut they fought 
like demons, till the crew of the Cato, be­
lieving that we were -getting the worst 
of it. sailed in, and then Degraw’s men 
fled. They left everything behind them.
even two or three of their seriuuslv
wounded.

Tliey rushed to the deck of the
schooner and began to cast loo'SC. De-
g raw and the other vchite man saw what
•\va> 1mppening, and shouting a promise
to return and give me all I wanted, they, 
too. made for the wharf.

“ Well, thev’ve got one load.’’ said 
McMahon, “ but I'll be hanged if they’ll 
ewer get another. And they've saved us 
some labor, after all. See the houses?

And we'!! have two sets of machinery, 
and two boats. Oh, I don’t know but 
we ought to be grateful.’’

“ You be careful of him, senor,’’ added 
Captain Marsoni of the Cato. “ I’ve 
heard of Degraw. He's a bad man. 
He’s onlv half while, and that’s worse 
than all black. Down here it is. any- 
wav.”

Degraw’s schooner was soon away 
from the wharf.

I wonder how he learned of the 
pitch lake here.” I remarked.

“ Somebody told lam. I suppose. 
There must be plentv of people who 
know about it.”

“ Miss Granby didn't know it herself 
till recently.”

“ Oh, well, she’s a girl. You can 
bet there’s a lot of natives in Porto Rico 
who know.”

“ It can't make any difference now,” 
I added. " We’ve got possession. 
Let's get the men fixed comfortably and 
then have supper. I'm starved.”

” It was a tougii fight for appetites,” 
said McMahon.

We h a d  t h e  W o u n d e d  o n  b o t h  s i d e s  

t a k e n  c a r e  o f .  a n d  b y  t h e  t i m e  n i g h t  

w a s  d o w n  o n  u s  w e  w e r e  p a r t i a l l v  s e t t l e d  

o n  t h e  i s l a n d .

McMahon wasn’t a man to waste any 
time in preliminaries. In tile morning 
he had our gang at work early, using 
everything Degraw had left behind. 
Our own stuff was later taken out and 
stored under shelter.

I made all the necessary arrangements 
for tile comfort of our men, and ordered 
McMahon to see that thev were well fed.

I remained long enough to see the 
Cato loaded and start for New York. 
Then in the launch I went to Guayama, 
where T took passage for New York my­
self in a steamer.

I rusted easily. I saw no reason to 
anticipate trouble. However, it was 
coming.

III.

I r e a c h e d  New York before the Cato. 
I found the office of the Macibo Asphalt 
Company a busy place. Miss Granby 
was doing some fancy sewing and the 
stenographer was reading a novel.

■‘ Oh. are you back?” asked Miss 
Gratibv.
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“ The question seems to be superflu­
ous.'’ I replied. " And there is a 
schooner-load of the stuff on the way.”

“ It takes you ! ”
11 Anil I ’m broke.”
“ Well, you’ll sell the asphalt, won't 

you ? ’ ’
Of course. But I don’t know when 

we’ll get the money for it.”
There was no time to dawdle. I went 

out and talked. I had a small sample 
of the asphalt, and before night I had 
sold the ship-load and had a contract for 
all we could get to New York that sum­
mer.

In a fine spirit of elation I returned 
to the office.

“ Now, then,” I said, “ we must 
branch out. We can’t begin to get 
enough up here to fill this contract in 
one schooner. And I can’t go to my 
uncle any more. We’ll organize a regu­
lar company. This ship-load will bring 
in the capital.”

I knew nothing of how companies 
were promoted and floated. I had heard 
vaguely of men who made their living 
as promoters. I inquired and learned 
wliere one of these had his office. His 
name was Martin.

1 went to Martin and showed my sam­
ple. and explained what we could do.

" All I need is capital,” I said. “ We 
can get any quantity of the best asphalt.”

” Get your printing done. I ’ll get 
vnu capital.”

Marsoni sailed into New York, and 
Martin saw the load. He nodded and 
grinned when I showed him the contract.

I had certificates of stock printed. 
The sun was surely shining benignly 
upon the Macibo Asphalt Company.

A week passed. Then Martin came 
into the office.

“ There': your company,” he said,
handing me a small list of names. 
” Thew 11 capitalize for four hundred 
thousand.”

“ Hurray ! ”
Then 1 "look®! at the list and held my 

breath. The first name on it was Ger­
ald Thurpe.

1 rushed in where Miss Granby was 
sitting.

"Now. what am 1 going to do^” I 
demanded. ” My uncle! Heaviest sub­
scriber but one. He's John Shiras.”

“ ’M ! ” Miss Granby looked at the 
list and began to grin.

” It may be funny to you.” I said. 
“ But how am I to keep him from know 
ing? ”

” Stay away from here.”
“ But—I can't.’’
” Why? You’ve got the contract, and 

what little corresponding there is 1 can 
do.”

" I know. But—I’ve been thinking a 
whole lot about you. since we started this 
thine. And—”

” Well? ”
” I want to see vou sometimes.'’
“ That's nonsense. There is nothing 

about asphalt that leads to love.”
It makes a smooth road, and love 

needs one as a rule.”
“ It makes a slippery road, and love 

doesn’t want that.”
” It sticks, and love wants that.” 

Listen.” said Miss Granby sternly, 
as she laid down her sewing. She was 
generally sewing. " I want to tell you 
I won't have any love-making. I am 
not going to get married to you just be­
cause we are in business together. Any­
way, you’re only a boy.”

“ You didn’t think 1 was too' much 
of a boy to go down to your old island 
and get into a fight.”

“ How did I know there was another 
gang there ? ”

Well, I did not meet my uncle. The 
money was subscribed, and the shares 
were signed bv Miss Granby. Then she 
sent out a call for a meeting, at which 
I was not present.

I saw her the next day.
” I think your uncle is a very hand­

some man,” she said. “ You'll never be 
the man he is.”

” I’d rather be the man I am. Now. 
don’t let's quarrel about that. We’ve 
got a lot to do. and we’ve got to do it. 
( lee ! Wouldn't Gerald Thorpe have a 
fit il he knew that his nephew was in 
this asphalt business? But I wonder 
how he came to change his mind? He 
alwavs said he’d never invest outside cf 
the United States.”

“ He didn’t. The asphalt is coming 
here.”

Marsoni sailed again. I had little to 
do in New York, and the conversations 
I had with Miss Granbv were more or
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less acrimonious. She seemed to resent 
it because I was falling in love with her.

Now, I didn’t know the symptoms of 
falling in love. But Miss Granby was 
a handsome girl, and had done me the 
honor to give me the first chance to be­
come her partner, and I felt that it was 
mv duty to fall in love with her.

Somehow, she did not seem to share 
that opinion, and 1 wondered at it.

At last Marsoni came again. Mean­
while I was fitting out other ships that 
would soon be ready to go to Macibo.

“ McMahon wants to see you." said 
the captain.

“ Anything wrong down there?”
“ Yes—something about the food. 

McMahon didn't tell me much. Said 
for vou to come at once."

“ I'll go back with you."
“ I don't want you to go with me, 

scnor.’’
I looked at him in surprise.
“ Weil, what's your grouch? ” I asked. 

“ Don't you get enough to eat? "
“ I don't want vou to go back with 

me.'’
“ Weil. I to/// go back with you. Un­

derstand? I'm the boss."
He grumbled something and walked 

away.
I felt disinclined to leave New York 

again without seeing my uncle. I did 
not know what trouble might be in store 
for me at Macibo. I did not know if I 
would ever see New York again. So I 
went to the hotel.

To mv surprise, even h e  did not ap­
pear pleased to see me. 1 marveled at 
his manner. Had my plunge into 
the asphalt business turned everybody 
against me?

“ I thought vou were to be gone a 
long time," he said. " Have a cigar. 
Where have you been?"

“ Oh. around a hit. I came back for 
some clothes. I'm off again to-morrow."

I fancied there was a look of relief 
on his l'aoe.

“ Do vou want money?"
“ No." I told him. “ I've plenty for 

a while."
“ I’m glad of that. Gerald," he said, 

and something in his voice made me look 
at him more closely. " I ’m glad of that. 
I ’m rather pushed for cash myself just 
now. Things are pretty hard in New 

8 A

York. I've lost a lot of money through 
others. And—I'm pretty well tied up 
with Shiras.”

" I thought you didn't consider him 
square? "

“ Well—I didn't. But in business we 
have to overlook a lot. I ’ve gone in 
rather heavily where he was interested. 
And now I've invested in a new asphalt 
company. Martin says it was started by 
a young fellow and girl by the name of 
Granby. I hope everything - will turn 
nut all right. Still, I’m a little anx­
ious."

This was a new uncle. Alwavs before 
his dominant will made things come out 
all right. And here he was, almost whi­
ning in his anxietv.

“ I guess you'll fetch ’em right," I 
replied. " By the way. I've something 
to say to you. I'm in love."

Well. I expected that. Gerald. Yuu 
are pretty young, but I won’t quarrel 
about that. I hope vou've chosen a nice 
girl."

“ Fine. And the iunnv part of it is 
site's that very Alice Granbv who started 
the asphalt company.”

He stood as if petrified. Ilis cigar 
fell to the floor. Then he turned and 
walked out of the room.

And when the door had shut behind 
him I fancied I heard his voice. He 
must be cursing me, so 1 thought, for 
marrying a girl in business. 1 took my 
hat and walked out.

IY.

" T here 's a man in the private office,'’ 
said Miss GOfnlty the following day, 
when 1 entered to do whatever was nec­
essary before I sailed for Macibo on the 
Cato. “ It's Mr. Shiras. He asked if 
Mr. Granbv was here, and I told him 
you would be here some time this morn- 
ing."

I walked into the private office, which 
belonged to nobody in particular, and 
was a private office merclv because it 
happened to be in the suite we had 
rented.

A man did sit there—a man to whom 
I took a dislike the moment I set eyes 
on him.

I hail never met the men with whom 
my uncle did so much business of late.
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I had been at college, and -when I Was in 
New York mv uncle barred me from 
business conferences.

Mr. Shiras struck me at once as being 
a good man to remain awav from. He 
had small, catlike eves, which looked at 
me furtively as I entered.

'‘ You. I believe, are Mr. Granby?" 
he said.

" I am Richard Granby,” I answered.
I understand from Miss Granby that 

you are the heaviest subscriber to the 
stock of the Macibo Asphalt Company.”

“ I am convinced, Mr. Granby, that 
you have in the island of Macibo a sure 
thing. The sample of asphalt is excel­
lent. And I understand the stuff is 
practically inexhaustible.”

“ We believe so.” I assented.
“ Now—er—of course. Mr. Granby, 

you are not in the asphalt business for 
fun. Am I correct?”

” I haven’t had much fun since I went 
into it.”

” You are not looking for pleasure 
while vou are selling asphalt. The man­
ner in which you floated the company 
proves that you have an eye to the main 
chance. When a man goes into pitch, 
asphalt, or any of the products of the 
earth that are more or less dirty to 
handle, he does not do so with a desire 
of dealing in the stuff all his life. He 
wants to make enough out of it in a 
short time to go into something more 
refined.”

” Asphalt can be refined,” I observed.
" The stuff—yes. I am speaking of 

a business and its relation to society. 
Hut I think you understand me. Now, 
if I am not mistaken, you are the practi­
cal head of the operations on the is­
land?”

“ I am.”
“ Good. You are a practical man. I 

am a financier. Enough money has been 
subscribed for vou to continue operations 
on a large scale. But we can make 
more. This is my proposition.”

The slant of his eyes warned me that 
the proposition that was coming would 
not be an honest one.

“ When you return to Macibo. send 
word as soon as you may be able that 
there is trouble. Any kind of trouble. 
Have a strike, if you like. An earth­
quake. Have something happen that

will, for a time, appear to hold up all 
the output from the island.

’’ I happen to know that some of the 
subscribers to the Macibo stock are 
pretty short. If you suspend for a time 
it will be necessary for them to sell at a 
sacrifice. 1 . as the financial end of the 
concern, will buy up all the other stock, 
give you a substantia] share, and then 
vou can go ahead with the operations. 
You could even have a supply on hand 
and begin shipping at once. Our hold­
ings—yours and mine—would become 
extremely valuable.”

His low, soothing voice did not mis­
lead me. I knew that the proposition 
he had made to me was nothing more nor 
less than the out-and-out robbery of my 
uncle.

‘‘ It is possible,” I replied, “ that no 
effort on my part will be necessary. 
The captain of the only schooner now 
in our service tells me that I am wanted 
in Macibo. I am going to-morrow.”

He grinned with evident appreciation 
and. leaning toward me, poked me in the 
ribs with a pudgy finger.

“ You’ll do.” he said. ** You know 
the ropes. I'll gamble on you every 
time.”

I had a distinct desire to kick Mr. 
Shiras out of the office. But, I reflected, 
this would scarcely do. Even if I de­
nounced him to the other stockholders, 
I had no proof.

II You may leave the future to me.” I 
told him. ‘‘ And now I must go to meet 
the captain of the Cato.”

We walked to the outer door together, 
and as lie was leaving lie handed me an 
envelope.

“ Don’t open this till you get to Porto 
Rico.” lie said. *' It is a little token of 
the regard I have for our practical man 
of affairs,”

“ Keep it till I return to New York.” 
I replied. “ You may need it.”

I was not in a very comfortable
frame of mind when I left Shiras. and 
when Marsoni saw me coming on board 
the Cato his expression did not add any 
to my good-nature.

'' Well,” I began, you look as if a 
corpse or a ghost was coming aboard.”

“ I’d as soon see either,” replied Mar­
soni. “ I told you. that I did not
want you to go to Macibo with me.”
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“ Rut why? ”
“ It is this way: You have chartered

the schooner. It will make trouble in my 
discipline if you are a passenger/’

“ Nonsense. If you use the men 
right, they will stick to you. I am go­
ing in the Cato. There is no steamer 
for two weeks.”

I sailed in the Cato. I did consid­
erable thinking about Captain Matsoni. 
His reason for not wishing me as a pas­
senger was not obvious.

I studied the crew. They worked 
well, I thought; but there was no sign 
of cheerfulness among them. Their 
faces were set and stern, and I noticed 
that when they glanced toward the cap­
tain their expressions were far from 
friendly.

For two days this lasted, and the 
Cato was always going at a fair speed. 
Then the storm broke.

It was at noon. I stood near Mar- 
soni on the after-deck. The mate, 
whose name was Benci. was at the
wheel. Three men were coming aft. 
One of them carried a large deep plate 
in his hand.

“ What’s this?” asked Marsoiii.
“ A complaint of some kind.” I said.
“ Captain,” began the largest of the

three sailors, “ the men refuse to eat
this stuff any more. We stood it two
voyages, although on the first voyage it 
wasn't so bad. And now that Mr. 
Granby of the company is here, we are 
determined to let him know how we are 
used.”

“ Go to your mess!” roared Marsoni. 
"  Si’ftor. pay no attention to these fel­
lows. They are always grumbling.”

“ Taste that,” said the big sailor to 
me savagely, thrusting the plate under 
my nose.

It was vile-smelling stuff. I did 
taste it.

“ Is that your regular fare?” I in­
quired.

“ I t  is a  l i t t le  b e t t e r  t h a n  u s u a l . ”
" It’s unfit for dogs,” I said. “ Pitch 

it overboard and run into the nearest 
port. I’ll have the larder stocked with 
stuff you can eat.”

A howl of fury came from Marsoni.
“ I won’t have you interfering on 

board this schooner,” he said. “ You 
create a mutiny. It is a crime.”

“ It will hardly be called a mutiny,” I 
answered, “ so long as I am practically 
the owner of the vessel. It is under 
charter to me, and I am paying you suffi­
cient price for you to give the men de­
cent food. They are my employees, and 
I will not have them feci this stuff.”

Marsoni glared at me, and from the 
hysterical working of his lips I saw that 
the event had more significance to him 
than it had for me.

Benci. the mate, was interested in the 
conversation, but did sot speak.

“ If you are afraid,” 1 said to Mar­
soni. “ resign vour command. I’ll take 
charge of the schooner. You can’t 
frighten me.”

He turned purple. Then, losing all 
self-control, he let out a curse and 
sprang at me.

I knocked him down.

V.

I r became evident at once that in my 
ignorance of rules governing at sea I 
had created a sensation.

Benci, without leaving the wheel, 
howled something that must have been 
a command to the crew, who were now 
crowding aft to see the unusual spectacle 
of a captain picking himself up from the 
deck to which he had been knocked by 
a passenger.

Upon Marsoni the effect of my blow 
was to render him, for the moment, al­
most insane. He let out a screech of 
rage and drew a revolver.

The gleam in his eves, his swiftlv 
working lips, and the imprecations that 
issued from them warned me that I had 
no time to lose. I was not sure whether 
the man would fire or not, but I took 
no chances.

I hurled myself upon him, and with 
my left hand clutching the hand that 
held the revolver, and holding it above 
his head, I rained blows upon his face.

Whether he intended to shoot or not 
I don't know, but the weapon was dis­
charged. The bullet went into the air, 
dropping harmlessly into the sea.

Then I seized the revolver, wrenched 
it from him, and sent him once more to 
the deck.

“ N o\v, Mr. Benci. “ I said, “ I am in 
command of this schooner. I don’t pre­
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tend to know the laws governing sailing 
vessels at sea. but I do know this. The 
men were justified in objecting to poor 
food, and as long as they work for me 
they are going to receive stuff that is fit 
for men to eat. Which is the nearest 
port at which we can lav in a supply? ” 

“ Charleston,” lie answered glowingly. 
* .Sail for Charleston, then."
I saw that the course of the Cato was 

changing. Marsoni picked himself up 
and slunk off to his cabin.

We were again quiet on board ; but I 
saw the sailors talking among themselves, 
and there were many ominous shakes of 
the head. And after we had continued 
on a straight course for several hours, the 
same three who had first accosted Mar­
soni came aft to see me.

‘‘ Mr. Granby,” said the spokesman, 
" we thought it no more than right to 
tell you that you are taking a big risk.” 

‘'O f what?” 1 asked.
“ We don’t know,” replied the big 

sailor, “ just how the law on mutinies 
at sea covers a fight between a captain 
and a man who charters a vessel. If it 
had been one of the crew who struck 
the captain, the minute wc reached 
Charleston Marsoni would go ashore 
and the whole crew would be arrested.” 

“ Oh, he’d go ashore, eh?”
“ Sure. And that’s where your dan­

ger is now. As soon as we anchor or tie 
up in Charleston Harbor he will go 
ashore, and you can’t tell what he’ll do.” 

“ Can’t, eh? Well, who is in com­
mand here now? ”

“ Well, of course you seem to be.”
“ Then, are you willing to obey my 

orders? ”
“ I am, and I guess the rest of the 

men are. You seem to want to treat us 
white.”

“ I certainly do. A great deal de­
pends on the success of my trip to 
Macibo. I must get there, and I must 
have the good-will of this crew. I am 
ready to take any chances. Of course, 
as this schooner belongs to Marsoni. I 
can’t put him ashore and steal his ship. 
But there is another thing I can do.” 

“ Yes. sir?”
“ I can prevent his going ashore to 

make trouble. We’ll take care of the 
consequences later if any come. What’s 
your name?”

“ Bill Wilson, sir.”
“ Very well. Bill Unison. Go get a 

rope and come back to me.”
He stared at me a moment, but turned 

and walked away. In a short time he 
returned with a rope coiled on his arm.

“ What do you intend to do?” de­
manded Benci.

" Mr. Benci,” I replied. “ I am 
ignorant of the rules at sea : but I believe 
it is unusual for the mate of a vessel to 
demand an explanation of his acts from 
his superior officer. And just now I am 
commanding this schooner. Get into 
Charleston and remain on board.”

He seemed about to answer, but 
thought better of it. and his parted lips 
closed again without a sound.

“ Now. Bill Wilson.” I said, “ come 
with me.”

I led the way to the captain’s cabin. 
He sat in a sulky mood at a little table. 
When he saw me come in he reached for 
a small chest under his berth, and I saw 
the gleam of another revolver.

“ Drop that where it is.” I command­
ed, placing the muzzle of the weapon I 
had taken from him close to his head. 
“ Make a move and I’ll shoot.”

“ What are you going to do?” he 
asked, straightening up again in his seat.

“ I am not going to hurt you—if you 
are”-a good, nice little boy. But I am 
going to tie you up so that you can’t go 
ashore and make trouble.”

" I’ll have you sent to p r iso n ,h e  
cried, with a startled and angry glare.

“ Possibly, some time; but not now. 
I’ve a great responsibility resting on me 
just at present, and I don't propose to 
permit a pig-headed captain to ruin me 
and those who are dependent on me. 
This schooner is going to take me to 
Macibo.”

" I was taking you there.”
“ But your crew were stronger than 

you. and were not being used like men. 
I took their end of the controversy be­
cause they were right. Wilson, tie the 
captain so that he cannot get loose. 
Don’t hurt him.”

“ This is an outrage.” roared Marsoni.
“ Possibly. But you’ll have to put up 

with it. I told you I’d take no chance 
of failure.”

In a few minutes the angry captain 
was well trussed in the rope.
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“ Lay him on his bed,” I commanded.
This was done.
“ I will take the key of your cabin,” 

I said. “ When we leave Charleston I 
will relinquish my command to you.”

I locked him in. Soon afterward we 
were at a wharf, and 1. with Wilson, 
went ashore. He was an intelligent 
fellow and could tell me what the crew 
wanted, and I resolved that their de­
sires. when within reason, should be 
granted.

To mv surprise, their requests were all 
reasonable. They wanted fresh meat 
occasionally, better drinking water, and 
more vegetables.

I could see no objections to all this. 
I had the old musty-smelling water- 
casks thrown out and new ones put in 
their place. I had the ice-box filled, the 
first time in manv fears. And the cook s 
eves bulged when he saw the purchases 
come aboard.

“ Now,” 1 said. “ we are prepared to 
last a few days. (let to Macibo as 
quickly as possible. W hen we are out 
of sight of land I will release Marsoni.

Benei gave the commands, and the 
Cato, with a willing and energetic crew, 
sailed a wax' from Cnarlcston.

When xve had gone so far that land 
xvas no longer in sight I unlocked Mar- 
soni’s cabin.

“ Now.” I said. “ as long as you obey 
me. and act like a man. you are again the 
captain of the Cato. I shall keep your 
revolver, and also cartridges for it. I 
may need it when I reach Macibo. W ill 
vim do what I want?”

“ I'd he a fool to say no.” answered 
Marsoni.

1 set him free, put a box of cartridges 
iu my pocket, and Marsoni took com­
mand.

Led bv Wilson, xvho was an intelligent 
felloxv. the crew xvorked as willingly 
under Marsoni as they had under me. 
for t Ilex'  knew 1 would stand by them, 
and that Marsoni was merely doing my 
bidding.

We sighted Macibo, and I looked at 
the island through a glass.

“ I don’t see anybody at xvork,” I said 
to Benei.

He grinned.
” What did Marsoni tell you? ” he 

asked.

" He said McMahon wanted me on the 
island. There xvas some trouble about 
the food.”

” Is that all he said ? ”
” Yes.”
'* Well. Mr. Granby, McMahon will 

never xvant you again. He was shot 
dead by the men who revolted for the 
same reason this crew did. And Mar­
soni knew that. It is always the way 
down here. It costs money to have 
good, fresh food, and those who receive 
the money to buy it for others usually 
keep the money, and the hands get what 
is never fit to eat.”

” Then, if McMahon is shot, I've got 
a pretty fight on my hands.”

" Yes.” he said. *' 1 shouldn’t won­
der if they shot you. too. They are an 
ignorant lot.”

VI.

I r xvas xvith no great pleasure or feel­
ing of assurance that 1 stepped ashore 
at Macibo.

The wharf had not been tampered 
with, nor the huts. But there was an 
idle group of negroes playing cards, 
shooting craps, or at some other game, 
and absolutely no work xvas being done.

Had it been merely the matter of sub­
duing a rebellion that had bad food for 
its cause, I could have gone about it 
the same as I had on the schooner, by 
giving the men proper food. But now 
I had the murder of my superintendent 
to avenge or punish.

1 made sure the revolver I had taken 
from Marsoni was in mv pocket, and 
walked along the wharf. I was met at 
the land end by a big Porto Rican, who 
looked ugly.

"Where is McMahon?” I asked.
” He—he dead.” came the reply. 

i; Nobody know who shot him. We had 
argument about grub, and he got inad. 
Yes, somebody shoot; but xve don’t know 
wlnt.. He's buried—there.”

He pointed to a clump of scrub-tree.-.
“ I’ll find out who shot him. What’s 

vour name? '"
Henrico Nandez.”

“ Are you the spokesman for all the 
men on the island?”

” Yes.”
" Then you, probablv. led the rebel­

lion and the attack on McMahon?”
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“ Yes.”
I turned to. look back. Big Bill Wil­

son and a half dozen of the crew stood 
on the deck of the schooner.

“ Come here,” I called.
“ We can’t.” shouted back Wilson. 

“ The captain has forbidden us to go 
ashore.”

“ I order you here.”
I saw Marsoni spring from the com­

panionway. and he seemed to be giving 
angry commands.

“ You'll get no help from them,” said 
Xandez with a grin. " We know Mar­
soni.”

“ Then I’ll do it alone,” I retorted, 
and. without thinking further. I let drive 
at him.

I did not knock him down, but there 
came from his big mouth the loudest and 
most angry roar 1 had ever heard from 
a human being. And in an instant 
things got so hot and mixed up on the 
island of Macibo that it is almost impos­
sible to tell in a brief account what 
really happened.

XTandez made a jump for my throat, 
and I struck him again, dancing back 
out of the reach of his long arm.

At the same time howls of surprise 
and rage came from the other Porto 
Ricans, and in a mob they charged down 
to the wharf.

And at the same time I heard a yell 
of agonv from Marsoni. and just glanced 
at the schooner in time to see him going 
over the rail into the sea, propelled by a 
dozen powerful hands. And then the 
entire crew came rushing to my as­
sistance. headed by Bill Wilson.

“ Stand by the man who feeds us 
well ! ” shouted Wilson.

The men from the schooner had 
picked up such weapons as they could 
lay their hands on, and they sailed into 
the mob of Porto Ricans with a desper­
ate energy that more than made up for 
their lack in numbers.

B ill  W i l s o n  h a d  an  i ro n  b a r .  a n d  every  
t im e  he s w u n g  it  so m e b o d y  f e l l  d o w n  
s u d d e n ly  a n d  r e m a in e d  d o w n .

There was great shouting and curs­
ing, as much on the part of the crew as 
the blacks. Somebody fired a pistol, 
and then was struck, and the pistol taken 
away from him.

I seemed more the storm-center than

an active participant. I dared not shoot 
lest 1 kill one of my faithful men from 
the Cato.

The fight lasted at least half an hour, 
and I thought it was of much longer 
duration. Then there came a sudden 
lull, which I did not understand.

The blacks separated from the crew, 
and in the center stood Bill Wilson, with 
his great fist closed on the throat of 
Henrico Xandez.

” Listen to me.” shouted Wilson, 
" those who can understand English, 
and those who can’t may get the gist of 
what I say from those who can. You 
arc making a mistake. The man you 
are fighting isn’t a giant, but he fights 
to Win. And when he wins, you win. too.

“ Don't be fools. We had a rumpus 
on the schooner about the grub. This 
man took our part against the captain. 
He tied him up, or ordered me to do it, 
and went ashore to buy grub. We've 
lived like gentlemen since. If you kill 
him. you’ll kill your best friend. You 
want to live. He wants the pitch taken 
off this island. He is willing to give 
you grub. But you shouldn’t have 
killed'.McMahon.” ’

When Wilson had finished he stood 
gazing at the group. Their angry and 
defiant looks gradually gave way to 
looks of surprise, and then one—a small, 
inoffensive appearing fellow — stepped 
forward.

” What you say is strange.” lie said 
to Wilson. " The superintendent told 
us there was no money for grub. For 
two days we had nothing but stale 
bread and water we could not drink. 
He said it was the order of the, com­
pany.”

” That was a lie.” retorted Wilson. 
" I’ve been through one scrap with Mr. 
Cranbv, and as a result look at the cap- 
lain of the Cato drying himself like a 
wet chicken. He’s alone—he’s out of 
this. Du vou think this crew would 
s ta n d  lw M r. C r a n b v  if we hadn't been 
fed?”

The blacks conferred among them­
selves.

” We are willing to work,” said the 
little fellow after a while. 11 if we have 
good grub and water. And if nothing 
is done about the death of the superin­
tendent. He brought it on himself. He
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fired at us and told us we could have no 
better stuff to eat.”

'* Tell them.” I replied, “ that 1 will 
provide good food, and make a fair in­
vestigation of the death of McMahon.”

Wilson repeated my -words. The lit­
tle fellow translated them into Spanish. 
A shout went up.

I saw Wilson release Nandez.
“ You've won another fight by being 

a man.” he said to me. ” I can see the 
island being made a success if you treat 
them as well as you did us.”

” I certainly will, those who stand by 
me.” I told him.

This was repeated.
Among people of hot. impetuous na­

tures. these changes come quickly. From 
being a hated man. attacked by mv own 
employees. I became a sort of king, wor­
shiped by my subjects.

” Wi§|d is war name?” I asked of 
the little fellow.

“ Miguel Bencoti.”
” Now.” I said. “ I ask that all the 

crew except Wilson return to the 
schooner, and all the men of the island 
retire except Nandez and Bencoti. We 
will confer and decide what is to be 
done.”

I led the three I had named to the 
cabin that had been occupied by Mc­
Mahon.

" Now,” 1 began, when we were in­
side. ” I will tell vou this. I had con­
tracted for the best supplies of food 
(luayama could furnish when I was 
here before, and I left enough money 
with McMahon to buy them. Where is 
that monev? ”

Nandez and Bencoti looked at each 
other blankly,

" Money? He said he had no 
niencv." said Nandez. ” We have not 
received any pay.”

McMahon and I had gone over our 
arrangements prettv thoroughly, and I 
knew where he had put the money I 
had left with him. I pulled up a plank 
in the iloor of his bedroom and took 
out a box.

It was tilled with money, just as I 
had left it.

" Perhaps you will believe me now.”
I said. " I left this money for you. 
If McMahon lied, and was stealing, he 
deserved what he got,”

Nandez yelled and grabbed a bill. 
He rushed from the hut and I started 
after him.

” Stop, srilor." said Bencoti. ” He 
is going to prove your words to the 
others.”

It turned out to be so. In a few 
minutes a great shout went up, and in 
a few more the hut was surrounded by 
the men.

They were mine. I owned them, 
body and sold, from that moment.

VII.

T h e  o n ly  m a n  w h o  r e m a in e d  su lk v  
w a s  M a rso n i .  B e n d  w a s  r e a so n a b le  
e n o u g h ,  a n d  w a s  a  g o o d  n a v ig a to r .

1 got Marsoni alone.
“ You see the difficulty I am in.” I 

said to him. ” I am never sure of any­
thing: on this island.”

I'm sorry 1 ever saw it,” he replied.
” That is what I supposed. What 

will you take for the contract and the 
schooner ? ”

“ The Cato? You would buy the old 
Cato ? ” *

“ If I can get it at a fair price. I 
think tlie men would like to remain in 
my employ. But I don't want vou.-’

“ I am not sorry. I will sell.”
He named a figure and I closed with 

luffi. The next thing was to ' appoint 
Bend captain. He wanted a mate, and 
I proposed Wilson. This proved to be 
agreeable, and Wilson took the office.

This cemented the friendship of the 
crew, and I had only the force on the 
island to deal with.

Nandez was evidently their leader. I 
appointed him superintendent of the 
works on Macilio. This met with howls 
of joy from the men.

Then I took him to Guayama in the 
launch to make purchases.

His eyes opened wide when he heard 
me order things for the men thev had 
never had under McMahon.

" I f  we had only known, si he
said. ” we would not have been your 
enemies.”

\  on are not mv enemies now.” I 
answered. “ But, Nandez, I have ene­
mies of my own race who will not re­
ceive the treatment at my hands that 
you and your men are receiving. Now
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—look. What will you say to them 
when you return?"

“ I will say to. them that we are work­
ing fur a fine man. And we will work, 
Xi'iior—we will work."

“ Very good. I am going to trust 
everything down here to you, for I must 
go hack to New York Things up there 
need me just now. There will he other 
ships down here, and I want you to fill 
them, hut not to send them to New York 
till you hear from me through Wilson. 
Let the Cato come as usual, and I will 
send you instructions when she returns.”

“ 1 understand, soil o r ."
I was confident that I had matters on 

Marik* in my own hands, and took the 
first steamship I could get to New York.

It was late in the day when 1 arrived, 
and the offices of the Maciho Asphalt 
Company were closed. 1 went at once 
to the hotel where my uncle lived.

1 looked at him in amazement and 
alarm when I saw him.

He had grown aged. His cheeks, 
that had been round and ruddy only a 
few months before, were hollow, and 
tile flesh hung in folds. His eyes were 
watery. His hands trembled.

" What in the world is the matter with 
you ? ” I asked.

"Matter with me?” he replied, with 
a weak sort of laugh. “ I’m a fool, 
that’s what is the matter with me. I 
didn’t treat you right. Gerald. I told 
you—remember—I would never permit 
you to enter a commercial life because 
I was proud of the name I had built up, 
and your name was the same as'mine. 
You would drag that name in the dust. 
Ha! That name would welcome dust 
now. It is in the mud.”

“ What has happened?” I asked.
" You remember I invested money on 

the representations of Shiras? He fooled 
me. lie ruined me. I bought shares 
of stock that looked good on paper, hut 
he ruined everything, always to his own 
advantage. All I have left now is 
what I put into the Maciho Asphalt 
Company. And as lie was a heavy in­
vestor in that company. I fear lie will 
ruin that, too.”

“ No,” I said, “ Shiras will never ruin 
the Maciho Asphalt Company.”

“ How do you know'? What do you 
know about i t? ” he asked excitedly.

“ I can’t take the time to explain now-. 
I have played a little trick on you which 
may make you angry, but it will come 
out all right. And now. let me tell you 
this. Whatever you know, or think you 
know, or whatever you read or hear 
about the Maciho Asphalt Company, 
keep to yourself. And under no cir­
cumstances sell a single share."

“ You amaze me. You talk like a 
man who has inside information."

I have. I’ll see you to-morrow."
I went to the offices, hut of course 

found no one there. I went to a club 
of which I was a member, and then to 
the house where Miss Granby had hoard­
ed after siie had left Mrs. Manley’s. But 
I did not find Miss Granby,

So I went to a theater and forgot 
everything until about midnight, when, 
after a good supper. I went to bed.

The next day I found Miss Granby 
at the office. She looked pale and wor­
ried.

“ For Heaven’s sake." she said, 
“ what news do you bring? We are al­
most distracted here. Mr. Shiras was 
telling us that the island had proved 
almost of no value. And he said the 
Gato put into Charleston for repairs, 
and the whole thing was a failure. And 
I didn’t hear from you. and have imag­
ined all sorts of things.”

“ Keep on imagining.” I said. “ Tire 
island is a rank failure.”

She gasped, but I did not pay any 
attention. I had resolved to do some­
thing that was not, perhaps, within the 
lines of the best ethics, hut I knew 
enough to realize that Shiras had delib­
erately gone about his work to ruin mv 
uncle. And had it not been for the 
Maciho asphalt he would have ruined 
two men by the name of Gerald Thorpe.

The next day the newspapers had ac­
counts of all sorts of disasters that had 
beset the Granbvs in the exploitation of 
an island they had claimed contained a 
great amount of asphalt. The picture 
drawn was one of desolation, failure, 
misery.

And I waited in the office for Mr. 
Shiras. I knew he would come, and he 
did.

" You are a wonder. Granted’ he said, 
and his voice had a chuckle in it. 
“ When you left I did not suppose you
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would work the thing out successfully. 
I am certain now that you wanted to do 
it without instructions."

*' Do what. Mr. S’nirits ? "
“ Peat down tire value of the shares. 

1 will buy all the rest as soon as they 
are put on the market. And we'll come 
to an agreement."

“ The only agreement I can come to 
with you is to tell you that I had abso­
lutely nothing to do with the failure of 
Macibo. The men revolted and shot 
McMahon, the superintendent."

He stared at me.
“ What is this you are telling me? 

What is this lie?"
“ Xo lie at all, if you will follow me. 

I went down on the Cato. We had a 
mutiny, and Marsoni is no longer in our 
seryiee. When, at last. I did reach the 
island I found a fine state of affairs. 
The men had revolted and shot McMa­
hon. He had been dead when Marsoni 
left for Xew York, but he did not tell 
me. Everything was in confusion. So 
—you see."

"My (tod! What shall I do? Ah— 
wait—does Thorpe know this?”

“ Know! You are the only one I've 
told.”

“ Then keep it to yourself. I'll get 
a fair price for my shares from Thorpe 
and won't lose it all.”

“ Yery well,” I said. “ You know the 
shares must be transferred through the 
office. I will see Thorpe if you wish. 
What price shall I ask? ”

“ If I sell out at fifty per cent of what 
I paid I think I’ll be lucky, don’t you?"

“ You would he lucky enough, but has 
Thorpe got the money?"

“ I guess he has. I got him into a 
good many deals, and he lost some. You 
see, he was an overestimated man. He 
—something happened. He wasn’t as 
shrewd as he used to be.”

“ And yet you would rob him? ”
“ Business is business. We don't call 

it robbing in Xew York.”
“ Oh, in that case, if you don't call it 

robbing, I’ll go ahead. I’ll ask fifty 
per cent of the purchase price of the 
shares.”

The shares were sold—not to Gerald 
Thorpe, my uncle, but to Gerald Thorpe, 
myself.
. “ What does this mean?” asked Miss

Granby. “ You are buying these shares 
with the company's money.”

‘ I'll pav it back in a few weeks. 
J.isten. Yll that has been said and 
printed about Macibo was true—at one 
time. But—you will see shipload after
shipload of the asphalt come to New 
Y o r k .  IVs? put new men in command, 
and the stuff' will be ready as fast as 
vessels can be hurried down there. The 
shares of the Macibo company are worth 
just now two hundred per cent."

“ Goodness : "
“ More titan that—when we get things 

to running right the shares my uncle 
holds will bring him in enough to make 
up for what he lias lost. This shares I 
have bought from Shiras will make me 
much more than a millionaire. And 
now, I ask you again, will you marry 
nig? "

“ I can’t."
" Why not? "
“ Because, having some doubts in my 

own mind about our ability to make the 
Macibo Company a success, and want­
ing a life with money. I married your 
uncle."

" You! Arc you my aunt?"
" Yes—I am your uncle’s wife.”
“ Well, I’ve saved you from poverty. 

And—I'm going back to Macibo to get 
out asphalt as fast as a thousand men 
will do it. Tell my Uncle Gerald I con­
gratulate him upon his marriage.”

“ But—I don't think you ever quite 
loved me. Gerald. You don’t blame me, 
do you? "

" Not at all. It was silly of me to 
want to get married before I was able 
to support a wife. Yery silly. In a 
year from now I can. In two years I 
can give her luxuries. In two years I 
can give her all the world contains.”

" Will you come up to the hotel for 
dinner. Gerald?”

" Xo.” 1 said with a laugh. “ My 
uncle doesn't need me here as much as 
he d o e s  in M a c ib o .  And, somehow—I 
think I’d rather go. I’ll see you soon, 
though. And about the contracts—I ’ll 
take care of them. We’d better have a 
man in charge here. You are a rich 
man's wife.”

“ Whom shall I put here, Gerald?”
“ Leave it to me, I shall not leave 

Xew York for a day or two. And—re­



314 THE ARGOSY.

member—1 practically own the Macibo 
Asphalt Company now. And I promise 
vou it will be a big success.”

” Yes—I know it will. And you— 
you were the fellow my husband called 
a fool! "

“ 1 w a s in some things. But I must 
hurry. I’ve got to get six ships to Ma­
cibo at once. \Ye need the money—you, 
mv uncle, and I,”

“ Yes," was all she said, and she was 
staring at me when 1 went out of the 
door.

The* Macibo Asphalt Company is a 
big success, and my bank account is 
growing. Some day I’m going to take 
a rest, but when 1 do—oh, what's the 
use of going into all that? Some day 
when 1 am worth a million I am going 
to take a rest.

C H A S I N G  R A I N B O W S . '
By DOUGLAS PIERCE,

Author of “ His Good Right H and,” “ T he Shaft of Light," etc.

The pursuit of fortune in town by a fellow from the coun­

try, with an account of the jolts he received in the process.

SYNOPSIS OF CHATTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
A young farmer named John King learns that his invalid father has been tricked 

into buying from Colonel Lit idem a piece of worthless land. The farm being heavily 
mortgaged by this transaction, John starts for Philadelphia to try his fortune. Here, on 
the day after his arrival, lie is arrested for passing counterfeit money which has Seen 
palmed oft on him by three card-sharps, and is taken to jail.

He is released through the testimony of a kind-hearted commercial traveler, who 
again befriends the hid when lie has lost all his money at the races. The two discover 
that the card-sharps who swindled John are planning, under the leadership of Colonel 
Lindon, to defraud young Arthur Chase, head of the traveling man's business house : and 
that Scott, one of the sharpers, is paying attentions to Arthur's sister Kate. In some 
trepidation John goes to the Chase house to give warning of the danger. Miss Chase 
demands to know whom he accuses.

CHAPTER X.

KING would rather have led up to 
the main issue in another way. but 

he had no alternative. To falter or at­
tempt to evade Miss Chase's question 
now would simply be to throw a wav any 
chance of persuading her that he was 
telling the truth:.

“ Charles Scott." he therefore answered 
steadily. " a lia s  ‘ Nobby ‘ Scott, grafter, 
crook, and all-around swindler, and— 
the man with whom you were at the 
theater last night 1 ”

The gave a quick start at the name, 
and a wave of color swept across her 
neck. Then she bit her lip and threw 
back her head in a gesture of angry hau­
teur.

‘ B egan  J u ly  Argosy.

Since you know that Mr. Scott was 
with me at the theater, you must prob­
ably realize that lie is also mv friend,” 
she replied. " Has no one ever told vou 
that 1 can be quite a.s loyal as my 
brother ? ”

" As loyal, perhaps, but not so head­
strong and prejudiced." King pleaded.

\\ hat virtue is there in lovaltv to ail 
tin worth)- object? I came to you. Miss 
Chase, not because I thought you would 
believe my mere assertion, but because 1 
trusted you would be sufficiently un­
biased to give me a fair hearing. That 
is all I ask, a chance to prove the truth 
of what I say.”

The frank candor of his address car­
ried weight with her. That was plain 
to be seen. Yet she was not ready to 
give in without a struggle.

S in g le  cop ies, 10 cen ts.
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A tinge of suspicion crept into the 
glance with which she was regarding 
him.

'■ And what is your object in coming 
to us with this remarkable story?” she 
asked with open irony. " Surely, you 
don't claim it is disinterested philan­
thropy? ”

“ Wh.v, ves, in a measure. If I saw 
a majr lying asleep in front of an on­
coming railroad train I would do my 
best to get him off the track; and this 
is not such an awfully different case. 
Still, I will not deny that I have some 
old scores to pay off with Mr. Scott and 
his friend. Mr. Newman.

“ Yes.” in response to the comprehen­
sive “ Ah ! ’’ she uttered, and the swift 
raising of her eyebrows. “ Yes, I. too, 
Have been a victim of theirs. True. I was 
not quite such big game as your brother, 
but they were operating on a smaller 
scale at the time and they did not scorn 
the little one hundred dollars out of 
which they fleeced me.”

Her lip curled in sudden disdain as 
what she thought was the reason for his 
action presented itself to her. She turned' 
sharply upon him.

“ And so all this hoity-toity is because 
Mr. Scott and Mr. Newman got the best 
of you on a business deal, is i t? ” she 
sneered.

“ Why, yes 1 ” But her little cry of 
triumph was cut short as he went on 
trenchantly:

“ That is. if you call three-card 
monte ‘ business,’ and if getting a green­
horn’s money away from him by passing 
counterfeits on him mav be termed a 
‘ deal.’ ”

Her lips parted and her eyes took on a 
very different expression.

“ But you are accusing these men of 
downright swindling?” she gasped.

“ Exactly. I told vou they were swin­
dlers and grafters, blacklegs of the most 
notorious stripe, and I was using no 
metaphors or figures of speech when I 
spoke. I meant just exactly what my 
words imply.”

“ And he says lie can prove it.” she 
muttered as though to herself. Then 
aloud: “ This seems amazing and in­
credible, vet I will hear what you have 
to say. Sit down. Mr. King.” waving 
her hand toward a chair. “ If these

men are what you claim, the sooner we 
know it the better.”

Thus encouraged. John lost no time 
in setting forth his story. He told her 
in detail that experience of his on the 
train, explaining how he had been lured 
into the game through the device of let­
ting him observe the antics of an unskil­
ful player, and illustrated the method 
of play with the aid of a deck of cards 
he took from an adjoining table.

“ ( trdinarily. the monte artist gives 
his dupe no show whatever.” he ex­
plained. “ further than to lead him on 
and induce him to bet his money. In­
deed, at any critical point in the game 
the queen is not flung upon the table at 
all. but is deftly slipped back into the 
palm of the hand and another card sub­
stituted for it. Scott and Newman, how­
ever. introduced a clever variation, and 
at the same lime did away with the dan­
ger of my putting up a howl by skilfully 
exchanging mv good bills for their 
stage-money during the course of the 
game, and then letting me go awav under 
the impression that I had won.”

His story, and the manner in which 
King fold it bore so strongly the stamp 
of truth that Miss Chase could not well 
bring herself to doubtyet .  in order to 
be thoroughly satisfied, she reminded him 
gently that he had volunteered to furnish 
proof for all that he might say.

“ And that is not hard to get.” he 
cried triumphantly, for he saw that his 
case was already won. “ The police- 
court records will show that I was ar­
rested for passing the counterfeit money 
which those two crooks palmed off on 
me : a man whom neither vou nor your 
brother can doubt, since he has been with 
your house for nearly twenty years, will 
vouch for the truth of all I have said ; 
I can bring you bartenders, pool-room 
hangers-on, and * undesirable citizens ’ 
a-plenty to swear that the reputation or 
Scott and Newman is well known; bu. 
strongest proof of all. I will convince 
you by the actions of the men them­
selves. I.et me face them unexpectedly 
and without warning in vour presence, 
and I do not feel that you will need any 
further evidence.”

She pondered a moment longer, then 
surrendered utterly.

" Mr. King.” she said, “ you have
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done us a great and invaluable service 
by opening our eyes to the true character 
of these rogues in time. I regret, of 
course, that we have admitted them here 
to our home and have gone about with 
them on terms of friendship, but if it 
teaches Arthur not to make an intimate 
of every chance acquaintance he happens 
to pick up, I shall not be sorry.

“ And now,” she went on. ” let me 
know what is the danger from them 
which menaces him, and of which you 
spoke. Ttiev are not planning to decoy 
him into any monte game, are they, or to 
load lam down with green goods? ”

*' Oh. no ; thev are using more subtle 
methods in his case. They have a rub­
ber company scheme, on which they have 
already induced him to bite, and—"

11 Yes, ves, I know,” she broke in eager­
ly, " lie lias been talking uf nothing 
else for the past week or two, and has 
been using every effort to persuade me 
to invest along with him. And it is 
a fraud, you say? ”

“ Gan it be anything else.” John asked 
scornfully, “ with Scott and Newman 
touting for it. and the most unmitigated 
old scoundrel in all Pennsylvania back <> 1 
the thing? Yes. you can take my word 
for it. it is a fraud of the first water.”

“ But you can never get Arthur to 
believe so.” and she shook her head re­
flectively. “ He is simply wrapped up 
in the scheme, and he is just obstinate 
enough to stick to it. no matter what is 
said or done. Indeed. 1 am sure. if. he 
thought tlie rubber company were to be 
questioned, he would refuse to listen to 
a word against Scott and Newman.”

” But can’t you convince him of his 
fully?” argued John. '‘ Surely, if you 
were to tell—”

“ Nii, even 1 can do nothing with him 
when lie gets into one of his pig-headed 
fits. Oh. put your wits to work. Mr. 
King, and tell me what I can do! " 

Spurred on by this flattering appeal, 
J uh.il thought hard. At last lie gave a 
quick sigh of relief.

“ Ah, I have i t ! ” lie cried. “ < >ut on 
tlie farm, when we wanted to protect 
till corn from the thieving birds we 
didn’t tell the corn anything about it. 
We simply put up a scarecrow and 
frightened the birds away. Do you see 
my application? ”

Not exactly,” she confessed, looking 
a little puzzled.

Well, it’s this way. Why not try 
what I proposed a while ago, and let me 
face this pair of grafters? You invite 
them out here without saying anything 
about me—”

‘‘ They are coming to-night, anyway,” 
she broke in. ” Arthur has invited them 
and a Colonel I.indon, who is also ;n the 
rubber company, to spend the evening 
with us.”

” Good ! Couldn’t have been arranged 
better if I had planned it. All right, 
then. Sav nothing to vour brother or 
anybody else, but let me drop in unan­
nounced along about nine o'clock and 
confront the party. If you don’t see 
some lively skiddooing on the part of the 
bunch I shall very much miss my guess.”

” Oh. I see! ” she gave a quick laugh 
of comprehension. ” You intend to play 
the part of scarecrow.”

Exactly-. And what’s more. I'll wa­
ger that Scott and Newman will trouble 
vour brother no more. They will never 
believe, you see. but what I have put 
him wise to their entire record.”

She clapped her hands delightedly over 
the project, and after a little further 
discussion of the ways and means to be 
emploved. King took his leave.

Nor was the jubilant smile which 
rested upon his lips as he sauntered home­
ward entirely due to the prospect of at 
last overmatching the pair he regarded 
as responsible for all his troubles.

Rather was it owing to a realization 
that Miss Chase could not have been 
very deeply interested in Scott after all.

” If he’d really been any way solid 
with her.” murmured King with great 
satisfaction. ‘‘ I'd never have got a 
chance to put in a word, for she’s the 
kind of girl that if she once took to a 
fellow would stand by him for keeps. 
No." throwing his shoulders back, “ the 
field is still open, and it's anybody's 
r a c e d ’

CHAPTER XI.
“  S H O U L D  AUI . D  A C Q U A I N T A N C E  E E  F O R ­

G O T ?  ”

L o v e  i s  a  m i g h t y  m a s t e r ,  a n d  r e v e n g e  

i s  potent t o  s w a y  t h e  m i n d s  o f  m e n  ; b u t
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habit is stronger than either, and de­
spite the delicious little tremors which 
set King’s heart to throbbing every time 
he recalled the incident of his call upon 
Miss Chase and despite the grateful pros­
pect ahead of evening up scores with 
Scott and Newman, he began to grow un-. 
easy as two o'clock approached.

That was the hour he had been accus­
tomed to start for the pool-room, and 
with its arrival he felt the old itch 
coming over him to try his luck.

The traveling-man, however, was 
ready for just such a contingency, and 
when he saw the symptoms growing in 
virulence, prepared to administer what 
he hoped would be a radical treatment.

“ Look here, John." he said, opening a 
drawer, “ I have here more than two 
hundred different methods and systems 
of play upon the horses, every one of 
which has been tried by myself or by 
some one whom I have known. Examine 
them and you will find that they all work 
out perfectly-—on paper. It would seem 
that anybody who should conscientiously 
follow them would soon have Rocke­
feller looking like a second-hand edition 
of 1 Progress and Poverty.’ Yet take 
any one of those systems and put it into 
actual practise with real money, and 
you’ll find yourself very shortly on tire 
wrong side of the ledger.

“ No. sir, I like easy money as well 
as anybody in the world, and I ’ve gone 
against that game for every cent that I 
could rake and scrape; but from the 
general experience of all mankind. I 
have at last been forced to the reluctant 
conclusion that it’s an unbeatable propo­
sition.

“ Did you ever know of a pool-room 
‘ regular ' laying aside any money in the 
bank, or being on the lookout for in­
vestments? No, and you never will. 
Yet many of those seedy, out-at-elbows 
chaps started out in life as smarter men 
than you and I. Many of them had 
money and prospects and every sort of 
a chance, if they had only seen fit to 
improve i t ; but they were simply carried 
away by the belief that they could beat 
this game, and have stuck to it until 
they sank to their present level. It is a 
disgusting, degrading, degenerating vice, 
worse, to my mind, than whisky, opium, 
or morphine, because its victims last

longer to be a nuisance to themselves and 
to the community in general.”

Many other things the traveling-man 
said, and he strove to prove his point 
by a wealth of statistics and data of vari­
ous sorts; but there was one phrase he 
used which stuck in John’s mind above 
all the rest and which did more than 
anything else to produce the result at 
which his mentor was aiming.

“ Some day, perhaps. King.” he said, 
" vou mav meet the woman vou want to 
make your wife; but if you keep on at 
this folly, I certainly hope and pray you 
never will. For above all tire wretched 
women in the world. God pity her whose 
lot is to share the fortunes of a pool- 
room fiend.”

And after that John, whenever he felt 
the nip of temptation, had but to think 
of Kate Chase and immediately the de­
sire to place a flier upon the “ ponies ” 
would pass away, for he realized that 
what Iris friend urged upon him was the 
sanest kind of advice, and he had a very 
vivid picture in his memory of a wife he 
had seen come to the pool-room door 
one afternoon to meet her husband and 
escort him home.

In fact, the traveling-man’s cure 
proved lasting, for. hard as he had been 
going the pace, John King stopped short 
then and there and never again to the 
longest dav of his life was he known 
to hazard a wager on any kind of a gam­
bling proposition.

Still the traveling-man did not let up, 
because he saw that he had made an im­
pression. Mounted on what was his 
favorite hobby, he went on piling up 
his arguments and driving in his points 
with a host of interesting anecdotes 
drawn from the experiences of himself 
and his friends until he suddenly noticed 
with a start that the afternoon had 
waned and dusk was stealing in upon 
them.

“ Gracious ! ” he then exclaimed. 11 I 
had no idea it was growing so late. We 
shall have fairly to race through dinner 
in order to get dressed and out to the 
Chases in time.”

And, indeed, it was but scant and 
hasty rations that his companion par­
took of that night, for to John’s mind 
the cravings of his stomach were of very 
secondary importance to the presenting
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of a good appearance and to being at 
the rendezvous on time.

The traveling-man noticed this unac­
countable absence of appetite, and al­
though he made no comment, being a 
shrewd old codger, he did not fail to 
draw his own conclusions. Being in 
love, he thought, might wean his protege 
away from his infatuation for the pool- 
rooms. and if that result were accom­
plished he would he well satisfied, even 
though King's passion was so hopelesslv 
ill-advised as to aspire to the wealthy 
and aristocratic Miss Chase.

Himself a confirmed old bachelor, 
however, he dispensed with none of his 
customary dinner, but went Straight 
through in regular order. Yet at that, 
it was he who had to stand waiting a 
full ten minutes while John wrestled 
with the hair-brush in the effort to make 
a refractory lock lie as smooth as he 
desired.

At last, though, they were oft, and ar­
riving at tlie Chase residence, were ad­
mitted without delay. Moreover, the 
butler had evidently received his orders, 
for he ushered them straight back to the 
librarv. where the brother and sister 
were entertaining their guests, and with­
out announcement threw open the door.

Arthur looked up in some surprise, but 
as he saw Kate hurrying forward to greet 
the newcomers, supposed it must be all 
right. The two grafters, however, 
glanced at each other open-mouthed, 
consternation overspreading their faces.

M as tl'.is a trap they had been let into, 
or what did it mean?

Kate, apparently unconscious of their 
trepidation, led John forward.

“ Mr. Scott.” she said. “ I want you 
to meet mv friend. Mr. King.1'

John made no motion to extend his 
hand. His glance, steady and cold as 
steel, met the other's confused and guilty 
gaze.

“ I think I have already had that 
pleasure,” he said dryly.

The crook fumbled a second in his vest- 
pocket. and with a quick, furtive motion 
pressed a one-hundred-dollar bill into 
John's palm.

” Nix,” he whispered sharply. “ Call 
it square and say nothing. There’s still 
more in it for you if you can keep your 
head shut.'1

John King laughed in derisive tr i­
umph as he stuffed the yellow bank-note
sway.

I am going to keep this hundred dol­
lars. Mr. Scott,” he said, taking no 
trouble to lower his voice. ” because you 
owe it to me: but I am also going to 
tell the interesting little story of how you 
came to be my debtor to that amount.” 

The other glared viciously at him and 
was about to speak, when Newman, who 
had been edging over toward them, 
reached out and twitched his arm.

It's all off, Nobby,” he muttered 
hoarsely. ” We're up against a stall. 
Can’t you see the old geezer who tried 
to butt in while we were trimming the 
hayseed ? Better beat it while we have 
a chance, before the cops get here.”

Scott gave a rapid glance over John’s 
shoulder, and recognizing the traveling- 
man. concluded that it was indeed a 
** lime for disappearing'.”

M’ithout. ceremony, stopping neither 
for excuses nor adieux. scarcely linger­
ing even to snatch up their hats, the pair 
broke tumultuously for the door and, 
racing pell-mell through the hall, sped 
down the steps and out into the night.

Arthur Chase, completely mystified by 
such behavior, stood gazing after them, 
his face a curious mixture of anger 
and 1 Jewilderment.

Well, that's a curious wav to act! ” 
he exclaimed. ” M'hat on earth got into 
those chaps so suddenlv? ”

He spoke to no one in particular, but 
a soft and silky voice from the corner 
of the room which had not hitherto been 
heard made answer to him.

M by. my dear Chase, if you must 
know.” it said. " this looks very much 
to me like a guilty flight. Deeply as I 
regret to say it. I hate heard some things 
to-day which lead me to believe that 
we have been grievouslv imposed upon 
bv these young men. and that they are 
in fact notorious crooks.

“ I take it. then, that their reputation 
must have been known to these gentlemen 
who have just come in. and with the 
realization of this and the knowledge that 
their game was up, the pair beat a hasty 
retreat.

'■ Am I correct in this surmise, gentle­
men? ” the speaker added blandly, com­
ing forward.
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B u t  su d d e n ly  he  p a u se d  sh o r t  a n d  a s ­
su m e d  an  e x p re ss io n  o f  p lea se d  su rp r i se .

“ S u r e ly  I c a n n o t  be m is ta k e n , ’' he 
sa id .  “ Is  n o t  th is  J o h n  K in g ,  the  son 
o f  m v  d e a r  o ld  H la i r s b u rg  n e ig h b o r  a n d  
c o m r a d e ?  W h y .  J o h n ,  m y  boy. h o w  do 
you  d o ?  ”

A n d  b e fo re  K i n g  co u ld  p re v e n t  it. he 
f o u n d  his  h a n d  seized  a n d  a lm o s t  sh a k e n  
off in C o lo n e l  L i n d e n ’s a r d e n t  g ra sp .

“ C o n s a r n  i t ! ”  t h o u g h t  J o h n  d i s g u s t ­
e d ly  to h im se l f .  " I b e l ieved  I h a d  th e  
w ho le  nes t  o f  p e sk y  v a r m in t s  t r a p p e d ,  
b u t  t h e  m e a n e s t  one o f  a l l  h a s  b ro k e n  
t h r o u g h  a n d  g o t  a w a y .”

C H A P T E R  X I I .

W H E N  T A I . K  W A S  N O T  C H E A P .

T h e r e  w ere  q u e s t i o n s  a n d  e x p l a n a ­

t i o n s  g a l o r e  b e f o r e  t h e  t r u t h  f i n a l l y  c a m e  

out.
J o h n  was o b l ig e d  to reco u n t  a t  leas t  

th re e  t im es  th e  s to ry  o f  ho w  he h a d  
been b u n c o e d  on th e  t ra in ,  a n d  A r t h u r  
C h a se  w as  f in a l ly  c o n v in c ed  b e y o n d  the  
p o ss ib i l i ty  o f  a  q u ib b le  t h a t  h is  l a te  a s ­
soc ia tes  h a d  been  m e re ly  a  b ra c e  o f  i m ­
p u d e n t  con f id en ce  m en.

B u t  t h r o u g h  a ll  th e  t a lk  a n d  th e  c o m ­
m en ts .  t h e  ‘' O h s ! ” a n d  “  A h s ! ” of  
a m a z e m e n t  a t  t h e  b ra z e n  a s su ra n c e  
sh o w n  by the  p a ir ,  C o lo n e l  L in d o n  
p l a v e d  a s h r e w d  a n d  t a c t f u l  h a n d .

N o  one  w a s  m o re  g r a c e f u l  t h a n  he 
in p r a i s in g  J o h n  f o r  t h e  skil l  be  h a d  
d i s p l a c e d  in e x p o s in g  t h e  crooks  ; n o  one 
lo u d e r  in h is  e x ec ra t io n s  o f  th e  h e lp le s s  
duo.

B u t  i f  vou  h a d  h e a r d  th a t  th e y  were  
d ish o n e s t ,  c o lo n e l .” q u e s t io n e d  A r t h u r  
C hase ,  “ w h y  d id  you  n o t  g ive  th e  r e s t  
o f  us som e in t im a t io n  o f  i t?  W h y  d id  
v o u  p e r m i t  m e  to a p p e a r  w i th  m y  sis ter  
a n d  h e r  f r i e n d s  at t h a t  th e a t e r  p a r ty  o f  
th e i r s  las t  n i g h t  ? ”

“ A h ,  m y  d e a r  b o y ,”  r e p l i e d  th e  c o lo ­
n e l ,  “ th e  o n ly  t h i n g  w h ic h  m a d e  me 
d o u b t  th e  s to r ies  I  h a d  h e a r d  w as  th e  
f e l l o w s ’ a p p a r e n t  in t im a c y  w i th  you. 
‘ C h a se  is a  P h i l a d e l p h i a n , ’ I sa id  to 
m y se lf ,  ‘ a n d  these  y o u n g  fe l lo w s  a re  
n a t iv e  he re .  S u re ly ,  i f  th e re  w ere  a n y ­
t h i n g  w r o n g  w i th  t h e m  he  w o u ld  be 
m o re  a p t  to k n o w  it t h a n  an  o u t s id e r ,  a 
m ere  c o u n t r y m a n  l ike  m y se lf .  T h e  ve ry

fa c t  t h a t  lie a d m i t s  th e m  to his h o m e  a n d  
f r i e n d s h ip  is f ’n 'n u i  h tr i* ' p r o o f  o f  th e i r  
in n o c e n c e . ’ ”

*' Yet  you m u s t  h a v e  k n o w n  so m e th in g  
a b o u t  th em ,  c o lo n e l .” I t  was th e  t r a v e l ­
i n g - m a n  w h o  spoke  u p  in t h a t  quie t ,  
s t r a ig h t  - to - th e  - p o in t  f a s h io n  o f  his. 
11 T h e y  w ere  w o r k in g  fo r  vou. a n d  it is 
h a r d l v  c o n ce iv a b le  t h a t  von  took  m en  
in to  v o u r  e m p lo v  w i th o u t  m a k i n g  som e 
i n v e s t ig a t io n  r e g a r d i n g  th e m ."

T h e  co lone l  sh o t  h im  a v ic ious  g la n c e  
f r o m  u n d e r  his o v e r h a n g i n g  brow s ,  b u t  
his voice  lost  n o n e  o f  its su a v i ty  as he 
a n sw e re d  :

" So I d id .  I m a d e  c e r t a in  in q u ir ie s  
c o n c e r n in g  th e i r  c a p a b i l i ty  a n d  f i tness 
fo r  the  k in d  o f  w o rk  I w ish e d  don e ,  a n d  
b e in g  sa t is f ied ,  to o k  th e m  on. B u t  you 
m u s t  u n d e r s t a n d ,  m y  d e a r  sir, we do n o t  
u s u a l ly  r e q u i r e  a ce r t i f ic a te  o f  e i th e r  so ­
c ia l  s t a n d in g  o r  h ig h  m o r a l  i n te g r i ty  
f ro m  the  m en  we h i re  to p e d d le  s tock.  
A ll  we a sk  is t h a t  they  sh a l l  lie a b le  to 
p la c e  o u r  w ares ,  a n d  on t h a t  score  I 
m u s t  co n fess  I h a v e  n o  c o m p la in t  to  
m a k e  o f  e i th e r  S c o t t  o r  N e w m a n .

1 e t ,"  he  a d d e d .  " I w o u ld  w i l l i n g ly  
f o r f e i t  every  sa le  they  m a d e  f o r  us r a th e r  
t h a n  h ave  h a d  th e m  c o n n ec te d  w i th  o u r  
c o n ce rn ,  l o r  o f  co u rse  I a m  th e  h e a v ­
iest su f fe re r  b y  th is  ex p o su re .  S u c h  n o ­
to r io u s  ra sc a l s  a s  th ey  a p p e a r  to he  w o u ld  
p ro v e  a b la c k  eye f o r  a n y  c o m p a n y . ”

So it  w ent .  B o th  J o h n  a n d  th e  t r a v ­
e l in g - m a n  t r ie d  in a d o zen  d i f fe re n t  w ays  
to p in  h im  clown, h u t  the  s l i p p e r v  c o lo ­
ne l  a lw a y s  e v a d e d  th e i r  cas ts  a n d  h ad  
a r e a d y  a n sw e r  f o r  every  q u e s t io n  p u t  
to h im . T o  h e a r  h im  te l l  it. he  was a 
g u i le les s  o ld  g e n t l e m a n  f ro m  th e  c o u n ­
try .  with h a d  been  s h a m e f u l l y  im p o sed  
g p m  by  a p a i r  o f  sl ick  c ity  sh a rp e rs .

N o  one  d a r e d  h in t ,  o f  course ,  t h a t  Ins 
ru b b e r  c o m p a n y  w as  a f r a u d  : f o r  t h o r ­
o u g h ly  as J o h n  a n d  th e  t r a v e l in g -m a i l  
be l ieved  it  to he  so. tliev h a d  n o t  th e  
p r o o f  to h a ck  u p  th e i r  .suspicions. T h u s  
the  co lone l  w a s  e n a b le d  to b e w a i l  w i t h ­
o u t  f e a r  o f  c o n t r a d ic t io n  the  d a m a g e  
w h ic h  h ad  been d o n e  to h is  sp l e n d id  b u s i ­
ness p ro p o s i t io n  th r o u g h  the  scu rv v  c o n ­
d u c t  o f  a p a i r  o f  m isc rean ts .

So e x h a u s t iv e ly  d id  he  d i l a t e  u p o n  
th is  them e,  a n d  a t  th e  sa m e  t im e  m an a g i  
to b o o m  the  sch e m e  u p o n  w h ic h  he w as  
e n g a g e d ,  t h a t  A r t h u r  C hase ,  a l r e a d y
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m u c h  in te res ted ,  w as  f a i r l y  c a r r i e d  off his 
fee t  by  th e  flow o f  e loquence .

