














be no complaint from anybody: and for me, the outlander,
1 was merely the casual, convenient blessing for the dato
during the time his people were a part of my life.

I wished I could give them something that could remain
with them. Some little thing besides the tobacco 1 had
tossed them as they lay in silence during the halts and the
night and noon camps. But it was uscless. They could
not possess. Never in their lives could they own: a woman,
a warlike arm, a house, or the meanest vessel of brass. . . .

Doan came toward me, his pony pulling at the dry,
cracking bridle. He was watching me, his eyes deeply

sceking. I had secn it at last. Hec was curious to know
what T thought. He knew, of course, what I'd say.
“Doan?”

He eyed mec, saying nothing. I pulled my pony along:
side, not looking at Mitras, and for several steps we went
along like that.

“What do you think? Isn't this too abrupt?> No one
knowing we arc coming—just the lot of us suddenly ap-
pearing. It might even cause trouble, eh?”

“I know you're not afraid,” he said in his strange, low,
stubborn voice. “Personally, I mean. 1 was just going
to make a suggestion.”

“Well, what is it I was annoyed. Waiting for his
suggestion made me appear weak, it seemed to me. And
I wasn’t going to be weak, not cven give the appearance.
Not unless I pretended for purposes of my own. So I said:

“I'll make the suggestion: All of you halt here. Water
the ponies, feed palay. And feed the cargadores. I'll go
on ahead. I'll have talked with him by the time you come
in. Say an hour. . .. Is that as good as your suggestion?”

“It is my suggestion, Captain.”

“And never mind calling me Captain. I'm not a cap-
tain.  Unless you're in an army, you're not a captain. Or
in command of a ship.”

WAS taking it out on Sergeant Doan, and I was a little

ashamed. But I was nervous.

“All right, then,” I said. “And you—" 1 looked at
Mitras. All the timc we had been talking, he had kept
his eyes straight ahead. Acted as though we were speaking
a language he didn’t understand, on a subject that couldn’t
be of the slightest interest to him—instead of on a subject
that meant hife or death for him.

He looked at me, his sallow face was absolutely expres-
sionless. It was as though he had turned it toward me
merely because of the strange sound of my voice, but not
because of any word I meant for him.

“Now is your last chance to get right into your mind
all I've told you. And to believe it, as you would what.
ever it is you do believe. There must be something.”

He turned his head as a sly bird turns it, and gave me
an insolent smile. His teeth were very white. I wondered
how he kept that small, fixed mustache so neat—as neat
as a barber might have kept it.

“There is something, Captain,” he said. “I'll remember
what you said.”

“If that's meant to be insulting,” 1 said, “I'd better get
that out of your system before we go on. I'll guarantee
it can be done.”

His thin lips moved as though suppressing a smile—a
smile for a child. He looked sidewise at me again. ‘““That
won’t be necessary. You must remcmber,” he added al-
most pleasantly, “that we're in the Philippines now. Not
China, where a thing like that would make you lots of
face. Pug-dog Doan, here, knows what you can do with
your fists. I know.” He shrugged at the Moros now gone
past us: “Unless you merely want to show off before those
animals. And they’d just think you were simple-minded
to use a hand, when you've a big gun at your hip.”

The insult to Doan brought a decper color to his saddle-
colored face. His hard blue eycs, deep in his head, gleamed.

“You lousy gigolo!" he said. He didn’t pronounce the
insult properly, and that usually would have amused mc. .
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But not now. And I wasn't going to waste any more time,
now that [ was keyed up to my next move.

“All right,” I said. “This will all keep.”

1 hit the pony with my heels and drvove him away trom
the others. Once by the bearers, he wene willingly enough.
He even broke into a gallop at last.

A lawn sloped sharply down belore the house.  T'here
were several great mango trees on it: their spreading tops
looked impcnctrable: the late sun glistened on their leaves.
A semi-circular drive had been cuc in the lawn, and it
swept evenly up under a long balcony that strerched across
the entire front of the house.

The house was built as large Spamish houses are. 1 could
see through an arched doorway a patio, the color of high
flowers. And on the ground-level, an arcade-like structure
passed along the building. The place was on a dome-
shaped hill, the first before the real foothills sarted trom
the plain and ended miles back in the shadowy backdrop
mountains.

A woman was sitting in a deep cane chair when |rode
up. She was close to where the drive came into the open
beyond a concealing hedge. She was dressed in white, and
I could sce that her hair was cut squarcly across the lower
forehead, rolled out like a scroll on the side of her neck.
It was hecavy, and it shonc with a gloss Jike polished
camagon.

As I came closer she got up. stood staring at me. Now
I could see that her lace was powder-white, her lips wide
and very red, and there was a laint slant to her black eyes.

I dismounted, dropped the reins over the pony's neck.
1 wondered how I looked to this woman—and if 1 looked
tough enough, as badly worn as I mcant to look when I
first confronted Garson Clough.

I was wearing a service O.D. shirt, the two upper hut-
tons missing; khaki breeches and a pair of English boots.
The boots were old and solt. and they fited pericaly.
They'd set me back a hundred Hongkong dollars.  The hat
in my hand was a good onc. It was almost new: I'd got it
in Manila only a few weeks ago.

“Miss Clough?” I knew she wasn't—=but somchow I said
it.

She looked at me coolly. I am not Miss Clough.”

I saw then, looking closer at her, that there wis more
here than mere doll.

“I'd like to sec Mr. Clough,” 1 said.

“I've got a party
with me down by the river.

I came on ahecad to pay my

respects. We've been somc¢ days in the jungle.  Came
through from the Cotobato.”

Shc lowered her heavy cyelids.

“You're on an cxpedition? Are you an officer?”

“I have some Moros with me. Cargadores. And two

companions. We've been prospecting.  Really came out
of our way to pay my respects to Mr. Clough. He was a
great friend of my father’s.”

She was not friendly. Now she had brought both hands
up flat on her chest. To show, I suppose, the flashing
bracelet, the rings on her long, tapering fingers. 1 couldn’t
help but notice the deep opening of the silk blouse she
wore, because her hands fluttered up as though clutching
tor support at the loosc sides. Below that, she wore a wide
cummerbund of crimson silk with two long blue tassels,
which made you look at her rounded hips. I noticed also
as she rescated herself, that what 1 had taken for a skirt
fell straight like a skirt, but it actually was pajamas of
heavy silk. Quite a sight.

“How interesting!” she said softly.

It was then that 1 saw Gabriclle Clough. She was bare-
footed, and when she camc through from the patio, her
feet made no sound on the heavy flagging of the arcade.
I saw a flash of brown and white, the white dazzling with
the gleam of water on it. Then she saw me. She whirled
the light-blue bathrobe about her upper body. But I
could still see the satin trunks she worc: new-ivory colored,
and below them her straight long rounded legs.











































































the white Arab downstream, though
he was still making good headway.

Tavannc slid from Sint's back. His
hand in the red stallion’s mane, he
pulled Sint's head around to the lett,
kept pulling it, forcing him to swim
not directly toward Saladin but
toward a point downstream from
him. Thus cutting across the arc of
a circle. they might intercept him as
the current bore him down.

It happencd as Tavanne hoped.
Minutes later they were close to the
white stallion and upstreany from him.
Tavanne gave a shout that rang out
above the surging sound of the river.
“On guard, soldier!” he cried. "My
hand will be in vour mane” He
plunged away from Sint like an otier
leaping from a log and. atier three
powerful strokes. he telt Saladin's
mane in his cluiching fingers.

ll‘ way in that moment that the (ull
sweep of the curvent struck then:
it lung them along like corks, almost
straight outward from the shove. In
a Nash Lavanne realized the mad
thing he had done.

He could not get back. Until now,
some unscen promontory or hidden
sandbank upstrcam  had  shelered
them from the real suength of the
river.  Now suddenly, before he could
get his rope around Saladin’s neck
and head him 1oward the shore, they
had passed from this sheltered zone
and (he great Mississippi had them.

