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Rivals the
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with her costume

ParkerLady Duofold

INn either color

Jet Black to give Accent or Subdue—Black-tipped Lacquer-red to Enliven or pick up some Color Note
Though $2 less than the $7 Over-size Duofold, Slender LADY Duofold, too, has the inspiring 25-year Point

OW every woman can choose the pen that gives a
N smart touch of expression to her sports or classroom
clothes, her business or streetclothes. The slender Lady
Duolold is not only a practical adornment; it's a pen of
such balanced symmetry and infinite smoothness, that
your hand will ever agreeably respond to its urge!

W e guarantee its super-smooth point 25 years for
mechanical perfection and wear!

Such a fa-cinating pen makes ‘'writing dread” van-
ish; it gives new charm to social correspondence— new
interest even to household and personal accounting.

Stunning -*Gold Girdle for Monogram—worth $1

THE PARKER PEN COMPANY

NEW YORK < CHICAGO

Parker Duofold Pencils match the Duofold Pen, $3.50

extra, now free—due to savings made through large de-
mand. Ribbon $1 extra, but no extra charge for the neat
Gold Ring-end to fasten to Ribbon cr Chatelaine, or
Pocket-clip to hold pen securely in hand-bag.

The DUO-sleeve Cap fits with micrometric preci-
sion, making thispen INK-TIGHT. The simple Press-
button Filler is safety-sealed inside the barrel, out of
harm'’s way.

Buy Parker Duofold on 30 days’ approval at any good pen
counter. Should your dealer fail to have the style you want,
don’t accept an inferior brand, but send us dealer's name
and state model, color and point desired—fine, medium, broad
or stub. Pay the postman when the pen arrives—money back
within 30 days, if you're willing to part with your Duciold.

« JANESVILLE, WISCONSIN

SAN FRANCISCO = SPOKANE

THE PARKER FOUNTAIN PEN COMPANY, LIMITED, TORONTO, CANADA
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Now you earn $20 or $30 or $40 a week. In the same six days as an
Electrical Expert you can make $70 to $200 and make it easier — not
work half so hard. Why then remain in the small-pay game, in a
line of work that offers no chance, no big promotion, no big income?
Fit yourself for a “Bossing” job — be an “ELECTRICAL EXPERT.”

$3,500 to $10,000 a Year Is Easyto Get

Todayevenordinary Electricians—the “ screwdriver” kind—aremaking money—big
money. Butit's the trained man—the man who knows the whys and wherefores of
Electricity—the “ Electrical Expert." who is picked to “boss” the ordinary Elec-
tricians-to boss the Big Jobs—the jobs that pay.

Get in line for one of these “Big-Pay Jobs” by enrolling now for my easily-learned,
quickly-grasped, right-up-to-the-minute, Spare-Time Home-Study Course in
Practical Electricity.

Age or Lack of Experience No Drawback

You don’'t have to be a High School Graduate — it isn’'t even necessary that
you should have finished the grades. As Chief Engineer of the Chicago Engineer-
ing Works, | know exactly the kind of training you need, and | will give you that
training. My Course in Electricity is the most simple, thorough, successful and
practical in existence, and offers every man, regardless of age, education or pre-
vious experience, the chance to become, in a few short months, an “Electrical
Expert” able to make from $70 to $200 a week.

Earn While You Learn

With me you do practical work—at once. In my first few lessons | show you how to
make money doing Electrical work in your spare time. (Over half of my students
are paying for theircourse in thisway.) | show you, also, how to get started in

business for ﬁurself, and then help youto get started. FREE

To do spare time work you'll need tools, etc. These | give you — FREE — awhole
kit, including measuring instruments, a real electrical motor (no toy) and other
things — the greatest value ever given by any School.

Your Satisfaction Guaranteed by a Million Dollar Institution

| absolutely guarantee to return every penny paid me in tuition if, when you
have finished my Course, you are not satisfied in every way with my instruction.
And back of me, in my guarantee, stands the Chicago Engineering Works,
a million dollar institution.

ELECTRKIAL{jWORKING

Nothing Like “Cooke™

Training Anywhere

“Cooke” training is different because
it’'s the most practical and most suc-
cessful. It's best because it's backed
by the greatest Service, to students
ever known. It's this Service, plus
“Cooke” training, that m akes the
“Cooke” trained man the “Big Pay”
man everywhere. Become a “Cooke”
Trained Man yourself, and earn $12 to
$30 a day—$70 to $200 a week—$3,500
to $10,000 a year.

Investigate! Mail Coupon
Getthe Vital Facts. Let me send you
free mybig new book on The Futureof
Electricity. Let me tell you more about
the big demand for “Cooke” trained
Electrical Experts. Sign and send me
Coupon below.

L, L. COOKE, Chief Engineer
Chicago Engineering

Works, Inc.
Dept. 75, 2150 Lawrence Ave., Chicago, 1U,

I CHIEF ENGINEER COOKE.
Chicago Engineering Works
Dept. 75, 2150 Lawrence Avenue

= Chicago, Il

I You may Bend me, entirely free and fulj
E epaid, a copy or your book, the ‘‘Vit

acts” and partlculars aboutyourHonje

Study Course In .electricity.

Occupation..

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



The complete book-length novel in the next issue of the POPULAR will b*
MOON,” a thrilling tale of mining, adventure, and love in the West of to-a«
Lynde. Drop into your news dealer’'s when you are passing and ask him to reservenC\s
of this issue. It will be worth your trouble. On the stands May 20th. Don't forget'Y.
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THE RIDERS FROM TEXAS. A Four-part Story—Part I. Dane Coolidge i
A romance of the Southwest before barbed wire.

LOONY COMES BACK. A Short Story Harwood Steele 27
A story of the Northwest Mounted.

UNWRITTEN LAW: A Short Story J. Frank Davis 3,
The hound of the law acknowledges a higher obligation.

SEWARD'S FOLLY A Complete Novel Edison Marshall 4
A tale of old Alaska.

SIGN LANGUAGE. A Short Story Talbert Josselyn 122
Advertising pays—a crook in his own coin.

CAUGHT IN THE NET. Editorials The Editor 130

DRAGOUR, THE DRUGMASTER. A Series Bertram Atkey 134

I111.—The Folly of Elaine Lcahurst.

BLUE, OF THE ARCTIC. A Short Story Kenneth Gilbert 144
Of a fox who was brave as well as cunning.

GOLD AND THE GIRL. A Four-part Story—part Iv. H. de Vere Stacpoole 150

THE ORIGINAL PROSPECTOR A Short Story J H. Greene ;3
A miner finds two kinds of gold.
TALKS WITH MEN. Adventures in Experience Martin Davison 181

IX.—Various Problems.

AFTER THE ICE BRIDGE-—— A Short Story Larry Barretto 184
A man and a girl consider eternity.

A CHAT WITH YOU. 191

Twice-a-month_publication issued by Street & Smith Corporation. 79-89 Seventh Avenue. New York. Ormond G. Smith. Presi-
dent; George C. Smith. Vice President ami Treasurer; George C. Smith, Jr., Vice President; Ormond V. Gould, Secretary.
Copyright, 1924 by Street & Smith Corporation. New York. = Copyright, 1924, by Street & Smith Corporation, Great
Britain. All Riflnts Reserved. Publishers everywhere are cautioned against using any of the contents of this magazine either
wnollv or in part. Entered as Second class Matter, September 20, 1909. at the Post Office at New York. N. Y. under Act

of Congress of March 3. 1879. Canadian Subscription, $4.72. Foreign, $5 44.

WARNING—Do not subscribe through agents unknown to you. _Cgmplaints are daily made by persons who have been thus
victimized.

IMPORTANT—Authors, agents, and publishers are requested to note that this corporation does not hold itself responsible for
loss of unsolicited manuscripts while at this office or in transit; and that It cannot undertake to hold uncalled-for manuscripts
for a longer period than six months. If the return of manuscript is expected, postage should bo Inclosed.

Address all communications to the Street & Smith Corporation

YEARLY SUBSCRIPTION $4.00 SINGLE COPIES 25 CENTS
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can

EN if you had never heard of Topkis
you'd be likely to choose it among any
group of athletic union suits.

You'd see, at the first glance, that Topkis
has superior quality. And if you didn’'t
know that the price of Topkis is One
Dollar, you'd willingly pay twice that
much—because even then you'd recognize
Topkis as unusual value.

You can rely on TopKkis to fit.
Ample arm-holes. Lotsofstride-
ioom in the extra long, extra
widelegs. Andlaunderingwon’t

o in half.
harm—TopKkis is pre-shrunk.

You’ll wonder how TopKkis
be sold for a dollar

And wear—man, Topkis certainly does
wear! It ought to—the nainsook and other
high-grade fabrics are better than you get
in lots of union suits that cost double.

Good dealers charge One Dollar for the
Topkis Men’s Athletic Union Suit. All ad-
mit it's worth more.

Men'’s Shirts and Drawers, 75c per gar-

ment. 75c for Boys' Union

Buy Topkis by the Box Suits, Girls’ Bloomer Union
—Six Union Suits for
$6. You' Iliget complete
satisfaction and cut
your underwear bills

Suits, and Children’s Waist
Union Suits.

In Canada, Men’'s Union
Suits, $1.50.

Write today for free booklet “ Comfort from Neck to Knee”

TOPKIS BROTHERS COMPANY, wilmington, Delaware

General Sales Offices: 350 Broadway, New York City

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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IF YOULIKE
DETECTIVE STORIES

Be sure to read these three books

BEHIND LOCKED DOORS

by Ernest M. Poate

Detective story fans will welcome the advent of a new book
by Dr. Poate. This one introduces a thrilling figure in the person
of Dr. Bentiron, superdetective.

‘Price, $2.00 net

THE UNKNOWN SEVEN

by Harry CoOerdale
Who performed the operation which left Malcolm Reeves
bereft of his reason? If Dr'. Latham did it, why did he betray
certain criminals to the avengers of Reeves?

‘Price, $1.75 net

THE BLACK STAR

by Johnston McCulley

Roger Verbeck swore he would bring to justice, both the
Black Star and his gang. A difficulty arose, however, when he
discovered his fiancee and her brother were members.

Price, $1.00 net

CHELSEA HOUSE, Publishers

79 Seventh Avenue New York City

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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10 Important Features

of Bird & Son's Neponset Rugs!
1— Unusually beautiful and exclusive
designs.
— Extra flexibility and strength.
8—RED WAX BASE prevents rugs
from sticking to floors.
4—Made in one piece—lie absolutely
flat—no tacking or cementing.
6—Sun-proof colors.
6— Glossed, baked enamel finish.
— Felt Base Neponset Rugs cost less
and are guaranteed. .
Guaranteed water-proof, stain-
proof, rot-proof.
Easily cleaned with damp mop.
No scrubbing.
10—Double guarantee of quality.

nsET
DUCTS

f/Red Wax
/ Base

IEvery Bird &
'Son's Nepon-
eet Rag hasa
base of red
wax (not
painted as on
similar prod*

Double Guarantee mm ® ﬁgg?))s‘ e
The maker guarantees Bticking to
these rugs free from yoarflooraud
manufacturingdefects, i

makes it wa-
and Hartman guaran- ter-proof and,
tees them to be exactly rot-proof. A
as represented. !

_Ifnotentirely satis-

fied after 30 days* free
trial, return the rugs and your
money will be refunded.

IT O P C’ No-Money-Down,
X n t C Bargain Catalog

Over 800 pages (68in colors) of world'sgreatest
bargains in Furniture, carpets, rugs, sewing
machines, silverware; farm implements, etc.
Nomoneydown. 30 days* free trial. Easy

No C. 0. D.— Nothing to Pay for Rug on Arrival iy terms, onening an accountwith ut

is like opening one at

Not a penny now. Just mail the coupon and Hartman, the Largest  Jva mearya yoar 1

Home Furnishing Concern in the World, will send you this wonder- Fay-NASgeff{4Cata-
ful 9x12 ft., full room size, Bird & Son's Felt Base Neponset Rug. Pay nothing for 09 N0
rug on arrival. NoC.O.D. Useit SODays on Free Trial, and if not satisfied send TE%EkE Cﬁ_lFTi i
it back and we will pay transportation charges both ways. 1f you keep the rug, ? e exgrg'"ﬁ?%?l
N e
|

—_

; ; nait Dontt  SivRimi
take nearly a year to pay —a little every month while you are using it. Don't llverivare, jewel

il
miss this special bargain offer. Send the coupon today. 'Qscsés?eg?-pgs’*m'%,‘{"n';« |

9 12 Ft S | d his big fro* catalog.
X . eamless an "Let Hartman

. R Feather YOUR Ne»t,»
Genuine Neponset ug Waterproof .« e NEARLY A YEAR TO PAY
Only by seeing this splendid rug can you realize what a bargain Hartman
offers you. Putiton your floor and see the superb floral pattern —an exclu- rHART'\gAN FURNITURE & %’?}RPET CO.
sive Bird & Son’'s Neponset Rug design. HaB beautiful colorings; back- I DS%%tih 414 icago, ”],
ground is rich blue with design in red, green and tan exquisitely blended. gn 129ft G ine N ts | R
Border has light tan background with harmonizing pattern. Then examine | X No. BAEMAsEPRIsel gTamess Rug
the fine, flexible material and the red wax base which makes the rug aadescribed. 1amtopynotHinPgorrugonarri\'/al—enjythe
sanitary, sun-proof, stain-proof and waterproof. Will not shrink, no matter W-@ﬁ Eanﬁgﬂﬂatlonﬁar Séhipfﬁ%go e Oﬂa%?"fprgs
how often it is washed. Also note that it is made in one piece and lies flat 3 N eeﬁ 1y .
without tacking or cementing. Take advantage of the SO days’ free trial to 558'%%2?%,% ofrrug, 116. paid,
prove what a beauty it is and what an unparalleled bargain. This offer is : !
limited. Mail the coupon now.

Order No. 34FMA35. Bargain Price, $16.85. No Money Down. Pay $2 Monthly. R.F.D., Box No.
or Street and No.