■' l iy  Jo v e ,  c o lo n e l ,” he  c ried ,  w i th  
s p a r k l in g  eyes, ‘‘j u s t  to show  you  t h a t  I 
a m  n o t  p r e ju d i c e d  by y o u r  h a v in g  been  
h o o k e d  u p  w i th  these  s c a la w a g s ,  a n d  
t h a t  I be lieve  in th e  c o m p a n y  as m u ch  
as ever,  p u t  m e d o w n  f o r  $ 5 0 ,0 0 0  w o r th  
m o re  s t o c k ! "

K i n g  looked  across  a t  K a t e  w i th  qu ick ,  
s t a r t l e d  in q u iry ,  b u t  she  m e r e ly  ra is ed  h e r  
eyeb ro w s  s l ig h t ly ,  a n d  shook  h e r  h e ad  
back ,  as t h o u g h  to s ig n i f y  t h a t  she  co u ld  
d o  n o t h i n g : a n d ,  in d ee d ,  b e fo re  a n y b o d y  
co u ld  h a v e  h a d  t im e  to in te rp o se ,  the 
y o u n g  m a n  h a d  s w u n g  a r o u n d  to his 
desk ,  a n d  t u r n e d  h is  im p u ls iv e  o ffer  in to  
a  b in d in g  t r a n s a c t io n .

T h e  c o lo n e l  was p r o f u s e  in h is  th an k s ,  
c a l l e d  C h a se  h is  *' b e n e f a c to r  ”  a n d  “ p r e ­
s e rv e r ,” a n d  to ld  h im  t h a t  by  th is  ac t ion  
he I th e  c o lo n e l )  w a s  in s p i r e d  w i th  n ew  
c o u ra g e  to  t ak e  u p  th e  r u b b e r  c o m p a n y  
a n d  c a r r y  it to a  h i g h e r  d e s t in y  a n d  
g r e a t e r  t r i u m p h s  t h a n  he  h a d  even  o r i g in ­
a l ly  p l a n n e d ; but.  e i th e r  sa t is f ied  w i th  
w h a t  he  h a d  a c c o m p l i sh e d ,  o r  else fe e l in g  
so m e  c h i l l i n g  effect f r o m  the  m a n i f e s t  
d i s a p p r o v a l  o f  the  o th e r s  In the  room , he 
d id  n o t  l in g e r  l o n g  a f t e r w a r d ,  a n d  very  
s h o r t l v  J o h n  a n d  h is  f r i e n d  a lso  took  
th e i r  d e p a r t u r e .

F o r  a sp a c e  th e  tw o  w a lk e d  a lo n g  in 
s i lence  ; t h e n  K i n g  w h i r l e d  a r o u n d  u n d e r  
a  l a m p l ig h t ,  w i th  a sh o r t ,  r u e f u l  lau g h .

“  W e l l ,  we m a d e  r a t h e r  a  m ess  o f  it, 
d i d n ' t  w e ? ” he sa id .  ‘‘ A b o u t  th e  o n ly  
e ffec t  o f  o u r  in te r f e r e n c e  so f a r  is t h a t  
y o u n g  C h a se  is d e e p e r  in  the  h o le  t h a n  
e v e r .”

“  I t ’s a n  o ld  sa y in g .” r e m a r k e d  the  
o th e r  sen ten t io u s ly ,  “ t h a t  ‘ a fo o l  a n d  his 
m o n e v  a re  soon p a r t e d , ’ a n d  1 n e v e r  yet 
h e a r d  o f  a n y b o d y  b e in g  a b le  to p o s tp o n e  
th e  1 p a r t i n g  ’ p ro cess  bv  b u t t i n g  in .”

11 A l l  th e  sa m e .” a n n o u n c e d  J o h n ,  w i th  
a  l i t t l e  e m p h a t ic  n o d  o f  the  h e ad .  “ I am  
g o in g  to t r y  it. ( )r. at least ,  t r y  to s to p  
h is  p a r t i n g  w i th  an y  m o re  in the  sam e  
d i r e c t io n .  P e rh a p s ,  too. th e  co lone l  li iav 
n o t  h a v e  been  e x t r a  s l ick  in c o v e r in g  u p  
h is  t r ac k s ,  a n d  w h a t  h a s  a l r e a d y  been  
d o n a te d  to  h im  can  be reco v e red .  I f  he  
o w n s  n o  r u b b e r  p l a n t a t i o n ,  f o r  in s tance ,  
o r  i f  th e re  h as  been  a n y  f u n n y  b usiness  
i n  th e  o r g a n iz a t io n  o f  t h e  c o m p a n y ,  it 
o u g h t  n o t  to  be  h a r d  to m a k e  h im  p o n y

up. a n d  those  a re  d e ta i ls  w h ic h  I p ro p o se  
to f ind  o u t  a b o u t . ”

” Y ou  a re  t a k i n g  on a  p r e t t y  l a r g e  
c o n t r a c t ,  a r e n ' t  y o u ? ” ask ed  th e  o th e r .

W h e r e  c an  you  find o u t  those  th in g s  
sh o r t  o f  t a k in g  a t r ip  to C e n t r a l  A m e r ­
ica ? ”

“  W h e r e ?  W h y .  r i g h t  h e re  in P h i l a ­
d e lp h ia .  D o n ' t  you su p p o s e  t h a t  Sco t t  
a n d  N e w m a n  k n o w  p r e t t y  w e l l  the  t ru e  
s t a tu s  o f  th is  e n te rp r is e ,  a n d  t h a t  i f  a 
fe l lo w  sh o u ld  ge t  n e x t  to th em ,  a n d  t ip  
th e m  off t h a t  th e  c o lo n e l  h a d  t h r o w n  
th e m  d o w n ,  as w e l l  as te l l  t h e m  som e o f  
tile h a r d  th in g s  he  sa id  a b o u t  th e m  to ­
n ig h t ,  t h e y ’d  be ve ry  a p t  to s q u e a l?  Off 
co u rse  th e re  is n o t h in g  in  it  f o r  me. a n d  
i t ’s r e a l ly  n o n e  o f  m y  bu s in ess  : b u t .  a ll  
th e  same. I a m  g o in g  to see w h a t  I 
c an  d o . ”

W h a t  he  r e a l ly  m e a n t  w as  t h a t  i f  he  
co u ld  accom pdish  th is  t h in g ,  a n d  p re se rv e  
Iter b r o t h e r  f r o m  loss, he  w o u ld  w in  
K a t e  C h a s e ’s g r a t i t u d e  a n d  a p p r o v a l ; 
b u t  it  seem ed th e re  was to be  a m o re  
t a n g ib l e  r e w a r d ,  f o r  th e  t r a v e l in g - m a n ,  
a f t e r  p o n d e r in g  a  m o m e n t ,  s u d d e n ly  
sp o k e  up .

W e l l ,  I  d o n ’t k n o w  a b o u t  it b e in g  
n o n e  o f  y o u r  bu s in ess .”  he  said. “ I 
h a d n ’t in te n d e d  to sp e a k  to you u n t i l  
e v e r y th in g  w as  a l l  s e t t le d  : b u t  1 took  th e  
o p p o r t u n i t y  t o - n ig h t  to ask C h a se  if  he  
c o u l d n ’t a r r a n g e  to give you  a  j o b  w i th  
o u r  f i rm  ; a n d .  by  G e o rg e ,  he  sa id  he  
t h o u g h t  he c o u ld  d o  s t i l l  b e t t e r  by  you.

“  ‘ I n e ed  a  b r ig h t ,  w id e -a w a k e  c h a p  
l ike  ‘t h a t , ’ he  t o ld  me, ‘ f o r  a  p r iv a te  
s e c re ta ry  a n d  g e n e ra l  c o n f id e n t ia l  m an ,  
a n d  i f  you th in k  y o u r  f r i e n d  c o u ld  fill  the  
b i l l ,  w h y  I ’d  r a th e r  give it  to h im  t i ta n  
a n y b o d y  else. 1 l ike  h is  style,  a n d  I ’m  
n o t  b l in d  tit the  f a c t  t h a t  l ie 's  d o n e  nte a 
g re a t  b i g  f a v o r  in s h o w in g  u p  these  
fakers b e fo re  they  h a d  a  c h a n c e  to ge t  in 
th e i r  w o rk . ’

“ Yes. sir. t h a t ’s jus t  th e  w a v  C h a se  
spoke , a n d  he 's  to go o v e r  y o u r  c r e d e n ­
t ia l s  to - m o r r o w  a n d .  i f  e v e r y th in g  is s a t ­
is fa c to ry .  m ak e  you  a n  offer.

" S o ,  you see. J o h n ,  i f  you  do  tac k le  
th is  th in g ,  it  w i l l  be v e ry  d i s t in c t ly  v o u r  
business ,  since it w i l l  be n o t h in g  m o re  n o r  
less t h a n  lo o k in g  ou t  f o r  y o u r  e m p lo y e r ’s 
in te re s t s .”

“ A n d  t h a t ’s m y  lo n g  s u i t , ” c r ied  
K i n g  jv u o y a n t ’.y. “ 1 p u l l e d  m y  f a th e r
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o u t  o f  a  h o le  w h e n  I w a s  n o t h in g  h u t  a  
k id .  a n d  if  A r t h u r  C h a se  w il l  j u s t  let me 
r u n  his a ffa i rs  l o r  a  w h i le ,  h e ' l l  n e v e r  
h a v e  reason  to re g re t  i t ."

There  cam e  a  d a y  w h e n  the  t r a v e l in g -  
m a n  r e m e m b e r e d  t h a t  re m a rk .

C H A P T E R  X I I I .

S O L I D  W I T H  T H E  F A M I L Y .

T h r o w n - in to  th e  c o n tro l  o f  a  l a rg e  
f o r tu n e  by  th e  u n e x p e c te d  d e a th  o f  his 
f a t h e r  w h e n  he w as  j u s t  o u t  o f  co llege,  
a n d  k n o w in g  a b so lu te ly  n o t h in g  o f  b u s i ­
ness, A r t h u r  C h a se  h a d - f a l l e n  an  e a r ly  
v ic t im  to C o lo n e l  I . i n d o n  a n d  h is  a s so ­
cia tes.  I n  fac t ,  he  h a d  been  f a i r  g a m e  
f o r  a d v e n tu r e r s  o f  a lm o s t  every  sort .

W h e n  J o h n  cam e  to w o rk  f o r  h i m —  
f o r  t h e  c r e d e n t i a l s  p r o v i n g  a l l  r i g h t ,  
y o u n g  K i n g  w as  t a k e n  on  in a  d a y  o r  
tw o — he f o u n d  a desk  c r a m m e d  fu l l  o f  
w o r th le s s  secu ri t ie s  in s e e m in g ly  end less  
va r ie ty .

T h e r e  w ere  oil stocks,  m in in g  stocks, 
sh a re s  in in d u s t r i a l  concerns ,  b o n d s  o f  
“  b o o m  ” to w n s  in the  W e s t  w h ic h  h a d  
l o n g  since g one  o u t  o f  business ,  m o r t ­
g a g es  u p o n  " f a rm s  "  s i tu a te d  in s a n d y  
dese r ts ,  o r  u p o n  inaccess ib le  m o u n ta in  
p e a k s — an  a p p a l l i n g  a r r a y  o f  “ j u n k . ’’

“ L e t ' s  h a v e  a g r a n d  h o u se -c le a n in g ,"  
p r o p o s e d  J o h n  one d a y  a f t e r  he  h a d  
w o rk e d  in to  th e  h a rn e s s  a n d  fe l t  f ree  to 
sp eak  h is  m in d .  “ This stu ff  takes  u p  
v a lu a b l e  room , a n d  we m ig h t  ge t  as m u ch  
as f i f tv  o r  sevem v-f ive  cen ts  fo r  it f ro m  
a n  o ld  ra g s  a n d  p a p e r  d e a l e r . ’'

“ A l l  r i g h t , ”  a s se n ted  his e m p lo y e r ,  
sick h im s e l f  o f  h a v in g  such  r e m in d e r s  o f  
h i s  bu s in ess  inefficiency ab o u t .  “ D o  w i th  
it as you p le a se .”

B u t  J o h n ,  as h e  w a d e d  t h r o u g h  the  
h i g h ly  l i t h o g r a p h e d  a n d  c o lo re d  m ass  of 
d o c u m e n ts ,  c a m e  to the  c o n c lu s io n  t h a t  
h e  k n e w  a b e t t e r  s c h e m e  th a n  d u m p in g  
th e m  u p o n  the  o ld - r a g s  m an .

S o m e  o f  t h e m  he  saw w ere  b a c k e d  u p  
b y  th e  g u a r a n te e s  o f  re sp o n s ib le  p e rso n s  
a n d  c o r p o ra t io n s ,  a n d  som e re p re se n te d  
a n  in te res t  in  c o n c e rn s  w h ich ,  h o p e le ss ly  
m is m a n a g e d ,  h a d  l a n d e d  in  the  h a n d s  o f  
rece iv e rs  a n d  were  n o w  b e in g  h o n e s t ly  
c o n d u c te d ,  w h i le  o th e r s  s t i l l  w ere  f r a u d ­
u l e n t  a n d  i l l e g a l  u p o n  th e i r  face.

A l l  these  he so r te d  out.  a n d  by  w r i t in g
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in s is ten t  le t te rs ,  c o n s u l t i n g  lis ts  o f  se c u ­
r i t ies  f ro m  every  f inanc ia l  c en te r  in the  
co u n try ,  a n d  in  cases w here  the  i l l e g a l i ty  
was p a te n t ,  m i n i n g  d o w n  r o u g h s h o d  w i th  
th e  t h r e a t  o f  p ro se cu t io n ,  he m a n a g e d  to 
rea l iz e  a sum  o f  m o n e y  by no  m ea n s  to 
lie desp ised .

T h e  b a la n c e  o f  th e  t r u c k  he la id  aside  
u n t i l  he  h a d  a n  o p p o r t u n i t y  to c o n su l t  his 
o ld  f r i e n d ,  th e  b a r te n d e r ,  a n d  th r o u g h  
h im  d isco v er  th e  w h e re a b o u ts  o f  Sco t t  
a n d  N e w m a n ,  w h o  since th e i r  l a s t  f iasco 
h a d  n a tu r a l l y  been  l a y in g  r a th e r  low.

W h e n  he cam e  in  u p o n  th e m  one a f t e r ­
noo n ,  a t  the  c h e a p  b o a r d in g - h o u s e  w h e re  
th ey  w e re  h a n g in g  o u t  d u r i n g  these  evil  
days ,  th e y  g l a n c e d  u p  in s t a r t l e d  a p p r e ­
h en s io n ,  n o t  k n o w in g  w h a t  to e x p ec t ,  b u t  
J o h n  sp e e d i ly  a l l a y e d  th e i r  fears .

“ I b e a r  you  fe l lo w s  no  i l l - w i l l , ” lie 
i n f o r m e d  th e m  s m i l i n g l y ;  “ f o r  it is 
t h r o u g h  you I h a v e  l a n d e d  a  p o s i t io n  I 
n e v e r  o th e rw is e  w o u ld  h a v e  got. I t ’s n o t  
re v en g e  b u t  bu s in ess  t h a t  I ’v e  com e to see 
you a b o u t  to -day .

” N o w .  th is  stu ff  h e re , ” u n r o l l i n g  the  
b u n d l e  o f  fa k e  secu ri t ie s  he  h a d  b r o u g h t  
w i th  h im .  “ d o e sn ' t  look a t  first  b lu sh  as 
t h o u g h  i t  w ere  w o r th  t h e  p a p e r  it  is 
p r i m e d  on. P r o b a b l y  m o s t  o f  it is no t ,  
b u t  so m e tim es  these  d e a d  ones  com e to 
l i f e  in  a  s u r p r i s i n g  way, a n d  as th e re  a re  
fe l lo w s  a lw ay s  re a d y  to t r y  a  lo n g  sh o t  
i f  th ey  c a n  ge t  it ch ea p .  I w a n t  you c h a p s  
to tak e  these  off m y  h a n d s  a n d  see w h a t  
you  c an  do  w i th  th em .  Y o u  k n o w  the  
k in d  o f  p e o p le  to tackle w ith  such  goods  
b e t t e r  t h a n  1 do. a n d  you c a n  h a v e  a  fu l l  
n in e ty  p e r  c e n t  o f  a l l  you m a k e  f ro m  the  
p e d d le . ”

D o w n  on th e i r  luck ,  is it  a n y  w o n d e r  
t h a t  th e  tw o  g r a f t e r s  s n a p p e d  a t  th e  
p r o p o s i t io n ?  T h e y  d id .  in d eed ,  k n o w  the  
k in d  o f  p eo p le  w h o  w ere  w i l l i n g  to s p e c u ­
la te  u p o n  such  s l e n d e r  chances ,  a n d  as 
t h e y  set  to w o rk  w i th  a w i l l ,  i t  w as  n o t  
lo n g  b e fo re  t h e  e n t i re  s tock  f u r n i s h e d  
th e m  w a s  off th e i r  h an d s .

T h e n  K i n g  m a d e  a r e p o r t  to A r t h u r ,  
a n d  a l t h o u g h  lie h a d .  o f  course ,  g o t  
n o t h i n g  l ik e  the  o r ig in a l  p r i c e  o f  the  
secu ri t ies ,  the  a m o u n t  he w as  a b le  to tu r n  
o v e r  m a d e  th e  y o u n g  m i l l io n a i r e  o pen  h is  
eyes.

“ 'T h a t  p r iv a t e  s e c re ta ry  o f  m in e  is 
c e r t a in ly  a w o n d e r , ” he  o b se rv ed  to  K a te  
a t  d i n n e r  t h a t  n ig h t .  “  H e  h a s  tak e n
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i f b a l  was p r a c t i c a l ly  a w a s te -p a p e r  b a s ­
ket a n d  t u r n e d  it ftitf a bunch of bank­
no tes  fo r  me. O h .  1 te l l  you. it w a s j i t t l e  
A r t h u r ' s  lu ck y  d ay  w h e n  I r a n  across 
h im .”

Site s ip p e d  infillitatitasty a t  h e r  coffee, 
a n d  sm o o th e d  ou t  w i th  h e r  fo re f in g e r  a 
c rease  in the  tab le -c lo th .

“ W h y  d o n ' t  you h a v e  h im  u p  he re  
o f t e n t r ,  b r o t h e r ?  ” she  asked .  “ Y ou  say 
vou e n jo y  b e in g  w i th  h im  m o r e  t h a n  
a n y b o d y  else you  k n o w ,  a n d  I,  too. find 
h im  very  e n te r ta in in g .  H e  is a lw a y s  so 
c o n f id e n t  a n d  e n th u s ia s t i c  a b o u t  e v e ry ­
t h in g  t h a t  it is q u i te  a p l e a su re  to t a l k  to 
h im .  ( l e t  h im  to d r o p  in on  us in th e  
ev en in g s ,  a n d  o c ca s io n a l ly  to co m e  fo r  
d in n e r .  I d o n ’t t h in k  he has  m a n y  f r ie n d s  
in P h i l a d e l p h ia ,  a n d  I a m  su re  lie w o u ld  
e n jo y  i t .”

“ G o o d  id ea .” a g r e e d  A r t h u r ,  a n d  a c ­
c o rd in g ly  K in g  go t  in to  the  h a b i t  o f  
v is i t in g  f r e q u e n t ly  a t  t h e  C h a se s ’ hom e.

G e n e r a l ly  som e one  else w o u ld  be on 
h a n d ,  a n d  th e n  th e re  w o u ld  be g a y  t imes,  
w i th  the  l a u g h t e r  a n d  l ig h t  c o n v e r sa t io n  
o f  th e  y o u n g  p e o p le  in th e  o l d - f a s h io n e d  
house.  B u t  som etim es ,  A r t h u r  h a v in g  
g o n e  ou t .  K a te  w o u ld  be a lone ,  a n d  
sh e  a n d  K i n g  w o u ld  sit  a lo n g  e v e n in g  
t h r o u g h  b e fo re  th e  g ra te - f ire ,  w h i le  he 
p o u r e d  in to  h e r  s y m p a th e t ic  e a r  th e  
hopes  a n d  d r e a m s  a n d  a sp i r a t io n s  o f  his 
a m b i t io u s  h e a r t .

A n d  o f  the  tw o  k in d s  o f  e n te r t a in m e n t ,  
th e re  is no  q u e s t io n  b u t  t h a t  J o h n  e n ­
jo y e d  th e  l a t t e r  th e  m ore .

{ T o

\ ct thc-re was one  d r e a m  a n d  one  a s p i ­
r a t io n  w h ic h  he n e v e r  rev ea led  to her.  In  
th a t ,  he p i c tu r e d  • h im se lf  as l ikew ise  s i t ­
t in g  w i th  h e r  b e fo re  the  g r a t e f u l  g lo w  o f  
an  o p e n  fire ; b u t  th e re  was th is  d i f f e r ­
ence,  t h a t  he was no t  p re se n t  as a ca su a l  
ca l le r ,  bu t ,  in s l ip p e r s  a n d  lo u n g in g -c o a t ,  
w as  th e re  “ fo r  k e ep s .” a t  ease in his o w n  
home.

O f t e n  a n d  o f ten ,  b o th  in his w a k in g  
th o u g h ts  a n d  in h is  d re a m s  a t  n ig h t ,  d id  
the  y o u n g  m a n  let  h is  e n r a p t u r e d  fa n c y  
d w e l l  u p o n  th is  v is ion , a n d  t h e n  w o u ld  
d r o p  b a c k  w i th  a s ig h  to the  p ro sa ic  f a c ts  
o f  s t e rn  real i ty .

K i n d  t h o u g h  sh e  w as  to  h im .  h o w  
co u ld  he; a m e re  c le rk  u p o n  a  l im i te d  
s t ip en d ,  a n d  w i th  no  social  p o s i t io n  a t  a ll ,  
d a r e  h o p e  t h a t  he c o u ld  w in  th is  r a d i a n t  
b e l le ?  T r u e ,  he  m e a n t  to  be w e a l th y  
h im s e l l  some d ay ,  a m a n  o f  l a rg e  a ffa irs  
in th e  w o r ld  ; b u t  sch em e  a n d  p l a n  as he 
m ig h t ,  the  t im e  seem ed  lo n g  a h e a d — a 
w e a ry  w hile  to w a i t  w h e n  one  w as  a l l  on 
fire w i th  love a n d  y e a rn in g .  M e a n w h i le ,  
too p r o u d  to  sp e a k  h im se l f ,  he  was 
w r e t c h e d  every  t im e  Ik  saw  a n o th e r  m a n  
a p p r o a c h  her.

A n d  th e n  one day ,  w h en  he was least  
e x p e c t in g  it,  a  d o o r  o p e n e d  to h im  
t h r o u g h  w h ic h  h e  c o u ld  d i s c e rn  a  sh o r t  
cu t  to the  f o r t u n e  a n d  p o s i t io n  he c raved .  
A t  a  b o u n d  h is  easy o p t im i s m  rev ived ,  
a n d  e a g e r ly  he  le a p e d  f o r w a r d  to seize 
the  p r ize  d a n g l i n g  to his g ra sp .

A n d  n e v e r  guessed  a t  th e  m o c k in g  f ace  
t h a t  w o u ld  g r in  a t  h im  f r o m  b e h in d  i t!  

r o n l i n u c d . )

AFTER THE CASHIER LEFT.
By EDMUND E. FIELD.

T he bank officer who tried to better himself by means of a ruse 

and brought about a terrible condition of affairs in consequence.

E L M E R  L E E  a n d  H a r r y  S t a u n to n  
w e re  d e e p ly  e n g a g e d  in c o n v e r s a ­

t ion .  O n e  w a s  cash ie r ,  th e  o th e r  p a y in g -  
te l le r .  o f  the  F i r s t  N a t io n a l  B a n k ,  
l o c a te d  in a  t h r i f t y  t o w n  in one o f  th e  
S o u t h e r n  S ta tes .

“ I f  I leave  on  th e  4 c.m  t r a in .  I wil l  
be  in  N e w  Y o rk  by n o o n  to - m o r r o w .” 
sa id  Lee. ” I can  m ee t  th e  p re s id e n t  o f

th e  b a n k  a n d  th e  b o a r d  o f  d i r e c to r s  in 
th e  a f t e r n o o n  a n d  su b m i t  m y  a p p l i c a t io n  
in p e rso n .  I t  w i l l  be b e t t e r  t h a n  if  sen t  
b y  m a i l . ”

” N o t h i n g  v e n tu re d ,  n o t h in g  g a in e d .  I 
su p p o se ,  a n d  to be  c a s h ie r  o f  a  b a n k  in 
N e w  Y o rk  is q u i te  a  d i s t in c t io n  ; b u t  ho w  
a re  you  g o in g  to a c c o u n t  f o r  v o u r  absence  
f r o m  d u t y  h e r e ? ” i n q u i r e d  S t a u n to n .
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“ H a v e  vou sp o k en  to th e  p r e s id e n t  a b o u t  
it2”

“ N o .  I h a v e  n o t , ” r e p l i e d  Lee.
11 D o n ' t  you th in k  t h a t  he  w il l  g e t  wise 

t h a t  you a re  c o n te m p la t i n g  m a k i n g  a 
c h a n g e ? "  w e n t  on  S ta u n to n .

11 I c a n  eas i ly  a r r a n g e  th a t .  I w i l l  
w r i t e  a t e l e g ra m  w h e n  I leave tow n ,  
s t a t i n g  t h a t  I w as  c a l led  ho m e  by  m v  
f a th e r  a n d  h o p e  to  be on  d u t v  W e d n e s ­
day .  I ' l l  i n s t r u c t  th e  o p e r a t o r  n o t  to 
f o r w a r d  it u n t i l  to - m o r r o w  m o r n in g .  I f  
I g e t  th e  p o s i t io n  I seek, t h e n  I d o n ' t  
c a re  w h a t  the  p r e s id e n t  th in k s .  I f  I 
d o n ’t l a n d  it. he  w i l l  be  n o n e  th e  w ise r .”

A b o u t  n o o n  W e d n e s d a y  th e  p re s id e n t  
o f  th e  b a n k  a p p r o a c h e d  S t a u n to n .

“ H a v e  y o u  h e a r d  a n y th i n g  f r o m  L ee  
s ince he  l e f t  h e re  M o n d a y ?  "  he  asked.

“  N o .  sir,  I  h a v e  n o t . ” a n s w e r e d  S t a u n ­
ton.

“ I f e a r  he  m u s t  he  d e ta in e d .  I  r e ­
ceived a  t e l e g ra m  f r o m  h im  y e s te rd a y ,  
s t a t i n g  t h a t  he  w as  c a l led  hom e,  b u t  
w o u ld  be  b a ck  to -day .  I h ope  n o t h in g  
se r ious  h a s  h a p p e n e d  to  h is  people .  
H o w e v e r ,  he m a v  be h e re  l a t e r  in th e  d ay  
o r  send  us w o r d . ”

S ta u n to n ,  r e c a l l i n g  th e  c o n fe re n c e  he  
| a d  h a d  w i th  Lee  M o n d a y  a f t e r n o o n ,  was 
so m e w h a t  su r p r i s e d  h im s e l f  t h a t  the  
ca sh ie r  h a d  n o t  r e tu r n e d  as he  h a d  
p l a n n e d .  H i s  t e l e g ra m  h a d  w o r k e d  a l l  
r i g h t .  “ P e r h a p s  I h a d  b e t t e r  e x p la in  to 
th e  p r e s i d e n t , ” he  t o ld  h im se l f .

A p p a r e n t l y  l e a v in g  th e  desk  f o r  t h a t  
p u rp o s e ,  a  s u d d e n  im p u lse  se ized  h im .  
R e t r a c i n g  his s teps,  he  r e su m ed  his seat 
a t  his desk , b u r ie d  his face  in his h a n d s ,  
a n d ,  r e s t in g  u p o n  his e lbow s,  sa t  in d e ep  
m e d i ta t io n .

T h e  bu s in ess  d a y  c losed, a n d  Lee h a d  
n o t  a p p e a r e d  : n o t  a  w o r d  h a d  b e en  r e ­
ce ived  f r o m  h im .

T h e  p r e s id e n t  r e m a in e d  in h is  p r iv a te  
office l o n g  a f t e r  h is  c le rk s  h a d  g one  
hom e.  L ie  w a s  c a r e f u l l y  s t u d y in g  th e  
t e l e g r a m  he  h a d  re ce iv e d  f r o m  his ca sh ie r  
th e  d a v  b e fo re .  A n  a n x io u s  look  sp re a d  
over  h is  f ace  as h e  r e a c h e d  f o r  th e  t e le ­
p h o n e  d i r e c to ry .

C a r e f u l ly  t u r n i n g  th e  p a g e s  u n t i l  he 
f o u n d  the  to w n ,  n a m e ,  a n d  n u m b e r  lie 
so u g h t ,  he  r a n g  c e n t r a l ,  a n d  w as  q u ic k ly  
in  c o n n e c t io n  w i th  L e e ’s f a th e r .  L ee  was 
n o t  th e re ,  a n d  h a d  n o t  been, c am e  th e  
r e p lv  in a n s w e r  to h is  in q u iry .  T h e

b a n k e r ’s face  w as  a  p u z z le  as lie h u n g  u p  
th e  receiver.

T h e  p r e s id e n t  was a sh re w d ,  c au t io u s  
m a n .  U p  to th is  m o m e n t  he  h a d  h a d  
every  co n f id e n ce  in his cash ie r .  Lee n o t  
a t  h o m e  —  his d e c e p t iv e  t e l e g ra m  —  his  
f a i l u r e  to r e tu r n  as he  h a d  w i re d — a ll  
th is  a ro u se d  susp ic ion .

N e x t  m o r n in g  as th e  b a n k e r  sa t  a t  h is  
de sk  s o r t i n g  over  h is  m ai l ,  lie w as  s u r ­
p r i se d  w h e n  in f o r m e d  t h a t  th e  b a n k  e x ­
a m in e rs  were  p re se n t  to go over  th e  
a cco u n ts .  I t  is th e  c u s to m  o f  these  
e x a m in e r s  to com e u n a n n o u n c e d ,  b u t  
t h e i r  a p p e a r a n c e  a t  th is  t im e  w as  v e ry  
s a t i s f a c to r v  to h im .  in t h a t  i t  w o u ld  
p ro v e  w h e th e r  L ee  h a d  a  m o tiv e  in  
d i s a p p e a r in g .

T h e  c le rk s  g l a n c e d  f r o m  one to the  
o th e r  w i th  s u r p r i s e d  looks.  T h e y  c o u ld  
n o t  seem to g r a s p  th e  reaso n  f o r  a n  i n ­
v e s t ig a t io n .  D id  th e  e x a m in e r s  com e 
v o l u n ta r i l y  o r  w e re  th e y  se n t  f o r ?

Lee. it  was t ru e ,  h a d  n o t  been  on h a n d  
f o r  severa l  days ,  b u t  no  se r io u s  t h o u g h t  
c o n n e c te d  h im  w i th  th e  e x a m in a t io n .  H e  
h a d  e n d e a r e d  h im s e l f  to h is  f e l lo w  c le rk s  
by  h is  k i n d ly  d i sp o s i t io n  a n d ,  w i l l in g n e s s  
to h e lp  th e m  over  m a n y  a h a r d  p lac e  in  
th e  b e g in n in g  o f  t h e i r  c le rk sh ip ,  t h e r e ­
fo re  each  one  fe l t ,  in  a  w ay ,  u n d e r  o b l i ­
g a t io n  to  h im .

T h e  p r e s id e n t  i n s t i t u t e d  a  q u ie t  
i n v e s t ig a t io n  in to  th e  a c t io n s  o f  th e  
c a s h ie r  p r e c e d in g  h is  s u d d e n  d i s a p p e a r ­
ance . H e  l e a r n e d  f ro m  th e  t e l e g ra p h -  
o p e r a t o r  t h a t  I.ee h a d  in s t r u c t e d  h im  n o t  
to  f o r w a r d  th e  m essa g e  u n t i l  the  
f o l lo w in g  m o r n in g .

S ta u n to n ,  th e  p a v in g - t e l l e r ,  w h e n  he 
re a l iz e d  t h a t  a n  i n v e s t ig a t io n  in to  th e  
a f fa i rs  o f  th e  b a n k  h a d  b e g u n ,  b eca m e  
v e r y  n e rv o u s .  H e  w e n t  in to  c o n f e r e n c e  
w i th  th e  p re s id e n t ,  a n d  r e la te d  all  t h a t  
h a d  been  sa id  in the  t a lk  w i th  T ee  o n  
th e  a f t e r n o o n  o f  th e  l a t t e r ' s  d e p a r t u r e .

W h e n  S t a u n to n  h a d  f in ished  his s to rv ,  
th e  p re s id e n t  c o n c lu d e d  to t e l e g r a p h  th e  
officials o f  the  N e w  Y o rk  b a n k  Lee  h a d  
in m in d ,  a n d  rece iv ed  th e  f o l lo w in g  
r e p l y :

No such person has communicated  
with o r  called upon us.

T h e  b a n k e r  d id  n o t  seem  s u r p r i s e d  a t  
t h e  ab o v e  an sw e r .  H e  h a d  n o w  e x h a u s te d
every  m e a n s  a t  h is  c o m m a n d  w h e re b y  he
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might get some favorable report of the 
missing cashier.

When the fact became generally known 
that Lee had suddenly disappeared it 
created a considerable stir among his 
manv friends. They were not only 
astonished, but sorely grieved, .at his 
action.

A few days later an elderly gentleman 
appeared at the bank and introduced hint- 
self as John Lee. father of Elmer Lee. 
the missing cashier.

He was received very courteously by 
the president.

I called to ascertain the truthfulness 
of the rumors implicating my son in some 
trouble you have here.” the old man be­
gan.

■‘There is no doubt that rumor has 
correctly expressed the facts of your 
son’s unfortunate position.” answered the 
president.

'■ You mean that he has stolen 
monev? ”

” I do not know of any other word that 
could be used to express it more plainly.
I have had the examiners here. They have 
carefully gone over his accounts, and 
report a shortage of ten thousand dol­
lars.”

“ Ten thousand dollars! Ten thousand 
dollars! ” cried the elder Lee. He sprang 
up, then dropped back into the chair and 
buried his face in his hands. “ It cannot 
be — it cannot be —- there must be some 
mistake! Elmer could not—he would 
not be guilty of wrongdoing.” he mur­
mured.

“ The evidence is against him,” re­
plied the president. “ The money is gone, 
and he has disappeared. The deceptive 
telegram, his untruthful statement to 
Staunton of seeking a position in New 
York, where, upon inquiry, they had 
never seen or heard of him, all tend to 
show how well lie had planned.”

“ If he could be located. I am sure lie 
would be able to exonerate himself.” 
almost tearfully protested the father.

“ I hardly expect him to return volun- 
sarily. I have not vet asked the officials 
to apprehend him. He should be brought 
back and made to face the charge. ’Ti< 
'out right and just that an example should 
be made of liim as a warning to other 
youn g men who hold trusted positions.

“ You: surelv do not mean that you

would send him to prison?” exclaimed 
the- father.

" I can see no other way, unless some 
one makes good the amount of his short­
age. That would close the incident, as 
far as the bank prosecuting him is con­
cerned.” replied the president.

The old man sat in silence. His breath­
ing was quick and heavy. The perspira­
tion on his ioreliead stood out in great 
beads. Crowding through his brain, 
perhaps like moving-pictures, he saw his 
son. an innocent babe, then a merry you'll 
budding into promising young manhood : 
now a "full-grown man. and a fugitive 
from justice. -

lust what he thought in those few 
minutes may never be known. What 
greater love could a father show for an 
erring son than did that old man when he 
stood before the president and said:

“ Take all I have—the homestead, the 
farm—but spare the boy. I can't believe 
he wilfully did wrong.”

“ For the present I will defer action 
in the matter, and consider your propo­
sition.” was the president's reply.

The old man left the bank, broken in 
spirit, broken in body, aged years more 
than when he had entered the building.

II.

“ Look out there:1” shouted the voice 
of a man in terror.

But it was too late. Beneath the 
big automobile lay the form of a man.

A number of policemen hurried to the 
scene, and. with great difficulty, pushed 
back the crowd.

After the machine had been pushed 
back a few feet, its owner bent over the 
victim and anxiously examined him. 
Then he spoke to the officers, and 
the unconscious form was gently lifted 
and placed in the machine, which moved 
away at a rapid pace.

" Well. I ’ll be switched, that’s a new 
one on me. Knock a fellow’s brains out, 
then carrv him off to bury him before his 
friends have a chance to claim his body ! ” 
sarcastically commented a bystander.

" Sure, indeed, the poor fellow will get 
the best of care.” said a policeman, “ for 
that’s Dr. Stratton himself. *Tis police- 
surgeon he is. and has his own private 
hospital where he is taking him.”
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Tossing with delirium upon a cot in 

the sanatorium lay the victim of the auto 
accident. Fie had been there for a week, 
and still there were no signs of returning 
consciousness.

Consultations had been held by the best 
specialists I)r. Stratton could enlist, with 
no apparent results.

His identity was a mystery that baffled 
the police officials as well as the hospital 
attendants. Not a scrap of paper was 
found upon his person to indicate who 
he was or whence he came. The news­
papers had published accounts of the 
accident, fully describing the man : the 
police had exhausted all known methods 
to find out who he was—all in vain. 
That he filled a sphere of life above the 
ordinary was very evident by his soft, 
well-kept hands and the fine texture of 
his clothing.

He was known as Dr. Stratton's per­
sonal charge. The nurses were frequent­
ly reminded of the doctor's instructions. 
“ Notify me at once when you observe tire 
slightest change in the patient's condi­
tion.’”

While .making a’ tour through his 
sanatorium one morning. Dr. Stratton 
was hurriedly sought and informed that 
his special patient had shown indications 
of recovering consciousness. He lost no 
time in reaching the patient’s bedside.

The man moved his head from side to 
side ; then, with an effort, he half opened 
his tired eyes.

“ How do you feel this morning? ” the 
doctor gently inquired.

But there was no answer, and the eyes 
closed again.

The doctor bent over the patient, felt 
his pulse, and anxiously looked into his 
face.

The man on the cot turned, opened his 
eves once more, gazed wonderingly at the 
doctor, moistened his lips with his tongue, 
and spoke for the first time.

“ Water.” he said.
The nurse readily responded. When 

he had drunk the contents of a glass, he 
lay hack on the pillow, apparently satis­
fied.

The doctor instructed the nurse to 
watch the patient carefully and to give 
him drink and nourishment.

Later on in the day, when the physician 
returned, the nurse reported that the pa­

tient had apparently watched all that had 
taken place in the ward : he had partaken 
of nourishment and drunk freely, com­
plained about a pain in his head, but 
never once paid any heed to or answered 
a direct question.

'Fhe doctor knitted his brow and 
seemed in deep thought while watching 
the man.

“ Just as I feared this morning,” he 
murmured; “ his past has been blotted 
out; his memory is gone. It will require 
a surgical operation to remove some 
pressure upon the brain, then memory 
may be restored.”

III.

Ox the evening of the dav that Lee’s 
father had called upon him at the bank, 
the president, on reaching home, showed 
evidence of worry. His daughter, a beau­
tiful girl, whom the old man idolized be­
cause she was all he had in the world, 
commented upon his tired appearance.

“ Why do you let that bank affair prey 
upon your health?” she asked. “ Why 
not let the matter drop? "

‘’ Let it drop?” repeated the father. 
“ My child, do you realize that if Lee is 
not apprehended and that money not re­
turned to the bank, it will be my personal 
loss? ”

“ What if it is? ” answered the daugh­
ter. “ Do vou not place any value on 
your health ? Lately you have done too 
much worrying about business.”

" I know, my child, but Lee must be 
made to understand that crimes like his 
cannot go unpunished.”

“ Don’t he too harsh on him. Lee has 
been faithful to you for ten years : he was 
always honorable and straightforward. I 
can't believe he would sacrifice his future 
for ten thousand dollars. What is that 
amount to you, with your wealth? I do 
believe you care more for that ten thou­
sand dollars than you do for me,” she 
poutingly added.

Placing his hand upon her forehead 
and gently pushing back a few loose and 
straggling hairs, and affectionately look­
ing into her large blue eyes, he said:

“ Tut. tut, my child, you are dearer 
to me than ten times ten thousand dol­
lars ! ” and he impressed a kiss upon her 
lips.
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“ Then, listen. Do you remember ten 
years ago, when I was a mere child i A 
party of school - children went rowing 
u;:>on the lake. Through the carelessness 
of one of them the boat was capsized. 
The people stood upon the shore, shout­
ing in wild excitement. Three of the 
children drowned. I had gone down 
twice when a young man. attracted by 
the screams, came rushing to the water, 
plunged in at great peril, and brought 
me safely to the shore. Do you forget 
who "that young man was?"

" Elmer Lee." sobbed the old man as 
he sank into a chair.

IV.

“ By the way. doctor, how is your 
patient with the lost memory getting 
along?" inquired a visiting surgeon as 
he sat in the office of the sanatorium.

“ Whv. Eve lost him." answered Dr. 
Stratton, with a confused look.

Lost him! ” exclaimed the other in 
astonishment.

Yes. but not in the sense you imag­
ine. Not under the knife, for you were 
to have been one of the specialists to take 
part in the operation. He has disap­
peared.”

“ I can’t understand." remarked the 
visiting surgeon.

Nor can I,” responded Dr. Stratton, 
adding: “ He certainly was a mystery to 
me. The fact that it was my automobile 
that ran him down obligated me in the 
cause of humanity to care for him. at least 
until he could be identified. He pro­
gressed as far as being able to be about, 
although his memory was gone ; he could 
recollect nothing from one day to an­
other.

“ He would do as lie was told, just like 
a child. Yesterday morning one of the 
male nurses took him out for a short wain, 
and left him comfortably seated on a 
bench in the park while he absented him­
self for a few minutes. V hen he re­
turned. the patient had disappeared. 
Although a careful search was made, no 
trace of him could be found."

Y

A’hex John Lee. the father, reached 
feme after the conference with the bgnk

president, his faith in his son's innocence 
had not diminished.

" I f  I only knew where he was! If I 
could onlv talk to him in confidence for a 
few minutes." he continued to repeat as 
he walked to and fro. almost in despera­
tion. " What shall I do? What can I 
do ? "

Coming to a sudden halt, as if a sud­
den inspiration flashed upon him. he ex­
claimed : " I’ll do i t ! I 11 go ! I 11 find
him! "

That night he packed a few belongings 
in a grip, and took the train for New 
York. That was where they said his son 
was gone ; that was where he hoped to 
find him.

He knew nothing about the great city : 
he never for a moment stopped to con­
sider the millions there, each intent upon 
his own business. What time would they 
have to be questioned about his lost son?

The police would receive him in the 
usual stereotyped manner, -having hun­
dreds of lost people reported to them. 
Police! He shuddered at the mere 
thought of them.

No. he must say nothing to them, as 
his son was a fugitive from justice. He 
would seek to find his boy in his own quiet 
way. trusting in a Higher Power to lead 
him.

He remembered he had a distant rela­
tive living in a suburb of the great city ; 
he would go thither, explain all. and en­
list his sympathy. He found this rela­
tive readv and willing to assist him : and, 
while walking through the park one day, 
the old man stopped suddenly and 
exclaimed:

“ Elmer, my son ! My son ! "
Rushing to a bench, he stopped before 

a man who looked up into his face in 
blank amazement.

“ Oh. my boy. my boy! Don’t you 
know me?" half sobbed the elder Lee.

Taking the apparently dazed man by 
the arm. he led him away.

When the old man reached his 
stopping-place, he fully realized the con­
dition of his son. and his grief was inde­
scribable.

What had been done to him? Where 
had he been? Who was responsible for 
this awful thing? How came he to be 
alone in the public park? Who had left 
hitli there?
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Question him as they would, they could 

not seem to arouse his memory.
What could they do in his present 

state? He could not be taken back to 
the home town. No, that would not do. 
The old man wanted to hear his story 
first. To call in a physician might ex­
pose his identity and lead to his arrest 
and forced return.

VI.

T ill  excitement in the town caused bv 
the vanishing of Lee had subsided, save 
for the occasional reference to it by some 
old friend.

The newspapers had ceased to use the 
fact for sensational purposes, other mat­
ters of more recent note having crowded 
it out.

The president’s daughter, by her 
gentle and svmpathetic appeal for I.ee, 
had touched her father’s heart, awaken­
ing what seemed to have been a forgotten 
debt of gratitude. She had completely 
won him over ; whatever opinion he enter­
tained of Lee’s guilt, for her sake he kept 
it to himself.

“ I wish I had not gone so far into the 
matter.” he remarked to the district 
attorney, who had called to consult him. 
“ I would like to retract whatever action 
I have been instrumental in starting.”

11 But it is too late.” answered the dis­
trict attorney, who. being a young man 
of ability just elected to office, desired 
to do something to establish a reputation. 
“ The law must take its course; the 
guilty must be punished. When Lee is 
apprehended, which he must and will lie, 
I shall expect you to come forward and 
assist in the prosecution, if not volun­
tarily. then by legal process.” He left 
the hank very much disturbed in mind 
by the president's attitude in the matter.

He—the district attorney—had quiet­
ly but persistently followed up the case. 
One of his men. who had been sent to 
interview the elder Lee at bis home, had 
returned and reported; "O ld man Lee 
has suddenly disappeared.”

“ Gone to New York, I suppose, to 
help his son spend the boodle,” remarked 
the district attorney.

“ Ten thousand dollars won’t go far 
in that swift town. Perhaps he has an 
idea that he can invest it in Wall Street

stock and pull out one hundred thousand 
in a lew weeks.” replied his assistant.

If he has. he won’t be the first fool 
who went in to clean up Wall Street and 
came away a sad but much wiser man.”

Turning to his assistant, he continued : 
“ I am going to New York for a few davs 
to attend to some legal business. While 
there I will consult the authorities. I 
may possibly get a clue. I don't want it 
to be known here where I am going, so 
if any inquiry is made about mv absence 
just say I have gone to Washington, 
where I will betake myself this afternoon, 
stay overnight, and go on to New York 
to-morrow.”

That night, immediately after supper, 
the district attorney went to his room in 
the hotel in Washington. He was busilv 
engaged for some time looking over some 
important papers that he intended to use 
when he reached New York.

He retired early, and slept soundly 
until he was awakened bv loud talking in 
the adjoining apartment.

“ That’s the annoying feature of these 
rooms that have connecting doors.” he 
grumbled to himself. “ You can almost 
hear your neighbors whisper. It’s a pitv 
those two fellows in there wouldn’t 
realize other people want to sleep, and 
stop their talking, especially at this hour.”

But the phase of the conversation that 
now reached his ears caused him to sit 
up in bed, all on the alert.

“ Charlie, wasn’t it down here that vou 
cleaned up that bunch of money from a 
banker not long ago?"

“ That wasn't a banker ; he was a clerk 
or cashier or some such thing in one of 
the towns south of here. He was intro­
duced bv a friend the night the game of 
poker started, and got in and lost one 
thousand dollars the first clip. He took 
the eleven-thirty train South, but was 
back the next night at eight. He dropped 
another thousand, and left on the same 
train. He kept that up for five consecu­
tive nights, each night expecting his luck 
would turn.

“ Strange, isn’t it. how fellows of that 
stripe keep banging away with the odds 
against them, hoping for luck to change, 
but each time going deepier and deeper 
into the mire? It was so with that chap. 
His total loss that week was ten thou­
sand dollars. Fearing that he might not
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have been straight, and not caring to have 
our names connected with any scandal 
in case he was not using his own money.
I persuaded him to quit. 1 never heard 
ativthing more about him. so I guess he 
could stand the loss. It was a gentle­
man's game : we were all gentlemen. As 
I picture him now. he was game and a 
bundle of nerves."

Imagine the district attorney's surprise 
at this revelation ! What a clever piece 
of detective work would be attributed to 
him !

His first impulse was to knock on the 
door and make himself known.

But. no. that wouldn’t do. Rather 
than be mixed up in the affair, the men 
would leave the hotel before their identity 
could he discovered.

He slept little the remainder of the 
night. Rising early, he quickly enlisted 
the services of the local authorities, who 
agreed to keep the men under surveil­
lance until he returned. If they made 
anv attempt to leave the city, they would 
be arrested as witnesses.

Old Mr. I.ee and his relative mean­
while carefully guarded the son. hoping 
against hope that his mental power would 
return of its own accord. But finally the 
father gave up in despair and concluded 
to consult a ’physician.

Death would be preferable, the old man 
reasoned, to seeing Elmer continue in his 
present state.

He was easilv persuaded to visit one of 
tire many hospitals in the great city where 
eminent specialists could be consulted.

It was in one of these he underwent the 
operation, which was performed by the 
aid of several noted surgeons, including 
Dr. Stratton. When the latter discov­
ered his lost patient, he was greatly sur­
prised.

The patient lay apparently asleep for 
a dav or two. The surgeons carefully 
watched over him.

Toward the end of the second day the 
nurse hurried to his bedside. He sat up. 
gazing around him in a strange manner. 
He rubbed his hand across his forehead, 
as if trying to think, then said:

■' I attempted to cross the street in 
front of that auto, and my foot slipped. 
It was my own carelessness.”

He put his hand again to his forehead 
and fell back among the pillows.

The newspapers that night published 
the following item :

The man run down by an automobile 
some time since and whose memory 
lias been restored by an -operation, 
proves to be Elmer Lee, cashier of the 
First National Bank "t Teddingford, 
Virginia.

W hen lie was about to leave the hos­
pital. the district attorney of  his city 
placed him under arrest, under the 
charge o f  absconding with ten thousand 
dollars o f  the hank's funds.

Lee was amazed at the charge, but 
at once signified his readiness to return 
and face his accusers.
They arrived in Teddingford the next 

day. The news of Lee's arrest had been 
so quickly suppressed that not even the 
local newspapers referred to it. Await­
ing to identify him was the man whom 
the district attorney had overheard in the 
hotel describing the card-game, and who 
had gladly offered his services.

When Lee was brought in. the witness 
looked at him and frowned.

“ This is not the man I referred to," he 
said, looking in amazement at the district 
attornev. who was considerable confused 
at the outcome of what he supposed was 
to be his grand coup.

Lee was retired in custody of the 
sheriff, pending further investigation.

The district attorney, desirous of a 
conference with the hank president, in­
vited the star witness to accompany him.

When thev entered the bank, they were 
engaged in earnest conversation and paid 
no attention to their surroundings as thev 
walked toward the president's office.

As they walked past the paying-teller's 
window, the witness, chancing to raise his 
eyes, met those of Staunton, and. turning 
to the district! attorney, exclaimed:

" Why. there is the man I mean." 
Staunton turned deathly pale. He was 

ushered into the president's office, where 
lie broke down and confessed.

He had been a loser at the card-game, 
and when Lee had failed to return before- 
tile bank examiners arrived, was tempted 
to take the ten thousand dollars to make­
good his losses, believing that suspicion 
would fall on Lee. who was missing.

The sheriff was telephoned to bring Lee 
to the bank, and took Staunton away in 
his place, the district attornev departing 
with them.
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The thousands that must be had and the millions that were found, 

only to keep melting away before the finder's frantic eyes.

CHAPTER XXII
T H E  S T A K E  P L A Y E D .

THE article which had riveted my at­
tention occupied a column or more, 

with two crude cuts. It was the report 
of the successful trial flight of an air­
ship, a motor-driven, steerable balloon of 
the Santos-Dumont pattern.

This flight had been made a few days 
before near Seattle, The inventor, Fred­
eric Dun.oir.es, was a Frenchman natural­
ized in America, and he claimed to be 
able to keep up a speed of thirty miles an 
hour for five hundred miles in calm 
weather.

In the trial he had actually remained 
aloft for ten hours, and had gone a hun­
dred miles out to sea.

Pill read the story with no sign of 
interest.

“ Well, what about it? ” he said, hand­
ing it back.

“ Why, don’t you see what we could 
do if we had that machine? The paper 
says it’s capable of making thirty miles 
an hour in a calm and sixty with a fair 
wind, and of keeping it up for nearly 
twenty-four hours. It isn’t as lar as 
that to—”

By Jove. We could beat the Chrysalis 
by a week! ” Pill exclaimed. “ But like­
ly it’s a fake, and, anyhow, we can’t run 
air-ships, and the ballosn man wouldn’t 
take the risk.'*

" Men will take a lot of risks for a 
chance at a nrdlion. and that’s what It 
amounts to. \\ ould you risk it your­
self ? ”

“ In a minute. But—”
“ We'll make hint see it the same way. 

How much money have we got left? "
I extracted the package of bills from 

my pocket and ran over them. There 
was seven hundred and thirty dollars.

“ We’ll offer him one hundred dollars 
* B e g tn J u n e  Argosy.

down fur expenses, and we’ll give him a 
third share in the iceberg. If he won’t 
take the hundred, we’ll raise it, of course, 
but he won’t haggle over expenses if he's 
willing to go into it at all.”

“ But it’s such a deuced Incredible 
story,” said Pill.

“ Poo much so to tell him. We'll 
contrive a better sounding tale, for his 
own good. Then whatever money we 
have left over, we’ll send to your sister. 
If we find the berg we won’t need it.”

” And if we don’t find it? ”
“ We drown, of course. It’s the last 

stake we have to play. Are you game to 
put up your life ? ”

We gazed straight into each other's 
eyes, tingling with excitement, and shook 
hands on it.

We left for Seattle that evening and 
at ten o'clock next morning we were in­
quiring for Mr. Dumoines at the hotel 
where he was staying.

He was in, luckily, and he received us 
in his room.

The aeronaut was a short, dry-faced 
man, very alert in his manner and with 
a reckless eye which I was glad to see. 
Indiscretion was what I hoped for in 
him, for we had no very sane proposi­
tion to make.

” Would you risk your life for a hun­
dred thousand dollars. Mr. Dumoines?” 
Pill demanded abruptly.

" I risk it every day for a good deal 
less than that.” replied the balloonist 
with a smile.

“ We’ve read about your air-ship. 
Would you back it to make a continuous 
trip of six hundred miles, rarrving three 
men ? ”

“ Yes. certainlv. if the wind was not 
against us.”

“I mean out to sea.”
Dumoines hesitated.
“ This is the state of things.” I inter­
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posed. “ Some weeks ago I discovered a 
very rich gold mine on an island about 
six hundred miles northwest of this port.
I came back here, but before we could 
start back to it, another man stole the 
secret from me. and he’s on his way to tin 
island in a fast 'yacht.

“ If he gets there first, it's all up with 
us. If you can put us there first in youi 
balloon we will give you a third share in 
the mine. It will be worth anywhere 
up to a million dollars.

“ Further,” I went on, “ here is a hun­
dred dollars. It’s every cent we have in 
the world between us. You can take it 
for expenses, and we’ll risk our lives on 
the trip besides.”

My voice sounded strange in my own 
ears, and, glancing at Pill I saw an ex­
pression of desperate, haggard earnest­
ness on his face that startled me. I sup­
pose I looked like that, and our looks 
must have been the strongest arguments 
for our sincerity.

“ Well,” said Dumoines, “ I won’t 
deny that a good gold mine would be 
very handy to me just now. I’m trying 
to get nay air-ship adopted by the United 
States War Department. But, excuse 
me, have you any proof of your story ? ”

“ Only these,” I said, producing the 
half-dozen nuggets that I still kept by 
me.

“ It’s placer gold,” I added. “ I 
washed out over five thousand dollars’ 
worth in four days, with nothing but a 
dinky little tin basin. Plenty of water 
handy, and no land near.”

“ What’ll we live on? We can’t carry 
provisions enough.”

“ There’s plentv of food there that I 
left.”

“ Then how’ll we ever get back? We 
can’t inflate the balloon on your island.”

“ The yacht will be along in a week. 
We must capture it.”

“ Piracy?” exclaimed Dumoines.
“ Oh. no. It’s our yacht, and the cap­

tain will side with us as soon as he sees 
us.”

I briefly told him then how we had 
been circumvented. Dumoines listened, 
amazed at first, and then he burst out 
laughing.

“ Hanged if it isn’t the queerest, sport­
iest thing I ever heard of. I wouldn’t 
have missed it for a farm. Ilut you

know the air-ship could never do it with­
out a fair wind, and head winds are what 
we're likely to have at this time of year.”

I glanced out of the window. Over 
the roofs I saw a flag blowing out its 
brilliant red and white, and it was blow­
ing seaward.

"L ook!” I cried exultantly. “ It’s 
Providence—an east wind ! ”

“ I’ll do i t ! ” Dumoines exclaimed.
“ I'll take the risk if you fellows will— 
and we’ll start to-night.”

• “ You're the man for us! ” Pill cried,
rejoicing as if he had his hands on .the 
nuggets already.

" Now hustle's the word,” went on 
the balloonist. “ Luckily the air-shop's 
ready: she only needs to be inflated. 
She’s out in the suburbs back of the city, 
and I’ll go out and see about things at 
once. Meanwhile, you fellows buy what 
we need, supplies and tools, as much 
under fifty pounds as possible. Meet me 
at the balloon-shed at six o'clock. Take 
any car to the East End. and anybody’ll 
tell vou where my shop is. It's tolerably 
conspicuous.”

Pill and I went about our buying in 
haste and had it finished before noon, 
spending a good deal of the hundred 
dollars expense monev. We purchased 
three revolvers, with a box of cartridges, 
half a dozen tins of preserved meat and 
condensed milk, two bottles of wine, a 
couple of small, light shovels, and three 
good-sized tin pans.

Dumoines had all the scientific ap­
paratus necessary.

Now that the thing was actually de­
cided. niv nerve came near failing me. 
The risk was so enormous, the voyage so 
unprecedented.

If the motor should break down we 
would be whirled about at the mercy of 
the winds till we went to the bottom of 
the Pacific. The same climax would be 
reached more quickly through a leak in 
the gas bag. and even if we managed to 
reach the berg there was a fair chance 
that we would never be able to leave it 
again.

I was badly scared, but I would not 
have given up the undertaking for any­
thing. The alternative was too hideous.

However, with the consciousness that 
I would very likely never see Goldendale 
again. I wrote to Jessie.



ill!-' FROZi'X FORTt'XK. 331

I mentioned that Pill and I were send­
ing her six hundred dollars by express 
and that we were leaving for the iceberg 
that day, saying nothing of Dolan's 
treachery, and leaving her to suppose 
that we were sailing on the yacht.

1 begged her to forgive me and to 
think as well of me as possible under the 
circumstances, and then I came to the 
execution of a rather quixotic plan that 
1 had been meditating all day.

“ And I wish to entrust a very impor­
tant commission to you.” I wrote. “ En­
closed you will find a sealed letter for the 
Bank of Goldendale. If you do not hear 
from me before the end of June I want 
you to deliver that letter personally to 
the manager, and tell him how you got 
it. But do not deliver it an hour before 
the end of the month. I can't explain 
what it means, but my honor, almost my 
life, and Pill’s hotter, too. are involved.”

The enclosed letter was a complete 
confession that it was I who had forged 
the Hollis note, and I stated that Pill 
knew nothing of how I had procured the 
signature.

The act was not really so generous as 
it looks, for I knew that before the end 
of June I would he either dead or 
wealthy.

We finished our purchases in a couple 
of hours and had nothing to do. Du- 
moities was not at the hotel, and we 
loafed aimlessly and painfully about the 
city till at half past five we took a car 
that carried us far into the outskirts.

Following the conductor’s directions 
we walked a quarter of a mile and then I 
saw the huge black bulk of the balloon 
towering above some sheds enclosed in a 
tight hoard fence. It looked exactly 
like the rounded back of an enormous 
elephant.

We were let in through a small door 
that a suspicious workman unlocked, and 
Dumoines came to meet us, his shirt­
sleeves smeared with oil and engine- 
black.

“ All ready3” said Pill with a queer 
quaver.

“ Practically ready. How do you like 
the looks of her? ”

The big flying-machine ted held my 
eves from the moment the gate was 
opened.

At the first glance it resembled an im­

mense black bologna sausage floating in 
the air, with a spidery gallery of wires 
and braces slung below it. At one end 
was a great four-bladed propeller like a 
windmill, and under this a broad, sheet- 
metal plane that 1 supposed was the rud­
der.

There was a strong smell of gas about 
the place, and the machine quivered and 
swayed in the breeze, tugging at the ca­
bles that anchored it down.

The aeronaut exhibited the machine to 
us in more detail with all the pride of an 
mventor. The car. or gallerv. where we 
were to sit, was a boat-shaped contriv­
ance about twenty feet long, slung to a 
network of fine steel ropes.

It contained three seats, and the stern 
one faced a complicated switchboard 
nearing a confusion of small levers, 
wheels, gages, and cranks. A wheel like 
that of an automobile controlled the rud­
der, and under the car, and exactly amid­
ships, was the gasoline engine and tank 
that supplied the power.

All round the car hung little sacks of 
ballast, and two cords, one black and one 
red, dangled from the upper works.

I took the sort of agonized interest in 
this elaborate and delicate mechanism 
that a condemned man might take in the 
gallows. It gave me a giddiness to look 
into the evening blue of the skv.

\Ve had dinner together at a neighbor­
ing hotel, at Dumoines'.s expense, and he 
did not spare the cost. The champagne 
flowed lavishly, so that 1 had at least 
Dutch courage when we returned to the 
balloon yard.

After a careful look over the whole ap­
paratus. Dumoines climbed into the car 
and sat down in the stern. We followed 
him.

“ The east wind still holds—a miracle 
at this time of year. I take it for a sign 
of luck,” said the expert. " All ready? ”

“ Yes.” I answered, between clenched 
teeth; and “ Yes!” added Pill.

" I.et go!” Dumoines -homed, and 
dropped a couple of sacks of Ballast over 
the side.

I had expected some sort of shock, but 
instead the shed roofs suddenly fell away 
from us. There was no sensation of 
rising, only the quick, strange disappear­
ance of the earth.

I saw a lighted street below me. and
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then, like an illuminated map, the whole 
area of the city spread out in lines of 
tire. It grew wider and less distinct, 
and I could see that we were passing 
over it.

Suddenly the rapid, snapping purr of 
the gasoline engine began under our feet. 
The air-ship quivered as the big pro­
peller began to revolve. I felt the suck 
of cool air from its wings, and the ma­
chine turned its head to the sea.

The lighted city slid visibly past us, a 
quarter of a mile below. The hum of 
the motor rose in pitch; the propeller 
was a mere circle of blackness in the 
gloom.

Seattle became a brilliant streak in the 
distance. There was water under us. 
We were in for it. Our last stake was 
on the board.

T H E

CHAPTER XXIII.

A RACE THROUGH THE AIR.

T he weird strangeness of this putting 
forth into the air kept me silent with a 
kind of awe, though I did not feel the 
expected giddiness. It was hard to real­
ize that we were soaring at a height of a 
thousand feet.

We crossed the Sound, and presently 
I saw lights below us again. We were 
heading northwest, and should strike the 
Pacific near the corner of Vancouver Is­
land.

Dumoines was whistling blithely, and 
presently he turned on a tiny electric 
glow lamp, the size of a marble, to look 
at the dynamometer.

“ Twenty-eight miles an hour,1’ he re­
marked, “ besides the speed of the wind, 
which we can’t estimate. Say thirty-five 
altogether. We’ll be above the sea in 
three hours.1’

“ We ought to sight the berg—I mean 
the island, some time before noon to­
morrow, then,” said Pill out of the dark­
ness.

“ Easilv. if the wind holds. I can let 
her out a few notches more, besides. 
Plow do you fellows feel?”

I was beginning to feel queerly. I 
had a growing excitement, a kind of 
irresponsible joy, that made me want to 
move, sing, talk, or yell. I laid it to the 
champagne.

“ I feel — I’m beginning to feel 
jagged ! ” Pill gurgled.

He half rose in his seat, and the air­
ship lurched.

“ Sit down ! ” yelled Dumoines. and I 
saw the nickeled glitter of a revolver. 
“ If you stand up I ’ll shoot you dead.”

Pill subsided, and I stifled my own 
restlessness.

“ You’re not jagged; you’re air-sick,” 
continued the balloon expert. “ First 
ascent always makes you that way. It’ll 
wear off directly, but if you move you’ll 
spill us all out.”

1 found it hard to sit still. My head 
felt strangely light, as if it were about 
to float off into space bv itself, and I was 
filled with a joyous sense of liberty and, 
strangely enough, of security.

1 forced myself to remain motionless, 
however, and by degrees these sensations 
wore off. though I had recurring touches 
of them for some hours.

That night’s rush through the air was 
far the strangest, but not the most un­
pleasant experience of my life. We 
could see nothing ; above our heads was 
the solid mass of the gas-bag. like a 
world, and all around and below was 
thick darkness.

In spite of the pointed wind-shield, a 
keen current of chilly air whistled over 
us, and it grew bitter cold. No stars 
were to be seen. There was no sound 
but the rush of the wind and the inces­
sant, deep-toned hum of the big screw 
that was driving us at the speed of a rail­
way train.

'That night was very long. 1 grew 
cramped, almost frozen in my place. I 
was facing the stern, and I saw the first 
faint lightening of the east.

The propeller began to outline itself 
as a black disk, and by degrees I made 
out the outline of the car, the curving 
belly of the balloon overhead, and the 
cramped forms of my companions, all 
dripping with dew.

White clouds were under us, vast bil­
lowy masses that looked solid enough to 
walk upon, and bv looking down on this 
surface I was able to realize our speed 
for the first time!

The air-ship was literally flying, and 
the whole fabric hummed and vibrated 
like a taut wire. In a few minutes we 
ran into a great bank of thick cloud; a
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saturating mist err,•doped us and tore 
past in wisps and .teaks as we ripped 
through it.

Then we dashed out on the other side. 
The clouds cleared under us. and 1 saw, 
far down, the gray, wrinkled surface of 
the Pacific, an empty plain, with not a 
sail or smoke to the whole rounded hori­
zon.

'Flic air-ship had proved its efficiency 
nobly, though some credit of course was 
due to the wind, which still blew fresh 
at the stern.

The sun came out gloriously, and 
under its warmth the balloon rose sev­
eral hundred feet higher. Dumoines 
told us that he had thrown out twenty 
pounds of ballast during the night, but 
the ship was still six hundred feet lower 
than when we had set out.

We estimated, however, that we had 
traveled nearly four hundred miles, and 
as wc were steering on a line to cross 
the iceberg’s path, we expected to sight 
it within a few hours.

I felt cold still, damp, and dispirited, 
and it was not until I had breakfasted on 
canned chicken, condensed milk, and 
sherry that my courage revived. Du­
moines would not let us smoke for fear 
of an explosion, and from time to time I 
saw him glance at the barometer and 
throw out a handful of sand.

