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way Jules had heaved those twenty-foot
sticks of spruce—the smallest of them was
fourteen inches across the butt—back onto
the bob-sleds, and Jules wished that he had
performed the rescue in some less spec-
tacular manner. He almost found it in his
heart to wish that he had left Larry buried
until the “ swampers” had exhumed him
by the customary methods.

One evening, just before supper, Lem
Stalvart entered the main camp with one
of the fellows he had been *“laying ” for
even since October. This was an alleged
peddler of watches and cuff links and mouth
organs and pipes with imitation amber
stems, but in reality a member of the gang
that kept Lem’s camp and other operations
supplied with gin and whisky.

FHe was a sizable man-—but the boss
brought him in by the scruff of the neck.
Unfortunately, a quantity of his wares was
there ahcad of him. Jefi, always his best
customer, had half a pint of it already un-
der his belt.

" Here's yer friend, bovs,” said Lem.
“Take a good look at him—for you won’t
see him after to-morrow for quite a spell.
He's goin’ out to-morrow to the nearest
lockup.™

= What for?” asked Jefl.
got ag'in’ im?”

T got apienty; an’ you got more, lad.
if only you had sense enough to know it. T
caught 'im slippin’ a dozen pint flasks into
one of the oat-bins.™

The men crowded around the boss and the
peddler. Jefl was not the only one there who
had consumed a portion of a delivery that
had been made carlier in the day. There
was a scuffle, a slow shouldering and sway-
ing about, a confusion. The intention of
this was to scparate the boss from the
peddler and permit the latter to reach the
door and the freedom which lay beyond it.

Jules became aware of this intention just
as the peddier emerged from the scufiling
crowd at its nearest point to the door. Jules
jumped and intercepted the fellow, laid hold
of him with both hands and flung him into
one of the lower bunks with such force that
the back of his head came into stunning
contact with the wall of logs at the back
of the bunk.

“ What vou
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“ Then, pleasantly exhilarated by that
effort, he playfully dispersed the crowd by
heaving Jeff and several others into other
bunks. Several of them, including Jeff,
scrambled out and showed signs of fight;
whereupon Jules put Jeff back again with
what appearcd to be no more than an open-
handed pat on the chest. Old Lem then
lost his temper just long enough to hit
Jim Swale a wallop on the jaw. The boss’s
action knocked Jim senseless, but brought
all the others, including the reckless Jefi,
to their right minds.

“ What’s eatin’ you all?” cried Lem, in
a voice of indignant wonder. ‘“ Are you as
drunk as all that—any one of you—to
hustle me in my own camp? You, Jeff!
Are you crazy? What d’ya take this outfit
for, anyhow, a shebeen? Then ver wrong!
It's a lumber camp! ‘

“ Jumpin' Lazarus! Why, it’s ten vears
since last I had to hit a man who was work-
in’ for me! An’ he wasn't what you'd
properly call a white man. That must of
been rotten liquor you drunk!”

The men who had taken part in the
scrimmage hung their heads in shamed
silence; all except Jules, who retired to the
deacon-seat, and Jim Swale, who sat up
with a hand to his jaw and moaned plain-
tively.

“ Where's the gin peddler?” asked Lem.
“What did vou do with ’im, Jules? He
ain’t sneaked off, after all our trouble,
surely?”

“I place ‘im on a bunk safely,” Jules
replied, pointing a hand.

The boss stepped over and looked into
the bunk indicated.

“You ain't killed him, T hope.” he re-
marked.

“T ‘ope not,” said Jules, with a note of
mild concern in his voice. “ I t'ink he con-
tinue to exist, sair. I did not t'row ’‘im
'ard.”

He was right---the peddler continued to
exist. A little attention brought him back
to a consciousness of life and the hole he
was in. He was able to eat a little supper:
and next morning he was well cnough to
undertake a journey in the company of Lem
Stalvart.

Lem had a serious, private talk with his
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here, when you was only a little nipper jist
five vear old. 1 sickened of it then an’
cleared out—but I don’t fcel the same way
about it now. I was trvin’ to forget then—-
well, kinder forget. Every room made me
lonesome then——twisted my heart. But now
Il be glad to remember. That's what
time does—makes the same things look
different.”

Jefi eyed him inquiringly, suspiciously,
and was about to speak when the woman
opencd the kitchen door and shook out the
red and white tablecloth. Lem turned to
her.