HARTIVIA FURNITURE & CARPET CO. T S
Dept. 6414 gffiSfiyg&JS Chicago, ll. oW ——— = - State.

The Largest Home Furnishing Concern in the World | Occupation of Head of Household..
This No-Money-Down Offer is Special to Readers of This Magazine—This Issue Only

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Home "Study

m Q COURSES V

THAT LEAD TO BUSINESS CAREERS

Do you want an Important, high-salaried
osition? You can have one if you can do
oe work. LaSalle experts will show you how, guide

you step by step to success and help solve your per-
sonal business problems. Our plan enablés you to
train during spare hours without interference with
your presentduties. Give us your name and address
and mark with an X below the kind of position
ou want to fill. We will mail catalog and full par-
iculars regarding our low cost monthly payment
plan. Also our valuable book for ambitious men

rTen Years' Promotionin One.” Tear out, mark an

mail the coupon today. No obligation to you. Find
out about the new “ LaSalle Problem Method,” what
itisand how it works. Let os prove to you how this
step has helped thousands of ambitious men to real
success. Check and mail the coupon now.

LaSalle Extension
University

Dept. 565-R Chicago, Il

Gentlemen: Send withoutobli-
gation to me information re-
garding course indicated below,
also copl_y of your interesting
book, “ Ten Years' Promotion -
in One.”

O Business Management CModern Business Corre-
O Modern Salesmanship O ?vliwgden,c:e and PrﬁFt'Ce
i odern Foremanship
S"I_"rlglfjf?g Qc;s:;;;r;?; and Production Methods

. B O Personnel and Employ-
E slaa'rlgggn?;ﬁtt'on ment Management
O Law—Degree of LL.B o ExpgrtBookkgeplng
OCommercial Law ! O Business English

. O Commercial Spanish
. ||5nf(fj|lé|sgaléy Management - g rective Speaking

OBankingand Finance OC._.A.Coaching

Name

SECTION
N\

TheTest of Donald Norton

by Robert E. Pinkerton

Romance and high adventure—flaming love and
daring courage—unswerving fidelity to a great
tradition—zealous devotion to a glorious ideal—
the clash of primitive passions— all pictured by
a master story-teller who uses the snow-swept
barrens for his stage. Here is a book that
marks high tide in fiction of the great North
Woods.

The Test of Donald Norton is a vivid, strong,
masterful story—a story that you will long
remember.

AT ALL BOOKSTORES—S$2.

Publishers—REILLY & LEE—Chicago

FARN montfy
C AT HOME 1

VOU can make $15 to $60 weekly in your Bpare time
* writing show cards. No canvassing or soliciting.
We instruct you by our new simple Directograph
System, supply you with work and pay you cash each
week. Writetoday for full particularsand free booklet.
WEST-ANGUS SHOW CARD SERVICE LIMITED
Authorized Capital $1,250,000.00
120 Colborne Building, Toronto, Can.

Free Gown Making Lessons

Any girl or woman, 15or over, can easily .x**"
learn™ GOWN DESIGNING AND

iti MAKING IN TEN WEEKc Franklin
Present Position . WITHOUT$|_EAVIN$G HOME. W '
Experts earn $40 to $100 insuiuie
Address. - a Week. Dept. J665
I Rochester, N. Y.
MaXI'Trﬁ:cﬁpron Send me free sample lessons
GL::_A(;A(’)\‘SE)ED B | ( ; M O N | Y el in Gown Designing an% Making.
4 Name
MILES Address.
Sell Holyoke Cord Tires
No experience needed. Build
up a business among your friends in
your spare time. It's easy! You sell these
first quality, over size cord tires at our
LOW FACTORY PRICES.
Put them on your car FREE. Let your IZJIETE%;L %Hricl)g\ilngA%gtrgi.tm?/lligk?
friends see them. Our high quality and L e ! o
low prices do the rest. Remember—our Dlear Slrsd—Wlthout f"ég%eé '(I)Ibh attlog
T 7D F C big 10,000 mile guarantee is good on every book giving full particularzasﬁowselrI ca?emglgle]rﬁs to $5IO uas\ rve\l/e(;k
Ji K all tire. Be first in your town. Write to-day. At Home in m RE TIME, WITHOUT CANVASSING.
FREE HOLYOKE TIRE AND RUBBER COMPANY  {/8ki’and Gay me CASH EACH WEEK Mo matier where 1 e,
Holyoke, Massachusetts (Print Name and Address)
Write for A 3 million dollar corporation. References: Name..
our offer Holyoke, Mass., Nat’'l Bank & Chamber of Com-
merce. Bradstreet's & R. G. Dun’s Agencies. Street. .City.

Dhassi

Do You Know?

Are You Lucky?

Will Tell You FREE

Send Birth Date

Under which Zo- In Love T

diac Sign you were Marriage I have made _Astrology my life s_wor_k and
born? What signi- Friends offer t_he most interesting a_strologlcal inter-
ficance it has in Inheritance  Pretations of the Zodiac sign under which
shaping your life?  Success you were born. Send exact name, address

and exact date of birth in own handwrit-

ing and receive your astrological interpretation in plain sealed envelope, post-

paid.
mailing.

TARA STUDIO 1133

A great surprise awaits you.

Enclose 12c to cover cost of this notice and

Address me personally—DHASSI.

Broadway, Desk 41B New York

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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21Jeu)el
&urlinoton

Adjusted to the Second
Adjusted to Temperature
Adjusted to Isochronism
Adjusted to Positions

21 Ruby and Sapphire Jewels
25 Year Gold Strata Case

Your choice of Dials

{Including Montgomery R. R. Dial)
New ldeas in Thin Cases

°™ s tO Q

J _ rD o iV n

Only One Dollar Down, will buy this masterpiece
of watch manufacture. The balance you are allowed
to pay in small, easy monthly payments. A 21-Jewel
Watch — is sold to you at a price much lower than
that of other high-grade watches. Besides, you have
the selection of the finest thin model designs and
latest styles in watch cases. Write for FREE Watch
Book and our SPECIAL OFFER today.

The Burlington "Betite”

This exquisite little 17-jewel ladies'wrist watch.
A perfect timepiece. Beautiful, 14K Solid
Green Gold case. lllustration is exact size of
Burlington “ Petite” .

Send for this wonderful little bracelet watch.
See how beautiful the dainty green gold caao
looks on your own wrist.

ME
While this Special Offer Lasts

Get the Burlington Watch Book — write today. Find out about

this great special offer which isbeing made for only a limited time.

You will know a great deal more about watch buying when you

read this book. You will be able to “steer clear” of the over-

priced watches which are no better. Write for Watch Book and
our special offer TODAY!

i Burlington Watch Company

Dept. 14-05, 19th St. & Marshall Blvd., Chicago s
Canadian Address 62 Albert St., Winnipeg, Manitoba

Please send me (without obligations and prepaid) your free =
book on watches with full explanation of your $1.00 down s
offer on the Burlington Watch.

Print name and address plainly

5 Name---—------

: Address,

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Classified Advertising:

Agents and Help Wanted

MAKE $25 to $50 a Week representing
Clows' Famous Philadelphia Hosiery, direct

from mill—for men, women, children.
Every pair guaranteed. Prices that win.
Free” book “How to Start” tells the story.

George Clows Company, Desk 66. Philadel-
phia, Pa.

_WE START YOU IN BUSINESS, fur-
nishing everything; men and women $30 to
$100 “weekly, operating our_ “ Specialty
Candy Factories” anywhere. Booklet free.
W. Hillyer Ragsdale, Drawer 29, East
Orange, "N. J.

SILVERING MIRRORS,
Easily learned; immense
free. ©~ Wear Mirror  Worl
Springs, Mo.

French plate.
ﬁroflts. lana
S. Excelsior

MAKE MONEY silvering mirrors, all
kinds plating, knives, spoons, auto head-
lights. = Outfits furnished. Free booklet.
International Laboratories, Dept. 110, 311
F Ave., New York.

BIG MONEY AND FAST SALES.
owner buys gold initials for his _auto. You
charge $1.50, make $1.35. Ten orders
daily easy. Write for particulars and free
samples. = American Monogram Co., Dept.
170, East Orange, N.

Every

$60-$200 a week. Genuine Gold Letters
for store windows. Easily applied. Free
samples. Liberal offer to general agents.

Metallic Letter Co.. 428B North Clark, Chi-
cago.

. EARN $10 daily silvering mirrors, plat-
ing, reflnishing metalware, headlights, chan-
deliers, bedsteads. Outfits furnished. De-
cie Silver Laboratories, 1133 Broadway,
New York.

WE START YOU WITHOUT A DOLLAR.
Soaps. Extracts, Perfumes, Toilet Goods.
Experience unnecessary. Carnation Co.,
Dept. 225, St. Louis, 0.

RAILWAY POSTAL
$133 month. Railroad
Questions  free.
'Columbus, Ohio.

CLERKS—Start
ass; expenses paid;
Columbus Institute, B-3,

SELLS LIKE BLAZES1 New. Instant
Stain Remover. Fine Premium every sale.
Big Profits.  Outfit free. Write quick.
Christy, 38 Union, Newark, New York.

BIG MONEY and fast sales; every owner
buys gold initials for his auto; é/oy charge
$1.50,” make $1.44. 10 orders daily easy.
Samples and_information free. World Mono-
gram Co., Dept. 12, Newark, N. J.

. AGENTS—$130 to $375 monthly easy-
introducing New Guaranteed Hosiery and
Underwear—Must wear or replaced” free.
We deliver and collect. You simply show
samples furnished you and take ‘orders.
Promotions to General Agency made from
active workers. Steady repeat business.
Cotton, lisle, silk, heather hose for all the

family. Spare time satisfactory. No ex-
perience required. No capital needed for
stock. Your pay daily. Mac-O-Chee

Hﬂsiery Company, “Room 4505, Cincinnati,
io.

SELL us your spare time. Write show-
cards for us. We instruct and supply
work; no experience necessary.  Wilson
N(Ijethods Limited. Dept. 22, Toronto, Can-
ada.

AGENTS Coining Money applying Mono-
grams on automobiles; your charge $1.50,
profit $1.40; $15 daily easy; experience un-
necessary; free samples. "Worcester Mono-
gram Co., Worcester, Mass.

Agents and Help Wanted— Continued

MEN—We are seeking a few good
men in choice territory to sell Studebaker
Watches, direct from ractory to consumer on

New, easy payment selling plan; saves
50%. Highest grades, 21 Jewel, extra thin
mode, insurance for a_lifetime. Choice of

54 Art Beauty Cases in newest effects of
reen gold, yellow gold, and white gold.
pportunity to ref)resent highest grade line
—part time or full time—and make substan-
tial profits. Beautiful art catalogue, and
details of selling plan sent Free.  Write,
stating age, experience, references, and
locality interested in. Studebaker Watch
Co., 305C, South Bend. Ind.

AGENTS—200% Profit, Wonderful Little
Article.  Something new; sells Jike wildfire.
Carry in pocket. ~ Write at once for free
sample. Albert Mills, Manager, 1855 Amer-
ican Building, Cincinnati, ~Ohio.

$1 HOUR. Write show cards for us at
home.  Particulars free. Kwik Showcard
System, 64-G Bond, Toronto, Canada.

AGENTS—Sell Guaranteed Hosiery® Up
to_120% commission. Free samples. = Dept.
1173, The Lexington Co., Lexington, Ky.

WANTED—Men 18 usm Commence $133
month. Steady. Railway Mail Clerks
Travel—see country. Schedule examination
Flaces—free. Write immediately. Frank-
in Institute, Dept. J-2, Rochester, N. Y

ASTOUNDING INVENTION. Fords use
kerosene and start instantly. Mileage dou-
bled. Big profit. Territory. Super, 1304-
113, Fondulac, Milwaukee, is.

Astrology

ARE YOU SUCCESSFUL? Send dime
and_birth date for scientific information on
business, marriage, health, investments, to
Plato, oldest astrologer. Box 102, Buf-
falo, One year's events one dollar.

ASTROLOGY—Stars tell Life's Story.
Send birthdate and dime for trial reading,
Eddy, 1085 B., Suite 74, Kansas City,
Missouri.

Detectives Wanted

BE A DETECTIVE. Excellent oppo_ll:-

tunity, good ay, travel. Write C. .
Ludve/ig, 9 436 F%I\)éstover Building, Kansas
City. Mo.

MEN—Age 17 to 55. Experience unneces-
sary. Travel; make secret investigations,
reports. Salaries; expenses. American For-
eign Detective Agency, 114, St. Louis.

DETECTIVES EARN BIG \
Travel. Excellent opgortunlt. Experience
unnecessary. Write, George Wagner, former
Govli}rnment Detective, 1968 Broadway, New
York.

MONEY.

MEN AND WOMEN—Be a Professional
Detective! Send $2.00 for introduction and
first lesson. Total cost of trainin% onIP/

.00. Pay in small installments. ravell
See the world and its people. Commercial

detective service for men and women.
Railroad and Street Railway Detectives,
Character Reading, Shadowing, Investiga-
tions, Finger Prints and many other sub-

jects. Send $2.00 to-day and det away from
irksome confinement and restraint of oppor-
tunity. ~ Address Dept. D. Nick arris
Professional Detective School, 900 Panta-
ges Bldg., Los Angeles, California.

PRIVATE INVESTIGATORS Guidebook.
Solves Mysteries, Domestic Problems, Busi-
ness Irregularities and makes Detective Ex-
perts. Mailed Capt. Dorey, 1443
Amsterdam Avenue, New York.

Please mention this magazine when answering

Business Opportunities

DON'T BUT a Duslnesa. Start one your-
self. Little capital necessary. Information.
Paul Kaye, 149 Broadway, New York, Dept.
113.

Help Wanted—Male

EARN $110 to $250 monthly, expenses
paid as Railway Traffic Inspector. Position
uaranteed after completion of 3 months

ome study course or money refunded. Ex-
cellent opportunities. Write for Free Book-
let. CM-28 Stand. Business Training

Inst., Buffalo, N. Y.