‘‘Are we sinking?” I inquired at last.
The aeronaut grunted.
“ More than I like. She’s leaking gas 

a good deal.”
•‘ Good Lord!” cried Pill. “ Can’t 

she hold out for the distance?”
“ Depends on how far away your is­

land it. I ’ll let her out a little more.”
The note of the propeller rose to a 

shriller tone. The wind of our flight 
split cuttingly on the prow and roared 
over us in a furious blast.

We were making over forty miles ail 
hour, but I could see without instruments 
that the slate-colored sea had come up 
much nearer, and that more than half of 
the little sacks of sand-ballast had disap­
peared.

It was a race against time now. and 
against the leaking gas. Mile after mile 
we rushed on, and yard by yard we sank, 
till we could plainly see the long swell 
washing and breaking under the car. 
Then a scoo’pful of sand would go over­

board. and the air-ship would rise with 
a bound of a hundred yards, and tin- 
slow sinking would be repeated.

The forenoon wore a wav in these alter­
nations. but as the sun grew hotter the 
balloon manifested more buovanev. Py 
our best calculations I felt sure that we 
were in the neighborhood of the berg, 
and we sacrificed several pounds of bal­
last to rise to a height of two thousun.1 
feet, where' wc would have a wider view.

From this elevation Pill and I swept 
the sea with strong glasses—in vain. 
There was no glimmer of ice. nothing 
but the faint trail of a steamer's smoke 
on the sky to the southeast.

Pill and Dumoines both looked at me 
in silent doubt. I was terribly uneasy. 
Could the iceberg have melted entirely 
away, or had we miscalculated its cour-e?

If we failed to find it within a few 
hours—I looked down at the deep sea 
and thought of the leaking gas.

“ How many more miles will your 
gasoline last?” I inquired.

“ Perhaps a hundred. We might reach 
that ship in time to be picked up.” said 
the aeronaut, nodding at the distant 
smoke.

“ No. We'll find what we’re after or 
go to the bottom! ” I exclaimed with 
angry determination. “ Push her for all 
she’s worth. It can’t be far now.”

We had been sinking for fifteen min­
utes. and half a sack of ballast sent her 
soaring again. Through the air we tore 
at desperate speed, while Pill and I held 
the glasses cotitinuallv at our eyes.

After almost an hour of flying thus 
toward the northwest, we ascended again 
to a great height for a wide survey of the 
ocean. Hut the field was still emptv; 
even the steamer's smoke had now dis­
appeared.

“ Take her round in great curves.” I 
ordered our pilot. “ We’re bound to 
sight it.”

There's only gasoline enough for an­
other hour or so,” said Dumoines. 
“ There are but three sacks of ballast 
left. We’d better make for that steame-r 
while we can.”

“ N o !” I said stubbornly.
“ I say yes.” retorted the Frenchman. 

“ We’ve shaved it fine enough. In an 
hour we’ll be at the bottom.”

'■ Never mind. I'll blow out vour
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brains if you steer her anywhere except as 
I say. Pill, stand by me,” and before I 
spoke I covered him with my revolver.

The aeronaut looked as if he would 
have liked to rebel, but the odds were 
too great. Pill, though weakening, 
bravely produced his pistol likewise.

1 was mad, desperate, and determined, 
never to see land again without the gold.

Round went the air-ship like a circling 
hawk, in a great arc of miles. She sank, 
too, running down on a terribly swift 
incline as she flew.

And still there was nothing to break 
the monotony of the ocean’s surface.

“ Another big wheel more to the 
north.” I ordered; and we swept around 
again. There was only one sack of bal­
last left.

'‘ Dick!" entreated Pill, ‘‘ for God’s 
sake— ! ’’

We had rounded another arc. and 
nothing was in sight. But I was in no 
condition to listen to reason. The last 
sack of sand hung near me. and I tossed 
it overboard.

“ There! ” I cried through clenched 
teeth. “ Make the best of it. We can’t 
get to that steamer now ! ”

Pill groaned. The air-ship shot up 
instantly to a height of several hundred 
feet, and my glass roved over the sea 
with terrible eagerness.

Pill was looking, too. and suddenly he 
touched my shoulder.

“ What’s that flash ahead and a little 
to the north?”

I saw something glitter on the sea, cer- 
tainlv. but I could not make it out. I 
kept'the glass focused on it, agonizing 
with hope and fear, while the air-ship 
drove toward it half a mile a minute.

Then I caught a glimpse that was un­
mistakable—a glimmer of brilliant green­
ish-white on the sea. the certain glitter 
of ice in the sunlight.

“ That’s it. by Heaven! ” I yelled. 
“ Dumoines. you fool, we ve sighted it. 
Here, take a look ! ”

The balloonist looked. “ Why. that’s 
no island, man. That's an iceberg! ”

“ Of course it is. The mine’s on an 
iceberg. That’s the spot. ’

The Frenchman turned pale.
“ What do you mean? You said we 

were making for an island. Are you 
both crazv?”

He has since told me that he firmly 
believed that we were stark mad. and 
that he gave himself up as hopelessly 
lost. This was lucky, for his total de­
spair made him docile.

“ We didn't dare to tell you the truth 
before,” I explained. “ You wouldn't 
have come. But I swear the mine is on 
that iceberg, and you must land us there. 
It's the onlv solid spot we can reach now, 
anyway.”

“ You’re right; I wouldn't have come 
for a million dollars if you had told me 
about an iceberg in San Francisco,” said 
Dumoines. “ It’s no easy matter to land 
on as small a spot as that, either.”

He slowed the propeller. The air­
ship was skimming ahead like a swallow, 
slanting momentarily nearer the waves,

I could see the iceberg distinctly now. 
the spray that dashed high upon its sides, 
the precipitous cliffs, and I could even 
make out the spots of gravel and the 
rushing streams from the melting ice. It 
did not seem to have diminished greatly 
in size, but all its outline was far more 
rounded.

It was only half a mile away—now it 
was half of that. We were so low that 
it seemed as if we were going to collide 
with it. Dumoines stopped the propel­
ler and stood up, holding the crimson 
rope that swung over his head.

“ Be ready to jump when we come 
over i t ! ” he yelled. “ I'll have to rip 
her ! ”

“ Everybody take a shovel and pan! ” 
I cried, with a sudden inspiration, pick­
ing up these implements.

( )ur impetus and the wind drove us 
on. swooping down toward the ice. Like 
a flash it was under us—it was passing!

“ lump!”  Dumoines shrieked, and 
[Hilled the red Cord.

I heard a great ripping noise from the 
balloon, that seemed to falter and col­
lapse as I leaped out wildly. I struck 
the ice with a terrible shock, and as I 
r o l le d  over  a n d  over I caught a  glimpse 
of the balloon springing aloft again.

CHAPTER XXIV.
AT T H E  PISTO I.’s  P O IN T .

Pin, had fallen almost upon me, and 
as I picked myself up I saw him look­
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ing dazedly around. Dumoines had 
stuck to his post a moment too long, had 
plunged into the s;;.. and was clutching 
at the slippery edge of the ice in the en­
deavor to get out.

The air-ship had risen slightly when 
lightened, but as 1 glanced up she 
plunged into the water with a great 
splash, fifty yards away. It was'the last 
flight of the machine that had served us 
so well.

We hauled Dumoines out without diffi­
culty. and his first look went toward the 
balloon, that was just disappearing under 
the waves. Then he turned a resentful 
gaze upon me.

■' Well, here we are.” he said. 
" Where's your gold mine? “

I picked up a handful of the scattered 
gravel underfoot, and sifted it through 
my fingers. A tiny yellow scale caught 
mv eye. and I handed it to him.

He and Pill both examined it eagerly.
" Gad. I believe you’re right! ” the 

balloonist exclaimed. “ I beg your par­
don. It looks like gold. Let’s dig up 
more ! ”

1 never saw a man more excited than 
Dumoines. and in fact the first color 
from a gold mine is apt to go to the 
head. Slipping and regardless of his 
soaked clothing, he ran up the slope, with 
us at his heels.

There was the gravel 1 had washed, in 
half-frozen, muddy heaps. There was 
the cave I had hollowed out. and there 
were mv meat-tins and my ax and my tin 
basin, red with thick rust.

Yes. and there was the gold I had been 
forced to leave—heaps of dull-shining 
yellow lumps and dust in the corned-beef 
cans—almost ten pounds of it. Some of 
it had been blown away. I thought, but 
there was plenty left to certify my tale.

Pill and Dumoines gave a wild hurrah 
together at this sight. Evidently no one 
had set foot on the berg since my de­
parture. and the mine was still there to 
be worked.

But the surface of the berg had 
changed greatlv. as a nearer look showed. 
The elevations were lower, the hollows 
were deeper, the flowing water was more 
plentiful, and there was more gravel ex­
posed than when I had left it.

Great lumps appeared to have broken 
off. and the former sloping beach had

disappeared. I judged that almost a 
third of its bulk was gone, and now that 
it was approaching warmer waters it did 
not appear likely to last more than two 
or three weeks more.

Without any delay we went to work. 
Pill had thrown one of the pans over 
when he jumped; I had taken a pan 
and a shovel with me, and this was 
enough with which to begin mining.

We set Dumoines to break and dig out 
the gravel with the ax and shovel, while 
Pill and I went to work with our pans 
beside one of the flowing streams of icy 
water.

It was all like my first sojourn on the 
berg, only this time there was movement 
round me, the sound of tools and the 
voices of friends. The clothes dried on 
Dumoines’s back as he bent over the 
gravel, and Pill and I became splashed 
and wet through without noticing it. for 
the gold fever had us all hard.

And we made wonderful progress, for 
when we knocked off, tired out, muddy 
from head to foot and faint with hunger, 
we had a great heap of clean-up gravel 
and a big handful of pure. wet. heavy 
yellow metal.

It was growing dark. My lamps were 
broken, I discovered, and we had to eat 
cold fare from the stores I had landed 
from the Bolivia. The blankets I had 
left were sodden, so that we spent a suf­
ficiently uncomfortable night, huddled 
together for the sake of mutual warmth.

My sleep, when I did sleep, was rest­
less, full of nightmares of dizzy heights, 
of freezing, drowning, of immense 
wealth that always slipped through my 
hands, so that the dawn found me shiver­
ing and unrefreshed.

I would have given a hundred dollars 
in gold for a cup of hot coffee. Pill 
looked miserably pinched and unhappy in 
the cold, ocean dawn, but Dumoines’s 
spirit was unconquerable.

He dashed ice-water over his hands 
and face, looked about mechanically for 
a towel, and dried himself with his damp 
coat-sleeve.

“ Breakfast, boys! ” he cried, “ and 
then we’ll get after our everlasting for­
tunes again.”

The half-frozen meat and biscuit we 
swallowed produced a certain internal 
warmth, and we set to work again with
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ax. shovel, and gold-pan. We worked 
hard that day, and by nightfall we esti­
mated that we had cleaned up nearly 
twenty-four ounces.

We did not expect to see anything of 
the yacht for a couple of days at least. 
The food supply would be a serious ques­
tion if she delayed longer and we had to 
put ourselves upon fixed rations.

This would spin out the Bolivia’s 
stores for a week • and how we hoped now 
that the Spanish girl had remembered 
my figures correctly!

But another day passed, and another, 
and another, while we watched from 
hour to hour for the feather of dark 
smoke on the sky-line. At night we took 
turns in keeping guard so that Dolan 
should not take us unawares.

And all the while we worked, we 
worked too hard to notice wet or cold. 
Tag weather had turned disagreeable, 
with a good deal of mist and warm rains 
that made our ice island almost visibly 
dissolve. We dug and washed the 
harder, and with three pairs of arms at 
work the results were surprising.

The gravel we were at seemed richer, 
too. and once Dumoines brought us a 
shovelful of stuff that really seemed to 
be all gold. It was a pocket, and that 
panful of gravel cleaned up over thirteen 
ounce's of coarse gold.

That was an exception, of course, but 
in those three days we stored away two 
hundred ounces of the precious stuff, 
worth well over four thousand dollars, 
which, promised well for the future.

The following night Pill awakened me 
a couple of hours after midnight. He 
had been standing guard.

“ What’s the matter? ” I said irritably, 
for 1 was verv tired and sleepy.

“ Take a look at that light. I’ve been 
watching it for half an hour.”

“ Star, I guess,” I suggested at my first 
glance; but presently it seemed to me 
that I could distinguish it in slow mo­
tion along the sea-line.

Yet I was far from certain whether it 
was a star or something nearer.

We awoke Dumoines and we all 
stared through the dim twilight at the 
luminarv. which presently became cer­
tainly motionless. We wavered from 
one opinion to another, till the gray light 
began to spread over the Pacific.

Then there was no room for doubt. 
Vaguely in the dawn we made out the 
black line of a small steamer lying mo­
tionless a mile and a half to the south­
east.

We got out of sight behind the heaps 
of gravel. The outline of the ship grew 
more distinct.

She carried no flag, no smoke rose 
from her funnel, and without glasses we 
could not make out any figure on ter 
deck.

Was it the Chrysalis? We had never 
seen our yacht except lying at her dock, 
where we could get no general view of 
her.

“ If it’s your friends. I suppose—pis­
tols. eh?” observed Dumoines.

“ You’ll stand bv us?” said Pill.
“ I should rather think so. Do you 

suppose I’d let myself be done out of this 
gold-field? Look there!”

As he spoke, there was a vague stir on 
the distant yacht and a boat dropped over 
tlie side and started toward us, looking 
tiny as a nutshell as it heaved over the 
rollers.

“ It’s Dolan, sure.” I said. “ Be 
ready.”

I twirled the cylinder of my revolver 
under my thumb. The boat came nearer. 
It was rowed by two men, and there was 
a third man in the stern seat, wearing a 
wide sou’wester.

When the craft was within fifty yards 
of the ice I saw what I expected—the 
gleam of a red mustache under that great 
hat. I heard a click from Pill's revol­
ver. He had seen it, too.

The boat came up to the berg and be­
gan to circle it to »find a landing-place. 
The sloping shore had melted away, 
and Dolan finallv had to scramble pre- 
cariouslv up an irregular spot while the 
seamen held the boat close to the ice.

For a minute we could not see him, 
though we heard the crunching of his 
boots on the ice and gravel. Then his 
head and shoulders loomed into view.

He was curiouslv examining some­
thing, which proved as he approached 
to be one of our empty meat-tins.

He walked right up to the heaps of 
gravel where we crouched. He was al­
most within arm’s length when I sprang 
up and brought the black barrel of my 
pistol in line with his eyes.
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Pill and Dumoines rose silently on 
either side of me. armed and menacing.

CHAPTER XXV.
G A T H E R I N G  I N  T H E  F O R T U N E .

I  d o  not suppose that there ever was 
any one so startled as was Dolan. No 
wonder, at the apparition in that isolated 
place of the men he thought he had out­
witted and left a thousand miles away.

He made a queer, choking noise in his 
throat, and his eyes almost started from 
his head. I think he believed us to be 
ghosts for a moment, but he put up his 
hands in an unconscious sort of way.

1 had half intended to kill the man, 
but a: his utter collapse I could not nerve 
myself to his murder.

“ This is your last steal. Dolan.” I 
said sternly, and shot the sou’wester from 
his head.

Dolan did not stir. He looked abso­
lutely relieved at this material threat, 
and lie moistened his lips several times.

"Flow—how did you get here?” he 
managed to articulate.

" We swam.” said Pill severely. “ And 
that's how you’ll have to go back.”

Dolan contrived a weak grin. His 
keen little eyes were roving from side to 
side and I saw that he was already be­
ginning to recover from his stupefaction.

" We’ll go aboard the yacht.” 1 said. 
“ We won’t take you, Dolan. \o u  want­
ed to get here, and you may stay.”

The fact was that I feared the fel­
low’s measureless audacity and cunning 
too much to allow him to come with us. 
I was not sure what stand our captain 
would take.

Pill and I struck the seamen in the 
boat with almost supernatural terror by 
making them recognize us. and they 
rowed us to the yacht as if the devil were 
after them. I could see Dolan standing 
alone like a pinnacle on the crest of the 
berg.

As we came alongside I made out the 
dry face of our skipper leaning over the 
rail. There were other faces, too, and 
among them that of Miss Ines Ranon, in 
a crimson yachting cap—pale as death, 
and her great eyes staring roundly,

I think she was the first on board to 
recognize us.

10 A

“ V hat was that shot? Who have you 
got there?” shouted the captain. Then, 
as we clambered over the rail—“ My 
God. Mr. Shields, it can’t be you! Flow 
ever did you get to this place?”

"Never mind how!” snapped Pill. 
" The question is, how do you come to 
be here ? Why did you sail without our 
orders ? ”

“ I had your letter,” stammered Cap­
tain Flart. " You said that I was to 
take orders from your partner, and go to
sea—”

" I wrote no such letter.”
” Dolan wrote it himself,” put in the 

Si furita calmly.
'Fhe skipper glared at her speechless, 

and his face clouded with dark purple.
“ Then I’ve been made a fool of and a 

liar and a mutineer on my own ship! ” 
he stammered, bursting with rage. “ You 
and your red-headed Irishman’ll get your 
due, miss, when we reach port. Gentle­
men. I can’t apologize—but—but the 
ship’s at your service now, anyway. But 
how did you beat us here?”

“ Yes, how did you get here?” Miss 
Ranon demanded.

“ In a balloon.” I said curtly.
“ You two are men ! There’s no beat­

ing you! ” she exclaimed, looking us up 
and down with whole-souled admiration.

Dumoines was gazing at her with all 
his eyes.

" Present me to the lady,” he whis­
pered. punching my ribs.

“ Don’t stand on ceremony with her. 
It isn’t necessary.” I said aloud. “ Cap­
tain. don’t sav any more. I see how vou 
were fooled, and I won’t blame you. 
Do you know what we are here for? 
There’s gold-bearing gravel in that ice. 
Ask the hands if any O f  them want to 
hire as miners at five dollars a day.”

'File men tumbled over one another to 
accept. Every one of the crew, down to 
the Chinese cook, volunteered, and we 
had to arrange to take them in turn, in 
order to give them all a chance without 
leaving the ship empty.

They hurried the picks, shovels, and 
mining apparatus out of the hold and 
into the boats, while we three had our 
first warm meal for four days.

Five sailors went back to the berg with 
us. jubilant as schoolboys at the pros­
pect of big wages. We found Dolan



33s ARGOSY.THr.

rloselv examining our S'Wr.c of opera­
tions.

“ You've got a good thing here. gentle­
men." he began. " I see that it teas no 
lie that you were telling me. Would 
you care to sell—either the whole or a 
share? ”

We would not." 1 told him.
“ You'll get the same wages as the 

men if you want to handle a shovel and 
dig gravel,” put in Pill.

Dolan shrugged his shoulders.
" I want to speak to you alone,” he 

said to me.
1 walked away with him. fully ex­

pecting some attempt at bribery.
“ I want you to tell me on your word 

of honor how it stands betwixt you and 
Miss Ranon.” he said, and to my 
astonishment I saw his red face working 
and sweating with emotion.

“ It doesn’t stand at all.” I replied.
“ There’s nothing at all between us. I’m 
engaged to marry a girl in southern Cal­
ifornia. and I trust that I’ll neyer set 
eyes on Senorita Ines again after we land, 
for I fear her as I fear damnation.”

“ Faith, and I’m powerful glad to hear 
that i " said Dolan, and under stress of 
feeling his brogue asserted itself. '* D ye 
know, it’s meself would die at her feet 
if she wanted it.

‘‘ Oh, I know ali about her. and all 
she’s tried to do to me. but I’m not afraid 
of her.” he went on. " I thought sue d 
taken a fancy to you, I thought so in 
Vermilion, and I was sure of it in Sacra­
mento. T went into this thing to plaze 
her. and I played you that dhurty trick 
because she came and offered to work 
with me. 1 didn’t care an\ tiling about 
the blamed gold-mine. I've schemes on 
hand worth ten of that. I wanted to 
work with her. that's all. d’ye see?"

He stopped and looked dumbly at me. 
and I could see how his passion was eat­
ing into the steel and flint of his nature.

" You’re not so bad after all. Dolan.
I said, softened. " \  ou re better than 
she is. anyhow.”

“ No. I’ll never be in her class.” he 
answered. “ But I know how to get 
her. Money and power are all she cares 
for. and she'll marry the man that’s got 
them. I’ve sweated blood to get them 
for her: I’ve murdered and I've robbed 
ami I've lied, and I think 1 ve got them

in sight now. I want to get back to Sac­
ramento right away to look after them.” 

You're a glorious rascal. Dolan.” I 
told him. " And 1 guess you’ll deserve 
what you get. whatever it is. But your 
burglaries in Sacramento will have to 
wait. This business comes first.”

Our men took hold of the work ener­
getically. In a couple of hours we had 
a flume rigged with boards we had 
brought for the purpose, charged with 
quicksilver, and a vigorous gush of ice- 
water pouring clown it. Six men with 
shovels fed it with gravel, and Pill and 
I watched it with cocked revolvers.

Dumoines worked with a pan mean­
while. and the results of this vigorous 
and. for the first time, really scientific 
labor, were astonishing. When we col­
lected the tailings that night and cleaned 
up the amalgam we found the extraor­
dinary amount of nine hundred ounces of 
pure gold.

One of our seaman, who had mined 
in Alaska, told me that only once had 
he seen a richer run.

We slept on the yacht that night, and 
after that day we kept Dolan a prisoner 
in his cabin. Neither would we allow 
the senorita to visit the berg, in spite of 
her entreaties.

Next morning at dawn the mining was 
resumed. Food was sent to us from the 
yacht at noon, and eaten in half an hour; 
then a new shift of men was sent from 
on board.

The flume spouted its muddy water in­
cessantly. and the nuggets and dust gath­
ered fast under the riffles. We had to 
stop work and dear out the amalgam 
twice that day. though all the nuggets 
big enough to pick up were kept out of 
the flume.

I have no doubt that the men stole a 
good many, but we made no attempt to 
search them. Just then a nugget more 
or less seemed of little consequence.

For the gravel was running with con­
tinued richness. We were burrowing 
into the ice now. splintering it out with 
picks, and pulverizing it to get out the 
sand.

In one spot the men found a nest of 
nuggets and dust big enough to fill a 
five-quart pail, mingled with only a little 
gravel. Luckily Pill was present when 
they uncovered it. or we might not have
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had three nuggets of the size of the bowl 
of a pipe. This was the greatest single 
stroke we made, but every night we went 
back to the yacht with a sack as heavy as 
I could well lift.

There was need for every effort we 
could make, for the berg was obviously 
melting faster every day. We had 
drifted into the warmer waters of the Pa­
cific. and great cracks and openings were 
beginning to show.

We thought that we should finish gut­
ting it in ten days more, however, but 
after the fourth day of work we decided 
that we would have to work day and 
night.

Accordingly we rigged great flares of 
oakum, old rope and engine-waste, soaked 
in tar or coal-oil, and fixed them on iron 
bars set in the ice. The berg must have 
presented a weird spectacle, if there had 
been anybody to wonder at it—flaming 
with smoky lights, resounding with blows 
of picks and the shouting of men, while 
the lighted steamer lay off at a quar­
ter of a mile.

We had to take turns at sleeping, and 
in fact it seems to me as if during the 
five last days I never slept at all. But 
I was certainly asleep, and very soundly, 
in my berth when Pill awoke me.

I had supposed that he was with the 
night-shift on the berg, and I sat up in 
instant alarm. He was splashed and 
covered with mud, and was shaking me 
vigorously.

“ Wake up! Get up, quick!” he 
cried. “ Something’s wrong on the 
berg! ”

CHAPTER XXVI.
THE END OF THE PAY-STREAK.

As I jumped out of the berth I felt 
the vibration of the yacht’s engines as 
she started ahead. I ranjup to the deck 
after slipping on coat and trousers.

The captain was there and Dumoines 
and the snforita and the muddy mining 
shift that had just come from the berg, 
all gazing over the rail at the ice island 
that loomed dim in the starlight.

“ I thought we’d better knock off work 
and come aboard,” said Pill. “ She be­
gan to act so queer that—”

lie  was interrupted by a series of dull,

heavy reports, like distant guns, appar­
ently sounding from the sea beneath tire 
berg.

“ Like that.” added Pill. “ What do 
you think she’s going to do? The skip­
per’s got up steam to move a little far­
ther away.”

It sounded as if the berg were break­
ing up, but we were rapidly moving from 
it. Luckily, for before I could speak 
there was a rushing, great noise, like 
nothing I ever heard, except, perhaps, 
the roar of Niagara, and the whole ice­
berg seemed suddenly to rise into the air.

It balanced for an instant upon one 
edge, and then fell with a crash that 
seemed to split sea and sky. There was 
nothing visible but an enormous cloud of 
mist and spray, and the spray spattered 
on our deck even at that distance.

The yacht rolled her rails under wa­
ter, and then I saw a gigantic wave rush­
ing toward us, so lofty that its whitened 
crest towered up to twice the height of 
our masts.

“ Hold fast, everybody, for your 
lives! ” howled the skipper, and I heard 
him clang the engine-room signal.

Then we were lifted up—up, till we 
stood as if on a mountain-top, looking 
wide over the ocean, and I thought we 
were going to ride the wave. Then with 
a smothering crash its crest broke over 
our decks.

For a moment the ship was a wild 
chaos of water and foam, rushing high 
over the level of the rails. I was banged 
and swirled about, though I clung with a 
death grip to a steel stay and saved my­
self from going overboard.

Then the Chrysalis emerged, with a 
yard of water foaming on her deck and 
over the scattered forms of her crew.

Down we went again, sliding sickcn- 
ingly into the chasm behind the big wave, 
and then up. and down, till we at last 
lav onlv moderately rolling on the still 
disturbed sea, and we dared to look 
round.

None of us had gone overboard, though 
we were all drenched and most of us 
more or less bruised. Even Miss Ranon 
had saved herself by clinging desperate­
ly to the rail.

I heard Dolan shouting and banging 
on the locked door of his room below, 
but no one thought of letting him out.
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The iceberg was still there when the 
cloud of mist cleared, but it looked some­
what smaller. It was the captain who 
gave us the explanation at last of what 
had happened.

The berg had simply turned over, as 
it seems icebergs have a trick, of doing. 
Melting takes place faster under water 
than above, producing an increasing top- 
heaviness until the berg at last capsizes, 
as had just happened.

Its outline was totally different now, 
and it looked smaller.

The question was whether we could 
still get at the “ pay-streak.”

It was a question that could not be 
settled till it was lighter, and we had to 
wait for three or four hours. As soon 
as dawn made the berg plain, we brought 
the vacht up to within thirty yards, and 
made the circuit of the overturned is­
land.

(bur powerful glasses showed no trace 
of gravel. There was nothing but the 
green, clear glare of the ice.

‘' The mine’s gone—borrasca.'” said 
Pill, using the Mexican slang for a 
played-out “ lead.”

All our mining apparatus was gone, 
too. Picks, shovels, flume, had all gone 
under, with our whole stock of quick­
silver. Luckily Pill had cleaned up the 
riffles an hour before the catastrophe, so 
that not much gold had been lost in the 
flume.

" It's all over,” said Pill, soTrowIully 
contemplating the glittering mass. 
*■ Nothing now but to get back to Golden- 
dale. This is the 5th of June, isn't it? ”

li Yes. Lots of time.” I replied, for I 
knew what he was thinking of.

“ And we've got enough, after all.”
•• I should think so!” I said, recall­

ing the big safe in the cabin that was 
crammed with bulging canvas sacks.

Enough to make a big thing out of 
the Bonanza:’ said Pill, brightening.

Eh. Dick? Oh, let’s get back to work. 
I've had enough Oi this war-and-adven- 
ture business.”

My own heart responded to Pill's 
words. I would be glad to get back. too. 
1 was tired of the sea. tired of the fever 
and the vicissitudes of the hunt for the 
f ro ze n  fortune, and I thought with un­
speakable longing of the quiet and peace 
of the sunnv little California town.

I thought of Jessie with fear and hope. 
Surely. I reasoned, love could close any 
breach, and [ knew that she had loved 
me. Hut I did not realize how deeply I 
l’.acl wounded her.

‘‘ Get full steam up, captain!” Pill 
cried. It’s back to good old California 
for ours! ”

In a couple of hours the iceberg was 
far out of sight in the west, and falling 
away from us at the rate of twelve miles 
an hour. I had no desire ever to see it 
again.

We let Dolan out when we were fairly 
started homeward, but always either Pill. 
Dumoin-s, or myself stood guard over 
the safe combining the treasure. The 
Irishman Yemed in no way abashed or 
cast down Sv his failure, and he spent 
most of his time with Miss Ranon. who, 
to my surprise, seemed to have no ob­
jection to his society.

Whenever he was not with her it was 
Dumoines, for the French balloonist had 
become most assiduous in his attendance 
upon the girl. Whenever he came off 
guard duty at the safe he went on deck 
at once to look for her, and it was high­
ly entertaining to see his disgust when he 
saw Dolan’s bulky form lounging over 
the rail beside the senonta.

The rivalry between the two became a 
standing, if concealed, joke with the rest 
of us ; though I would have dreaded the 
girl’s influence on our susceptible part­
ner if the game had not been played so 
nearly to a finish.

On the last evening of the voyage I 
had seen Dolan in close conversation 
with her for a long time. They were 
talking by the stern when I went below, 
and when l came on deck again, two 
hours later, they were still there. Dolan 
called me over to them.

‘‘ Congratulate me. Mr. Shields! he 
said, and his red face fairly beamed. 
•• Miss Ranon and l are going to be mar­
ried as soon as we land.”

I congratulated him, with a side glance 
at the sonorita.

“ Yes, vou're surprised, but it’s true,” 
she said indifferently. “ I’m tired of 
fighting him. Besides, he has explained 
to me that he has half a million dollars, 
and is on his way to become a great po­
litical power.”

“ Evervthing’s fixed right.” Dolan
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broke in earnestly. “ I ’ve got control of 
Sacramento, got it organized, mapped, 
roped and tied, and next election I ’ll 
have a mayor and council that'll be like 
so many dolls for me. You've no idea 
what pickings there are in a deal like 
that. In another year or so I’ll be the 
boss of the State Legislature, if every­
thing turns out right, and they generally 
do—for me.

“ She ”— indicating Miss Ration— 
"can go and shine in New York if she 
wants to. There won't be nothing too 
good for her to have. What she wants 
is the kingdom and the power and the 
glory, and I tell her that she can have 
them by wagon-loads."

‘‘ How about the Blaekfoot mine?” I 
asked.

"The Blaekfoot?'’ Dolan looked 
doubtfullv at me and then at his fiancee. 
“ Oh, that’s fixed all right.” he said, dis­
creetly and vaguely, and the girl nodded.

I congratulated this pair, not without 
a secret terror of what their alliance 
might bring upon the land that was un­
fortunate enough to contain them. l)u- 
moincs came prowling about ju-=r then, 
and I called him.

“ Congratulations are in order,” I said, 
rather maliciously. "O ur friends here 
are going to be married in a few days.'’

The balloonist cast a deadly glance at 
Dolan, a reproachful one at me. and 
turned awav without a word. I knew 
how he felt, but I had less pity for him 
than he perhaps deserved.

CHAPTER NXY1I.
THE SMASH OF THE MARKET,

We landed in San Francisco tile next 
morning verv early, and as soon as busi­
ness hours arrived. Pill, Dumoines. and I 
went to tile mint to arrange for the dis­
posal of our bullion, Dolan and Miss 
Ration vanished somewhere.

There was no difficulty about the sale 
of the gold, and by noun we had it all 
transferred to the government vaults, and 
had in exchange a great bundle of hun­
dred-dollar gold certificates—four thou­
sand three hundred and twenty of them. 
The division amounted to almost one 
hundred and fifty thousand dollars 
apiece.

From the mint we went straight to 
find a bank. Dumoines wanted to de­
posit his money at once, and Pill anu I 
wished to have our pile transferred to 
the (ioldendale bank, to avoid having to 
carry it.

There seemed to be some excitement 
in the financial quarters of the city. I 
noticed that the stock-brokers’ offices 
were crowded, and there were anxious 
looking crowds on the sidewalk outside.

I could feel an intensity in tile air, and 
when we turned the corner upon the Pa­
cific National Bank we found the street 
blockaded with shouting and enraged 
citizens, and there was a white placard 
pinned to the closed door.

"What's the matter?” Pill demand­
ed from the nearest man.

“ Bank’s closed its doors ! ” he replied 
snappily.

But why? What’s the matter with 
the town, anyway?” insisted Pill.

" It isn’t just this town. It's the whole 
West, I reckon. What's the matter with 
you? Haven’t you heard of the bust of 
the wheat corner? ”

I had a newspaper in mv pocket which 
I had been too busy even to glance at, 
but now I unfolded it.

There was the story, or the latter half 
of it, which has now become history—of 
the collapse of the Peabody corner in 
wheat, a crash where the price had bro­
ken at one dollar and ninety cents a 
bushel and had rushed down to sixty 
cents, while the bulls were wildly throw­
ing their holdings overboard to avoid 
further loss and selling all sorts of secur­
ities to cover margins.

The whole stock-exchange list hud 
slumped sympathetically from ten to 
twenty points. Mercantile houses and 
the weaker banks and trust companies 
were going down one after another, and 
the West was especially hard hit. for the 
bull ring had been backed mure en­
thusiastically there than anywhere else.

At first I did not see how this would 
affect us. but Pill was quicker.

" Good Heaven! the Goldendale 
Bank!” he gasped, and his face was as 
white- as the newspaper.

Then I saw. If the bank at Golden- 
dale had failed it would very likely be 
too late to redeem the false note without 
publicity.
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“ We’ll telegraph! ” I exclaimed, and 
at the nearest office I wired to the land­
lord of the hotel where I had boarded.

“ Is the Goldendale Bank safe? Re­
ply quick.”

In half an hour wc got the reply at 
the office where we waited.

“ Bank closed doors yesterday. ’
11 Then it’s all up with me,” said Pill, 

tearing up the yellow paper. “ The 
thing’s bound to come out now. They’ll 
have sent notices to all their debtors by 
this time, and Hollis knows.”

“ But we’ve got the money. We can 
square it.”

“ Oh. I don’t suppose they’ll prose­
cute* But it'll leak out, and there’s an 
end of mv work in Goldendale. And 
Jess'll hear.”

Pill looked at me miserably. He did 
nut know that I was more concerned in 
the danger than himself. I wondered 
anxiously if Jessie had delivered my let­
ter on the news of the bank’s suspension.

“ One of us’ll have to go down at 
once and reconnoiter,” said -Pill. “ \o u ’d 
better go. It's safer for you.”

But I had good reasons for believing 
Pill to be safer from arrest titan I was, 
and I demurred. I insisted that lie 
should go with me. The fact was, I did 
not want to face Jessie alone.

“ Well, come along.” said Pill, giving 
in. “ There's just time to catch the 
noon train, and we’ll get there before 
it's too late to do anything to-day. May­
be we’ll be in time if we get there to- 
dav. They may not have taken any 
steps yet.”

In ten minutes we were rattling over 
the switch-points of the railroad yards 
toward Goldendale. There had been no 
time to make anv disposal of our money, 
and we each carried a small locked suit­
case. packed with bulky bundles of gov­
ernment paper.

'fhis was a fast train, and we hoped 
to reach Goldendale bv four o’clock. 
W e  k n e w  th a t  the b a n k  ofiic ia ls  w o u l d  be 
at work long after banking hours, in the 
straightening out of the books.

We were well on time till we reached 
Rochester, a hundred miles from our des­
tination. Then the conductor came into 
the smoking compartment, which Pill 
and I happened to have to ourselves.

•• There's been a freight wreck down

the line, gentlemen,'’ he said. “ This 
train’ll have to wait here till they bring 
up a special on the other side to take you 
on. They’ll have one in an hour or two,
I reckon.”

“ Oh, Lord ! ” I groaned.
It seemed that our luck had broken 

with a vengeance.
This final delay struck me with an 

almost superstitious dread. I felt cer­
tain that when we did reach Goldendale 
it would be to find a warrant issued for 
the arrest of one of us. or perhaps both.

Pill chared my foreboding. We dis­
cussed returning to San Francisco, but 
finally decided to go on and face the 
music, however bad it might be.

We had to wait three hours at Roch­
ester ; then our train moved on for a few 
miles, we got out and walked around the 
smoking wreck where a great gang was 
noisily at work, and hoarded the waiting 
special on the other side.

This was anything but a fast train. It 
was a hastily improvised affair, hauled bv 
a freight engine, I think, and it was 
half past eight when we arrived at Gol- 
dendale’s familiar station. It was dark 
by that time, and I was glad of it,

' Pill made straight for his house. There 
was a light burning, and we both hur­
ried in.

“ Pill! It's you:” screamed Jessie, 
opening the parlor door.

She glanced at me, but gave me no 
greeting.

“ You frightened me so!” she ex­
claimed, flinging her arms round her 
brother. “ Dear old P ill! Have you 
been to the iceberg? ”

“ Yes. Is there any news here? ” said 
Pill, unable to restrain his anxiety'.

“ Any news from the bank? ” I added. 
“ Did you give them my letter?”

Jessie gave me an odd look, which 
made mv heart beat faster, then she drew 
me aside into the parlor and shut the 
door. There she rummaged in the drawer 
of a table and produced a folded paper.

It cave me a shock ot fright. 1 un­
folded it—and saw in an instant that it 
was the fatal note.

“ How could you have done it. Dick? ” 
Jessie whispered in my ear. “ It was to 
help Pill, wasn’t i t? ”

“ Tessie! You angel! H o w  did you 
get it? ”
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And I flung iny arms round her Sleek 
in a frantic hug and rushed out to Pill, 
with tears standing in my eyes.

“ Here it is! Here's the cursed 
thing!” I shouted, and my voice broke.

“ The note? That's it. by thunder!'1 
cried Till, in no less excitement. “ Where 
did you get it? l-'rom Jess? How on 
earth did she get it ? ”

“ I bought it from the bank.” said 
Jessie, almost crying, but proudly.

“ But how did you know it was there? 
And how in the name of wonder did you 
raise the six thousand?”

“ You men are helpless creatures, even 
in vour own business,” Jessie replied. 
“ I made the money without any diffi­
culty at all, as soon as 1 needed it.”

“ But, how ? ”
“ Well. 1 had the six hundred dollars 

you sent me. vou know. Then 1 sold my 
bees for eighty dollars—”

“ Vou sold your bees!” I ejaculated, 
knowing how highly she prized her 
apiary.

“ I bought them back again after­
ward. 'Then I went to Lawyer Myers, 
because I knew he always looked after 
your affairs, and I told him I had to 
have six thousand dollars. He wouldn’t 
advise me at first, but at last I got him 
to sav that he would sell wheat short if 
he wanted to turn over his money quick­
ie. I didn’t know what that meant, ’out 
I made him handle the money for me. 
Pie said he was taking a flier in wheat 
himself.

“ Wheat was at $1.86 a bushel then; 
there was a corner, you know. It kept 
going up all one day. and I was fright­
ened: then it stopped, and jumped about, 
first up and then down, for a long time, 
and then it went down—down—down. 
Mr. Myers told me that he was ’ pyra­
miding.’ whatever that is. and. anyway, 
he bought back the wheat that 1 had sold.

and he brought me seven Thousand and 
two hundred dollars. He wanted me to 
buy more for a rise in price, but I 
wouldn’t. Then I went to the bank with 
the money find got that paper. Please 
burn it,” pointing to the note with an 
expression almost of terror.

Pill lit a match, and the dangerous 
document curled up into a black cinder.

“ Jess, you’re a brick!” said Pill 
solemnly, regarding his sister with round 
eves.

Tor myself. 1 was struck dumb with 
the recital of so much nerve and devo­
tion. I did not notice that she had 
failed to make one point clear, but Pill 
observed it.

“ But how did vou come to know any­
thing at all about the thing?” he in­
quired,

"The letter—” began Jessie, and 
stopped.

“ ’What letter?” demanded Pill in 
astonishment.

“ Never mind that, Pill.” I interposed 
hastily. “ Jessie, you must have opened 
the enclosure I sent vou to deliver.”

“ Well, you know a woman isn’t sup­
posed to have any sense of honor.” said 
Jessie with rising color. “ But no 
woman would hesitate to open anv letter 
if she knew the honor was at stake of the 
man she—”

“ Sav of the man she loved! ” I ex­
claimed. “ Jessie, I've thought of you 
ever since we left. I ’ve been a wretched 
cur. I know, but can’t you forgive me 
now ? ”

“ I’ll say the man she—might forgive, 
then,” finished Jessie, almost inarticu­
lately.

She .passed behind Pill and hid her 
head on his shoulder.

“ But.” she added, raising it for an 
instant. “ I didn’t open the letter. Yon 
had forgotten to seal it.”

THE END.

T O  T H E  S K Y L A R K .

Leave to the nightingale her shady wood;
A privacy of glorious light is thine.

Whence thou dost pour upon the world a flood 
Of harmony, with instinct more divine;

Type of the wise, who soar, but never roam—
True to the kindred points of Heaven and Home.

f ['illidm I! 'I’nlsicorih.



T H E  B L O N D  L U N A T I C .
By ZO E A N D ER SO N  NORRIS.

What happened to a certain dinner-date of an American in London.

IT  was F r i d a y  a t  te n  in  th e  m o r n in g .
M o n c u r e  B ro w n ,  h e a d  o f  the  g re a t  

N e w  Y o rk  m u s ic -h o u s e  o f  B r o w n  &  Co., 
wag to sa i l  fo r  h o m e  on  th e  fo l lo w in g  
m o rn in g .

H e  s tood  a t  th e  w in d o w  o f  his ro o m  in 
the  L o n d o n  ho te l ,  r u e f u l l y  c o n te m p la t i n g  
a l e t t e r  f r o m  a  f r i e n d ,  a s k in g  h im  to see 
a y o u n g  E n g l i s h m a n — a p ia n i s t  o f  m u c h  
p r o m is e — b e fo re  he  sa i led  a n d  h e a r  h im  
play .

I f  poss ib le ,  w o u ld  he ge t  h im  a  p o s i ­
t ion  in N e w  Y o rk ,  o r  p e r h a p s  a r r a n g e  a 
co n ce r t  t o u r ?  H e  was m u c h  in te re s ted  in 
h im. W o u ld  h e  see h im  in a n y  case?  
H e  w as  a ta l l ,  b lo n d  y o u n g  fe l lo w ,  very  
h a n d so m e ,  a n d  h is  n a m e  w as  G r a h a m .

M r ,  B r o w n  w as  busy. T h e r e  w ere  a 
t h o u s a n d  th in g s  to  a t t e n d  to b e fo re  he 
sa i led  : b u t  th is  w as  a v e ry  p a r t i c u l a r  
f r i e n d  w h o  h a d  ask ed  th is  f a v o r  o f  h im .

” T e l l  th e  y o u n g  m a n  to  com e a lo n g . ” 
he  p h o n e d .  "  I .e t  h im  com e a t  s ix  th is  
even in g .  S a w  let  h im  com e a n d  tak e  
d i n n e r  w i th  me, 1'hat w i l l  be b e t te r .  
W e  c a n  h a v e  p l e n ty  o f  t im e  to t a lk  it 
over  then ,  a n d  he can  p l a y  l o r  m e a f t e r  
d in n e r .  I f  he  com es e a r ly  en o u g h ,  he 
can  p la v  f o r  m e  b e fo re .  T e l l  h im  to 
call  b e tw een  six  a n d  seven. I w il l  be  in 
m v  ro o m  w a i t i n g  f o r  h i m . ”

B e tw ee n  six  a n d  seven  lie w a lk ed  up  
a n d  d o w n  in his a p a r t m e n t ,  w a i t i n g  to r  
th e  t a l l  b lo n d  E n g l i s h m a n  by  the  n a m e  
o f  G r a h a m .  H a l f  a f t e r  six. H e  b e g an  
to be  im p a t ie n t ,  w o n d e r i n g  if. a f t e r  a ll ,  
he h a d  g iv e n  u p  b is  b usy  e v e n in g  to no 
avail .

A q u a r t e r  o f  seven, a n d  th e  y o u n g  m a n  
h a d  n o t  a r r iv e d .  S e v e n . a n d  he s td l  
w a i t e d '.

I n  ro o m  n u m b e r  e leven  id  the  sam e  
h o te l  another.  A m e r ic a n  by  the  n a m e  o f  
B r o w n — M a r t i n  B r o w n — w as b u sy  g e t ­
t in g  r e a d y  to tak e  a y o u n g  g ir l  o u t  to 
d ine ,  a v e ry  b e a u t i fu l  y o u n g  g i r l  by  the  
n a m e  o f  E th e l  b e a m s .

H e  w h is t l e d  s o f t ly  as lie w e n t  a b o u t  tbv

ro o m  e n g a g e d  in d re ss in g .  F r o m  t ime 
to t im e  he g l a n c e d  a t  h im s e l f  in the  
v a r io u s  m ir ro r s ,  a n x io u s  to m a k e  a good 
im p re s s io n  on M iss  B e am s .

T r u e ,  lie was to  leave f o r  N e w  Y ork  
th e  f o l lo w in g  week, b u t  so m e tim es  the  
sam e  b o a t  t h a t  took  p e o p le  over  b r o u g h t  
th e m  b a c k  a g a in .

T h e  p h o n e  ra n g .  H e  a n sw e re d  it.
" A  y o u n g  m a n  to see M r .  B r o w n ,” 

sa id  the  c le rk  a t  th e  office.
" \ e s .  1 a m  M r .  B r o w n . ” he re p l ied .  

“ W h a t  so r t  o f  y o u n g  m a n .  a n d  w h a t  is 
his n a m e ?  "

" T a l l ,  b lo n d ,  E n g l i s h , ” a n s w e r e d  th e  
c le rk .  " G r a h a m  is h is  n a m e ."

"  T a l l .  b lo n d ,  E n g l i s h , ” re p e a te d  
B ro w n .  " O h !  S h o w  h im  u p . "  a n d  
r a n g  off.

“  T h e  m a n  th e  t a i lo r s  sa id  th ey  w o u ld  
se n d  to m e a su re  m e  f o r  m y  su i t . ” he to ld  
h im se l f .

M o s t  a n n o v in g  a t  t h a t  m o m e n t ,  bu t  
v e ry  c o u r te o u s  o f  th o se  ta i lo r s  to se n d  a 
m a n  becau se  he  h a d n ’t t im e  to go  to 
th e i r  p lace .  H o w  c o u r te o u s  a l l  th e  L o n ­
d o n  sh o p k e e p e r s  were ,  as c o m p a r e d  with, 
the  c u r t  in d if fe ren c e  o f  those  in N e w  
Y o rk ,  to sav n o t h in g  o f  th e i r  so m e tim e  
i n s o l e n c e !

P re s e n t ly  th e re  was a knock  a t  the  
door .

" G o m e  in .” sh o u te d  B r o w n  u n c e r e ­
m on ious ly .

T h e  d o o r  o p en ed ,  a n d  the  ta l l ,  b lo n d  
E n g l i s h m a n  s to o d  s m i l in g  on the  
th re s h o ld .  H e  r e m o v e d  h is  h a t  a n d  cam e 
f o r w a r d  w i th  t h e  a i r  o f  e x p e c t in g  to he 
rece iv ed  w i th  th e  same: c o u r te sy  h is  'em­
p lo y e rs  h a d  sh o w n  in s e n d in g  h im  
e sp ec ia l ly  t h a t  th e  su i t  sh o u ld  be re a d y  
in time.

B ro w n  s t a r e d  a t  h im .
H o w d v - d o ?  ” he  sa id ,  w o n d e r i n g  w h y  

t h e  fe l lo w  d i d n ' t  ge t  o u t  h is  t a p e  m e a s ­
u re  a n d  beg in .

T h e  vo t ing  m a n  a d v a n c e d  to th e  c e n te r  
o f  the  ro o m  am i s t i l l  stood, h a t  in t e n d ,
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e v id e n t ly  e x p e c t in g  to he asked  to sit 
d o w n .

B ro w n  b o w e d  ins t im -t ive lv .  r em em lter -  
in g  t h a t  n o b le  lad ies  h a d  ta k e n  to r u n ­
n i n g  m i l l in e r y  sh o p s  in L o n d o n  a n d  
c o n c l u d i n g  t h a t  th is  w as  p e r h a p s  some 
y o u n g  scion o f  n o b i l i ty  w h o  was 
m e a s u r in g  v i s i t in g  A m e r ic a n s  f o r  the ir  
su i t s  o f  c lo thes.

I m p e l l e d  a lso  by the  y o u n g  m a n 's  
m a n n e r ,  w h ic h  w as  o f  e x c e e d in g  c h a r m  
a n d  g rac io u sn ess ,  a n d  in f lu en ced  by  the  
r e m e m b r a n c e  t h a t  he  w a s  to s t a n d  th e  f i rm  
off f o r  the  p r ice  o f  th e  su i t ,  he  f in a l ly  
a sk e d  h im  to be sea ted ,  b e g g in g  his 
p a r d o n  f o r  g o in g  a b o u t  w i th  his p r e p a r a ­
t io n s  f o r  d e p a r t in g .

H e  g l a n c e d  n o w  a n d  a g a in  f u r t iv e ly  a t  
th e  clock, w o n d e r in g  h o w  he c o u ld  a sk  
th e  c h a p  to ge t  a m ove  on  h im s e l f  w i th o u t  
o f f e n d in g  h im  a n d  the  firm.

'■ Y o u  leave f o r  N e w  Y o rk  to -m o r ro w ,  
1 b e l iev e ."  b e g a n  th e  E n g l i s h m a n .

“ N o .  no t  t o - m o r r o w ."  c o r re c te d  B r o w n  
•— " n ex t  w eek ."

A h .  th e n . "  sm i led  th e  y o u n g  m a n ,  
“  I m a y  see you a g a in ."

B r o w n  f r o w n e d .
" O f  c o u r se ,” sa id  he. " I f  it d o e sn ' t  

fit, t h e r e ' l l  be t im e  to m a k e  a l t e ra t io n s .  
T h a t ’s w h y  I a m  s t a y in g . ”

T h e  v o u n g  E n g l i s h m a n  e le v a te d  his 
w e b  row s s l ig h t ly ,  t h e n  lo w e re d  th em ,  
r e m e m b e r in g  t h a t  m u s ic ia n s  h a d  m a n y  
p e cu l i a r i t i e s ,  one o f  w h ic h  w as  to  f o l lo w  
a lo u d  a t r a i n  o f  t h o u g h t  w h ic h  h a d  o f t e n  
n o t  th e  s l ig h te s t  c o n n e c t io n  w i th  the  
s u b j e c t  in  h a n d .  M r .  B r o w n  h a d ,  o f  
course ,  m a n y  th in g s  on  his m in d  u p o n  the  

_ eve o f  h is  d e p a r t u r e .
" I t  w as  v e ry  k in d  o f  you  to let  m e 

coll ie .” sa id  he. w a iv in g  th e  s u b je c t  o f  the  
fit  en t i re ly .

A l t o g e t h e r  u n a b le  to u n d e r s t a n d  this .  
B r o w n  g l a n c e d  a t  th e  c lock.

" W e ' l l  h a v e  to ge t  a  m o v e  on  u s . ” he 
r e m a r k e d .  “ I t  is n e a r ly  d i n n e r - t i m e . ”

T h e  y o u n g  m a n  a lso  g l a n c e d  a t  th e  
c lock .

“  I t  is ,” he  a s se n ted  c o m p la c e n t ly ,  b u t  
w i t h o u t  m a k i n g  a n y  m o v e  to w a r d  the  
bu s in e ss  o f  m e a su r in g .

B r o w n  sp e n t  a  m o m e n t  in th o u g h t .
T h e  t a i lo r s  h a d  t r e a te d  h im  w i th  

m a r k e d  co u r te sy ,  in  sp i te  o f  the  f a c t  t h a t  
t h e y  k n e w  he w o u ld  leave  w i th o u t  p a y in g  
f o r  the  su i t ,  h u t  h a d  t h a t  f a c t  g o n e  to

h is  h e a d  to th e  e x te n t  o f  a sk in g  th e i r  m a n  
ou t  to d in e  ?

H e  c o n c lu d e d  to w aive  the  q u e s t io n  o f  
d i n n e r  u n t i l  it w as  a c tu a l ly  im p e ra t iv e  
th a t  he  s t a r t  fo r  the  h o m e  o f  the  girl.

" 1 th in k  th e y ’ll have  it  r e a d y  in  t im e .” 
sa id  he, t a k in g  o u t  his s i lk  h a t  a n d  
s m o o th in g  it g e n t ly  over  w i th  the  p a lm  
o f  his h a n d .  “ I E x p e r t  to ta k e  g re a t  
p lea su re  in th a t  suit .  T w a n t  it the  
la te s t  f a sh io n ,  o f  course ,  b u t  no  e x t r a  
f r i l l s  t h a t  w i l l  m ak e  it  n o t ic e ab le  a t  a 
g lan ce .  1 like m y  su its  q u ie t ,  vou 
k n o w .”

F i n d i n g  it u t t e r ly  im p o ss ib le  to c o m ­
p r e h e n d  this ,  a n d  re c o l le c t in g  t h a t  m u s i ­
c ia n s— a n d  so m e tim es  a r t i s t s ,  to o — c o n ­
t in u e d  th e i r  t r a in s  o f  t h o u g h t  a lo u d  f ro m  
t im e  to t im e, w i th o u t  d e v e lo p in g  a c tu a l  
in sa n i ty ,  the  E n g l i s h m a n  b e g a n  in th is  
wise :

" 1 t h o u g h t  you were  to sa il  to -m o rro w .  
T h a t  w as  w h y  I w a n te d  to com e to -n ig h t .  
I sh o u ld  like to sh o w  you s o m e th in g  o f  
w h a t  I c an  do  b e fo re  d in n e r ,  i f  p o s s ib le .”

" I wish  you w o u l d . ” d e c l a r e d  B r o w n  ; 
" h u t  w a i t  a m in u te .  W a i t  u n t i l  I p h o n e  
fo r  a  c a b , ' ’ a d d i n g  on  his w a v  to the  
in s t r u m e n t .  “ I sh o u ld  l ike  th e  t ro u se rs  
a l i t t l e  f u l l — n o t  so f u l l  as t h e v  w e a r  th e m  
in P a r i s ,  th e re  in t h e  L a t i n  Q u a r t e r ,  y ° u 
know ,  h u t  f u l l — a n d  the  S h o u ld e rs  o f  the  
coa t  m u s t  he Well p a d d e d / ’

W h i le  he p h o n e d ,  the  y o u n g  E n g l i s h ­
m an .  h a v in g  p a r t i a l l y  reco v e red  f r o m  the  
s t r a n g e n e s s  o f  these  su g g e s t io n s ,  a rose  
w i th  th e  a i r  o f  w a lk in g  a c ro ss  th e  s tage ,  
a p p r o a c h e d  th e  p ian o ,  a n d  o p e n e d  it. H e  
sa t  d o w n ,  r a n  his f ingers  t h r o u g h  his ha ir ,  
a  h i  P ad e rew sk i ,  a n d  s t ru c k  a feu- 
chords.

B ro w n ,  h a v in g  f in ished  w i th  the  
p h o n in g ,  t u r n e d  to  h im  a m a ze d lv .

T h e  E n g l i s h m a n  b o w ed  s l i g h t ly  in his 
d i rec t io n ,  as i f  in r e c o g n i t io n  o f  h is  des i re  
to l is ten,  s t ru c k  a  few  m o re  ch o rd s ,  a n d  
e m e rg e d  s o f t l y  in to  a p r e lu d e  o f  C h o p in ' s  
— t h a t  d e l i c a te  a n d  a l t o g e th e r  exqu is i te  
p r e lu d e  w r i t t e n  by  the  m a s te r  in the  
s to rm  in a  F r e n c h  c h a te a u ,  w h e re  G e o rg e  
H and  a n d  h e r  f r i e n d s  once  l e f t  h im  to 
sp e n d  th e  e v e n in g  a lone .

B r o w n  s to o d  by, speech less  w i th  i m p o ­
te n t  rage ,  th e  h a n d s  o f  th e  c lo c k  m o v in g  
n e a r e r  a n d  n e a r e r  to th e  t im e  a t  w h ic h  
th e  b e a u t i f u l  g i r l  w o u ld  be  impatiently-  
a w a i t i n g  him.



346 T H E  ARGOSY.

H e  w a s  r e n t  w i th  th e  des i re  on  th e  
one  h a n d  to p o u n c e  u p o n  th e  p l a y e r  a n d  
t e a r  h im  f r o m  the  p ian o -s to o l ,  a n d  the  
f e a r ,  on  th e  o th e r ,  o f  o f f e n d in g  h is  c o u r ­
teo u s  ta i lo r s ,  w h o  w e re  w i l l in g  to  p e r m i t  
h im  to h o ld  t h e m  u p  f o r  t h e  p r i c e  o f  the  
su i t ,  w h ic h  w o u l d  he c o n s id e rab le .

T h e  p r e lu d e  s t a r t e d  w i th  r a i n - d r o p s  
p a t t e r i n g  s o f t l v  on  th e  w in d o w -p a n e .  
T h e v  g r e w  lo u d e r ,  lo u d e r  st i ll ,  s t i l l  
l o u d e r .  T h e  s to rm  b e g a n  d e e p  d o w n  in  
t h e  bass ,  t h e  s t e a d y  f a l l  o f  r a in - d r o p s  
m a i n t a i n e d  b y  th e  one  in s is ten t  n o te  r e ­
s o u n d in g .

D i s t a n t  t h u n d e r  ru m b le d .  A lw a y s  i n ­
s i s te n t ly  t h e r e  r e m a in e d  th e  s te a d y  f a l l  o f  
t h e  ra in .  T h e  t h u n d e r  c a m e  n e a r e r  a n d  
n e a re r .  T h e  s to r m  d e sc en d e d .  C l a p  
a f t e r  c l a p  o f  t h u n d e r ,  p u l s i n g  c h o r d s  in 
t h e  b ass  a c c e n tu a te d  by  th e  s te a d y  f a l l  o f  
t h e  r a in ,  sh o o k  the  p i a n o  a n d  th e  a tm o s ­
p h e re .  I t  w a s  a lm o s t  p oss ib le  to b e h o ld  
th e  flash o f  l ig h tn in g .

I t  by  a n d  by  b e g a n  in s in u a t in g ly  to d ie  
d o w n ,  d o w n ,  d o w n ,  u n t i l  a t  l e n g th ,  w i th  a  
f e w  s o f t  sp la sh e s  o f  r a in - d r o p s ,  t h e  h o l d ­
in g  o f  t h e  one  n o te  t h a t  h a d  c o n t in u e d  
th e  r a in  t h r o u g h o u t  th e  m e lo d y  d r i f t e d  
s o f t l v  in to  silence.

T h e  y o u n g  b l o n d  E n g l i s h m a n ,  p u s h ­
in g  h is  w h i t e  f ingers  o nce  m o r e  t h r o u g h  
h is  h a ir ,  a rose ,  b o w e d  s l ig h t ly ,  as i f  
a c c u s to m e d  to  a p p la u se ,  a n d  s m i l in g ly  
a w a i t e d  it.

B r o w n  w a s  w h i te  w i th  rage .  rI he  h a n d s  
o f  th e  c lo c k  h a d  f lashed  lo n g  p a s t  th e  
h o u r  a t  w h ic h  h e  sh o u ld  h ave  s t a r t e d .

“ A l l  v e ry  g o o d ! ”  he  s to rm e d .  “ V e ry  
goods B u t  w h y  in  t h e  d e v i l  d o n ’t  you 
g e t  o u t  y o u r  t a p e  m e a su re  a n d  m e a su re  
m e  f o r  t h a t  su i t  o f  s lo th e s?  ”

I t  w a s  t h e  E n g l i s h m a n ’s t u r n  to s ta re  
a n d  t u r n  w h i te .  A l l  th e  c o lo r  l e f t  his 
cheek .  H i s  b lu e  eyes flashed.

“ W h a t  su i t  o f  c lo th e s ?  ” h e  d e m a n d e d .  
“  W h a t  su i t  o f  c lo th e s ?  E v e r  s ince  I  
h a v e  been h e re  you  h a v e  r u n g  th e  
c h a n g e s  on  a su i t  o f  c lo thes .  W h a t ’s a l l  
th is  n o n se n se ?  I a m  no  ta i lo r .  I  c am e  
h e re  to sh o w  you  w h a t  I  c o u ld  d o  in th e  
w a v  o f  p lay in g ?  Y o u  p r o m is e d  m y  f r i e n d  
to  get m e a p la c e  so m e w h e re  in N e w  Y o r k  
o r  to a r r a n g e  a  c o n c e r t  t o u r  in  th e  S ta te s  
f o r  m e . ’’

w I p r o m is e d  y o u r  f r i e n d , ” g a s p e d  
B r o w n ,  “ to ge t  you  a  p la c e  in  N e w  
Y o r k !  T o  a r r a n g e  a  c o n c e r t  t o u r ! ”

J u s t  t h e n  th e  p h o n e  r a n g  fu r io u s ly .  
F i x i n g  th e  E n g l i s h m a n  w i th  h is  eye, in  
o r d e r  to  p r e v e n t  a  m a n ia c a l  a t t a c k ,  B r o w n  
a n s w e r e d  it.

“ I s  th e re  a  y o u n g  b lo n d  E n g l i s h m a n  
in  y o u r  ro o m .” a sk e d  th e  c le r k  in  th e  
su av e  m a n n e r  c o m m o n  to  th e  c le rk s  o f  
E n g l i s h  ho te ls .  "  by  th e  n a m e  o f  G r a ­
h a m ?  ”

“ T h e r e  is a  y o u n g  b lo n d  lu n a t i c  u p  
h e r e . ” s h o u te d  B r o w n ,  “ p l a y i n g  C h o p i n  
p r e lu d e s  on  th e  p ia n o  w h e n  he  o u g h t  
t o  be m e a s u r in g  m e  f o r  a  su i t  o f  
c lo th e s . ”

H e  w a v ed  th e  lu n a t i c  w i ld ly  off w i th  
h is  d i s e n g a g e d  h a n d ,  in sp i te  o f  th e  f a c t  
t h a t  t h e  y o u n g  m a n  s to o d  p e r f e c t l y  s t i l l  
in  th e  m id d l e  o f  th e  ro o m ,  in  h is  b lu e  eyes 
som e s l i g h t  f e a r  f o r  h is  o w n  sa fe ty .

“ T h e r e  h a s  been  som e m is ta k e ,” sa id  
th e  c le rk  in  a  vo ice  l ike  m olasses .  “  T h e  
sa m e  in i t ia l s ,  you  k n o w ,  M . ,  y o u  u n d e r ­
s t a n d — M o n c u re ,  M a r t in .  M v  f a u l t —  
n iv  f a u l t  en t i re ly .  A  t h o u s a n d  p a rd o n s .  
T h e  y o u n g  m a n  is n o t  f r o m  th e  c lo th in g  
f irm . O n  th e  c o n t r a r y ,  h e  is a  p ian is t .  
H e  w as  to  c a l l  f o r  M r .  M o n c u r e  B ro w n ,  
o f  t h e  m u s ic -h o u s e  in N e w  Y o rk .  W ill  
vou  k i n d ly  t e l l  h im  t h a t  M r .  B r o w n  is 
h e re  in th e  office, w a i t i n g  to  t a k e  h im  o u t  
to d i n e ?  ”

L O V E L Y  W O M A N .

Y e s , w om an’s love is free from  guile,
A n d  p u r e  as b r i g h t  A u r o r a ’s r a y  ;

T h e  h e a r t  w i l l  m e i t  b e f o re  h e r  sm ile ,
A n d  b a se -b o rn  pa ss io n s  f a d e  a w a y ;

W e r e  I t h e  m o n a r c h  o f  th e  e a r th ,
O r  m a s te r  o f  th e  s w e l l in g  sea,

I  w o u ld  n o t  e s t im a te  t h e i r  w o r th .
D e a r  w o m a n  1 h a l f  th e  p r i c e  o f  thee .

Giorge P. Mortis.



T H E  M O N K E Y  M YS T ER Y .
By R A L P H  E N G L A N D .

A hue and cry in vaudeville that set several peo­
ple by the ears and landed one of them ip tail.

R U S S E L L  G R E E N  w ro te  a  o n e -ac t  
p lay .  W h e n  it w a s  f in ished ,  he  

p u t  th e  m a n u s c r i p t  in h is  p o c k e t  a n d  
p a id  a visit  to  M iss  M i l ly  R o se  in  h e r  
a p a r t m e n t s  a t  th e  M a n c h e s t e r  H o te l .  

T h e  a c t re s s  w as  ve ry  g l a d  to see h im . 
“ H a l l o . ” w as  h e r  c h ee ry  g re e t in g ,  

“ th is  is a n  u n e x p e c te d  p le a su re .  H a v e n ' t  
seen vou f o r  a  clog's age.  1 was b e g in ­
n i n g  to f e a r  t h a t  vou w e re  d e ad ,  o r  h a d  
g o t  m a r r i e d  o r  so m e th in g .  W h a t  have  
you been  d o in g  w i th  y o u r s e l f ? "

“ I 'v e  been  w r i t in g  a p l a y , "  r e p l i e d  
G re e n ,  s in k in g  in to  a c o m f o r t a b l e - lo o k ­
in g  M o r r i s  c h a i r .

“  O f  co u rse  you h a v e ,” r e p l i e d  th e  
ac t re s s  w i th  a l a u g h .  “ E v e r y b o d y  is 
w r i t in g  a p l a y  n o w a d a y s .  I t  m u s t  be 
in t h e  a ir .  I guess.  E v e n  m y  h a i r ­
d re sse r  h a s  go t  the  h a b i t .  S h e  p r o u d ly  
in f o r m e d  m e th e  o th e r  d ay  t h a t  she  bail  
j u s t  f in ish ed  a f o u r -a c t  ' soc ie ty  d r a m s  
li te r . '

“ T h e  lo n g - h a i r e d  c le rk  a t  the  S ix th  
A v e n u e  d ru g - s to re ,  w h e r e  I buy m y  co ld  
c rea m ,  w h is p e re d  to file y e s te rd a y  th a :  
he  h as  w r i t t e n  th e  hook  o f  a  c o m ic -  
o p e ra .  a n d  t h a t  a f r i e n d  o f  h is  w h o  
w o rk s  in a p l u m b e r ' s  shop ,  a c ro ss  the  
s treet ,  is g o in g  to set it to m usic .  T h e r e ' s  
no  d e n y in g  t h a t  th is  is a p l a y - w r i t i n g  
age.  ( I I  w h a t  does  y o u r  m a id e n  effort  
consis t ,  s o n n y ? ”

“ I t ’s a  o n e -ac t  h u m o r o u s  s k e tc h .” r e ­
p l ie d  G r e e n  se r iously .  "  I 'v e  go t  it in 
m v p ocket .  I b r o u g h t  it h e re  to read  
it to  vou. T h o u g h t  I ' d  get y o u r  o p i n ­
ion o f  it. vou know ,  b e lo r e  I t r y  to sell 
th e  th in g .  I 'v e  ca l led  it 1 A n  A w f u l  
L e m o n . '  "

“ T h a t ' s  a  fine t i t l e . "  d e c l a r e d  M i l ly  
R ose  e n th u s ia s t i c a l ly .  “ I f  i t 's  p r o d u c e d ,  
t h e  c r i t ic s  w i l l  p r o b a b ly  ca l l  it t h a t  a n y ­
way. so i t ’s rea l  sens ib le  o f  you to get 
a h e a d  o f  th em .  W el l ,  l e t ' s  h e a r  it.  I 
d o n ' t  c a re  how m u c h  1 suffer  to o b l ig e  
a f r i e n d . "

G r e e n  to o k  th e  n e a t ly  t y p e w r i t t e n  
p a g e s  f r o m  h i s  p o c k e t  a n d  b e g a n  to 
r e a d  in  a  vo ice  f u l l  o f  e x p ress io n .