“ Do the Morgans still live on the next
place above?™ he asked.

 No,” she said. * There ain’t a Morgan
left in the settlement, nor anywheres near
it, far’s 1 know. Some died an’ some went
away to the States. Peter Harlow bought
it off old Penn Morgan, about ten year ago.
The Harlows come from ’way back in the
woods somewheres.”

Lem looked at her alertly.

“ Not from Piper’s Rock?” he queried.

“ 1 quess that was it,” she replied. I
don’t know the back country myself—but
T’ve heared that name.”

“ Man of about my age, this Peter?”

“1'd say he was older, Mr. Stalvart. He
looks it.”

* Good farmer, good neighbor, nice cuiet
family an’ everything like that, I take it,”
said Lenm.

The woman cved him gravely for a
second or two, then smiled.

 Maybe it ain’t the same Harlow you
was thinkin’ of, Ar. Stalvart,” she said,
and stepped back and closed the door.

Lem scratched his chin.

“What’s the idee, pa?’* asked Jefi. *\What
does it matter to you? He ain’t yer neigh-
bor, whoever he is.”

“ That’s jist exactly what he is, Jeff,”
returned the boss, * It's this way, Jeff. I
got homesick for this country. It's the best
country in the world, anyhow. So I've
bought back this old farm, an’ the next one
below it. I used to own the next above, too.
It was me sold it to Morgan. It’s good farm-
in’ land: and there’s still plenty of timber
on this brook, an’ up the Lever, too.”

“ What about yer farms at Ste. Jeanne?”
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“ Well, Jeff, I sold out.”

Jeff’s face reddened, then paled slowly,
then slowly regained its normal color. He
turned and moved away without a word,
sat down on a woodpile and relit his pipe.
But he struck match after match, breaking
four or five, before he got a flame and the
tobacco alight.

" He takes it fine,” said Lem, hopefully.

“1 tink perhaps you make a mistake,”
returned Jules.

A mistake? How d'ye mean a mis-
take?” demanded the boss.

** Perhaps it is not so bad as vou t'ink.
Jeff's action for the girl back on the Ste.
Jeanne. It may be you do not know ’‘er
very well. It may be she would be a good
wife for ’im. She is a good girl, so ‘e says.”

*“Good! Louis Griffou’s girl! You don’t
want to believe everything you hear, Jules
—especially about a woman an’ from a man
she's gaffed.”

*“ She is very beautiful, I imagine.”

“1 don't know, an’ 1 don’t want to! I
ain’t set eyes on her once in ten years, that
I know of.”

Jefi seemed to accept the situation lying
down. He got a letter off 10 Nte. Jeanne,
however, promising that he'd be back in a
few weeks, within a month at the outside.

The Stalvarts and Jules were idle for
several weeks after their arrival at Porcu-
pine Brook. The woods were too wet for
cruising timber; the soil was too wet for
farming. There was nothinz for them to do
but potter about. The Skellogs remained,
considering Lem’s offer of ycarly wages.
Jeff wandered about the ccuntry-side in
high, swell-greased boots. lem and Jules
and Tom Skellog overhauled rusty farming
gear, put in patches of new shingles here
and there on house and harns, and cut
bushes out of neglected pastures.

Jeff was soon Dbored with Porcupine
Brook: and then he met Charlic Harlow.
‘The meeting. which was a chance one, took
place on an old wood road back of the Har-
low clearings.

“ H@& do?” said Charlie.

“ Good day,” said Jeff.

- Stalvart’s yer name, I wouldn't won-
der.”
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HONEST FOOL.

* Hah? What vou drivin’ at> Where I
think she is. hey?” He peered closely,
curiously, uneasily, into Jules's face. * What
the hell's eatin® you to-night? 1 think she’s
on the Ste. Jeanne. \What d'ye reckon I
think?™

* She is not on that river Ste. Jeanne.
She is on this little river of the Porcupine.

Jeil’'s eyes hulged and his lower jaw
sagged. He stared in dumfounded and in-
credulous silence.

* She t’ink vou are not well, perhaps,
for you do not return to Ste. Jeanne as
you promise, so she run away from there
and come to Porcupine Brook, to the house
of old Mr. Smith, where she cooks and
feeds the chickens for zat old couple,” con-
tinued Jules.