ALL Men, Women. Boys. Girls, 17 to 65
willing to accept Government Positions
$117-$250. traveling or stationary, write
Mr. Ozment, 308, St. Louis, Mo., immedi-
ately.

MEN  over 18 willing to travel. Make
secret investigations, reports. Salary and
expenses. _Experience unnecessary. Write
J. Ganor, Former Govt. Detective, St. Louis.

DETECTIVES needed everywhere; cities,
towns.  Free particulars. rite Nations.
Detective System, 188 East 79th, New York.

Patents and Lawyers

INVENTORS desiring to secure patents
should write for our guide-book "How To
Get Your Patent.” = Send sketch or de-
scription for our opinion of its patentable
nature. Randolph & Co., Dept. 412, Wash-
ington. D. C

PATENTS. Send sketch or model for
E'r_ellmlnary examination. Booklet free.
ighest references. Best results. Prompt-
ness assured. Watson E. Coleman, Patent
Lawyer, 644 G St., Washington, D. C

PATENTS. Write for free guide books
and “Record of Invention Blank” before
disclosing_inventions. Send model or sketch
of invention for Examination and Instruc-
tions. No Charge for the Above Informa-
tion. ~Victor J. Evans & Co., 767 Ninth,
Washington, D. C.

Stammering

ST-STU-T-T-TERING And Stammering
Cured At Home. Instructive booklet free.
Walter McDonnell, 80 Potomac Bank Build-
ing, Washington, D. C

Personal
YOUR  Horoscope, Business, Health
Character, friends, enemies, changes. Send
birthdate and ten cents (stamps), for re-
markable test reading. anya, 200-L. W.
70th Street, New York.
LUCKY CHARMS, Secrets, Lodestones,

Occult Books.
Station 1, New

Catalog 4 cents. Box 55,
York.
Help Wanted—Female

$6—$18 a dozen decorating pillow tops at

home, experience unnecessary; particulars
for stamF. Tapestry Paint Co., 110 La-
Grange, Ind.

Miscellaneous

WANTED: Names and addresses of every

person interested in baseball.  State your
profession. Enclose stamp. . Gordon,
1622 E. Michigan Ave., Jackson, Mich.

advertisements
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NOWFI

The Book That Has
Shown Thousands
The Way To Amaz-

iIng Salary Increases

AKE this situation, A man who had

I worked all his life in a routine job at low

pay suddenly surprises his friends by mov-

ing into a better neighborhood, taking ma big

house, buying a car and blossoming out as a

well-to-do and influential citizen in his new com-

munity. How did he do it? What is the secret

that he used? Simple enough. He knew that the
biggest money in business is in
Selling, and though he felt that

he couldn’t sell a thing he learned
the secrets that make Master
Salesmen, and then began to
make big money.

If only one man had found in-
spiration enough i.i this remark-
able book to make a brilliant suc-
cess in the Selling field—in a job
paying him many times his former
salary—then you might call it luck.
But thousands have done it.

Your One Chance to Make the
Biggest Money of Your Life

Not one of the men whose names
appear at the right had ever sold a

Read

Charles Berry, of Wintcrset,
lowa, stepped from $18 a
week as a clerk to a position

making Mm $1,000 the very
first month. J. P. Overstreet,
of Denison, Texas, read this

book, left a job on the Capitol
Police Force, and in six weeks
earned $1,800. F. Wynn,
Portland, Oregon, an ex-serrice

man, earned $554.17 in one
week. Geo. W. Kearns, of
Oklahoma City, found in this
book a way to jump his
earnings from $60 a month
to $524.00 in tivo weeks, and

C. W. Campbell learned from
it how he could quit a clerking

Now Free to Every Man Who
Will Act at Once

We are not making any extrava-
gant claims about what we will do
for you. We don’'t have to. The
records of the real successes for
which we are responsible are so
overwhelming a testimonial of the
fact that any man of average intelli-
gence can become a Master Salesman
that we are willing to leave the de-
cision entirely up to you. All of
this proof and many important fea-
tures about Salesmanship are con-
tained in “Modern Salesmanship.”
It is yours— FREE. Send the cou-
It will

pon for it today. show you

thing before— not a dime’'s worth. If 0P on the railroad to earn how you can quickly become a Mas
you had told one of them that he $1,052 in thirty days. ter Salesman—a big money maker.
could sell he would have laughed at It will tell you about the National
you. Salesmen’s Training Association sys-

They were frankly skeptical. Yet every one of tem of Salesmanship Training that has meant pros-
these men, through reading this book, discovered perity to so many thousands of men— about the Na-
the fallacy of this vicious old idea that Sales- tional Demonstration Method that gives you actual ex-
men are “born.” They learned that Master Sales- perience while studying— and all about the fine oppor-
men are made! And in this book they found a tunities that await you in the selling field. Failure
comparatively easy way to go from low pay to to act may mean that you lose the one big chance
better earnings. of your life to leave forever behind you the low pay

Simple as A. B. C.

Sounds remarkable, doesn’'t it? Yet there is noth-
ing remarkable about it. There are certain ways to
approach different types of prospects to get their un-

divided attention— certain ways to stimulate keen in-
terest— certain ways to overcome objections, batter
down prejudices, outwit competition and make the
prospect act. If you will learn these principles, there

Is awaiting you a brilliant success and more money
than you ever thought of earning. This book “Modern
Salesmanship,” tells exactly how the National Sales-
men’'s Training Association will make you a Master
Salesman.

As soon as you are qualified and ready, the Employ-
ment Service of the National Salesmen’s Training As-
sociation will help you to select and secure r selling
position, as city or traveling salesman.

Please mention this magazine

when answering

of a routine job.

National Salesmen’s Training Association
Dept. 4-E, Chicago, Illinois

NATIONAL SALESMEN’S TRAINING ASSOCIATION,

Dept. 4-E, Chicago, IlI.

I simply want to see the facts. Send me FREE your book,
gh{lodern Salesmanship,” and Proof that I can becomé a Master
alesman.

Name....
Address.

City.

advertisements
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Behind
| Locked Doors

1

Ernest M. Poate

knife! Under the body was found a syringe loaded with
deadly poison. The major lived with his niece, his crippled
sister and her son. At the inquest, the major’s will was read and
it was found that his niece had been made residuary legatee. i

MAJOR CONFORD was murdered, stabbed with his own

Whose hand struck down the old man? How came the syringe
beneath the body? Why did the counsel for Mildred Conford
the major’s niece--—-- produce the will at the inquest?

The answers to these questions form the plot of this, the most
intensely thrilling and powerful detective story in years.

Price, $2.00 net

CHELSEA HOUSE, Publishers
79 Seventh Avenue New York City

fiiirviiiiii il i

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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SELP TAUGMT , /Z/

AUDEL'S CARPENTERS AND BUILDERS GUIDES

kUp-to-date information In handy
\ form. Easy to learn carpentry.
\ Save money doing your own
i building.Make moneydoingcar-
tpentry work. Audtl’'s Guides
\ give ‘complete_instruction on
know to:—Use Tools and Steel
~ Square, Make Joints, Draw
/land Read Plans, Estimate,
*Frame Roofs and Houses,
Lay outWork, Build Stairs, Do
~Saw Mill Work,Practical Painting
m—with thousands of Short Cuts,
1600 Pages—3700 Illustrations—4 Numbers!
Pocket size. Flexible covers. Gilt Edge. Easy *
to read and understand. Questions and an-",
swers teach quickly. Coupon gives free ex-~ "
amination. No money now. Nothing to”
postman. Payonlyifyou are satisfied.

FREE gHEdOAAUPEI?&CO.JZ 5th Ave,ANUBEII_t')é
end me for free examination

EXAMNATION i:AprENTli:fRs and BtUILIDE_}I?ZI%GLaJIDEg,

numbers. If satisfactoey I will 6end you $i

COUPON within 5days and $tmonlthly until $6is paid.

Name

Address

Occupation

Reference

you never hadachance!

“Four years ago you and | worked at the
same bench. | realized that to get ahead |
needed special training, and decided to let the
International Correspondence Schools help me.
| wanted you to do the same, but you said,

fIEToneof these
_little beauties
right now, and pro-
tect yourself
against hold-up
thugs, rowdies, etc. and
atthesametimeitserves
as the best novelty ciga-
rette case ever invented.
Made exactly like the real
thing I Just
pull the trig-
. (t;er,t_)ackflles .
\the lid showing i
afull package ol
yyour cigarettes, i
ots of fun scaring your friends and at
the same time useful and a great pro-

tector.
s made (I)f IjghItV\{)eight Ee&al, g?n metal finilsh'_ _{nchesslong.I
old exclusivel U . fal
introductor p%’lic)é. g‘i?g eagﬁs‘
Pay postman_on stage.

Money back if not sat d

PATHFINDER. COMPANY
Pept.AEIA 534 Sixth Avenue New York

MAKE MONEY
AT HOME

~/OU CAN make $1 to $2 an hour writing show cards
* at home in your spare time. Quickly and easily
learned by our new simple method. No canvassing or
soliciting. We show you how, guarantee you work at
home no matter where you live and pay you cash each
week. Full particulars and booklet free. Write to-day.
AMERICAN SHOW CARD SYSTEM LIMITED
Authorized and Fully Paid Capital, One Million Dollars
240 Adams Bldg. Toronto. Canada

' / Franklin Institute
WA N T E D H f Dept. J279, Rochester, N. Y.
£1600 t0 $2300 O _"Sheimen Wautuay Hai Sk

Examination questions; g) schedule

I fc. /K K \ showing places of U. overnment
examinations; list of Government jobs
Travel—See Your now obtainable. (Men—women).
Country

MEN-BOYS
18 Up

Please mention this magazine

‘Aw, forget it!’
had, but you turned it

You had the same chance |

down. No, Jim, you

can't expect more money until you've trained
yourself to handle bigger work.”

There are lots of “Jims” in the world—in stores,

factories, offices, everywhere.

Are you one of them ?

Wake up! Every time you see an I. C. S. coupon your
chance is staring you in the face. Don't turn it down.

Right now more than 180,000 men and women
are preparing themselves for bigger jobs and
better pay through 1. C. S. courses.

You can join them and get in line for promotion.
Mark and mail this coupon, and find out how.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Box 2075* Scranton, Penna.
Without cost or obligation, pleaso tell me how I can 3ua|if% for
the position or in the subject before which | have marked an X:

BUSINESS
OBusiness Management
OlIndustrial Management
OPersonnel Organization
OTraffic Management
OBusiness Law
OBanking and Banking Law
OAccountancy (including C.P.A.)
ONicholson Cost Accounting
J~ ookkeeping
OPrivate Secretary
OSpanish O French

TECHNICAL AND
~Electrical Engineering
3Electric_Lighting
JMechanical Engineer
3Mechanical Draftsman
3Machine Shop Practice
3Railroad Positions
3Gas_Engine Operating
OCivil Engineer A
3Surveying and Mapping
OMetallurgy
3Steam Engineering
ORadio

Name.

Street
Address.

TRAINING COURSES

O Salesmanship
OAdvertising

O Better Letters

O Show Card Lettering

O Stenography and Typing
O Business English

O Civil Service

O Railway Mail Clerk
OCommon School Subjects
O High School Subjects
Oillustrating O Cartooning

INDUSTRIAL COURSES

O Architect

O Blue Print Readin

OContractor and Builder

O Architectural Draftsman

O Concrete Builder

O Structural Engineer
Chemistry O Pharmacy

omobile Work

A@blane Engines
N@igation

Iture and Poultry
Mathematics

Occupation
Persons residin

g in

anada should sen
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian,

o the Interna-
ed, Montreal, Canada*

when answering advertisements
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Course Iin
TwoYears,

This simplified, complete High School Course
—specially prepared for home study by leading
professors—meets all requirements for entrance
to college and the leading professions.

Whether you need High School

Othertraining or specialized instruc-
tion in any trade or profession

you._

n help

Check and mail coupon

for Free Bulletin.

American School
Drexel Ave. and 58th Street
Dept. H-45
Chicago

American School, Dept.H-45 Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicago
Bend me full information on the subject checked and how yon will hall

me win success.

....... Architect

.Building Contractor
.Automobile Engineer
Automobile Repairman
. Civil Engineer
Structural Engineer
. Business Manager
. Cert. Public Accountant
Accountant and Auditor
Bookkeeper

Draftsman and Designer
.Electrical Engineer
.Electric Light & Power
. General Education
.Vocational Guidance
.Business Law

Name...

Address.

uawyer

Machine Shop Praetiee
Photoplay Writer
Mechanical Engineer
.Shop Superintendent
.Employment Manager
.Steam Engineer
oremanship
Sanitary Engineer
.Surveyor (and Mapptng)
Telephone Engineer
.Telegraph Engineer
High School Graduate
Fire Insurance Expert
.Wireless Radio
Undecided

SendNoMoney

Not one cent now. Send for one of these gendine

Tifnite gems (nearl

one karat) which glow, flash

and scin |Ilate(llke c)éstllest diamonds. Spemal lim-

ited introductory offer.

Solid Gold Mountin
white or green solid gol

Don’t miss it.

Latest styles In yellow,

‘Don’t mistake for inferior

silver mountings that discolor finger and turn black.
No.201-Mm'’s Massive, Heavy Waight Rat Belchar, $4 98
No.202-Ladlea’ Hand-Made Solid Gold Solitaire .

No. 203—Hand-Engraved, Fancy Basket Mounting - 5 95

Put it beside a Diamond.