It had them and thev could only
go with it.  Tavanne knew that
they would live or die together, him-
self and this horse.  Somchow he got
the noose of the rope around Saladin's
neck: the white Arab, fighting the
river lor his life, could not fight also
the strong man swimming at his shoul-
der, a hand twisted in his manc.
Once Tavanne thought he saw Sint,
but it proved to be a tree-trunk sweep-
ing past them. Again. when he
thought he saw another tree-trunk, it
was one of Saladin’s mares.

Tavanne talked to Saladin. calling
him Prince of the Blood and Child
of Heaven and Sultan. “Courage.
Son of the Desert,” he cried above the
hissing growl of the torrent. “Fight,
fight, my Brave One! We are both
soldicrs and the same blood is in us.
You and I will beat this cursed river!”

But after a while he had no more
breath for boasting. 1f they won
through. the victory would be Sala-
din’s. But for the grip of his hand
in that white mane, but for the
strength of those white shoulders, the
courage of that great heart, Tavanne
would soon sink.

After that it was desperate. Ta-
vanne prayed bricfly, regretting that
he had sung so many wicked wine-
songs of Walid the Bad, regretting
also various other things. A long
time they were helpless, helpless as

the green branches and jagged dritt-
logs sweeping along with them. But
even then Tavannc felt the courage
in Saladin and knew that the horse
would die fighting. “Ah, a soldier!
A soldier!” he muttered, half-stran-
gled with the water in his throat.

The tawny river pounded them,
wrestled them, whirled them about,
flung them along, hurled battering-
rams at them in the form of (loating
trees, half smothered them with cur.
tains of ycllow foam. They fought
on.  Rut mainly it was Saladin’s
fight.  Tavanne knew that. left to
himself. he would have dicd half an
hour ago.

Then, when the river had beaten
them and Saladin’s strength too was
almost spent, the great Mississippi
fiung (them 1o safety.  As suddenly as
thev had entered it they passed out
of the swift current into almost still
water,  Minuces later, they staggered
ashore on the low western bank: first
the horse with the long rope trailing
behind him, then the man.

Tavanne, reeling drunkenly, g¢ot
the end of the rope around a tree-
trunk and knotted itz then he slamped
to his knces. When the rope tight
ened and stonped Saladin. the stallion
stond  quictlv, flanks  heaving, legs
wide apart.  Ihis hindguarters col
lapsed under him and he went down,

As though in a dream. Tavanne
heard a whinnv behind him. He
turned his head slowly, with infinite
cffort.  In the bright moonlight un-
der the scattered trees, two of the wild
mares were stumbling up the slope
from the water. The same current
which—after playing with them as a
cat plays with its prey—had brought
Saladin and himself across the river.
had spewed rhe mares ashore.

Before he fell over in a trancelike
sleep. Tavanne’s ¢lazing cyes looked
for Sint the Snake. but did not see him.

Choola and two of the Chickasaws
came upon Tavanne two hours after
sunrise.  Thev had found a canoce be-
longing to some river Indian and. as
adept in the water as beavers, had
paddled across.  When they landed,
Tavanne was standing with his sheath.
knife in his hand. looking at Saladin.
The white stallion also was on his
feet. eazing at the man but making
no clfort 1o free himself from the rope
—the other end of which was fasiened
to a tree-trunk near the river bank.

Tavanne held up his hand, waving
the Indians back. He did not want
them to frighten the two mares graz-
ing two hundred vyards away, lifting
their heads now and then to stare
nervously at Saladin and the man
near him.

Tavanne was thinking. He wasn't
thinking so much of the fact that he
owed his life to this horse. He was
thinking of what the old voyageur
had told him—of those great plains of
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Dakotah where countless horses might
flourish but no horse existed. He was
thinking of what might happen if Sal-
adin and his mares reached that land.

His mind could see it—the quick
imaginative mind of the Provengal
Frenchiman—but he couldn’t put into
words the thing that might happen
on those Dakotah plains. He caught
the full splendid sweep of it, a drama
reaching back a thousand years.

From the Arabian deserts thcy had
comc into Spain long ago with the
conquering Moors—those swift. fiery-
hearted Arab horses, the most beauti-
ful and the hardiest in the world.
From Spain after long centuries they
had come to Amcrica with De Soto
and the other cxplorers—to America,
where, beyond the Great River, lay
wide plains that had never seen a
horse. It was for this that thosc plains
were waiting—for the coming of Sala-
din and his mares. From them in that
new home a ncw race would spring
until a million manes would be toss
ing on prairic and desert, and plod-
ding nations of red men, earthbound
no longer, would lcap to the saddle.

Yes. it might happen—a rcbirth of
that noble Arab blood in a vast new
land. ‘The thought of it blazed in
Tavanne’s mind.  He didn’t know
that alrcady it had begun to happen
in the far southwest where studs and
mares lost from Coronado’s army had
started the mustang bands of the
Comanche lands. He couldn’t know
the future: the droves of wild horses
shaking the Cheyenne and Sioux
prairies with the thunder of their
hoofs; Red Cloud and Roman Naose
riding at the head of their plumed
and painted squadrons, the most pic-
turesque pageantry in the story of
Amcrica.

He couldn’t see this in detail. He
had no mysterious faculty of pre-
vision: only an Arab’s intimate knowl-
cdge of horses, a Frenchman's bold
imagination. But he kncw—for he
knew the virile, fecund Arab blood—
that something like this would hap-
pen it Saladin and his mares reached
those Dakotah plains. ‘They would
flourish, increase. A new race would
be born.

ND they were on their way. They
had passed the barrier of the
Great River. All that was needed was
that he, Tavanne, should let Saladin
go iree. All that was needed now was
his knife against that rope.

He stood gazing at Saladin, drink-
ing in the white stallion’s beauty. He
wanted the horse more than he had
ever wanted anything else in his life.
His long fingers, grasping the knife,
trembled.  His jet eycs were luminous.
Finally his big shoulders shrugged.

“Well, soldicr,” he said, “for an
hour my hand was in your mane.”
He bent forward and cut the rope.









































































































amatter of policy, he is to pay our young Emperor thc com-
pliment of a journey to his capital; the Empress will prob-
ably accompany him.”

“Hmph! A conference at which the Prussian will do
the dictating! If Charles docsn't agrce with him tully,
promise continued coGperation—well, it may be bad for
Charles. But I say, Racoczy—have you any idea where this
confercnce will be held?”

“Probably over there in the Schénbrunn. It is the Em-
peror’s private residence, where an impecrial visitor might
arrive (uietly after dark without attracting attention.”

“It would be worth a good deal to the Socialists and re-
torm party—to the chances tor an carly peace—il we could
overhear what is actually said at that conferencel!”

“You may be quite surc anything of that sort will be
most carclully guarded against]  Still-"

“Exactlyl The men who t1y impossible things oftcn suc-
cced when every chance is apparently against them.  Er—
how well do you know the lay-out of that chateau—the
way the various rooms and passages arc arranged?”

“So well that I could go through them blindfolded. 1
held a minor court-ofice during the old Emperor’s lite-
time--and two of our organization have official berths there
now.”

“Then it scems to me that the proposition is worth
spending considerable thought over. Of course, there'll
be no question as to the personal risk involved—but we
three are entirely willing to assume that risk.”

Next morning, in the Volksgarien, the Gral pointed
out Schufeldt and Heimwasser—the two bankers who might
not be altogether what they seemed. After covertly watch-
ing them for a while, Baron Lammerford (as the pscudo
Major Brady) leancd across the table and whispered:

“Don’t look their way again—pay no further attention
to them! Their profiles are quite tamiliar to me; I shall
place them presently—at a time when they wore no beards.
I'll leave you as af 1 had an appointment clsewhere, and
see if 1 can’t track them to some rendczvous.™
\Y/umil he saw the two men coming in the same di

rection—as some instinct had told him they would.
Without being noticed, he lollowed them until they en-
tered a small café halfway up the Kohlmarkt—and was close
enough upon their heels to notice through the open door:
way the look of interrogation upon Heimwasser's face as
he glanced at the woman in the bureau and motioned
toward a door at the rcar of the room. At a slight nega-
tive shake ol the head they sat down at one ot the little
tables and called for bocks.