" Are you lyin'?”

“7T beg vour pardon!”

* Hell'! What'd she do it for? What if
the old man was to see her?”

* As for zat, what if the boss was to see
your precious ‘arlows and their iriends as
they truly are?”

“ You keep ver mouth shut!”

* Yes--but not because vou look at me
like zat, Jefi. Look at me more polite, and
address me more polite. or perhaps 1 forget
zat vou are my friend, and the son of my
friend, and more of a fool zan a rogue.
11 1 should forget? Well?™

*No need for vou to git ugly, Jules.
Al ask ix, keep quict. 1'd do the same
for you, jules. Don't blab to the old man
about Marcel nor nothin'---that's all T ask.
And I tell vou. Jules, the Harlows ain't
as bad as vou try to make out.”

Do not worry. ] ‘ave no desire to hlab
vour cheap, foolish, unmanly secrets.”

Jeff had to be satizfied with that—but.
to judge by the expression of his mouth and
eves, it stuck somewhat distastefully in his
gizzard.

Lem Swalvart’s ambitions as a lumber-
man secraed to fade with cach passing week
of life on the big farm con Porcupine Brook.
He had money enough already: and there
was work cnough right here around home
for himself and Jeff and Jules and Tom
Skellog, if one figured it out; and it was
a great thing to be within reach of Mrs.
Skellog's cooking three times a day and of
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a feather bed every night. A man of hard-
earned property and a thirty-year-old son,
owing nothing to others, owes something in
the way of consideration to himself. That
is how Lem figured it out as spring ripened
into summer and summer wore along; so he
said nothing more about cruising timber.
He felt easier in his mind about Jeff these
days. Jeff never showed more than the
mildest suggestion of the efiect of liquor
now-—not before his father, at least: and
he never remained out past one in the morn-
ing, unless he happered to be away up
stream fishing with Charlic Harlow; and
though he was neither as steady nor as
energetic as Jules, he made a very creditable
showing as a farmer. Lem felt that he
had done a wise thing in moving from Ste.
Jeanne. He was happier here, and Jeff was
out of the demoralizing zone of the Griffou
influence.  He did not believe Peter Har-
low to be quite—no, or anywhere near—
as virtuous as he sounded and tried to look;
and vet he reckoned the Harlow family,
as a whole, to be a peculiarly fortunate
thing for Jeff. A perfect family. a family
in which virtue and respectability were pain-
fully in evidence all the time, would have
failed to attract Jeff—so he very justly
surmised. He flelt no uneasiness even on
the score of Charlie Harlow’s influence:
for though Charlie was undcubtedly more
of a woodsman than a farmer. and not above
sitting in to a game and taking a drink now
and then. his lean face and clear eyes
showed no marks of dissipation. As for
Dora, Lem felt that she was all that a girl
should be, despite the fact that she was far
more attractive than there was any need
for a girl to be. Her modest air had made
a great hit with him.

Jeff went away up to old Elbert Smith’s
placc within twenty hours of learning of
Marcel's presence there. and discovered
that he had forgotten somcthing of Marcel’s
charm. He told a fairly convincing story,
which Marcel believed: and he told it so
well that he almost believed it himself. The
gist of it'was that his father was proving
verdhdifticult, but that he had reason to
hope that the winning over of the old man
was only a matter of time and discretion.
Marcel promised to be patient and discreet.
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Marcel believed in Jeff. She believed him
to be just as fine and brave as he said
he was; for the truth is that Marcel wis
really what Jeff had told Jules she was,
an innocent and unsophisticated young
woman, despite an appearance as gay as
her heart and the fact that she had fre-
quently served drinks to her father’s un-
lawful customers and overheard much rough
talk. Yes, Marcel Griffou was a good girl—
and, alas, simple enough to accept Jefi Stal-
vart at his own valuation.

Jeff left the bushy farm early and cailed
in at the Harlow place. He didn’t say
where he had been, neither did he men-
tion his reason for having been there. He
looked at Dora; and, at the first oppor-
tunity, he kissed Dora; and then he felt
about Marcel’s arrival on Porcupine Brook
exactly as he had upon first hearing of it
from Jules. Poor Jelf! He felt that things
were not breaking quite right for his peace
of mind—that Fate was treating him to
undeserved and unexpected trouble—that
he was a much abused young man—and
that there would be the very devil to pay
if he did not watch his step. He went up-
stream again next day, away up to Smith’s,
and again he stopped in at Harlow’s on his
wav down; and this was his program al-
most every day for weeks on end. He said
nothing of Dora to Marcel, nothing of Mar-
cel to Dora, and nothing of either of them
to Jules.