D u r i n g  th e  r e a d i n g  th e  a c t r e s s  l a u g h e d  
f o u r  t im es.  T h i s  w a s  d e c id e d ly  e n c o u r ­
a g in g .  A  sk e tch  w h ic h  c o u ld  w r i n g  f o u r  
s e p a ra te  l a u g h s  f ro m  su c h  a  b la s t :  c r i t ic  
as M i l ly  R o se  o u g h t  t c  d r a w  a goo d  
m a n y  l a u g h s  f r o m  a n  a u d ie n ce .

“  I t  so u n d s  p r e t t y  g o o d  to  8let1'* was 
M iss  R o s e ’s c o m m e n t  w h e n  he  h a d  f in ­
ished. “  1 d i d n ’t t h i n k  it  w as  in  you 
to t u r n  o u t  such  g o o d  w o rk .  O f  course,  
it w i l l  h a v e  to be r e w r i t t e n  a n d  p o l ish ed  
u p  a n d  th e  p lo t  a l t e re d ,  a n d  som e o f  
the  s i tu a t io n s  c h a n g e d —  W i t h  these  
few  c h a n g e s .  I t h in k  it w i l l  do  first 
r a te . "

“ C o u ld  you su g g es t  w h e re  I m ig h t  
p la c e  i t ? ” i n q u i r e d  G r e e n  eag e r ly .

“ Sure .  I ’m  h a l f  in c l in e d  to use i t  
m y se lf .  I t  seem s to  m e t h a t  t h e  pri l ls  
c ip a '  p a r t  fits m e l ike  a g love ,  I f  vou 
h a d  w . i t t e n  it  e x p re s s ly  f o r  m e, vou 
c o u ld n ' t  nave t a k e n  m y  m e a su re  b e t t e r . "

“ A r e  you it. e a rn e s t .  M i l l y ? ” i n ­
q u i r e d  th e  s u r p r i s e d  a u th o r  i n c r e d u ­
lously .  “ You a re  a lw a y s  so f u l l  o f  
chaff  t h a t  a  f e l lo w  n e v e r  Knows w h en  
to l ak e  you s e r io u s ly ."

"  S u re  I ’m serious.  L o r  som e t im e 
I 'v e  been  th in k i n g  o f  f o r s a k i n g  th e  
le g i t im a te  a n d  t a k i n g  th e  p l u n g e  in 
v a u d ev i l le .  I ’ve been  lo o k in g  a r o u n  I 
fo r  a su i tab le  sk e tch  w i th  w h ic h  to  m a k .  
my d e b u t .  I t h in k  y o u rs  w i l l  j u s t  a b o u t  
fill the  b i l l .  L eave  th e  m a n u s c r i p t  w i th  
m e f o r  a few  days ,  m y  s o n .”

The n e x t  n i g h t  M i l ly  R o se  w as  
d i n in g  w i th  som e f r i e n d s  a t  S h i r l e y ’s 
w h e n  she  e sp ied  H e r b e r t  W a l t e r s ,  ;h _• 
g re a t  v a u d e v i l le  m a n a g e r ,  se a te d  a t  a 
t a b le  on  th e  o th e r  s ide  o f  th e  room .

Site w ro te  so m e th in g  on a c a r d  a n d  
b e ck o n e d  to  a  w a i te r .  “ T a k e  th is  to  
th a t  s tou t  l i t t l e  g e n t l e m a n ,  over  t h e r e . ” 
site d i rec te d .
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W a l t e r s  r e a d  th e  no te ,  rose  le i su re ly  
f r o m  h is  c h a i r ,  a n d  s a u n te r e d  t o w a r d  
h e r  tab le .

“ Y o u  w a n t  to  see m e. M iss  R o s e . ” 
h e  d r a w l e d  w i th  th e  p a t r o n i z i n g  a i r  he  
a lw a y s  a s su m e d  t o w a r d  a c to r s  a n d  a c ­
t resses  u n le s s  they  w e re  s t a r s  o f  th e  first  
m a g n i tu d e .

“ Yes. M r .  W a l t e r s .  S o r r y  to  d i s t u r b  
v o u  : b u t  I w a n t  to  te l l  you  a  p iec e  o f  
new s.  I ’m  c o n te m p la t i n g  g o in g  in to  
v a u d e v i l l e . ”

“ Is  t h a t  s o ? ” r e s p o n d e d  t h e  v a u d e ­
ville  m a n a g e r  in d i f fe ren t ly .

H e  h a d  seen  M i l lv  R o s e ’s w o rk ,  a n d  
w h i l e  sh e  w a s  n o t  a  s ta r ,  he  k n e w  t h a t  
sh e  c o u ld  act .  H e  w o u l d  h a v e  been  
g l a d  to  secu re  h e r  f o r  h i s  v a u d e v i l le  
c i r c u i t ; b u t  h e  w a s  too  c r a f t y  a  bu s in e ss  
m a n  to  d i s p l a y  a n y  eagerness .

°  I ’ve .got a  c r a c k e r j a c k  s k e tc h ,” th e #  
ac t re s s  c o n t in u e d .  “ I t ’s w r i t t e n  b y  a 
f r i e n d  o f  m in e ,  a n d  is t h e  bes t  t h in g  
t h a t  h a s  been  seen on  th e  v a u d e v i l le  
s tage .  H o w  w o u ld  you  l ike  mj bo o k  m e 
f o r  a  y e a r ? ”

S h e  a sk e d  th e  q u e s t io n  w i th  a n  e l a b ­
o r a te  a i r  o f  ca re le s sn es s— b u t  in r e a l i t y  
h e r  h e a r t  w a s  g o in g  p i t a p a t  a s  she  
w a i te d  f o r  h i s  r e p ly .  S h e  w a s  r e a l ly  
v e ry  a n x io u s  t o  secu re  a  c o n t r a c t  w i th  
as b ig  a  m a n a g e r  as  H e r b e r t  M a k e r s .

“  H u m p h ! I d o n ’t k n o w .” r e p l i e d  
t h e  o t h e r  co ld ly .  “  C o m e  a r o u n d  to  m y 
office to - m o r r o w  a f te r n o o n ,  a n d  b r i n g  
y o u r  sk e tch  w i th  you ,  a n d  w e ’ll t a lk  th e  
m a t t e r  over .  1 n e v e r  t a l k  bu s in e ss  Out­
s ide  o f  office ho u rs ,  you  k n o w .”

H a v i n g  d e l iv e re d  th is  rebuff ,  w h ich  
w a s  d e s ig n e d  to  h u m b le  M i l ly  R o se  in to  
a c c e p t in g  h a l f  t h e  s a l a r y  she o th e rw is e  
m ig h t  h a v e  d e m a n d e d ,  t h e  m a n a g e r  
m a d e  a  st i ff  b o w  a n d  w i th d r e w .

T h e  n e x t  a f t e r n o o n  th e  ac t re s s  sh o w ed  
u p  a t  W a l t e r s ' s  office in  t h e  F o l l y  T h e a ­
ter .

“  H e r e  I am . a n d  h e re  is th e  m a n u ­
sc r ip t  o f  m v a c t . ” she a n n o u n c e d  cheer-  
fu l lv .  “ S h a l l  I r e a d  it  to  y o u ? ”

T h e  m a n a g e r  n o d d e d .
•• I d o n ’t  m i n d  h e a r i n g  a  l i t t l e  o f  it. 

a l t h o u g h  I ’m  p r e t t y  m u c h  r u s h e d  t o ­
day .  Y o u  c a n  go o n  r e a d i n g  u n t i l  I t e l l  
vou to  s top ,  i f  you l ik e .”

“ N o w .  see h e re ,  H e r b e r t  W a l t e r s , ” 
c r ie d  M i l ly  R o se  a u d a c io u s ly .  “  D o n ’t 
vou t h in k  y o u ’d  b e t t e r  d r o p  t h a t  p a t r o n ­

iz in g  a i r ?  Y o u  w a n t  m e,  a n d  I k n o w  
vou w a n t  me, so w h a t ’s th e  use  o f  fo u r -  
r tu sh in g ?  I ’m  g o in g  to  r e a d  th e  w h o le  
o f  th is  sk e tch  to  you, a n d  y o u ’re  g o in g  
to  l is ten  to th e  ve ry  end ,  l ike  a  g o o d  
bov, w i th o u t  i n t e r r u p t i n g . ”

T h e  m a n a g e r  sm i le d  a n d  sh o o k  h is  
h e a d  ; bu t .  n e v e r th e le s s ,  he  a l l o w e d  h e r  
to  r e a d  th e  w h o le  p l a y  w i th o u t  m a k in g  
a n v  a t t e m p t  to  s to p  he r .

“ T h a t  so u n d s  a l l  r i g h t , ” he  r e m a r k e d  
w h e n  th e  ta s k  w a s  c o m p le te d .  “  W h a t ’s 
v o u r  id ea  o f  t e r m s ? ”

“ F i f t y - tw o  w e e k s ’ b o o k in g s  a t  six 
h u n d r e d  d o l l a r s  a  w eek .” r e p l i e d  th e  
a c t r e s s  coolly .

“ S tu f f  a n d  nonsense .  E i t h e r  y o u ’re 
c r a z y  o r  you m u s t  t h in k  t h a t  I am . I ’ll 
p a y  you  tw o  h u n d r e d  a n d  f i f ty  a w eek  
f o r  Yourself  a n d  c o m p a n y .  T h a t ’s th e  
m o s t  v o u \ i  he  w o r th  to m e .”

M i l lv  R o se  shook  h e r  h e a d  f irmly . 
“ N i x !  I t  w o u l d n ' t  p a y  m e  to f o r ­

sake  th e  leg i t  f o r  such  r id ic u lo u s  te rm s.  
R e m e m b e r ,  th e r e  a re  th re e  c h a r a c t e r s  in 
t h e  cas t .  I ’ll h a v e  to h i r e  tw o  ‘ s u p ­
p o r t s . ’ to say n o t h in g  o f  th e  a u t h o r ’s 
rova lt ie s .  W h y ,  m a n  a l iv e ,  w h a t  do  you 
t a k e  m e for,  a n y w a y ? ”

“ I h a v e n ’t t a k e n  you a t  a l l ,  as y e t , ” 
r e p l i e d  W a l t e r !  d ry ly .  “  T h a t ' s  m y  
offer. M iss  R ose .  Y o u  c a n  ta k e  it  o r  
leave  i t . ”

“  Be  a  g o o d  f e l lo w  a n d  m a k e  it th r e e  
h u n d r e d  a n d  f i f ty .” c o ax e d  th e  a c tres s  
w i th  h e r  m o s t  p e r su a s iv e  sm ile .  “ T h a t  
w i l l  e n a b le  m e to  h i r e  a  d e c e n t  eom - 
p a n v .  p a y  th e  a u t h o r  h is  p e r c e n ta g e ,  a n d  
a t  t h e  sam e  t im e  h a v e  so m e th in g  le f t  
over f o r  to g s  a n d  g ru b .  C om e,  say  
th r e e  h u n d r e d  a n d  f i f tv  a n d  w e ’ll c a l l  
it a  d e a l . ”

The m a n a g e r  n o d d e d  w i th  a n  a f fe c ta ­
t io n  o f  w e ar in ess .  “ A l l  r i g h t .  A n y ­
t h in g  to a v o id  a n  a r g u m e n t .  W e l l  
m ak e  it th re e  h u n d r e d  a n d  f i f ty  p e r ,  a l ­
th o u g h .  o f  c o u rse ,  y o u ’re  g e t t i n g  th e  
bes t  o f  m e. I ’ll h a v e  th e  p a p e r s  d r a w n  
up  ready for you to: sign to -m orrow  
m o r n i n g . ”

“ B u l ly !  B y  t h e  w ay .  o f  co u rse  I 'm  
to be  a h e a d - l in e r  on  the  b i l l  e v e ry  w e ek ?  
I r a t h e r  f la t te r  m y s e l f  I ’ve m a d e  so m e ­
t h i n g  o f  a n a m e  in  th e  le g i t im a te ,  a n d  
I d o n ’t i n t e n d  to  go  in to  v a u d e v i l le  u n ­
less I ’m  p r o p e r l y  a p p r e c i a t e d . ”

W a l t e r s  n o d d e d  a g a in .
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“  D o n ' t  w o r r y  a b o u t  t h a t . "  he  sa id.  
“ Y o u ’ll be one o f  the  h e a d - l in e r s . "

T h e  n e x t  d a y  the  c o n t r a c t  was s igned .  
M i l ly  R o se  h i r e d  a  c le v e r  vo t ing  a c to r  
f o r  th e  m a le  ro le  a n d  a p r e t t y  l i t t le  g i r l  
f o r  t h e  i n g e n u e  p a r t .  T h i s  c o m p le te d  
t h e  cast,  a n d  r e h e a r s a ls  b e g an  im m e ­
d ia te ly .

R u s s e l l  ( i i v e n  a t t e n d e d  each anti  
every  one o f  these  re h ea rsa ls .  T h e  
lu c k y  p l a y w r i g h t  w as  d a t e d  a t  the  
sm o o th  w a y  th in g s  w ere  go ing .

T r u e ,  M i l ly  R o se  a n d  th e  s t a g e - m a n ­
a g e r  h a d  so tw i s t e d  a n d  a l t e r e d  h is  
sk e tc h  th a t ,  in its  f ina l  p re sen ta t io n . ,  it 
hove l i t t l e  re s e m b la n c e  to  the  f o r m  in 
w h ic h  he h a d  w r i t t e n  it ; bu t .  n e v e r t h e ­
less. G re e n  m a n a g e d  to reco g n ize  tire 
t h in g .

O n e  e v en in g ,  a f t e r  r e h e a r s a l ,  ( i r e e n  
a n d  M i l ly  R o se  w ere  w a l k in g  u p  B r o a d ­
w ay  w h e n  th e  ac t re s s  cam e  to a  s u d d e n  
s top ,  d re w  a q u ick  b r e a th ,  a n d  p o in te d  
the  h a n d le  o f  h e r  u m b r e l l a  e x c i t e d ly  
t o w a r d  a p o s t e r  d i s p l a y e d  o n  to p  o f  a 
b u i ld i n g  on  the  o p p o s i t e  s ide  o f  th e  
street .

" L o o k  a t  t h a t !  ” she  c r ied .  “ I f  t h a t  
i sn ' t  a b lo o m in g  o u t r a g e .  I 'd  l ike  to 
k w  w h a t  is ."

G r e e n  g a z e d  i n q u i r i n g l y  a t  th e  po s te r .  
I t  w as  a n  a n n o u n c e m e n t  o f  th e  f o r t h ­
c o m in g  w e ek 's  h i l l  a t  th e  F o l ly .  I n  
b ig  re d  l e t t e r s  w e re  th e  w o r d s :

First Appearance in V an Icville,
M ILLY  R O SE  A N D  CO N. °  ANY.

In a Screamingly Funny Sketch.

“ L o o k  a t  i t ! ” e x c la im e d  M i l lv  R o se  
w r a t h f u l l y .  " I s n ' t  it p e r f e c t l v  a w f u l ?  
H e r b e r t  W a l t e r s  o u g h t  to  he a s h a m e d  
o f  h im s e l f  to p l a y  me a d i r ty  t r ic k  like 
t h a t . ”

“ W h a t ’s the  m a t t e r  w i th  i t ? "  g a sp e d  
t l ie  p e r p le x e d  p l a y w r ig h t .  “ I t  looks ail  
r i g h t  to  me. S u r e ly  you d o n ' t  o b j e c t  to 
b e in g  a d v e r t i s e d ,  do  y o u ? "

" O b j e c t  to b e in g  a d v e r t i s e d !  1 
sh o u ld  sav  no t .  indeed .  T h a t  isn ' t  w h a t  
T ill  k i c k in g  ab o u t .  D o n ' t  you see the  
l in e  a t  t h e  to p  o f  th e  b i l l— ' M a r s i m ' e  
M a r v e l o u s  M o n k e x s  V  T h a t ’s w h a t  ja r s  
m e. T h o s e  m u n k ev s  a r e  a n n o u n c e d  in 
l e t t e r s  a lm o s t  tw ice  as b ig  as th o se  w h ich  
a d v e r t i s e  me. A n d  th e v  h e a d  the  bill ,  
t o o l  I m a g i n e  m e h a v in g  to p l a v  sec ­
o n d  f id d le  to a b u n c h  o f  m onkevs .  I t ’s

th e l i m i t ! 1 d o n ' t  inter id to s t a n d  f o r
it. e i th e r .  T m to SCO H e r b e r t
W a l te r s  ab o u t th e  t i l ing . r i g h t a  w a v .”

Despite the e ffo r t '  of her c o m p a n io n  
to d i s su a d e  Iter, she  r e t r a c e d  h e r  s t e p '  
to t h e  Toll}' T h e a te r  a n d  s t ro d e  i n d i g ­
n a n t l y  in to  t h e  p r iv a t e  office o f  the  m a n ­
a g er .

See h e re ."  site c r ied ,  h e r  eves f lash­
in g  fire. “ y o u ' r e  b r e a k in g  faith, w i th  
tile. H e r b e r t  W a l te r s ,  a n d  I w o n ’t  
s t a n d  i t ."

“ T u t !  t u t !  m y  g ir l ,  y o u ’re  in a t e r ­
r ib le  s ta te .  AYIk u 's a i l  th e  e x c i t e m e n t  
a b o u t ? "  in q u i r e d  the  m a n a g e r  ca lm lv .

" I 'v e  got good rea.'On to be exc i ted .  
D i d n ' t  you p r o m is e  m e t h a t  I  sh o u ld  be  
th e  h e a d - l in e r  on  every  b i l l ? ” c r ie d  the  
a c tres s ,  s t a m p i n g  h e r  l i t t l e  foo t  u p o n  the  
floor.

“ N o t  e x a c t ly .  I p r o m s ie d  you  t h a t  
you sh o u ld  be  o n e  o f  th e  h e a d - l in e r s ,  
a n d  I 've  k ep t  m y  p ro m ise .  H a v e  you 
seen the  b ig  p o s t e r s ?  I ’ve g o t  v o u r  
n a m e  in red  l e t t e r s  o v e r  h a l f  a  foo t  in 
len g th .  W h a t  m o re  do  you  w a n t ? ”

"  Y o u 'v e  g o t  M a r s in i ' s  m o n k ey s  in red  
l e t te r s  p r e t t y  n e a r  tw ice  as b ig .  a n d  
y o u ’ve m a d e  th em  th e  h e a d - l in e r .  T h a t ’s 
w h a t  I 'm  sore  a b o u t . "  c r ie d  M i l ly  R ose ,  
t e a r s  o f  v e x a t io n  t r e m b l in g  o n  h e r  lo n g  
eyelashes .

“ ( )h. p s h a w  ! Y ou  d o n ’t m e a n  to sav 
t h a t  y o u ’re j e a lo u s  o f  a  lo t  o f  m o n k e y s ?  
T h a t ’s r id ic u lo u s ."

“ O f  c o u rse  I 'm  n o t , "  e x c l a im e d  th e  
a n g r y  ac tress .  "  I t  i sn ' t  j e a lo u sy .  I t ’s 
th e  i n d ig n i ty  o f  th e  t h in g  w h ic h  m a k e s  
m e  m ad .  I f  th ey  w e re  t r a i n e d  l ions  o r  
e le p h a n t s ,  it w o u l d n ' t  be  q u i te  so b a d ; 
b u t  to c lass  m e as a  lesser  a t t r a c t io n  
t h a n  a  b u n c h  o f  u g ly ,  g r i n n in g  s im ian s  
is a n  i n su l t  t h a t  is n o t  to he t o l e r a t e d . ”

" B u t  these  a r c  t h e  b r i g h te s t  m o n k ey s  
in th e  w o r l d ! "  p r o t e s te d  th e  s m i l in g  
m a n a g e r .  " T h i s  c o u n t r y  h as  n e v e r  seen 
th e  l ike  o f  th em .  S u r e ly  t h e i r  c l e v e r ­
ness  e n t i t le s  th e m  to u n u s u a l  h o n o r s ? "

“ T h e n  you sh o u ld  h ave  p u t  m e  f i rs t  
on  th e  b i ll  a n d  th e  m o n k ey s  s e c o n d —  
t iia t  w o u ld  h a v e  been  g o o d  e n o u g h  fo r  
th em .  T h e  b r u t e s  m av  be c le v e r  : b u t .  
r e m e m b e r ,  th is  is m y  first  a p p e a r a n c e  in 
v a u d ev i l le .  S u re ly  t h a t  f a c t  o u g h t  to 
m ak e  m e  v o u r  c h ie f  a t t r a c t io n ,

“ Besides.  I c la im  th e  re sp ec t  d u e  t>> 
m v sex. R e m e m b e r .  I ’m a w o m a n :  an d .



350 T H E  ARGOSY.

as  a  g e n t l e m a n ,  you o u g h t  to  h a v e  r e ­
f r a i n e d  f r o m  i n s u l t i n g  m e  in th is  g ro ss  
fa sh io n .  O h .  1 k n e w  I ’d  lose a l l  m y  
p r e s t ig e  b y  d e s c e n d in g  to v a u d ev i l le .  I 
w a s  a fo o l  to fo rs a k e  th e  le g i t im a te  a n d  
s ig n  w i th  y o u .”

She  s u d d e n ly  d r e w  h e r  h a n d k e r c h ie f  
f r o m  h e r  s leeve a n d ,  h o l d in g  it  to  h e r  
eves, b u r s t  in to  tears .

"  T u s h - t u s h  ! ” e x c la im e d  M r .  W a l ­
t e r s  a l i t t l e  im p a t ie n t ly .  “  T h i s  f o o l i s h ­
ness h a s  g o n e  f a r  e n o u g h ,  M i l lv  Rose .  
S to p  y o u r  b a w l in g  a n d  d o n ’t m a k e  a 
fo o l  o f  y o u rse l f ,  o r  1 p ro m is e  you t h a t  
o n  n e x t  w e e k ’s b i l l s  I ’l l  p u t  y o u r  n a m e  
a t  th e  v e ry  b o t to m  o f  th e  list, a n d  p r i n t  
i t  in l e t t e r s  so sm a l l  t h a t  y o u ’ll n e e d  a 
m ic ro sc o p e  to  r e a d  i t . ”

11 Y o u  w o u l d n ’t d a r e ! ” c r ie d  th e  
ac t re s s  fu r io u s ly .  “  F o r  tw o  p in s .  I ’d  
t e a r  u p  y o u r  b l a m e d  c o n t r a c t  a n d  re fu s e  
to a p p e a r .  D o n ’t you p ro v o k e  m e  too 
m u c h ,  o r  I ’l l  do  i t . ”

“ I n  w h ic h  case  I sh o u ld  go  to  c o u r t  
a n d  ge t  a n  i n ju n c t io n  r e s t r a i n in g  you 
f r o m  a p p e a r i n g  a n y w h e r e  else u n t i l  the  
t e r m  o f  v o u r  c o n t r a c t  w i th  m e h a s  e x ­
p i r e d , ” r e to r t e d  th e  m a n a g e r  coolly .  
“ N o w .  see he re ,  NT illy. I k n o w  y o u r  
n e rv es  a r e  so m e w h a t  o v e r w r o u g h t  by 
th e  a m o u n t  o f  r e h e a r s in g  y o u ’ve been  
d o in g ,  a n d  f o r  t h a t  re a so n  I ’m  w i l l i n g  
to  b e a r  w i th  you. B u t .  f o r  H e a v e n  s 
sake, h a v e  som e sense  a n d  be re a so n a b le .

“  I ’ve  g o t  to m a k e  M a r s i n i ’s m o n k ey s  
t h e  h e a d - l i n e r  ev ery  week. I c a n ’t h e lp  
m y se l f .  I t ’s th e  firs t  t im e  th e y 'v e  been  
seen he re ,  a n d  t h e y ’re  a  g re a t  b ig  a t t r a c ­
t ion .  I t ’s  w r i t t e n  in  M a r s i n i ’s c o n t r a c t  
t h a t  h i s  ac t  m u s t  be  b i l l e d  in b ig g e r  
l e t t e r s  t h a n  th e  r e s t  o f  th e  p r o g r a m .  H e  
w o u l d n ’t  s ig n  w i th  m e  on a n y  o th e r  
te rm s.

N o w .  I 'v e  e x p la i n e d  th e  m a t t e r  to 
vou  —  g iv en  vou m o re  e x p la n a t i o n  t h a n  
v o u  dese rv e ,  ' in  fac t .  Be  a  g o o d  g ir l .  
D r y  v o u r  p r e t t y  eyes— y o u ’ll f ind  p le n ty  
o f  " face  p o w d e r  in th e  l i t t l e  j a r  over  
th e r e ;  I keep  it o n  h a n d  f o r  j u s t  such  
e m e rg e n c ie s— an*; 1 11 tak e  you  o u t  a n d  
b u y  you  som e lo b s te r - s a lad .

B u t  M i l lv  R o se  w as  too  a n g r y  to  be 
a p p e a s e d  by  such  a n  o t te r .  S h e  s t a lk e d  
i n d ig n a n t ly  o u t  o f  th e  office, h o l d in g  
her u m b re l la  a t  a n  a g g re ss iv e  a n g le .

W h e n  she  r e a c h e d  th e  s t ree t ,  h e r  i n ­
d i g n a t i o n  g r e w  as  she  c a u g h t  s ig h t  o f

tlie  e le c t r i c - l i g h t  s ig n  o v e r  t h e  d o o r w a y  
o f  th e  F o l ly .  T h e  s ign  r e a d :

NEXT WEEK
M A R S IN I'S  M A R V E L O U S  M O N K E Y 'S .

Milly Rose and Company, and ten other big attractions.

Tlie e le c t r ic  c u r r e n t  h a d  b e en  t u r n e d  
on s ince  she h a d  e n te r e d  th e  b u i ld in g ,  
a n d  th e  s ig n  n o w  sh o n e  f o r t h  in  l e t te r s  
o f  fire, r e v e a l in g  th e  p a i n f u l  f a c t  t h a t  
he re ,  a lso,  she w a s  m a d e  to p l a y  se c o n d  
f id d le  to  t h e  e d u c a te d  s im ians .

A l t h o u g h  th e y  w e re  n o t  to  m a k e  th e i r  
d e b u t  u n t i l  t h e  M o n d a y  o f  th e  f o l l o w ­
in g  w eek ,  M a r s i n i ’s  m o n k ey s  h a d  a l r e a d y  
a r r iv e d ,  a n d  w e re  c o n f in e d  in  cag es  in 
th e  b a se m e n t  o f  th e  th e a te r .

A s  she s to o d  o n  th e  s id e w a lk  ou ts ide ,  
g l a r i n g  a t  t h e  offens ive  s ign ,  M i l ly  R o se  
c o u ld  h e a r  t h e  b ru te s  c h a t t e r i n g  a n d  
sq u e a k in g .

S h e  g l a n c e d  t h r o u g h  th e  c h in k s  o f  a 
b ig  i r o n  g r a t i n g  in t h e  s id e w a lk ,  a n d  
s co w led  as she  c a u g h t  s ig h t  o f  the  hate-, 
f u l  m o n k ey s  in th e  c e l l a r  b e n e a th  h e r  feet.

H e r  a n g e r  d id  n o t  d im in i s h  w hen ,  
n e x t  m o r n in g  a t  b r e a k f a s t ,  she  g l a n c e d  
t h r o u g h  h e r  m o r n in g  n e w s p a p e r  a n d  
c a m e  a c ro ss  t h e  f o l lo w in g  a n n o u n c e ­
m e n t  in t h e  t h e a t r i c a l  c o lu m n  :

T h e  chief a tt rac t ion  at the Folly next 
week will be Marsini 's  m arvelous 
monkeys. '  T h is  is the first t ime these 
really wonderfu l  animals have been seen 
in this country. They  have created  a 
big sensation in F.urope, and  their  
debut here is expected to prove a big 
hit. A no ther  debut, at tlie same theater, 
will be tha t  of Miss Milly Rose, who 
will be seen on the vaudeville  stage for 
tlie first time next  week.

*■ I .o r d v . ” e x c la im e d  th e  a c tres s ,  c h o ­
k in g  over  h e r  c u p  o f  coffee, “  th is  is 
the: w o rs t  o f  a l l !  I t ’s e n o u g h  to m a k e  
a  g i r l  f o r s a k e  th e  s tag e  a n d  t a k e  in 
w a s h in g  f o r  a  l iv in g .”

W h e n  R u ss e l l  G r e e n  d r o p p e d  in, a 
l i t t l e  l a t e r ,  she  p o u r e d  h e r  i n d ig n a t io n  
in to  h i s  p a t i e n t  ears.

“  E v e n  th e  p re s s  is i m p e r t i n e n t  e n o u g h  
to  m a k e  m e  a  s ide  issue to  th o se  p e sk y  
m o n k e y s .” she  w a i le d .  “  W a s  e v er  a  
w o m a n  so h u m i l i a t e d ?  T h i s  is w h a t  I 
ge t  f o r  s to o p in g  to  v a u d ev i l le .  I t  
se rves  m e  r i g h t  f o r  b e in g  su c h  a  fo o l  as 
to  leave  th e  l e g i t . ”



T h e  m o n k e y  m y s t e r y . 351

T h e  h e lp le s s  p l a y w r ig h t  m u r m u r e d  
h is  s y m p a th y ,  b u t  h is  c o n so l in g  w o rd s  
f e l l  u p o n  u n a p p r e e  ia t ive  cars .

“ D r a t  s y m p a t h y ! ’’ c r ie d  M i l ly  R ose  
sa v ag e lv .  “  W e ’ve g o t  to  do  so m e th in g .  
I ’d  r a t h e r  d ie  t h a n  a p p e a r  on  th e  sam e  
s t a g e  w i th  th o se  m o n k ey s  as the  h e a d ­
l ine rs .  C a n ’t  you  su g g e s t  s o m e th i n g ?  
Y ou o u g h t  to  be  a m a n  o f  o r ig in a l  ideas 
— o th e rw is e  h o w  d o  you ex p ec t  to w r i t e  
p l a y s ? ’’

“ I  m i g h t  go  to  M a r s in i  a n d  a p p e a l  
to  h is  g a l l a n t r y . ' ’ s u g g e s te d  G reen .  
“  P e r h a p s  h e ’l l  c o n se n t  to  y ie ld  to  you 
th e  s t a r  p l a c e  on  th e  b i l l ,  i f  I e x p la in  
to  h im  h o w  b a d  you  fee l  a b o u t  i t. '

M i l ly  R o se  sh o o k  h e r  head .
“ I ’m  a f r a i d  i t  w o n ' t  w ork .  Y o u  c a n  t 

e x p e c t  m u c h  g a l l a n t r y  f r o m  a t r a i n e r  o f  
m o n k ey s .  H o w e y e r .  you  m ig h t  t r y  it. 
T e l l  h im  I ’ll  n e y e r  f o r g e t  h is  k in d n e s s  
i f  l ie ' l l  c o n se n t  to  ta k e  se c o n d  p lac e  on 
th e  b i l l  a n d  le t  m e  h a v e  first.  O h ,  I 
do  h o p e  y o u ’ll  be  su ccess fu l .  Y o u  c a n ’t 
im a g in e  h o w  w r o u g h t  u p  I a m  o v e r  th is  
t h i n g . ’'

G r e e n  h u r r i e d  off in se a rc h  o l  M a r ­
sini.  H e  f o u n d  th e  m o n k e y - t r a in e r  in 
th e  lobby  o f  t h e  F o l l y  T h e a t e r ,  a n d  p u t  
th e  p ro p o s i t io n  to  h im  as d ip lo m a t i c a l ly  
as poss ib le .

M a r s i n i  w a s  g r e a t ly  a s to n is h e d  a t  the  
p l a y w r ig h t ' s  r eq u es t ,  a n d  by  no m ea n s  
w i l l i n g  to g r a n t  it.

“ I am  v e r r a  so r ry  1 c a n n o t  o b l ig e  
d a  l a d v . ’' lie r e p l i e d  w i th  m a n y  g e s t i c u ­
la t io n s .  “ I t  g r i c v a  m e  to r e fu s e  to  do 
so. b u t  bees iness  ees bees iness ,  my 
f r i e n d . ’’

G r e e n  a r g u e d  w i th  h im  u n t i l  he  r e a l ­
ized  t h a t  it w a s  useless. ' I  h e n  h e  to o k  
h is  d e p a r t u r e ,  a n d  v e ry  d isc o n so la te ly  
w e n t  b a c k  to  r e p o r t  to M i l ly  Rose .

T h e  l a t t e r  took  th e  d i s a p p o in t in g  
news m u c h  m o re  c h e e r f u l ly  t h a n  G r e e n  
h a d  ex p ec te d .  S in c e  he h a d  las t  seen he r  
a b r i g h t  id ea  h a d  o c c u r re d  to he r .  a n d  
she  n o w  e a g e r ly  im p a r t e d  it to  h im .

I1 I f  M a r s i n i  w o n ’t  g r a n t  m e the 
f a v o r  v o lu n ta r i ly ,  w e  m u s t  a d o p t  o th e r  
m e a n s , ’’ she  sa id  g r im ly .  “ I am  g o in g  
to  w r i t e  h i m  a n  a n o n y m o u s  no te  w a r n ­
in g  h im  t h a t  s o m e th in g  d r e a d f u l  w il l  
h a p p e n  to  h i m  a n d  h is  m o n k ey s  u n le s s  
h e  goes b a c k  to  I t a l y  by  th e  first  
S team er."

■ 'G o o d  H e a v e n s .  M i l ly  Rose ,  y o u ’re

n o t  s e r i o u s ? ” g a s p e d  G re e n .  " S u r e l y  
th is  w h o le  a f fa i r  is to o  t r iv ia l  to m ak e  
v io len ce  w o r t h  w h i l e . ”

“ W h o ' s  t a l k i n g  a b o u t  v io le n c e !  O f  
co u rse  I d o n ’t r e a l ly  i n t e n d  to c a r r y  ou t  
JSV t h r e a t ,  s t u p id .  I t ' s  o n ly  a b lu f f  to 
snare  h im  in to  q u i t t i n g . "

"  B u t  t h e  m e re  s e n d i n g  o f  t h r e a t e n i n g  
l e t t e r s  is a  f e lo n y , ”  p r o t e s t e d  th e  p l a y ­
w r ig h t .  “  M a r s i n i  w i l l  go  to th e  police ,  
a n d  you w i l l  l a n d  in p r i s o n  as a r e su l t  
o f  t h is  m a d  t r i c k . ”

“ N o ,  I w o n ' t .  H o w  is a n y b o d y  
g o in g  to  f ind  o u t  t h a t  l sen t  t h e  l e t t e r ?  
I t ' l l  be  a n o n y m o u s ,  a n d  I ' l l  p r i n t  o u t  
t h e  w o rd s ,  i n s t e a d  o f  w r i t i n g  th e m .  B e ­
sides.  I f ee l  r e c k le s s  e n o u g h  to ta k e  a 
c h an c e ,  ju s t  f o r  t h e  s a t i s f a c t i o n  o f  g e t ­
t i n g  s q u a r e  w i th  H e r b e r t  W a l t e r s ,  f ie  
w il l  be  h o p p i n g  m a d  w h e n  he  f inds  t h a t  
the  s t a r  n u m b e r  o f  h is  n e x t  w e e k ’s b i l l  
h a s  d e s e r te d  h im  a n d  l e f t  th e  c o u n t r y . ” 

T h e  n e x t  d a y  M a r s i n i  b u r s t  in to  the  
p r i v a t e  office o f  M r .  W a l t e r ?  in a  s ta te  
o f  g r e a t  te r r o r .

“ L o o k  h e r e ! "  h e  (Tied, b r a n d i s h in g  
a shee t  o f  p a p e r  o n  w h ic h  s o m e th in g  
was w r i t t e n  in  r e d  i n k ; " th is  I re-
ce iva  in to-clav’s m a i l .  I h e e d a  the  
w a r n i n g  a n d  go b a c k  to I t a l y  by  the  
n e x t  s te a m e r .  N o t  f o r  a  m i l l io n  d o l l ’ 
w o u l d  I a c t  i n  y o u r  t h e a t e ’ a f t e r  t h i s . ” 

T h e  s u r p r i s e d  m a n a g e r  to o k  th e  sheet 
o f  p a p e r  a n d  r e a d  t h e  f o l lo w in g  s t a r t ­
l in g  c o m m u n ic a t io n  w r i t t e n  w i th  lurid, 
ink , w h ic h  b o r e  a n  u n p l e a s a n t  r e s e m ­
b l a n c e  to  h u m a n  b lo o d  :

Professor Marsini. Y ou must leave America 
instantly. If you stay, you and your monkeys will 
perish. Don’t (ail to heed this warning, if you 
value your life and the lives ol your pets.

T h i s  a m a z i n g  m e s sa g e  w a s  n o t  s ig n e d  ;
b u t  a r o u g h l y s k e tc h e d p ic tu r e o f  a
m a n ’s h a n d h o l d i n g  a d a g g e r o r  inl­
m e n  ted th e b o t to m  o f  t he  page . a n d
s u p p l ie d  a g r a lp h ic  s u g g e s ta in  o f w h a t
w p u ld  h a p p e n  to  t h e  m o n k e y - t r a in e r  if  
he  ditl n o t  h e e d  t h e  w a r n i n g .

H e r b e r t  W a l t e r s  g a z e d  f r o w n i n g l y  a t  
th is  s t r a n g e  e p is t le .  H i s  first  im p u lse  
was to se ize  t h e  t e l e p h o n e  o n  h is  desk  
a n d  g e t  i n to  im m e d ia t e  c o m m u n ic a t io n  
w i th  p o l ic e  h e a d q u a r t e r s .

B u t  j u s t  a s  h e  w a s  a b o u t  to l i f t ,  the  
rece iv e r  f r o m  t h e  h o o k ,  a  su d d e n  th o u g h t  
s tav ed  h is  h a n d .
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“ B v  J o v e ! ” h e  e x c la im e d .  “ I 
s h o u l d n ’t be  a  b i t  s u r p r i s e d  i f  th is  t u r n s  
o u t  to  be  som e o f  M i l ly  R o s e ’s w o rk .  
Yes,  I f ee l  a lm o s t  su re  i t  is, f o r  i t ’s 
w r i t t e n  on  th e  sa m e  k in d  o f  n o t e - p a p e r  
she  a lw a y s  uses.  I t h in k  I  k n o w  S '  w a y  
to  t u r n  t h e  t ab le s  on  h e r  a n d  m a k e  
h e r  s o r r y  t h a t  she  e v e r  t r ie d  th is  l i t t l e  
t r ick .

“  D o n ’t w o r r y  a b o u t  t h is  le t te r ,  p r o ­
f e s s o r , ” h e  said* a lo u d .  “ I t ’s n o t h in g  
m o r e  t h a n  a  p r a c t i c a l  jo k e ,  a n d  I  b e ­
l ieve I  k n o w  w h o  sen t  it .  B e l i e v e  m e, 
y o u  a n d  y o u r  m o n k e y s  a r e  n o t  in  a n y  
d a n g e r .  A s  a m a t t e r  o f  fa c t ,  y o u  o u g h t  
t o  be  g l a d  t h a t  th is  l e t t e r  w a s  sent .  
W e ’ll  use  i t  to  g o o d  a d v a n ta g e ,  a n d  
th e r e b y  g e t  t h e  b es t  o f  t h e  p e r s o n  w h o  
w ro te  i t . ”

“ H o w  do  you  m e a n ? ” i n q u i r e d  M a r -  
sini,  a p p a r e n t l y  r e a s s u r e d  by  th e  m a n ­
a g e r ’s w o rd s .

“ W h y ,  d o n ’t  y o u  see w e  c a n  m a k e  a 
fine a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o u t  o f  t h is  t h r e a t e n ­
i n g  l e t t e r ?  I ’ll s e n d  w o r d  to  t h e  c i ty  
e d i to rs  o f  a l l  t h e  n e w s p a p e r s  t h a t  w e ’ve 
g o t  a  g r e a t  s to ry  f o r  th e m .  W e ’ll  sh o w  
th e  r e p o r t e r s  t h e  l e t te r ,  a n d  t h e y ’ll  p r i n t  
s e n sa t io n a l  s to r ie s  c o n c e r n in g  it.  T h e  
p e o p le  w i l l  r e a d  th e  s tories ,  a n d  w il l  
co m e  c r o w d i n g  h e r e  n e x t  M o n d a y  to  see 
th e  w o n d e r f u l  m o n k e y s  w h o  h a v e  been  
th r e a t e n e d  w i th  d e a t h  u n le s s  t h e y  leav e  
t h e  c o u n t r y  a t  o n c e .”

W a l t e r s  t h e n  p r o c e e d e d  to  c a r r y  o u t  
h i s  p l a n .

H e  sen t  f o r  th e  r e p o r t e r s  a n d  sh o w ed  
th e m  th e  l e t te r .  P r o f e s s o r  M a r s i n i  w as  
on  h a n d  to  be  in te rv ie w e d ,  a n d  su p p l i e d  
th e  n e w s p a p e r  m e n  w i th  a  t h r i l l i n g  a n d  
w h o l ly  im a g in a t iv e  a c c o u n t  o f  a  d e a d ly  
e n em y  w h o  h a d  f o l lo w e d  h im  f r o m  I t a ly ,  
a n d  w h o ,  h e  f e l t  su re ,  h a d  sen t  h im  
th is  s t a r t l i n g  c o m m u n ic a t io n .

T h e  e v e n in g  n e w s p a p e r s  p r i n t e d  t h r i l l ­
i n g  a c c o u n ts  o f  t h e  a ffa i r .  S o m e  o f  
t h e m  p u b l i s h e d  p i c tu r e s  o f  M a r s i n i  a n d  
h is  m o n k ey s .

H e r b e r t  W a l t e r s  r u b b e d  h is  h a n d s  
g l e e f u l ly  as  h e  g l a n c e d  t h r o u g h  th e  p i le  
o f  c l i p p in g s  on  h i s  desk.

“ P o o r  M i l ly  R o s e ! ”  he  c h u ck led .
“  I ’l l  b e t  s h e ’l l  be b o i l in g  w i th  r a g e  
w h e n  sh e  sees t h e  u n e x p e c t e d  r e s u l t  o f  
h e r  f i t t le  t r ic k .  S h e ’s m a d e  h e r  h a te d  
m o n k e y  r iv a l s  m o re  o f  a  p o p u l a r  a t t r a c ­
t io n  t h a n  ever .  S h e  c o u l d n ’t  h a v e  g iv e n

M a r s i n i  a  b e t t e r  a d v e r t i s in g  i f  s h e ’d  
t r i e d . ”

T h e  n e x t  m o r n i n g  M a r s i n i  a g a in  
b u r s t  e x c i t e d ly  in to  t h e  m a n a g e r ’s 
office. H i s  f a c e  w a s  d e a t h l y  w h i te  a n d  
h is  eyes b u l g i n g  f r o m  t h e i r  socke ts  as 
he  sank ,  h a l f  f a in t in g ,  in to  a  cha ir .

“ M y  b e lo v e d  m o n k e y s ! ” h e  g a sp e d .  
“  O h ,  i t  is t e r r i b ’, t e r r i b ’ ! F o o l  t h a t  I 
w as,  n o t  to  h a v e  h e e d e d  th e  w a r n i n g ! ”  

“ W h y ,  w h a t ’s t h e  m a t t e r ,  p r o f e s s o r ? ”  
d e m a n d e d  W a l t e r s ,  n o t in g  w i t h  a l a r m  
t h e  I t a l i a n  s a g i t a t i o n .  “ H a s  a n y th i n g  
h a p p e n e d  to  y o u r  m o n k e y s ? ”

“ A n y t h i n g  h a p p e n e d ? ” c r ie d  M a r ­
s in i  w i th  a  h y s t e r ic a l  l a u g h .  “  H a ,  you  
w re tc h ,  I  c o u ld  a lm o s t  k i l l a  y o u  f o r  ' th e  
c u r s e d  a d v ic e  y o u  g iv v a  m e  y es te rd ay .  
I f  I h a d  n o t  l i s te n e d  to  you, m y  p o o r  
b e lo v e d  m o n k s  m i g h t  ev en  110W be 
a l i v e .”

“ G o o d  H e a v e n s ! Y o u  d o n ’t  m e a n  
to  say  th e y ’re  d e a d ! ” g a s p e d  th e  m a n ­
a g er .

“  D e a d — e v ra  o n e  o f  t h e m , ” w a i le d  
th e  I t a l i a n ,  b u r s t i n g  in to  t ea rs .  “ E a c h  
o f  t h e m  l ies st i ff  a n d  c o ld  in  h is  cag e  
— m u r d e r e d — p o is o n e d  b y  th e  w r e t c h  
w h o  sen d s  m e  t h a t  l e t ’. A h !  I f  o n ly  I 
h a d  h im  he re ,  t h a t  I  m i g h t  t e a r  o u t  "his 
ev il  h e a r t . ”

W i t h  a n  o a th ,  W a l t e r s  b o u n d e d  f r o m  
h is  c h a i r  a n d  r u s h e d  d o w n - s ta i r s  to  th e  
b a s e m e n t  in  w h ic h  th e  m o n k e y s  h a d  been  
conf ined .

O n e  g l a n c e  sufficed to  c o n v in c e  h im  
t h a t  M a r s in i  h a d  t o ld  h im  th e  t r u t h .  
E a c h  a n d  e v e ry  one  o f  t h e  m a r v e lo u s  
s im ia n s  w as  d e a d .  S o m e  e m p t y  p e a n u t  
she l ls  in  th e  cag e s  i n d i c a t e d  h o w  M a r ­
sini h a d  c o m e  by  h is  t h e o r y  t h a t  h is  
p e ts  h a d  b e e n  p o iso n e d .

T h e  v a u d e v i l le  m a n a g e r  s to o d  g a z in g  
in  h o r r o r  a t  t h e  stiff, s t i l l  fo rm s .  H e  
r e a l iz e d  t h a t  t h i s  t r a g e d y  h a d  ro b b e d  
h im  o f  h is  s t a r  a t t r a c t i o n ; b u t  to  do  
h im  ju s t ic e ,  h i s  s y m p a th y  w a s  n o t  f o r  
h im s e l f ,  b u t  w h o l ly  f o r  t h e  u n f o r t u n a t e  
M a rs in i .

H e  k n e w  t h a t  th e  I t a l i a n  h a d  d e ­
v o te d  y e a r s  to  t h e  e d u c a t io n  o f  h is  
c le v e r  a n im a ls ,  a n d  t h a t  h e  h a d  lo v e d  
th e m  as d e a r l y  as i f  t h e y  h a d  b e en  h i s  
o w n  c h i ld re n .  H e  r e a l iz e d  h o w  p o i g ­
n a n t  m u s t  be  th e  g r i e f  o f  t h e  b e r e a v e d  
m o n k e y - t r a in e r .

“  W h o e v e r  h a s  d o n e  th is  d a s t a r d ly



T H E  M O N K E Y  M Y S T E R Y . 353

t h i n g  s h a l l  suffer ,  i f  I  c a n  lay  h a n d s  
o n  h im — o r  h e r ! ” h e  m u t t e r e d .  “ I 
'd o n ’t c a re  w h o  it m a y  b e — th e  p e r so n  
w h o  h a s  c o m m i t t e d  th is  o u t r a g e  sha l l  
go  to  p r i so n .  P o o r  M a r s in i  s h a l l  be 
a v e n g e d ,  i f  it tak e s  m y  las t  d o l l a r  to 
a c c o m p l i s h  i t . ”

S u d d e n l y  he  s to o p e d  d o w n  a n d  p ic k e d  
u p  s o m e th in g  w h ic h  g l i t t e r e d  o n  th e  
floor, in f r o n t  o f  one o f  t h e  cages .  I t  
w a s  a c u t- s te e l  b u t to n ,  th e  f a n c y  k in d  
w h ic h  d r e s s m a k e r s  use  to d e c o r a te  w o m ­
e n ’s robes.

W a l t e r s  re c o l le c te d  t h a t  he  h a d  seen 
th is  b u t to n  so m e w h e re  b e fo re .  A lm o s t  
s im u l ta n e o u s ly ,  it o c c u r r e d  to  h im  t h a t  
M i l ly  R o se  o w n e d  a  t a i l o r - m a d e  su i t  
s t u d d e d  w i th  su c h  b u t to n s .

“  H a !  ”  he  e x c la im e d  sav ag e ly .  “  T h i s  
e v id e n ce  is a lm o s t  conclus ive .  T h a t  
fo o l  ac t re s s  h a s  been  d o w n  he re ,  a n d  
th is  is som e m o re  o f  h e r  w o rk .  W e l l ,  
she  sh a l l  su ffe r  f o r  it. I f  I  h a v e  h e r  
a r re s te d ,  she  w o n ' t  be a b le  to a p p e a r  
M o n d a y  n ig h t ,  a n d  1 sh a l l  be  m in u s  
m v  tw o  h e a d - l i n e r s ;  b u t  I c a n ’t h e lp  
t h a t .  M y  b lo o d  is u p  n o w ,  a n d  I 'm  
g o in g  to  a v e n g e  M a r s in i  a n d  h is  m o n ­
keys,  i f  I  h a v e  to  c lose  d o w n  th e  t h e a ­
t e r  to  do  it.  I  su sp ec t  M i l ly  R o se  
t h o u g h t  she w o u ld  g e t  h u n k  w i th  me 
b y  d o in g  a w a y  w i th  m y  s t a r  act.  W e l l ,  
she  sh a l l  go  to  p r i s o n  f o r  th is  d a s t a r d ­
ly  p iece  o f  sp i te  w o r k . ”

H e  p u t  t h e  s h in in g  cu t- s te e l  b u t to n  in 
h is  v e s t -p o ck e t  a n d  w e n t  to  h is  office, 
w h e r e  M a r s i n i  s t i l l  sa t  in  a  s t u p o r  o f  
d e sp a i r ,  h i s  c h in  o n  h is  ches t  a n d  h is  
a r m s  h a n g i n g  l is t le ss ly  f r o m  th e  sides 
o f  th e  c h a i r .

“  C h e e r  up ,  p r o f e s s o r ! ”  e x c l a im e d  
t h e  v a u d e v i l le  m a n a g e r .  “  I c a n ’t r e ­
s to re  y o u r  d e a d  m o n k ey s  ; b u t  I c a n  at 
l e a s t  g ive  you  y o u r  re v en g e .  I k n o w ,  
n o w ,  w h o  is r e sp o n s ib le  f o r  t h e  d e a th  
o f  y o u r  p e t s . ”

“ W h o  is i t ? ” c r ie d  th e  m o n k ey -  
t r a in e r ,  h i s  a p a t h y  s u d d e n l y  g iv in g  w a y  
to a lm o s t  d e m o n ia c a l  fu ry .  “ T e l i a  me 
His n a m e ,  t h a t  I m a y  k i l l s  th e  v i l l a in . ”

“ I t  i s n ’t  a  m a n .  I t ’s a  w o m a n ,” sa id  
W a l t e r s .  “  Y'ou’ll  h a v e  to  let th e  law  
d e a l  w i t h  h e r ,  m y  f r i e n d .  H e r  n a m e  
is— ”

“ M iss  M i l ly  R o se  is o u ts id e ,  a n d  
w a n t s  to  see you, s i r , ”  a n n o u n c e d  th e  
office-boy, s u d d e n l y  a p p e a r in g .

11 A

“ H a !  L e t  h e r  com e in  a t  o n c e ,” 
c o m m a n d e d  W a l t e r s  g r i m l y ; a n d  a  sec­
o n d  l a te r  th e  a c t r e s s  sw e p t  in to  th e  
room .

She  w a s  d re sse d  f r o m  h e a d  to  fo o t  in 
a  n a t t y  b lu e  t a i l o r - m a d e  su i t  d e c o r a te d  
w i th  o r n a m e n ta l  c u t-s tee l  b u t to n s .

T h e  v a u d e v i l le  m a n a g e r ' s  eyes e x a m ­
in e d  th e  c o s tu m e  closely.  H e  d i d  n o t  
f a i l  to  n o t e  t h a t  a  ro w  o f  these  b u t to n s  
r a n  d o w n  b o th  s ides  o f  th e  sk ir t ,  a n d  
t h a t  o n  t h e  l e f t  s ide  one o f  th e  b u t to n s  
w a s  m iss in g .

“ H a ! M i l ly  R o s e , ” h e  sa id  qu ie t ly ,  
“ I ’m  g l a d  y o u ’ve d r o p p e d  in. I  w as  
j u s t  a b o u t  to t e l e p h o n e  to  you  to  com e 
h e re  a t  once. B y  th e  w ay ,  let  m e  i n t r o ­
d u c e  you  to  P r o f e s s o r  M a r s i n i — o w n e r  
o f  M a r s i n i ’s m a r v e lo u s  m o n k e y s .”

T h e  a c t r e s s  b o w e d  v e ry  stiffly to  the  
I t a l i a n .  W a l t e r s  n o t e d  t h a t  h e r  face  
h a d  c h a n g e d  color .

“  B y  th e  w a y , ” he  c o n t in u e d .  “ I s u p ­
p o se  v o u  h a v e  h e a r d  t h a t  v o u r  r i v a l s  a re  
d e a d ? ”

M i l ly  R o se  s t a r t e d  a n d  lo o k ed  a t  th e  
m a n a g e r  w o n d e r in g ly .

“ W h a t  do  y o u  m e a n ?  ” she sa id .  “ I 
d o n ’t u n d e r s t a n d  y o u .”

“ I m e a n  t h a t  P r o f e s s o r  M a r s i n i ’s 
m o n k e y s  h a v e  been  p o i s o n e d ,”  c r ie d  
W a l t e r s  sa v a g e ly ,  b a n g i n g  h is  d e sk  w i th  
h is  fist. “ I a lso  m ea n .  M iss  M i l ly  
R o se ,  t h a t  I a m  g o in g  to  t e l e p h o n e  f o r  
th e  p o l ic e  a n d  h a v e  you  a r r e s t e d  fo 
y o u r  d e s p ic a b le  a c t . ”

T h e  a c t re s s  l a u g h e d  d i s d a in f u l ly .
“ I d o n ’t k n o w  w h a t  g a m e  y o u ' r e  t r y ­

in g  to  w o r k  n o w ,  H e r b e r t  W a l t e r s , ” she  
c r ied .  “ b u t  you  c a n ’t sc a re  me. I d o n ’t 
even  k n o w  w h a t  y o u ’re t a l k i n g  a b o u t . ”

W a l t e r s  d r e w  f r o m  h is  d e sk  the  a n ­
o n y m o u s  c o m m u n ic a t io n  w h ic h  h a d  been  
sen t  to  M a rs in i .

“  Y o u ’re n o t  g o in g  to d e n y  t h a t  you  
w r o te  th is  l e t te r ,  a re  v o u ? ” h e  snee red .  
“ I f  so, i t  w o n ’t do  you a n y  good .  I 
r e co g n iz e  th e  n o te - p a p e r .  Y o u  w ere  
c le v e r  e n o u g h  to  d isg u ise  y o u r  h a n d ­
w r i t in g ,  b u t  y o u  f o r g o t  to  c h a n g e  f o u r  
b r a n d  o f  p a p e r .  T h e  n e x t  t im e  you do 
a n y  b l a c k m a i l i n g .  I  sh o u ld  ad v ise  vou 
to  p a y  m o re  a t t e n t i o n  to  sm a l l  d e ta i l s . ”

M i l ly  R o s e ’s c h in  w as  r a i s e d  d e f ian t ly .  
S h e  w a s  d e a th ly  p a le ,  a n d  sh e  t r e m b l e d  
f r o m  h e a d  to  f o o t ; b u t  h e r  eyes m e t  th e  
m a n a g e r ’s g a ze  fea r les s ly .
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“ Yes. I ’ll  a d m i t  I  w ro te  t h a t  l e t ­
t e r , ” she g a sp e d .  ‘‘ B u t  o f  course  I d id  
n o t  m e a n  w h a t  I w ro te .  I w a s  s im p ly  
t r y in g  to  sca re  M r.  M a rs in i .  I f  his 
m o n k e y s  r e a l ly  a r e  p o iso n e d ,  I a m  re a d y  
to  sw ea r  t h a t  I h a d  n o th in g  to do  
w i th  i t .”

I n  w h ic h  case  I f e a r  t h a t  you  w il l  
be  c o m m i t t i n g  p e r j u r y . ” sn e e re d  the  
m a n a g e r .  “ Y o u  w il l ,  a t  least ,  c o n fe ss  
t h a t  vou  w e n t  d o w n  to th e  c e l l a r  o f  th is  
b u i ld i n g  a n d  v is i te d  th o se  m o n k e y s .”

*  I  w o n ’t a d m i t  a n y th i n g  o f  the  
k i n d . ” c r ie d  th e  ac t re s s  i n d ig n a n t ly .  “ I 
h a v e  n e v e r  b e e n  d o w n  in  t h a t  b a se m e n t .
I  h a v e n ’t been  n e a r  th o se  h o r r i d  b e as ts .” 

“ T h e n ,  p e r h a p s  y o u  c a n  e x p la in  h o w  
it w a s  t h a t  I h a p p e n e d  to f ind  th is  b u t ­
to n  close to  o n e  o f  t h e  cag e s .”  a n d  W a l ­
t e r s  su d d e n lv  p r o d u c e d  th e  p iece  o f  
cu t-s tee l .  "  Y o u  a re  g e t t i n g  ve ry  c a r e ­
less  in v o u r  a t t i r e .  M i l ly  R o s e — o t h e r ­
wise  you w o u ld  n o t  h a v e  co m e  o u t  w i th  
o n e  o f  th e  o r n a m e n ts  m is s in g  f r o m  the  
side o f  t h a t  v e rv  n a t t y  sk i r t  y o u ' r e  w e a r ­
ing .  I see vou h a v e  n o t  even  t a k e n  the  
t r o u b le  to c u t  o i l  th e  t h r e a d  by  w h ic h  
th e  b u t to n  w as  a t t a c h e d . ”

T h e  a c t r e s s  s u d d e n l y  b u r s t  in to  tears .  
“ O h .  you a re  c r u e l . ” sh e  c ried .  

“ Y o u  a re  m a n u f a c t u r i n g  ev id e n ce  a g a in s t  
m e,  a n d  I sw e a r  t h a t  1 a m  in n o ce n t .  I 
d i d n ’t k i l l  th o se  m o n k ey s .  D o  you  t h in k  
I  c o u ld  s to o p  to  a n  ac t  as lo w  a n d  m e a n  
as t h a t ?  P r o f e s s o r  M a rs in i .  su re ly  y o u  
d o n ’t b e l ieve  t h a t  I d id  i t . ”

" I d o n ’t k n o w .” g r o w le d  th e  u n h a p p y  
I t a l i a n .  ” I f  you  w ere  a  m a n .  a n d  I 
w as  su re  you  k i l l a  m y  p e t s — ”

H e  d id  n o t  finish th e  sen tence ,  b u t  
h is  b ig  fists o p e n e d  a n d  c losed  c o n v u l ­
sive ly  in a m a n n e r  t h a t  w a s  m o re  e lo ­
q u e n t  t h a n  w ords .

“ W e l l ,  w e ’ve go t  a p r e t t y  s t r o n g  case 
a g a in s t  vou.  I guess.  M iss  R o s e .” sa id  
H e r b e r t  W a l t e r s .  ‘’ A n d .  u n d e r  th e  c i r ­
cu m s ta n ce s .  I d eem  it  m y  d u t y  to h a v e  
v o u  p l a c e d  u n d e r  a r re s t .

H e  l i f t e d  th e  rece ive r  o f  t h e  t e l e p h o n e  
a n d  g o t  in to  c o m m u n ic a t io n  w i th  po l ice  
h e a d q u a r te r s .

A  l i t t le  l a t e r  tw o  s q u a r e - j a w e d  p l a i n ­
c lo th e s  p o l ic e m e n  a r r iv e d  f r o m  th e  p r e ­
c in c t  s t a t io n -h o u se ,

“  H e r e ' s  y o u r  p r i so n e r ,  officers, ’ c r ie d  
t h e  v a u d e v i l le  m a n a g e r ,  d r a m a t i c a l l y  
p o i n t i n g  to th e  w h i t e - f a c e d  M i l ly  Rose.

“ P r o f e s s o r  M a rs in i .  he re ,  w i l l  p re s s  th e  
c o m p la in t .  H e  is th e  o w n e r  o f  th e  
p o i so n e d  m o n k e y s .”

“  Y o u ’ll h a v e  to com e w i th  us.  m is s ,” 
sa id  one  o f  the  d e te c t iv e s  p o l i te ly .  “ I t ’s 
no  use m a k in g  a n y  t ro u b le .  Y o u 'd  best  
com e qu ie t ly ,  a n d  av o id  a lo t  o f  u n ­
p l e a s a n tn e s s . ”

“ A l l  r i g h t , ” sa id  M i l ly  R ose ,  w i p i n g  
h e r  e y es ;  ‘‘ I ' l l  go  w i th  vou, g e n t l e m e n .  
W i l l  so m e b o d y  p lea se  ca l l  a c a b ? ”

O n e  o f  the  d e te c t iv e s  w e n t  to  th e  
w in d o w  a n d  h a i l e d  a p a s s i n g  h a n so m .  
M i l ly  R o se  w as  t a k e n  to  t h e  s t a t io n -  
house ,  w h e re  h e r  p e d ig r e e  w as  w r i t t e n  
in th e  p o l ic e  b lo t te r .

T h e n  she  w as  t a k e n  to  c o u r t ,  w h e re  
the  m a g i s t r a te  b e c a m e  g r e a t ly  in te re s te d  
in th e  case, a n d ,  a f t e r  h e a r i n g  M a r s in i ' s  
s to ry  a n d  the  p r i s o n e r ’s t e a r f u l  d e n ia l  
o f  th e  c h a rg e ,  d e c id e d  to p o s tp o n e  th e  
h e a r in g  u n t i l  th e  f o l lo w in g  day.

N o t  b e in g  a b le  to  o b ta in  t h e  re q u is i te  
ba il ,  t h e  u n f o r t u n a t e  ac t re s s  w a s  tak e n  
to t h e  c o u r t -h o u s e  d u n g e o n  a n d  lo ck ed  
in a  cell ,  w h e re  she  sp e n t  th e  n i g h t  c r y ­
in g  h e r  eyes out.

T h e  n e x t  m o r n in g ,  w h e n  she w as  
a g a in  h a le d  b e f o re  t h e  m a g i s t r a te .  H e r ­
b e r t  W a l t e r s  w a s  in cour t ,  lo o k in g  ve ry  
sh eep ish  a n d  co n tr i te .

“  P a r d o n  me, y o u r  h o n o r , ”  h e  said, 
“ I a m  a f r a i d  t h a t  w e  h a v e  m a d e  a  t e r ­
r ib le  m is tak e .  T h i s  y o u n g  l a d y  is i n n o ­
cen t .  P r o f e s s o r  M a r s in i  h a s  f o u n d  ou t  
w h o  p o iso n e d  h is  m o n k ey s .  T h e  c r im e  
was c o m m i t t e d  b y  a y o u n g  m a n  w h o  
f o r m e r ly  w o r k e d  f o r  th e  p r o f e s s o r  in 
the  c a p a c i ty  o f  a ss i s tan t .  T h e  p r o f e s s o r  
w a s  r e c e n t ly  c o m p e l le d  to d i s c h a r g e  h im  
f o r  d ru n k e n n e s s ,  a n d  th e  f e l lo w  sw o re  
to ge t  revenge .

“ H e  stole  in to  th e  t h e a t e r  y e s te rd a y  
a n d  p o i so n e d  t h e  u n f o r t u n a t e  beasts .  
E a s t  n i g h t  h e  g o t  v e ry  d r u n k ,  a n d  
b o a s te d  o f  h is  ac t  w h i le  in  a  sa loon .  
S o m e  o n e  w h o  o v e r h e a r d  h im  n o t if ied  
m e  th is  m o r n in g ,  a n d  I h u r r i e d  h e re  a t  
once  to  a c q u a in t  you w i th  t h e  rea l  
■facts.”

“ B u t  ho w  a b o u t  the  ev id e n ce  o f  th e  
cu t- s te e l  b u t t o n ?  ” e x c la im e d  th e  m a g i s ­
t r a te .  “  T h e  p r i s o n e r  sw e a r s  t h a t  she  
w a s  n e v e r  in th e  c e l l a r  w h e re  t h e  m o n ­
keys  w e re  k e p t ,  a n d  yet y o u  sw e a r  t h a t  
you  f o u n d  th e  b u t to n  f r o m  h e r  sk ir t  
n e a r  one  o f  th e  r a g e s ? ”
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“ I t h in k  I c a n  e x p la in  t h a t  a lso,  y o u r  
h o n o r , ” sa id  t h e  m a n a g e r .  “ I h a v e  been  
t h i n k i n g  th e  m a t t e r  o v e r  s ince  y es te rd ay ,  
a n d  i t  h a s  o c c u r r e d  to  m e  t h a t  th e re  is 
a n  o p e n  g r a t i n g  in  th e  s id e w a lk  ab o v e  
t h e  b a se m e n t .  I t  is v e ry  p oss ib le  t h a t ,  
a s  M iss  R o se  cam e  o u t  o f  th e  th e a te r ,  
t h e  b u t to n  b ro k e  f r o m  h e r  sk ir t ,  f e l l  
t h r o u g h  th e  g r a t i n g  in to  th e  c e l la r  
b e lo w ,  a n d  r o l l e d  n e a r  th e  cag e s .”