Tifnites are sparkling

GEMS. Stand diamond acid test: will not melt, Do notcon-
fuse them with Iass imitations. Whenring arrives, pay post-

man onlly advertised Erlce
| beauty 10 days on FR

diamond, sand ft back and we ref
It there are no more payments,

Wear it and enjoy its marvelous

If anyone can tall It from a
Sd doutr money Ifyolfjtkteep
end strip o er, fittin

PO sy

to end around dnger joint, for ring size
The Tifnite Co., 1469 Michigan Ave., Dept 5 Chlcago

Are. you AWKWARD, SHY.
0US,” RETIRING; do you

TONGUE-TIED, NERV-
stammer, stutter, blush,

fidget, gulp; does your” throat catch or your heart

flutter? ~ Don't be ridiculous or uncomfortable. Send

10c for valuable booklet which tells you how to over-
come these defects.

SEYMOUR
Bldg.,
New Yo

Dept. BES5, Seymour

INSTITUTE

5th Ave. at 42d St.,
rk.

/qill ==fllairr

Alnslee’s

The
Magazine
That

Entertains

Issued on the
15th of each
month

20cC

PER COPY

Please mention; this magazine when answering advertisements
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“l guarantee that the
new method which pene-
trates to the starved root
cells will produce a new,
healthy growth of hair in
30 days or your money will
he immediately refunded.
And furthermore, 1 leant
you as the user to he the

sole judge. My special free
hook, note ready, explains
the method in detail and

tells you precisely why 1
am able to make this un-
usual free proof guaran-
tee **

ALOIS MERKE.

New Hair in 30 Days
'“or Costs YOU Nothing!

Alois Merke discovers a new, simple method
guaranteed to grow thick, beautiful, luxuriant
hair, or money instantly refunded. Gives new
life and health to hair that is thin, falling, lifeless.

Free Booklet

Explains the

Method
At tho famous Morke Insti- Thin, Falling Hair Gven

P i Wo have preparod a
tute, Fifth Aven_ue, _New York, Glorious, New Health special  freo  booklet

letters are pouring in from all . . lled ©
h i Is your hair thin, calle New Way to
over the country requesting . . Mak. H Grow”
information concerning this lifeless?  Does it fall axo air row
N . out, break? Is it dull which tolls you every-
new method for growing hair. and without lustre? thing you want to
So successful is it that it has All these conditions know about the re-

been guaranteed to grow new
hair in 30 days or
ing!

To women this method is
particularly interesting as it
often transforms thin, falling
hair into rich, luxuriant beauty
in an unbelievably short time.
It is unlike anything ever
known in this country. It
penetrates to the starved root
cells, revitalizes and nourishes
them— and the hair grows
thick, lustrous, beautiful.

There is no massaging, no
singeing, no unnecessary fuss
or bother of any kind con-
nected with this new method.

cost noth-

are nature's .
starved or atrophied

hair roots.  Ordinary

methods  cannot  re-

vitalize the roots, can-

not reach them—no

more _ than  rubbing

“growing fluid” oa the

bark of a tree can

make the tree grow. You must get
rlﬁ_ht at the roots and stimulate them.
This remarkable new method provides
at last an efficient way of invigorat-
ing tho roots themselves. The hair
becomes  brighter.  fluffier. New
%rowths make "their appearance within
0 days—if they don't there is no
cost to you.

signs _of

Some of the Amazing Results

markable new method
for growing hair. This
booklet explains tho
method in detail, gives
you many interesting
facts and proofs con-
cerning this new
method. Wo know you would liko a
copy, and wo will bo glad to send
it to you absolutely without obli-
gation.

Among other things, this free book-
let will tell you how this method
penetrates to the hair roots—without
any massaging, rubbing or other
tiresome methods. And it tells how
tho dormant root cells beneath tho
skin's surface aro awakened, giving

The proof-guarantee is made possi-
ble onl through splendid results that
havo already been achieved—as these
few excerpts from letters testify. Tho
letters are on file at the Merke In-

new life, now strength.

Mail this coupon for your copy
of the special free hook today. Re-
member there is no obligation what-
ever. The Allied Merke Institutes.
Inc., Dept. 425, 512 Fifth Avenve,
New York City.

It is simple, pleasant. Already
hundreds of women who had
thin, falling hair, hundreds of

men who were “thin on top,” stitutes and anyone may see them by
have - acquired new luxuriant coming to tho office.
growths of hair. Often tho *| have been bothered with dan-
results are almost unbelievable. druff for 20 years and had lost
nearly all of my hair. |
have “used your treatment 30
days now and have a good
growth of hair coming in.

“Am glad to say | can see
such great change in my
hair. "It is growing longer
and my head is full of young
hair that has made its way
through since | have been
using Merke Treatment.”

” 1 must frankly state | was
skeptical ~as to “your cla'lm,
but a faithful use of Merke
Treatment for a month has
removed all doubt and three
of us are obtaining unbeliev-
able results both in looks and
growth.

The Allied Merke Institutes, Inc., Dept. 425
512 Fifth Avenue, New York City

Please send ir.e, without cost or obligation on
mx] part, a copy of the new special —booklet
“New Way to Make Hair Grow,” explaining in
detail the” rtmarkable method for growing glori-
ous healthy hair.

Name.

Thin, fallina, scraggly hair is (State whether Mr.. Miss or Mrs.)

a sign of starved root cells.

But now a method foas been

1 perfected which penetrates to

these cells and stimlates them
into new activity.
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Popular Announces the Winners of
the February 7th

Advertising Prize Contest

First Prise: $15.00. A. O. Eiden,
12 Monument Square, Portland, Me.
For letter submitted on American Sole and Belting
Leather Tanners.

Second Prise: 5.00. Mrs. A. P. Averirnr,
2723 Copper St., El Paso, Texas.
For letter submitted on Ivory Soap.

Third Prise: 3.00. Arthur McConnell,
897 East 176th St., New York City.
For letter submitted on American Tobacco Co.

Fourth Prise: 2.00. Rev.J. H.Cnhestey,
JBP 14th Ave. E,, Cordele, Ga.
For letter submitted on American Sole and Belt-
ing Leather Tanners.

We want to thank our readers for the many letters we have received. Our readers
were quick to respond to our invitation to write us and help us prove to the
advertiser that readers of fiction magazines read the advertising pages. The
many letters received prove that our contention has been correct— that readers
of fiction magazines do read the advertisements and the advertising department
is glad to say that more advertisers are being convinced of this each month.
Renewed thanks to our kind readers who have helped and are helping us.

Winners for the March 7th issue will be announced in
June 7th issue

See regular contest page for May contest

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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The Enchanted
Breakfast!

Here is lightness and brightness food en-
chanted— in the form of a breakfast dish.

Grains of rice steam exploded to 8 times their
normal size, crisp and flaky, more enticing than
you ever dreamed a food could be.

All the nourishment of whole grains and the
minerals. Quickly digested, assimilated— turned
to strength and vigor in a few minutes.

Serve with sugar and cream. Or in bowls of
milk. And for a special treat, a morning’s
adventure, try with fresh or cooked fruit.

Don’'t deny yourself this delight. Go today,
ask your grocer for Quaker Puffed Rice—the
supreme grain food.

At NIGHT—Puffed Wheat

Qyaker Puffed Wheat—steam exploded like rice. Whole
wheat in its most digestible form, containing the important
body-building elements. Supplies the minerals and bran
everybody needs. The milk, the vitamines.

Professor Anderson*s Invention

Quaker Puffed Wheat and Puffed Rice are
the famed inventions of Professor Ander-
son—food shot from guns—grain foods
thoroughly cooked.

Quaker Quaker
Puffed Rice Puffed Wheat

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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“Qood health
and pure soap”

Quest lvory

n

CENTS

HE beauty and fine
T smoothness that come to
your skin from the use of
Ivory Soap are the result of
cleanliness.

Ivory thus contributes to
beauty all that any soap can
contribute. Ivory needs no
assistance from medicaments,
artificial coloring matter or
strong perfumes. Its purity,
whiteness, dainty fragrance
and gentleness provide every
quality and property that a
fine soap should have, regard-
less of the price at which it
may be sold.

With Ivory, plus good
health, the care of the skin
becomes a simple matter.
Bathe your face once or twice
daily in warm water and lvory
lather; follow your warm
rinsing with a dash of cool or
cold water, and you have
done for your complexion all

Sometimes brides must compro-
mise in the difficult matter of
choosing bridesmaids. But Elsie’s
choice of our charming Sally was
a vote for both friendship and
beauty. And now what has Sally
done but catch the bouquet |

the simple formula for a beautiful skin

that any soap can do to pro-
mote its beauty.

This fact becomes clear the
moment you realize that the
function of soap for the skin
is to cleanse, not to cure or to
transform. The highest au-
thorities agree on this point,
and the proofof its soundness
is recorded on the faces of
millions of women who use
Ivory exclusively for their
complexions.

To satisfy the request of
many women for a cake of
Ivory to fit the soap holder
on their washstands, we have
recently provided Guest
Ivory, a dainty, graceful cake
with all of Ivory’s traditional
mildness and purity. W e offer
you Guest lvory under the
guarantee that if we charged
you a dollar a cake we could
give you no finer soap 1

PROCTER &. GAMBLE

IVORY SOAP

IT FLOATS

99 ~/ioo% PURE

© 1924, by The Procter A Gamble Co., Cincinnati

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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The RiIders

MAY 7, 1924.

from Texas

By Dane Coolidge

Author of -

Th" Scalp Lock," “From Bitter Creek," etc

This is a tale of the American Southwest in those spacious days before barbed

wire came to fence out romance.

Of those times Dane Coolidge writes not only
as a teller of tales but as chronicler of historic fact.
it is built on truth, even down to minute detail.

His work rings true because
“The Riders from Texas” takes

for its background the conquest of New Mexico by the hard-bitten men and the

long-horned herds of the Lone Star State.
that has in its steady, compelling sweep,

the Western plains.

It is a broad panorama of literature
something of the wide-rolling spirit of

And through it is woven the love story of a Texas wrangler
and a daughter of the blood of old Castille.
admirably molded into the structure of an imposing

Here is sturdy, splendid material*
iterary edifice.—THE EDITOR

(A Four-Part Story— Part 1.)

CHAPTER L.

SU CASA.

HERE was a trailing cloud of dust
on the old stage road that led in
across the plains to Indian Lake, a
cloud yellow and high; and the rough
east wind brought the ceaseless bawling of
cows. Many clouds of yellow dust had
swept down that road since Lorenzo de Vega
had built Su Casa— war parties of Apaches

and Navajos and Utes, and Comanches from
across the Rio Grande— but Don Lorenzo
had withstood them all. With his band of
fighting New Mexicans he had broken the
pride of Manuelito, and of crafty Geronimo
and his warriors; but now a flightier army
was invading his domain, thousands of long-
horned Texas cattle, pushed on by reckless
riders. Already, like a reek on the wind,
the tales of their wild doings had preceded
them— tales of barroom brawls, pell-mell
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crossings of quicksand rivers, and ruthless
appropriation of Mexican cattle— but when
the first Texan rode up to his door “Lorenzo
Magnifico” welcomed him.

Tall and courtly and quite unarmed, ex-
cept for the knife in his boot, he stepped
out of his loopholed fortress and greeted the
stranger with a bow.

“My house is yours,” he said; and the
Texan eyed him dubiously.

The Texan was a man of giant size, with
legs bowed like a bear’s; his face, coated
deep with the dust of the herd, was set in
a battle-scarred mask.

“How’s that?” he inquired.
Espanol.”
English.

“Much obliged,” returned the cattleman,
glancing up at the adobe walls; and his
mask broke in a slow, grim smile. “Do you
own this lake out here, too?” he asked.

“Yes, my friend,” answered De Vega,
“this poor place is mine. But come in— you
are very welcome.”

“] ain’t so sure about that,” observed the
Texan with a shrug; “better wait till |
tell you my business.”

“Whatever it is, you are welcome,” re-
plied Don Lorenzo. “Every man who comes
here is my guest. This is your house, my
friend, as long as you are in it, and all that
I have is yours. Will you not have a cup
of coffee and some tortillas and beans— or
at least some cakes and sweet wine? The
wine was made in Albuquerque by an old
friend of mine, and the cakes my wife made
herself. Timoteo!”

He clapped his hands and a swarthy Mex-
ican in the doorway darted out and stood
hat in hand.

“Take this horse to the corral,” directed
De Vega in staccato Spanish, “and give him
an armful of hay!”

“Here! Hold on!” protested the Texan.
“That horse don’t eat hay. Well, all right,
but 1'm going to pay for it.”

“Please don’'t mention it!” begged De
Vega. “I have lived here for twenty years
and no one has paid me yet. That is, with
one exception— and he is the only man that
| ever turned away from my door. It is the
custom of mV*people and all are welcome to
Su Casa, which is the name | give my poor
home. It means in Spanish, ‘Your house.””

He pointed to the name on a huge beam
above the doorway and the Texan held out
his hand.

“No savvy
And Don Lorenzo repeated it in

“My name is Monk,” he said, “lke Monk
— from Texas. Mighty clevah of you to
ask me in.”

“l am very glad to meet you, Mr. Monk,”
replied Don Lorenzo, and led the way
through the portals of Su Casa.

These were doors of hewn pine logs,
hauled down from the near-by mountains
and strapped together with broad bands of
iron. Enormous hinges, set in oak, upheld
them from the sides, and the outside was
studded with spikes; while on the inside two
stout timbers hung ready at hand to bar
the huge puerta against assault. Monk
glimpsed guns and men in the guardroom as
he passed through and out into the court-
yard.

Here within the unpierced walls which
shut them off from the outside world the
women lived a secluded life of their own.
Dark faces peered out curiously from the
doors of cell-like rooms that lined the four
sides of the patio and by the well in the
center an Indian woman stood straight and
slim with an olla of water on her head.
Pigs and goats wandered about, chickens
darted to and fro, watching the doorways
for something to eat; and under the arcade
that shaded the western wall Navajo squaws
were weaving blankets at their looms. There
was a smell of washed wool, of stored corn
and panocha sugar, and the fragrance of
roasting coffee, and then they stepped into
the long cool dining room.

“Pancha!” called De Vega and from the
kitchen far beyond a woman’s voice gave

answer. “Cafe!” he ordered. “Tortillas y
frijolesl  Will you wash your hands, my
friend?”