Jules thought a great deal about Marcel
Griffou. He tried not to. She was none of
his business. Jefl Stalvart’s girls were noth-
ing to him. Jeff’s foolishness was no afiair
of his. His arguments were sanc; they
convinced the reasoning side of his mind;
so he ceased thinking of her during the day
and dreamecd of her at night instcad. Then
he put more beef and bone into his daily
tasks, hoping to weary himself past the
dreaming point; but, though he toiled from
dawn till dark and, single-handecd. accom-
plished more than an ordinary man could
behind a team of horses, his mind continued
its upsetting game of making pictures of
Marcel Griffou while he slept. The edge
of his smooth temper became slightly
roughened. The surface of his calm spirit
began to rock slightly from the commotion
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of mental and spiritual undercurrents.
Sometimes he glanced at Jeff, when Jefi
swaggered or laughed, with a gleam in his
eye that instantly wilted the swagger or
stilled the laughter. He was even short
with Lem on several occasions, much to the
boss’s astonishment and distress; and once,
when Tom Skellog bawled directions at him
concerning the rigging of a twitching chain
under the root of a pine stump, he dropped
the chain and stepped over to Tom. He
did not do a thing, he did not say a word,
and he went back in a moment and hooked
the chain according to directions—but Tom
did not raise his voice above a whisper again
that day. At last Jules decided that he
needed another day’s fishing. So he dug
worms one night and got away early next
morning.

Jules called at the little gray Smith house
shortly before noon, with two dozen trout
to serve as an excuse. His welcome by
the old couple and Marcel left nothing to
be desired. He remained to dinner and
for several hours afterward. Marcel looked
and sounded as charming as ever, but there
was a shade of an expression that had not
been in her eyes at their last meeting which
puzzled him. She did not mention Jeff to
him: and he was equally mute on that
subject.

Jules had not put more than a quarter
of a mile of his homeward journey behind
him when he heard a rifle shot snap from
the woods back on the other side of the
stream. The first report was followed al-
most instantly by another. Then silence
closed in again. Jules waded the stream,
climbed the steep bank and broke his way
straight ahead through the tough under-
brush. Rifle shots in the woods at that
time of year meant trouble for something
or some one: and Jules was in the mood
to court trouble. Emotions were at work
within him which he saw no wayv of ex-
pressing except in some troublous con-
nection. He went forward with smashing
sounds, without attempt to conceal his
movements. He jumped new blow-downs
and kickeghhis way through old ones. He
halted every now and then to listen; and
at last he heard a groan from the ground
close at hand; and there on the moss he
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forbidding fagade. 1t was dominated by a
square central tower which thrust itself
up into the blue-black sky in which stars
were now pricking forth. The gate was
locked: but at the right a smaller gate which
let upon a footpath stood ajar.

And so—Child Anna to the dark tower
came.

111

TrERE was a porter’s lodge just inside
the gate, but it was dark, and no one ac-
costed Anna as she entered. Indeed, there
was an indefinable air of desertion about
everyvthing, an overluxuriance ot hedge and
grass, a stir of little furred and feathered
creatures of the night, as if they had taken
over the life of the place.

Yet it was not abandoned. There were
lights here and there in the black pile of
the house ahead; and suddenly, when the
little path curved as it paralleled the drive-
way, a man’s voice arrested her.

“ Stick ’em up!” His voice, low and
menacing, startled her. She stopped, un-
ceriain.

* Stick what up, please?”

A white beam of light smote her, caused
her to close her eyes. The voice spoke
again,

* Well—I'll be damned! If it ain’t a
girl scout. Figurin’ on campin’ out here?”

Anna opened her eyes, and could now
make out the solid figure which blocked her
narrow path, his wide shoulders brushing
the hedge on cither side. He was even taller
and heavier than the hobo. He had broken
arches and a broken nose; but seemed a
capable sort of person between these ex-
tremes. A half smoked cigar was rammed
into one corner of his mouth, and it moved
up and down as he spoke. One hairy hand
held an electric torch, the other a gun.