Lammertord did some rapid calculating as he stopped
outside to light a1 cigaretie. It the place were a Wilhelm:
strassc rendczvous, as he interred from the litte byplay and
the appearance of the woman in charge, the commonest of
the recognitionssigns would enable him o pass through
that door at the rear without question—and probably estab-
lish his footing without much difficulty in whatever situa
tion be found himsell on the other side. But if the place
were a resort of the various breeds of anarchists who
swarmed in the underworld of Vienna.—Russian, Hungar-
ian, Scrbian, Polish,—he stood an excellent chance of los
ing his life.  Among his varied experiences, howcver,
Lammerford had once conccaled himscll in a Belgrade
ccllar, worming his way down a chimney when the
house was unoccupicd; and during the forty hours in
which he had lain concealed there, he had managed to pick
up a good many of the anarchist signs and passwords.  Be-
fore he tossed his match-end into the gutter, he had de-
cided that his chances were somcthing more than even for
coming through the adventure alive.

In a leisurely manner he stepped into the café with a
smiling nod toward the woman in the burcan. Removing
the cigarette from his lips, the little finger of his right
hand rested for an instant on the cleft in his chin—after

ALKING off toward the Amalienhot, he loitered
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which he stopped just long enough to pick a piece of lint
from the knee of his trousers. Then proceeding across the
room to the little door, he opened it without the slightest
hesitation and gently closed it behind him.

For a sccond, the thought occurred 1o Lammerford that
he would cut a ridiculous figure if he found himself in the
busy little kitchen of the place—but one always has a plausi-
ble cxplanation for that sort of mistake. The region be-
yond the door, however, proved to be a dark, narrow pas-
sage at the end of which a turn at right angles brought
him to a flight of steps lcading downward. Instead of the
twenty steps that would have indicated a cellar under the
calé, he counted forty-two—at the bottom of which there
started another passage two hundred paces long.

As ncarly as he could judge from the turns he had made,
this tunnel led under the Kohlmarkt to the rear of a build-
ing on the other side; and a heavy oak door, upon which
he rapped with one of the commoner anarchist signals,
swung open apparently without human agency, admittin,
him to a large and none too clean sub-cellar which seeme
to have no connection with the one over it or with the
building to which it belonged. There was at one end,
however, an oubliette which doubtless communicated with
one of the sewers leading into the Wiencr Kanal. A
number of tables stood about the cellar, and it was evi-
dent that whatever retreshments were served there must
come down from the caf¢ he had passed through.

As there was nobody in sight when he came in, he
touched a push-button on the wall—ordering coffce and
cakes when a waiter appeared from the passage. For
ncarly an hour he waited, 1mperturbably sipping his
coffee and reading his ncwspaper, though he had little
doubt that he was watched trom some unscen peephole.
Then Schuleldt and Heimwasser appeared, selecting a
table near him. As they sat down, their profiles sharp-
encd in his mental picture of them without beards—
and the recognition almost ook his breath away.  Un-
less he were entirely mistaken, they had been two of
the most notorious young men in Berlin ten years be-
fore—well-born bur dissolute fellows who, after having
been dismissed from their regiment for cheating at cards,
had undertaken Wilhelmstrasse work that other agents
were squeamish about attempting.  Both were supposed
to have been killed before the war began—sent on a
service where they were sure to be killed, as most ot their
acquaintances thought.  Waiting until he was sure they
had observed his recognition-sign, Lammerlord decided
upon taking a rather high hand with them, as prob
ably his most successtul course.

“Hevven, this is quite a surprise!” he exclaimed.

“had supposed Karl von Lohr and Heinrich von Grarz
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werc no longer living. If the Wilhclmstrasse is aware
of the fact, I hadn’t heard ot it!”

As they had reéntered the service entirely changed in
appearance, alter six years' exile in South America, the
Wilhelmstrasse had not recognized them. [t sent a shiver
of cold fear down their backs to stumble upon a man who
did. T'here was murder in the first glance they exchanged,
but they instantdy saw that this stranger was presumably
some one high in authority whom the waiters had scen and
tor whom there would have to be an accounting if he were
last scen alive in their company; so they decided to brazen
it out.

“Some mistake, Excellency! I am Schufeldt; my triend is
Heimwasser, of the Imperial Reichsbank in Berlin!”

“Exactlyl Two bankers who have come to Wien for the
purpose of eliminating a certain cxalied personage if or-
dery are reccived to that effect—an ordinary occurrence in
the banking business, but onc which many of those con-
nected with the Wilhelmstrasse might refuse to undertake!”
(The sarcasm wasn’t lost upon them.) "“Of course Herr
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Zimmermann doesn’t know who you really are, but he could
scarcely have picked better men for the ljob. if you permit
me to flatter you. And as this particular affair is in no
way connected with my own work, you need have no fear
of my repeating the names of two ghosts from the long
ago. Only—if you don’t happen to be the agents picked
for it, you'd better give me a hint as to what you are work-
ing on—so that our plans may not conflict.”

It nauseated Lammerford to see that they took his com-
plimem seriously, as a tribute to their former reputation
tor brutal outrage. Both were Prussians. And his state-
ment that he had no intention of betraying them was ap-
parently convincing; there was no reason why he should,
they argued, inasmuch as the proposed job was not one
for men troubled with mawkish sentiment on their make-
up. So, quite easily and with some braggadocio, they out-
lined the details of a foul assassination—as they had per-
fccted them. There were three Hungarian anarchists whose
cager oflers to assist them had been accepted. Altogether it
looked as though the plan had been too carefully thought
out to fail,

Before they left the big cellar, two of the anarchists came
in and werc introduced to Lammerford as one of the inner
circle of the imperial secret service who might have fur-
ther use for them at some future time.

Meanwhile, Earl Trevor (as the wealthy American poli-
tician Aloysius McMurtagh) had strolled with Racoczy
through the Hofburg to the Graben. (Sir Abdool, as the
Turkish colonel of engineers, had disappeared into that
part of the city where fellow Asiatics were to be found and
bits of Mohammedan political gossip picked uE over a
cup or two of mastic.) Stopping to look in a shop win-
dow, they noticed two men inside with some ladies—in
onc of whom His Lordship recognized the Grifin von Kes-
scl, a young and fascinating agent of the Wilhelmstrasse
who had started to arrest him as a spy in Munich, but had
become converted to revolutionary ideas as their acquain-
tance progressed, without being able to decide whether he
was really the patriotic German of high rank she suspected,
or an American working to bring about an end to the war.
In either case her intercst and confidence had reached a
point where she would have acted upon a hint from him
cven if it appcared squarely against the Berlin govern-
ment.  Knowing nothing of their former acquaintance or
her connection with the Wilhelmstrasse, Racoczy nudged
the Earl’'s arm and directed his attention to the group in-
side.

“Therc are some people I think you had better know,
my friend. The short man, Prince Kesterzechy, is one
of us and will go to any lengths necessary. The lively
brunctte is Baroness von Zernwitz—devoted heart and soul
to liberating Hungary, very wealthy, willing to give her
entire fortune if necessary. The other man and woman
I don't know, but a glance from the Prince will tell
whether they are to be trusted. Come! Let us go in!”

I from the Prince’s manner that all reference to revolu-

tionary subjects were better avoided, and a warning pres-
sure of the elbow passed along thc hint to McMurtagh.
The Grifin was introduced as merely the Fraulein von
Kessel, who had arrived from Munich that morning with
letters from prominent Bavarians to the Baroness.