He led the Texan into a chamber, its dirt
floor newly swept and sprinkled to keep
down the dust, and as Monk glanced about
he saw a bed all in white anc’ an image of
the Virgin above it.

“Pretty nice room,” he observed as he
washed away the grime and combed out his
grizzled beard, and De Vega nodded, well
pleased.

“It is your room,” he said, “as long as
you are here. All my house is at your
service. And if you happen to be short of
change, here is guest money on the table.
You are welcome to take what you need.”

“Much obliged,” rumbled Monk; “don’t
need none, jest at present. How long have
you been doing like this?”

“All my life,” returned De Vega, “and my
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father before me.
my people.”

“First | ever heard of it,” observed Monk
and after a second look at the money he
grunted and went back to the dining room.

An old woman, her head decorously cov-
ered with a rebozo, brought the coffee and
placed it before them; then, hobbling back
to the kitchen, she brought out beans in a
porous olla, and a stack of fresh-made tor-
tillas. But each time, as she came and
went, her beady black eyes scanned the
rugged face of the Texano. It was a face
broad and massive, with a high nose and
craggy brows and an expression almost
benevolent in repose; but Pancha had heard
of the Texans since her youth and when he
looked up she crossed herself quickly.

“She is afraid,” laughed De Vega, “but
you must not notice that, my friend. This
is the first time she has ever seen a Texan.”

“Oh, that’s all right,” said Monk. As
he was drinking his coffee a shadow fell
across the sunlit doorway. A Mexican, big
and burly and with a saturnine, pock-
marked face paced by and looked in at the
visitor; then, as if standing guard, he took
his place outside the door and the Texan
glanced at his host.

“That is Porfirio, my man at arms,” ex-
plained De Vega reassuringly. “He is a
good man, but muy matador. What I mean
is, he Kills too much; but | keep him to
carry my arms.”

He pointed to a long rifle and an ancient
curved cutlass which the Mexican had slung
over his arm and Monk nodded and went
on with his meal; but his steady gray eyes
returned often to the doorway, though he
seemed to be listening to the story.

“This man,” went on De Vega, “has been
in sixty or eighty battles, in many of which
he was wounded. That eye which he has
lost was shot out by an arrow when we
were besieged by over two thousand Nava-
jos, and when he was only eleven years old
he Kkilled three Apache warriors that had
crept inside the gate.”

“What— here?” exclaimed Monk incredu-
lously.

“Oh, no; in San Lazaro, where we lived
when we were boys. My father was in com-
mand of the garrison at that place. But
when the Navajos were conquered we moved
to Indian Lake— the Apaches were very bad
then. Counting all together | have lost over
a hundred relatives in these fights and raids

It is the custom among
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back and forth. For two hundred years my
people have fought the Indians until only a
few De Vegas are left. 1| have lost five
uncles and three brothers, besides my
mother”—he crossed himself— “but now
perhaps there will be peace. Geronimo and
the Apaches are gone.”

“Yes—a good thing!” spoke up the
Texan, suddenly finding his tongue. “It will
open up the country for settlers. | noticed
your cattle look fine.”

“Yes, my cattle look fine— now,” returned
De Vega. And he sat back in somber
silence.

“Well, I've got to be going,” said Monk,
rising ponderously, and De Vega sprang to
his feet.

“You have forgot the wine, my friend!”
he cried. “Pancha! Andalel EI vino!
Just sit down— I will get it myself!”

He hurried to a sideboard and came back
with two glasses which he filled with a sweet
red wine.

“Here’s to your health, my friend!” he
said, and held his glass in the air.

“Here’s how!” returned the Texan and
smacked his lips as he tasted it. “That’s
good,” he pronounced; “that’s fine!”

“Is it not, now?” beamed De Vega, pour-
ing out two more glasses. “Is it not a true
wine? | have an old friend in Albuquerque
— Don Cipriano Armijo—who makes it es-
pecially for me. Your health, my good
friend. Salud!”

He tossed off the second glass and
promptly poured out a third but Monk held

up his hand.

“That's coming too fast for me,” he
grinned. “Well, just this one and I'll have
to go.”

“1 will order your horse,” said De Vega
as they stepped out the gate and stood in
the blinding sun. “But while you are wait-
ing | must show you my store, where |
trade back and forth with the Indians.”

He led the way across the road to where
a group of bold-faced Navajos were gathered
about the door of a squat adobe, and a few
paces behind them Porfirio followed, bearing
the rifle and sword of his master. Monk
glanced up the road, where his trail herd was
now in sight, and reluctantly followed his
host. Behind counters, built breast high to
ward off thieving hands and a possible hos-
tile rush, two clerks were busily engaged
spreading out bolts of rich cloth and measur-
ing out coffee and sugar. Navajo men in
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gorgeous tunics of velvet and velours, white
pantalones and buckskin leggings and moc-
casins, stood about in statuesque poses while
they purchased still more bright-hued finery.
Ponderous necklaces of beaten silver were
suspended from their necks, along with
strings of polished turquoise and coral; ban-
doliers, studded with conchas, hung over
their shoulders; and belts and bracelets re-
vealed such a wealth of precious metal that
the myth of the “Gran Quivira” seemed real.

As De Vega entered they stood immobile,
scarcely shifting their eyes, but when the
time which their etiquette demanded had
elapsed they approached and gravely shook
hands. He spoke to them in Navajo, with
a word for every man and gay smiles for the
round-eyed children, and then the other
Navajos from the outside strode in and
added their salutations to the rest. Some
men asked him favors, which he granted or
refused without the least change of coun-
tenance; and the Indians in their turn ac-
cepted his decisions unmoved, after the stoic
custom of their race. Indian women looked
on shyly, their new-woven blankets at their
feet, and as Monk passed by he spied one
blanket in a pile that made him stop and
stare. Broad bars of black and white ex-
tended its full length; and across the wide
center, as the emblem of a chief, there was
a diamond in red and blue. And the fine-
spun wool had a soft, silky luster that comes
only from long years of use.

“By George, that's a fine blanket!” he
exclaimed. “l wonder how much she wants
for it.”

De Vega turned to the woman and spoke
rapidly in Navajo, then picked up the
blanket and handed it to him.

“This is a present from me,” he said.

“Oh, no, no!” protested Monk. *“I don't
want you to give it to me! Just ask her
what it is and I'll pay for it.”

“She had sold it to the store,” explained

Don Lorenzo magnificently. “1 am glad,
my friend, that you like it.”
“It certainly is wonderful,” stuttered

Monk. “But say, | can’t let you pay for
it. That’s an awful expensive blanket if
I'm any judge of Navajos, and I've seen
quite a few back in Texas----- 7

“Tie it on the gentleman’s saddle!” said
De Vega to a boy, and Monk followed him
with muttered apologies.

“Please don’t mention it, my friend,”
broke in Don Lorenzo with a smile. “Itis a

custom of the country, with us. | am very
glad you were able to find something which
pleased you in this poor place of mine.”

“Well, it’s sure mighty clevah of you,”
mumbled the Texan contritely, and turned
once more to look for his herd.

It was moving faster now as the steers,
smelling water, broke into a lumbering trot;
and almost in a panic Monk remembered the
business which had sent him ahead of his
cattle.

*“Mr. De Vega,” he began as they stood
beside his horse, “I came up here to ask
you a favor. | know it don’t look good, all
these cattle coming in, but I don’'t aim to
do you any damage. That’s my herd of
cows that's coming down the road— any
objections if we water at your lake?”

“None at all!” bowed Don Lorenzo; “the
water is free for all. But of course, Mr.
Monk, you will tell your men to be careful
and not mix your cattle with mine.”

“That's something | always do,” re-
sponded the Texan soberly, “and | thank
you a thousand times for your favors. Any-
thing | can do for you, don’t hesitate to

mention it. 1'll go a long ways for my
friends.”

He held out his hand and De Vega took
it cordially.

“l hope we can be friends,” he said.

“We will be,” nodded Monk, stepping up
on his horse and laying a caressing hand on
the blanket. “I wasn’'t looking for such
treatment, | swear. We've had a hard drag
—all the way from Indian Territory, and
right in the dead of winter. Got ordered out
in ninety days by the president’s proclama-
tion and lost the bulk of my stuff in a bliz-
zard. Four thousand head of cattle is all
I've got left from twenty-two thousand and
better. We was leasing, you know, from
the Cheyennes and Arapahoes; but we
wouldn’'t grease the paws of a bunch of
squaw-men politicians and in ninety days we
were broke. Well, I've got to start all over
again so, hearing this country was open, |
gathered up my cows and started west. |
suppose you own the water, hereabouts?”

“Yes, the water is mine,” returned De
Vega, “both this lake and Punta de Agua,
where the stream runs down from Dark
Canon. When the government surveyors
came through, the Apaches were still dan-
gerous, so | sent out my best men to guard
them; and in return for that favor the chief
drew up my papers and had them recorded.
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Having lived here so long, |1 was given squat-
ter’s rights to a quarter section of land and
this lake. All the rest of this big plain is
public land, but of course there is no water.”

“No, that's it,” grumbled the Texan.
“Lots of grass, but no water. What's the
country like over west and south?”

“On the south there is water along the
Tularosa River, but that is all taken by my
people. When the surveyors came through
they were living along the stream and the
chief gave them the title to the land. To
the west it is very dry, no water at all ex-
cept from some very small springs; but in
the White Mountains farther west, maybe a
hundred miles from here, there is plenty of
water and grass.”

“This grass is good enough, right here,”
went on Monk, squinting his eyes and gaz-
ing off across the plains. “Never seen it
better anywhere; but the country is bone
dry—what’s it like up north, along those
hills?”

“That is a very good country,” replied
De Vega noncommittally, “but the water is
all controlled by Montemayor, the sheep
king, so you could not settle there.”

“Oh, Montemayor!” exclaimed Monk.
“Sure, | met him at Socorro, when we were
waiting to ford the river. Seemed to be a
nice fellow; told us all about this country.
But | didn't know he owned any land. He
was the man that sent us down here— but
I'll swear, he certainly gave us a bum steer!”

“Bum steer— what you mean?” burst out
De Vega with an oath, suddenly forgetting
his precise and proper English. “You mean
he tell you to come here?”

“Yes, and three other herds that were
trailing along behind us. Said there wasn’t
any water farther north.”

“He lied!” spat back De Vega. “There
are the White Lakes, right on the trail, and
only twenty-five miles from Magdalena.
But here, on this road, it is forty miles to
water; and beyond there is nothing— noth-
ing!” He struck his fist into his hand and
glared off across the plain, where the fore-
front of the herd was drawing near. “Ah,
that Montemayor!” he cried; “that cockino
—that son of a goat! For forty years he
has not dared to enter this land, for fear
the Indians would kill him. | have pro-
tected his poor herders a thousand times and
now he plays me this trick. Just to save
his own land he sends you off down here—
and he calls himself my friend!”
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He turned to Porfirio and the crowd of
armed retainers who had gathered in the
doorway to look on, and for a while the rat-
tle of Spanish sounded like pistol shots in
Monk’s ears as he told them of Monte-
mayor’s treachery.

“Carat!” exclaimed Porfirio, spitting con-
temptuously in the dirt, and De Vega turned
to the Texan.

“Who are these men,” he asked, “that
follow behind you? Did Montemayor send
them too?”

“Every one of them!” declared Monk.
“They’re bringing ten thousand steers, be-
sides my little bunch. It's been the worst
dry drive since we crossed the Staked
Plains; so you want to look out, when they
come.”

“You bet your boots I'll look out!” an-
swered De Vega vindictively. “I have heard
of these Texans, before. There are three
brothers, no? And their name is Battles?
What you think they try to do when they
come through here?”

“WEII, they might take a few of your
cows if they got into the herd— I've had
trouble with 'em that way myself. Or they
might make up their minds to turn 'em loose
and settle down here—if not them, then
somebody else.” The Texan paused and
regarded him intently. “You're sure to
have some neighbors,” he went on hope-
fully; “mebby you’'d like to talk business
with me?”

“No, my friend,” replied De Vega, a pent-
up anger in his deep voice, “1 don't want
neighbors at all. This is my place, you
understand; | took it away from the Indians
and | put my cows in here first. If you
Texans want to stop you will have to go
on west. This water and this land are
mine.”

“Well, all right,” agreed Monk; “I jest
thought 1I'd mention it, because you and
me could git along fine. These Battles boys
are hostile and they’ve got a lot more cows
—and there’s a hundred thousand more be-
hind them.”

“What?” shrieked De Vega and, turning
to his men, he burst into a torrent of Span-
ish.

“Que caramba!” exclaimed Porfirio, and
spat again.

“What you come for?” demanded De
Vega, glaring accusingly at the Texan.
“Ain’t they plenty of land in your country?
What you want to come out here for and
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make my people so much trouble? We
never seen a Texan before! We don’t want
to see any!”

“You'll see lots of 'em, right soon,” re-
sponded Monk grimly, “because Texas is
getting too small. And in the last few years
there’s barbed-wire fences everywhere—
that’s why they had to move. | was forced
to come out here, but Si Battles and his
crowd have been on the trail all their lives.
Now the north trail is closed on account of
the quarantine and, hearing about this coun-
try, the whole bunch has tuk up and
moved.”

“1 don’t like this at all,” stated De Vega,’
and Monk leaned down and tapped him on
the shoulder.

“Listen,” he said, “1 haven’t got much
money, but I've still got a herd of cows. I'll
give you five hundred head for the right to
water at your lake—or I'll move to this
other place you spoke of.”

“Punta de Agua? Dark Canon? No,
that is too close. | don’'t want no neigh-
bors, at all. This is my range— understand?
And another thing, my friend, this is not a
good country for cows.”

De Vega's voice lowered now and, his
gust of anger having passed, he became sud-
denly friendly and confidential.