“  U n d e r  t h e  c i r c u m s ta n c e s ,” s a id  the  
j u d g e .  I t h in k  I c a n  s a fe ly  d i s c h a r g e  
th e  p r i s o n e r . ”

“ W i l l  you  f o r g iv e  me. M i l ly  R o s e ? ” 
c r ie d  W a l t e r s  p e n i t e n t ly ,  as th e  a c t re s s  
w a l k e d  i n d ig n a n t ly  o u t  o f  cour t .

“ X o ,  I  w o n ’t . ” she c r ie d  a n g r i ly ,  
s t a m p i n g  h e r  l i t t l e  foo t .  “  I sh a l l  n e v e r  
f o r g iv e  you. a n d ,  c o n t r a c t  o r  n o  c o n ­
t r a c t .  I s h a l l  n e v e r  a p p e a r  in  y o u r  h a t e ­
fu l  t h e a t e r . "

“ D o n ' t  say t h a t . ” b e g g e d  th e  m a n ­
a g e r  h u m b ly .  "  T h e  s to ry  o f  y o u r  a r ­
res t  is in a l l  th e  m o r n i n g  p a p e r s ,  a n d  
y o u r  f a m e  h a s  s p r e a d  t h r o u g h o u t  th e  
lan d .  Y o u  a r e  n o w  tw ic e  as b i g  a n  
a t t r a c t io n  as y o u  w e re  b e fo re .  I ’m  
w i l l i n g  to d o u b le  y o u r  s a l a r y  a n d  p u t  
you a t  th e  h e a d  o f  n e x t  w e e k ’s b ill .  
C om e.  n o w .  you  sh a l l  be  th e  to p - l in e r ,  
in p la c e  o f  p o o r  M a r s i n i ’s M a r v e lo u s  
M o n k e v s ,”

LEANDER HITS THE BIG WOODS.
By H O W A R D  D W I G H T  SM IL E Y ..

The visitor that brought terror in the night, relief in the 
morning, and proved a valuable ally later on in the game.

ME  a n d  C h a r l i e  C h r i s ty  w e re  h o m e ­
s t e a d in g  it  u p  in  th e  O n t o n a g o n  

t h e  s u m m e r  t h a t  L e a n d e r  m e a n d e r e d  in. 
I t  h a p p e n e d  th u s w is e :

W e ’d  t a k e n  u p  a  h u n d r e d  a n d  s ix ty  
a c re s  each ,  a d j o i n i n g  e a c h  o t h e r ; a n d  
h a d  p u t  u p  a  n ice  l i t t l e  sh ack ,  r i g h t  o n  
th e  l ine ,  a n d  w e re  b a t c h i n g  t o g e t h e r  a n d  
h u n t i n g  g in s e n g  f o r  a  l iv in g .

L e a n d e r  a r r i v e d  in  th e  n ig h t - t im e .  
O n e  o ’ t h e m  w a r m ,  b a lm y  n ig h ts ,  w h e n  
th e  f r o g s  sit  u p  t i l l  d a w n  a n d  keep  e v e r ­
l a s t i n g l y  t e l l i n g  y o u  to  “ g r r r r r o u n d ,  
g r r r r r o u n d  ! ” a d d i n g  as  a n  a f t e r t h o u g h t  
t h a t  i t ’s “  k n e e e e e e e d e e p ! ”  a n d  the  skee- 
t e r s  a l l  s i n g in g  a  s e r e n a d e  t h a t  w o u ld  
g iv e  vou th e  im p re s s io n  th e r e  w as  a  g a n g  
o ’ b u z z -sa w s  o u t  t a k i n g  a  c o n s t i tu t io n a l ,  
a n d  d isc u s s in g  the  w o m e n ’s r i g h t s  q u e s ­
t io n  in a n  u n d e r to n e .

W e  l e f t  o u r  s t a c k  d o o r  w ide  open ,  
u t t e r l y  r e g a r d l e s s  o’ th e  p oss ib le  in v as io n  
o ’ a n v  o r  som e o' th e  beasts o’ p r e y  th e n  
i n f e s t i n g  t h e  M i c h ig a n  w ild s ,  su c h  as 
p o r c u p in e ,  p o le c a t ,  e t c e t e r a ,  a n d  1 h a d  
b e e n  p e a c e f u l l y  s l u m b e r in g  f o r  h o u r s  
w h e n  I  w a s  s u d d e n l y  a w a k e n e d  by  a 
p u n c h  in  th e  ribs,  a c c o m p a n ie d  b y  a  
g r o w l  f r o m  C h a r l i e .

“  S to p  y o u r  s n o r in g  so b la m e  l o u d , ” 
says  he.

N o w ,  a f t e r  I ’d  t u r n e d  th is  p r o p o s i t io n  
o v e r  in m y  m in d  a n d  th r a s h e d  it  o u t  fo r  
a b o u t  tw o  seconds.  I  j u m p e d  to  th e  c o n ­
c lu s io n  t h a t  C h a r l i e  w a s  l a b o r i n g  u n d e r  
a  d e lu s io n  as a p p e r t a i n e d  to m e s n o r in g .  
I h a d  an  a l i b i : fo r ,  w h i le  I w as  b v  t h e n  
w id e  a w a k e  a n d  b r e a t h in g  n o r m a l  Iv, 
th e r e  w a s  s n o r in g  g o in g  on  in  th e  n e ig h ­
b o r h o o d .  g u a r a n t e e d  to  a t t r a c t  t h e  a t t e n ­
t io n  o ’ t h e  m o s t  fa s t id io u s .

I ’ve  b e en  in a  b u n k -h o u s e  w h e n  s ix tv  
s t r o n g  a n d  h u s k y  lu m b e r - j a c k s ,  n o t  one 
u n d e r  six  fo o t  t a l l ,  w e re  s n o r in g  to g e t h e r  
a n d  in u n i so n  in  a  m a n n e r  t h a t  c au sed  
th e  b u i ld i n g  to  ro c k  a n d  th e  sh in g le s  to 
v ib ra te ,  a n d  to e f fe c tu a l ly  a n d  c o n c l u ­
sive ly  d r o w n  th e  s o u n d  o ’ a  t h u n d e r ­
s to r m  j u s t  ou ts ide .

B u t  t h a t  l u m b e r - j a c k  c h o ru s ,  r i g h t  in 
i ts  y o u th  a n d  p r im e ,  w o u ld  ’a ’ so u n d e d  
l ik e  a  g n a t ' s  lo v e -so n g  d w i n d l i n g  a w a y  
in  t h e  d im  d is tan c e ,  as c o m p a r e d  w i th  
the  d is tu rbance  I was l is tening to  lust
th en .

I t  m a d e  m e  fee l  p r o u d  t h a t  C h a r l i e  
h a d  g iv en  m e th e  h o n o r  o f  h a v in g  p r o ­
d u c e d  it. I w a s  j u s t  a b o u t  to t e l l  h im  
so. w h e n  h e  g a v e  m e  a n o th e r  j a b  in th e  
r ib s  w i th  h is  e lbow , a n d  s a v s :

" T h o u g h t  I t o ld  you to s to p  s n o r in g  
so loud .  Y o u ’ve g o t  m e h a l f  w oke  u p . ”
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“ T h a t  s o ? ” says I .  so r t  o' a m u s e d  a t  
h is  d e te r m i n a t i o n  to b l a m e  it  to m e ;
“ b e t t e r  w a k e  u p  tire o th e r  h a l f  a n d  see 
w h a t  vou t h in k  a b o u t  it  t h e n . ”

W h e n  C h a r l i e  h e a r d  tw o  so u n d s  g o in g  
on  a t  one  a n d  th e  sa m e  t im e ,  w h e n  he 
t h o u g h t  t h e r e  sh o u ld  ’a ’ b e en  b u t  one, 
he w a s  m i g h t y  p r o m p t  a b o u t  s i t t i n g  u p  
to ta k e  no tice .

“  W h a t ' s  m a k i n g  a l l  t h a t  r a c k e t ? ” he 
d e m a n d e d  a f t e r  h e ’d  l is te n e d  a  spel l .

“ T h a t ’s f o r  you  to  a n s w e r , ” says I ;
“ y o u  c a l l e d  m y  a t t e n t io n  to  i t . ”

“ I t h o u g h t  it w as  y o u ,” says he.  “ b u t  
I g u ess  it a i n ’t. G e t  u p  a n d  l ig h t  a  c a n ­
d le ,  a n d  le t 's  see w h a t  it  i s .”

“ Ju s t  w h a t  I in te n d e d  to  d o , ” says I,  
a n d  b e in g  on  th e  o u ts id e  o ’ the  bed,  I 
t h r e w  b a c k  th e  b l a n k e t s  a n d  s t a r t e d  to 
ge t  u p  : t h a t  is, I sw u n g  m y  fee t  o v e r  th e  
s ide  o ’ th e  bed ,  b u t  th e y  d i d n ’t ge t  w i th in  
tw o  f e e t  o ’ the  floor w h e n  th ey  l a n d e d  
on  s o m e th in g  w a r m  a n d  b ig  a n d  h a iry ,  
w h ic h  p r o m p t l y  let off a  g r u n t  t h a t  
s o u n d e d  l ike  so m e  one h a d  r ip p e d  a  h e m ­
lo ck  p l a n k  in  two, l e n g th w ise ,  a t  d o s e  
r a n g e .

O ’ course .  I w e n t  r i g h t  b a c k  to  bed.
“ W h a t  o n  e a r th  d o  y o u  su p p o s e  it 

i s ? ” a sk e d  C h a r l i e ,  a f t e r  I ' d  e x p la in e d  
w h v  I c am e  b a c k  so fas t .  “ T h i n k  it  s 
a  b e a r ?  ”

“ F e l t  m o re  l ike  a  b u f fa lo , ’ I  a n ­
sw ered .

“ A i n ’t n o  b u f fa lo  in th is  c o u n t r y . ”
“ I k n o w  it. I  w as  j u s t  r e m a r k in g  on 

w h a t  it  f e l t  l ike.  I d o n ’t k n o w  <>’ a n y ­
t h in g  in th is  n e c k  o ’ t h e  w o o d s  t h a t  r e ­
sem b le s  it,  j u d g in g  b y  th e  f e d . ”

“  W e l l ,  ge t  u p  a n d  l ig h t  t h a t  c an d le ,  
a n d  le t 's  t a k e  a  lo o k .”

I e d g e d  d o w n  to th e  fo o t  o’ th e  bed. 
gtit o n to  m v  h a n d s  a n d  k n ees  and s tu c k  
m v  off fo o t  as f a r  o u t  as I c o u ld  b e fo re  
p u t t i n g  it  d o w n .  O n c e  a g a m  th e  p l a n k  
w as  r i p p e d  in  tw o  as m y  fo o t  s t r u c k  the  
sa m e  th in g .  I w as  b a c k  b es id e  C h a r l i e  
so q u ick  you w o u l d n ’t ’a ’ k n o w e d  I ’d 
m ov ed .

T h e  b l a m e  t h in g  seems to  co v er  th e  
w h o le  sh a c k ,  f loor.” I i n f o r m e d  h im .

“  W e l l ,  w h y  d o n ’t y o u  g e t  u p  a n d  l ig h t  
t h a t  c a n d le ,  so we c a n  see i t ? "  h e  d e ­
m a n d e d .

“ I f  you  do  a n y  see in g  to -n ig h t ,  y o u ’ll 
f u r n i s h  y o u r  o w n  i l l u m in a t io n , ” I i n ­
f o r m e d  h im .  “ I a in ’t w a n d e r i n g  a r o u n d

on  to p  o ’ c r i t t e r s  o ’ t h a t  size in se a rc h  o’ 
a c a n d l e  f o r  y o u r  e d i f i c a t io n .”

B u t  C h a r l i e ’s c u r io s i ty  w a s n ’t so a cu te  
as a l l  t h a t ,  a n d  so w e l a y  th e re  a n d  
l is te n e d  to  th e  d i s t u r b a n c e  a n d  w a i te d  
fo r  d a y l ig h t ,  d o i n g  c o n s id e r a b le  s p e c u ­
l a t i n g  m e a n w h i le .

T h e  su n  m u s t  ’a ’ b e en  d e la y e d  by a 
w a sh o u t  t h a t  m o r n in g ,  f o r  it  s e em ed  to 
us he  w o u ld  n e v e r  sh o w  u p .  B u t  a f t e r  a 
' c a r  o r  so it  b e g a n  to g r o w  l ig h t ,  a n d  we 
sa t  u p  w i th  o u r  b a c k s  a g a i n s t  t h e  w a l l  
a n d  th e  b l a n k e t s  a r o u n d  o u r  legs a n d  
w a i te d  f o r  th e  b ig  sh o w  to co m m en ce .

A n d  ju s t  t h e n  th e  c r i t t e r  b e g a n  to 
w a k e  up .  a n d  a f t e r  a  f e w  p r e l i m in a r y  
g r u n t s  lie go t  o n to  h i s  fee t ,  p u t  his lo re  
p a w s  on one  s ide  o ’ t h e  s h a n ty ,  h is  h in d  
ones  on  th e  o th e r  s ide ,  a n d  s t r e tc h e d .  
T h e n  h e  p u t  a l l  f o u r  f e e t  t o g e th e r ,  
h u m p e d  h is  b a c k  u p  a n d  u p ,  t i l l  we 
c o u l d n ’t see  o v e r  it, a n d  s t r e tc h e d  a g a in .  
T h e n  he  s ighed .

I t  s o u n d e d  l ik e  t h e  e x h a u s t  o ’ a  t ten -  
k e v -en g in e ,  a n d  w a f t e d  t h e  f r y i n g - p a n  
off i ts  h o o k  on t h e  w a l l .  A n d  th e n  he 
face d  a r o u n d  o u r  w a y ,  s a t  d o w n  a n d  
c a lm ly  lo o k ed  us over ,  l i c k in g  tois ch o p s  
c o n te m p la t iv e lv .

M e  a n d  C h a r l i e  lo o k e d  a t  e ach  o th e r ,  
b o th  o ’ us d u m b  a n d  speech less .  W e  
d i d n ' t  n e ed  a  n a t u r a l  h i s to r y  to  t e l l  us 
w h a t  o u r  v is i to r  w as ,  f o r  w e  b o th  k n e w  
t h a t  f a c in g  us  s a t  a  f u l l - g r o w n  A f r i c a n  
l ion  !

C h a r l i e  w o re  a n  e x p re s s io n  o ’ p a in e d  
a m a z e m e n t ,  a n d  I m u s t  ’a ’ re flec ted  it 
m o re  o r  less  a c c u r a te ly ,  f o r  I d o n ’t k n o w  
o' a n y t h i n g  t h a t  c o u ld  be  m o r e  s u r p r i s i n g  
a n d  d i s c o n c e r t i n g  t h a n  to  w a k e  u p  a n d  
find  a n  e ig h t - f o o t  l io n  s i t t i n g  by  y o u r  
b e d s id e  w i th  a  b ig  g r i n  on  its  face ,  a w a y  
o u t  in th e  m id d l e  o ’ th e  b ig  n o r t h  w oods  
o ’ M ic h ig a n .

“ W e l l . ” 1 w h isp e re d ,  “  w h a l 'd  we b e t ­
t e r  do  ? "

Ju s t  t h e n  I . e a n d e r  y a w n e d .  H i s  m o u th  
o p e n e d  u p  a n d  t ip  a n d  u p  u n t i l  e v e ry ­
t h in g  f o r  m iles  a r o u n d  lo o k ed  rosy  a n d  
ivo rv  a n d  f a ta l .

“ L e t  us p r a y . ’’ a n s w e r e d  C h a r l i e  
p r o m p t ly .

A t  th e  w o r d  “ p r a v  ”  I . e a n d e r  sh u t  bis 
m o u th  a n d  lo o k ed  u p  q u ick .  T h e n  he 
t u r n e d  to  th e  t a b le ,  p u t  h is  fo re  p a w s  cm 
it. a n d  b u r i e d  h is  h e a d  b e tw e e n  th em ,  
in a n  a t t i t u d e  o ’ a b j e c t  d e v o t io n .
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“ W h y .  i t ' s  a t r a in e d  l ion  ! "  g a sp e d  
C h a r l i e  in a m a z e m e n t .  " A n d  a h l a m e d  
a c c o m m o d a t i n g  one a t  t h a t .  W o n d e r  i f  
h e ' l l  si t  u p . "

I . e a n d e r  p r o m p t l y  u n p r a y e d  h im s e l f  
a n d  sat  up .  w a v i n g  his p a w s  a w k w a r d ly .

“ R o l l  o v e r , "  c o m m a n d e d  C h a r l i e ,  e n ­
c o u r a g e d  by  h is  success.

I . e a n d e r  p r o m p t l y  ro l led .
“ G e t  u p  a n d  face  th e  eas t  a n d  r u n  a 

m i l l i o n  m ile s  w i th o u t  s t o p p i n g . "  was 
C h a r l i e ' s  n e x t  c o m m a n d .

I .e a n d e r  e i t h e r  d i d n ' t  u n d e r s t a n d  th is  
o r  w as  r e lu c t a n t  to obey, f o r  he  g o t  u p  
a n d  a m b le d  o v e r  to th e  b e d  a n d  l a id  his 
h e a d  in C h a r l i e ’s lap .  lo o k in g  u p  a t  h im  
w i th  eves as  g e n t l e  a n d  a p p e a l i n g  as a 
b ig  dog 's .

T h a t  s e t t le d  it. W #  w ere  th re e  go o d  
f r i e n d s  f r o m  t h a t  t im e  on.

O ’ course  m e a n d  C h a r l i e  w e re  som e 
f id g e ty  a n d  n e rv o u s  f o r  a sp e l l  a t  h a v ­
in g  su c h  a  l a r g e  pe t  a r o u n d ,  a n d  we 
g a v e  L e a n d e r  the  sa m e  c a re  a n d  c o n s id ­
e r a t io n  t h a t  w e  w o u ld  a h o g s h e a d  o ’ 
w a r m  d y n a m i t e  on  a m id s u m m e r  day. 
B u t  as t im e  w e n t  on  we c a m e  to  u n d e r ­
s t a n d  t h a t  he  w as  a b o u t  th e  g e n t l e s t  c r i t ­
t e r  in  th e  S ta te ,  a n d  w o u l d n ' t  ’a ’ h u r t  u s  
f o r  a n y th in g .

H e  to o k  h is  p la c e  in the  f a m i ly  c irc le  
a s  c a lm lv  a n d  c o n f id e n t ly  as a s t r a y  ca t  
w o u ld ,  a n d  p ro c e e d e d  to  m a k e  h im s e l f  
a m u s in g  a n d  u se fu l  to us  f r o m  th e  s ta r t .  
H e ’d  f u l l e r  u s  a r o u n d  e v e ry w h e re  w e  
w e n t ,  a n d  a p p e a r e d  to  tak e  a n  in te re s t  
in  e v e r y th in g  we d id .

W h e n e v e r  w e 'd  d ig  u p  a  sen g - ro o t ,  
I .e au c le r ’d  h a v e  h is  b ig  nose  r i g h t  in t h e  
h o le ,  w a n t i n g  to  k n o w  a l l  a b o u t  i t : a n d  
d a r n e d  i f  he  d i d n ' t  ge t  to  u n d e r s t a n d  it 
a f t e r  a  spe l l ,  so ’s h e 'd  r e co g n ize  t h e  ser.g 
bv  th e  sm e ll .  T h e n  we m a d e  m oney .

I t  w as  th is  w a y : W h e n e v e r  w e 'd  s ta r t  
o u t  a f t e r  seng .  I . e a n d e r ’d  t r o t  a lo n g  
a h e a d ,  sniff ing a n d  snuff ing  close to  the  
g r o u n d  l ike  a  b ig  h o u n d ,  a n d  every  t im e  
h e 'd  find a  se n g - ro o t  h e ’d  sit d o w n  b e ­
s ide  it.  look  o u r  way. a n d  p u r r .

I t ’d  s o u n d  l ike  a b u z z -sa w  w o r k in g  on 
h a l f  ra t io n s ,  a n d  w e 'd  k n o w  r i g h t  a w a y  
t h a t  we w e re  w a n te d ,  i t  g o t  so f in a l ly  
t h a t  a l l  m e  a n d  C h a r l i e  h a d  to  d o  was 
to  w a n d e r  f r o m  s e n g - ro o t  to  se n g - ro o t  
a n d  d ig  ’em  ou t .  w h i le  L e a n d e r  s c a m ­
p e r e d  h i th e r  a n d  von, d i s c o v e r in g  m o re  
f o r  us.

e w e re  t a k i n g  ou t  m o re  in one d a y  
t h a n  we o r d i n a r i l y  d id  in a  m o n th  : a n d  
as th e y  w ere  p a y in g  f o u r  d o l l a r s  a n d  a  
h a l f  a  p o u n d  t h a t  year ,  y o u  c a n  see w h y  
it was th a t  we b o th  set a h e a p  o' s to re  
<in i .e an d e r .

( r  cou rse  we k n e w  he  m u s t  'a '  e scap ed  
f r o m  som e show , a n d  t h a t  h is  o w n e rs  
w e re  p r o b a b ly  'u n i t i n g  a l l  over  th e  u p p e r  
p e n in s u l a  f o r  h im  ; a n d  w h i le  we w o u ld  
'a '  g iv en  h im  u p  i f  w e ’d  h a d  to .  we 
w e r e n ’t a d v e r t i s in g  h is  p re se n c e  in th e  
O n t o n a g o n  none ,

W e  w e re  t h i r t y  m ile s  f r o m  th e  n e a re s t  
to w n ,  s t r a ig h t  in to  t h e  w oods ,  a n d  w h e re  
th e re  w a s n ' t  m u c h  l ik e l ih o o d  o ’ a m '  o n e  
h a p p e n i n g  a lo n g  u n a w a r e s  a n d  d i s c o v e r ­
in g  us. a n d  as we d i d n ’t t e l e g r a p h  th e  
n ew s  a r o u n d  p ro m iscu o u s .  L e a n d e r s  
w h e r e a b o u t s  r e m a in e d  a  d e e p  m v s te rv  to 
the  o u t s id e  w o r ld .

W e l l ,  t h in g s  m o v ed  as sm o o th  as a 
t r o u t  in  a  b ro o k  w i th  us a l l  t h a t  su m m er .  
W e  m o sey ed  a lo n g  easy, a m u s in g  o u r ­
selves w i th  L e a n d e r  a n d  a c c u m u l a t i n g  
se n g  u n t i l  we h a d  e n o u g h  o’ it b a le d  u p  
to  b r e a k  th e  m a rk e t .

E v e r y  d a y  o r  so w e 'd  h a v e  to get ou t  
a n d  sh o o t  a  d e e r  to k e ep  L e a n d e r  in g ru b ,  
a n d  h e 'd  go  a lo n g  w i th  us a n d  c a r r y  
b a c k  th e  carcass ,  t a k i n g  it  by  th e  neck  
a n d  t h r o w i n g  t h e  b o d y  fiver his sh o u ld e r ,  
m u c h  th e  sa m e 's  y o u 'd  c a r r y  a sack  o ’ 
m ea l .  O h ,  I te l l  you  t h a t  c r i t t e r  w as 
t h e  f ines t  t r a i n e d  l io n  ever  seen.

T h e n  th e  se n g  b e g a n  to p e te r  o u t  
a r o u n d  o u r  sec tion ,  a n d  we d e c id e d  to 
ta k e  a  h ike  o v e r  to th e  P ic k e re l  L a k e  
c o u n t r y  a n d  t r y  .o u r  luck  there .

P ic k e re l  L a k e  is a b o u t  f o r t v  m iles  
s o u th  o ’ o u r  h o m e s te a d s  a n d  d e e p e r  in to  
t h e  w o o d s  th a n  ever,  so we w e r e n ' t  m u ch  
a f r a i d  o ’ a n y  one  d i s c o v e r in g  o u r  pet.  
W e  m a d e  th e  t r i p  in tw o  d a v s  easy, a n d  
w e re  soon s e t t le d  in a sh a c k  by  th e  lake  
t h a t  u sed  to b e lo n g  to F r a n k  H a h n ,  b e ­
fo re  he  g o t  k i l le d  g a u d  we g o t  b usy  w i th  
t h e  se n g  r i g h t  off.

I t  w as  th e  l a t t e r  p a r t  o ’ A u g u s t  w h e n  
w e h i t  th e  p lac e ,  a n d  w e k e p t  ou rse lves  
a n d  L e a n d e r  b u s y  u n t i l  t h e  ta i l  e n d  o ’ 
O c to b e r ,  by  w h ic h  t im e  we h a d  a c c u ­
m u la t e d  tw o  h u n d r e d  p o u n d s  o ’ se n g  a n d  
h a d  c le a n e d  th in g s  u p  p r e t t y  g e n e r a l ly  
a r o u n d  there .  T h e n  we s t a r t e d  f o r  h o m e  
a g a in .

W e  a r r iv e d  th e r e  on  th e  ta i l  e n d  o ’ th e
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t h i r d  d ay ,  a n d  lo n g  b e f o re  w e  c a m e  in 
s ig h t  o ’ t h e  s h a n t y  w e h e a r d  so u n d s  t h a t  
t o ld  us  t h e r e  w as  so m e th in g  d o in g  in  o u r  
v ic in i ty .

I t  was a  f a m i l i a r  s o u n d  to m e a n d  
C h a r l i e — th e  s o u n d  o ’ t h e  a x — a n d  it 
r i le d  us some, too, fo r  w e  w ere  su re  they  
w e re  on  o u r  l an d .

“ I ’l l  be t  i t ’s t h e  E l m  R i v e r  g a n g , ” 
says  C h a r l i e  a f t e r  l i s te n in g  a  spel l .  
"  T h e y ’re  a lw a y s  the  f irs t  ones to ge t  
in to  the  g a m e  in  th e  f a l l ,  a n d  th e y  a lw a y s  
p ic k  th e  bes t  c u t t in g s ,  i r r e s p ec t iv e  o ’ 
o w n e r sh ip .

“ J u s t  w h a t  I w as  t h in k i n g . ” I a n ­
sw ere d .  “ R e m e m b e r  t h e m  tw o  c ru is e rs  
t h a t  w e n t  t h r o u g h  h e r e  l a s t  s p r i n g  a n d  
s to p p e d  to a sk  a lo t  o ’ fo o l  q u e s t io n s ?  
W e  h a d  a n o t io n  t h a t  th ey  w ere  D e ­
l a n e y ’s m en ,  you k n o w .”

W h e n  m e  a n d  C h a r l i e  h a d  se lec te d  o u r  
h o m e s te a d s ,  w e  h a d  d o n e  so w i th  th e  t i m ­
b e r  p r o sp e c t s  in  view, a n d  h a d  p ick e d  the  
m o s t  p r o m is in g  sec t io n s  w e c o u ld  find. 
T h e r e  w a s  g o o d  p in e  p r e t t y  m u c h  a l l  
o v e r  b o th  h o m e s te a d s ,  b u t  r u n n i n g  
t h r o u g h  o u r  n o r t h  e ig h t ie s  w as  a b u n c h  
o ’ p a r t i c u l a r l y  fine t rees  ; a l l  c lean ,  ta l l ,  
a n d  s t r a ig h t ,  w i th  l i t t le  o r  no  h a r d w o o d  
a m o n g  th e m .

W e  h a d  f ig u re d  t h a t  t h e y  s to o d  us in 
a t  leas t  te n  t h o u s a n d  d o l l a r s  eac h  i f  we 
so ld  ’em  s t a n d in g ,  w h ic h  w e ’d  do. o 
course ,  we n o t  b e in g  lu m b e rm e n ,

T i m  D e la n c v ,  th e  boss  o ’ the  E l m  
R i v e r  g a n g ,  w as  the  m o s t  o rn e ry  a n d  
n o to r io u s  t im b e r  p i r a t e  t h a t  ever  cam e  
in to  th e  w oods ,  t \  e b o th  k n e w  h im  
w e l l ,  as he  b a d  been  w o r k in g  in o u r  
v ic in i ty  f o r  sev e ra l  seasons  ; b u t  b e  h a d  
n e v e r  m o le s te d  us so fa r .

W e  k n ew ,  too , t h a t  lie w as  a  f igh ter ,  
a n d  g e n e r a l ly  d i d n ' t  p a y  m u c h  a t t e n t io n  
to such  sm a l l  fo lk  as h o m e s te a d e r s  w h en  
lie h a p p e n e d  to  ge t  in to  th e i r  t e r r i t o ry  : 
b u t  jus t  b lu f f e d  o r  f o u g h t  ’em  oil.  as th e  
occas io n  d e m a n d e d .  H e  g e n e r a l ly  h a d  
a b o u t  f i f tv  l u m b e r - j a c k s  a t  his back ,  a n d
the re fo re  he was u su a l ly 'su ccess iu l  with
ju s t  th e  bluffing.

H u w s o m e v e r ,  w e  d i d n ’t p ro p o se  to be 
r o b b e d  w i th o u t  m a k i n g  som e so r t  o ’ a  
h o l le r .

So  w e h u s t l e d  f o r  t h e  sh ack ,  w h e re  w e 
o n ly  l i n g e r e d  lo n g  e n o u g h  to  p u t  J .ean-  
i e r  in s ide  w i th  th e  c o m m a n d  t h a t  he  r e ­
m a i n  th e r e  u n t i l  w e  r e tu r n e d ,  a n d  th e n

s t a r t e d  a w a y  in  t h e  d i r e c t io n  o ’ t h e  
so u n d s  o ’ t h e  c h o p p in g .

J u s t  as w e h a d  a n t i c ip a te d ,  w e  f o u n d  
’em w o r k in g  r i g h t  in  t h e  h e a r t  o ’ o u r  
cho ice  t r a c t  o ’ p ine .  T h e y  h a d  a l r e a d y  
f e l l e d  h a l f  the  b ig  trees ,  s m a s h i n g  a n d  
k i l l i n g  n e a r ly  a l l  t h e  y o u n g  p in e  in d o ­
in g  so. w h ic h  sh o w ed  t h a t  th ey  w ere  
w o r k in g  in  a  h u r r y  a n d  k n o w e d  they  
w ere  s tea l in g .

W e  p assed  a lo t  o ’ p a i r s  o’ c h o p p e r s  as 
we w e n t  a lo n g ,  b u t  w e  d i d n ’t Stop to  t a lk  
to t h e m ; b u t  m a d e  s t r a ig h t  fo r  som e t a r ­
p a p e r  b u i ld i n g s  w e  saw  a h e a d  o f  us, 
w h e re  we k n e w  w e’d  f ind  th e  boss. B e ­
fo r e  w e  r e a c h e d  th e m  a b ig .  b u r l y  m an .  
w i th  h is  h a t  cocked  on one  side, c am e  ou t  
o’ one  o ’ t h e  s h a n t ie s  a n d  s w a g g e r e d  
t o w a r d  us.

W e  w ere  m ig h t y  q u ick  in r e c o g n iz in g  
h in t  a s  D e lan e y .

“ Y o u  f e l l e r s  l o o k in g  fe r  a  j o b ? ” he  
i n q u i r e d  as  we cam e  up .

“  N o ,  s i r , ” s n a p p e d  C h a r l i e .  “ W e ’re  
h e re  to te l l  you  t h a t  y o u ’re c u t t i n g  on 
o u r  lan d ,  a n d  that, y o u 'v e  g o t  to  g e t  off .”

“ H o ,  ho  ! ” l a u g h e d  D e la n e y .  “ \  o u r  
l a n d ?  W h e r e ’d  you  ge t  th e  t i t le .  I ’d 
l ike  to k n o w ? ”

“ H o m e s t e a d e d  i t , ” a n s w e r e d  C h a r l i e ,  
“ a n d  you  k n o w  it,  too, you  b la m e  o ld  
t im b e r  th ie f  ! ”

D e la n e y  sco w led ,  b u t  k e p t  h is  t em p er .
" T h i s  is S ta te  l a n d , ” says he  qu ie t ly .
“ T h i s  is o u r  la n d .  I t e l l  you. W e  

w in d  u p  o u r  f o u r  y e a rs  a n d  ge t  o u r  
d e ed s  th is  f a l l , ”

“ 'I ’h is  is S t a te  l a n d , ” r e p e a t e d  De- 
ianov. “ a n d  I ’ve g o t  a  r i g h t  to c u t  a l l  
the  p in e  I w a n t  to. I f  you f e l l e r s  d o n ’t 
l ike  it,  v o u  k n o w  w h a t  vou  c a n  d o . ”

A n d  th e n  th e  a r g u m e n t  b e ca m e  h e a te d  
a n d  v i tu p e ra t iv e .  A  lo t  o ’ th e  j a c k s  q u i t  
w o rk  a n ti  c am e  o v e r  to l i s te n  a n d  offer  
su g g e s t io n s .  a n d  b e tw e e n  th e m  a n d  D e ­
laney. m e  a n d  C h a r l i e  w e re  m a d e  „c lock 
as r id ic u lo u s  as a  p a i r  o ' p o r c u p in e  on  a 
r id g e -p o le .

“ W e l l . ” says D e la n e y  f in a l ly .  “  I 'm  
h e re  to c u t  p ine ,  a n d  p ine  I ’m  g o in g  to 
cu t,  w h e t h e r  you like  it  o r  no t .  so w h a t ’re 
vou  g o in g  to do  a b o u t  i t?  ”

“ B y  g l o r y ! I ' l l  t e l l  you  w h a t  w e ’re 
g o in g  to  d o , ” savs C h a r l i e ,  m a d  c le a r  
t h r o u g h ; “ v o u ’ll  g e t  oft" th is  l a n d  h o t ­
fo o t .  a n d  p a y  us f o r  t h e  d a m a g e  y o u ’ve 
don e ,  o r  I ' l l  sick L e a n d e r  on  vou  1 ”
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“ I s  L e a n d e r  y o u r  l i t t l e  p e t  l a p - d o g ?  " 
i a q u i r e d  one o'  the  jac k s .

“ Yes ."  says 1 qu ick ,  f e a r in g  th a t  C h a r ­
lie  w o u ld  g ive  th e  t h in g  a w a y  ; “  yes. he 's  
o u r  l i t t l e  pe t  l a p - d o g : h u t  h e 's  b ig
e n o u g h  to m a k e  th in g s  i n te r e s t in g  l o r  
v o u r  b u n c h  if  we te l l  h im  t o T

T h a t  ra is ed  a r o a r  o' l a u g h t e r  a n d  
b r o u g h t  a  lo t  m o re  o' the  j a c k s  over  to 
h e a r  th e  fun .

“ G o  fe tc h  th e  l i t t l e  f e l l e r  o v e r  he re  
a n d  w e ' l l  h a v e  som e D i g g e r  I n j u n  s tew  
f o r  s u p p e r . "  says t h e  firs t  j a c k .  “ I t ' s  
fine, ' s p e c ia l ly  w i th  t a m e  d o g / '

“ I f  L e a n d e r  h a p p e n s  in to  th is  b u n c h ,  
i t ' l l  he l u m b e r - j a c k  s tew  t h a t ’s e t .” r e ­
to r t e d  C h a r l i e .  “ A n d  he a in ' t  p a r t i c u ­
l a r  a b o u t  t h e  s t e w in g  p a r t ,  e i t h e r . ”

A n d  th e n  t l iev  a ll  s t a r t e d  in a n d  r o a s t ­
ed us a b o u t  o u r  l i t t l e  p e t  l a p - d o g  u n t i l  
w e  w e re  so r i le d  t h a t  w e  w e re  see in g  red , 
w h i te  a n d  b lu e  a n d  th e  D e c la r a t i o n  o ’ 
I n d e p e n d e n c e .  W e  k n e w  it w o u ld  be a 
case  o’ f igh t  in a n o th e r  m in u te ,  a n d  so 
w ise ly  l e f t  f o r  hom e.

“  W e ' r e  c o m in g  back ,  t h o u g h ,"  C h a r ­
l ie  y e l le d  a t  ’em. “ A n d  w h e n  we do ,  
you  p o le c a t s  a r e  g o in g  to t a k e  to the  
t a l l  u n c u t  l ike  y o u  n e v e r  d id  b e fo re . "

“ D o n ’t  f o r g e t  to  b r i n g  L e a n d e r . "  they  
c a l l e d  b a c k  de r is ive ly .  “  W e ’re  h a n k e r ­
in g  f o r  t h a t  D i g g e r  s tew ."

“ W e  w o n ’t , "  y e l le d  h a c k  C h a r l i e .  
“  W e ’ll  b r i n g  h im  b a c k  so b l a m e  q u ick  
i t ’l l  s u r p r i s e  von ."

“ Y o u  a i n ’t r e a l ly  g o in g  to do  it, a re  
v o u ? ” I asked .

“ Y o u ’re  r i g h t  w h o o p in g  I am. H e ’s 
ft  b i g g e r  a r g u m e n t  t h a n  a ll  th e  m en  D e ­
la n e y  e v er  h i red ,  a n d  w h e n  we t u r n  h im  
loose  a m o n g  th e m  p i r a t e s  v o u ' l l  see 
d o in g s . "

AN' e w e re  b a ck  a t  t h e  sh a c k  in a  j i f fv  
a n d  g o t  o u r  g u n s  o u t  a n d  lo a d e d  them . 
NYe d i d n ’t k n o w  b u t  t h e n  ‘d  he som e g u n -  
p l a v  w h e n  th e m  f e l l e r s  saw  o u r  l i t t le  
p e t  l a p - d o g  b e a r i n g  d o w n  on th em  : a n d  
a.s we d i d n ' t  w a n t  no  ho les  p u t  t h r o u g h  
L e a n d e r .  we t h o u g h t  it well to be p r e ­
p a re d .

I . e a n d e r  sensed t h a t  th e re  w as  so m e ­
t h in g  in  th e  a i r  r i g h t  off. H e 'd  n e v e r  
seen  us  m a d  b e fo re ,  a n d  seem ed  to  k n o w  
t h a t  t h in g s  w e re  n o t  j u s t  r ig h t .

NYe s t a r t e d  back ,  a n d  w h e n  w e g o t  to 
t h e  e d g e  o'  th e  c le a r in g  we c i r c le d  a r o u n d  
u n t i l  we w e re  as close to  th e  b u i l d ­

in g s  as we c o u ld  ge t  w i th o u t  e x p o s in g  
o u rse lv es .  T h e n  we m a r c h e d  b o ld ly  
out.

D e la n e y  a n d  Iris m en  w e re  s t i l l  g a t h ­
e red  to g e th e r  w h e re  we h a d  l e f t  ’em. a n d  
w ere  e v id e n t lv  d i s c u s s in g  us ; f o r  w h e n  
we s t a r t e d  t o w a r d  'em  one  h o l l e r e d :  
" H e r e  th ey  com e a g a in  1 "

NYe k e p t  r i g h t  on  u n t i l  w e  w e re  within, 
f i f ty  fee t  o' th em ,  w i th  L e a n d e r  l e a d in g ,  
a n d  th e n  we s to p p e d .  C h a r l i e  s t e p p e d  
u p  b es id e  o u r  l i t t l e  pe t.  who w as s t a r in g  
a t  th e  m en  a n d  g r o w l i n g  g e n t ly  to h im -  
s -1?. a n d  p o in te d  a t  the  b u n ch .

" S ick  ’em. L e a n d e r !  " sacs  he.  E a t  
’em u p ! "

Lean.der b r a c e d  h is  legs  to g e th e r ,  s tu c k  
Ids ta l i  s t r a ig h t  up  in th e  a ir .  b r i s t l e d  u p  
1 is m a n e  u n t i l  everv  h a i r  s to o d  on  ends 
a n d  - a id :

H o t  o u t  o '  t ' o r o . ’ " o r  ro a rs  to t h a t  
effect.

I t  so u n d e d  like th e  t r u m p  o ’ d o o m  
c a l l in g  to the  lost  ones at- th e  o t h e r  e n d  
o' th e  un iverse .

T h e  r e su l t  su rp a s s e d  o u r  fo n d e s t  hopes .  
M e  a n d  C h a r l i e  w ere  w a t c h i n g  th e  
c ro w d  closely,  w i th  o u r  g u n s  h a l f  ra ised ,  
r e a d y  to sh o o t  first  i f  th e  o ccas ion  d e ­
m a n d e d .

B u t .  oh. no, th e re  w a s n ' t  a g u n  to be 
seen in t h a t  c r o w d  n n v w h e r e : in s tea d ,  
we had. the  p l e a s u r e  o ’ v ie w in g  th e  
cho ices t  c o l l e c t io n  o ’ o p e n  m o u th s  .and 
w h i te  eyes ever  g a th e r e d  to g e t h e r  a t  one 
a n d  th e  sam e  t im e.

B e fo re  L e a n d e r  go t  h a l f - w a v  th r o u g h  
lbs  r e m a r k  t h a t  g a n g  h a d  b e g u n  to fa d e ,  
a n d  by th e  t im e  he  was r e a d v  f o r  th e  
n e x t  se n ten ce  th e r e  w a s n ' t  ten  m en  in 
s i g h t ;  a n d  a l l  o ’ th e m ,  e x c e p t  D e lanov ,  
w e re  d u s t i n g  f o r  t h e  t im b e r - l i n e  l ike 
th e i r  lives d e p e n d e d  on  th e i r  g e t t in g  
th e re  b e fo re  the  w h is t l e  b lew  —  w h ic h  it
d id .

"  NYhere're a l l  y><u f e l le r s  g o i n g ?  ” 
C h a r l i e  ye l led  a f t e r  th em .  " A i n ' t  you 
g o in g  to stay' to s u p p e r  a n d  h a v e  some 
D i g g e r  I n j u n  s t e w ?  H e r e ' s  o u r  little- pe t  
l a p - d o g .  A l l  vou"vc g o t  to do  is cook 
h im ."

B u t  t h e y  a ll  seemed, to ’a ’ lost  t h e i r  
a p p e t i te s ,  a n d  d i d n ' t  even p au se  to  say. 
so m u c h  as  “ N o .  t h a n k s . "  o r  “ G o  to  
t h u n d e r ! ’’

D e la n e y  s to o d  st i ll ,  s t a r in g  a t  us, a n d  
d i d n ’t seem to k n o w  w h a t  to do, so I .e a n -
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d o r  s t a r tw l  o v e r  to te l l  h im. That s e t ­
t le d  it.

D e la n e y  is r a te d  as a b ra v e  m a n ;  b u t  
w h e n  h e  saw  t h a t  e ig h t - f o o t  b u n d l e  o ’ 
see th in g ,  r u m b i a v  f e ro c i ty  c o m in g  his 
" 'a y ,  he  j u s t  let  o u t  one  yell  a n d  lit  ou t  
f o r  some o t h e r  p la c e  in m u c h  th e  sam e  
m a n n e r  t h a t  the  s i n g e r  b a t  m a d e  its  exit  
f r o m  th e  p l a c e  t h a t  G e n e r a l  S h e r m a n  
sa id  w a r  was.

W e  h u n g  a r o u n d  f o r  severa l  days ,  
w a i t i n g  f o r  som e o '  t h e m  to s h e w  u p  
a g a in ,  b u t  n o n e  ever  d id .  T h e v  se em ed  
to be p e r f e c t l y  sa t is f ied  to let  o u r  l i t t le  
p e t  l a p - d o g  ru le  the  roos t  ju s t  as 
th ey  h a d  l e f t  it. a n d  the  l u m b e r - j a c k s  
d i d n ' t  even  com e b a ck  a l t e r  th e i r  t u r ­
keys.

( ) '  course ,  th ey  d o n e  c o n s id e r a b le  d a m ­
a g e  to o u r  l i t t l e  t r a c t  o ’ p in e  : b u t  w h e n  
we c o u n te d  up  tw o  h u n d r e d  d o u b le - e d g e d  
axes  a n d  c ro ss -cu t  saws, a n d  th e  sam e  
n u m b e r  o ’ go o d  c an t -h o n k s ,  to  say  n o t h ­
in g  o’ the  hoo ts  a n d  c lo th e s  a n d  e n o u g h  
g r u b  to las t  us te n  years ,  a n d  one  t i l in g  
a n d  a n o th e r ,  l ike  o' t h a t  : a n d  a  n ice  lot 
o' cu t  lu m b e r ,  a l l  r e a d v  to send  d o w n  to 
t h e  lake  w a l l  tile s p r i n g  th aw s ,  w h ich  
h a d n ' t  cost  us a  cent,  we b e g a n  to  see 
w h e re  w e 'd  m a d e  m oney .

W e  n e v e r  saw  t h a t  K im  R i v e r  g a n g  
a g a in  : b u t  a b o u t  th re e  weeks a f t e r  th e y  
l e f t  a  c o u p le  o' f e l l e r s  c a m e  t e a r in g  u p  
to o u r  sh a n ty ,  lo u d ly  d e m a n d i n g  w h e re  
th e  k in g  was.

W h e n  l . e a n d e r  h e a r d  th e i r  voices he  
c a m e  t e a r in g  o u t  o' t h e  sh a c k  l ike  a  house 
afire ,  a n d  i f  a n  a n im a l  ever  e x p re ssed  
g r e a t  j o y  t h a t  c r i t t e r  d id .

H e  r o m p e d  a n d  ro l le d  a n d  ro a re d  
a r o u n d  th e m  m e n  l ike  a l l  possessed , l ic k ­
ing  th e i r  boo ts  a n d  k o to w in g  a ll  over

’em in lus  e f fo r ts  to m ak e  ’em  u n d e r s t a n d  
in- lo v ed  'em a n d  was g l a d  to  see ’em  
again.

I hey  w e re  j u s t  as d e m o n s t r a t iv e  as 
l .e a n d e r ,  a n d  it d i d n ' t  t ak e  us lo n g  to 
a r r iv e  a t  th e  c o n c lu s io n ,  a n d  r ig h t lv ,  t h a t  
they  w e re  his ow ners .

" Me was t r a v e l in g  w i th  J o h n  P. M a i ­
lm a n  s c i r c u s . ’’ one  o ’ th e m  i n f o r m e d  us. 
" a n d  th e  t r a i n  he  was on  g o t  w re ck e d  
cu e  n ig h t ,  a b o u t  tw e n ty  m iles  so u th  o’ 
H o u g h t o n ,  a n d  the  c a r  he w as  t r a v e l i n g  
iffis l ik ew ise  h is  w a g o n ,  w e re  sm a sh e d  to 
sm i th e re en s .  W e  su p p o s e  th e  p o o r  c r i t ­
te r  was f r i g h te n e d  c le an  o u t  o ’ h is  wits,  
a n d  j u s t  n a t u r a l l y  s t a r t e d  o u t  a n d  r u n  
fo r  h is  l ife ,  a n d  n e v e r  s to p p e d  u n t i l  he  
h it  here.

“  W e 'v e  been h u n t i n g  h ig h  a n d  low  
i o r  lu m  ever  s ince t h e  a c c id e n t ;  a n d  
nail a b o u t  g iven  u p  h o p e  o f  ever  see ing  
a im  a g a in ,  w h e n  a b u n c h  o ’ m e n  cam e  
in to  H o u g h t o n  th e  o th e r  d a y  w i th  a ta le  
a b o u t  a c o u p le  o' h o m e s te a d e r s  w h o  h a d  
a pet: l ion  th i r t y  feet  lo n g  a n d  ten  fee t"  
h ig h .  who. w h e n  lie r o a re d ,  c au sed  th e  
g r o u n d  to t r e m b le  l ike the  f a l l i n g  o f  a 
th o u s a n d  lu g  p in es  a l l  a t  once,  a n d  w h o  
to re  u p  h u g e  t rees  by th e  ro o ts  a n d  th re w  
ti iem  a m i le  in to  tile a i r  w i th  h is  m ig h ty
jaws.

H e  d i d n ' t  a n sw e r  o u r  d e s c r ip t io n  e x ­
ac t ly .  b u t  w e  h u s t l e d  r i g h t  o u t  h e re  ju s t  
t h e  same. W e ' r e  a m i l l io n  t im e s  o b l ig e d  
to  you  i o r  t a k in g  sunn go o d  c a re  o' h i m ;  
a n d  i f  y o u ' l l  j u s t  'm a k e  o u t  y o u r  hi l l ,  
w e ’ll p a y  it c h e e r f u l l v . ”

<>’ co u rse  we d i d n ' t  m a k e  o u t  no  h ill .
I w a n d e r 'd  m o r e 'n  p a id  fo r  h is  keep,  a n d  
w e to ld  'e m  s o .  I t  m os t  b ro k e  o u r  hearts 
to lose h im . t h o u g h ,  fo r  he w as  su re  the 
finest pe t  we ever  h ad ,  b e fo re  o r  since.

T O  G l l ' l . I A  G R K -T .

WTiln lijsf rose is briuhtest.
I ts  b loom  will  soonest  d ie  ;

W hen burns  the meteor  brightest .
’T w i l l  v a n ish  f ro m  the  skv.

I f  Dea th  but  wait  unt i l  del ight  
OVr run  the heart  like wine.

A n d  b re a k  the  c u p  w h e n  b r i m m i n g  qu i te .
I die— lo r  t hou hast poured to-night  

T h e  last d rop  in to  mine.
X a t i h m i , l  P a r k r r  U 'H l i s .



A H A P P Y  H O L D - U P .
By H E N R Y  M c H A R G  D A V E N P O R T .

How it happened that the man who was robbed had the laugh on his despoiiers.

J i  w as  f i f te en  m in u te s  a l t e r  1 a .m .
w h e n  B e n so n  tu r n e d  f ro m  M o t t  

t . - fee t  a n d  c am e  o u t  a m id  th e  m u r k y  red  
..a i ts  o f  the  B ow ery .

l 'h e  sa lo o n s  a n d  m u s ic -h a l l s  w e re  in 
fuB. sw in g ,  f o r  th e  n i g h t  w a s  st i l l ing ,  a n d  
th e  w h i r  o f  e lec tr ic  f a n s  f r o m  w i th in  
see m e d  a l lu r in g .

S u d d e n l y  th e  d o o r  o f  a  b r i g h t l y  i l l u ­
m in a t e d  c a fe  s w u n g  o p e n  ; B e n so n  c a u g h t  
tiie : l in k  o f  m a n y  glasses,  a n d  th e  h igh ,  
b o is te ro u s  l a u g h t e r  o f  w o m en .  O n  a l ­
m o s t  an y  o th e r  o ccas ion  he w o u ld  have  
ireei d isg u s te d ,  h u t  t o -n ig h t  he  w as  t i red ,  
a n d  th e  scene  r a th e r  a m u s e d  h i n t

H e  la u g h e d ,  a n d  w a lk e d  on w eari ly .  
T h i  s t ree ts  w e re  a lm o s t  d e se r te d ,  a n d  he 
f e l t  m ite  a lone .  1'lien. too. he  w as  
t h i r s t  /. a n d  a lm o s t  d izzy  f r o m  the  heat .

A  t a r t y  o f  m e n  c o m in g  ga i ly ,  i f  r a th e r  
u n s te a d i ly ,  f r o m  the  g a u d i ly  p a in t e d  e n ­
t r a n c e  o f  th e  S p o r t s '  B u r le s q u e  H u l l ,  
s u g g e s te d  to h im  at least  t e m p o r a r y  d i ­
version .

T h e  sw in g in g  d o o r s  c lo sed  b e h in d  h im  
th e  n ex t  m in u te ,  a n d  he m a d e  his way. 
n o n e  too easily ,  t h r o u g h  tire c r o w d  o f  
ro i s te re r s  to a  l i t t le  t a b le  so m e w h a t  a p a r t  
f r o m  tire o thers .

B u t  i f  he  so u g h t  to ev ad e  a t t e n t io n  in 
th is  m a n n e r .  B en so n  was very  m u c h  m is ­
taken .  I I  is e n t r a n c e  w as  a t  t h a t  v e ry  
m o m e n t  b e in g  c o m m e n te d  u p o n  by tw o  
b u r l y  to u g h s ,  w h o  l a u g h e d  s ig n i f ic a n t ly  
a n d  n u d g e d  each o th e r  a t  th e i r  fab le  
d i r e c t lv  opposi te .

T o t a l l y  u n c o n sc io u s  o f  the  a t t e n t io n  he 
w as  c re a t in g .  B en so n  b e g a n  c a su a l ly  to 
t ak e  s tock  o f  his u n u s u a l  s u r r o u n d in g s .

D o w n  in  f r o n t  a p a le  y o u n g  m a n  au to -  
m a t i c a l lv  p o u n d e d  r a g - t im e  f ro m  a s lab-  
s id e d  p ian o ,  w h ic h  lo o k ed  o ld  e n o u g h  to 
vo te ,  w h i le  on  a ra is e d  p l a t f o r m  above  
h im  a v o u n g  w o m a n  in  a b b r e v ia t e d  sk ir ts  
w as  p a in f u i l v  t o r tu r i n g  t h a t  once  p o p u l a r  
song ,  “ L o v e  M e  a n d  the  W o r l d  Is 
M in e ."

I n  h e r  h ig h ,  n a sa l  voice  the c l im a x

b eca m e  a l o n g - d r a w n - o u t  sh r iek ,  w i th  a l l  
ti ie e x p ress io n  o f  a s team  ca l l iope .

B enson  g r o a n e d  in w a rd ly ,  a n d  took  
m a l ic io u s  s a t i s f a c t io n  in f a i r l y  sh o u t in g  
his o rd e r .  B u t  the  y o u n g  w o m a n  h e ed e d  
h im  no t ,  a n d  lu s t i ly  c o n t in u e d  the  u n e v en  
s o p r a n o  o f  her  wavs.

By th e  t im e  B e n s o n ’s w a i te r  a r r iv ed ,  
the  " v o c a l  c o n t o r t i o n i s t ” h a d  f in ished  her 
“ s t u n t . ” a n d  r e t i r e d  coyly  f r o m  the  p l a t ­
f o r m  to m ak e  way  fo r  the  n e x t  ” a r t i s t s . ”

"  L a d ie s  a n d  g e n ts .”  a n n o u n c e d  the  
m a n a g e r  h o a rse ly .  " th e  n e x t  a t t r a c t io n  
wil l  be th e  w o r l d - f a m o u s  c lo g -d a n c e r s ,  
O 'R a f f e r t y  a n d  O ’R o u r k e !  ”

T h e  c ro w d  sh o w ed  th e i r  a p p r e c ia t io n  
by a n  o u tb u r s t  o f  s t a m p i n g  t h a t  sh o o k  the  
floor.

B e n so n  h a d  been so in te re s te d  in the  
scene b e fo re  h im  t h a t  he  h a d  q u i te  f o r ­
g o t te n  to p a y  t o r  h is  o rd e r ,  w h e n  he a rose  
to leave. N o t  so the  w a i te r .  I n  the  
h u sh  t h a t  fo l lo w e d ,  h is  voice  c o u ld  be 
h e a r d  a l l  o v e r  the  r o o m  w h e n  he g r o w le d  : 

I h a t  g am e  d o n ' t  go  here ,  m is te r !  
F o r k  u p  f o r  w h a t  you  h a d  o r  ye ’ll be 
b o u n c e d — see ! ”

B en so n  c o lo re d  ho t ly ,  a n d  d u g  h is  
h a n d  s h a r p ly  in to  h is  w a l le t  p ocket .  T h e  
n e x t  m in u te  th e  w a i te r ' s  eves f a i r l y  
p u p p e d  o u t  o f  h is  head ,  f o r  in  his c u s ­
to m e r ’s h a n d  lay  a b ig  ro l l  o f  b i l ls ,  t h e  
to p  one o f  w h ic h  was a g o ld  ce r t i f ic a te  
f o r  five t h o u s a n d  d o l l a r s !

I I .

B e n s o n - l o o k e d  f i r s t  a t  t h e  w a i t e r ,  a n d  

t h e n  a t  t h e  c r i s o  v e l l m v  n o t e s ,  w h i l e  o v e r  
h i s  f a c e  c a m e  a n  e x p r e s s i o n  o f  s u r p r i s e  
q u i t e  e q u a l  t o  t i l e  w a i t e r ' s .

By J o v e ! ” he m u t t e r e d  to  h i m s e l f ;  
“ 1 m u s t  leave f o r g o t te n  to t ak e  ou t  th a t  
cash  w h e n  I c h a n g e d  m y  c lo th e s  ! ”

H a s t i ly  sh o v in g  the  m o n ey  b a c k  in to  
h is  w a l le t ,  lie d r e w  h a l f  a  d o l l a r  f ro m  his 
c h a n g e  p ocket  a n d  k m ! le d  it over.  T h e  
m a n 's  -fingers c lu tc h e d  the  m o n ev  m e-
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c b a n ic a l ly .  a n d  he w a lk e d  to th e  cash ie r 's  
d e sk  in a  k in d  o f  daze .

A s  he w a s  a b o u t  to r e tu r n  w i th  the  
ch an g e ,  one o f  the  m en  a c ro s s  the  ro o m  
b eck o n e d  to h im .  T h e r e  w e re  a few  
w h isp e re d  w o rd s ,  a n d  th e  tw o  le f t  the  
ro o m  a b r u p t ly .

F iv e  m in u te s  l a t e r  B e n so n  w as  in th e  
s t ree t  a g a in ,  w a l k in g  s lo w ly  in th e  d i r e c ­
t io n  o f  the  n e a re s t  T h i r d  A v e n u e  “  I ,  " 
s ta t ion .

“ W a i t  a m in u te ,  s t r a n g e r ,  ’n  h e lp  a 
f e l l e r  w o t 's  d o w n  o n  h is  l u c k ! ”

B e n so n  t h o u g h t  h im s e l f  a lone ,  a n d  
th e  vo ice  c o m in g  se e m in g ly  o u t  o f  the  
t h in  a i r  s t a r t l e d  h im .

“ W h e r e  a re  you. a n d  w h a t  do  you 
w a n t ? ” he m u t t e r e d  a p p reh e n s iv e ly .

A t a l l  f ig u re  s lo u c h e d  ou t  o f  t h e  d a r k ­
ness a n d  t o u c h e d  h im  on the  sh o u ld e r .

“  J e s t  s tep  in  off th e  s t ree t  a second ,  
b o s s ! ” b a d e  the  f e l l o w  in  a low  voice. 
"  I  w o n ’t keep  you  b u t  a m i n u t e ! ”

B en so n  looked  a t  the  s t r a n g e r ' s  b r o a d  
sh o u ld e r s  a n d  p o w e r f u l  f r a m e  an d .  b e in g  
a l i t t l e  m an .  w a s  n o t  l o n g  in m a k i n g  u p  
his m in d .

T h e y  g r o p e d  d o w n  a  n a r ro w  row  o f  
s te p s  in to  a  f o u l - s m e l l in g  b a se m e n t .  I t  
w as  d a r k  as a  p o ck e t ,  a n d  B e n so n  fe l t  
s o m e w h a t  re l iev e d  w h e n  th e  s t r a n g e r  p r o ­
c eed ed  a t  o nce  to th e  bu s in ess  in  h a n d .

“ N o w .  h e r e ’s m e  l in e  o f  c h a t t e r .  I 
t u r n e d  a sp o r t  u p  the  a v e n u e  f o r  h is  
sp a r k l e r .  T h e  cops  is wise , a n d  i t 's  a 
c in c h  I ’ve g o t  to b e a t  it. I 'm  b roke ,  a n d  
I need  th e  m o n e y  m o r e ’n  I do  th e  r in g .  
I ’ll le t  vou  h a v e  it  f o r  ten  d o l l a r s !  D o  
you  c o t to n  to m e  g a m e ? ”

B e n so n  d r e w  b a c k  a n g r i ly .
“ I w o u l d n ' t  to u c h  y o u r  d i r ty  r i n g  if  I 

d ie d  f o r  it ! ”
“  M a v b e  vou  w i l l ! ” was the  m a n 's  

s in is te r  r e p ly ,  as he  r a p p e d  s m a r t ly  mi 
th e  r a i l i n g  ab o v e  them .

"  H e r e ,  w h a t  a r e  vou d o in g ?  ” c r ied  
B e n so n  sh a rp ly .  “  N o  c ro o k ed  w o rk ,  oi­
l ' l l  c a l l  a n  officer ! ”

" O h .  you  w il l ,  w i l l  y o u ?  W e l l ,  it 
s o u n d s  to m e  as i f  one w as c o m in g  n o w  ! "

S u re  e n o u g h ,  th e  s o u n d  o f  r a p id  f o o t ­
s te p s  w a s  h e a r d  m o v in g  in  th e i r  d i rec t io n .  
A  m in u te  l a t e r  B e n so n  d a s h e d  u p  the  
s teps ,  a n d  f a i r l y  f lung  h im s e l f  in to  th e  
a r m s  o f — R e d  C asey ,  one  o f  the  m e n  
f r o m  th e  S p o r t s ’ H a l l .  A t  the  sam e  in ­
s t a n t  he  w a s  se ized  in  a b e a r - l ik e  g r ip

f r o m  b e h in d ,  w h i le  -Jie k n o t te d  fist o f  th e  
r e d o u b ta b le  C a se y  f la t ten ed  i ts e l f  a g a in s t  
h is  j a w .

B enson  s ta g g e re d  a n d  fe l l  to the  s id e ­
w a lk .  w i th  t h o u s a n d s  o f  l i t t le  s t a r r y  
d ev ils  d a n c i n g  b e fo re  his eves.

I I I .

I r  w as b u t  th e  w o rk  o f  an  in s ta n t  f o r  
C a se y  a n d  his p a r t n e r  to re l iev e  B e n so n  
o f  h i s  s u r p lu s  cash . T h e  b ig  ro l l  w o u ld  
p u t  t h e m  b o th  on  " E a s v  S t r e e t  ” fo r  
som e t im e  to come.

W h e n  his p a r t n e r  w a s n ’t lo o k in g  the  
b ig  f e l lo w  p u l l e d  so m e th in g  f r o m  his 
o w n  p o c k e t  a n d  s l i p p e d  it  in to  B e n s o n ’s.

"  T h e  p o o r  d e v i l , ” he  t o ld  h im se l f .  "  I 
o n e r  g ive  h in i  so m e th in g  to ge t  h o m e  on. 
I w o n ' t  tell  Casey,  th o u g h ,  o r  h e ’d  ge t  
sore  a n d  c a l l  m e c h i c k e n - h e a r t e d . ”

A  m in u te  l a t e r  t h e  m e n  w e n t  off d o w n  
th e  s t ree t  on th e  ru n .  A  b lo ck  h a d  been  
c o v ered  in th is  m a n n e r ,  w h e n  R e d  C asey  
su d d e n ly  s to p p ed .

"  Y ou  w a i t  h e r e ! ” he  a n n o u n c e d .  
“  I ’m  g o in g  b a c k  t e r  t h a t  f e l l e r  a m o ­
m en t .  Seems to  m e  t h a t  w a d  i sn ' t  as 
f a t  as it o u g h t e r  be ! ”

( l e n t l e m a n  J a ck  h e a r d  h im  in  su rp r i se .  
H e  k n e w  p o s i t iv e ly  th a t  th e y  h a d  ta k e n  
ev ery  r e d  c en t  th e  m a n  possessed, b u t  
a lso  k n o w in g  C asey ,  he  d i d n ' t  a t t e m p t  to 
a rg u e .  I f  C a se v  sa id  he  w a s  g o in g  
back ,  n o t h in g  on  e a r t h  c o u ld  s to p  h im .

W h e n  C asey  p l u n g e d  in to  th e  b a se m e n t  
w h e re  B e n so n  w as  ly in g  u n c o n sc io u s ,  i t  
was n o !  to look  fo r  m o re  m oney .

"  T h e  p o o r  b lo k e .” he m u t t e r e d .  “ c e r ­
t a in ly  g o t  a  ro t t e n  d e a l !  I f  five d o l l a r s  
w i l l  h e lp  h im  any.  i t  a in ’t f o r  R e d  C asey  
to h o l d  back .  ’S p e c ia l ly  a f t e r  us r a i s in g  
h im  f o r  five o r  six  h u n d r e d . ”

C a se y  g a v e  one  la s t  look  a t  B e n so n  as 
he c l im b e d  th e  s ta i r s  to th e  s t ree t ,  c u r s ­
in g  h im s e l f  f o r  a  s o f t - h e a d e d  y a p  th e  
while.

A f e w  m in u te s  l a t e r  B e n s o n ’s eyes 
o p e n ed ,  a n d  he  t r ie d  feeb ly  to s it  up .

" Hi, there! Help! Help! Police!” 
lie veiled lustily as soon as he found his 
breath.

I t  w as  som e ten  m in u te s ,  h o w e v e r ,  b e ­
fo re  a  b lu e c o a t  a p p e a r e d  a n d  p e e re d  c a u ­
t io u s ly  in to  th e  d a rk n e s s  t h a t  c o v ered  
B en so n  l ike  a b lan k e t .  T o  B e n so n  he  
a p p e a r e d ,  a  v e r i t a b le  a n g e l ,  w i th  his
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g l e a m in g  b ra s s  b u t to n s  a n d  his k i n d ly  
I r i s h  face.

“  Officer. I 'v e  been s a n d - b a g g e d ! ” 
B e n so n  c r ied ,  a n d ,  h a s t i ly  r u n n i n g  his 
h a n d  t h r o u g h  h is  w a l le t -p o c k e t ,  he a d d ­
ed : “  R o b b e d  in the  b a r g a i n  I "

T h e  n e x t  i n s t a n t  a m a t c h  flared, a n d  
he saw  the  b u r l y  fo rm  o f  Officer M u r ­
p h y  b e n d in g  over  him.

“ W h is t  now. m e  l a d d i e - b u c k ;  i t ’s 
p l a i n  th e v  d i d n ' t  roll you en to i re ly .  
I ’ o re ’s a ten -s p o t  a n d  a f iver  s t ick in g  o u t  
o f  y o u r  co a t  1 ”

B e n so n  g a v e  a s u r p r i s e d  g a s p  a n d  
g r a b b e d  th e  m o n e y  r o u g h ly  o u t  o f  the  
officer’s h a n d .  T h e  n e x t  m in u te  he  w as  
l a u g h i n g  so h a r d  the  t e a rs  r a n  d o w n  his 
face .

“ ’T i s  m o re  t h a n  P a t r i c k  M u r p h y  c an  
u n d e r s t a n d ,  to see you l a u g h i n g !  ”  b ro k e

in the  m ys t if ied  officer. “ F a i th ,  ' t is  l i t ­
t le  e n o u g h  to leave  v e ! *’

" But .  you see. t h e  m o n ey  t h e y  took  
was j u s t  a  nice  l a rg e  a s so r tm e n t  o f—  
s t a g e  m o n e y . '  "  e x p la in e d  Benson. “ I 'm  
l e a v i n g  the  P r o d i g a l  S o n  in • T h e  M a ­
k in g  o f  a M a n . ’ a t  the  C e n t r a l  S q u a re .  
\ \  lien the  s h o w  was o v e r  t o - n ig h t  1 
ru sh e d  off w i th o u t  h a n d i n g  over  t h e  cash 
to the  p r o p e r ty - m a n .  T h e  to u g h s  m ust  
h ave  seen me flash, th e  m o n e y  w h e n  I 
w as  in th e  b u r l e s q u e - h a l l  u p  th e  s t ree t ,  
a n d  d e c id ed  to re lieve  me o f  it. T h e  
w ay  th e y  d id  i t  was most  effective,  f o r  
by  som e f r e a k  o f  f a te  I a m  f i f teen  d o l ­
la rs  to the  goo d  ! ”

" l i e g e r r a ,  ' tw a s  a  h a p p y  h o l d - u p  for 
y o u ! "  e ja c u l a t e d  Officer M u r p h y .