As the party strolled along the Graben to other shops,
Trevor paired off with the Friulein, and she asked:

“Am I supposed to have met you in Munich as the Herr
McMurtagh, my friend? Or were we strangers up to this
morning?”

“Depends upon where or to whom you admit the ac-
quaintance, Grifin. With the Prince and Count Racoczy,
do so by all means. Somebody will very likely turn up from

NTRODUCTIONS were made, but Racoczy understood
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Munich who knows of our acquaintance there. But you
would better not mention our names to anyone who is cor-
responding with people in Berlin. Zimmermann under-
stands what we are trying to accomplish down here—or
thinks he does, which amounts to the same thing in the
matter of backing. But Zimmermann himself is suddenly in
disfavor with the General Staff and will be forced out with
the Chancellor. The next man will be disposed entirely to
misconstrue some of the things we were obliged to do in
Munich, and will undoubted%y order our arrest the mo-
ment he locates us. Of course, we should have little diffi-
culty in avoiding arrest here in Vienna, because there are
more people working for the same objects—stronger in-
fluences to protect us. But there are too serious matters
brewing for us to waste time looking out for our own
heads. As soon as I'm quite sure as to just where you
stand, Grifin, I'll give you a chance to play the game.”

She gave him a peculiar glance, in which personal ad-
miration was mixec{)with doubt as to just where her previ-
ous convictions must give way to something dimly sensed
as better.

“Listen—bend your ear down!” she said. *“Do you know
that His Imperial Majesty is to be here tomorrow?” (He
nodded.) ‘““Do you also know that a certain anarchist is
now practicing in the shooting-galleries with the intention
of killing him—and that he has Iperfected a plan for get-
ting so ncar that he may actually do it?”

“No! That's news to me! What action are you taking?"”

“Personally, I shall do nothing, beyond giving you facts
enough to put the situation entirely in your hands—after
which I'm going to stand aside and watch you do exactly
as you think best.”

“Even to permitting the assassination?”

“If you think the future welfare of the Empire demands
it!”

“H-m-m! Are you quite certain your anarchist isn’t
after Charles?”
“Positive. Three different places were described to me

as being available—depending upon His Majesty’s move-
ments after reaching Vienna. You may invite me to motor
with you this afternoon, if you wish; the Baroness has an-
other engagement which leaves me free. I'll point them
out to you.”

“What sort of looking bounder is your anarchist?
Where is he doing his practicing?”

“You know the section around the Prater Stern is a
popular resort for the masses on public holidays—particu-
larly, the amusement place known as ‘Venice in Vienna"?
Well, there are numerous rifle-galleries in that locality,
but one of them is fitted up for weapons of regular army
caliber. It is frequented by noncommissioned officers and
men who have occasion to go armed. My informant didn’t
dare give me the man’s name, but descriged him minutely,
and said he was usually in that gallery about half-past
eleven, when practically all the other men had left for the
night.”

“Hmph! I'll drop in this evening and look him over.
Should be able to recognize him instantly, you know.”

After lunching in one of the Graben cafés, the party sep-
arated. Late that afternoon Baron Lammerford returned
to the Racoczy villa in the Hietzing suburb, taking the
Count and Earl Trevor up to the awning-covered roof for
a private talk concerning what he had discovered. Upon
comparing notes they became convinced that the plot to
assassinate the Prussian was being worked out by an en-
tirely different set and nationality of anarchists from those
assisting Schufeldt and Heimwasser—and that neither group
knew anything whatever of the others’ intentions.

At eleven that evening they found the shooting-gallery
near the Prater Stern occupied only by the attendant and
a consumptive black-haired man of medium height, with
feverish eyes and a restless, nervous manner. The man in
charge addressed him as Herr Polba. Apparently he had
not been showing very good form; the shooting was dis-









“Trying to whitewash Lucifer, eh?”” commented Mr. Mc-
Murtagh.  “Apologies to Lucifert I think, Your High-
ness, it would be better if you left that job to God Al-
mighty. Of course, 1 can readily see how you have drawn
certain deductions from our disconnected comments on
that conference; but had you been actually listening to it
as we were, with fairly complete knowledge of what he
expected to accomplish by this visit to Vienna, you could
scarcely have missed the grisly facts under the surface.”

“Still, you say he has the appearance of a sick man—
keeping up on the last vestige of his strength, forced to set-
tle bickerings among his family and military chiefs at a
time when Germany is delending her very existence.”

“He had much the same appearance years ago, at the
time of the Moroccan aflair. Any opposition to his will
makes him temporarily insane—and seems to leave him
limp. Your Highness, at the very time when he was mak-
ing just that same impression upon Charles, two Wil-
helmstrasse men and three anarchists were perfecting their
arrangements to assassinate your Emperor if he did not
entirely agree to this man’'s suggestions—which really
amount to orders! Even supposing that plot to have been
instigated by the military clique, the fact that it appears
to be made dependent upon the result of this interview
implies rather pointedly that your ‘sick man’ must know
of it—must have it in the back of his mind as an alterna-
tivel  Just imagine the point of view, the sort of human
brain, which can make a bid for personal sympathy with
that kind of knowledge in reserve!”

“Do I understand, mein Herr, that you actually accuse
him of treachery as black as that?”

“l make no accusations whatever! | merely state the
tact that five men were shot an hour ago, at the Heumarkt
Barracks, for conspiring to assassinate your Emperor. Four
of them admitted the details to Major Brady here—at a
secret rendezvous frequented by anarchists in the subcellar
of a building on the Kohlmarkt—and said they were to
act upon receipt of orders from Berlin which would not
reach them until after this visit of the Kaiser. We didn’t
consider it safe to wait until we found out whether they
actually received those orders or not, so we turned them
over to your secret service with the evidence, and they made
‘good Indians’ of them. Now, if you choose to doubt any
knowledge of that plot, you'll be merely taking the view
that thousands of other people would take. Very good!
We'll merely leave the inference without any accusation
whatever. But the proceedings blocked out during that
conference as a possible line of action in the immediate
future are of the utmost seriousness to the Entente—to the
entire civilized world—to Austria, Bavaria, Hungary and
Wiirttemberg.”

“I don’t think you made that clear in your somewhat
brief account of that interview, mein Herr. 1 grasped the
fact that you didn’t believe the internal dissensions in the
imperial family and German government quite as serious
as the outside reports imply, but I didn't get the conclusions
you drew from that fact.”

“Possibly,” rejoined Mr. McMurtagh, “we forgot to state
some of the things actually said, Your Highness.  The idea
—the crux of the Kaiser's visit to Vienna—is this: The En-
tente has plainly stated, in reply to Germany's demand
for peace terms, that the Allies will consider no terms what-
ever with the present dynasty—that until a representative
democratic government is established in Germany, there
will be no discussion of peace. This was naturally blas-

hemous to the war lord: he didn’t take any stock in it.

he Entente would see! It would sue for peace on its
knees! Well, a good bit of water has run under the bridge
since then. Practically the whole civilized world has
united to keep the Allies on their feet and increasingly
eflective. The man is at last beginning to fear that it
may not be possible to retain Belgium, northern France,
Poland, Serbia and Turkey. He doesn’t admit it to him-
self, even yet, but he’s beginning to see visions at night—
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visions of exile, a dismembered cmpire, failure, oblivion.
And he is determined with every ounce of his will that
such an outcome shall be imipossible—that while appar-
ently yielding, Germany shall come out of the struggle
a little stronger than when she went in. This still seems
feasible to him—under certain reorganized conditions.