“Only because of this lake can | raise
cattle,” he said. “The climate is very dry.
Sometimes it doesn’t rain for two or three
years— more than maybe to start a little
grass. No, this country is for sheep which
do not need to drink, perhaps for one month
at a time; and then only a little drink, when
the bushes they eat are bitter. But cattle
must drink all the time. | know what | say
because my people have lived here for more
than two hundred years. We have an old
saying which I have heard many times, and
I know for myself it is true. A cow is like
a buffalo, and cattle can only live where the
buffalo lived before; but sheep are like the
antelope which you see everywhere on this
great plain— it is their nature to live where
it is dry.”

“Mebby so,” grumbled the Texan, “but
I've got to be going. That's my wagon,
pulling in to the lake.” He reined away
reluctantly, for the country looked good
to him, and then suddenly De Vega spoke
up.
“Is that your race horse?” he asked as
the remuda of saddle horses came trotting
in, led by a white stallion that held every

eye; and Monk nodded with an admiring
grin.

“Yes. What do you think of him?” he
asked. “We call him Golden Bridle.”

“He seems a very good horse,” responded
De Vega politely, and the Texan glanced at
him pityingly.

“That's the best horse in New Mexico,”
he said, and De Vega raised his eyebrows.

“You mean he can run?” he asked.

“Hell’s bells! He can beat any horse in
the country!” boasted Monk, and De Vega
translated for the rest.

“Andale— vamosl” exclaimed Porfirio,
with a gesture of contempt, and a rumble
of laughter went up.

“What's the matter?” barked Monk;
“don’'t they think he can run? Well you
tell them "hombres to bring out something
better before they make any cracks.”

“El Campeador!” shouted the Mexicans,
as if divining his challenge, and a curly
haired boy who had been standing by De
Vega went off toward the corral on the run.
Then as the Texan sat staring the boy came
riding back on a palomillo, a horse even
more beautiful than his own. Its body
was cream colored, faintly dappled with
deeper gold, its mane and tail silvery white,
while its eyes glowed like amber in the sun.
Never before in his life had Monk seen such
slender legs nor a gait more indicative of
speed but without a word he hauled out
his pocketbook and slapped it against his
leg.

“I'll bet you my last dollar Golden Bridle
can beat him,” he said, and De Vega looked
up at him quickly.

“Mr. Monk,” he said, “that is the best
horse in New Mexico. He was raised by me
and | have had to kill many Indians that
have come and tried to steal him. Every
man in this country knows my horse, El
Campeador, which means ‘the conqueror
of conquerors----- n

“No difference!” broke in Monk, his
deep-set eyes agleam, “1’'m a poor man, right
now, but I'll bet my last cent----- ”

“How much money have you got?” de-
manded De Vega.

“Well— not much,” admitted the Texan,
“but I'll tell you what I'll do— I'll bet a
hundred steers against a hundred of yours
he can beat him a quarter of a mile.”

“1 will take that bet,” nodded De Vega;
and, as his men set up a yell, the Texan
turned on them defiantly.
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“You want to bet?” he challenged, shak-
ing his wallet at the dour Porfirio, but the
man at arms shrugged his shoulders.

“No tengo dinero,” he said.

“Yes! Here!” clamored a voice and the
curly haired, blue-eyed boy drew a couple
of bills from his pocket.

“All  right?” inquired Monk, glancing
over at De Vega, and Don Lorenzo nodded
his head.

“This is my son, Jaime,” he said. “You
may bet all you please with him and | will
make up the balance. But, since you are
my guest, | wish to warn you once more
that--—-- 7

“Oh, ho!” laughed the Texan, his huge
body shaking with mirth, “you don’t know
my horse, that's all. Why, that horse,
Golden Bridle-——- ”

“I'll bet you a thousand steers, instead
of a hundred!” rapped out De Vega. “Or
if you like, I'll match your whole herd.”

“Oh, you will, eh?” returned Monk.
“Well, 1 wouldn’t go quite that far, because
my horse has had a hard trip; but I'll tell
you what | will do— I'll bet five hundred
steers against the right to water at your lake
—and if I don’t win the race | move on.”

Just for a moment De Vega hesitated,
then he held out his hand and the Texan
took it grimly.

“You're going to have a neighbor,” he
said.

CHAPTER .

THE CONQUEROR OF CONQUERORS.

'"TAHE fort house of De Vega stood on a low
bench close to the lake, a huge square
of solid adobe with loopholed towers at the
corners and a mud corral stuck to its side.
Not two hundred feet below a great spring
rose from the ground and the water from
this, cupped in a valley between two hills,
made a lake as round and precious as a
pearl. From the mouth of a dark canon in
the mountains beyond the green tongue of
Punta de Agua lapped down, but on the
Journey of Death that led east across the
plains there was no water for forty miles.

While the bets were being made in front
of Su Casa, Monk’s remuda ‘'eame pelting
in, spreading out like a fan as the horses
rushed down to drink.

“Hey! Jason!” yelled Monk, jumping
his horse out into the open and waving his
hat at the wrangler, “don’t let Golden Bridle
drink— I've matched a race!”
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“All right, sir!” answered the boy and,
spurring into the remuda he cut the racing
horse out. Then as Golden Bridle circled
back he shook out a loop and snapped his
rope over the horse’s head.

“Good boy!” shouted the Texan and, as
he rode away and left them, De Vega
clapped his hands for his horse. A mozo
fetched him instantly, saddled and bridled
and ready to go, and with Jaime beside him
on the curvetting Campeador, Don Lorenzo
rode down to the lake. The INM chuck
wagon, drawn by four lathered horses, came
thundering in and pulled up near the spring;
and as the long-haired, greasy cook came
down over the wheel the New Mexicans
stared at it curiously. It was a huge, cum-
brous affair with water barrels on each side
and a tall grub box set in behind; and the
body of the wagon was loaded high with
canvas bundles, the beds of the absent cow-
boys. Studiously ignoring his audience the
cook unhooked his horses and tied them to
the off wheels of the wagon. Then, throw-
ing out some inch ropes and a bundle of iron
rods, he proceeded skillfully to build a rope
corral.

Snatching the ax from its straps against
the side of the wagon he drove the rods
into the ground in the form of a circle, be-
ginning and ending at the wagon wheels.
He threaded the heavy ropes through eye-
holes in the stakes and tied them to the
spokes of the wheels.

“Come on, kid!” he yelled and, as the
Mexicans stood agape, the horse wrangler
brought up the herd.# Standing at the en-
trance of the corral with a loose rope for a
wing the cook headed off the leaders, while
the wrangler, still leading his race horse,
drove them pell-mell into the pen. Then
the loose end was brought across and fas-
tened to a stake and the cook cocked his
head and grinned.

“Don’t reckon these hombres ever seen
thet done,” he said, but Golden Bridle now
held every eye.

He was deep chested and tall, with a
smoothly rounded rump and legs both
sturdy and long; and except for his dark
eyes and his great, flaring nostrils he was
a beautiful, silky white.

“How’s your leg, son?” asked Monk,
drawing the horse wrangler to one side and
looking him over anxiously. “D’ye think
you’ll be able to ride?”

“Surest thing!” laughed the boy. *“Is this
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the caballo you've got him matched
against?” And the Texan rfodded solemnly.
“What you think of him?” he said at
last.
“Looks like he could run,” returned the

wrangler.
“Listen, kid,” began the cowman, whis-
pering hoarsely in his ear, “lI want you to

win tins, savvy? I've bet my last dollar
and five hundred head of steers against the
right to water at this lake. Never mind the
steers— what | want is this water, before the
rest of them rascals come up. What say?
D'ye think you can do it?”

“l can try like hell!” answered the boy.
“How far will we run— a quarter?”

“Quarter of a mile,” nodded Monk, with
a knowing grin. “Trust me, when I'm back-
ing a ‘Steel-dust.” ”

“Yep, they're all
served the wrangler sagely.
case, | reckon we’ll win.”

He turned with a sprightly air to inspect
Campeador, and Jaime stuck out his chin.

“How much— you bet?” he demanded in
broken English and the wrangler returned
his leer.

“All 1I've got!” he said. “You want to
bet, hombre? Well, put up or shut up—
that's mel!”

“How much you got?” asked De Vega.
“My boy don’t speak English but he’ll cover
your money, you bet.”

“Ain’t got no money,” declared the horse
wrangler recklessly. “But I'll bet my sad-
dle and gun. Yes, and my bridle and spurs
— they’s nothing small about me. How
much does he want on that hat?”

He gazed with frank approval at the high-
peaked Mexican sombrero which Jaime had
jammed down over his curls, and Jaime
pointed laughingly at his. It was a flat-
topped, broad-brimmed Stetson, with a dog
collar around the band, and the wrangler
snatched it off.

“I'll bet you even!” he challenged and
De Vega smiled indulgently.

“Very well—he says ‘Yes, he said.
Then turning to Monk and leaving the boys
to talk by signs, he asked: *“Is this your
son?”

“Hell, no!” exclaimed Monk, “l've never
been married. No, he’s jest a kid | picked
up down on the Pecos, where they'd left
him with a broken leg. It ain’t knitted good
yet, but | don’t reckon he’ll hurt it. Only
there’s one thing I'm going to ask— don't

quarter horses,” ob-
“Well, in that

let 'em shoot any guns off at the start, be-
cause my horse is plumb gun-shy and might
throw him.”

“Oh, is he your jockey?” inquired De
Vega, looking the boy over with new inter-
est. “My son will ride Campeador.”

“Yes, he’s my rider,” assented Monk,
“and he's a good one, too. But he’s hon-
est—he won’t play no tricks. 1'm on the
level myself and | expect others to be the
same. What time will we have this race?”

“Well, your horse is tired now,” began
De Vega politely, “and he hasn’t had wa-
ter for some time-—- "

“Oh, yes, he has,” broke in Monk, “you
don't know that kid at all—he’s been wa-
tering him out of them barrels. So as soon
as we have some grub and my trail herd
gits in I'm game to run you, any time.”

“Very well,” responded De Vega. “I sup-
pose your cowboys would like to bet?”

“Every man of 'em!” stated the Texan
grimly.

“Your horse must be very good, then; but
El Campeador has never been beat------ 7

“Neither has mine, Mr. De Vega, and he
won't be.”

“Yet you must admit,” smiled De Vega,
“that one horse has got to lose— and why
should it not be yours?”

“Well, there’s no use talking,” said Monk
with a grin.  “All I'll say is my boys will
bet every rag they've got, and we’ll sure
be afoot if we lose. Have you ever seen a
chuck wagon like this one before? Well,
come over and watch the cook work.”

He led the way to the wagon where the
cook, after unloading, was hopping about
like a jumping jack. From a rawhide swung
under the wagon he dragged out some dry
cedar sticks, picked up before they entered
the plains, and with furious blows of the
ax he soon had one broken up and a fire
strung out against a log. Then, as he waited
for coals to form, he laid his Dutch ovens
against the blaze and mixed up the dough
for his bread. He reached back into the
grub box and brought out a can of lard
which he poured into the bottom of a broad
oven, and as the grease began to hiss he
cut steaks from a quarter of beef and
dropped them deftly in. The huge coffeepot
was filled up and set over the fire to boil
and, just as the biscuits went into the oven,
the leaders of the herd trotted down to the
lake and drank.

Others followed close behind them, low-
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ing and fighting with their long horns as
they prodded their way out to drink; and
soon in a long line they spread out along the
shore, wading deeper to escape the pressure
from behind. After their long drive across
the plains, on the Journey of Death which
was soon to be strewn with dry bones, they
crowded out into the lake and stood almost
submerged, soaking the water up through
their hides. Then as their thirst was slaked
and the cowboys moved them off they
spread out over the plain to graze.

One by one the hard-faced punchers rode
over to the wagon, throwing off their sad-
dles by the rope corral and putting their
jaded mounts inside. They walked stiffly,
in high-heeled boots and broad, apronlike
chaps, and as they came to the fire they
glanced once at their guests and filled up
their plates from the ovens. Then, sinking
down cross-legged, they sipped their scald-
ing coffee and ate in wolfish silence. Don
Lorenzo looked them over and never in his
life had he seen men more hardy and grim.
Every one wore a pistol in his belt or chaps,
and there was a gun slung on every saddle;
but what he noticed most was the ironlike
cast of countenance, the deep-set eyes and
stubbly beards.

“Well, set up!” invited Monk, taking
some tin plates from a box and offering them
to his guests and, still marveling at their
ways, Don Lorenzo and Jaime sat down on
the ground with the rest.

“Your biscuits are good,” said De Vega
with the courtesy of his race and Monk
nodded as he poured out some coffee; but
the cook, after staring at him a minute, mut-
tered an oath and turned to a friend.

“Don’t reckon they've ever seen riz’ bis-
cuits before,” he said, and the Texans
glanced sidewise at De Vega.

“He’s got a good hawse,” observed one
of them at last and a rumble passed through
the crowd.

“Jest good enough to lose,” spoke up an-
other. “How’s old Golden Bridle, kid—
feelin’ all right?”

“Fine as silk,” responded the wrangler
who was vigorously rubbing him down while
he doled out water and grain. “You boys
want to bet on this race?”

“By grab—yes!” chorused the cowboys
and De Vega turned to Monk.

“1 will cover all their bets,” he said.

“All right, boys,” spoke up Monk, “but
being as accidents will happen, | don't
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reckon you’d better stake your guns. The
fact is,” he went on, “l done put up all
my money, so there’s nothing to buy ’em
back with, if we lose. Same way with your
saddles and rigging, but use your own judg-
ment— | don’t want to stand in your way.”

“l put mine up,” boasted the wrangler
and the cook cackled shrilly.

“Never did have no sense,” he railed.

“1 will not bet, except for cash,” inter-
rupted De Vega hastily. “It might cause
bad feeling— when you lose.”

“Hear 'im talk,” jeered the cook, sud-
denly taking the other side; and reaching
down into his overalls he fetched out a
long purse which he emptied into his hand.
Others followed his example but their stock
of money was small and, grumbling sulkily,
they rode out to the herd. Now that the
cattle had all drunk their fill at the lake
they were thrown off the water and turned
out to graze while preparations for the race
went on.