S h a re ,  ' t is  the  firs t  t im e  I ever  h e a rd  
o f  a n y  one  m a k i n g  m o n e y  b y  l o s i n g  i t !  ”

A PAGE FROM THE PAST.
By W A L T E R  D U R A N T Y .

How memory stirred uneasily at sight of a face almost forgotten.

I H A D  h a r d ly  e n te re d  th e  c ro w d e d  
ro o m  b e fo re  B obb ie  D u r h a m  s i n ­

g le d  m e o u t  a n d  h u r r i e d  t o w a r d  me.
“ T h e r e  vou  a re  a t  las t.  U n d e  B e n ,” 

lie c ried .  “ Y o u  m u s t  com e a t  o n c e  a n d  
m ee t  E th e l .  S h e  is l o n g in g  to see y o u .” 

I sm i le d  a t  the  a i r  o f  p r id e  with, w h ich  
the  y o u n g  m a n  p re s e n te d  m e  to  his 
f iancee  : h u t  a s  she  sh y ly  t h a n k e d  m e fo r  
m y  c o n g r a tu la t io n s ,  1 d e c id e d  E th e l  
H a r d i n g  w as  in d ee d  a g ir l  to  be 
p r o u d  of.

A n d  vet.  as I lo oked  d o w n  in to  the  
w in so m e  face .  1 fe l t  a v a g u e  sense  o f  
u n eas in e ss  as t h o u g h  th e  s ig h t  o f  he r  
b r o u g h t  som e u n p le a s a n t  m e m o ry  to  m y  
b ra in .

A f t e r  c h a t t i n g  a few  m o m en ts .  1 p a ssed  
on to t a lk  to B o b b ie ’s p a ren ts .

“ W e l l ,  B e n . ’’ sa id  h is  m o th e r  w i th  a 
b e a m in g  smile .  “  d o n ' t  you th in k  th e  new  
d a u g h t e r  B o b b ie  lias b r o u g h t  us  does 
c re d i t  to  his j u d g m e n t ?  E v e r y  one  is 
c h a r m e d  w i th  he r .  a n d  it is n o t  a n  easy 
p o s i t io n  to  he  in. a l l  a lo n e  like th is  
a m o n g  s t r a n g e r s .  B u t  she  w o n  o u r  
h e a r t s  a t  o n c e . ’'

“ She  is a lovely  g i r l . "  I r ep l ied .

“ A n d  h ow  d e l i g h t f u l  h e r  s o f t  S o u t h e r n  
acc en t  so u n d s  a m o n g  us N o r t h e r n e r s . ”

E v e n  as  I sp o k e  1 knew  t h a t  m y  p ra is e  
w a s  n o t  s incere .  I w as  s t i l l  h a u n te d  bv 
th is  s t r a n g e  id ea  o f  h a v in g  seen th e  g i r l  
b e fo re ,  a n d  so m e h o w  th e  r e m e m b r a n c e  
o f  h e r  d isq u ie te d  me.

C o u ld  th e re  be a n y th i n g  a b o u t  th is  
h a p p y ,  in n o c e n t  c r e a tu r e  w h ic h  m ig h t  
b r i n g  h a r m  to the  bov 1 h a d  k n o w n  a n d  
loved  since he  c o u ld  b a r e ly  w a lk ,  w hose  
b a b y  to n g u e  h a d  lea rn e d  to call  me 
l h i d e  Ben. t h o u g h  I was in r e a l i ty  no  
m o re  t h a n  a c lose  f r i e n d  o f  Ids f a m i ly ?

I t r ie d  to  d ism iss  the  t h o u g h t  a s  r i d i c ­
u lous .  a n d  yet it r e tu r n e d ,  in s is ten t  a n d  
a lm o s t  m en a c in g .

W h e n  the  m a j o r i t y  o f  th ; g u es ts  i ad 
d e p a r t e d  Bobbie  a n d  E th e l  j o in e d  us. 
a n d  a f t e r  som e m in u te s '  c o n v e r s a t io n  1 
t o ld  t h e  l a t t e r  ho w  m u c h  1 liked; th e  
S o u t h e r n  accen t ,  w h ic h  1 h a d  a lw a y s  
p r e f e r r e d  to o u r  own. I t  m a v  have  
been  fa n cy ,  b u t  it seem ed to m e  t h a t  
th e re  w as a q u ic k  sh a d e  o f  f e a r  in h e r  
eyes b e fo re  she a n sw e re d  me. a n d  the  
d i s t u r b in g  m e m o ry  g re w  s t r o n g e r  as I 
n o te d  it.
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W e  a ll  k n o w  the  a g g r a v a t i n g  f a c t  o f  
m e e t in g  'Oir.c o n e  w hose  face  is f a m i l ia r ,  
h u t  w h o m  vve a rc  u n a h le  to p l a c e :  c o n ­
s id e r .  th en ,  h o w  m u ch  w o rse  it is w h e n  
th is  f a m i l i a r i t v  is a c c o m p a n ie d  bv a 
sense  o f  evil  a n d  d a n g e r ,  a n d  you will  
be  a b le  to  f o rm  som e idea  o f  m y  f e e l ­
in g s  t h a t  e v e n in g  as I s t ro v e  in va in  to 
r e m e m b e r  w h e re  1 h a d  seen E th e l  H a r d ­
in g  b e fo re  a n d  u n d e r  w h a t  c i r c u m ­
stances.

A t  las t ,  s t i l l  baffled. I sa id  goo d  n ig h t  
a n d  s t e p p e d  o u t  in to  th e  h a l l  to  p u t  on  
m v  o vercoa t .

A s 1 lo oked  h a ck  in to  th e  c h e e r fu l  
r o a m  1 saw  M iss  H a r d i n g  b e n d in g  eag e r-  
lv f o r w a r d  to sp eak  to o ld  M r.  D u r h a m  : 
ar .d .  w a t c h i n g  h e r  c le a r  p ro f i le  u p r a i s e d  
a t t e n t iv e ly  t o w a r d  h im .  1 su d d e n ly  r e ­
m e m b e re d  e v e ry th in g .

Yes. 1 h a d  seen h e r  b e f o r e — like a p i c ­
t u r e  t h e  scene  cam e  h a ck  to m e — t h a t  
w h i te ,  tense  fa c e  a n d  a l l  a r o u n d  th e  
M a c k -d re s s e d  m en  a n d  th e  d a rk ,  g lo o m y  
w o o d w o rk .

A n d  t h a t  d ay .  a c o n fe ssed  m u rd e re s s ,  
she  h a d  liken on t r ia l  f o r  h e r  l i le .

I w a lk e d  h o m e w a r d ,  a lm o s t  s tu n n e d  
bv  m v t r a g i c  d iscover t ' .  O n c e  m o re  I 
saw  tile n a r r o w  s t re e t  o f  th e  l i t t l e  S o u t h ­
e rn  to w n ,  th e  o ld - f a s h io n e d  t r o l l e y - c a r  
in w h ich  I sa t .  a n d  th e  low . s tucco  c o u r t ­
h o u se  w h e t s  th e  w o m a n  w a s  su f fe r in g  fo r  
h e r  sin.

" L o o k ! ” th e  m a n  n e x t  m e h a d  cried.  
•• you  c a n  see h e r  t h r o u g h  tile w in d o w  ; 
there ,  t h a t  is E m i l y  W b i te ."

lu s t  o n e  g l im p se ,  as t h r o u g h  a p ic tu re -  
f r a m e .  a n d  th e  w o m a n ’s face  w as  b r a n d ­
ed in d e l ib le  on  my b ra in .

T h e r e  she sat five yea rs  ago. E m i ly  
W h i t e  the  m u rd e re s s  : a n d  now . E th e l  
H a r d i n g ,  she  was e n g a g e d  to m a r r y  the  
son o f  m y  o ld  t r ie n d s ,  the  boy w h o  was 
d e a r  as a son to  me.

I t  h a d  S een  a r e m a r k a b l e  ca--e. I he 
o ld  p a r a ly z e d  f a th e r ,  r a c k e d  w i th  cea se ­
less pa ins .  Hut s t i l l  l in g e r in g  o n  in the  
l i f e  t h a t  w as  w o rse  t h a n  death.,  a n d  th e  
voting ,  b e a u t i f u l  d a u g h te r ,  u n a b le  to 
w o rk  b ecause  o f  h im .  u n a b le  to n u r se  
h im  on  a c c o u n t  o f  h e r  w ork ,  f  or  a 
w h i le  she  e n d u r e d  th e  f l i t ter  s t ru g g le ,  
t h e  c o m p la in t s  o f  h e r  f a th e r  a n d  th e  
h a r d s h i p s  o f  h e r  d a i ly  l ife ,  a n d  th e n  th e  
s t r a in  h a d  becom e too  g re a t ,  a n d  she h a d  
re so lv ed  to e n d  it a l l  : so she  b o u g h t

p o i so n  a n d  s h a r e d  w i th  h im  the  m e a l  
t h a t  eras to give re - t  to t h e m  b o th .

H u t  h e r  v o t in g  s t r e n g th  h a d  re s i s ted  
tile f a ta l  d r u g ,  a n d  she  h a d  a w a k e n e d  to 
find h e r s e l f  a p a r r i c id e ,  a r r e s t e d  to 
s t a n d  t r ia l .

H e r  p o s i t io n  h a d  a ro u se d  m u c h  s y m ­
p a th y .  She  h a d  rece iv ed  a l ig h t  p u n ­
ish m en t .  a n d  a f t e r  tw o  years  in p r i so n  
h a d  been  p a r d o n e d ,  a n d  no w  sh e  was 
R o b e r t  D u r h a m 's  affianced b r id e .

A ll  n ig h t  lo n g  I lay  a w a k e  in t o r tu re ,  
w r e s t l in g  w i th  th e  p ro b le m .  1'hat he  
loved  h e r  w as  c e r t a in  : t h a t  she  loved 
h im  no o n e  c o u ld  d o u b t  w h o  h a d  seen 
tb g m  t o g e t h e r : th e r e  w as  no  s t a in  on  
h e r  m o r a l  c h a r a c t e r ,  a n d  she  h a d  e x ­
p i a t e d  h e r  sin. A n d  tile absen ce  o f  base  
m o tiv e  w as  s h o w n  bv  h e r  a t t e m p t  to d ie  
w i th  h im .  a n d  v e t— a m u r d e r e s s — a n d  
the  t a in t  o f  tw o  y e a r s ’ im p r i s o n m e n t  t h a t  
w o u ld  res t  on  h e r  a n d  oil h e r  c h i l d r e n  !

W h a t  o u g h t  I to d o ?  Su re ly .  I c o u ld  
n o t  p e r m i t  th is  m a r r i a g e  to  tak e  p l a c e ;  
b u t .  on the  o th e r  h a n d ,  it w as  n o t  easy 
f o r  m e to r u in  tile h a p p in e s s  o f  the  boy 
1 h a d  loved  s ince  his c h i ld h o o d .

As the  first  g ra y n e s s  o f  d a w n  b e g a n  to 
ch ase  a w av  the  d a rk n e s s ,  m v  t h o u g h t s  
c ry s ta l l iz e d  in to  decision .

I w o u ld  sp e a k  first  to t h e  g i r l  h e r s e l f :  
p e r h a p s ,  a f t e r  a l l .  1 h a d  m a d e  som e 
e r ro r ,  a n d  it m ig h t  n o t  be she .  I h a d  n o t  
e n te r e d  th e  c o u r t -h o u se .  I h a d  o n ly  
been  p a s s in g  t h r o u g h  th e  town., a n d  h a d  
b u t  lo o k ed  in t h r o u g h  th e  w in d o w  a t  the  
t r ia l ,  o f  w h ic h  I h a d  r e a d  : a n d  yet 1 
k n e w  I w as  n o t  m is ta k e n  a b o u t  h e r  face ,  
a n d  th e  a n x ie ty  sh e  h a d  sh o w n  w h e n  I 
spoke  o f  h e r  S o u t h e r n  acc en t  gave  c o n ­
f i rm a t io n  to m y fears .

S t i l l ,  t h e re  m ig h t  be  som e e x p la n a t io n  ; 
u n t i l  I h a d  sp o k en  to h e r  I n e e d  n o t  be  
c e r t a in  o f  th e  w o rs t .

T h e  n ex t  a f t e r n o o n  I f o u n d  the  o p ­
p o r tu n i ty  1 w a n te d .

B obbie  b a d  to  a t t e n d  a m i l i t i a  d r i l l ,  
a n d  lie l a u g h i n g l y  b a d e  m e m a k e  f r i e n d s  
w ith  m v  n ew  n iece  by  sh o w in g  h e r  m y  
con se rv a to r ie s .

A s we s t e p p e d  in to  the, w a rm ,  h u m id  
a tm o s p h e r e  a m o n g  th e  g o r g e o u s  p u r p l e  
o rc h id s .  I n o t ic e d  o nce  m o r e  t h a t  g l in t  
o f  t e r r o r  in h e r  eyes, a n d  m y  h e a r t  sank  
w i th  an  ache  o f  c e r ta in ty .

Hut 1 h a d  to speak ,  a n d  it w as  no  good  
p r o l o n g in g  the  agony .
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“ M iss  H a r d i n g , ’’ I b e g a n  a b r u p t ly ,  
“ do  you k n o w  P e n t a v i l l e ?  ”

A t  the  n a m e  h e r  f ace  w en t  w h i te ,  b u t  
she  d id  n o t  r e p ly ,  a n d  I c o n t i n u e d :

“ W h e n  I first  m e t  you. y o u r  fa ce  a p ­
p e a r e d  f a m i l i a r  j I t h o u g h t  I h a d  seen 
y o u  b e fo re ,  a n d  do  y o u  k n o w  w h ere  1 
t h o u g h t  it w a s ?  ’’

S t i l l  she  d id  n o t  speak.
“ I n  th e  c o u r t -h o u s e  a t  P e n ta v i l le .  five 

yea rs  ago. w h e re  you w ere  the  d e f e n d a n t  
in a t r ia l .  A m  I r i g h t  o r  n o t ? "

“  Y es .” she  g a sp e d ,  a n d  th e  w a n n es s  
o f  h e r  face- c au sed  m e a b so lu te  pa in .  
“ Yes, you k n o w ,  b u t  need  you tell  B o b ­
b ie ?  I t  w as d r e a d f u l  o f  me. b u t  i t  is 
l o n g  p as t .  I c o u ld  n o t  h e lp — ”

“ M y  d e a r  y o u n g  l a d y . ” I s a i l  g e n t ly .  
‘‘ be lieve  m e  I am  s o r ry  fo r  you. a n d  I 
r e g re t  b i t t e r ly  th e  co u rse  1 feel  it my 
d u t y  to take ,  b u t  I c a n n o t  keep  s i l e n t ; 
y o u r  f u t u r e  h u s b a n d  m u s t  know ,  be the  
r e s u l t s  w h a t  th ey  m a y . ”

“  S p a re  m e , ” she  c r ied  a p p e a l in g ly .  
“ I t  w as n o t  m y  f a u l t : I h a d  to do  i t ; I 
c o u ld  f ace  th e  idea  o f  l iv in g  w i th  h im  
n o  lo n g er .  H a v e  you no  s y m p a th y ?  
C a n  you n o t  rea l ize  m y  p o s i t i o n ? "

“ I t  is n o t  f o r  m e ,"  I r e p l ied ,  “ to d e ­
c ide  ho w  f a r  you w ere  just if ied .  A l l  I 
k n o w  is t h a t  R o b e r t  D u r h a m  o u g h t  n o t  
to be  in ig n o ra n c e  o f  t h is .”

“ A r e  you su re  he  o u g h t  to k n o w  i t?  ” 
sh e  a n sw e re d .  “ D o  you  th in k  he  w il l  
be  a n y  h a p p ie r  f o r  th e  k n o w le d g e ?  S u p ­
p o se  it  d e s t ro y s  his love fo r  m e  ; w il l  he 
g a in  a n y th i n g  by t h a t ? ”

“  I c a n n o t  d iscuss  t h a t ,  b u t  T m u s t  do 
m v  d u ty  a n d  in f o r m  h im .  I a s su re  you 
it is n e i th e r  easy  n o r  p l e a s a n t  fo r  m e to 
do  so. I f  his love  c a n  face  th is  b lo w ,  it 
w i l l  be a l l  th e  g r e a te r  a f t e r w a r d ,  a n d  it 
is b e t t e r  t h a t  he  s h o u ld  be  t o ld  now . by 
a f r i e n d ,  t h a n  f in d  o u t  l a t e r  f r o m  some 
one  w h o  m a y  n o t  w ish  to p u t  th e  best 
c o n s t ru c t io n  o n  y o u r  a c t io n ."

M v  la s t  a r g u m e n t  se em ed  to co n v in ce  
h e r ,  f o r  she  sa id  no  m o re ,  a n d  in  s i lence  
w e w a lk e d  back  to  t h e  D u r h a m s '  house ,  
w h e re  she  a t  o nce  r e t i r e d  to h e r  ro o m ,  
a n d  I s a t  d o w n  w i th  a  h e a v y  h e a r t  to 
w a i t  fo r  t h e  l a d  w h o se  h a p p in e s s  I w as  
g o in g  to w reck ,  p e r h a p s  fo rever .

A f t e r  w h a t  seem ed  ag es  he  cam e  in. 
w h i s t l i n g  c h e e r f u l ly .

“ H a l lo ,  U n c le  B e n ! ” lie c r ied ,  
“ W h a t  h a v e  y o u  d o n e  w i th  E t h e l ? ”

“ S h e  is u p - s t a i r s , ” I r e p l i e d .  “ B u t  
si t d o w n  a m in u te ,  m y  boy f I h a v e  so m e ­
t h in g  to say  to  you a b o u t  h e r . ”

“ I t  c a n ’t be a n y th i n g  b a d ,  t h o u g h  
you look a s  so lem n  as i f  sh e ’d  c o m m i t te d  
m u r d e r . ”

I w in ced  a t  his speech ,  a n d  f o r  a  m o  
m e n t  th e  w o rd s  seem ed  to  s t ick  in rtiy 
th ro a t .

“ W h e r e  d i d  you  m ee t  h e r ? ” I b eg an  
a t  last.

“  S h e  w as  s t a y in g  w i th  th e  M a y n a rd s ,  
o u r  cousins ,  y o u  k n o w ,  in  V i r g in ia ,  a 
y e a r  ago ,  w h e n  I first  saw  h e r . ”

“ D o  you k n o w  w h ere  she  cam e  
f ro m  ? "

“ A  l i t t le  t o w n  in the  S o u t h ?  I ’v e • 
f o r g o t t e n  the  n a m e .”

“ W a s  it  P e n t a v i l l e ? ”
“ W h y .  yes, b u t  w h y  d o  you  a s k ?  ”
“ W e l l .  now .  B obb ie ,  s u p p o s e  I w e re  

to te l l  you  s o m e th in g  a g a i n s t  h e r —  
s o m e th in g  t h a t  m ig h t  s t a m p  h e r  in the  
eyes o f  the  w o r l d — do  y o u  th in k  you 
c o u ld  h e a r  m e o u t  c a l m l y ? ”

M y se r io u sn ess  im p re s s e d  h im ,  a n d  his 
f a c e  d a r k e n e d  w i th  d i s m a y  a n d  w o n d e r .

“ C o  a h e a d , ” he  sa id  h u sk i ly .
“ I f  I w ere  to say  I h a d  seen  h e r  th e re  

on  t r ia l ,  t h a t  in t h a t  c o u r t - h o m e  she  h a d  
f a c e d  a  j u r y  o f  h e r  c o u n t r y m e n  w i th  h e r  
w h o le  l i fe  a t  s t a k e — if I w e re  to  say  th a t ,  
v fou ld  you be lieve  m e ?  ”
1 I p a u se d ,  lo o k in g  a t  h im  in ten t !v .
| T o  m y  e x t r e m e  surori .-e ,  h is  f ace  lit  

t ip  w i th  r e l i e f  a n d  lie sm i le d  co n f id e n t ly .
“  Oil .  it is a l l  r i g h t .  U n c l e  B e n ; I 

k n o w  a l l  a b o u t  t h a t ,  a n d  I :hinK -;he b e ­
h a v e d  q u i te  p r o p e r ly ,  t h o u g h  p e r r . a o :  t h e  
d i d  go a l i t t l e  too  f a r . ’’

“  Y o u  th in k  she w as  r i g h t ? ” I  g a s p  .-a. 
' '  I n d e e d  I do. T h e  m a n  w a s  such  

b ru te ,  she  n e v e r  c o u ld  h a v e  m a r r i e d  h im  : 
besides ,  h e r  p a r e n t s  r u s h e d  h e r  in to  th e
e n g a g e m e n t ,  a n d — ”

“ W h a t  do  you  m e a n ? ”  I c r ie d  in b e ­
w i ld e r m e n t .

" W e l l ,  you m u s t  k n o w  : he  a d m i t t e d  
it .at the  t r ia l .  1 know she  d id  say  t h a t  
she  p e r s u a d e d  h e r  b r o t h e r  to th ra s h  
B u rk e  w i th in  a n  in c h  o f  h is  l ife ,  w h ic h  
he  c e r t a in ly  d id .  b u t  B u r k e  w a s  a  c o w ­
a r d l y  b r u t e  to b r i n g  a n  a c t io n  l ike  t h a t  
a n v w av .  I w ish  I h a d  a c h a n c e  o f  t a l k ­
in g  to h im ,”  a n d  his fists c le n c h e d  
fiercely.

I l is tened ,  s tu p e f ie d . '  P a r e n t s — b r o th e r
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t h r a s h in g  B u rk e .  W h a t  h a d  a l l  th is  to 
do  w i th  E m i ly  W h ite ,  th e  m u r d e r e s s  o f  
h e r  f a th e r ?

H I d o n ' t  u n d e r s t a n d . "  I sa id  weakly .
“ I h e a r d  a d i f f e re n t  s to ry ."

“ Y ou  m u s t  h a v e ."  r e to r t e d  Rublev.
“ o r  vou c o u l d n ’t h a v e  t h o u g h t  it a n y ­
t h i n g  a g a i n s t  her.  I ’m t e l l in g  you  the  
r e a l  facts .

"  E th e l  w a s  e n g a g e d  to th is  fellow 
B u r k e  f o r  f a m i ly  re a so n s  b e fo re  She 
k n e w  a n y t h i n g  a b o u t  h im  : a n d  w h e n  she 
f o u n d  o u t  w h a t  a b lac k g u a rd ,  h e  w as.  he  
r e fu s e d  to  g ive  h e r  u p  : a n d  th e n  one  d a y  
he  g o t  d r u n k  -and in s u l te d  h e r  d r e a d f u l ­
ly. " W e l l ,  she  c o u ld n ' t  s t a n d  th a t ,  so she  
m a d e  h e r  b r o t h e r  g ive  t h e  c ad  an  a w f u l  
t i i f a s h in g .  h a l f  k i l l e d  h im .  I be lieve.

"  T h e n  he h a d  th e  n e rv e  to b r i n g  an  
a c t io n  a g a in s t  h e r  f o r  b r e a c h  of p ro m ise ,  
a n d  f o r  i n c i t in g  h e r  b r o t h e r  to a t t a c k  
h im . H e  m a d e  b e a s t ly  r e m a r k s  a b o u t  
h e r  c h a r a c t e r ,  too. E m  g la d  to say  th e re  
w a s  n e v e r  a  d o u b t  a b o u t  th e  re su l t ,  
t h o u g h  he g o t  a  n o m in a l  v e rd ic t  over  th e  
in c i t in g  p a r t ,  w h ic h  she  a d m i t t e d ,  b u t  lie 
h a d  to leave  the  t o w n  a n d  n e v e r  d a r e d  
sh o w  his fa c e  th e re  a g a in .

'• I s u p p o s e  som e one  h as  been  t a l k i n g  
to  you a b o u t  th e  b r u t a l i t y  o f  a y o u n g  god 
a sk in g  h e r  b r o t h e r  to b e h a v e  l ike  t h a t ,
I t h in k  she  w a s  q u i te  r i g h t ; she  c o u ld n  t 
t h r a s h  h im  h e rse l f .  \ \  ell . w h a t  is it, 
T i m m i n s ? ”  to the  b u t l e r  w h o  h a d  com e 
in to  th e  room .

” C a p t a i n  R o b in s  h a s  sen t  a  m essage ,  
s ir .  s a v in g  he  w a n t s  you to  g o  b a c k  to tne  
d r i l l - h a l l  a t  once a b o u t  e n r o l l i n g  som e 
r e c r u i t s . ”

‘‘ b o t h e r  C a p t a i n  R o b in s  a n d  his r e ­
c r u i t s !  ” r e p l i e d  th e  y o u n g  m a n .  " W e l l .  
I  su p p o s e  1 m u s t  go. T e l l  E th e l  to com e 
d o w n .  U n c l e  B e n .” he  c r ie d  to m e as he  
h u r r i e d  off. “ so as to  h a v e  t e a  r e a d y  fo r  
a h a ra s s e d  s e r v a n t  o f  h is  c o u n t r y . ”

E o r  so m e  m in u te s  a f t e r  he  h a d  g o n e  I 
r e m a in e d  b u r i e d  in t h o u g h t .  C l ea r ly

th e r e  w a s  a  m is ta k e  so m e w h e re .  W a s  
it  p o ss ib le  t h a t  it w as  on  m y  s id e ?

M v  m e d i t a t i o n s  w ere  i n t e r r u p t e d  by 
th e  e n t r a n c e  o f  E th e l  H a r d i n g ,  h e r  face  
p a le  a n d  t e a r - s t a in e d .

"  W e l l . "  she  sa id ,  " h a v e  you  sp o k e n  
to B o b b i e ? "

" H e  is s t i ll  a t  t h e  d r i l l - h a l l , "  1 r e ­
p l ied .  e v a d in g  h e r  q u es t io n .  " B u t  te l l  
me. M iss  H a r d i n g ,  do  you k n o w  a n y ­
t h i n g  o f  E m i l y  W h i t e ? "

" W h y .  yes,”  she  sa id ,  su rp r i se d .
"  H e r  t r i a l  b e g a n  th e  sam e  d a y  t h a t  m in e  
d i d . ”

"  A t  P e n t a v i l l e ?  ”
"  Yes. M v  o rd e a l  w as  over  q u i te  soon, 

a n d  he rs  b e g a n  th e  sam e  d ay .  in  t h e  sa m e  
ro o m  even. P o o r  g ir l  : i t  w a s  w o rse  for 
h e r  t h a n  fo r  m e—  B u t  B obb ie ,  w h a t  
a b o u t  h i m ? ”

" B obbie  k n e w  it a l l  th e  t im e, a n d  b e ­
th in k s  you w ere  q u i t s  r i g h t , ” 1 sa id  
ch ee r i ly .  "  a n d  so do  I.  I a m  o n ly  so r ry  
I d is t re s se d  you  u n n e c e s s a r i ly . ”

A s th e  g lo w  o f  h a p p in e s s  a n d  p r id e  in 
h e r  lo v e r  r e tu r n e d  to h e r  cheeks.  I 
t h a n k e d  th e  c h a n c e  t h a t  h a d  sav e d  m e 
f r o m  e x p o s in g  m y  b l u n d e r .  O f  co u rse  it 
h a d  b e en  E t h e l  H a r d i n g  t h a t  I h a d  seen 
in  th e  P e n ta v i l l e  c o u r t -h o u se ,  b u t  it  h a d  
b e en  a t  h e r  o w n  t r ia l ,  w h ic h  h a d  been  
o v e r sh a d o w e d  by  t h a t  o f  E m i l y  W h i t e ,  
a n d  the  m a n  o n  th e  s t r e e t - c a r  h a d  m a d e  
th e  sam e  m is ta k e  t h a t  I h a d .

B e f o r e  w e c o u ld  say  m o re ,  B obb ie  
c a m e  b a c k  a n d  r a l l i e d  E t h e l  on  h e r  
i a d e d  a p p e a r a n c e ,  c o m p l a in i n g  t h a t  h o t ­
house  a i r  w as  t e r r i b l y  h a r d  o n  th e  c o m ­
p lex io n .

"  W h y ,  even  vou, U n c l e  B e n .” he  c o n ­
c lu d e d ,  “  w h o  o u g h t  to  be  u s e d  to it,  
look  as  i f  you h a d  been  see in g  a  g h o s t . ”

A n d  as i t h o u g h t  o f  the  g r i m  sp e c te r  
o f  w h a t  m ig h t  h a v e  been  w h ic h  h a d  so 
t e r r i b ly  d i s tu r b e d  m y  p eace ,  I f e l t  w i th in  
m y s e l f  t h a t  h is  l ig h t  w o r d s  r a n g  t r u e r  
t h a n  h e  knew.

G A R  P E  D I E M .

O  M istress  m in e ,  w h e re  a re  y o u  r o a m i n g ?  
O  s ta y  a n d  h e a r  1 Y o u r  t ru e - lo v e ’s c o m in g .  
T r i p  no  f u r th e r ,  p r e t t y  sw ee t in g ,
T ourneys  <£id in  lo v e r s ’ m ee t in g .

William Shakespeare.
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A memorable night’s experience that brought its 
participants into deadly peril on a high knoll.

T H E  d r a w i n g - r o o m  of  E d w i n  M a ­
so n 's  c o u n t r y  m a n s io n  w as  f i l led  

w i th  t h e  guests  w h o m  he  h a d  a sse m b le d  
f o r  h is  h o u se -p a r ty .  M iss  E s t h e r  M a y n e ,  
f i n d in g  h e r s e l f  u n a t t e n d e d  f o r  a  m o m e n t ,  
s t e p p e d  ou t  on  the  b a lc o n y  t h a t  r a n  b e ­
fo re  th e  o p e n  w in d o w s .

T h e  p la c e  w a s  q u i te  d e se r ted ,  a n d  the  
g i r l  s ig h e d  w i th  re l ie f .  T h e  cool o u te r  
a i r  o f  the  J u n e  n ig h t  in V e r m o n t  w as  
g r a t e f u l  a f t e r  the  w a r m th  w i th in .  In  
th e  d im n e ss  o f  a c lo u d e d  m o o n l ig h t ,  she  
p e r c e iv e d  a c h a i r  s t a n d in g  in a  noo k  be- 

,v o n d  th e  c u rv e  o f  th e  w in d o w ,  a n d  in 
th is  she  en sc o n ce d  h e r s e l f  fo r  a b r i e f  
e n jo y m e n t  o f  t h e  so l i tude .

A lm o s t  a t  once,  h o w e v e r ,  th is  was 
b r o k e n  by th e  a p p r o a c h  o f  tw o  m en. 
T h e y  p a u s e d  a t  the  w in d o w ,  w i th in  a  
y a r d  o f  E s th e r ,  w h o  in h e r  s h a d o w y  c o r ­
n e r  k n e w  h e r s e l f  to he inv is ib le  to th em .  
T h e n ,  e re  she  h a d  even  t h o u g h t  o f  m a ­
k i n g  h e r  p re sen c e  k n o w n ,  th e  c o n v e r ­
sa t io n  o f  the  m e n  h e ld  h e r  in h e lp le s s  
silence.

T o r  by th e i r  voices she re co g n iz e d  the  
t w o : b o th  were  h ig h  in the  c o u n c i l s  o f  
the  g re a t  in d u s t r i a l  c o n c e rn  over  w h ic h  
th e i r  host  r u l e d  ; a n d  b o th  w ere  su i to rs  
f o r  h e r  fa v o r .

Y o u  f in ished  y o u r  in v es t ig a t io n  b e ­
fo re  vou l e f t  th e  city, I s u p p o s e ? ” D a r n -  
to n  was sav in g .  “ W h a t  h a v e  you fo u n d  
out ? ”

T h e  low  tone  was sn e e r in g ,  b u t  h e ld ,  
too. a h in t  o f  m en ace .

T h e  a n sw e r  in H a s b r o o k e 's  voice  was 
in - ta n t .

“ I h ave  fo u n d  ou t  t h a t  you a re  a 
s c o u n d r e l :  a  t h i e f !  V o u  h a v e  ro b b e d  
th e  c o m p a n y  d e l ib e ra te ly .  I sh a l l  la y  
th e  f a c ts  b e f o re  M r.  M a s o n  to - m o r r o w  
m o r n i n g . ”

T h e r e  w as  a m o m e n t  o f  s i lence.  T h e n ,  
th e  g i r l  g a sp e d  a t  D a r n t o n ’s n e x t  w o r d s :  

“ I h a v e  a g o o d  m in d  to sh o o t  you. 
H a s b r o o k e . "

" N o  hero ics ,  p l e a s e ,” cam e  th e  c r isp  
re to r t .  ” P u t  t h a t  re v o lv e r  b a c k  in  y o u r  
p ocket .  Y o u ' l l  h a v e  t r o u b le  e n o u g h  w i t h ­
o u t  g o in g  to th e  e le c t r i c - c h a i r . ”

w 1 c o u ld  s t a n d  even  t h a t  fo r  the  p l e a s ­
u re  o f  k i l l in g  y o u ,” D a r n t o n  m u t t e r e d  
savagely .

H a s b r o o k e  m a d e  h o  re p ly ,  bu t .  w i th  a 
c o n te m p tu o u s  l a u g h  t u r n e d  h is  b a c k  a n d  
w a lk e d  aw ay .  T h e  o th e r  r e m a in e d  a 
m in u te  lo n g er ,  t h e n  he p assed  th r o u g h  
the  w in d o w  in to  th e  d r a w in g - r o o m .

E s th e r ,  te r r i f ie d  by  w h a t  she h a d  o v e r ­
h e a rd .  s t ro v e  to  r e g a in  som e m e a su re  o f  
ca lm ,  a n d ,  in the  en d .  su cceeded .  W h e n  
she  b e l iev ed  h e r s e l f  suffic iently  c o m p o s e d  
to fa ce  th e  eyes w i th in ,  she  r e e n te r e d  the  
d r a w in g - r o o m .

A s  she c rossed  it,  she  w as  i n te r c e p te d  
by  H a sb ro o k e .

” W h y .  E s t h e r ! W h e r e  h a v e  you 
been  h i d i n g ?  I 'v e  lo o k ed  e v e ry w h e re  
fo r  y o u — a n d  h o w  p a le  you a r e ! ” he 
a d d e d  w i th  t e n d e r  so l ic i tu d e .

I am  n o t  q u i t e  f i t ,”  th e  g i r l  a n sw e red ,  
h e s i ta t in g ly .  “  I t h in k  I ' l l  go  to  m y  
room now.”

P m  ere she  m o v ed  aw ay ,  H a s b r o o k e  
ben t  close a n d  w h i s p e r e d :

" M a y  I see you a lo n e  to -m o r ro w ,  
E s t h e r ?  I h a v e  s o m e th in g —To ask 
v o u .”

D e sp i te  the  a g i t a t i o n  o f  a la r m  t h a t  
s t i l l  h e ld  h e r  by  ica so n  o f  the  o c c u r ­
rence  on the  b a lco n y ,  th e  g ir l  f e l t  a  g lo w  
o f  p l e a s u r e  a t  h e r  lo v er 's  w o rd s .  She  
u n d e r s to o d  t h e i r  s ign if icance ,  a n d  the  
‘‘ Vos " she r e tu r n e d  to t h e m  h a d  in it a 
l i t t le  t h r i l l  o f  *hv h a p p in e ss .

H e r  m a n n e r  fi lled H a s b r o o k e  w ith  d e ­
l ig h t .

” I ’m g o in g  to  ru n  a w ay  f ro m  th e  
c ro w d  m v s e l f . ” he  conf ided  to  her.  ” b u t  
I 'm  n o t  g o in g  to  b ed  : I 'm  g o in g  to  c l im b  
th e  k n o l l .  I ’ve  a lw a y s  w a n te d  to see the  
view  bv  m o o n l i g h t . ”

M rs .  M a y n e .  E s t h e r s  m o th e r ,  avcom -
367
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paniecl  by  D a r n t o n ,  cam e  u p  a t  th is  m o ­
m e n t ,  a n d  H a s b r o o k e  tu r n e d  aw ay .

“ O h ,  I w ish  to a sk  you ab o u t  so m e ­
t h i n g , ” M rs .  M a y n e  e x p la in e d .  “ C o m e  
w i th  m e  in to  th e  m o r n in g - r o o m .  E s th e r .  
T h e r e ’s n o  one there .  I t h in k . ”

T h e  g i r l  w e n t  o b e d ie n t ly ,  a n d  l is ten ed  
p a t i e n t l y  to h e r  m o t h e r ’s r a t h e r  p r o s y  
d iscuss ion  o f  c e r t a in  d o m e s t i c  d e ta i ls .  
W h e n ,  a t  l e n g th ,  the  o ld e r  w o m a n  r e ­
t u r n e d  to  t h e  d r a w in g - r o o m ,  E s t h e r  r e ­
m a i n e d  a lone ,  g iv en  over  to  t h e  a b s o r p ­
t io n  o f  h e r  t h o u g h ts .

S u d d e n ly  D a r n t o n  e n te r e d  th e  m o r n ­
in g - ro o m .  A t  s ig h t  o f  h im  a w a v e  o f  
r e p u l s io n  sw e p t  over  h e r  j  sh e  w o u ld  
h a v e  fled, b u t  he  s to o d  re so lu te ly  b e tw e e n  
h e r  a n d  th e  door .

A n d  th en ,  a t  once,  he  b e g a n  a  f e rv id  
a p p e a l ,  p l e a d i n g  f o r  h e r  love, b e g g in g  
h e r  to be  h i s  wife .  T h a t  th e  m a n ’s p a s ­
s ion  w as  g e n u in e ,  she  c o u ld  n o t  d o u b t ; 
a n d  s o m e th in g  o f  w o m a n ly  p i ty  m o v e d  
h e r ,  d e sp i te  h e r  av ers io n ,  to  u t t e r  h e r  r e ­
fu sa l  g en tly .

B u t ,  w h e n  he  p e r s i s t e d  in s u p p l i c a ­
t ions .  she  w e a r ie d ,  a n d  so r e v e a le d  a  l i t ­
t le  o f  th e  f e a r  a n d  d isg u s t  w i th  w h ic h  
h e  i n sp i r e d  her.

T h e  effect on  D a r n t o n  w a s  i n s t a n ­
tan e o u s  : he  b ro k e  off h is  en trea t ie s .

“ Y o u  m e a n ,  t h e r e  is n o  h o p e  f o r  m e —  
e v e r?  ”

E s t h e r  b o w e d  assen t .
S w i f t  a n g e r  f lushed  D a r n t o n ’s cheeks, 

a n d  h is  eves— too  close-set  in t h e i r  deep  
so ck e ts— flashed  om in o u s ly .

“ T h e r e  is som e one  e l s e ? ” h e  sa id.
T h e  g i r l  r e a r e d  h e r  h e a d  in d ig n a n t ly .
“  Y o u  h a v e  no  r i g h t  to say t h a t ! ” she  

cr ied .
“ I t  is t ru e ,  a l l  th e  sa m e .”  D a r n t o n  

r e to r t e d .  “  A n d .  o f  course ,  i t ’s H a s -  
b ro o k e — th e  sn e a k in g  c u r  ! ”

H e  c o u ld  n o t  r e s t r a in  th is  u t t e r a n c e  of 
the  h a te  t h a t  r a g e d  in h im .

“ H o w  d a r e  y o u !  H o w  d a re  y o u ! ” 
th e  g i r l  b u r s t  f o r th .  H e r  m a n n e r  was 
sufficient p r o o f  t h a t  D a r n t o n  h a d  guessed  
a r ig h t .  “  W i l l  y o u  leave  m e,  p l e a se ?  A t  
o nce  ! ”

“ Yes,  I ’ll go .” w as  th e  su l len  answ er .  
“  I w ish  to  see H a s b r o o k e — n o w . t o ­
n i g h t  ! ”  T h e  to n e  w as  m a l i g n a n t .  “  H e  
s h a l l  n o t  com e b e tw e e n  u s ! ”

H i s  eyes b la z e d  in to  h e rs ,  a n d  she  r e a d  
the  t h r e a t  in th e m .  S h e  sat  In  a  v o ice ­

less p a n ic  o f  t e r r o r ,  s t a r in g  a t  h im ,  u n t i l  
he  t u r n e d  a n d  s t ro d e  f r o m  th e  room .

T h e n ,  she  c o w ere d  in  th e  c h a i r ,  a n d  
b u r i e d  h e r  f a c e  in  h e r  h a n d s  as  i f  to  
sh u t  o u t  t h e  h o r r o r  o f  h e r  v ision.

S h e  u n d e r s t o o d  t h a t  D a r n t o n ,  in  h is  
p r e s e n t  m ood ,  w as  a m a d m a n ,  l u s t f u l  o f  
m u r d e r .  H e  w a s  th e  p u p p e t  o f  his u n ­
re a s o n in g  ra g e  a g a in s t  th e  m a n  w h o  
w o u ld  tak e  f r o m  h im  b o th  love a n d  goo d  
r e p u te .  H e  m ig h t ,  in d ee d ,  s lay  h is  
e n em y  w i th o u t  f e a r ,  f o r  he  h a d  n o t h in g  
m o re  to  lose. T h e  one p o ss ib le  j o y  r e ­
m a i n i n g  to  h im  w a s  r e v en g e .

So he h a d  g o n e  to seek H a s b r o o k e —  
g o n e  w i th  t h r e a t s  on h is  l ips ,  w i th  a  
w e a p o n  r e a d y  to h is  h a n d .  E s t h e r  h a d  
n o  s l ig h te s t  d o u b t  as to h is  p u rp o se .  She  
k n e w  th e  in se n sa te  f u r y  o f  t h e  m a n ’s 
a n g e r  w h e n  ou t  o f  leash .

O n c e ,  she  h a d  seen  h im  v e n t  his f u r y  
on  a  horse  ; site h a d  n e v e r  f o r g o t t e n  o r  
fo r g iv e n  the  c r u e l ty  o f  it. N o w  h is  h a ­
t r e d  m e n a c e d  the  m a n  she  lo v e d !

E s t h e r  s p r a n g  f o r w a r d  in  a w i ld  i m ­
p u l s e  to g iv e  th e  a la r m ,  to w a r n ,  to  save. 
B u t  a t  th e  d o o r  she p a u se d .

W h a t  sh o u ld  she do ? T o  te l l  t h e  
d a n g e r  to h e r  m o th e r  w o u ld  m e a n  n o t  
h e lp ,  b u t  h y s te r ic s .  A n d  th e  o th e r s—  
w o u ld  th e y  n o t  be  in c r e d u lo u s ?  T h e r e  
w o u ld  be dc lav .

W h a t  h a d  H a s b r o o k e  s a id ?  O h ,  v e s :  
t h a t  he  w o u ld  c l im b  th e  k n o l l .  T h i s  
w a s  th e  c h ie f  em in e n ce  o f  th e  n e ig h b o r ­
hoo d ,  a  g re a t  n a t u r a l  m o u n d ,  ly in g  a  
q u a r t e r  o f  a  m ile  f ro m  th e  m an s io n .

I t  was a cone  o f  e a r th ,  tw o  f u r l o n g s  
t h r o u g h  a t  t h e  base ,  a n d  five h u n d r e d  
fee t  in  h e ig h t .  N e a r  th e  to p  the  o u t ­
c r o p p in g  rocks  w ere  m a s se d  in p r e c i p i ­
tous  cliffs.  T h e  su m m it  i t s e l f  w as b u t  
a fe w  ro d s  in a rea ,  a n d  o r ig in a l ly  a l ­
m o s t  inaccess ib le .  M r .  M a so n ,  h o w ev er ,  
w h o  d e l ig h t e d  in th e  s p l e n d id  v iew  f r o m  
th is  aerie ,  h a d  a r o u g h  f l igh t  o f  s teps  
h e w n  in  th e  ro c k  a t  t h e  m o s t  f a v o ra b le  
p o in t ,  a n d  to  these  a n  im p r o v e d  p a t h  r a n  
f r o m  t h e  leve l  g r o u n d .

N e x t  | i e  h a d  c au sed  to  be  m a d e  a 
b o a r d  p l a t f o r m  over  th e  r o u g h  s u r f a c e  
o f  t h e  top . on  w h ic h  b e n ch e s  w ere  set 
out.  t h a t  th e  s ig h t s e e r  m i g h t  t ak e  h is  
ease.

F in a l ly ,  he  h a d  e rec te d  a l o f ty  f lag ­
p o le .  w h e n c e  th e  S t a r s  a n d  S t r ip e s  f lu t­
t e r e d  d a i ly  b e f o re  th e  eyes o f  th e  w h o le
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v a l le y .  E s th e r ,  h a d  v is i te d  th e  k n o l l  
o f t e n ,  f o r  the  view  fa s c in a te d  he r .  So 
h a d  D a r n t o n .  site k n ew ,  s ince on  one o c ­
cas ion  lie h a d  a c c o m p a n ie d  her.

S h e  r e m e m b e r e d  t h a t  D a r n t o n  h a d  
been  close a t  h a n d  w h e n  H a s b r o o k e  spoke  
o f  his p u r p o s e  to  visit  th e  sp o t  th is  ev e ­
n in g .  H a d  he  h e a r d ?  W o u l d  he  go 
th e re  in q u e s t  o f  his v i c t im ?

A t  the  th o u g h t ,  -she w h i te n e d .  She  
m u s t  ac t  a lone ,  a n d  she m u s t  h a s ten .  A l-  
r c a d v  she h a d  los t  too m u c h  time.

E s t h e r  d a r t e d  in to  the  h a l l ,  w h ic h  
c h a n c e d  to  be  em p ty ,  a n d ,  u n o b se rv e d ,  
h u r r i e d  f r o m  th e  house .  I n  a  m o m e n t  
she h a d  r e a c h e d  th e  s h a d o w s  b e y o n d  th e  
m a n s io n ,  a n d  th en ,  g a th e r in g  u p  h e r  
sk i r t s  she  r a n  s w i f t l y  t o w a r d  th e  kno ll .

I t  o c c u r r e d  to h e r  t h a t  she  m ig h t  
eas i ly  pa ss  D a r n t o n .  i f  in d e e d  h e  w ere  
on  th e  wav. by  l e a v in g  th e  w in d i n g  p a th  
w h ic h  b o r d e re d  on a t in y  lake,  a n d  i n ­
s te a d  c ro ss in g  in a s t r a i g h t  l in e  th e  
m e a d o w  t h a t  s t r e tc h e d  to  th e  k n o l l .  W i t h  
th is  t h o u g h t ,  she  t u r n e d  a n d  s c u r r i e d  
t h r o u g h  th e  t h i c k - g r o w i n g  grass.

E s t h e r ’s t h o u g h t s  h a d  been,  a t  first ,  a l l  
f o r  h e r  l o v e r ’s p e r i l ,  b u t  n o w  a  c e r t a in  
v i r g in a l  c o n fu s io n  c re p t  in to  th em .  F o r ,  
as yet.  she  a n d  H a s b r o o k e  h a d  n o t  e x ­
c h a n g e d  th e i r  vows. H i t h e r t o ,  w i th  
m a i d e n ly  t im o ro u sn e ss ,  she  h a d  e v a d e d  
h is  a p p r o a c h e s  to a f ina l  d e c l a r a t io n ,  a n d  
h a d  su c c ee d ed  th u s  f a r  in  p o s tp o n in g ,  
t h r o u g h  shyness ,  th e  m o m e n t  f o r  w h ic h  
h e r  h e a r t  m o s t  lo n g ed .

So it n o w  seem ed  to  h e r  t h a t  t h e r e  w as  
s o m e th in g  o f  o v e rb o ld n e s s  in th is  seek ­
i n g  o u t  o f  h e r  l o v e r : t h e  a c t  m u s t  su re ly  
a p p e a r  to  h im  a n  o p e n  co n fe ss io n  o f  h e r  
t en d e rn es s .  Y e t .  th e  c i r c u m s ta n c e s  p e r ­
m i t t e d  o f  no  h e s i ta t io n ,  a n d  she  sp e d  on.

P r e s e n t ly  she cam e  to  the  foo t  o f  t h e  
k n o l l ,  a n d  sk i r t e d  it u n t i l  she  r e a c h e d  
th e  p o in t  w h e re  the  p a th  lay .  S h e  p a u s e d  
f o r  a  m o m e n t ,  p e e r i n g  over  its  l e n g th ,  
b u t  c lo u d s  s t i l l  v e i le d  th e  m o o n ,  a n d  s i p  
c o u ld  d i s t in g u i s h  n o  o n e  a p p r o a c h in g ,  
n o r  w a s  t h e r e  a n y  s o u n d  o f  steps.

S h e  b r e a t h e d  a s ig h  o f  th a n k f u ln e s s ,  
c o n v in c ed  t h a t  she  w as  in t im e.  T h e n  
she  w e n t  f l i t t in g  on u p  the  s teep  s lope 
o f  th e  k n o l l ,  a n d  cam e,  a t  las t ,  to  the  
f l igh t  o f  s teps  c u t  in t h e  fa c e  o f  t h e  cliff.

E s t h e r  r e s te d  h e re  f o r  a  m in u te ,  p a n t ­
ing .  N o  so u n d  cam e  f r o m  the  p l a t f o r m  
ab o v e  h e r ,  a n d  h e r  l a s t  d o u b t  v a n ish ed .
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W i t h o u t  a l l o w i n g  h e r se l f  o p p o r t u n i t y  
fo r  f u r t h e r  t h o u g h t ,  she  c l im b e d  th e  s tone  
s ta irs ,  a n d  so c am e  to  the  t r a p - d o o r  in  
th e  p l a t f o r m ,  w h ic h  o p e n e d  on th e  h e a d  
of the  flight.  T h i s  w as  c losed ,  a n d  she 
r a p p e d  on it sm a r t ly .

T h e r e  w as  a s o u n d  o f  h a s ty  s teps  
a b o v e ; t h e n  th e  t r a p  was t h r o w n  back ,  
a n d  she saw  H a s b r o o k e  s t a r in g  d o w n .

“ W h o  on  e a r t h — ? ” lie b e g an .
B u t  b e fo re  he  c o u ld  f in ish  th e  q u e s ­

t ion .  th e  g i r l  h a d  s p r u n g  to  h is  side. 
E v e n  in th e  d im  l ig h t  he  r e c o g n iz e d  her ,  
a n d  a  c ry  o f  a m a z e m e n t  b ro k e  f r o m  h im .

“  E s t h e r  ’ ’’ he  ex c la im ed .
H e  s t ro d e  c loser ,  a n d  c a u g h t  the  h a n d s  

she h e ld  out.
T h e  e x p re ss io n  o f  h e r  f ace  w a r n e d  h im  

t h a t  so m e th in g  w as  w r o n g : t h a t ,  a n d  
the  f a c t  o f  h e r  p re sen c e  th e re  a t  such  a n  
h our .

“  W h a t  is it. d e a r ?  ”  he  asked .  “ Y o u  
a re  in t ro u b le  I T e l l  m e .”

“ I t  is f o r  y o u — y o u ! "  the  g i r l  a n ­
sw e re d  f a l t e r in g lv .  “ Y o u  a r e  in d a n ­
ger.  Y ou  m u s t  g o  f ro m  he re ,  a t  once—  
now . H e  w il l  k i l l  y o u !  ”

“  B u t  I  d o n ’t  u n d e r s t a n d .  W h o  wil l  
k i l l  m e  ? ”

“ D a r n t o n ! H e  to ld  m e  so— there ,  a t  
t h e  house .  I — I m a d e  h im  a n g ry .  H e  
is m a d  w i th  h a t e  o f  you. H e  t h r e a t ­
e n e d  a g a in  to  k i l l  y o u .”

“  A g a i n ?  ”
“ O h .  I  o v e r h e a r d  h im  w i th  y o u  on the  

b a lc o n y .  I w as  th e re ,  in th e  d a r k ,  b e ­
y o n d  th e  w in d o w .  A f t e r w a r d .  I was 
a lo n e  in th e  m o r n in g - r o o m .  H e  cam e —  
a sk e d — he  b e ca m e  c ra z e d  w i th  r a g e  
a g a in s t  you.  H e  w i l l  be  h e re  in a m i n ­
u te .  I r a n  across  th e  m e a d o w  to re ac h  
vou  first.  Y o u  m u s t  go— h u r r y .  T h e r e  
i sn ’t a  seco n d  to  lo se .”

“ W e l l ,  I su p p o se  T m u s t  r u n  a w a y  
f r o m  h im  now . f o r  y o u r  safe,  i f  n o t  fo r  
m v  o w n .” H a s b r o o k e  a g re e d  w i th  a g ra v e  
sm ile .

H e  u n d e r s to o d  p e r f e c t ly  w h a t  h a d  oc ­
c u r re d .  a n d  he  w as  a w a r e  t h a t  D a r n t o n  
m ig h t  ' r u th le s s lv  s lav  b o th  o f  th e m ,  i f  
f o u n d  th u s  to g e th e r .

“ W e ’ll tu r n ,  a f t e r  g e t t i n g  d o w n  the  
s t e p s ,” he  sa id  to  E s t h e r .  “ a n d  leave  th e  
p a th .  I n  t h a t  w a y  w e ’ll av o id  m e e t in g  
D a r n t o n .  W e  c an  s c ra m b le  d o w n  th e  
o t h e r  side o f  th e  k n o l l .  I t  w i l l  be  r o u g h  
go in g ,  b u t  i t ’s t h e  o n ly  sa fe  w a y .”
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Yes. yes.” the  g i r l  a g r e e d  e ag e r ly .  
“ B u t  we m u s t  h u r r y . ”

W i t h  t h a t ,  she  p u t  h e r  h a n d  in H a s -  
b r o o k e ’s, a n d  th ey  d e sc e n d e d  the  s ta i r s  
s w if t ly  a n d  qu ie t ly .

B u t  a t  th e  fo o t  t h e  m a n  p a u se d  to 
l is ten .  T o  his d ism ay ,  he  h e a r d  the  
s o u n d  o f  s teps  on th e  p a t h  be low . T h e  
g i r l ,  too, h e a rd ,  a n d  b r e a t h e d  a  l i t t le  sob 
o f  te r ro r .

” D o n ’t lie f r i g h t e n e d ,  s w e e th e a r t , ”  
H a s b r o o k e  w h isp e red .  “ W e ’ll m a n a g e  
so m e h o w .”

Yet,  w i th  th e  w o r d s  o n  h is  l ips ,  he  
was in the  g r ip  o f  d e sp a ir ,  f o r  a t  th is  
m o m e n t  th e  c lo u d s  p a r t e d  a n d  th e  f u l l  
s p l e n d o r  o f  th e  m o o n  sh o n e  d o w n  on  the  
k n o l l .  A s  the  r a d ia n c e  fe ll ,  i n s t in c t iv e ly  
H a s b r o o k e  d r a g g e d  th e  g ir l  in to  th e  
s h a d o w  o f  the  cliff.

U n d e t e c t e d  f l ight d o w n  the  k n o l l  in 
th e  m o o n l i g h t  w as n o w  im possib le ,  
f o r  a l r e a d y  th e  n e w c o m e r  w as  v is ib le ,  
a s c e n d in g  th e  p a th .  T h e  o n ly  c h a n c e  
o f  th e i r  e s c a p in g  o b se rv a t io n  lay  in  th e i r  
r e m a in i n g  s i len t  a n d  m o t io n le s s  in the  
g lo o m  a t  t h e  base  o f  t h e  rock .

T h e  m a n  a p p r o a c h in g  m u s t  pass  
w i th in  a  y a r d  o f  th e m  i f  he w o u ld  m o u n t  
the  steps.  H a s b r o o k e  h o p e d  t h a t  D a r n -  
to n  m ig h t  n o t  see  c le a r ly  f o r  th e  m o m e n t  
in  g o in g  f r o m  t h e  m o o n l i g h t  i n to  the  
o b sc u r i tv  a b o u t  th e  s ta irs .  D e s p e r a t e  as 
w as  the  c h an ce ,  it m u s t  be  a w a i te d ,  fo r  
t h e r e  w as  no  choice.

D a r n t o n  w as  n o w  h a r d l y  a  h u n d r e d  
y a rd s  f r o m  th em ,  m o u n t i n g  s low ly ,  cau-  
t ious lv .  e v id e n t ly  on  th e  a le r t .  H a s ­
b ro o k e  r a g e d  a t  the  h e lp le s sn e ss  t h r u s t  
on  h im  bv  th e  g i r l ' s  p re sen ce .  I t  w o u ld  
h a v e  b e en  a s im p le  t h i n g  f o r  h im  to  r isk  
a n  a t ta ck ,  b u t  he  c o u ld  n o t  v o lu n ta r i ly  
expose  E s t h e r  to th e  p e r i l  o f  f ly ing  b u l ­
lets.

‘‘ I f  o n ly  he w e r e n ' t  a r m e d ! ” H a s ­
b rooke  m u t t e r e d  savagely .

“  B u t  vou k n o w  he is .” th e  g ir l  w h i s ­
pe red .

”  Y e s— a n d  I ’m no t .  O h .  d ea re s t ,  you 
sh o u ld  n o t  h a v e  com e h e r e ! ”

A t t h a t ,  th e  g ir l  c lu n g  to h im .
“ N o .  n o !  W h y .  he  w o u ld  h a v e  k i l le d  

y o u  w i th o u t  w a r n i n g  ! ”
A n d  th en ,  so m eh o w ,  d e sp i te  t h e  f a c t  

t h a t  th e  s teps  o n  th e  g r a v e l  b e lo w  s o u n d ­
e d  m o m e n t ly  l o u d e r — so m eh o w ,  h is  l ips  
w e re  on  he rs ,  a n d  th e y  t r e m b le d  f o r  an

T in - :

in s t a n t  in the  ecs ta sy  o f  t h e i r  love, w i t h ­
o u t  ever  a  q u e s t io n  ask ed  o r  a n s w e r e d  in 
a n y  w ords .

H a s b r o o k e  p u t  th e  g i r l  f r o m  h im  a n d  
w h isp e re d  a filial d i r e c t io n :

“ C rfm eh  o n  th e  g r o u n d  b e h in d  me. 
E v e n  ii he sees m e  lie m a v  n o t  n o t ic e  you. 
P e r h a p s  El! be a b le  to m a n a g e  h im , 
som eh o w .  i t h a t  y o u ’ll h a v e  a c h an c e  to 
ge t  a w a y . ”

A s he sp o k e  the  w o rd s  E s t h e r  sank  
d o w n  in  a l im p  h e a p  a t  his feet.  H e  
t h o u g h t  t h a t  th is  w as  in  o b ed ie n ce  to his 
c o m m a n d ,  a n d  he t u r n e d  in s t a n t l y  to 
w a tc h  D a r n t o n ' s  a d v an c e .

A s a m a t t e r  o f  fac t ,  h o w e v e r ,  the  gir l  
h u d d l e d  th u s  on th e  g r o u n d  b e cau se  th e  
s tress  o f  e m o t io n s  su d d e n ly  o v e rcam e  
he r .  h e r  s t r e n g th  flowed f ro m  her.  she 
h a l f  sw ooned .

H a s b r o o k e  h a d  a n  a d d e d  t h r i l l  o f  d i s ­
m a y  w h e n  he  p e rc e iv e d  t h a t  D a r n t o n  a l ­
r e a d y  c a r r i e d  the  re v o lv e r  in  h is  h a n d .  
H e  h a d  h o p e d  t h a t  he  m ig h t  p o u n c e  on 
th e  m a n  a n d  e n g a g e  h im  ere  t h e  w e a p o n  
co u ld  he d r a w n .

T h a t  w as  n o w  r e n d e r e d  im p o ss ib le  by  
D a r n t o n ’s m a l i g n a n t  cau t io n .  A'et, H a s ­
b ro o k e  s to o d  p o ised  to  m a k e  a t ta ck .  
W h e n  h is  e n e m y  w a s  close e n o u g h  he 
w o u ld  leap  f r o m  t h e  sh a d o w  u p o n  h im . 
I f  f o r t u n e  f a v o re d ,  he  m i g h t  m a s te r  the  
m a n  in th e  c o n f u s io n  o f  su rp r i se .

A t  leas t ,  d u r i n g  th e  t im e  o f  t h e i r  s t r u g ­
g l in g ,  E s t h e r  w o u ld  h a v e  o p p o r t u n i t y  
to  escape.

D a r n t o n  p a u se d  a ro d  d i s t a n t  f r o m  the  
sh a d o w s  o f  th e  c liff  a n d  r e m a in e d  m o ­
t ion less ,  e v id e n t ly  l i s te n in g  f o r  a n y  so u n d  
f r o m  above. H e  was too f a r  off f o r  
H a s b r o o k e ’s a t t a c k ,  a n d  th e  l a t t e r  w a i te d  
i m p a t ie n t ly  f o r  h is  foe  to c o m e  f o r w a r d .

H e  c o u ld  see the  m a n  w i th  p e r fe c t  
d is t in c tn e s s ,  c o u ld  d i s t in g u i s h  th e  ro v in g ,  
f u r t iv e  g la n c e s  t h r o w n  h e re  a n d  there .  
TSie d e la y  w a s  a la r m in g ,  in a s m u c h  as the  
lo n g e r  D a r n t o n  s t a r e d  in to  the  g lo o m  a t  
the  c l i f f ’s foo t ,  th e  c le a r e r  w o u ld  g ro w  
h is  v ision. T h e  o b sc u r i ty  w a s  sufficient 
to veil  a  lu r k e r  f r o m  th e  c a re le ss  g l a n c e  
o f  a p a sse r -b y  in  th e  m o o n l i g h t ; it  w as  
n o t  sufficient to h id e  an  o b je c t  f r o m  one  
w h o  lo o k ed  l o n g  a n d  closely.

T h e n ,  o f  a su d d e n ,  H a s b r o o k e ’s h e a r t  
j u m p e d  e x u l t a n t ly ,  fo r  D a r n t o n  s t ro d e  
f o r w a r d .

B u t  o n ly  a  s in g le  step.  T h e n ,  as he

A RG O SY!,
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h a l t e d ,  th e  r e v o lv e r  w a s  b r o u g h t  to  b ea r ,  
a n d  th e  c o m m a n d  cam e  c r i s p l y :

“ J u s t  p u t  u p  y o u r  l a n d s ,  H a sb ro o k e .  
I  c a n  see you  p e r f e c t ly .  Q u ic k ,  n o w ! ” 

A n d  th e  w r e t c h e d  lover ,  h a v in g  in 
m i n d  th e  g i r l  c r o u c h in g  b e h in d  h im .  
r a i s e d  his a r m s  subm iss ive ly .

D a m t o n  c h u c k le d  t r iu m p h a n t l y .
“ G e t  u p  those  s te p s ,”  he  o rd e re d .  

“  T h e r e ’s a  c a p i t a l  p l a c e  f o r  the  c l im a x  
o f  o u r  l i t t l e  d r a m a  ju s t  ab o v e  h e re . ” 

A g a i n  H a s b r o o k e  y ie ld e d ,  a n d  as 
q u i c k lv  as poss ib le .  H e  w as  a n x io u s  o n ly  
to  ge t  h is  e n e m y  a w a y  f r o m  th e  spo t  b e ­
f o r e  th e  g i r l ’s p re se n c e  w a s  rev ea led .

A  g re a t  r e l i e f  c a m e  to  h im  as he  
m o u n te d ,  a n d  h e a r d  D a r n t o n ’s s teps  b e ­
h i n d  h im .  E s t h e r  w as  s a f e ; th e r e  w as  
n o t h in g  n o w  to i n te r f e r e  w i th  h e r  flight.  
A s  f o r  h i m s e l f — w ell,  n o w  it w as  m a n  
to  m a n .  E v e n  t h o u g h  u n a r m e d ,  he  m ig h t  
f in d  h is  o p p o r tu n i ty .

B u t  D a m t o n  took  n o  chan ces .  H e  
k e p t  j u s t  f a r  e n o u g h  b e h in d  his v ic t im  
to  be  ou t  o f  re a c h  o f  a n y  p oss ib le  b lo w ,  
ye t  close e n o u g h  to  m a k e  h is  a im  sure .  
M o re o v e r ,  as he  i n f o r m e d  H a s b r o o k e  
a f t e r  t h e y  h a d  r e a c h e d  the  p l a t f o r m ,  he 
w o u ld  fire th e  i n s t a n t  h is  c a p t iv e  a t ­
t e m p t e d  a n y  su sp ic io u s  m o v em e n t .

“  I ’l l  g ive  you  t im e  to  say  y o u r  
p r a v e r s , ”  h e  j e e red .  “  Y o u ’ve been  
h a v i n g  th in g s  a l l  y o u r  o w n  w a y — now . i t  
is m y  tu r n .  " Yes,  m y  t u r n ! ” he  r e p e a te d  
g lo a t in g ly .  “  I ’d  r a th e r  e n jo y  t y in g  you  
u p  a n d  t o r t u r i n g  you. T h e r e ’s p l e n ty  
o f  ro p e  on th e  f lags taff .  B u t  I 11 be  
g en ero u s .  Y o u  c an  h a v e  y o u r  cho ice—  
a b u l l e t  o r  a  j u m p  off th e  p re c ip ic e .” 

T h e r e  w as  a  su d d e n  so u n d  on th e  
s t a i r s ; th en ,  o n  th e  in s ta n t ,  a  f o rm  
k n e e l in g  a t  D a r n t o n ’s f e e t  in f ren z ie d  
h u m il i ty ,  a n d  E s t h e r ’s vo ice  w a i l i n g :  

“ N o ”, n o !  Y o u  m u s t  n o t ! ”
A t  the  f irs t  so u n d .  H a s b r o o k e  h a d  d i ­

v in e d  th e  t r u th .  S ick  w i th  f e a r  f o r  the  
g ir l ,  he  r i sk e d  a l l  on  one effo r t .  L ike  
l ig h t n i n g  in  h is  b r a in  w a s  the  t h o u g h t  
t h a t  a t  h e r  s t a r t l i n g  a d v e n t ,  i f  ever,  
D a r n t o n ’s a t t e n t io n  w o u ld  w a v e r  f ro m  
h im .  O n  t h a t  c h a n c e  h e  ac ted .