“The Allies will make no peace with him or any of his
tamily? Very welll The Allics—poor stupid fools—must
be outwitted by his superior intelligence: that's all. Ger-
man Kultur cannot fail in the end, even though the mcans
employed seem very distasteful o a stiff-necked anointed
one. Reports must be spread of dissensions in the Ger-
man government. The thing must be well done, with
German cfliciency, so that the outside fools cannot doubt
what they see and hear—for months, a year if necessary.
There must be rumor- of abdications in favor of a young-
er, more popular, prince—crises in the Reichstag. [I'hen
is to come the abdication of the young prince in favor of
a popular demand for representative government. Next
will come a general election—a president and cabinet, who
would prove to be of the aristocracy, on a majority vote.
But—underlying all this—the secret pledge of the Bundes-
rat, already given, to support another reorganization of the
Government one year after the declaration of {)mz'e—n re-
organization which should restore the monarchy and suc-
cession to practically the identical position it now occu pies.

“By means of this scheme, it was certain thar the de-
mands of the Allies would be much less scvere—on the sup-
position that they were dealing with a democracy anxious
to rehabilitate itself, a people who, for reasons ol world
politics, must not be crushed. There would be no talk
of dismembering Germany, no demands for impossible
indemnities—considerable bartering ot conquered terri-
tory, with Germany emerging in possession of more Con-
tinental area than she had in 1914 and probably some of
her colonial possessions restored.”

L1
B her position throughout?”

“That of the cat’'s-paw! Just that! And while Charles
appeared to be momentarily hypnotized by the statement
that he would be territorially a gainer in remaining as
Germany's ally to the end, but giving the world an im-

ression that he was really withdrawing Austrian troops
rom the German fronts, I fancy he saw through the whole
scheme—saw that Austria had cverything to gain by a
separate peace, even with loss of territory—saw increas-
ing disaster if he continues to fight. Gentlemen, our job
for the next few weeks is right here in Vienna, even if
Charles goes up to the Galician front in a little while as he
intendst The underground battles of the war will be
fought in this city—and in Munich and in Washington—
during the coming months!”

“Then, if his abdication were an accomplished fact, it
the Reichstag actually declares for a democracy or a more
constitutional monarchy, you would not place full re-
liance upon the existing conditions, mein Herr?”

“Not while the man or his brood remain anywhere out
ot exile! For three long and bloody years we have seen
the autocratic domination of Germany as the most indis-

utable fact of the whole world. And when the Entente
Enally makes peace, it must be on terms which make the
future existence of military autocracy impossible! If the
Allies are hoodwinked, bluffed into dangerous leniency, by
the snares of this man and his military clique, there will be
many more bloody years ahead of us—world-wide anni-
hilation! Does anyone suppose for one moment that the
Allies will consent to a draw with Germany? It would
mcan German domination of the world inside of ten years,
—every other nation a vassal state, administered from Ber-
lin,—with the crushing out of individual liberty and hu-
manity. We have been shown the character of those who
started this thing. God knows we've been warmed!”

UT,” asked Racoczy, “how does that sort ot scheme
affect Austria?  What does she gain by it?  What is





















general Alert, and he’'d never get that
release. He tried to garble Lassiter's
arguments, but the gong inside him
continued to tonk and drown out his
unreasoning.

He gave the throttle a jab, and he
allowed her a notch or two of flap.
She went up like a taut-stringed kite
through the cloud-layer above and
zoomed into the blue.

Lassiter was stewing around in the
aft cockpit like a turnip in a caldron.
He had his glasses out, and his eyes
were swecping the sky in every di-
rection.

“You can bet all the tea in China
that tub is in now, and they're troop-
ing up the ramp to get their leis. That
was a Pan-Amcrican boat, I tell you,”
the pilot mumbled with doubtful as-
surance.

“Yest Well, what's she doing head-
ing back out to sca again? There she
goes—cdue southwest,” Skip Lassiter
said without lowering his glasses.

“Okay! T'll handle it when we get
in,” Baldwin said after a minute's
study and reflection. “Leave it to me.”

Baldwin knew full well that the
Marshall Islands were not much more
than two thousand miles away, and
that there were plenty of Jap surface
luggers on the route where a flying-
boat could rcfuel—if necessary.

The Navy pilot reported through
to the F.A.O. and made a routine re-
quest for a landing-permit. He cir-
cled the harbor twice and glanced at
the panorama of Naval might swing-
ing at the ten-ton anchors below. He
wondered if Lassiter actually believed
by now that he had scen a Japanese
patrol-boat. ~ Wishful thinking pro-
duced a lusterless resolve that in all
probability the gunner guy had sim-
mercd back to a somnolent reflection
that if his pilot was satisfied, the in-
cident was not important, and there
was nothing he could do about it.

N the contrary, Skip was sitting

back. strangely cold and racked
with the realization that something
had slipped. It was a simple matter
to fear the worst. He'd heard strange
stories in the town.  He struggled now
with several reasons why Baldwin had
ignored the basic facts of the situa-
tion, but he couldn’t muster an ex-
cuse or sympathetic understanding of
his pilot’s attitude.

Half an hour later Baldwin was in
the Skipper's quarters, having left Las.
siter to stand by while the Vought-
Sikorskyv was heing hoisted back on the
catapult cradle.

“Hello, Baldwin! Anything to re-
port?”* the Old Man grected.

“She's a very nice job, sir.  I'll fill
out a report on her flight characteris-
tics at once.  But therc was another
matter T wanted to talk to you about.”

The Skipper straightened his tie and
frowned: “Still want 10 cut loose, eh?

I think you're making a grave mis-
take, Baldwin.”

The young lieutenant snatched at
this chance of evading the subject he
had intended to bring up.

“I'd like to explain that in further
detail, sir,” he replied, standing a lit-
tle straighter. “It isn't that I'm try-
ing to get out of the service, sir. I'm
Navy through and through. 1 appre-
ciate all the Navy has done for me
and the opportunities it has afforded
me.” He knew hc sounded like some-
thing written on a wall at Bancroft
Hall.

The Skipper listened with the gri-
maces of a man who is trying to think
up answers to questions that are an-
swering themselves.

“I think, sir,”" Baldwin plunged on,
“I think I shall be doing a service by
transferring and joining the American
volunteers in China. They nced men,
that mob. They're actually doing
something about this war. The Bur-
ma Road is important, isn't it, sir?”

“But I thought it was the R.A.F.
you werc interested in.”

“l was, at first, but they tell me
there’s a lot of red tape to cut through,
and you're months getting the re-
quired time in on their types. I can
get into action—almost tomorrow, if
I can get through to Chungking or
Kunming. 1 could catch a Clipper,
sir.

“l don't like this sort of thing, Bald-
win,” the Skipper decided peakishly.
“It puts you into a cheap soldier-of-
fortune class. This professional-killer
business, with bonus bags tied to it,
isn't in my creed. Still, I can see your
point!”

“It isn't the money, sir!" protested
Baldwin. “I hadn’t even thought
about the money. I want to do some-
thing more cffectual than sitting out
here in this Pacific paradise, where we
are apparently doing nothing more
than provide a novelty background for
the tourist trade. I'm sick of the so-
cial teas, dress uniform dances and
escorting Senators’ daughters through
the Mess. I'm sick of the thin tinsel
of society. What are we, service men
or musical comedy escorts for dizzy
débutantes?”

“Mr. Baldwin!" the Skipper admon-
ished, his face clouding into purple.
“You are spcaking of the Service, sir!"”

Baldwin backed up and steadied
himself against the chart table. “I'm
sorry, sir. I beg your pardon. It's
this war, sir. I'm very sorry, sir.”

“That will be alll” The Skipper
nodded determinedly. “I'll see about
a form on which I can recommend
your application for a resignation.
Your record is good, but your attitude
toward the service is contrary to good
order and discipline. That will be
all.”

The Old Man seemed to have aged
suddenly. He had been pacing the
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cabin with a sturdy stride. He halted
near the bookcase, put out a blue-
veined hand to steady himself.