First the distance was paced off on the
smooth road past the house, which they
now saw was a well-laid-out race course;
then, as the Navajos gathered about, the
Texans mixed among them, betting their
saddles and guns on their running horse.
By signs and reckoning fingers the value of
each article was established, every finger
flashed up meaning a dollar in trade; and
soon along the track the cowboys and Nava-
jos stood in pairs with their pile of plunder
between them. Against the saddles and
chaps of the reckless Texans the Indians put
up blankets and silver, stripping off neck-
laces and richly mounted belts without a
qualm; but the faith of Monk’s cowboys re-
mained unshaken through it all and they
greeted their champion with a yell of enthu-
siasm.

Stripped down to his riding tights and
with a light pad on Golden Bridle, the horse
wrangler, grinning confidently, rode up and
down the course to acquaint his mount with
the track. At times he shouted to the
Texans to remove sticks and tiny rocks; but
on account of his broken leg, which was still
in splints, he rode with both feet out of
the stirrups. And now Jaime came out,
stripped down to a G string and with his
knees thrust under a surcingle.

“Santiago!” he shouted and at that war
cry of the Spaniards EI Campeador was off
like a shot.

“By grab—he can

run!” complained
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Monk and the Mexicans whooped with de-
light.

They had been kept inside the gate by
the order of their jeje but the flat roofs
and towers were swarming with men while
the balcony along the front of the secdnd
floor revealed the half-hidden faces of the
ladies. For, though he welcomed every
stranger, the wife and daughters of De Vega
were carefully secluded behind the lattice
of their portico. It was the Spanish custom
that had descended from his ancestors.

“Viva El Campeadorl” cried a shrill voice
from the balcony and Jaime looked up and
smiled. The two riders came together and
rode up toward the scratch where the start-
ers were waiting impatiently, and as they
passed the iron-barred gallery an eager hand
was thrust out and the wrangler impudently
waved back.

“Not for you!” laughed Jaime, giving him
a playful push. **Tha’'s my seester— she
say, ‘Good luck'—to me!”

“Ump-um!” grinned the wrangler and
turning on his horse he bowed and touched
his heart.

“A-ah, don't git so smart!” sneered a
harsh voice from the crowd and the wran-
gler whirled like a flash. Among the grin-
ning Texans who stood along the track there
was only one face with a hostile glare—a
face crude and bearded, with high cheek
bones and slanting eyes— and a nose as flat
and broad as an ape’s. It was the face of
“Cub” Battles, who had ridden up during
the excitement, and the wrangler glared
back defiantly.

“Go chase yourself!” he cried and as he
trotted up the track Battles rode vindic-
tively after him.

“Who's the boss here?” he demanded,
spurring up to the start where De Vega and
Monk were conferring. “l want to warn
you, Mr. Mex, they’re ringing a race hawse
in on you, so you’d better look out how you
bet.”

“That is all right, my friend,” bowed De
Vega.

“Oh, you think you can win, hey?”
mocked Battles; “well, that's what makes
hawse races, they say. A difference of opin-
ion— but at the same time, mister, you want
to look out for that jock’. He’s crooked and
| know it— used to work for me, but | fired
him—and you watch him or he’ll shore do
you dirt.”

“Many thanks— I will watch him,” re-

turned De Vega. “And now shall we be-
gin?” he asked Monk.

“Suits me,” answered Monk, “but who's
going to judge the finish? We don’'t want
to have any dispute.”

“We will both go,” suggested De Vega,
“and let the boys start themselves. They
can wheel at the drop of a hat.”

“No, make it a pistol shot— I'll start 'em,”
volunteered Battles and Monk started to-
ward him with an oath.

“You keep out of this!” he warned and
Battles bristled.

“This is a free country, ain’t it?” he
asked.

“You’'ll soon find out,” answered Monk,
“if you don’t mind your own business. And
no shooting goes— understand?”

“I'll snap a cap at you if you give me any
more lip,” threatened Battles with a savage
snarl but as the Texan met his eyes he
backed off. “Well, go ahead and rob ’'em,”
he said.

“l am satisfied,” announced De Vega in
the precise English he habitually spoke and
Monk grunted and rode off down the course.

Now as they saw the track before them
and the expectant crowd on every side, El
Campeador and Golden Bridle began to
fight their heads and rear, trying vainly to
break into a run; but the jockeys reined
them back and as they rode down to the
scratch the horse wrangler hooked his feet
into the stirrups. His face set as he ap-
proached the mark and turned his horse on
the line; and Jaime, holding a switch, rode
evenly beside him, the two horses turning
like one. Then, just as they faced back,
the hat dropped to the ground and they
whirled in their tracks and were off. But at
the first mighty bound ElI Campeador took
the lead and the Mexicans set up a shout.

They went thundering down the track
with Campeador still in the lead by the
length of that first agile jump and, with his
switch out behind playing a tattoo, Jaime
leaned forward and went flashing past the
house.

“Santiagot” he cried and the Mexicans
echoed the ancient battle cry to which the
Spaniards drove the Moors from Spain.
But as the race was almost run the crouch-
ing Texan raised his whip and smote his
horse once across the hip. In an instant he
was up in front, fighting neck and neck with
the Conqueror of Conquerors; and at the
second blow of the whip he leaped a length
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ahead and held it till he crossed the line.
Then, fighting against the bit, he went
bounding down the road while the Texans
set up a cheer. EI Campeador followed be-
hind him, struggling desperately to take the
lead, but Jaime jerked him back in a pet
and the Mexicans on the housetops were
still.  The Conqueror of Conquerors was
vanquished at last and the Texans were
collecting their bets.

CHAPTER III.

A FREE COUNTRY.

A S he rose in his stirrups to see the finish
** of the race Lorenzo de Vega had his
head thrown far back and his fighting nose
upraised like a beak. It was one nose among
a thousand, curved in the lines of an ellipse
like the crescent of the moon, and as he
gazed past its hook there was a battle light
in his black eyes and the rage of despair in
his heart. For he had bet more than he
had; and wagered that which, if he gave it,
would make him less than master of Su

Casa. He had staked his right to Indian
Lake, and lost it; and worst of all, to a
Texan! He sank back in his saddle and

for the moment all went black, for EI Cam-
peador had lost.

“Well-—we win, eh?” observed a voice at
his side and De Vega turned savagely on
Monk. Once more the fighting nose was
raised like an eagle’s beak but at sight of
the mild smile on the Texan’s broad coun-
tenance he checked himself and said noth-
ing. After all, Monk’s horse had won.

“Hard luck,” went on Monk, “but as you
said a while ago, one horse jest naturally
had to lose. You don’t need to mind about
the money.”

“What money?” demanded De Vega ar-
rogantly.

“Well, the money that your boy put up
against my pocketbook. All I wanted was
the water right—and | got it.”

“Yes—you got it,” answered De Vega,
after a silence.

“Jest make me out a paper--—- ” began
Monk; and for a third time the fighting
beak went up.

“l give you my word, as a gentleman,”
De Vega said. “But | don’t sign no papers
—no, sir!”

“Oh, that’s all right,” soothed Monk, “I
hope you’'re satisfied about the race. It was
run fair and square, and all that?”
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“Yes, it was run fair and square!” burst
out De Vega angrily. “For el diablol 1I'm
going to Kill that horse!”

He reached for his knife, as EI Campeador
came galloping back, champing his bit and
almost out of control, but the calm voice
of the Texan halted him.

“Better not. I'll buy him,” he said.

“Well, what'd | tell ye?” grated another
voice in Lorenzo’s ear, and he turned to see
Cub Battles grinning at him. “Didn’t |
tell you they was ringing in a race horse on
you?” he demanded. “How much did you
have up on it, anyhow?”

“1 bet him five hundred steers against the
right to water at his lake,” answered Monk
as De Vega only glared. “And there was
a little side money, to boot.”

“Five hundred steers!” yelled Battles.
“What? For watering at that lake? By
grab, I'll git it for nothing!”

“l mean permaneniiy,” corrected Monk,
and Battles stared.

“Well, so do I,” he said. “Why not?”

“Because he holds the land all around
the lake with a regular, U. S. patent. He
could fence it and keep us all out.”

“Not me!” bellowed Battles shaking his
head like a charging bull; “I've come here
to water, and I'll water. This is a free
country, ain’t it? | ask permission of no-
body, let alone a dad-burned greaser!”

He faced the Spaniard defiantly, for De
Vega, at the epithet, had clutched his knife;
but after an instant De Vega withdrew his
hand— for the Texan was waiting to Kkill
him.

“That is all right,” he said at last, his
narrowed eyes burning wickedly, “the wa-
ter is free "for all. | welcome all men, no
matter how vicious and ignorant, but after
you have watered and rested your -cattle
I shall expect you to drive them on.”

“Go ahead and expect,,T jeered Battles
and turned to follow the crowd.

With one accord they were returning to
the house in the wake of the two prancing
horses, Monk’s cowboys grinning with tri-
umph and loaded "down with Navajo
trophies, from necklaces to silver-mounted
bridles. In the lead rode Jaime on the un-
ruly Campeador, who seemed to smart under
his unaccustomed defeat; and close behind
him followed the horse wrangler, his injured
leg free of the stirrup again, but riding his
spirited mount like a centaur. On his head
he wore two hats, the first fruit of his vie-
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tory, the gorgeous sombrero of Jaime, and
his own on top of it, and he was grinning
from ear to ear.

“Here, amigo!” he said, reining in beside
Jaime and clapping his Texan hat over his
curls, “take that and don’t look so sorry.”
He slapped him on the back and after a
moment of angry silence Jaime relented and
allowed the hat to remain.

“Aw— here!” burst out the wrangler,
passing over the Mexican sombrero, “take
your danged old hat— I don’'t want it. Take
’em both, dog-gone it, if it’ll make you feel
any better-——- 7

“No, no!” exclaimed Jaime indignantly.
Then, bursting into a laugh, he put the
Texas hat on his own head and passed
back the high-topped sombrero.

“Muchas gracias,” he said, “me Texano,
now— no?”

“Sure, and I'm a Mexican!” grinned the
wrangler. “Buenas tardes, sehorita,” he
bowed, taking off his sombrero to the lat-
ticed balcony, and at that moment Cub
Battles rode up.

“At it again, eh, you danged smart
Aleck?” he snarled and, whipping out his
pistol, he fired it off under Golden Bridle’s
belly. For a desperate moment the wrangler
clung to his reins as his horse reared and
leaped aside and then, dropping his plunder,
he straightened himself in mid-air and
dropped like a plummet to the ground. But
when he landed there was a crack, and as
his bandaged leg doubled under him he top-
pled and fell flat in the dust. Golden Bridle
bolted like a shot and rushed off across the
plain, pursued by a dozen riders; and as the
crowd surged in the horse wrangler sat up,
holding his leg and cursing Cub Battles.

He was a slow-moving man and, seeing
the mischief he had done, he sat dum-
founded on his horse; but when he heard the
curses that were being heaped upon him
he was stung to a new vindictiveness.

“SHet yore mouth,” he yapped back, “or
I'll git down and do it for you. | jest broke
yore leg this time, but if you keep on giv-
ing off haid I'll jump down and break yore
danged neck.”

“You wait till 1 get my leg fixed and I'll
kill you!” cried the wrangler; “you don’t
dare pick on a man!”

“Here, you git away from here!” ordered
Monk, riding grimly in on Battles. “Git
away and Kkeep a-going— understand?
You've got no business picking on this boy

the way you have. You heard what | said—
now git!”

He made at him so threateningly that the
burly Texan slunk away and Monk turned
to the boy on the ground.

“Break your leg again, kid?” he asked,
dropping down and stripping the splints
off. “l wouldn’t have had this happen for
anything. What the devil has come over
that pot-licking hound? What’s made him
so ringy, all at once?”

“Oh, he’s sore about that water right you
just won off of this outfit and he’s taking it
out on me. Don’t dare to fight a man or
anybody his own size----- 7

“There, there, kid,” soothed the cowman,
“don’t cuss so.”

“Yes, but the ornery whelp went and
broke my leg before,” wailed the boy as he
tried to get up. “And now,” he burst out,
“l can't go on with you— there ain’'t any
room on the wagon.”

“Well, we’ll make room,” promised Monk
but as they were picking the boy up De
Vega stepped in and stopped them. His
fit of anger was over and he was his old,
courteous self— the owner of Su Casa still.

“Leave the boy with me,” he said, “and
he shall have the best of care. | have an
old nurse who can set his leg just right— but
we must hurry before it swells.”

“Oh, | wouldn't want to trouble you,”
began Monk half heartedly, but without
more demur he helped carry the boy inside
where he was laid on a clean, white bed.
Women and servants rushed in and out,
bringing towels and hot water, and soon
with an agonizing yank the bones were
snapped back and held in place by splints
made from yucca. Then as old Tia, the
nurse, beckoned them all to go away, De
Vega and Monk went out together.

“It’s an old grudge,” explained the Texan
as they stepped out the door and stood in
the busy patio. “This kid comes from good
people but these Battles boys got hold of
him and tried to make him a regular tough.
They broke his leg for him, down on the
Pecos, by tailing his horse or something,
and went off and left him, dead broke; but
when | came along and picked him up for
a wrangler, seems like they wanted him
back. But he won’t work for nobody, for
a spell.”

“Have no fear,” said De Vega, “I will take
the best of care of him— but now let us
go up on the roof.”
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He led the way up an outside stairway
to the flat roof of the house, which was pro-
tected by a loopholed wall; and, climbing
up into the square tower that stood at the
corner, he looked out over the plain.

“There are three herds of cattle,” he said,
half to himself, “all coming to drink at my
lake— or shall we say ‘our lake,” my friend?”

“No, your lake,” corrected Monk. “I
don't ask for no title—jest the right to
water my stock.”

“And these men— what of them?” in-
quired De Vega.

“They’'re a hard outfit,” admitted Monk,
“but old Si ain’t so bad. It's this coyote,
Cub, and Lee, the youngest boy—we’re
due to have trouble, | expect.”