H a s b r o o k e  w as  s t a n d in g  a y a r d  b e ­
y o n d  t h e  s t a i r - h e a d ; D a r n t o n  w a s  t h a t  
d i s t a n c e  b e h in d ,  h a v in g  h a l t e d  as  he  
s t e p p e d  u p o n  th e  p l a t f o r m .  J u s t  a s  E s ­
t h e r ’s c r y  r a n g  ou t ,  H a s b r o o k e  p u t  a l l  h is  
s t r e n g th  i n to  one  g r e a t  l e a p  b a c k w a r d .

A s  D a r n t o n ' s  eye  d r o p p e d  in a m a z e ­
m e n t  to the  g i r l  a t  h is  fee t ,  H a s b r o o k e ’s 
b o d y  c ra sh e d  f u l l  a g a in s t  h im . T h e  
shock  o f  the  im p a c t  m a d e  h im  reel  b a c k ­
w a r d  a s tep .  H is  fee t  m e t  the  e m p t i ­
ness o f  th e  s ta i rw ay ,  a cu rse  b ro k e  f ro m  
h is  l ips ,  m in g le d  w i th  the  r e p o r t  o f  the  
r e v o l v e r ; t h e n  he  w e n t  h u r t l i n g  d o w n  
th e  s teep  s te p s  o f  s tone.

H i s  co ll i s io n  w i th  D a r n t o n  l e f t  H a s ­
b ro o k e  s w a y in g  f o r  a  m o m e n t  a t  th e  h e ad  
o f  th e  s ta irs .  T h e n ,  a s  th e  a im less  b u l ­
let  w h i s t l e d  p as t ,  he  s tooped ,  a n d  s w u n g  
th e  t r a p - d o o r  sh u t ,  f o r  th e  a r m e d  m a n  
m ig h t  w e l l  p ro v e  d a n g e r o u s ,  in sp i t e  o f  
h is  f a l l  d o w n  th e  steps.

T h e r e  w as n o  f a s t e n i n g  f o r  t h e  door ,  
w h ic h  h a d  been  p u t  in  m e r e ly  to  i n ­
c rease  t h e  f loor-space  o f  th e  l i t t l e  p l a t ­
f o r m  in to  w h ic h  i t  o p e n ed ,  b u t  H a s ­
b ro o k e  k n e w  t h a t  h is  w e ig h t  on  it  w o u ld  
be  e n o u g h  to p r e v e n t  D a r n t o n ’s p u s h i n g  
it  open ,  w e re  he  s t i l l  u n i n ju r e d .

E s t h e r  c re p t  to h im  w h e re  he  k n e l t  
on th e  door .  S h e  w as  h a l f  h y s te r ica l ,  
w h o l ly  h a p p y .

“ O h ,  you a re  s a f e — safe  ! ” she  c ried .
H a s b r o o k e  d re w  h e r  close a n d  kissed 

h e r  v e ry  re v e re n t ly .
“ Y o u r  c o m in g  saved  m y  l i f e . ” he  sa id.
W i t h o u t  w a r n in g ,  he  s p r a n g  to his 

fee t ,  a n d  s w u n g  h e r  to  one  side.
“  I  h a d  f o r g o t t e n . ” lie e x p la in e d .  “ H e  

m ig h t  fire u p  t h r o u g h  th e  d o o r . ”
H e  h im s e l f  r e m a in e d  s t a n d in g  on th e  

t r a p ,  a n d  n o w  th e  g i r l  in  h e r  t u r n  
p u l l e d  a t  his sleeve.

“ B u t  v o u — you a re  in d a n g e r  th e re .  
C o m e  a w a y ! ” she p lea d e d .

“ N o :  it  m u s t  be w e ig h te d  d o w n
a g a in s t  h i m — if  he  c o m es .” H a s b r o o k e  
a n sw e re d .  “ I  m u s t  t ak e  th e  r i sk .” 
T h e n  a b e t t e r  m e th o d  o c c u r r e d  to  h im . 
“ W e  c an  lo a d  it w i th  s tones.  B r in g  
th em .  E s th e r ,  as f a s t  as you c a n —  
t h e r e ! ”

H e  p o in te d  b e y o n d  the  leve l  space  o f  
the  p l a t f o r m ,  w h e re  m a n y  b i ts  o f  b ro k e n  
s tone  w ere  ly in g ,  n o t  ten  fee t  aw ay .

“  J u s t  b o w l  t h e m  t o w a r d  m e . ” he  to ld  
h e r : a n d  the  g i r l  flew to  d o  h is  b id d in g .

P iece  a f t e r  p iece ,  she p ic k e d  u p  a n d  
h a l f  c a r r i e d ,  h a l f  t h r e w ,  t o w a r d  th e  door ,  
w h e r e  H a s b r o o k e  se ized  th e m  a n d  p i l e d  
th e m  in  p lac e .

I n  h e r  a g o n y  o f  a l a r m  les t  i n j u r y  b e ­
f a l l  h e r  lover ,  E s t h e r  w o r k e d  w i th
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a s to n i s h in g  s t r e n g th  a n d  speed. Som e 
o f  the  f r a g m e n t s  t h a t  she t h r e w  so 
eas ily  w ere  o f  a  w e ig h t  b e y o n d  h e r  p o w e r  
to  l i f t  a t  a n o th e r  time.

H a s b r o o k e  w o n d e r e d  g r im ly  as to  w h a t  
D a r n t o n  m ig h t  be t h in k i n g  o f  the  d in  
o v e r h e a d — if, in d eed ,  he  w ere  ab le  to 
t h in k  a t  a ll .  B u t ,  in  th e  end ,  th e re  was 
a n  a m p le  w e ig h t  o f  ro c k  p i le d  on  th e  
t r a p - d o o r ,  a n d  th e  lo v er  w as  f ree  to leave  
it, t h a t  he  m ig h t  c o m f o r t  th e  w e a r ie d  
g i r l  w h o  h a d  d one  so m u c h  f o r  h im  th is  
n ig h t .

O h ,  you— we a re  s a fe  n o w ! ” she 
p a n te d .

“ Yes, yes,’’ he a n sw e re d ,  s o o t h i n g ly ;  
a n d  he b e l ie v ed  t h a t  he  spoke  th e  t r u th .

B u t ,  p re sen t ly ,  a f a in t  so u n d  cam e 
f r o m  be low .  T h e  g i r l  s h iv e r e d  in H a s -  
b r o o k e ’s a rm s .  T h e  so u n d  cam e  ag a in ,  
m o re  d i s t in c t ly  ; it w a s  som e one  s t r a in ­
in g  a t  th e  t r a p - d o o r .  A  l i t t le  g a s p  f r o m  
E s t h e r  r e v e a le d  h e r  t e r ro r .  B u t  th e  m a n  
h e ld  h e r  c loser ,  a n d  w h i s p e r e d  r e a s ­
su r in g ly .

“ H e  c a n ’t l i f t  the  t r a p .  W e  a re  q u i te  
safe .  H e  w il l  go a w a y  so o n .”

B u t  th e  g i r l  s t i l l  t r e m b le d ,  a s  she 
l is te n e d  to th e  e f fo r ts  o f  the  e n e m y  b e ­
lo w  a n d  h e a r d  h is  m u m b le d  ex ec ra t io n s .

A f t e r  a  w h i le  s i lence  f e l l  a g a in ,  a n d  
th e  tw o  w a i t i n g  s ig h e d  in  r e l ie f .  T h e  
re sp i te ,  h o w ev er ,  w as  sh o r t .  V e ry  soon 
th e y  h e a r d  n e w  so u n d s  f r o m  be low .

D a r n t o n  h a d  r e tu r n e d  to th e  a s sa u l t  
a n d  h e  w as  n o w  a t t a c k i n g  th e  b a r r i e r  
w i th  som e so r t  o f  im p ro v i s e d  tool.

“ W h a t  is he d o i n g ?  ” E s t h e r  q u a v e re d .
“ H e  h a s  h u n t e d  u p  so m e th in g  w i t h  

w h ic h  h e ’s t r y in g  to  b r e a k  t h r o u g h — a 
s p l in te r  o f  rock, p e r h a p s ,  fo r  p r y i n g  the  
b o a r d s  a p a r t . ” H a s b r o o k e  sp o k e  as 
c h e e r f u l l y  as he  co u ld .  “ H e  w o n ' t  
m a n a g e  i t . ”

Yet. t h o u g h  he sp o k e  th u s  b o ld ly ,  the  
lo v er  w as  f a r  f r o m  sat is f ied .  O n  the  
c o n t r a ry ,  a  n e w  a n d  h e av y  f e a r  h a d  f a l l e n  
on  h im.

N o w  t h a t  he  cam e  to  c o n s id e r  t h e  m a t ­
te r .  he  re a l iz e d  t h a t  i t  c o u ld  be  o n ly  a 
q u e s t io n  o f  t im e  b e f o re  th e  t r a p  y ie ld e d  
to d e te r m i n e d  a t t a c k ,  s ince i t  w as  b u t  
f l im si ly  b u i l t  o f  t h in  b o a rd s .  W h e n  t h a t  
o c cu r re d ,  h e  m ig h t  be  a b le  to  overcom e 
D a r n t o n  a m i d  t h e  c o n fu s io n  o f  th e  f a l l ­
i n g  ro ck s ,  b u t  th e re  r e m a in e d  a lw a y s  th e  
p o ss ib i l i ty  t h a t  a  b u l l e t  f r o m  th e  re v o lv e r

m ig h t  f ind  a  v i c t im — a n d  to th is  p e r i l  
E s t h e r  w o u ld  be exposed .

T h a t  m u s t  n o t  be. A lo n e ,  he  w o u ld  
have  h a d  no fear ,  b u t  w i th  h e r ! . .
S h e  m u s t  be sav ed  f r o m  the. d a n g e r  by 
some m eans .

B u t  h o w ?  T h e y  w ere  p e r c h e d  a lo f t  
on  a  p in n a c le  o f  r o c k s ; on every  side, 
th e  sh e e r  cliffs f e l l  f o r  f i f ty  fee t  o r  m o re  
b e fo re  th ey  t o u c h e d  th e  s lo p e  o f  th e  
kn o l l .  F a m i l i a r  w i th  th e  spo t .  H a s ­
b ro o k e  c o n c e n t r a t e d  his w h o le  t h o u g h t  
on  th is  p ro b le m ,  s e e m in g ly  so ho p e le ss—  
h o w  to  flee.

A g a i n  a n d  a g a in ,  hiss m in d  s c ru t in iz e d  
th e  s i tu a t io n ,  a n d  a lw ay s  in va in .  Yet ,  
in som e su b t le  fa sh io n ,  h is  in tu i t io n  
w a r n e d  h im  to m a i n t a i n  th e  se a rc h .  H e  
h a d  a v a g u e  b u t  s t r o n g  f e e l in g  t h a t  som e 
h in t  o f  a  m e a n s  h a d  been  o ffered  h im. 
A n d  th en ,  j u s t  as he  w as  o n  th e  edge  o f  
d e sp a ir ,  cam e  th e  in sp i ra t io n .

I t  was D a r n t o n  h im s e l f  w h o  h a d  s u g ­
g es ted  a p oss ib le  m e th o d  o f  escape. 'W h a t  
h a d  th e  v i l l a in  sa id ?  “ T h e r e ' s  p le n ty  
o f  ro p e  on the  f lag s ta f f .”

Aye. a n d  t h a t  ro p e  m ig h t  yet w in  
th e m  f ree  1

H a s b r o o k e  d id  no t  p a u se  to  can v a ss  
poss ib i l i t ies .

“ W e  d o n ’t w a n t  to s tay  h e re  a l l  n ig h t  
j u s t  becau se  o f  t h a t  f e l l o w ’s c raz y  
w h im s ,” he  r e m a r k e d  b r i sk ly  to  E s th e r .  
“ N o w ,  if  y o u ’ll c o n t in u e  to  be b rave,  
a n d  h e lp  m e,  I  c an  m a n a g e  a  w a y  o u t . ”

“ Yes,  yes ,”  cam e  th e  e ag e r  rep ly .  “ I  
w il l  do  a n y th i n g — a n y th in g ,  i f  o n ly  we 
c a n  ge t  a w a y  f r o m  h e re — a w a y  f ro m  th a t  
h o r r ib le  m a n !  W h a t  sh a l l  I d o ? ”

“ T h i s  way. t h e n , ” H a s b r o o k e  d i r e c te d  
by  w a y  o f  a n sw er ,  a n d  he le d  h e r  across  
th e  p l a t f o r m  a n d  b e y o n d  it  to th e  n o r th ,  
u p  on  th e  r o u g h  g ro u p  o f  ro ck s  t h a t  was 
th e  h ig h e s t  p o in t  o f  the  p in n a c le .  H e re ,  
s t a n d in g  on th e  ve rge  o f  th e  cliff,  lie 
p o in te d  to a  b l u r  in i ts  su r fa ce ,  some 
d i s t a n c e  be low .

“ T h e r e . ” he  e x p la in e d  : “  o nce  we can  
ge t  to th a t ,  w e ’ll be sa fe .  I t ’s a led g e
t h a t  b e g i n s  t h e r e .  I t ’ s  t w o  y a r d s  w i d e  

a n d  s l a n t s  d o w n  t o  t h e  k n o l l ,  a f t e r  y o u  
t u r n  t h a t  c o r n e r  o f  t h e  c l i f f . ”

’’ B u t  h o w — ? ” E s t h e r  b eg an ,  d i s ­
m ay ed .

“  I ’l l  sh o w  y o u ,”  H a s b r o o k e  an sw e red .
H e  s p r a n g  to  th e  r i g h t ,  w h e r e  th e  f lag ­

s ta f f  stood ,  a n d  f o r  a m in u te  was b u sy
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th e re .  T h e n  he h a s te n e d  hack  to th e  
g i r l ’s side.

“ See ,” he  sa id  t r i t im p h a n t lv .  “  h e re 's  
the  n ecessa ry  r o p e — s t r o n g  e n o u g h  a n d  
l o n g  e n o u g h .  T h e v  c an  h ave  it back  
w h e n  th e y  w a n t  to r u n  th e  flag u p  in th e  
m o r n i n g . ” he  a d d e d  w i th  a lau g h .

B ut lie h e a r d  the  so u n d  o f  a h o a r d  
b e in g  r i p p e d  f ro m  i ts  f a s t e n in g s  a n d  
r e a l iz e d  t h a t  no  t im e  w as  to lie lost. 
S w i f t l y  he  k n o t te d  the  tw o  e n d s  o f  th e  
ro p e  a r o u n d  h e r  w a is t  a n d  u n d e r  h e r  
a rm s .

"  N o w . ” he  e x p la in e d .  I am  g o in g  
to  le t  you  d o w n  over  th e  cliff,  to t h a t  
ledge .  A f t e r w a r d .  I ' l l  j o in  you th e re .  
Y o u  w o n ’t be  a f r a i d ? ”
■ “  N o t  v e ry — if  you t e l l  m e  n o t  to  lie.” 

Y o u ’ll be  q u i te  sa fe ,  a n d  I ’ll fo l lo w  
you  a t  once.  O n e  o th e r  t h i n g :  H e r e  is 
m y  k n i fe .  T a k e  it. p lease .  You see. 
1 h ave  p a sse d  th e  ro p e  a r o u n d  the  f lag ­
s ta f f  a n d  t ie d  th e  tw o  en d s  ab o u t  you. 
I ’ll le t  you d o w n  bv  th e  d o u b le d  rope ,  
s t r a ig h t  to t h e  ledge .  W h e n  you ge t  
th e re ,  use the  k n i f e  to cu t  th e  ro p e  ab o v e  
th e  k n o t s— it  w o u ld  t ak e  too  lo n g  to 
u n t ie  th em .  T h e n  t ak e  th e  e n d s — be 
su re  you ge t  bo th ,  d r a w  th e m  as t i g h t  as 
vou  can.  Y o u  w il l  find a l i t t l e  p in e  
g r o w in g  o u t  o f  t h e  ledge .  W i n d  the  
e n d s  a r o u n d  the  t r u n k  o f  t h a t ; theft  
t ie  th e m  as h a r d  a s  vou c a n . ”

“ Y es ."
“  I t ’s n e ce ssa ry .” H a s b r o o k e  a d d e d .  

‘‘ because  th e  f lagpole ,  a r o u n d  w in c h  the  
r o p e  goes, i sn ' t  j n  a  s t r a ig h t  l in e  above  
th e  ledge ,  b u t  a  dozen  feet  to the  wc<:. 
I f  the  e n d s  a r e n ' t  m a d e  f a s t  b y  you. 
w h e n  I com e d o w n  I ’ll  be d a n g l i n g  in 
m id - a i r  a g a in s t  th e  p rec ip ice ,  t h a t  f a r  
a w a v  f r o m  you a n d  th e  l e d g e .”

Pile g i r l  s h u d d e r e d  a t  th is  a n d  m a d e  
h im  r e p e a t  his in s t ru c t io n s .  T h e n .  H a s ­
b ro o k e  p r e p a r e d  f o r  th e  f inal  task .

F r o m  a p o in t  o v e r lo o k in g  the  ledge ,  
w h e re  th e  b ro w  o f  th e  c liff  w as  sm o o th  
so t h a t  it w o u ld  n o t  f r a y  the  rope ,  lie 
set h im s e l f  to  flic effort .  V e ry  s low ly  
he  lo w e re d  the  p rec io u s  b u rd e n .  F e a r ­
f u l  o f  so m e  u n s u s p e c t e d  m is h a p ,  he  was 
a lm o s t  u n n e r v e d  by  th e  suspense,  as he 
c a u t io u s ly  p a id  o u t  th e  r o p e  a f t e r  she  h a d  
p a s s e d  f r o m  h is  s igh t .

Tt se em ed  an  age  b e f o re  a s u d d e n  ces­
sa t io n  o f  t h e  s t r a in  on  b a c k  a n d  a rm s  
to ld  h im  t h a t  she h a d  re a c h e d  sa fe ty .

H e  w a i te d  yet a  l i t t le ,  th e n ,  a s su red ,  
p e e re d  over  the  e d g e  o f  th e  cliff.  Pie 
saw  h e r  s t a n d in g  on th e  n a r r o w  ledge ,  
t h i r t y  fee t  b e lo w  h im .  S h e  w as busi ly  
w in d in g  th e  rope ,  w h ic h  she h a d  a l ­
r e a d y  severed ,  a r o u n d  tile t r u n k  o f  th e  
t in y  m o u n ta i n  p ine ,  l i e  w a tc h e d  h e r  
k n o t  i t : a n d  th e n ,  a t  las t ,  she lo oked  up .

$ h e  seem ed som e f a i r y  v is io n  h o v e r in g  
th e re  in the  r a d ia n c e  o f  th e  m o o n .  A 
s w if t  e x u l t a t i o n  lea p e d  in H a s b r n o k e 's  
h e a r t  as he t h o u g h t  o f  th e  love she  h a d  
t a c i t ly  c o n fessed  th is  n ig h t .  H e  smiled-- 
a n d  n o d d e d  g a i ly  a n d  th r e w  h e r  a kiss.

T h i s  she  saw . a n d  b lew  h im  one In 
r e tu r n .  B o th  w e re  w i ld ly  h a p p y ,  d e ­
sp i te  th e  p e r i l  o f  t h e i r  p r e d ic a m e n t .

Pile noise  o f  t e a r in g  na ils ,  d r o w n e d  
in th e  c ra sh  o f  f a l l i n g  s tones ,  w a rn e d  
H a s b r o o k e  t h a t  th e  e n d  w as  n e a r ,  a n d  
he r a n  to tile f lagpole.  E s t h e r  h a d  
d r a w n  th e  ro p e  tau t ,  w i th  b o th  e n d s  fas t ,  
so n o w  he s w u n g  over  th e  p re c ip ic e  
w i th o u t  f e a r  a n d  w e n t  eas ily  d o w n  the  
d o u b le d  rope ,  h a n d  over  h a n d ,  u n t i l  he  
cam e  to  th e  g i r l ' s  side.

H e  g u id e d  h e r  a lo n g  the  led g e  b e fo re  
h im  f o r  a few  steps,  a r o u n d  a s h a r p  tu rn .  
H e r e  th e  led g e  b r o a d e n e d ,  a n d  o v e rh e a d  
th e  c liff  j u t t e d  out.  an  o v e r h a n g i n g  sh ie ld  
f r o m  a n v  e n em y  above.

“ W a i t  h e re . "  he  c o m m a n d e d .  “ I ’l l  
lie h a c k  in a  m o m e n t . ”

H e  r a n  a g a in  to  t h e  p ine .
I t  w as  h is  in te n t io n  to r u t  th e  ro p e  

a n d  to h a u l  i t  d o w n .  T h u s ,  no  t r ac e  o f  
t h e i r  f l igh t  w o u ld  r e m a in  f o r  t h e  enem y, 
n o r  an y  m e a n s  o f  descen t ,  sh o u ld  he  
guess  t h e i r  m o v em e n ts .

B u t  H a s b r o o k e  h a d  b u t  fust  cu t  
t h r o u g h  one  e n d  o f  the  ro p e  w i th  th e  
k n i f e  w h ic h  E s t h e r  h a d  r e tu r n e d  to  h im .  
w h e n  he h e a r d  a  sh o u t  f ro m  above.  1 o- 
v o h i n t a r i l v  he  lo o k ed  u p — j u s t  as a b u l ­
let  f a n n e d  h is  cheek.

A  sh r ie k  f r o m  E s t h e r  e ch o ed  the  r e ­
v o lv e r 's  r e p o r t .  T h e  n e x t  i n s t a n t  she 
h a d  ru n  to h im .  a n d .  w i th  th e  s t r e n g th  
o f  f r i g h t e n e d  love, h a l f  d r a g g e d  h im  
p a s t  th e  tu rn ,  b e n e a th  the  sh e l te r  o f  t h e  
f r o w n i n g  cliff.

T h e n ,  as th e  lo v ers  s to o d  s id e  by  side 
in  t h a t  s h a d o w y  p lac e ,  a  c ry  o f  m o r t a l  
t e r r o r  sm ote  th e  n ig h t .  I t  w as  fo l lo w e d  
bv  a n  in d is t in c t ,  h id eo u s  s o u n d — the  
so u n d  o f  s o m e th in g  s t r i k in g  on th e  r u b b le  
o f  ro c k s  a t  th e  foo t  o f  th e  p rec ip ice .
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H a s b r o o k e  u n d e r s to o d ,  a n d  he shook  
w i th  th e  h o r r o r  o f  it.

T h e  rope ,  s t i l l  f a s te n e d  to th e  p in e -  
t ree  by  the  one e n d  w h ic h  he h a d  n o t  h a d  
t im e  to sever, r a n  th e n c e  to th e  f lagpole ,  
a r o u n d  w h ic h  it p a ssed ,  to d a n g le  th e  r e ­
m a i n d e r  o f  i ts  l e n g th  loose in th e  abyss.  
B u t  th e  s l a n t i n g  l ine  w a s  s t i l l  k e p t  t a u t  
bv  the  w e ig h t  o f  ro p e  t h a t  h u n g  c lear .

T h e  p u r s u e r ,  in t h e  b l in d n e s s  o f  his 
fu ry ,  h a d  n o t  p a u s e d  to m a k e  su re  t h a t  
th e  ro p e  w as fast .  W i t h o u t  h e s i ta t io n ,  
h e  se ized  th e  l ine  t h a t  r a n  to th e  p ine,  
a n d  cas t  h im s e l f  over  th e  e d g e  o f  the  
cliff.  I n s t a n t l y ,  w h e n  his w e ig h t  c am e  
on  it.  the  ro p e  s l id  f ree ly  f ro m  the  staff,  
a n d  the  v i c t im  o f  h is  o w n  c r im e  p lu n g e d ,  
sc re a m in g ,  in to  th e  void .

P e r h a p s ,  a f t e r  a l l .  it w as  best  so. H e  
l iv e d  lo n g  e n o u g h  to  ease  h is  t o r tu r e d

soul by t e l l in g  th e  s to ry  o f  th e  e v en in g .  
I n  tb.e face  o f  d e a th ,  he  w as  sa n e  a g a in ,  
a n d  p e n i te n t .

B u i  b e fo re the*' u■ a r te d  t h:ir n i ^ h t . H a s -
b ro o k e  d re w th e  :girl to h im . as th ev
s to o d  a lo n e in th e mooiili i^h t.  th a t w as
no w  un c lo u d ied.

“ E s t h e r . " he n iu rm u red.. “ 1 love
vou. L e t  m e n e a r f ro m v o u r  l ip s t h a t
v o u  love m e —  t h a t  y o u  w i l l  be  m y  
w i fe ."

“  I love  v o u ."  she a n s w e r e d  s o f t l y  : ‘‘ I 
w i l l  be v o u r  w ife ."

A n d  then ,  a f t e r  th e i r  l ip s  h a d  m et,  
E s t h e r  sa id  v e ry  g e n t l y :

“ In  o u r  h a p p in e s s ,  we m u s t  r e m e m b e r  
to p i tv — h i m .”

A n d  h e r  lo v er  r e p l i e d :
” Yes— to p i ty ,  a n d  to  fo rg iv e ,  h i m .”

THE AFFAIR AT THE STATION.
By F. R A Y M O N D  B R E W S T E R .

The terrible predicament of a girl on her way to the play, who 
found herself stranded with two cents at a railway terminal.

A H U R R I E D  s e a r c h  f a i l e d  to rev ea l  
its w h e re a b o u ts .  A  m o re  t h o r ­

o u g h  e x a m in a t io n  w as  w i th o u t  resu l t .  
S h e  h a d  ra n s a c k e d  h e r  se c re ta ry  a n d  he r  
b u r e a u — e v e ry w h e re  she  h a d  lo o k e d — b u t  
s t i l l  th e  l e t t e r  c o u ld  n o t  be  fo u n d .

A n d  as she re a l iz e d  th e  fu t i l i ty  o f  h e r  
sea rch ,  a  susp ic ious  m o is tu r e  a p p e a r e d  in 
h e r  eyes, b u t  she b r a v e ly  c h ec k ed  the  
i m p e n d i n g  t e a rs  o f  d i s a p p o in tm e n t .  A n d  
w h a t  a  d i s a p p o in t m e n t ,  too  !

E l l a  Y a n so n  h a d  been  lo o k in g  f o r w a r d  
to  th is  o ccas ion  fo r  a w h o le  week, a n d  
no w .  on th e  v e ry  n ig h t ,  h e r  p l a n s  w ere  to 
be  f r u s t r a t e d  by  h e r  o w n  care lessness  in 
m is la v in g  t h a t  le t ter .

A  w eek  ag o  she h a d  rece iv ed  a n  i n v i t a ­
t io n  f r o m  th e  M a c G r e g o r s ,  in  E l i z a b e th ,  
a s k in g  h e r  to  a c c o m p a n y  th e m  to the  
t h e a t e r  in N e w  \  o rk .  U f  course  site h a d  
a c c e p te d  —  th e  p la y  w as  the  se a so n ’s 
r e ig n i n g  success— a n d  seven  o c lock  f o u n d  
h e r  re a d y  to * s ta r t  f r o m  th e  house .  T h e n  
i t  was she  m a d e  a n  a l a r m i n g  d iscovery .

S h e  h a d  f o r g o t t e n  w h e re  to m e e t  the  
M a c G r e g o r s  ’

W a s  it  a t  th e  C e n t r a l  R a i l r o a d ,  o r  w as

it  a t  th e  P e n n s y l v a n ia ?  A s  th is  t e r r ib le  
f e e l in g  o f  d o u b t  a n d  u n c e r t a i n t y  su rg e d  
in to  h e r  m in d  a f r i g h t e n e d  look  cam e  in to  
h e r  eves, a n d  h e r  h e a r t  seem ed  to s to p  
b e a t i n g  f o r  a n  in s tan t .

A h ,  th e  l e t t e r !  T h e  t h o u g h t  w as  l ike  
a n  oasis  in a d e se r t  o f  d o u b t ,  b u t  a  f r u i t ­
less se a rc h  p r o v e d  it to be  o n ly  a n  i l lu s ive  
m ir a g e  o f  d i s a p p o in tm e n t .  B u t  th e re  w as  
n o t  a  m o m e n t  to lose in v a in  r e g re t s  a n d  
use less  sea rch .

T h e  M a c G r e g o r s  w o u ld  be w a i t in g  f o r  
h e r  so m e w h e re ,  a n d  E l l a  m u s t  e i th e r  d e ­
c ide  o n  one o f  th e  tw o  r a i l r o a d  s t a t io n s  o r  
s ta v  a t  hom e,  th e re b y  n o t  o n ly  d i s a p ­
p o i n t i n g  h e rse l f ,  b u t  c a u s in g  th e  M a c ­
G r e g o r s  c o n s id e ra b le  t r o u b le  a n d  in c o n ­
ven ience .

M rs .  Y a n s o n  a n d  h e r  b r o th e r  B ob  h a d  
assisted E l l a  in th e  vain search  fo r  the 
m is s in g  l e t te r ,  a n d  they  n o w  e n d e a v o re d  
to  h e lp  h e r  d ec id e  on  one  o f  th e  tw o  
p o ss ib le  m e e t in g -p lac e s .

F r o m  h e r  h o m e  in  N e w a r k  five p o ss i ­
b le  w a y s  o f  r e a c h in g  N e w  Y o r k  w ere  
o pen ,  b u t  o f  these  o n ly  tw o  w e re  access i ­
b le  to th e  M a c G r e g o r s  in  E lizabe th .— one,
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th e  P e n n s y l v a n ia ;  th e  o ther ,  the  N e w  
J e r s e y  C e n t r a l .

“  M r.  M a c G r e g o r  uses th e  C e n t r a l  to 
a n d  f r o m  bu s in ess  every  d a v .”  B ob  i n ­
f o r m e d  her.

“ A n d  M rs .  M a c G r e g o r  tak es  th e  C e n ­
t r a l  w h e n  she  sh o p s  in N e w  Y o r k / '  M rs .  
Y a n so n  h a s te n e d  to a d d .

“ I t  seems to m e th e  l e t t e r  M i  say a t  
th e  C e n t r a l  R a i l r o a d  s t a t i o n . ' ’ K 1 la c r ied  
eag e r ly .

A n d  w h i le  M rs .  Y a n so n  h e lp e d  E l l a  
w i th  h e r  w ra p s .  B ob  h u r r i e d l y  c o n su l te d  
a  t im e - ta b le .

“ T h e r e  is a t r a i n  a t  s e v e n - tw e n ty .” he 
e x c la im e d .  ” Y o u ' l l  h a v e  to h u r r y  to 
m a k e  i t .”

F o u r  l o n g  b locks  w ere  b e tw ee n  h e r  
h o m e  in B r o a d  S t re e t  a n d  th e  C e n t r a l  
R a i l r o a d  S ta t io n ,  a n d  [ i l i a  nervously- 
h a s t e n e d  to  d o n  h e r  w r a p s  a n d  be off.

‘‘ H a v e  y o u  a n y  m o n e y  w i th  y o u ? ” 
c a l l e d  t h o u g h t f u l  M rs .  Y a n s o n  as  h e r  
d a u g h t e r  p a ssed  o u t  in to  the  ves t ibu le .

“ O h ! "  she c r ied  h e lp le ss ly .  “ N o t  a 
c e n t  1 I t ’s u p - s ta i r s .  N o w  I ' l l  s u re ly  
m iss  th e  t r a i n . ”

“ H e r e ;  tak e  th is .” B o b  p u t  in. c r u s h ­
in g  a c r isp  t e n - d o l l a r  b i l l  in to  h e r  h a n d .

“ B u t  t h e  c o n d u c to r  w o n ’t  c h a n g e  it  1 ”  
I i l l a  c r ie d  d e s p a i r in g ly .  ” I f  t lw re  is a  
c a r  in  s igh t .  I w a n t  to  r id e  t o  th e  s t a t i o n . ”

A g a i n  B o b  c a m e  to  t h e  rescue  w i th  th e  
o n l y  co in  in  h is  p o c k e t— a te n - c e n t  piece.

“  Y o u ’re  a  d e a r  1 ” E l l a  c a l l e d  to  h im . 
A n d  she h u r r i e d  f r o m  th e  house ,  t h a n k ­
f u l  to  be  on  th e  w ay  a t  las t .

A s  she  g l a n c e d  d o w n  th e  s t ree t ,  she  
sa w  t h a t  th e  fa te s  w e re  w i th  h e r .  f o r  a  
y e l lo w  g lea m  f ro m  th e  h e a d l i g h t  o f  a n  
a p p r o a c h i n g  ‘‘ t r o l l e y "  c a u g h t  h e r  eye. 
a n d  it  soon h a l t e d  b e f o re  he r .  S c a rc e ly  
w as  she se a te d ,  i t  seem ed ,  w h en  t h e  c a r  
c a m e  to a s to p  b e f o re  t h e  r a i l r o a d  s ta t io n .  
S h e  h u r r i e d  in to  the  ticket-office.

T h e  b ig  c lo ck  i n d ic a te d  e x a c t ly  seven- 
t w e n t y  as she  e n te re d  th e  s t a t io n  : a n d  
even  as she  s to o d  b e fo re  th e  g r a te d  t ick e t-  
w in d o w .  th e  c la n g  o f  th e  g o n g  s t a r t l e d  
h e r .

“ T r a i n  f o r  N e w  Y o r k  ; a l l  a b o a r d ! ” 
d r a w l e d  th e  t r a in - d e s p a t c h e r .

“  T ic k e t  to  N e w  Y o r k . ” E l l a  c u r t l y  
a n n o u n c e d .  p u s h i n g  th e  t e n - d o l l a r  b i l l  in 
t h r o u g h  th e  g r a t e d  w in d o w .

“ A ll  a b o a r d  ! ’’
T h e  t r a i n - d e s p a t c h e r ’s l o u d  ca l l  e choed

t h r o u g h  th e  s ta t io n ,  s e t t i n g  E l l a ’s already- 
u n s t r u n g  ne rves  a l l  a t in g le  a n d  s c a t t e r ­
ing  in w i ld  c o n f u s io n  h e r  u s u a l ly  c o l ­
lec ted  th o u g h ts  a n d  se l f-possess ion .

T h e n  a m a n  ru sh e d  t h r o u g h  th e  s t a ­
t ion  ben t  o n  c a t c h i n g  th e  t r a in ,  a n d  h is  
f r a n t i c  ha s te  a d d e d  to  E l l a ' s  e x c i tem en t .

S h e  sn a t c h e d  u p  the  hi t  o f  p a s t e b o a r d  
the  t ic k e t - a g e n t  s l id  o u t  to h e r .  a n d  un-  
d ig n i f i e d ly  clashed a lo n g  th e  c o n c o u r se  to 
th e  t r a c k s ,  b r e a th le s s ly  m o u n t i n g  the  
s te p s  j u s t  as the  c a r s  b e g a n  to  m ove.

She  h a d  c a u g h t  t h e  t r a in ,  h u t  in  h e r  
h a s te  she  h a d  l e f t  in t h e  possess ion  o f  the  
t ic k e t - a g e n t  n in e  d o l l a r s  a n d  e ig h ty -f iv e  
cen ts  !

S e re n e ly  u n c o n sc io u s  o f  h e r  loss.  E l l a  
re s ted  c o m f o r t a b l y  in th e  c u sh io n e d  seat,  
g a z i n g  o u t  in to  the  n ig h t .  T h e  i n e r e a * - #  
in g  r a p id i t y  o f  th e  p a s s in g  l ig h t s  a n d  the  
sw a y in g  o f  the  c a rs  as th e y  c ra sh e d  by 
sw itc h es  a n d  r o a re d  over  b r id g e s  w a s  i n ­
deed  g r a t i f y i n g ,  a n d  se rv ed  to  re l ieve  h e r  
m in d  o f  t h e  u n c e r t a i n t y  a n d  d o u b t  i n ­
c id e n t  to h e r  s t a r t .  E o r  w o u ld  she  n o t  
soon  be w i th  t h e  M a c G r e g o r s ,  r e a d y  fo r  
an  e v e n in g  o f  p l e a s u r e  ?

” T ic k e t s !  A l l  t icke ts ,  p le a se !  ”
T h e  voice  o f  the  c o n d u c to r  rose  above  

the  r o a r  o f  t h e  t r a in ,  a n d  E l l a  r e a c h e d  
in to  h e r  pu rse .  T h e n ,  f o r  t h e  first  t im e,  
she  b e ca m e  a w a r e  o f  h e r  loss.

I n  t h e  h u r r y  a n d  c o n fu s io n  o f  c a t c h in g  
th e  s e v e n - tw e n ty ,  th e  c h a n g e  f r o m  h e r  
t e n - d o l l a r  hill  h a d  been  f o r g o t t e n !  S h e  
h a d  in h e r  possess ion  th e  m u n if i c e n t  su m  
o f  t h y  c r n t s .

( >n firs t  t h o u g h t ,  th e  sh o c k  o f  th is  
s t a r t l i n g  d i sc o v e ry  w a s  d i s t re s s in g ,  h u t  
th e  k n o w le d g e  t h a t  she  w o u ld  soon  he 
w i th  f r i e n d s  i n s t a n t ly  b a n is h e d  a l l  a n x ­
iety.

T h e  s ig h t  o f  th e  c o n d u c to r  .suggested  
to  E l l a  th e  m e a n s  o f  r e c o v e r in g  h e r  loss,  
a n d  so. w h e n  he  to o k  u p  h e r  t icke t,  she  
d e t a i n e d  him. S h e  k n e w  t h a t  th e  ru n  
b e tw ee n  N e w a r k  a n d  J e r s e y  C i ty  w as  a 
s h o r t  one, a n d  t h a t  th e  c o n d u c to r  w o u ld  
v e ry  l ik e ly  m a k e  th e  r e t u r n  t r i p  t h a t  
n i g h t .

“ A re  you g o in g  h a ck  to  N e w a r k  th is  
e v e n i n g ? ” sh e  q u e s t io n e d  as  h e  b e n t  
d o w n  to  ca tch  h e r .w o r d s .

“ Yes. I ’m  d u e  b a c k  th e r e  in s id e  o f  an  
h o u r . ”  he  re p l ied .

T h e n  she to ld  h im  o f  th e  in c id e n t  a t  th e  
t icket-office,  a n d  a sk e d  h im  to n o t i f y  the



3 70 Till-: ARGOSY.

assent that she would call and claim the 
chajige next day. This he promised to 
do. and Ella, with a sigh of relief, re­
sumed her comfortable position.

When the train drew into the terminal 
at fersev Citv. she immediately entered 
the big waiting-room. ( )ne glance was 
enough to convince her that the Mac­
Gregors were not there!

At once the thought flashed through 
her mind that it was, after all, at the 
Pennsvlvania station she was to meet 
them. A Wave of uncertainty again 
surged over her, sweeping her into a sea 
of doubt, but the girl’s presence of mind 
still remained.

Ear across the big room the beacon 
light of the “ Information ” window 

■'shone out clear and bright, and she guid­
ed her ship of Despair into this liaven 
of Hope.

"H as  the Elizabeth train arrived?" 
she asked anxiously.

She felt as though her very life de­
pended on the answer.

“ The Elizabeth train is due in five 
minutes,” was the verdict.

The long hands of the clock indicated 
seven-forty as she seated herself to await 
nervously and impatiently the*’ arrival of 
the Elizabeth train with the MacGregors 
aboard. As the tortuous minutes dragged 
slowly bv, her nervousness increased and 
seemed to lengthen the time a hundred- 
fokl.

At last the hands of the big clock reg­
istered seven-fortv-live. and Ella listened 
intently for the rumble of an arriving 
train. Tut not a sound came from the 
big train-sheds beyond the waiting-room.

Another lingering minute passed, and 
still another. Enable to remain quiet 
another instant, she paced to and lro be­
fore the wide doors leading to the sheds.

From far out in the night beyond came 
the shriek of a locomotive whistle, and 
soon the rumble of the train could be 
heard. Then the flare of the head­
light appeared in the shadowy tram- 
sheds. and finally, to the accompaniment 
of squeaking wheels and hissing air­
brakes. the Elizabeth train came to a 
stop.

Tilt somehow Ella could not shake off 
the growing fear that she was mistaken 
in the meeting-place.

A stream of people poured from the

cars, rapidly filling the long platform, 
and began the tramp to the ferry-boats. 
This was the theater-train of the suburb­
anites ; and as the gaily dressed throng 
passed along. Ella eagerly scanned the 
sea of faces for those of Mr. and Mrs, 
Mae< iregor.

With sinking heart, she watched the 
crowd disappear onto the waiting ferry­
boats. until only a few tardy stragglers 
remained. The MacGregors were not on 
the tra in !

Unwilling to believe that they had 
reallv not come, Ella grasped at the last 
straw of hope, and again hurried to the 
waiting-room. Perhaps they had passed 
her unnoticed in the hurrying throng of 
theaters-goers and had gone inside to 
meet her. It was her only chance.

Again she entered the big room—now 
quite well filled with travelers—and care­
fully scanned every nook and corner. 
What a picture of desolation this big rail­
road terminal presented when she real­
ized that the MacGregors were not 
there!

The haunting fear that she had been 
mistaken about the meeting-place became 
a certainty. The non-appearance of her 
friends seemed to quicken her mind, for 
she now recalled that the letter had men­
tioned the Cortlandt Street ferry, and 
only the Pennsylvania Railroad landed 
at that street, the Central Railroad dock­
ing at Liberty, just one block below.

Ella was quick to act on the realiza­
tion of this fact.

The boat connecting with the Eliza­
beth train was already well out across the 
Hudson, hut another left in five minutes 
—an eternity to Ella—and at precisely 
eight she landed on the New -York side. 
The short block between the two ferries 
was covered in surprisingly few steps, 
and. fortunately, a boat was waiting in 
the slip.

In the excitement and terrible suspense 
since leaving the train. Ella had not once 
given a thought to the lone five-cent piece 
which constituted her capital, but as she 
passed into the ferrv-house she realized 
that the railroad company did not fur­
nish passage gratis.

And after her ticket was bought, she 
still had in her possession the sum of two 
cents !

“ What a fine story to tell Mrs. Mac-
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Gregor," she thought as she rode across 
the river.

She was calm now. even joyful, for 
the knowledge that she was. at last, on 
the right track, buoyed up her fallen 
spirits wonderfully. But the sail across 
the Hudson seemed endless, for she was 
wildly impatient.

When the boat docked at the Jersey 
City side Id 11a, almost the first to land, 
hurried into the big waiting-room. Her 
eyes sparkled with mirth, and a smile 
iurked in the corners of her mouth, ready 
to leap out at the sight of the MacGreg­
ors ; for now that her exciting trip was 
about at an end. she viewed her experi­
ences in a humorous light.

Of course she knew that Mrs. Mac­
Gregor would be terribly worried at her 
non-appearance, and she realized, too. 
that they must hurry to be in time for the 
curtain at eight-thirty ; but in spite of 
this, the reaction—the lifting of that ter­
rible weight of uncertainty and doubt— 
caused her to smile.

The waiting-room was well filled when 
Ella entered. Hundreds of people sat 
in the high-hacked seats, the wide doors 
constantly swung to and fro, while from 
the big shed the hiss of steam and the 
rumble of wheels indicated the arrival 
and departure of trains.

Ella swept the room with a glance, 
and her confidence fled. The smile faded 
from her lips, and into her eyes leaped 
a frightened, despairing look.

Carefully she scanned each row of 
seats, hut they were empty! The tele­
phone-booths, the restaurant, the long 
concourse at the ferry entrances—every 
part of the big terminal came under her 
scrutiny, but all were emptv !

True, most of the waiting-room seats 
were occupied, the telephones were busy, 
and in the restaurant many tables were 
filled, while along the ferry concourse 
streamed hundreds of people, hut to Ella, 
searching for the faces of her absent 
friends, the place was deserted !

And when, after her futile search, she 
sank down dejectedly into one of the 
high-hacked seats, two big glistening 
drops stood in her eyes. But she valiant­
ly staved the flood.

There was only one explanation of the 
strange absence of the MaSGregofs. and 
that came from the big rvd-and-gold

clock. Its hands pointed i«o eight-ten. 
Ella was twenty-five minutes late 1 Lit­
tle wonder her eyes reddened.

What a predicament she was in ! 
Stranded in a busy railroad terminal, 
friendless and almost penniless 1

T-d'o c e n ts ! These two coppers were 
all that stood between her and penury.

Although her eyes were dry, it was 
with difficulty that Ella controlled her 
feelings. And that great lump in her 
throat was chokingly insistent.

With an effort, she calmed herself 
somewhat, and began to seek some means 
of escape from this embarrassing situa­
tion.

For twenty-five cents she could tele­
graph. and for twenty cents she could 
telephone. Even fifteen cents would 
solve the preb :m of her escape, for with 
this small suir. a -ingle ticket to Newark 
could be purchasea.

Fifteen cents! What a stupendous 
sum it represented to Ella in her pres­
ent predicament! She thought of ex­
plaining her case to the ticket-agent or at 
the Information Bureau, but she realized 
that it would be useless ; for these men. 
in their daily contact with all manner of 
people, hear many tales of varying plaus­
ibility and would doubt her story.

What did it matter that she was ex­
ceptionally well-dressed? Were not pro­
fessional panhandlers and other un- 
worthv characters well-dressed too?

Not until now did Ella realize what 
an ever-suspicious. uncharitable world 
this is.

•Strangely enough, in her trouble, her 
mind turned to the stronger sex in cast­
ing about for a good Samaritan. But 
what sort of mail would he most likely to 
heed her plea and prove a friend in need, 
she could not determine.

Sitting unnoticed in the great station, 
friendless and alone with her trouble, 
Ella fell to watching the passing crowd 
hurrying to and from the continually ar­
riving and departing boats and trains. 
Her knowledge of phvsiognomv was 
quite limited, and to her the faces in the 
moving throng were cold and inscrutable.

Unconscious of the passing time, she 
sat there endeavoring to muster enough 
courage to ask help. Her reddened eyes, 
shifting about the big room to the various 
centers of activity, fell momentarily on
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the swinging doors leading from the 
ferries.

Two young men entered. Both were 
tall and well groomed ; the one dark, the 
other a shade lighter, and each carried a 
suit-ease. (Other men, too, had entered 
those doors, men of all sorts, hut some­
thing striking in the manner and ap]«jar- 
ance of these two— unmistakably broth­
ers—appealed to her, and she felt that 
site could address them with some hope of 
success.

And when they approached the vacant 
seats beside her. Ella felt that for once 
that evening fortune had smiled on her. 
They stopped quite near, and dropped 

their suit-cases to consult a time-table.
Ella heard their voices, but could not 

distinguish the words. And as she 
watched them, they grew more in her 
favor.

Although she knew that they might 
soon disappear forever into the shifting 
crowd, she could not move, for when the 
moment came for action her limbs re­
fused to stir. The young men stood for 
a while closely examining the time-table, 
and then, when thev were apparently sat­
isfied. grasped their suit-cases and strode 
away toward the baggage-room. And 
Ella felt that she had missed a golden 
opportunity.

But fortune seemed to be with her 
now. for shortly they returned, this time 
empty-handed. They strolled leisurely 
toward her. chatting pleasantly and 
stopped almost exactly where they had 
stood before.

And now desperation lent her courage. 
She succeeded in gaining her feet, and 
walked unsteadily toward them.

“ I—beg—pardon.'’ she began falter- 
inglv.

Both men faced her quickly as she ad­
dressed them, and one man’s hand was 
raised instantly to his hat. The other 
quickly followed his example.

And at this slight courteous act she 
took heart, but her voice trembled as she 
continued :

“ I— I—can—you—will one of you 
gentlemen please loan me twenty cents? ” 
she finished in confusion.

She hesitated a moment.
“ I expected to meet friends here.’’ she 

hastened to explain : “ hut I have missed 
them. 1— I want to telephone home for

some one to come and get me, and— I 
haven't any immey.” How childish her 
plea seemed to her when site recalled it 
later.

W ell. don't worry about that,” the 
dark-haired one answered kindly, as his 
hand sought his pocket.

“ Tre you quite sure that is all you 
require? " the other put in. his hand, too, 
instantly diving for coin.

Ella's first thought was one of grateful 
relief for their confidence in her, but 
even then she was conscious of the re­
markably striking similarity in their 
voices.

" ( Hi. I thank you so much ! ” she ex­
claimed.

1 he words seemed wofullv inadequate, 
but her tone made them convincing.

As the tinkling of coins caught her ear,- 
the realization that she was actually beg­
ging struck her. and the thought of ac­
cepting money from strangers wa* re­
pulsive.

" Clh. no. n o ! ” she cried, as their 
hands were drawn from their pockets; 
“ I really don’t want the monev.”

“ Don’t want the money?” the dark­
haired Samaritan repeated, puzzled.

The other's look was one of perplexity.
“ I only want you to— I mean. I only 

ask you to pay the operator after I make 
the call—that is, if you have time.” she 
stammered.

“ Our train leaves in twenty minutes, 
but we’ll have time for that,” the light­
haired one assured her.

And again there was that striking 
sameness in their voices.

Completely reassured by their manner, 
her self-possession returned somewhat, 
and she spoke with greater confidence.

“ I’hen I’ll cal! up brother Bob now, 
and ask him to meet me here! ” she ex­
claimed joyfully. “ You see, I live in 
Xewark. and that’s too far to walk, or I 
wouldn't be in this embarrassing posi­
tion.”

In Xewark.” the one Samaritan re-, 
peated. “ \\ ell, why don't vuu ask your 
brother to meet you at the station there? 
Don’t bring him all the way to Jersey 
City.-’

“ Yes.'* the other urged : “ it would be 
a pleasure to assist you further,”

“ Y o u r  advice is good.” site admitted 
hesitatingly ; “ hut I am already indebted
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to you too much, and even though I repay 
you the money—and I surely will— I 
shall never he able to repay your kind­
ness.”

Xo sooner had she accepted the offer 
than the dark Samaritan strode over to 
the ticket-window, while the other ac­
companied her to the telephone-booth. 
Ella gave her home number to the oper­
ator, and while he made the connection 
site spoke to one of her friends in need.

But her tone was coldly formal now. 
for she realized that in the fulness of her 
joy at having found assistance she might 
possibly suffer by too much friendliness.

“ In order that there may be no doubt 
in your mind that I am honest in my 
statements, I must ask you to stand at the 
booth door and listen.”

“ It is not necessary : I believe you.” 
he answered simple.

“ Unless you grant my request I must 
refuse your aid,” she insisted firmly.

“ Here's your party.” the attendant 
broke in. “ Booth two. please."

Ella entered the booth, but did not 
close the door, and she spake in a loud 
tone, so that the man outside might hear. 
And though he stood near, he did not 
listen, but conversed with the other, who 
had, by this time, returned with the 
ticket.

Ella, in the booth, managed to explain 
to Bob—between his exclamations of 
surprise—that she had missed the Mac­
Gregors and would arrive in Newark 
over the Pennsylvania on the next train. 
And. of course, ever obliging brother Bub 
said he would meet her.

She did not tell him of that affair at 
the station in Newark, when she had for­
gotten her change; nor of her present 
dependence on the kindness of strangers, 
for she felt that it would cause needless 
worry at home. Safely lodged in her 
own house, the details of her series of 
misfortunes would sound better than over 
the ten-mile stretch of telephone wire.

And when site placed the receiver on 
the hook, and emerged from the booth, 
the world seemed to be of a brighter hue.

While the one good Samaritan settled 
the telephone charge, the other handed 
her the Newark ticket.

“ Your train leaves in a few minutes.” 
he informed her. “ Are you quite sure 
we can be of no further assistance? ”

“ Yes; can we do nothing more?” 
solicitously inquired he of the dark hair, 
who had joined them now.

“ Quite sure, thank you,” was the smi­
ling reply. “ But,” she added quickly.

I cannot go before knowing to whom I 
am indebted for this kind assistance, I 
must have your name and address, so that 
I will be able to reimburse vou. I can 
never hope to repay your kindness.”

" Your appreciation has done that,” 
the dark one replied. “ May we accom­
pany you to the tra in?” he added gal­
lantly.

" I t  you wish.” she answered gra­
ciously.

But she would rather have said: “ If 
you will.” for somehow—well, there was 
a true manliness, a certain delicate touch 
of sincerity and sympathy in his manner 
and tone which attracted her to him. and 
she was surprised to find herself wishing 
that she might be longer in his company. 
Both of them impressed her dc-eplv.

“ Am I detaining you?” she asked, as 
the three left the big waiting-room and 
emerged into the mammoth train-shed.

“ Oh. no.” was the reply. “ We are 
waiting for a train which doesn’t leave 
for some minutes. My brother is going 
to Pittsburgh for a short time, and I am 
here to see him off.”

They had reached the Newark train 
now. and already the crew was making 
ready for departure.

“ Newark train; all aboard! ” the con­
ductor shouted.

“ Oh. you haven’t told me who you 
a re !” Ella exclaimed, as she realized 
that the time had arrived when she must 
sav good-bv.

1 haven't a card with me," the dark 
one announced, tapping his pockets. 
Then, turning to the other, he asked 
quickly : " Have you one of ir.y< cards— 
or. one of your own will do? ”

The younger man produced a card and, 
with a fleeting glance at its inscription, 
passed it to Ella. And just at that mo­
ment the conductor dashed by, calling: 
“ All aboard ! ”

Ella turned to the train, hut as she 
mounted the steps the voice of the dark 
one detained her.

“ I should like to know whether vou 
arrive safely home,” he was saving. 
“ You’ll let me know, won’t vou?”
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And sl|f promised.
" ( iood-h.y! " he called, smiling, as lie 

raised his hat.
His brother, too, joined in the fare­

well.
‘‘ Goud-by! ” she answered.
And. as the train began to move, she 

bi-appeared through the car doorway.
Seated safely in the speeding train. 

Ella's first act was to examine the bit of 
pasteboard, whereon was inscribed the 
name and address of her unknown 
friends. She read the name. " William 
Allan Roggers " with approval, and the 
Brooklyn address, although unfamiliar, 
sounded equally well.

As she sat dreamily flipping the voting 
mint's card, a sudden thought struck her. 
which caused a frown of perplexitv to 
pucker her brow. She tried to recall 
some remark or some action of the two 
which would serve to clear her mind, but 
although she could remember almost 
every word that had been passed, there 
was not one that would enlighten her.

“ Have you one of mv cards—or one 
of your own will do? ” the one had asked 
the other. And the other had passed 
over a card, but—whose was it?

This was the perplexing problem Ella 
was endeavoring to solve. And to her it 
was a most important question, for, 
wel 1—

“ What difference <iocs it make, after 
a l l ? ” she asked herself.

And when the train drew into the 
Newark station she had not yet answered 
the question.

Boh—rivaling woman in curiositv— 
met her at the station as he had prom­
ised. but she left his questions unan­
swered until safely and comfortably 
seated in her own home, and then Mrs. 
Yatison and her brother heard the details 
of the affair at the station.

Early next dav. over the telephone, the 
anxious inquire of the MacGregors was 
answered, find Ella learned, to her sur­
prise. that she had passed them in Mr 
middle of the Hudson River while rrr~s- 
ing to the Pennsylvania station. And 
later Ella recovered the nine dollars and 
eightv-five cents which she had left Ire- 
hind on that eventful evening.

There was still another obligation to be 
fulfilled as a result of her experiences, 
and this one—the most important— was

left until last. Not that the cancelation 
of her debt to Mr. Roggers was an un­
pleasant duty—it was far from that—but 
the perplexing question connected there­
with made its outcome uncertain.

Not until the next day did Ella de­
spatch a note to the Brooklvn address, 
enclosing the paltry thirty-five cents.

And. as the days passed, no acknowl­
edgment of its receipt came, and Ella 
tried to dismiss the whole affair from her 
mind, but it would not down, for she con­
tinually found herself wondering which 
of her benefactors was William Allan 
Roggers.

Perhaps it was the younger one—he of 
the light hair—and if so. Iter letter had 
probably been forwarded to Pittsburgh, 
thus accounting for the delay.

But why should she expect n reply? 
Her note had formally advised Mr. Rog­
gers ol her safe arrival, and thanked him 
ior the .assistance that had made this 
possible. Perhaps he considered the in­
cident closed.

She contessed to herself the hope that 
it was not.

Then, when least expected, a letter 
came. The postmark revealed its source, 
and Ella eager I v slit the envelope.

The signature first engaged her atten­
tion, It was the same as on the card she 
had received on that eventful evening. 
But the contents did not reveal the wri­
ter’s identitv.

True, the name was the same as that 
on the card, but whether the card was 
that of the older or the younger man 
Ella had yet to learn. During the days 
of silence the younger brother had ample 
time to return from Pittsburgh. Perhaps 
the delay had l>een caused bv his absence.

Although cruelly formal, the letter 
itself was a distinct surprise to Ella. The 
writer regretted the delay in acknowl­
edging her note, and asked her indul­
gence. Then came the surprise.

\\ ou d she grant him permission to 
call i  lie begged her not to consider this 
apt unwarranted JHkrrtv. and. should it 
not meet with her approval, her silence 
would close the incident. But the pleas­
ure of having been of some assistance to 
her would always be a source of gratifi­
cation.

Ella’s silence lasted two whole days. 
Then, although ignorant of the identity
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of her visitor, she bade him come, set­
ting an evening ten days lienee.

The time dragged slowly by. and when 
at last the evening arrived Ella was ner­
vously anxious.

The expected buzz of the electric door­
bell startled her, and she hastened 
through the Intll to answer the summons 
herself. Through the glass panel of the 
door she could discern the outline of her 
visitor, but it was too indistinct to be 
recognizable.

She swung the door open, and Mr.

BLOWN INTO

Will iam Allan Roggers stooc before her 
smiling, his hat raised.

It was the younger brother!
.Vt first inclined to lie disappointed, 

Ella found him delightfully entertaining, 
and when he left that evening it was with 
a very Cordial invitation to journey out 
to Newark again.

And now, since that affair at the sta­
tion, Mr. William Allan Roggers carries 
a special trip-ticket between Brooklyn 
and Newark, for already he has begun 
to practise economy.
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B L O W N  I N T O  T R O U B L E .
By ROBERT RUSSELL.

What came of intercepting a letter in the wind, capped 
by the last straw which was laid on the next morning.

T  CERTAINLY was mad! Not irri- 
A tated or annoyed. Just mad!

Struggling with all the strength of my 
one hundred and thirty-five pounds 
through Forty-Second Street, in the face 
of the worst gale that my forty years had 
ever known, and turning over in my mind 
a certain impending domestic trouble, I 
slipped on a banana-peel.

With difficulty I regained my equilib­
rium. and bad just rescued my bat from 
the feet of a three-hundred-pound person 
following in my wake, when the final 
straw came: a head-on collision with a 
female sailing before the storm.

And so 1 was mad ! With an indication 
of the strength of ray feelings. I stamped 
my foot on a letter which tire wind had 
borne to me along the walk.

Picking it up, 1 approached the woman 
directlv in front of me, who seemed to be 
unconscious of the fact that it had been 
blown from beneath the string of a parrel 
she was carrying.

“ Madanl.'’ I said, not very graciously.
“ Sir.” she replied haughtily. “ I do 

not know you.”
“  N o r  I y o u . ”  I c o n tin u e d .  “  bu t the 

wind—”
“ The wind has nothing to do with 

it,” she interrupted.
“ I beg vour pardon, but—”
“ I am glad you have the decency to 

do that, but it does not excuse your

speaking to me. Mind, your own busi­
ness.”

* I was not begging your pardon for 
speaking to you, but to state that the wind 
decidedly has something—”

She turned on nre hastily, angrily, and 
in spite of my condition 1 could not but 
admire her majestic bearing.

“ If you do not leave me alone.” she 
said, “ I shall appeal to a policeman.”

“ Very well, madam.'’ I returned, “ but 
the wind lifted— ”

“ Never mind what the wind did,” she 
again interrupted. now thoroughly 
aroused, and turned to continue her way.

I was only trying to do you a serv­
ice, madam. If you will look at this 
letter it will explain."

I have never seen a woman quite as 
incensed as she was bv this time, as she 
stopped, beckoned to a policeman, and 
said to me with suppressed anger:

“ I do not want to look at any stock 
letter of explanation, which I presume 
has assisted you out of many other diffi­
cult situations,” and then, turning to the 
policeman, she continued : “ Officer, arrest 
this man for insulting me. I will follow 
you to the station-house.”

I smiled at the officer, and began my 
explanation, but his whole attention 
seemed to be riveted on the charms of 
the woman. I waited, and when he had 
satisfied himself that she was about to
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follow us he swung round to me with 
quite a different attitude.

"Come on, now." he said. " and no 
long story of a mistake.”

" See here.” I replied. “ this is r:d:-u- 
lous, 1 was merely—"

“ Say. now. masher, cut it. D'ye think 
I'll listen to a spiel from vou when a 
ladv like that savs you insulted her?"

“ But look here." I urged, " you have 
got to listen to me a minute.”

“ I've got to. eh? I'll show vou. Come 
on." grabbing me by the sleeve. " h ou 
fellers alwavs have a good storv. Tell 
it to the sergeant; lie's used to 'em.”

I began to speak as calmly as I could. 
a  I was walking behind that woman—" 
He stopped, twisted me around, and 

shook his fist in mv face.
"Woman, eh? She's a lady, if ever 

I saw one. Sav. vou’re old enough, to 
know better, an' I've listened to vou as 
long as I'm goin' to. You keep ver vap 
closed till we reach the station-house, or 
I'll give ye the punch ye deserve. Now. 
come on. an' fergit it.”

A silent procession filed into the sta­
tion and ranged itself before the desk.

I was going to have no further foolish­
ness. and began immediately.

" I was walking behind this—”
Tile sergeant raised his hand.
" Wait.” he said. " I ’ll hear you in a 

minute.” Then to the policeman: “ What 
is the charge? "

" Insulting this lady on the street. lie 
told me the same storv—”

" Well, madam?" to the woman.
" I have never seen the man." she be­

gan. " and he—"
" 1 guess I know the story, after look­

in' at vou.” said the man behind the de-k 
admiringlv. To me lie said :

" What d've think of verself. eh ?” 
Again I failed to master mv indigna­

tion.
" I think that this is the most out­

rageous—”
" Take him away, officer.” interrupted 

the sergeant. “ We know his kind.” To 
the woman: " Be. here at nine in the 
morning, to appear.”

And away they took me. into probably 
the most hopeless-looking place that it 
has ever been my fortune to gaze upon.

I am not a mild-tempered man. and at 
first I fear I did nothing to relieve my

situation, but rather made it worse by 
giving way compJetely to my feelings so 
long pent up.

M v few companions in the common cell 
looked at me in amazement, as I dilated 
on file injustice of the police force in 
general and of the particular sergeant 
here in charge in particular.

In course." remarked a red-headed 
youth, when 1 had subsided. " didn't ye 
know Billy was th' worst in tii' citv? "

" Aw.' came from a bow-legged man 
in the corner. " dis guy ain't one two six 
wid Hammerin' Pat. behind de desk in 
cle Foist.”

Looking back on the experience now, 
my failures to communicate with friends 
seem humorous indeed, but on that day 
each report of a kind-hearted policeman 
whom 1 could persuade to speak to me 
through the bars seemed a death-sentence.

" (Tut. out," was the word brought to 
me every time I purchased a telephone-: 
message with a five-dollar bill.

At last, as a filial resort. I told the 
officer to telephone to mv wife. His 
somewhat disgusted conference with me 
thereafter was the final straw.

" The gal that answered the phone savs 
she's gone out for the day." and the man 
turned away.

So it was with every other attempt 
to secure communication with the outside 
world. Either my ignorance of the 
proper manner of procedure or else my 
previous ravings cut me off completely 
irom the lavors shown other unfortunates, 
and I was left alone with mv thoughts.

About eleven o'clock that night our 
quarters began to fill with persons of 
every condition of life. There were the 
little, wiry gentleman to the button of 
whose coat a watch-chain not his own 
had in some mysterious manner attached 
itself: the young man in evening-clothes 
who had left his hack fare in another 
pocket, and who could not pay his cab­
by : the abused individual arrested for 
being knocked down by a rough person, 
alter no provocation on his part.

Their tales of wrongs and misunder­
standings would fill a book, but for me 
they made no shorter the long hours On 
the hard bench that had been built against 
the wall lor the comfort of prisoners.

'I hose hours and the insight they 
brought me into the hearts of those whose
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lives contained the recollection of many 
such are not pretty remembrances.

At last we disreputable characters, all 
in the sight of the officers waiting to tell 
of our doings, appeared before the judge.

The man with the unaccounted - for 
watch-chain passed me on his way to 
some secure spot behind iron bars. The 
young man whose evening-dress told a 
pathetic story in the early morning light 
was dismissed in the custody of his cab- 
driver. The belligerent person was dis­
posed of in a manner satisfactory to his 

'antagonist, and then my name was called.
I wish to slight this moment also, and 

merely to say that, no one appearing to 
make complaint, and the policeman who 

' arrested me being unable to give any defi­
nite statement, I was discharged.

The morning air had never seemed so 
fresh to me, nor the sky so blue, and as 
I mounted the steps of my residence I 
think I was a more considerate person 
than I had ever been during the unevent­
ful years of my previous life.

The door opened smoothly, my latch­
key slipped out as though it had never 
caused me any irritated ejaculations, the 
hat - rack stood convenient to my hand, 
and I entered the library resolved that 
life should hereafter be one calm voyage.

I think that there was a peaceful smile 
on my face as I turned toward my favor­
ite chair. I know that whatever expres­
sion had crossed my countenance faded 
slowly, and there came an awful wonder 
—a terrible consternation—in its stead.

There, with her back to me, sat the 
cause of my night’s incarceration. The 
graceful figure, the proudly poised head, 
were before me, and then, as she faced me, 
I saw again the snapping black eyes.

Y ou  here?” she cried, hastily aising 
to her feet. “ Cannot I escape you any-, 
where? Is my kindness in refraining 
from appearing to make charges against 
you no lesson to your hardened senses? 
Am I not safe from your obnoxious 
presence even in my cousin’s home? ”

“ Her cousin’s home.” She, then, was 
the cause not only of last night’s discom­
fort, hut also of my anger on the pre­
vious day over an impending domestic 
trouble. She had written my wife that 
she was coming to make us an indefinite 
visit—and here she was.

I thought of my recent experience, and 
smiled as I readied in my pocket.

“ Allow me to return to you.” I said, 
“ a letter which the wind took from you 
yesterday.”

She did not stay indefinitely.

T H E  M A G I C  N I C K E L .
By I. V IC TO R  PEARL.

The drug-store clerk and the fresh customer who ordered soda.

T H E soda-water clerk rested his arm 
on one of the faucets, and, leaning 

back against the fountain, had about him 
the air of a man who is well aware that 
for the humble sum of five cents he is able 
to serve out a cool beverage that tastes 
so delectable on a sultry summer's day.

It was lunch-hour, and, as there was 
no one else in the store, he permitted 
himself to maintain this tranquil pose for 
quite a length of time. But he did not 
feel that he was loafing. For was he not 
ready to attend to any customer that 
should happen to come in?