“Thank you, sir!” Baldwin answered
swallowing the acidulous purge of
conscience that washed through his
reasoning and stiffcned him to his
duty. “l should have advised you,
sir, that we had a very close shave
with a Pan-American flying-boat a few
miles southwest of Ahua Point. 1
don’t know what he was doing in that
area il he had come out of Midway.
I came up through a layer of cirrus
and almost took his bottom out. He
was well off his approach area, sir."

“I'll look into it. I believe they're
expecting a plane through today. We
must insist on their respecting our op-
erations area. Thank you, Baldwin,”
the Skipper answered with a weary
gesture.

“I'm pretty sure it was a Pan-Amer-
ican boat, sir. 1 didn't see much of
it, trying to clear.”

“I'llcall their pier and check it
Send Quills in when you go out, will
you, please?”

ALDWIN changed into shore

whites and checked out with the
D.O. He moved aft in the omnibus
boat and squatted down near Powell,
who greeted him with a knowing
smirk. The bo'sun eased the boat
clear of the collision mats, and swept
her out into the channel.

“Can’t kid you into a round of golf,
eh?” Powell asked, back-heeling a
small gear-bag under the polished seat.

“Not me! I'm seeing a guy about
a transfer. If I contact my man to
day, I'll see beeno action within a
wecek. One-place fighters, tool No
more headaches off a catapult, with a
dumb gunner beating his gums and
sceing Jappos in cvery cloud. I'll be
secing the real thing!”

“You sure will.  You'll probably
wind up in the old wire city—looking
out. Don't sell the Yellow Kid short,
Baldwin. He might be very tough,”
warned Powell.

“He's not so tough. He's been a
long time getting nowhere in China
If I can get a release, I'm going out
with the Burma Road crowd and get
me some fighting time. I'm seeing a
guy—one of Chiang Kai-shek's men—
this afternoon at the Colony Club. |
get a bonus in American jack, too!”

“How do you know he's one of
Chiang Kai-shck’'s men?”

Baldwin luffed that off: “How do 1
know? He told me. He has papers!
Don't you think I know who I was
talking tor"”

“Can you tell a Chinaman from a
Jap, Baldwin:”

“Who can't? That's easy. The
Chinks are taller, and shy on whisk-
ers. | can tell them a mile away!”

“I wish I could,” moaned Powell.
“I took a coursc on Asiatic racial char-










































now he was secing this young woman
with new eyes. She had become im-
printed on his consciousness in these
twenty-four hours,

Now he continually saw in her face
the gentleness, the loveliness, which
had at first appeared only by flashes;
it had by this time become a part of
her, inseparable.  And she was not in-
nocent at all. She was just so good
that ¢vil things did not touch her.
Carter lay in the darkness marveling,
and shrinking again at the idca of
what she must find. How could he
prepare her for itz He did not know.

Next day was like paradise. Her
presence made all things different. It
vansmuted the muddy river to gold.
the hot sun to shimmering fairy rain
of glorious hues. T'hey were well away
from the coast now, and getting up-
country. With afiernoon they reached
the rapids; here came a three-mile
walk roundabout, while the men
worked up the lightened boat and
portaged the loads.  For them. a short
way: for Carter, three miles that he
could have wished thirty,

1t was about here that she showed
him. by huide ways, by looks and shy
frankness and hints of drcam and star-
dust, thae she gave him enwry 1o her
things ol the spirit, holding him as
fricnd and not as siranger.  Carter did
not rcalize that he himself had been
talking like a bov again.

His gospel of efficiency, his armor ol
sardonic poise, was good enough for
this country, but not for her. He spoke
to her as he was, not as he wanted 10
secm. and she welcomed him without
pretense.  Always her clear gaze, her
dircet simplicity, her litde  laconic
queries, drew at him: he liked them
all, and herself most of all. She grew.
upon acquaintance. . . .

He had really forgotten about the
sort of place Jans Pretorius kept, and
how it must scem to her, until they
turned in there for the night and were
tying up at the wharf. Carter had al-
ways liked  Jans, who was nothing
worse than one of the queer fixtures
of this country, a gusty old rufhan
steeped ininiquity, but with a heart
ol gold

It was Jans who had once taken a
famous scientist among the Dyaks to
collect dried human heads. Later the
scientist reached the coast full of bird-
shot, with a wild tale of Jans having
shot and robbed him: he did not know
that the prize head they obtained had
belonged (o a brother of Jans: and at
the time, Jans had been too drunk to
explain.

Jans was drunk now. Hec stamped
out to wclcome them to his house,
which was as shaggy and dirty and dis-
reputable as himsell, with an unkempt
compound, and flowers everywhere.
He embraced Carter warmly, blinked
from his gray-red beard at Beth Hurd,
and swept them both in with a delight-

cd roar. Here were women and brats
without benefit of dlergy; lashings of
food and liquor, pet snakes and birds
in cages. orchids and green Dyak jars.
It was a disgusting but perlectly gor-
geous disorder, for Jans had a queer
eye lor beauty of all kinds.

He wanted to bed his visitors in his
dead wilc's big Dutch  four-poster.
which had been unused these many
years. Carter took him aside and cx-
plained. Jans shrugged, then frowned.

“Her name, you say—Hurd? No!
Not his wife? His sister—this little
partridge his sister?  Ach! It is im-
possible! \What a crime it is!™  Jans
tore at his matted hair as evidence ol
his sympathy. “Well, give her the bed.
One ol my girls? No? You always
had queer notions.  Well, it's your
loss; let’s have another drink. By the
way, Verbeck was here today and went
on. Ldon’t think he likes vou. If you
meet the rat upcountry, put a bullet in
him: I advise vou.”

Carter laughed and promised. They
had a roaring, glorious dinner, with
the native women and offspring every-
where, and radio programs trom all
over the Orient: Jans had a big wire-
less thae worked well. The feast was
Gargantuan, and in some aspects Ra-
belaisian; it was no wonder il Beth
Hurd was a trifle lost and wondering.

UT later she saw Jans rock onc ot

the sick brats, crooning to it and
stroking its hair, which was reddish
like his own.  She watched him with
soft starry brown cyes, and then de-
parted for the boat, to get some simple
medicine from her locked bag there.
Carter went with her, and when they
gained the starlit wharf by the boat,
he screwed up his courage.

“Try and 1magine a place like this,
only far worse, with little or no com-
fort,” he said. “And a man like Jans,
but lacking his big warm heart; a man
soggy with liquor, reverting to the
brutish condition—"

“It’s not nice to imagine such things,
Lec,” she broke in quickly. “Why
should 13"

“Damn it, I'm (rving 1o tell you
something!  Some men fall so low that
they're all bad, without a single re-
deeming quality!”

Her warm fingers went to his lips
and <oftly stopped them. She was
laughing.

“And T thought vou were so wise!
Don’t you know that such a statement
is sillyr Long ago I found out that no-
body’s really bad, except perhaps in
the movies.  And don’t think you need
make any excuses lor Jans; I think he's
an old dear. So come along. I have
the medicine-case, and we’'ll take the
child’s fever down in no time. It's
nothing dangerous.”

Carter quit cold. He had been try-
ing to tell her about Jim Hurd, of
course; now he gave up the attempt.
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In the morning they said good-by to
Jans Prctorius and went on upriver,
and Carter got a new idea, wondering
why it had not come to him before.

Beth Hurd had her brother much in
mind.  She spoke of him glowingly
and questioned Carter about him, her
brown cyes alight and tender; litule in-
timate questions about daily life and
work. Carter, despising the idea of
danmming with faint praise, must tell
the truth outright or clse lie. He
could not bear to hurt her, for it was
clear that she worshiped the memory
of this brother she had not seen in
years.  Jim Hurd had reall’ been a
good sort, too, betore the liquor
dragged him down. Hc had served a
hirchin the Marines, which lact spoke
for itself.