*No, I didn’t plan to park on your
grounds,” Anna answered as she appraised
him. “ But I have reason to think there is
a plan to rob your house, or something.”

The man studied her in silence for a
moment, then pushed aside into the hedge,
motioning her to precede him.

“You better tell it to the boss,” he said;
and so, single file, with his pocket torch
lighting the way she continued to the house.
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Evidently they were not unprepared, she
thought. They kept an able night watchman
about, at any rate. Arrived at the entrance,
her conductor did not ring, but opened the
heavy oak door with a key, and ushered her
into a great hall dimly lighted.

It was paneled in some dark wood, and
halfway down its length a mighty stairway
swept upward into the gloom. Again, she
had the queer sense of an untenanted place;
her eyes caught the dull glitter of suits of
armor, like patient guardian: biding their
time.

In a drawing-room to her right the hall
light penetrated far enough to reveal two
or three ponderous chairs and couches wear-
ing linen covers. Over a mantel a dusty
mesh covered what was evidently a mirror.
There was no sound other than their own
footfalls.

For the first time a slight chill gripped
her heart, ancestral gooseflesh roughened
her skin. For, deadly as a lance de fer
though she was in her couragze and her
knowledge of many secrets of attack and
defense she was yet a woman, and for un-
told centuries women have been subject to
the physical powers of men. Not even two
years at Nordstrom’s could overcome an-
cient inhibitions that plucked at her nerves.
and she was glad when, throwing open a
door at the far end of the hall, her com-
panion ushered her into a small study that
was bright and warm with a reading lamp
on the big flat top desk and <ea coal crack-
ling in a grate.

From a deep leather chair an elderly man
rose, laying down the newspaper he was
reading and tossing his cigarette into the
grate. He was tall, thin, scholarly looking.
Anna thought, a man with a pointed gray
beard and mild yet singularly attentive eyes
behind shell goggles. The watchman spoke.

“T picked this girl up down near the
gate. She gimme a spiel about some rough
stuff she got wise to, that's gonna be pulled
off on us.”

The nice old gentleman smiled.

“I am Mr. Power, and this is Lioncourt,
my sumgmer home. And you are?”

“ MiSS Anna Flint, sir. I’'m hiking along
the North Shore, as so many girls are doing
this year.” '
















































































































































































































































274

“ You want to buy that, miss? It's no
use to me.”

“Yes, if I can get it cheap enough.”

“ How would two hundred dollars strike
you?"

“ Too much. I will give you a hun-
dred.”

“ Make it a hundred and fifty.” The
chauffeur was leering at her. ©* I’'m knock-
ing off fifty because I like your looks,
kid.”

“ One hundred's all T got.”

“ All right, you can have it for a hun-
dred if you give me one good smack to
remember vou by,” smirked the enamored
chauffeur.”

“You're on!"” May counted out the
money and slipped the fountain pen into
her handbag. Then she delivered a swift
slap to the chauffeur’s puckered lips with
such force that the Dbare walls reéchocd.
‘“ There's your smack, vou fresh guy!” she
gasped, and darted through the open door.

CHAPTER XXXVL
WOMAN'S WIT AND MAN'S CUNNING.

T the corner May looked back. The
chaulfeur was standing at the door
of the earage holding his hand to

his face and shaking the other fist in her
direction.

She could hear his voice, but could not
make out the words. It was just as well,
she thought, for the chances were that
it was bad language that no lady should
listen to.

Her mind was now made up about Ger-
hardt Bannina. If he refused to receive
her she would resotutely set about to be-
siege the apartment house, waiking slow-
ly up and down the street, always near
enough to recognize any figure that might
come out.

The long day dragged wearily by. She
found a drug store that commanded a view
of the apartment house entrance, and time
and again went in for an ice cream soda.
Each time she lingered over the drink as
long as possible, then slowly resumed her
pacing of the hot sidewalk.

Late in the afternoon she began to won-
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der whether she was not an inch shorter.
She felt as if her feet must have been worn
off at least that much.

Toward evening she had a terrible panic.
Suppose he wouldn’t come out at all that
day! Suppose he had sneaked out by some
back entrance!

Madly she dashed to the drug store and
called up the apartment house once more.
But the butler was still obdurate. Mr.
Banning could not be disturbed. He was
indisposed.