And soon some one did come in. This 
customer was a stocky, unprepossessing 
individual, with distended jaw and beady

eves. Besides, he wore a black derby h a t ; 
and, really, there always seems to be some­
thing sinister about a man who wears a 
black derby on a hot summer’s day.

But at the soda-water counter equality 
reigns, and those who possess a nickel are 
peers. So, when this particular customer 
sank upon a stool and pushed back his 
hat, the clerk took a respectfully attentive 
attitude.

“ Sars’p’rilla,” called out the stocky 
man raucously.

The clerk mixed some rich brown sirup 
and a ball of ice-cream with some charged 
water, and placed the fizzling, frothing 
drink before the thirsty man. The latter, 
seizing the spoon, began to gulp down the
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contents of the glass with greedy, splash­
ing noises.

When he was through he took out a 
handkerchief that looked like a dirty ball, 
and wiped his lips with it. '1 hen he rose 
and began to saunter out.

“ I— I beg pardon.” called the clerk 
after him in an embarrassed fashion.

“ H ev?” de-manded the other, with the 
stern sidelong glance of a man who can­
not imagine why he is being troubled.

“ Didn't you forget to pay?” inti­
mated the clerk, with awkwardness.

The stocky customer gave the clerk an­
other sidelong glance. Then he caused 
his cheek to twitch upward in the direc­
tion of his eye—which act is surely the 
most ieering kind of wink possible.

Finally he chuckled and, pushing his 
hands still deeper into his pockets, 
slouched out of the store.

The young man behind the counter 
stared with wide eyes at the retreating 
figure. Then he shifted his gaze to the 
counter, to see if the ill-mannered fellow 
had not left some sort of coin there.

But, no ; nothing in the shape of money 
was to he seen on it. The honest clerk 
stood aghast.

Here was impudence! Here was a case 
of insult heaped upon injury! Not only 
had the fellow refused to pay, but he had 
also been deliberately insulting!

Now. under ordinary circumstances, 
the clerk would never have thought of 
creating an ado on account of a nickel; 
hut his soul thirsted for vengeance.

Without even taking the trouble to dis­
card his apron, he bounded from his 
official place behind the counter and 
made after the defaulting rascal. The 
latter was onlv half a block away, and. 
with his hands still in his pockets, was 
pacing along in a leisurely fashion, as if 
lie had never owed a debt to any man.

However, hardly was the pursuer with­
in a few feet of him when the absconding 
fellow turned around suddenly, as if by 
instinct, and. seeing who was after him. 
started nimbly down the street. Now, 
the clerk, though a young man. was not 
a good runner : but he had a healthy pair 
of lungs, and forthwith proceeded to 
make use of them.

His erv “ Stop thief! ” sounded elo­
quent. and was lustily taken up by a score 
of others who had joined him in the

exciting chase. At last, as was but inevi­
table, the fleeing man ran squarely into a 
policeman’s arms.

‘“What's he been doin '?” demanded 
that impressive personage.

“ He's had a soda in my store, and ran 
oft without paying.” alleged the clerk, 
with businesslike succinctness.

“ I ain't paid, ain't I ? ” snarled the cap­
tured individual. “ Well. I bet yer a 
hundred dollars I paid. I left a nickel 
on the counter—near that chewing-gum 
box. You kin go back and see; that is, 
if you ain't taken it away already.”

“ You left no nickel there.” retorted 
the clerk, with the emphasis of a man 
who knows because lie has seen. “ And 
as for your saving that I took it off the 
counter.” he continued disdainfully, 
“ well. I won’t even try to answer you on 
that score. But we can go back and look. 
Anyway. I've left the store all alone, and 
must get on the job again.”

The three, followed by a small crowd, 
marched down the street and entered the 
store. When they stepped to the soda- 
water counter there followed a chorus of 
ejaculations. For, on it. near the 
chewing-gum box. lay indeed a nickel.

“ Told you so! ” exclaimed the stocky 
man. with a triumphant snicker.

“ Young man.” the officer of the law 
began, as he turned severely to the stupe­
fied clerk. “ you’d better consult an oculist 
quick! And git out of here, the whole 
bunch of ye! ” he added fiercely to the 
rabble that began to fill the store.

When the clerk was left alone, he stood 
staring limply at the nickel on the coun­
ter. and kept pressing feverishly his face 
and his forehead.

He was suffering from a violent head­
ache. as well as from a peculiar kind of 
uneasiness. When a man has made a 
complete fool of himself he is very apt 
to suffer in this manner.

“ But I don’t understand it at ail,” he 
murmured to himself. “ Of course the 
fellow had a confederate who placed the 
nickel on the counter when I left the 
store. But why? What kind of a fool 
trick was this? ”

He pressed his hand to his forehead 
again, lifted the nickel, and opened the 
cash-box.

Then he fell forward and gasped. The 
cash-box had been cleaned out!
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Improved Victor I
with new flower horn

$25

Other styles 

$10 to $300

V ic to r
The Fireside Theatre

You owe it to yourself to hear the Victor. The very 
next time you pass a Victor dealer’s, stop in and he will 
gladly play any Victor music you want to hear.

W rite  to us for catalogues.

Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N. J., u.S. A.

B erliner G ram ophone Co., M ontreal, C anadian  D istribu to rs HIS MASTERS VOICE

Preserve your records and get best results by using only Victor Needles
N e w  Victor Records are on sale at all  dealers on the 2Stli of  each month. Go am i hear them.

I i i  a n s x c e r in g  t h i s  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  i t  i s  d e s i r a b le  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  Argosy.
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If the man who is compelled by necessity, or impelled by 
ambition, to work at night, will avoid “ stim ulants” and lunch on

Grape-Nuts
and cream, he will find his strength keeping up, and his brain 
dear and responsive to his demands.

“ There’s a Reason.”

Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Battle Creek, Mich., U. S. A.

Midnight Oil

I n  a n s w c r in o  th is  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  i t  ig d m ir a U lc  tha t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  A rgosy.
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W I N C H E S T E R

R i f l e ,  R e v o l v e r  a n d  

P i s t o l  C a r t r i d g e s

Except the powder, everything 
that goes into Winchester cart­
ridges is made in our own plant 
under our careful supervision.  
This syste m  and our facilities, 
coupled w ith y e a r s  of experi­
ence in gun making, enable us 
to produce ammunition which is 
conceded to be superior to all 
other m akes. To get it any­
where ’tis but necessary to ask 
for Winchester make and look 
for the Red W  on the package.

W IN C H E S T E R  R E P E A T IN Q  A R M S  C O . 
N E W  H A V E N , C O N N .

The Great Divide

K n o w le d g e  i s  th e  g r ea t d iv id e  b e t w e e n  th e
m a n  w h o  w o r k s  a n d  th e  m a n  w h o  p la n s . T he
Civil E n g in e e r  is, above .a ll o th e rs , th e  p io n ee r of 
p ro g ress. H is field  inc ludes  a lm o s t e v e ry  p h ase  of 
o u r  in d u s tr ia l,  com m erc ial, m u n ic ip a l an d  n a tio n a l 
life, a n d  a lm o st ev ery  m e asu re  a ffe c tin g  pu b lic  h e a lth , 
c o m fo rt o r conven ience.

C Y C L O P E D I A  O F

Civil Engineering
8 VOLUMES—page s ize  7 x 1 0  inches—4,000  pages— 

3 ,000  i l lu s tra t ions ,  d iagram s,  p la te s ,  fo rm u las ,  etc. 
-B O U N D  IN H A LF RED MOROCCO.

This is the first great reference work ever compiled cover­ing the entire field or Civil Engineering with all of its allied 
branches, such as surveying, map making, railroad engineer­
ing, road building, masonry, steel and reinforced concrete, 
structural engineering, bridge design and construction, 
river and harbor improvement, water supply, irrigation, 
water power development and Sanitary engineering.

The work represents the combined efforts of a large staff of practical experts. It is admirably adapted to the needs 
of the beginner and self taught practical man in addition 
to meeting all demands of the technically trained expert. 
It is complete, clear and simple—compiled especially for 
Home S tu d y .

SPECIAL ADVANCE OFFER
This Cyclopedia is the work of the American School of 

Correspondence. We are so confident of the merit of this 
great work that we will offer 1,000 sets to first purchasers, 
at the cost of press work, paper and binding, believing i some purchasers will later become students in our civil 
engineering courses.I Reserve set now. Sent express prepaid for 5 days’ 
FREE examination. If you wish to keep the books pay 
$2 within 5 days and $2 a month until you have paid the 
special price of $24 .00 .  Regular list price is $48.00. We ! send for the books at our expense if not wanted.

BRIEF LIST OF CONTENTS
Plane Surveying — Mechanical Drawing — Plotting and 

! Topography—Railroad Engineering — Statics — Strength of
Materials — Hoof Trusses and Mill building Construction — Cost Analysis in Relation to Engineering — Masonry and 
Reinforced Concrete — Steel Construction — Practical Prob­
lems in Construction—Bridge Engineering—Highway Con­struction—Hydraulics—Water Supply—Irrigation Engineer­
ing-Water Power Development—Sewers and Drains—House 
Drainage and Sanitation—River and Harbor Improvements.

AMERICAN SCHOOL of CORRESPONDENCE
C H I C A G O

.......................... CO 1*1*0A' c lip  Mini Mail T oday ..............................
A rgosy 9- 08

A m e r i c a n  S c h o o l  o f  C o r r e s p o n d e n c e ,

Please send set Cyclopedia of Civil E n g ln ee rin g  for 5 days’ free 
ex am ina tion . I w ill send $2 w ith in  "» days and $2 a m o n th  u n til I have 
paid  $2-1.00; o th erw ise  I w ill no tify  you  to  send for the books. T itle  
n o t to pass u n ti l  fu lly  paid.

N A M K...................................... ..........................................................................................

ADDRESS.............................................................................................. ............................

OCCUPATION...................................................................................................................

EM PLOYER.......................................................................................................................

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  A rgosy.
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Do You Know Her Tailor?
Do You Know Where You Can Have Your Fall 
Suit Made to Your Order, in New York Style, 
of Guaranteed Materials, and Still Save Money ?

H ave y o u  ever h a d  a  “ N A T IO N A L ” su it m ade  to  y o u r o rd e r?
W e m a k e  su its  to  o rd e r  fro m  m e a su re m e n ts  s e n t u s  b y  m ail. W e 
h av e  b een  m ak in g  su its  to  o rd e r  in  th is  w ay  fo r  T w e n ty  Y ears—a n d  
“ N A T IO N A L ” su its  have  p leased  o v e r h a lf  a  m illio n  A m erican  
L ad ies. T h a t ’s  th e  re a so n  w e  k n o w  w e can  p lease  you.

Y o u  c a n  e a s i l y  h a v e  y o u r  F a l l  s u i t  m a d e  a t  th e
“ N A T IO N A L .” A ll yo u  n eed  to  do  is to  w rite  T o -d a y  fo r  th e  F r e e  

S t y le  B o o k  a n d  S a m p le s  p ic tu re d  below . Y ou selec t y o u r  s u it  in  th e  
q u ie t  o f y o u r  ow n  hom e. W e re liev e  y ou  o f a ll  d re s sm a k in g  tro u b les , 
m ak e  y o u r  s u it  to  y o u r  m easu re , s en d  i t  to  yo u  exp ress  charges  
pa id , a n d  w ith  th e  “  N A T IO N A L  G U A RA N TIEE T A G ” a tta ch e d .

Tailored Suits
M ade-to-Order 
N ew  York Styles

*7.su35
S t y l e  B o o k  a n d  S a m p l e s  F r e e

T h e  “ N A T IO N A L  ” 96-Page S ty le  Book (sen t fre e ) , show s 
a ll  th e  d e sirab le  n ew  su its  w o rn  in  N ew  Y o rk  th is  F all.
W o u ld n ’t  yo u  lik e  to  s e le c t  y o u r s u it  fro m  am ong  th em ?  A ll 
th e  ra d ic a l ch an g es  in  fa sh io n s—all th e  re a lly  new , d e sirab le  
m odels  a re  i l lu s tra te d  in  o u r  S ty le  Book. A n d  yo u  can  m ak e  
y o u r  o w n  choice o f a n y  o f th e se  m ad e-to -m easu re  su its , have  i t  
tr im m e d  to  p lease  vou,‘ a n d  m ad e  to  y o u r  o rd e r  o u t of y o u r 
ow n  cho ice  of o u r  400 n ew  m a te ria ls  fo r  F a l l  a n d  W in te r  w ear.

A n d  r e m e m b e r  a l l  th e  r is k  of f ittin g  yo u  a n d  o f p leas­
in g  y o u  in  s ty le , w o rk m an sh ip  a n d  m a te r ia l—a l l  t h i s  r is k  i s  
o u r s .  W o u ld n ’t  y o u  lik e  to  see th is  S ty le  Book ? W o u ld n ’t  
y o u  lik e  to  see sam ples  of th e  n ew  F a ll  M ate ria ls  ?

L e a r n  w h a t  N e w  Y o r k  i s  w e a r in g .  W rite  fo r  th is  
“ N A T IO N A L  ” S ty le  Book a n d  sam ples, s en t free . Y ou w ill be 
in te re s te d  in  see ing  th e  n ew  L ong  C oat S u its, th e  n ew  T rim m ed  
S k ir ts  a n d  th e  o th e r  n ew  s ty le s  fo r  F a ll—a ll so ld  acco rd ing  to

The “ NATIONAL” Policy
E v e r y  “  N A T I O N A L "  g a r m e n t  h a s  t h e  " N A T I O N A L  

G U A R A N T E E  T A G "  a t t a c h e d .  T h is  tag  m e a n s  “ y o u r  
m o n e y  b a c k  i f  y o u  a s k  fo r  it ."

W e  p a y  a l l  p o s ta g e  a n d  e x p r e s s  c h a r g e s  o n  a l l  
“ N A T I O N A L "  g a r m e n ts  to  e v e r y  p art o f  th e  U . S .  
n o  m a t te r  h o w  la r g e  or  h o w  s m a l l  y o u r  o r d e r .

Write for this Style Book and Samples Our new 96-Page Style Book also shows, complete, tbe
following *' NATIONAL ” Heady-Made Goods : 

C o a ts  H a ts  R a in  C o a ts  C o r s e ts
W a is t s  P l u m e s  P e t t ic o a t s  K im o n o s
S k ir t s  B o a s  M er in o  U n d e r w e a r  S w e a t e r s
F u r s  C o s t u m e s  M u s lin  U n d e r w e a r  H o s ie r y

M is s e s ' ,  I n fa n t s '  a n d  C h i ld r e n 's  W e a r

THIS “ NATIONAL” STYLE BOOK FREE!
to Every Reader of The Argosy

You m a y  h av e  YOUR F R E E  copy  of th is  96-Page 
“ N A T IO N A L  ” S ty le  Book a n d  S am ples o f th e  n ew  m a­
te r ia ls  s e n t y o u  F re e  b y  s im p ly  a sk in g  fo r  th em . T h is  is 
th e  h a n d so m es t, th e  m o s t in te re s tin g  a n d  v a lu ab le  S ty le  
Book even  w e  h av e  e v e r  issued. W rite  fo r  y o u r copy 
s u re —N O W . N o o b liga tions  a t  all. W e w a n t y o u  to  
g e t a cq u a in te d  w ith  th e  “ N A T IO N A L .” So w rite  fo r  th e  
S ty le  Book F ree , T o -day , a n d  if y o u  w ish  sam ples  of m a ­
te r ia ls  fo r  a  T a ilo r-M ade  S u it s ta te  th e  co lo rs  y ou  p re fe r.

NATIONAL CLOAK & SUIT CO.
247 West 24th Street, New York City 

L a rg e s t  L a d ie s ’ O u t f i t t in g  E s ta b l is h m e n t  in  th e  W o r ld .

I n  a n s w e r in g  t h i s  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  i t  i s  d e s i r a b le  t h a t  y o u  m e n t i o n  T h e  Argosy .
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There thev ejo—one bv one—youity; and old- disheartened and den-cted 
“ down and out ” —wondering "‘what next? ” — for the edict has yoiu.- forth “ Cut 
down expense. R educe the w orking  force. L e t the un tra in ed  men go.

How -would such an order affect you? \ \  ould you be compelled to hunt 
another job, or would you hold your position by reason of being an expert at your 
particular line of work, and invaluable to your employer because of your training0

I f  you want to be on the safe  side of your position, m ark the a tta ch ed  
c o u p o n  and mail it to the International Correspondence Schools of Scranton. I hey 
in turn will tell vou how vou can secure the special training that will not only 
stand between you and failure, but that will raise you r salary. Marking the 
coupon places vou under no obligation.

M E N  W H O  H A  V E
Since enrol Hup: for a Course in the I. C. S. I have 

advanced steadily from a clerk to a position ira 
draftsman employed by the K. Keeler Company.
I have also received an increase ia earning a of 
nearly 150 per cent. I owe this advancement en­
tirely to your schools, and cheet fully recommend 
your institution to all desiring to better their posi­
tions o r  to increase their salaries,

Kmory M. Miu k r ,
I,otiisa & Maple Sts., Williamsport. Pa.

When I took out my I. C. S. Course I was a:i ordi­
nary farm laborer working hard for small wages.
I now hold a responsible position for the J. K. 
Robinson Company of this city as an office clerk 
and timekeeper and my salary is double what it 
was when I enrolled. Without the assistance of 
vonr schools I would no doubt still be working on 
tHe fa rm, W. R. G i r t o n ,

722 Market St., Idoomsburg, Pa.

F o r  A  B i g g e r  S a l a r y

The International Correspondence Schools place 
within the reach of any young man ambitious to 
get ahead the highest positions in his chosen trade. 
My own Course lias advanced me from a lumber 
handler to inspector of machinery for the United 
Stales Navy and has increased, my earnings from 
>25 to $110 a mouth and upwards.

Ka r l  N. P e rc y .
3570 Clay St,. San Francisco. Cal.

The System of training offered by the I. C. S. is 
the most complete and practical one that I could 
imagine. With the help of my Course. I have 
advanced my position from that of carpenter to 
that of contractor, and have doubled my former 
earnings. In my opinion, I. C. S. instruction, coup­

led with practical experience, will be more bene­
ficial to a tradesman than a college course.

E m e r y  C. G i l e s ,
209 Maywood Ave„ Peoria. I’d.

I '! t  iff-)
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The unsoliciti-d stories of siirress printed below speak lor themselves. You 
can be helped in like manner regardless of your ape. orrupation, place of 
residence, op when yon left school. Tin 
Salaries. Mark the Coupon.

An average of three hundred men every month volun tarily  report .advance­
ment in salary and position, secured wholly through 1. C, S. help. X>uring May 
and June the number was 455. You can join these men by marking the coupon.

Don't let a two cent stain;) stick between you and success. That's  all it 
costs to obtain the information and advice that will put you in line for a pood 
position a t the w ork you  like best. Mark the coupon N O W .

B E E N  A D V A N C E D
When I enrolled for an I. C. S. Course I was a In bo:ei.

I am how general engineer for the Brown Shoe Com- _________
Daily ami I have increased my ear Mint's 200 per cent.
Tiie I. C. S. certainly affords the best means of advance­
ment for any ambitious man that can’t afford the time 
or money to'attend a. resident college.

B. H. Howkk,
-mm Adelaide St., St. I,oni-. Mo.

When I enrolled for mv 1. C. S. Course I was working 
as a factory hand. I am now a bookkeeper and am 
earning J40  a month more than X did when I enrolled.
I could not have attained my present position had it 
not been for your instruction. Geo. W. Waring.

Orillia. Canada.
I enrolled for an X. C S. Course when I was working is a. clerk in an office. I am now employed a> a draf-.il> 

nan with the Draper Company of Hoped ale. and have 
nore than doubled my earnings. I cannot recommend 
the I. C. S. too highly. Kvery promise you have made 
h.i> been faithfully kept, and you have a 1 wavs done for 
me more than I expected. H. A. Webster,

26 Leonard St., Milford, Mass.

M a r k  t h e  C o u p o n  W W "

International Correspondence Schools,
IIov M M  D. M K A X T O V  PA*

,se explain, w ithout lurthvr obligation on my part, 
hti;\ .1 (.an <p.:aHly fi-r em ploym ent or advancement 

in the position beior-j which I have marked X

Bookkeeper
S ten og ru p h er 
Advertisement Writer 
Show  C ard  W rlte r  
W in dow  T rim m er 
C om m ercia l L aw  
I llu s tr a to r  
C iv i l  S erv iceChemist
T e x t ile  M ill Supt. 
Eleefcrielan 
E lec- E n g in eer

Mechanical Draftsman 
T elep h on e E n gin eer 
Elec- L ig h tin g  Supt. 
M eehan. E n gin eer 
Plumber & Steam Fitter
S ta tio n a ry  E n g in eer 
C iv il E n g in eer 
liu tld ln ir  <’on traotor 
Arehitec’ I Draftsman 
A rc h l t e c t
S tru e tu ru l E n gin eer
B a n k in g
M ln ln e  E n g in eer

I JS'ame_

/ p  r i  ui) l hi* c. ' i f i  r) ijtt ihi .nl  1 ' .9 </ * a im  b ? <; • l ...»I u'.u nu n  ( i o n 'J h r  n ■ A it <; <. <s y .
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What is the 
Matter with 
Your Hair?

Is it Dry? Lustreless? Sticky? Too oily? 
Does it comb away too easily?
Or, is it beautiful, glossy, long and abundant?
No. matter how th in  or how luxuriant 
No matter how dry o r how  glossy 
No m atter how  neat or how unmanageable

“A Blessing 
on your Head ”

ED, PINAUD’S HAIR TONIC
(Eau de Qu i n i ne )

will increase its growth and beauty, and give it vita lity, health, 
attractiveness and a fragrance that w ill delight you.

Don’t th in k  that ED. P IN A U D ’S Hair Tonic is on ly  for hair that 
is in  poor cond ition—far from it ;  wom en who have most beautiful 
hair and plenty of it use th is fine French preparation as fa ith fully 
as they use their brushes. They would as soon do w ithou t soap 
or tooth-powder as to be w ithout ED. P IN A U D ’S Hair Tonic.
If you have never used ED. P IN A U D ’S Hair Tonic, by all means 
try one bottle  and prove for yourself its wonderful effect on 
the hair and scalp.
Ask at any first-class drug or departm ent store.

Le t us send you a liberal sample. W rite  to-day, enclosing 10 
cents (fo r postage and packing).

PARFUMERIE ED. PINAUD, Dept. 304
ED. PINAUD BUILDING, NEW YORK

The most delightful and fragrant Toilet W ater in the world is Ed. Pinaud’s Lilac Vegetal. Try it for handkerchief, atomizer or bath.

Rundel Automatic Stropper
It insures complete shaving satisfaction by making old 

b la d e s  b e tte r  th a n  n e w ,  and removing harsh edge 
from new blades. Absolutely automatic and cannot cut 

strop. Adapted to a n y  d o u b le  e d g e d  ra zo r . Blades 
can be stropped repeatedly and made to last a lifetime. 
Finelv nickel plated stropper and best qualitv genuine 
horsehide 24  inch strop sent postpaid for $8 .0f>. It will 

save its cost in 6 to 8 months. We return your money in 
15 davs if you are not satisfied. Rated’ in Dun and 
Bradstreet. State make of razor you use

I l lu s t r a te d  fo ld e r  fre e . T e rm s  to  dea le rs .
RUNDEL SALES CO., 60 STATE STREET, ROCHESTER, N. Y.

STROP YOUR DOUBLE 
EDGED BLADES WITH THE

R E A L L Y  D E L I G H T F U L

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T h e  A rgosy.
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L et us send  you>
Watch or Ring 
upon terms In­
dicated. Remit 
first payment with 
order or have goods 

shipped for inspec­
tion C. O. D. first 

payment.
Our Attractive Catalog Free*

Ask For No. C-24 .
y i  carat commercial white perfect 
diamond *et in any *  ~ 
style, 14 carat solid 
gold mounting.

85 cash and $3 per month.
moo

Gents* O. F. 12, 16 or 18 size or 
ladies’ 6 size plain or beautifully 
engraved 20-year, 14-kt. gold-filled 
case fitted with gen- _  . _  _  _ 
uine n ew  Elgin or V I ”1 C f l  
Waltham m ovem ent^ I b l v U

With hunting case, $16.75. $2.00 cash and $1.50 per month.

[
Herbert L. Joseph?, Co

Diamond Importers i: Watch Jobbers 
217-219 [ C .24 . ] State Street, CH1CAQO

t f i e s

D u s t  F l y

Y o u  c a n  “ m a k e  t h e  
d u s t  f l y ”  f ro m

Litholin
Waterproofed Linen

C o lla rs  an d  C u ffs
J u s t  a  w ip e  w i th  a  d a m p  c lo th  a n d  t h e y  a r e  
a s  w h i t e  a s  w h e n  n e w . N e v e r  w il t ,  c r a c k  
o r  f r a y  a n d  la s t  lo n g .  P e r s p i r a t io n - p r o o f ,  
r a in - p r o o f ,  a lw a y s  n e a t ,  a n d  b e in g  l in e n ,  
look i t — n o t  c e l lu lo id  o r  r u b b e r .

Style Fit

OMFORT

COLLARS 25c. CUFFS 50c.
If not at your dealers, send, 

giving style, size, number 
wanted, with remittance, and 
we will mail, postpaid. 

Booklet of styles free.
T H E  F I B E R L O I D  C O . 

l ) e p t .  6
7  l V a v e r l y  P l a c e ,  S e w  Y o r k

F r o m .
C o t t a g e

The
Cyclopedia of

ARCHITECTURE, 
CARPENTRY AND 

BUILDING
Covers everything pertaining to build­
ing from the modest two-story cottage 

to the towering skyscraper.
Ten volumes; page size 7 x 10 inches, bound in half 

red M orocco; over 4,000 pages; 3,000 illustrations, 
valuable tables, etc.

$ 2 4 .0 0  instead of $60 .0 0
F R E E  F O R  E X A M I N A T I O N

Sent by prepaid express. If you wish to keep the 
books, pay $2 within five days and $2 a month until you 
have paid the special $24.00 price; otherwise notify us to 
send for them at our expense. Regular price, $60.00.

There are over 200 plans of artistic moder­
ate-priced houses, chosen by a staff of architects as 
typical of the best work of the best architects of the entire 
country— invaluable to anyone contemplating building or 
alterations. Also over forty practical problems in con­
struction, with solutions.

Hundreds of hints and suggestions to house builders 
and house owners. T he chapters on estimating cost, re­
inforced concrete, plumbing, heating, including furnace, 
steam, hot water and exhaust steam, and ventilation are 
especially complete.

P a r t i a l  E i« t o f  C'ont^ntM

Reinforced Concrete—Estimating—Contracts and Specifications — 
The Law of Contracts and Liens—Building Superintendence—Build­
ing Materials—Masonry—Carpentry—Stair Building—H ardw are- 
Plastering — Painting — Heating — Ventilation — Wiring for Door 
Bells, Burglar Alarms—Steel Construction—Elevators—Sheet Metal 
Pattern Drafting—Mechanical, Architectural, Freehand and Per­
spective Drawing—Lettering — Blue Printing—Shades and Shadows 
—T he Greek and Roman Orders of Architecture—Rendering in 
Pen and Ink and W ash—W ater Color Hints for Draftsmen.

AMERICAN SCHOOL of CORRESPONDENCE
C H I C A G O

................ C O U P O N .  C lip  an d  M a il T o d a y .  .
American School ©f C orrespondence : A rgosy 9-’o8.

P le ase  sen d  se t C yclopedia A rch itectu re , C arp e n try  an d  B uild ing  for 5 
d a y s’ free ex am ina tion . I will send  $2 w ith in  5 d ay s  an d  $2 a m onth 
un til I hav e  p aid  $24.00: o therw ise I will notify  you  to  sen d  for the 
books. T it le  n o t to  pass u n til fu lly  paid.

A D D R E S S ____

O C C U PA T IO N  

E M P L O Y E R . .

I n  a n s t c e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  I h e  A rgosy .

:ML-
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has stood for perfection in 
powder.

W rite for catalogs, special information, 
etc., to

E. I. DU PONT DE NEMOURS 
PO W D ER  COM PANY

W ilm in g to n , D e l .

M anufacturers o f Explosives and 
Blasting Supplies o f every kind

OUR will interest you—Fac-simiies of 
Portraits of Winners of National 

U rrtsK  Field Trial Championships. Write 
Dept.M. Du Pont Co.. Wilmington. Del.

The World’s Best 
Marksmen

The gunners of the U. S. Navy 
and the soldiers of the U. S. 
Army must have faultless am­
munition. Ever since the War 
of 1812 the name

2 0 %  D o w n ,  10 %  P e r  M o n t h
W hy wait for your Diamond until 

you have saved the price pay for it 
by the Lyon method and g e t it a t 
once. Lyon prices are 20^ below all 
competitors’. W e import in the 
rough, cut and polish, saving you 
middlemen’s profits and the duty 
levied on polished stones. W e deal 
only in perfect blue white diamonds. 
A written guarantee accompanies 
every sale. Exchangeable any time 
at full price. All goods sent prepaid 
subject to examination. Send for our 
Catalogue No. 10 richly illustrated.

E s ta b l i s h e d  1843.

J . M . L Y O N  &, C O .
7 1 -7 3  N A S S A U  S T . ,  N E W  Y O R K

Near-Brussels Art-Rugs, S3.50
S E N T  T O  Y O U R  H O M E  B Y  E X P R E S S  P R E P A ID .

Beautiful and attractive 
patterns. Made in all 
colors. E a s i l y  k e p t  
clean and warranted to 
wear. Woven in one 
piece. Both sides can be 
used. Sold direct at one 
profit. Money refunded 
if not satisfactory.

New Catalogue showing goods in actual colors sent free.
ORIENTAL IMPORTING CO., 908 Bourse Bldg., Phila.

Sizes and Prices 
9 x 6 ft. $3.50  
9 x 7*4 ft. 4.00  
9 x 9 ft. 4.50  
9 x 10*4 ft. 5.00  
9 x 12 ft. 5 .5 0  
9 x 15 ft. 6.50

W e  T ru st Y o u  
10 Days
*1.5*
Each

S T E R E O P T IC O N S  ($

Cam,] *«Artt > \ r  ***** t o r  this handsome 14-inch, beautifully
a e n u  n o  m o n e y , cur)ed> carefully selected Ostrich Feather, any 
eolor. If you find it a big bargain remit $1.85 each, or sell 3 feathers and 
get your own free. Enclose 6c. postage. Write for catalogue.

ANNA AYERS, Dapt. H-41, 31 Quincy St.. CHICAGO

MOVING PICTURE MACHINES
You Can Make 
BIG MONEY 

Entertaining the Public.
N othing  affords b e tte r  ippor* 

tu n itte s  fo r m en w ith  sm all 
cap ita l. We s ta r t  you, fu rn is h ­
ing com plete outfits a n d  explicit 
in s tru c tio n s  a t  a su rp ris in g lj

TH E FIELD  IS  LARGE Iow cos*-
•com prising th e  reg u la r th e a tre  and  lec tu re  c ircu it, also local fields in Churches,
P ub lic  Schools, Lodges an d  G eneral P u b lic  G atherings. O u r E n te r ta in m e n t
S u p p ly  C a ta lo g u e  an d  specia l offer fu lly  exp la ins every th ing . S e n t  F r e e .

CHICAGO PROJECTING CO., 225 Dearborn Street, Dept. 6, Chicago.
In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T h e  A rgosy.
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Hopkins StAllen
Hammerless B A R R E L  Shotguns

Ask your dealer to 
show you a HOPKINS 
&  ALLEN. It will be 
worth while.

D e c a r b o n iz e d  S te e l  B a r re ls .
1 2  o r  1 6  g a u g e  * 2 5 . 2 °
2 8  o r  3 0  i n c h  

E n g lish  T w is t  
D a m a sc u s

$ 2 6 .5 0
$3 0 .0 0

CJ N o other shotgun offers at the 
price the quality of material and 
workmanship, or the very desir­
able features found in HOPKINS 
& ALLEN double guns.

CJ The joint— wedge-necked, Doll’s Head 
Extension fitting into circular, wedge­
necked socket, is guaranteed not to shoot 
loose or wear loose. The rib is con­
cave, matted (3 mats), positively guid­
ing the eye to quick, accurate sight.

CJ The Safety features, Action, Frame,
Working Parts, Stock and Barrels are 
distinctly high grade.

The Hopkins & Allen Arms Co .,10 Chestnut St., Norwich, Conn.

1908 GUN GUIDE AND CATALOG FREE
Vv rite for free copy of our Gun Guide and Catalog 

for 1908. It describes in full I 1 styles of Double 
Guns, 8 styles of singles, 10 styles of rifles and innu­
merable kinds of revolvers. Gives lowest prices and 
offers most complete line. No sportsman or gun 
lover should be without it. Gives many points on 
the selection, care and use of firearms.

These sox—just as you like them—soft, thin, cool—
G u a r a n t e e d  S ix  M o n t h s .
T h is  is  th e  g u a r a n t e e  in  e a c h  b o x  o t  s ix  p a i r s  o f 

• • H o le p r o o f  S ox : “ I f  a n y  o r  a l l  o f t h e s e  sox  c o m e  to  
h o le s  in  s ix  m o n th s  fro m  th e  d a y  y o u  b u y  th e m , w e 
w ill r e p la c e  th e m  f r e e .

W e a r e  n o w  m a k in g  12,000 p a i r s  a  d a y .
P le n ty  o f p e o p le  k n o w  w h a t  i t  m e a n s  to  w e a r  

“ H o le p ro o f” —th e  o r ig in a l  g u a r a n t e e d  so x . N o  o th e r s  
a r e  so  w e ll  m a d e . W e g o  to  e x t r e m e s  to  p u t  a l l  th e  
q u a l i ty  in to  th e s e  s o x  t h a t  y o u  lik e .

W e p a v  a n  a v e r a g e  o f 73c p e r  p o u n d ^ fo r  o u r  y a rn .
W e  c o u ld  p a y  w h a t  s o m e  o th e r s  d o —35la
B u t w e  u s e  E g y p t ia n  a n d  S e a  I s la n d  C o tto n —th e  

s o f te s t  a n d  f in e s t  w e  k n o w .
A n d  o u r  so x  a r e  s o f t ,  th in  a n d  coo l.
Y o u  c a n  p a y  m o re  fo r  u n g u a r a n te e d  so x , y e t  th e y  

la c k  a ll  th e  a d v a n ta g e s .
S e e  *• H o le p ro o f” S o x  a t  y o u r  d e a l e r ’s. L e t  th e m  

s e ll  th e m s e lv e s  to  v o u . P le a s e  n o te  t h a t  th e  o m y  
d if f e r e n c e  b e tw e e n  't h e  b e s t  u n g u a r a n te e d  so x  a n d  
• 'H o le p ro o f”  i s  t h a t  “ H o le p ro o f” :«• ea r  lo n g e r .  N o tic e  
now  s o f t  a n d  l i g h t  t h e y  a re .  T h e n  l e t  th e m  sh o w  
h o w  th e y  w e a r .

If  y o u r d ea ler does  n o t h av e  genu ine “ H o lep roo f”  Sox, 
bearin g  the “ H o le p ro o f T rad e -m ark , o rd e r d irec t from  us. 
( R em it in an y  conven ien t w ay ). M ail th is  coupon  to  u s and  
we will sh ip  you the  sox  p ro m p tly  an d  p rep ay  t ra n s p o r ta ­
tion ch a rg es . And re m e m b e r— the “ H o le p ro o f ' g u a ra n te e  
p ro tec ts  you. I t th e  sox  com e to  ho les and  d a rn in g  w ithin 
six m o n th s , you  ge t n ew  sox  F R E E .
, r , „ 6 i-nirs, $2. Medium, light, und extra lightweight for
J lo le p ro o l ni id summer wear. Black. liyht and dark tan. navy

Line and pearl nn and weight in a box
IX |

H o l e p r o o f  
Sf o e k im r s

I f  o l e  p r o o f

Holeproof 
I u-tre-
M o c k ln g s

and 1

•s. SH, to  12 
O ne co lo r  o r  in 

$2. M edium  w.-icht. Him 
k w ith  w h ite  fee t . S ize* . > 

F in ish e d  lik e  s ilk . 6 pairs. $3. Extra  
likdit w eigh t. B lack . nm :• Id tie. Bur- 
mind y red. ] Udit and dark tan  am i pearl 
gray. Siz.-s, UL. to  12.
Finished like silk, fi pair-. $3. Extra 
1 inht weight. Tan and black. Sizes,
>■ to It*;, r. - FM.Fr-‘ Y. •

C u t  o u t  c o u p o n

g d  1 7 6  Ko:
H o le p r o o f  H o siery  C o., 1  

iirth *»t., M ilw a u k e e , W Is. ■

E  E n clo se -:? ---- Id ease sen d  m e I

E  b oxes e f  Hi lie pro . S , / , .  _ 1

■  W ei Color*----- -------- ----------1

■  y am .- __ ------------------------------------- 1

» v'V-; >>!• i iw i  if on H u n t io n  The A in ; o s y .
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99 M odel a Takedown

S AVA G E  ARMS CO.
2 3 9  S A V A G E  A V E ., U T IC A , N . Y ., U . S. A .

AVAGE
The Wicked Savage (99 Model)
is the rifle for big and wicked game.

W hen danger is smashing close at hand, and not a moment 
to spare, this rifle never fails the man. It »s quick and deadly 

sure. Its rapidity as a repeater is due to its smooth, free lever 
action, backed by a magazine of positive revolving action and 

direct feed. T he chamber always has its cartridge indicated.
No accident under the sun can betray a man when the Savage Safety 
is on. T he rifle is locked from muzzle to butt, trigger, hammer, lever 
and all. Cartridges are safely side by side, not bullet-nose to primer. 

No open communication at the rear, but solid steel to hold a defective shell. Such 
features are exclusive and perfect, backed by supe rb Savage quality in both material and 
workmanship. Its laurels have been won in every big game region of the North.

26-inch octagon barrel,-six shots, 25 35 30-30. 303, 32-40 38-55 calibers-Thr 
to 8  lb s— price $19.50. Steel and rubber shot gun butt plate. Round barrel. $ I B.OU. 
Also made as a Takedown for $21.50, without loss of a single element of simplicity, 
durability or strength.

Ask to see it at your dealer's or write us for a catalogue.

I n  a n - s ie e r iu y  a n y  a d  v e r t  in c n e  n t  o n  thiss p a  y e  it d t s i r a b l t  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  Argosy.
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Indestructib le  R e c o rd s
ARE AN AID TO EDUCATION

Familiaritv with good music is as important to education as famil­
iarity with good hooks.
Good music educates the child to a term ot enjoyment  that  no lift 
should miss.
INDESTRUCTIBLE RECORDS ARE MUSICALLY CORRECT
The i r  tone is pure, true and mellow, and remains so because the 
surface of  the record will not wear nor crumble.
Your boy or girl can plav them without  fear of  harming, and if they 
become dirty from handling with sticky little fingers, just  wipe them 
off good and hard.
T he y  fit all standard size phonographs and give better music and 
greater volume than any other.

Go to vour dealer and ask him to ret vou hear one. Then ask him about 
our special reproducer for our records which he can sell you for S ;.oo .
It gives the most remarkable results ever produced from a phonograph.

//1

Don't use our Reproducer on your ID ax Records —  it w ill injure them

A N Y  I N D E S T R U C T I B L E  R E C O R D  2 A
Anywhere; in the United States O U C z l l l o  U C l U I  1

INDESTRUCTIBLE PHONOGRAPHIC RECORD COMPANY
2 4 8  Hamilton Street, A lb an y ,  N e w  Y ork ,  Li. S. A

T h e  A i w u s y .
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Straight to the People

MUNSEY’S
Classified Advertising
For the Individual, the Dealer, 
or the Manufacturer Who Has 
Something to Sell, Wants Help 
or Employment.

TD EC O M E a national advertiser. Let 
the whole country know what you 

have for sale, or want to buy. Don’t be 
confined to local territory or restricted by 
local conditions.

Your announcement in M u n s e y ’s  will 
reach over 3,000,000 progressive, wide­
awake, well-to-do people, scattered through­
out every section of this wonderful country, 
from the Atlantic to the Pacific, from 
Canada to Mexico.

S e n d  u s  a  p o s t a l  a sk in g '  f o r  o u r  f r e e  b o o k le t ,  w h i c h  d e s c r i b e s  
fu l ly  t h e  o p p o r t u n i t i e s  o f fe re d  b y  t h e  C la s s i f i e d  A d v e r ­
t i s in g  D e p a r t m e n t  in  M unsey's M agazine a n d  s h o w s  h o w  
y o u  c a n  t a k e  a d v a n t a g e  o f  th e m .

C L A S S I F I E D  A D V E R T I S I N G  D E P A R T M E N T
M U N S E Y ’S M A G A Z I N E  

175 F ifth  A v e n u e , N ew  Y ork City
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IT  PAYS BIG  
To Amuse The 
P u b l i c  W i th Motion Pictures

NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY as  our in- 
fltruc tlon  Book an d  “ Buelnesa G uide”  tell? n]\. 
W e fu rn ish  Complete O utfit w ith  B ig A d v e r­
tisin g  P oste rs, etc , Humoi mis dra m a s brim fu l 

fun , trav e l, h isto ry , religion, tem perance  
■rkiiud s-■!] jrs iiltis tra ted . One m an can do it 

A sto n ish in g  O p p o r tu n ity  in  an y  locality fi>r 
a  m an w ith  a  li tt le  m oney to  shew  in  churches, 
school h i’>isos. ledge hall?, th e a te rs , etc and

Five Cent Theatres
M otion P ic tu re  F ilm s a n d  Song S lides ren ted . 
P ro fits  $ 10  to  o ver $10 0  p er n ig h t. Other? 

do it why n o t  you ? I t 's  easy ; w r* c  to  us, w e 'll  te ll you how. C atalog  fiee  
A M U S E M E N T  S U P P L Y  C O „  1152 C h e m ic a l  B a n k  B ld g . ,  C H IC A G O

FACTORY PRICES

W e  S h i p  o n  A p p r o v a l
•without a cent aeposit, p reoav  th e  fre ig h t an d  allow  
10 D A Y S  F R E E  T R IA L  on every  » i ydle. IT O N L Y  

C O S T S  o n e  ce n t to  learn  our unheard o f  Prices a n d  
offers on h ig h est g ra d e  1900 m odels.

f j ^  a Tivrvcle o r 
of tires from  ary-

one a t  any price  un til you  w rite  fo r our new  la rg e  A r t  
C a ta lo g  an d  learn  our stom ier/u lpr-p .-sitfi n on th e  first 
sam ple  b icycle g o in g  t<> your tow n.

RIDER AGENTS L i L L ?
our b icycles. W e  S e l l  cheaper th an  any 1 tn e r factory .

T i r e s ,  C o a s t e r - B r a k e s ,  s in g le  w heels, p a rts , rep airs  
an d  sundries a t  h a l f  u sual prices. D o N o t W a l t ;  

write teniav for cu r latest special offer
MEAD CYCLE CO. Dept. M-31, CHICAGO

Geisha Diamonds
THE LATEST SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERY

B righ t, spark ling , b ea u tifu l. F o r  b rilliancy  
thoy equal th e  genuine, s tand ing  all te s t and 
puzzle experts. One tw en tie th  the  expense. 
S en t free w ith privilege of exam ination . 
F o r  particu lars, prices, e tc ., address

THE R. GREGG MFG. 4 IMPT. CO.
Dept. I.'i, T»s W . Jui'L-on Hmii.. - Fhieiteo, III

T H E

Railroad Man’s 
Magazine

A  great big magazine.
Devoted to a great big subject.
It has as many departments as an 

engine has bolts, but its backbone is 
fiction— good, live stories of the road, 
that will set your imagination tingling 
as it has not for many a day.

L ook over a copy at your new s­
stand.

10 c e n ts
on all news-stands, or from

T he F R A N K  A. M U N S E Y  CO.
175 F I F T H  A V E .  N E W  Y O R K

V GEORGE FROST CO., Makers
1 Boston, Mass., U.S.A.

I  IN SIST ON HAVING THE GENUINE  
I m /  REFUSE ALL SUBSTITUTES
5 e n t  o n  A p p r o v a l .  S e n d  N o  M o n e v .  $ 1 . 5 0
WE WILL TRUST YOU TEN DAYS! h a i r  s w  i t c h

F re e , ’ a tui; - ir.■.* < a’ a 1 og. 
THE TOLEDO SYMPHONY CO 

Dsl ll.-rlin Film-fc. ’Inloth). 0 .

The A lU S to ry  M agazine
Satisfies ’ .....................................
Every 
Member 
of the 
Family

I: : '  ed it.-d  >oie!y w ith  t h a : i ina in  v iew  
Ii h a s  tine w i.ie s i ■ n i t -  - - ta rv  t r i l in n  n- 
te r e - t  o r a n y  m a g a z in e  n n h 'i -h e  : tti th e  
Knji’.ish language.

10 C en ts  a Copy 
Or by  th e  Year One Dollar.

THE FRANK A.  MUNS EY COMPANY
•75  F i f t h  A v e n u e  N e w  Y o rk



T H E  ARGOSY— A D V E R T I S I N G  SECTIO N.

I

THE RAILROAD M AN’S 
M AGAZINE

Will Pay For True Stories

A I L R O A D I N G  in all its phases is dramatic. It 
is full of thrilling and absorbing stories that 
compel interest;  stories of the sort that 
everybody likes to read because they are 
true. There  is hardly a railroad man in the 

I inited States, from the general manager to the humblest 
section-hand, who cannot unfold a story in which he him­
self has played a part;  a story of danger and daring; a 
story of courage; a storv of  mvsterv, romance, or wonder.

It is these that T H E  R A I L R O A D  M A N ’S M A G A ­
Z I N E  (get one of any newsdealer) wants in its pages, and 
for which it is willing to pay. They need not be long, 
but they must be true and they must be interesting ; from 
1,000 to 3,000 words in length and containing names, dates, 
and places.

If you kno%v any stories of this sort write them and 
send them to the editor of the “ True  Story Series,” 
R A I L R O A D  M A N ’S M A G A Z I N E ,  Flatiron Building, 
N e w  York, enclosing stamps. If  the stories are unavail­
able, it goes without saying that they will be re turned;  if 
available, a check will be mailed to you immediately 
upon acceptance. Each story will be printed over the 
wri ter’s signature.

You may never  before have written for publication. 
No matter! .Send your manuscripts, anyway;  a true 
story writes itself.

T H E  F R A N K  A.  M I N S  E Y C O M P A N Y .
175 Fifth A venue N e w  Y o r k
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/*

No Matter 
How you Shave

Safety razor or regular 
razor—shaving’ stick or 
shaving mug—the old 
s a y i n g  still remains 
true, “  Well lathered, 
half-shaved." T o  be 
well lathered requires a 
good brush — bristle-tight 
and bristle-right. The bristles of

RUBBER5ET
T R A D E

S h a v i n g  B r u s h e s

are held together by vulcanized rubber as 
hard as iron—proof against water and wear. 

The name on each brush guarantees it.
A t  all dealers' and 
barbers', in all styles 
and sizes, 25, 50, 75 
cents to $6.00. If  not 
at you r dealer’ s, send 
for b o o k l e t  from 
which you may order 
by mail.

To the average man we
commend the $1.00 brush.

B e ra et S h a v in g  C re a m  S o a p  SOften8  the heard in­stantly. Doesn’t dry, doesn’t smart. 25c a tube at all dealers’ or direct by mail. Send 2c stamp for sample tube containing one month’s supply.
THE RUBBERSET COMPANY. f»3FERRT St.. Newark, N. J .

Electricity controls more trades, directs more 
men, offers more opportunities, than any 
other power that man lias yet discovered. A
knowledge of electricity makes those opportunities yours. 
It opens to you new fields, gives you new ideas, keeps you 
abreast of the times. You can get that knowledge by 
home Study, during your spare time, from the

C Y C L O P E D I A  OF^

Applied Electricity
New Six Volume Edition  J u s t  Out,  5 ,000  Pages.

7 x 10 Inches,  Bound  in Half Red Morocco
500 NEW PAGES -  INNUMERABLE NEW IDEAS 

Treats in detail every practical, up-to-date electrical 
. appliance. Every subject mentioned below presents a 
new opportunity, every page tells you how to grasp it and 
profit by it. It is written so simply and clearly, and is so 
comprehensive and authoritative, that you will find it fu ll 
of opportunities for you, whether you are already 
an expert electrician, cr a young man just learning a trade.

Each section is written by an expert, illustrated by 
special drawing, diagram or pheteg aph, simplifi«d by 
tables and formulas, proved by practical test questions, 
and carefully indexed for ready reference. T o  introduce 
our correspondence courses, from which the Cyclopedia 
was compiled, we make this special 30 day offer:

( h i  QOO S p ec ia l R eg u la r ( tQ / jO O  
y l O  P rice  ! P ric e  < j)u O  

A b s o lu t e ly  F R E E  fo r  5 d a y s '  e x a m in a t io n
Sent, express prepaid, on receipt of Coupon If you want 
the books, pay us $2 within 5 days and $2 a month 
until you have paid the special price of $18.00 ; otherwise 
return them at our expense. W e employ no agents, there­
by enabling us to sell direct at the lowest price.

SO > IK  O F  T H K  S U B J E C T S  T R E A T E D  :
Electric Wiring—Electric Hell Wiring— Electric Telegraph—Wireless 

Telegraphy—Telautograph—Theory, Calculation, Design and ConstrneiIon 
of Generators and Motor*—Types of Dynamos and Motors— Elevators — 
Direct Current Motos—Direct-Driven Machine Shop Tools—Electric 
light I ng— Electric Railways— Alternating Current Motors, etc. Single 
Chase Electric Railway— Electric Welding— Vereurf Vapor Converter- 
Management of Dynamos and Motors—Power Stations—Central Station 
Engineering—Central Station Design—Storage Batteries—Power Trans­
mission—Alternating Current Machinery—Synchronous Motor, Indiirlion 
Motor, Transformer, Rotary Converter, Frequency (hanger, etc.— 
Telephony—Automatic Telephone—Wireless Telephony—Telephone Line 
Protection—Telegraphone, etc.

AMERICAN SCHOOL of CORRESPONDENCE
C H I C A G O

-----C O U PO N . Clip and mail today------
A m e r i c a n  S c h o o l  o f  C o r r e s p o n d e n c e .  a r g o f y , 9 ’08

Please send Cyclopedia of Applied Electricity for F R E E  examination.
1 will send $2 .0 0  within five days'and f2 a month until I have paid $18.00; 
otherwise I will notify you to send for the books. Title not to pass 
un'tll fully paid.

N a m e .............................................................................................................

A d d r e s s ..........r ..................................................................................................................

O c c u p a t i o n .................................................................................................................................

E m p l o y e r ...................................................................................................... ..............................

In a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  Argosy.
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^ S r i a T i t o n ^

■ t v f t  a t  m  A S PF L A T  C L A S P

G A R T E R S .
for

KNEE or FULL LENGTH DRAWERS

W H A T  you have a right to expect of a 
garter is that it be (i) CO M FO R T­

A B L E  (2) SE C U R E  ,(3) D U R ABLE.
T h e  “  B R I G H T O N , "  being pure si lk, cannot bind or 

irriiate the leg. T h a t ’ s C O M F O R T .
T h e  " B R I G H T O N ”  F L A T  C L A S P — flat as a c o i n - c a u -  

not become accidentally  unfastened. T h a t ’s S E C U R I T Y .
T h e  " B R I G H T O N ”  is made of the strongest and most 

wearful webs woven. T h a t ’s D U R A B I L I T Y .
" B R I G H T O N ”  F L A T  C L A S P  G A R T E R S a r e  to be had in 

all standard colors, also in fancy striped and figured effects. 
PRICE 25 CENTS A PAIR 

at your dea ler ’s, or sent bv mail on receipt of price.

PIO N E E R  S U S P E N D E R  C O M PA N Y
718 M ark e t  S t r ee t ,  Dept. “ A .”  PHILADELPHIA.

M akers o f <“ B R IG H T O N  "  G A R T E R S . “ P I O N E E R ”  S U S P E N D E R S  and “ P I O N E E R ” B E L T S .

It looks 
like

through a

line

W i t h  h ig h  v e lo c i ty  lo a d s  s h o o t s  p e r f e c t ly  u p  to  t h r e e  h u n ­
d r e d  y a r d s .  T h e  fflan/b? so lid  t o p  a n d  s id e  e j e c to r  m a k e  for  s a fe ty  
a n d  c o n v e n ie n c e  a n d  a l lo w  t h e  a t t a c h m e n t  o f  a n y  t e l e s c o p e — 
d i r e c t ly  o v e r  t h e  b a r r e l  a n d  ac t io n .  F o r  lo n g  r a n g e  s h o t s  a t  w i ld  
g e e se ,  foxes,  w o o d c h u c k s ,  h a w k s ,  e tc . ,  a n d  e s p e c ia l l y  w h e n  f i t ted  
w i t h  a  te le s c o p e ,  t h e  .25-20  /ffar/in i s  t h e  p e r f e c t  g u n .
Every shooter should know the up-to-date /ftac/fn 

of repeaters. Full description in oifr 136-page 
Sent free for three stamps postage. Write

772crr//n/ir& ar/ns Co.,
7 Willow St NE W  HAVEN. CONN

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  j  ju  m e n t io n  T h e  A rgosy.



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

1AIR IT OVER WITH 
Y O U R SE L F ' J r

L O O K  THINGS S Q U A R E L Y  
IN  THE FA CE . No matter how you may 

wish to impress others you cannot deceive yourself.
You know  your failings. You know  that you lack 

training. But do you know ju s t w h a t tra in ing  you lack for 
the most successful career ?

Do you know that the American School of Correspondence would 
listen to your case, tell you ju s t  where the trouble lies and exac tly  how to 

repair it, and would expect absolutely nothing in return unless you enrolled for 
one of their courses ? Do you know that by filling out the coupon you could get 

many valuable little hints and that you would be under no obligation whatever in case 
you did not enroll ?

Talk i t  over w ith  yourself. Confront yourself with your future prospects. 
Isn’t it worth a few hours a day to get into step once more with your old associates 
who have g o t ou t o f  the line ?  Isn’t it worth a little effort to break away from 
the binding influence of poorly paid work ?

T h e  A m e r i c a n  S c h o o l  o f  C o r r e s p o n d e n c e ,  C h i c a g o ,  is  c o n s t a n t l y  f i t t i n g  t h o u s a n d s  
o f  a m b i t i o u s  m e n  t o  b e g i n  l i f e  in  p o s i t i o n s  w h i c h  o f f e r  a n  a s s u r e d  f u t u r e .  It is taking older 
men from poorly paid uncongenial work and placing them where they secure better pay, better hours, better 
work and better futures. Half an hour a day spent in study instead of 
amusement is all that is necessary to put behind you all that is disagree­
able, distasteful and unremunerative in your present work. Before you 
turn this page, consider carefully what you are putting behind you if 
you ignore this opportunity for advancement. T A L K  T H E  M A  T -  
T E R  O V E R  W I T H  Y O U R S E L F ,  and if you decide to take the 
first step now, take it in the r i g h t  direction.

Mark on the coupon the subject that interests you most, write your 
name, address and occupation plainly, and mail at once. Let us tell you 
what we have done for others and what w'e can do for you—and then 
decide for yourself whether or not you can afford to get along without 
the training which we can give you.

W e  e m p l o y  n o  a g e n t s ,  
w i l l  b e  b y  m a i l .

A l l  c o m m u n i c a t i o n  w i t h  y o u

AMERICAN SCHOOL OF CORRESPONDENCE

---------- C O U P O N -------- —
Argosy, 9-08

AMERICAN SCHOOL OF CORRESPONDENCE

Please send me f r e e  handsomely illus­
trated 200-page hand book nf engineering 
information. I am interested in the course 
marked “ X ."
..Mechanical Drawing 
..Electrical F.nir. 
..Mechanical Eng.
. Civil Eng. 
..Stationary Eng. 
..Structural Knar. 
.Locomotive Ena. 

..Structural Drafting 

..Telephone Practice
.College Preparatory Course

..Sheet Metal Pattern 
Drafting

.. Heating, Ventilat­
ing- and Plumbing 

.. Architecture 
.. Mai hematics 
.. Hydraulics 
. .  T e le g ra p h  v 

Textiles

C H IC A G O

I n  a n s w e r in g  t h i s  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  A rgosy.
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A R M S  A N D  C Y C L E  W O R K S  
n o  R iver  S t re e t ,  F i t c h b u r g ,  M a s s .

New York: 90 Cham bers Street. Sar, Franciscen Phil. B. Bekeart Co.
H am burg , G er.: P ickhubenu .
Iver Johnson Single Barrel 
Shotguns and Iver Johnson 
Truss Bridge Bicycles. Hammer the Hammer

F IG . 1
S h o w s  p o s i t io n  o f  h a m m e r ,  

p a t e n t  s a f e t y  l e v e r  a n d  
f ir in g -p in  w h e n  n o t  i n  u s e .

N o te  t h e  f ir in g -p in  a n d  
h a m m e r  d o  n o t  t o u c h ,  b u t —

F IG . 2
W h e n  t h e  t r ig g e r  i s  p u l le d ,  

t h e  h a m m e r  m o v e s  b a c k  and  
t h e  p a t e n t  s a f e t y  l e v e r  m o v e s  

u p  a n d  in  l in e  w i t h  t h e  
f ir in g  p in , s o  t h a t —

F I G  3
W h e n  t h e  t r ig g e r  i s  p u l le d ,  

th e  h a m m e r  i s  r e le a s e d ,  
s t r i k i n g  t h e  l e v e r ,  

w h ic h  in  t u r n  h i t s  t h e  
f ir in g -p in .

T h i s  e x p l a i n s  w h y  a c c i d e n t a l  d i s c h a r g e  i s  i m p o s s i b l e  w i t h  t h e

Iver J ohnson AUTOMATIC Revolver
Y ou  c a n  d ro p  i t ,  k i c k  i t  d o w n s ta i r s ,  th ro w  i t  a g a in s t  a  w a ll, w ith  n o  fe a r . N o th in g  d o in g  u n t i l  y o u  
p u l l  th e  t r i g g e r .  T h e n  i t  s h o o ts  s t r a ig h t  a n d  h i t s  h a r d .  T h e  b e s t  a l l -a ro u n d  r e v o lv e r  o n  th e  m a r k e t .

Our Free B ook let, “ S h o ts ,”  te l l s  m o re  in  d e ta i l  w h y  th e  I v e r  
J o h n s o n  h a s  o u t s t r ip p e d  c o m p e t i to r s  in  p u b l ic  fa v o r .  O u r  h a n d ­
s o m e  c a ta lo g u e  g o e s  w ith  it ,  s h o w in g  d e ta i l s  o f c o n s tr u c t io n .

Ive r  J o h n s o n  S a fe ty  H a m m e r  Revolver
Richly nickeled, 22 calibre rim-fire or 32 calibre center-fire, $ f i  
3-inch barrel; or 38 calibre center-fire, 3^-inch  barrel - - - y  

(E x tra  length  barrel o r blued finish at slight extra cost)

Ive r  J o h n s o n  S a fe ty  H a m m e r l e s s  Revolver
Richly nickeled, 32 calibre center-fire, 3-inch barrel; or 38 
calibre center-fire, 3>4-inch barrel - - -  - -  - -  - |

(E x tra  length barrel or blued finish at slight extra cost)
Sold by H a rdw are  a n d  S p o rtin g  Goods dea lers everyw h ere, 
o r  sen t p re p a id  on rece ip t o f  p r ic e  i f  d e a le r  w ill  n o t su p p ly .

You ca
by the
the gri
name c
barrel

In a ms iccring this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T i ie  A rgosy.



Seventeen Cents a Day
Buys an Oliver Typewriter!

T h i s  a m a z i n g  o f f e r — t h e  N e w  M o d e l  O l iv e r  T y p e w r i t e r  N o .  5 a t  1 7  cents a d a y— is 
o p e n  to  e v e r y b o d y ,  e v e r y w h e r e .

I t ’s o u r  n e w  a n d  i m m e n s e l y  p o p u l a r  p la n  o f  s e l l i n g  O l iv e r  T y p e w r i t e r s  o n  l i t t l e  
e a s y  p a y m e n t s .  T h e  a b a n d o n m e n t  o f  lo n g h a n d  in  f a v o r  o f  c le a n ,  l e g ib le ,  b e a u t i f u l  
ty p e w r it in g  i s  t h e  n e x t  g r e a t  s t e p  in  h u m a n  p r o g r e s s .

A l r e a d y  — in  al l  l in e s  o f  b u s i n e s s  a n d  in  a l l  p r o ­
f e s s i o n s —‘t h e  u s e  o f  p e n -a n d - in k  is  l a r g e l y  r e s t r i c t e d  
to  t h e  w r i t i n g  o f  s ig n a tu re s .

B u s in e s s  C o l l e g e s  a n d  H i g h  S c h o o ls ,  w a tc h f u l  o f  
t h e  t r e n d  o f  p u b l ic  s e n t i m e n t ,  a r e  t r a i n i n g  a v a s t  a r m y  
o f  y o u n g  p e o p l e  in  th e  u s e  o f  O l iv e r  T y p e w r i t e r s .

T h e  p r o m p t  a n d  g e n e r o u s  r e s p o n s e  o f  t h e  O l iv e r  
T y p e w r i t e r  C o m p a n y  to  t h e  w o r ld -w id e  d e m a n d  fo r  
u n iv e r sa l ty p e w r i t in g , g iv e s  t r e m e n d o u s  i m p e t u s  to  
t h e  m o v e m e n t .

T h e  O l iv e r ,  w i t h  t h e  l a r g e s t  s a le  o f  a n y  t y p e ­
w r i t e r  in  e x i s t e n c e ,  w a s  t h e  l o g i c a l  m a c h in e  to  t a k e  
t h e  in i t i a t i v e  in  b r i n g i n g  a b o u t  t h e  u n iv e r s a l use o f  
t y p e w r i t e r s .  I t  a lw a y s  l e a d s  !

Save Your Pennies and Own an Oliver
T h i s  1 7 -C cn ts-a -D a y"  s e l l i n g  p l a n  m a k e s  th e  O l iv e r  a s  e a s y  to  ow n  a s  to  ren t. I t  

p l a c e s  t h e  m a c h i n e  w i th in  e a s y  r e a c h  o f  e v e r y  Invite-— e v e r y  in d iv id u a l . A  m a n ’s 
“ c i g a r  m o n e y ” — a w o m a n ' s  “ p in  m o n e y ” — w ill  b u y  it.

C l e r k s  o n  s m a l l  s a l a r i e s  c a n  n o w  aft 'ord  to  o w n  O l iv e r s .  B y  u t i l i z i n g  s p a r e  
m o m e n t s  fo r  p r a c t i c e  t h e y  m a y  fit t h e m s e l v e s  f o r  m o r e  i m p o r t a n t  p o s i t i o n s .

S c h o o l  b o y s  a n d  s c h o o l  g i r l s  c a n  b u y  O l i v e r s  b y  s a v i n g  t h e i r petin ies .
Y o u  c a n  b u y  a n  O l iv e r  o n  th i s  p l a n  a t  t h e  r e g u l a r  c a t a l o g  p r i c e — $100. A  s m a l l  

f i r s t  p a y m e n t  b r i n g s  t h e  m a c h in e .  T h e n  y o u  s a v e  17 c e n t s  a  d a y  a n d  p a y  m o n t h l y .
A n d  t h e  p o s s e s s i o n  o f  a n  O l iv e r  T y p e w r i t e r  e n a b l e s  y o u  to  ea rn  m oney to f in i s h  

p a y in g  fo r  th e  m ach ine .

Mechanical Advantages
T h e  Oliver is the most h igh ly  perfected ty p e ­

writer  on the m arket —  hence its JO'J p e r  cent 
e ffic ien cy .

A m o n g  its scores of conveniences are:
— the Balance Shift
— the Ruling Device
— the Double Release
— the Locomotive Base
— the Automatic Spacer
— the Automatic Tabulator
— the Disappearing Indicator
— the Adjustable Paper Fingers
— the Scientific Condensed Keyboard

Service Possibilities
T h e  Oliver T y p e w r ite r  turns out m ore  work 

— of better q u ality  and grea ter  v ar ie ty — than any 
other writin g  m ach in e.  S im p lic ity ,  strength,  ease 
of operation and vis ibil ity  are  the corner stones 
of  its to w erin g  su p re m a cy  in

— Correspondence
— Card Index Work
— Tabulated Reports
-F ollow -u p  Systems
— Manifolding Service
— Addressing Envelopes
— Working on Ruled Forms
— Cutting Mimeograph Stencils

Can you spend 17 Cents a Day to better advantage than in the purchase of this wonderful machine?
W rite for Specia l  E a s y  P a y m e n t Proposit ion or see the nearest Oliver A g e n t .

The Oliver Typewriter Co., 45 Oliver Building, Chicago.



H a n d y  s i z e  
a n d  e x a c t  
s t y l e  o f

P h o t o  o f  
d o l l a r  o u t f i t  
w h e n  
o p e n e d .  
C o u n t  t h e  
1 2  b l a d e s .  
A v o i d  b a d  
i m i t a t i o n s .

w r a p p i n g .  
L o o k  f o r  
t r a d e  m a r k  
f a c e  o n  
e a c h  b o x .  i

The Ever-Readv Safety Razor will s h a v e  y o u  
b e s t  of a l l  safety razors. g u a r a n t e e .
The best test of the E v e r - R e a d y  is its use and the 
best proof of its value is its preference over 
fs.oo makes by men who have tried both. The 
E v e r - R e a d y  blade is the Ever-Readv razor’s 
overwhelming success. No other razor blade is as 
capable of as good a shave. There are 12 of these 
intensely sharp “ E v e r - R e a d y  ” blades in each dol­
lar set together with handsomely nickeled safety 
frame, handle and blade stropper all in a fine case.

Extra ' '  Ever-Ready ”  Blades 10 for 50 cents
— or else you can strop back the keen edge or exchange 10 dull 
b'ades for 10 n e w  one s  upon payment of JS  cen ts .

Sold bv H piwjre. Cutlery. He -mm-Mit ct' r-s. Jewelers and Drug­
gists throughout America an d  th e  World. Ask any loc.d dealer.

M a l l  o r t l o r n  p r e p a i d  u p o n  r e c e i p t  i r S I . O O
AMERICAN SAFETY RAZOR CO., Inc., 320 Broadway, New York
'anndian  Arenas, International Distributing Co., S91 S t  Catherine 8 t .  Montreal. Canada

T H E .M C T N SE Y  P R E K S ..N E W  Y O R K .