So Carter lied, in desperation, and
made a good job of it. Somchow, at
journcy's end, he determined to reach
Jim first, warning him, sprucing him
up in his role.  They might get Beth
away belore she learned too much. All
that could take care of itself. The
main thing now was to keep this girl
from disillusion and hcartsick reality.
So Carter lied, with tales of hill and
jungle and river. He made Jim Hurd
out as a very paladin of unsclfish
heroism and high endeavor; and since
seth knew nothing about the country,
Carter did not stick at plausibility.

BBy the middle of the alternoon they
were going through the narrows. Here
the river made a great clbow-bend,
looping itsell about a black naked
hill named  Swartzkopl.  From here
once might cut across 1o Fort Rynsdam
aloot, much quicker than by river, but
it was a rough and rocky trail. The
hill-country really began here, and the
rich uplands with their clearings and
plantations: all this region was just be-
ginning to ()pcn up.

They camc 10 the loop of the river.
Carter was standing beside the sun-
shelter, under which Beth Hurd lay,
and was watching the men at work
poling, when somcthing jerked at him.
He lost balance and fell.  The heavy
spang-g-¢! ol a riflc reverberated from
the dark flanks of the Swartzkopf.

Carter lay quiet, a spreading scep-
age of blood reddening his shirt.

In a flash, Beth Hurd was out ol the
shelter. Her voice and gestures stirred
the gaping brown men into life and
action.  They sent the boat ashore on
a sandspit and made camp, then as
sisted Beth o take care of Carter. The
bullet  had struck glancingly—had
plowed a gash, broken a rib, and gone
its way. ‘T'his was pure luck and a low
powder-charge.  More velocity would
have left Carter dead.

When he came around, he was
aburn with iodine, but neatly and el-
ficiently bandaged. The wild land-
scape was empty. The boatmen, who
were not hunters, knew no more than
he of what this bullet meant. Not as


tlie.se













descendant of the Incas had stirred up
a revolt; for thousands of miles the
natives had rallied round him, and
he would perhaps have liberated the
country if he had not been betrayed
by his own men. But the royalists
won and, having taken him prisoner,
first killed his wife and friends before
his eyes in the marketplace, then laid
him on the ground, bound a horse to
each limb, whipped them up, and tore
him to picces alive.

The boy had listened with wide-
open eyes. Torn in pieces by four
horses for having risen against the
King? And he was nearly successful?
Why did his own men betray him?

The teacher smiled at him with deep
affection and sympathy. Here was
Emile in flesh and blood, and Rous-
seau himself would have rejoiced in
such a prey! Then he told him that
the Creoles would not suffer an Indian
to be their leader and had betrayed
him rather than drive out their com-
mon opgressors by his side.

The Creoles, thought the boy. But
that is what we are. So there were
pure Spaniards like his father, grand-
father, and uncle who revolted against
the King! He burned to hear more
and yet more. . . .

He learned that the Creoles had
headed the risings because they, just
they, were cleverer and richer. It had
been so in New Granada, the neigh-
boring territory. A revolt had broken
out there in 1781, the same year as in
Peru, set going by a woman ol the peo-
ple who tore a royal tax decree from
the wall and trampled it underfoot.
At that time the flame had spread
through the whole country, as far as
Panama. The highborn Creoles had
led the indignant people, twenty thou-
sand strong, to the capital; all wore
on their breasts, as a talisman, a hymn
to freedom and the fatherland. Sing-
ing the hymn, they marched to the
Captain-General's palace and forced
him to capitulate. But when he had
received enough reinforcements from
Spain, he tore up the capitulation
treaty and had the leaders executed.

The same thing had happened every-
where to the Americans, at Quito on
the equator, at La Plata down in the
south, in Mexico. At first the revolu-
tionists had carried the day, for the
Spanish troops were of no great serv-
ice, and their officers, who were often
Creoles, went over to the rebels. But
the Spaniards were cunning; they had
sent for men from Havana and crowded
the unreliable Creoles out of the
army. . . .

ROM the world of ideas with which

Rodriguez was filling the awaken:
ing soul of his pupil, the problem
soon issued into reality before their
very eyes. One day the teacher, greatly
agitated, brought the boy news of a
revolt which had broken out in the

neighboring colony of New Granada.

One thing is certain—that in the
course of this affair, Rodriguez himself
started a conspiracy with his friends
at Caracas; it is uncertain whether he
let his pupil into the secret. It is,
however, probable, for, as he said him-
self, he could never hold his tongue.
For the first time, emigrants, terrorists,
and deportees from the islands oll the
coast dawned on the horizon of Simon
the younger, who had, till then, never
seen anything but a world of loyal
monarchists. . . .

The new Emile, now some fourteen
or fifteen years old, became an accom-
plice in thought of things which would
have horrified his house. Suddenly,
onc morning, his teacher failed to ap-
pecar; rumor had it that he had been
taken prisoner. The bridge to that
world of adventure was broken. The

lot had actually been discovered;
orty-five men, most of them young,
and many of them Creole nobles and
friends of the family, were tried and
sentenced, some to imprisonment and
some to death. Rodriguez, who had
managed to destroy his papers, was ac-
quitted for lack of proof, but realizing
in whose hands the power in that coun-
try lay, he fled, and for the time being
saw his pupil no more. . ..

A successor to Rodriguez was soon
found. Bello, later a great poet and
champion of liberty, a man only a few
years older than his pupil, now hecame
his teacher. He seems, however, to
have gained no great ascendancy over
him and stayed only a year. The star
of childhood had set. From that time
on, Bolivar’s life as a little soldier was
embittered, like all life in that city,
of whose inner movement he had
heard too much ever to be able (o for-
get it, but from which his rank cut him
off. So restless a frame of mind could
not long remain hidden from the eyes
of the uncle and guardian under whose
orders he stood. His uncle realized
that what this high-strung boy needed
was a change, that he must be sent to
his loyalist relatives in Madrid if he
were ever going to become what his
fathers had been before him. Bolivar
was fifteen when, well provided with
money and letters, he left home to be
turned into a real nobleman across the
ocean in Spain. . . .

The prepossessing youth with his
slim and rather small horseman’s fig-
urc, with dark cyes glowing in his pale
olive face, now entered a circle which
showed him, in its hecdless zest, the
delights of power and love. It was
the kind of company best calculated
to ruin for life a young millionaire
and man of fashion between the ages
of sixteen and cighteen. The example
of a court unrivaled in debauchery
gave all who belonged to it by virtue
of wealth or family a welcome pre-
text for vying with His All-Catholic
Majesty. . . .
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At seventcen, Bolivar fell ardently
in love for the first time. Maria The-
resa was older than he. She belonged,
like himself, to a noble Venezuelan
family, that of the del Toros. She her-
self, however, had been born in Mad-
rid, though her family had made its
fortune at Caracas. For the first time
in Bolivar’s life, happiness took on a
tangible form, and he threw himself
into it without restraint. . . .

For the moment, what had to be won
was a game, for his beloved's father im-
posed a delay on account of his youth,
while months must pass before he
could receive an answer to the request
for permission to marry which the
young man had written to his guar-
dian at Caracas.... Bolivar embarked
for Marscilles and went on to Paris.

APOLEON was still called Bonaparte.

He was still First Consul. In the
months the young Creole spent get-
ting to know the notorious city of
Paris, he could not fail to be fascinated
by all Napoleon did. The Codc was
published, and it contained many of
the ideas and doctrines of the great
revolution. Everything Rodrigucz had
told his pupil about the new rights of
man scemed realized in it—at least in
principle. . . .

We have no documents to show the
first impression Napoleon produced
on Bolivar, yet all that followed, and
all that the dictator of America later
said about the dictator of Europe, re-
veal the importance of the encounter.
The mingled admiration and criticism
which his great prototype stirred in
Bolivar all his life is proof of how deep
that impression was.  Yet at this time
there was a gulf between them, for the
younger was as yet fired by no desire
to do. He had but one desire—to
drcam his life away with his young
beloved wife under the palms of home.