At least she knew that he was in. May
determined that she would walk the pave-
ments until she had reduced her height
another inch before she would let him es-
cape.

She fortified herself with another pack-
age of gum. and with snapping jaws and
clicking heels continued her sentry duty
until the afternoon faded into dusk. As
it grew darker the girl venturcd to extend
her beat nearer to the apartment house
door. She had kept away during the day-
light hours for fear some one would report
to the millionaire that she was watching
for him.

She went so far as to pass: in front of
the door finally, and stole a glance at the
magnificent porter in his showy uniform.
At the same moment that oificial clicked
his heels in salute. for the elevator had de-
scended and Gerhardt Banning stepped
into the lobby.

I'rom the porter's respectful salute it
could be seen that Banning was a person
of distinction even in that dwelling place
of the wealthy.

Banning gave him a curt nod, as il a
servant were something not quite human,
and walked impressively toward the street.

His face was gray and drawn, but in
spite of the lines of worry he carried his
tall figure like a man who considers himself
important.

No sooner did his patent leathers
touch the sidewalk than Mayv sprang at
him, seized him vigorously by one sleeve,
and whirled him around.

The big man was so completely off his
guard that she handled him as easily as if
she were a policeman taking charge of a .
pickpocket.
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“I'm not sure! That detective, Black-
well, seems to be going on that theory.
You did a big thing for both of us, May,
when you got hold of that bracelet.”

“You mean 1 saved you from turning
burglar? Mayhe saved you from being
pinched and sent up the river?”

* That's part of it. But the important
thing iz that this may clear away the ob-
stacles. It may make it possible for me to
ask you that question.”

With the return of his old gayety he
took her face hetween his hands and kissed
her cheeks.

“ Fresh!” exclaimed May, but the slap
she gave him was far from stinging. It was
more like a caress.

Buck sprang to the phone.

* Who are you going to call up at this
time of night?”

“ The scnorita. 1 want to tell her that
that burglary can be called off!”

But in spite of his persistent efforts it
was not possible to get the woman’s num-
ber. Central announced repeatedly that the
party did not answer.

As Buck finally decided to give it up
and placed the receiver on its hook, the
phone jangled violently. The boy snatched
it up and heard a piping, reedy voice:

“ Hello! Hello' Is this Mr. Logan?”

“ Speaking.”

“ This is Hiram Blackwell. 1've got to
see you to-morrow morning. The caze has
taken on 2 new twist. That box of choco-
lates is leading us on a crooked trail.”

With these cryptic words the detective
hung up, leaving Buck and May to con-
jecture what the next day might bring
forth.

CHAPTER XXXVIIIL
FLICHT I3 GUILT.

EFGRE Buck was out of hed the next

morning a messenger handed him a

yellow envelope which he signed for,
and read while sitting on the unmade dav-
enport.

The telegram said:

Trouble has handed me an awful wallop.
You can look for your old uncle in New
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York in a day or two, a sadder, wiser and

considerably poorer man.

Ux~cre DupLey,

The unconventional message from his
extraordinary uncle reminded Buck with a
jerk that the old man’s fantastic program
for his nephew had been completely for-
gotten. It seemed incredible that he, Buck
Logan, should have left his apartment only
a few days ago, a shy and retiring young
man, looking for trouble.

He had put in a whole day trying to
bump into some adventure that would give
him a chance to distinguish himself. He
Rad gone out of his way to look for ad-
ventures, and they had side-stepped him.
Since then—biff-bing-bang!—he had been
knocked right and left by the two-fisted at-
tack of life in the rough.

As yet he was no nearer the front page
headlines, however, and if Uncle Dudley’s
telegram was to be taken seriously and not
as another fanciful pleasantry, the promised
million might have gone up in smoke.
Buck knew that fortunes founded on oil
often took wings overnight. Perhaps by the
time he achieved front page glory there
might not be any million.

Well, if not, he had had one¢ wonderful
time. He had to thank Uncle Dudley for
jerking him out of his rut and chucking
him squarely into the middle of the whirl-
pool of life.

His mind was taken f{rom
paratively unimportant matter
Dudley by an early telephone call from
Hiram Blackwell. Buck heard what the
detective had to say, and explained Driefly
his loss and recovery of the bracelet.

A few minutes later the boy was pound-
ing on May's bedroom door.