And yet his rancor against the Span-
ish rulers could not but revive when,
returning after these months in Paris,
he had as an officer to petition for the
King's permission to marry, and ob-
tain the blessing of the Church by
prayer. . . .

But all such thoughts vanished when
he had her safe in the cabin of the
sailing ship, at whose door fathers and
kings, guards and ministers, would
have knocked in vain. Life lay before
the two young creatures as serene as
the sunny days on the ocean on which
their ship was riding, for no passion,
not even a plan, can trouble the world
of fanrasy built up by two handsome,
healthy, and rich young beings, deeply
in love and ncither yet twenty, when
their ship seems to be bearing them
to the land of their dreams. For a few
months it was granted to them to live
in pure, unearthly tenderness, in the
purposelessness of young love. At the
country home of his ancestors in the
forests of Aragua, under the protection









sided over in Dantonesquc style, and
where the only celebration of the first
anniversary of the first rising was ven-
tured, In these days Bolivar made a
fiery speech, the following passage of
which has been preserved:

“The Congress is still debating what
it should long since have decided.
What arc the intentions of Spain, it
asks. What does it matter to us wheth-
cr she means to keep her slaves or scll
them to Bonaparte?z  For our part, we
mean to be free. Plans of such a mag-
nitude, it says, require mature consid-
cration.  Were threc centuries not
cnough? We respect the Congress, but
it must listen to what we have to say.
Let us lcarlessly lay the foundations of
South America’s independence.  To
hesitate longer means to lose the great
game.”

The allusion to the three centuries
in this, the first example of Bolivar’s
oratory to have been handed down to
us, caused such excitement in the club
that the Congress was startled and be-
gan to move. Miranda’s election to
the Congress, at last accomplished, and
a betrayal of military plans to Spain
soon brought feeling to such a pitch
that a deputy actually dared to raise
his voice against the King appointed
by the grace of God, and the ever-
rcady mob besieging the monastery ap-

lauded him. Three months after its
Formaliun, the Congress was summoned
to a great meeting in a church where,
in the torrid heat of July, one speaker
after another demanded independence
for South America. When Miranda
announced a great victory by Masscna
over the Spaniards, and pointed out
how soon the united French and Span-
ish lorces would appear on the Ameri-
can coast, forty-one deputies resolved
to sign the Act of Venezuelan Inde-
pendence on July 5, 1811. The yel-
low, blue, and red colors chosen by
Miranda were given national status
and have retained it till today. On the
great marketplace, outside, where one
ol the first champions of freedom had
been hanged, his sons now hoisted the
flag of frcedom, and the troogs took
the oath to the national assembly. . . .

While the people had no real share
in the creation of the republic, neither
had the only two men who knew its
modecls from actual travels in France
and the United States. Those who
copied the Constitution of Philadel-
phia almost word for word, on the
basis of the Contrat social and the
Esprit des lois, were the doctrinaires of
the clubs, a handful of lawyers. Boli-
var and Miranda, with a few friends,
were the only men to grasp the prob-
lem from the outset. They sought in
vain to centralize what afterwards fell
apart into a federation of seven states.

Miranda does not seem to have been
fortunate in the establishment of his
little army. By giving preference to
foreign, and especially to French, offi-

cers, he antagonized the native officers,
particularly as the wish for visible hon-
ors is said to be a main characteristic
of this proud people. By giving slaves
their freedom it they pledged them-
selves to ten years' service in the army,
he antagonized the rich landownecrs
who were beginning to arm their Ne-
groes against the republic. The very
blacks who were said to have been in
possession of the rights of man since
the day belore yesterday now had to
kill their own brothers. . . .

ITH this very mixed little army,

which he drilled relentlessly on
the model of Frederick the Great's, Mi-
randa set out to retake Valencia, hop-
ing by that to force the whole coast
into obedience. To Bolivar he handed
over the fort of Puerto Cabello in the
west, his most important base for his
action. . . .

On the arid coast, where a few sparse
cacti struggled to live, Bolivar, as a
kind of prison warder, found time to
think about his friend the dictator.

. Suddenly, one afternoon, the
sound of gunfire reached him in his
room. He rushed out; it came from
the citadel. Through his field glasses
he saw, to his horror, that his officers
were commanding the guns, while the
Spanish prisoners were moving about
freely, some of them manning the guns.
It was treachery on the part of his own
officers. ... In the distance, troops ap-
peared with the Spanish flag; the plot
stood revealed. He sent the following
report to Miranda at headquarters:

“July 1, 1812. General. An officer,
unworthy of the name of Venezuelan,
has taken the fort of San Felipe with
the help of the prisoners and is bom-
barding the town like a madman. If
Your Excellency does not attack at
once, the place is lost. 1 will hold it
with all my strength till you come.”

Four days later, Miranda opened the
letter in the company of a few friends,
realized what it meant, and exclaimed:
“Struck in the heart.” That very day,
the Spanish Army advanced on the fort.
Bolivar, who had collected a troop of
250 cavalry, sent 200 against the Span-
iards. Seven came back. On the sixth
day he fled with five officers and three
men on a small brig in the direction
of La Guaira. . ..

Miranda gave himself up for lost.
News from New Granada in the west,
from the Orinoco in the east, told of
the Spanish advance. From the plan-
tations, reports were coming in of ris-
ings by slaves and massacres by masters.
The enemy held three-quarters of the
country and was threatening the capi-
tal. And now the Spanish general,
Monteverde, had fallen heir to all the
wealth of war material in the lost fort-
ress! . . .

Miranda was a broken man when,
twelve days after the fall of Puerto
Cabello, he decided, with the consent
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of a military and civil council, to sur-
render the country to the Spaniards in
return for Monteverde’s solemn prom-
ise to declare an amnesty for all the re-
publican leaders, to allow free emi-
gration to all, and to leave all prop-
erty unmolested. . . .

Bolivar managed to make his way
back to Caracas, where a friend hid
him in his house, for his name headed
the list of proscripts. . .. He heard
in his hiding-place how eight of his
fricnds and officers had been sent to
Spain in chains. That would be his
fate too if he were found. And yet he
could not remain in hiding forever.
He therelore looked about for some
influcntial man to stand surety for
him, and found one in an old friend
of his family who was also a riend of
his  host’s;  Iturbe, a distinguished
Spaniard, was let into the secret and
set about obtaining an official pass-
port for Bolivar. . . .

Three weeks after Miranda was tak-
en prisoner, Iturbe, the Spaniard, pre-
sentcd Bolivar to the General in the
Governor's palace. According to the
practically identical accounts of Iturbe
and Bolivar, the following conversa-
tion took place:

“This is Don Simon de Bolivar. 1
will take upon myself any punishment
due to him. 1 stake my life for my
friend.”

“As you wish,” replied Monteverde,
courteously. "I promise safe conduct
to Don Simon de Bolivar as a mark of
gratitude for the service he rendered
to His Majesty in capturing the trai-
tor.”

A terrible moment for Bolivar: If
he protested, he risked his life; if he
was silent, he sacrificed his honor.
Without a moment’s hesitation, he re-
plied: “It was not at all in the service
of the King that I took part in Gen-
eral Miranda’'s arrest. did so be-
cause I regarded him as a traitor to
my country.”

It was said: in the room of the Gen-
eral who represented the King in that
colony, one of the rebel leaders had
openly declared himself and his action
to be anti-royalist.

But Iturbe intervened, to save his
friend once more. “Forward, Your
Excellency! Let us waste no time
with a madman! Give me the papers
and away with him!”

“Do as you like.
morc to say.”

The next day, accompanied by a
few friends, he (Bolivar) embarked on
a Spanish ship, under Spanish pro-
tection, to reach as soon as possible
the neighboring island of Curagao,
which now belonged to England. It
was Bolivar’s first banishment from
home. The history of the next eight-
een years was to be darkened by three
further banishments, but this was the
only time that the Spaniards banished
him. Later, it was his own people.

1 have nothing
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