‘“ Pile out!” he shouted. “ Make vour-
self pretty and wash hehind vour ears.
We're going (o have company for break-
fast.”

When Blackwell reached the apartment
they went immediately to a restaurant,
where the detective told them the latest
development of the Banning case over
grapefruit, chops and coffee.

But the news wrecked the young man’s
appetite, although May and Blackwell did
not take it so much to heart.

the com-
of Uncle



























































































































THE EXPERIMENT.

I said that I had, adding that I thought
it was the quickest form of animal action
that I knew—quicker even than a chame-
leon’s tongue.

Dobell agreed with this, but that what
he meant was, had I ever seen the effect of a
rattlesnake’s bite on man? I said I was
thankful to say I had not.

“ Well,” said Dobell, “ it is a pretty ter-
rible death; paralysis and blindness are two
of the most merciful stages. However, to
get on with the story.

“ 1 shall never forgct the scene in that
tent a thousand miles from anywhere. 1
went in to sit with Johnson. He was weak-
ening rapidly and kept plaintively asking
where the caboclo was with the snake. After
a bit Peters and the caboclo appeared. car-
rying the basket. The caboclo was grinning
all over his face; in fact, if he had been a
fashionable doctor he could not have had
a better bedside manner. They set the
basket on the floor and Peters said to John-
son: ¢ We have got your snake.’

“ He spoke in as matter of fact a voice
as if he had just brought a bottle of quinine.

“ Johnson forced himself on to his elbow.
It was pathetic to see the light of hope again
in the poor devil's eves.

“ Peters signed to the caboclo, who lifted
the lid of the basket with his stick. Imme-
diately that awful rat-tat-tat-tat began.
Johnson's face turned yellow-white.

“ ¢ A rattlesnake!’ he gasped.

¢ Peters looked at him steadily. ¢ Yes.
The caboclo says the bite will cure you.
Have vou the guts to try?’

“¢“B-b-but, has he ever seen any one
cured?’ Johnson stammered.

“ Peters spoke to the native and trans-
lated his answer. ‘ He says it is the medi-
cine always used by his own people, pro-
vided the snake is a female of the species
and she is with young.’

“1 won’t go into the next quarter of an
hour in detail, during which time Johnson
was trying to make up his mind. For my-
self, I thought he would die during this
period. Suddenly an odd calm came over
him. He looked Peters straight in the face.

“¢1 shall die anyway, I will try,’ he
said.

“ The basket was pushed close to his bed.
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“ Just show the snake your hand,’” Peters
said; ‘ he will bite quick enough.’

¢ Johnson did as he was told. Now an
odd thing happened. You know that a rat-
tlesnake will always strike at anything it
fears in reach. Up to now the brute had
been lashing out at each of us in turn, so
much so that we had had to take care to
give the basket a wide berth. But when
Johnson advanced his hand within two feet
of the head, the snake took not the slightest
notice.

*“Put your hand nearer,” Peters com-
manded.

‘ Johnson did as he was told. My aunt!
I felt sorry for him. Fancy frying to get a
rattlesnake to bite you!

‘ Still the brute took no notice.

“* Pinch his tail,’ zaid Peters.

“ Again Johnson obeyed, and this time
got what he wanted, for the snake would not
stand for this.

“ He was struck just between the second
and third fingers. I can see the place now.

“For a full two minutes we were all ab-
solutely silent. All eyes were turned to the
bed, whereon lay the man who had volun-
tarily submitted to being bitten by one of
the most deadly snakes in the world. It
was, I think, the most terrible and dramatic
moment of my life,

“ Then Peters turned to the caboclo and
asked a question.

“ The caboclo muttered a reply.

“‘He says that in a quarter of an hour
vou will be cured,” Peters said. ¢ Does your
hand feel numb?’

¢ Johnson nodded.

¢ Peters spoke to the caboclo again.

“‘Do you feel a pain running up your
arm?’

 Again the sick man nodded.

“*“That is good; that is the snake poison
racing to fight the poison in your system.’

“ For five minutes there was dead silence.
Then the caboclo spoke to Peters, pointing
to the foot of the hed.

“ Peters leaned forward, rolled back the
coverlet and put his hand on Johnson’s feet.
He signed to the caboclo to do the same.
The caboclo obeyed. Immediately he
touched Johnson’s feet he broke into an ex-
cited harangue.