“What kind of trouble, Mr. Monk?”

“Well, trouble over the water. They're a
hard bunch to turn and 1| don’'t look for
them to move at all.”

“1 will move them,” returned De Vega
confidently.

“If you need any help------ ” began Monk,
but De Vega held up his hand.

“1 know just how to handle that kind of
men,” he said. “l will need no assistance
whatever.”

“There’s one thing about them,” cau-
tioned Monk, “they’re mean, but they stick
together. If you whip Cub, you've got to
whip Si and Lee— and they’re dead-hard
games, every one of them.”

“l will remember what you say,” prom-
ised De Vega. Then, his voice suddenly
breaking, he thrust his nose in Monk’s face
and his eyes were like a maniac’s.

“Did you hear what he called me?” he
demanded.

“No— what?”
aback.

“He called me a greaser!” hissed De Vega.
“Me—a Spanish gentleman—a De Vegal
My ancestors were knighted on the battle-
fields of Spain, they came here and con-
quered this country. Do you think | will
let a dog of a Texan come by here and
call me a greaser?”

“Well, no,” responded Monk pacifically.

“But they shall water,” went on De Vega,
pacing restlessly to and fro. “They shall
water and be welcomed in my house. That
is the custom of my people, and all strangers
are welcome— but we know how .to deal with
our enemies. My men are trained to fight,
and they are ready to begin, but first we
will let the cattle drink.”

answered Monk, taken

He muttered to himself as he gazed off
across the flats to where the first herd was
moving toward the lake.

“Gregorio!” he shouted and from the
guardroom below a deep voice made reply;
then a young man, big and active, with the
fighting De Vega nose, came bounding up
the stairs and saluted.

“That is my son,” observed De Vega,
after he had given him his orders. “Now
you will see if we New Mexicans are vaque-
ros.”

As he spoke there was a rush of armed
men past the house and into the adobe cor-
ral, and with a deftness truly marvelous they
caught and saddled their half-wild steeds
and went galloping off toward the lake.
Spreading out in a long line, the point of
which still bored ahead, they gathered up
their grazing cattle and, swinging back to-
ward the south, pushed them up toward the
mouth of Dark Cafion. Within the space
of half an hour the plains were swept bare,
except for Monk’s close-held herd, and as
the first of the Battles’ cattle rushed pell-
mell into the lake the vaqueros came dash-
ing back. Every man came on the run, set-
ting his horse up with a jerk as he wheeled
and entered the corral gate, but the master
of them all was the young Gregorio, who was
mounted on a superb black horse.

“Your son is a good rider,” observed
Monk at last and De Vega nodded proudly.

“Yes, he is muy jinete; and | have five
other sons as good. They were raised in
the saddle and even Jaime, my youngest,
has ridden on the trail of the Apaches. Then
besides them | have two sons-in-law who
live over on the Tularosa and all the men
of my range. They live up in these moun-
tains, on little ranches by the streams; and
when | send the word they come. Many
times in years past they have sent to me
for aid, when the Indians were running off
their stock; and with my fighting men be-
hind me | have whipped the Apaches off—
that is something they will never forget. So
I ask you, my friend, why should | fear
the Texans? Are these Battles boys bet-
ter men than my sons?”

“No, | don’t suppose they are,” conceded
Monk.

“Then why should |
manded De Vega.

“Well, you don’t,” the Texan answered
bluntly and De Vega laughed and nodded.

With the thunder of bellowing bulls and

fear them?” de-
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the high mooing of cows a second herd of
cattle came rushing in across the plains and
hurled themselves into the lake. Packed
ten deep along the shore and fighting sav-
agely to horn their way through, the cattle
pushed out until, barred from making a re-
turn, they took water and swam across.
Reckless riders spurred in among them, cut-
ting off bunches from the flanks and spread-
ing them further along the shore, until as
the third herd came in Su Casa itself was
surrounded by a mass of milling steers.
They were wild, gaunt creatures, long of leg
and broad of horns; and conspicuous among
the rest were the enormous white-faced bulls
that had been brought along to breed up
the herd. From his station in the watch
tower De Vega looked down upon their
backs and the first chill of fear entered his
heart. Here was an enemy more dangerous
than the Texans themselves, for they would
feed off the grass for miles. If he allowed
them to remain—and their owners had
turned them loose— Indian Lake would no
longer be his.

The three chuck wagons of the Battles
boys had parked close beside the spring, al-
most within a stone’s throw of Su Casa,
and as evening came on and the cattle
spread out to feed, the cooks served supper
for all hands. There was drinking and
loud laughter and at last with a whoop two
Texans rode up to the house. They were
young and smooth faced and better dressed
than the rest; and the smaller one wore a
huge hat, ornamented with the lone star of
Texas, pulled down almost over his ears.
De Vega glanced at them suspiciously as
he stepped out the gate but the rule of his
house was inexorable.

“Good evening, gentlemen,” he bowed,
“my poor house is at your service. Will you
come in and have some refreshments?”

“Got anything to drink?” demanded the
tall cowboy eagerly and when De Vega men-
tioned the wine he grinned.

“Come on, kid,” he said, vaulting lightly
to the ground and throwing his split reins in
the dirt; and after a high-voiced giggling
protest, his companion stepped off, reveal-
ing a flashy pair of small-sized boots.

“l am Lorenzo Bernal de Vega,” an-
nounced their host after a formal pause,
and the tall cowboy responded reluctantly.

“I'm Lee Battles,” he said, “and this is
my pardner.” But he did not even offer
his hand.

“Oh, | see,” observed De Vega, “you are
traveling together. Will you be pleased to
enter my poor house?”

“Sure thing,” answered Battles, “if you've
got any wine. Them boys done drunk up
all my whisky.”

A shrill titter from his partner made De
Vega start and stare again but he stepped
back and bowed them in. Then, leading the
way to the crowded dining room, he seated
them near the head of the table, where his
wife was pouring the coffee.

“Mi senora,” he said, with a short nod
toward his wife, “el Senor Battles y com-
pahero.” Then, glad indeed that his guests
merely stared, he called for the cakes and
sweet wine. All up and down the table the
swarthy faces of the Mexicans were turned
to observe these strange guests and, some-
what abashed, Lee Battles removed his hat.

“Take off your hat, kid,” he nudged as
the wine and cakes appeared, but his com-
panion shook his head and giggled nerv-
ously. “Take off your hat!” repeated Bat-
tles, a broad grin on his face, and suddenly
the Senora de Vega rose up.

“Go to your rooms,” she said to her
daughters in Spanish and fixed her angry
eyes on her husband. There was a rapid
interchange of Spanish, and as Battles tossed
off his wine De Vega strode over and con-
fronted him.

“Who is this person?” he demanded and,
without waiting for an answer, he reached
over and snatched off the hat. A mass of
blond hair, which had been coiled up in-
side it, left no doubt that the person was a
woman.

“Your wife?” inquired De Vega as she
rose up and burst out laughing, and Battles
scratched his head.

“Not quite,” he said with a shameless
smirk and the woman gave him a slap.

“You shut up,” she said, “and git me
back that hat. | didn’'t come in here to
be insulted.”

“Here is your hat,” spoke up De Vega,
“and please never come back. You have in-
sulted my wife and daughters.”

“Who has?” demanded Battles brazenly.

“You, sir!” cried De Vega, “by bring-
ing in this shameless woman. Leave my
house, before | forget myself.”

“I'lll go when 1 git good and ready,” re-
plied Battles, and swaggered out the gate
with his woman.

“Cierra la puertal” shouted De Vega in
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a fury and the portero, sensing his rage,
slammed the huge gates behind them and
dropped the heavy bars into place.

“Dog of a Texan!” cursed De Vega and
with his man at arms behind him he rushed
up the stairway to the roof.

The two Texans were just mounting when
he leaned over and glared down upon them,
while the men around the wagons were look-
ing on.

“There he is!” exclaimed Battles, “let’s
kick down his door for him!” And the
woman backed up her horse. As his rump
touched the gate she pricked him viciously
with the spurs and, as if trained for such
work, he let fly with both heels, hitting the
gate a resounding whack.

“Yeee— hooo!” cheered the Texans, run-
ning to catch up their mounts; and as blow
after blow awoke the echoes of Su Casa
they rode up to join in the merriment.

“Give 'em hell, kid!” they bantered, halt-
ing their horses in a row and cheering on
the spurring woman; but as Lorenzo de
Vega posted his men along the roof Si Bat-
tles, the oldest brother, rode up.

“That'll do, boys,” he said. “They might
misunderstand you and think you was try-
ing to act rough. Lee, you dad-burned
limb, quit that laughing and git her out of
that! What d'ye think you’re trying to do
—start a war?”

“They done insulted me!” proclaimed
Lee. “Slammed the door in my face, the
low-down, ornery greasers!”

“Well, you go back to the wagon,” or-
dered Si, “before | take down my rope and
tan your hide. Git out of hyer, now, every
one of you!”

He shook out a loop from the throw rope
on his saddle and rode in, half laughing as
he flourished it, and, with a playful whoop,
Lee caught the woman’s rein and spurred
away at a gallop.

“They don’'t mean nothing,” grinned Si,
waving a negligent hand at De Vega who
was standing with his men on the roof. “Ill
be up and see you in the morning.”

“You leave here!” commanded De Vega.
“l don't want to see you! Water your
cows and leave— in the morning!”

“I'll leave when 1 git good and ready,”
retorted Battles. “Or | might change my
mind and stay a while.”

“Then you will change your mind again,”
answered De Vega but the Texan rode off
laughing.

FROM TEXAS IS

CHAPTER IV.

CONCERNING THE NATURE OF TEXANS

was daylight the next morning when

Lorenzo de Vega strode out on his flat
roof and looked down. By their wagons
just below him the Texans were still sleep-
ing, each man in his canvas-covered bed;
but the cooks were up and busy and out
across the flat the night herders were bring-
ing in the horses.

“Hijos del diablol” he muttered between
his teeth and Porfirio joined in the curse.
He was standing behind his master, a heavy
buffalo gun across his arm, the ancient cut-
lass of the De Vegas slung below it; and
about his own belt there was a pair of huge
horse pistols, with a long throwing knife in
his boot. Nor was De Vega stripped down
as on the day before when he had gone
out to welcome his guests. He too wore two
pistols and in the hollow of his arm he bore
an old-fashioned Sharps repeating rifle.

“They are late,” observed De Vega at
last.

“This will wake them,” suggested Porfirio,
tapping his gun.

“No! No killing,” reproved De Vega. “I
have talked with my father and he has
informed me concerning the nature of the
Texans. Most gringos think of money but
the Texans think of cows— they value them
more than their lives. Many years ago my
father went to fight the Comanches in the
country where these Texans come from, and
he found them living in wagons, which were
drawn by oxen, and killing all the buffalo
for their hides. But when he went again
he found them living in houses, and in place
of the buffaloes they had cows. Now the
grass is all gone and they have come to take
our country, but we still have an arrow to
our bow.”

“We might kill the three brothers,” hinted
Porfirio; “then the others would become
frightened and go.”

“No! No killing!” repeated De Vega.
“These are not Indians, hombre, they are
the first of many gringos who will come
crowding in upon us. We did not think,
amigo mio, when we joined with the sol-
diers and chased the last Apaches into Mex-
ico; we did not stop to consider that, when
this country was made safe, the gringos
would come in and take it. These men we
see here are the first of many thousands
who will come with their cows to our plains.
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But when the sun is an hour high you will
see these men, at least, all in flight and
driving their cattle before them.”

“Quitn sa b e shrugged Porfirio, grinning
doubtfully. “You say we will not kill a
man?”

“Not a man!” warned De Vega, “or they
will stay here and fight us, for | tell you
they think nothing of their lives. But |
talked with my old father and he told me
for a certainty they value nothing in the
world like their cows.”

“Que barbaros!” muttered Porfirio scorn-
fully, and looked out over the level plain.
For miles, far and near, the cattle were com-
ing in, strung out along the cow trails to
the lake. But the herd of Monk was close
held against the hills to the west, and their
own cattle were pushed up Dark Canon.

“We will let them all drink,” said De
Vega.

The sun was an hour high when, with
Porfirio behind him, he showed himself in
the watch tower; and now in contented
groups the cattle stood all about, chewing
their cud before they plodded back to feed.
By their wagons the gaunt Texans were
sprawled in slothful ease, resting up after
the long drive across the plains; and when
they saw De Vega with the cutlass on his
hip they cocked their heads inquiringly.

“Camastamos!” hailed Si Battles in bas-
tard Spanish.

“Good morning, sir!” returned De Vega.
“l see your cattle have all watered, so now
I must ask you to go. | have cattle of my
own and they cannot use this lake until
your own herds have gone.”

“No-o0 hurry,” drawled the Texan inso-
lently.

“Very well, sir,” replied De Vega, “I have
given you fair warning. Gregorio!” he
shouted down behind.

“Que manda?” his
promptly.

“Bring the horses from the corral and put
them into the patio— then close the gates
and stand ready.”

“Al momento!” replied Gregorio and with
his young men behind him he trotted out
into the corral. Instantly the air was full
of ropes as each caught his favorite mount
and led him out to be bridled and when the
last was ready they leaped into the saddle
and rushed into the patio.

“Ciena la puerta!” ordered Gregorio and
as the great gates slammed shut De Vega

son responded

stepped out and raised his gun. Then as
the Texans sat staring the heavy rifle spoke
out and a huge bull sank to his knees. It
was one of the broad-backed Herefords that
they had brought to breed up their herds
and as they leaped up the rifle spoke again.
Another bull went down and, seeing their
cattle being slaughtered, the Texans rushed
for their guns. But when they looked up
the roof was lined with armed men, crouch-
ing down behind the loopholed wall. It was
Gregorio and his retainers waiting to shoot.

“Hyer! Wait a minute! Wait!” shouted
Si Battles in a frenzy as he beheld his
blooded bulls going down; but like the beat
of a slow drum the old buffalo gun went on
and on and at every shot a bull lurched and
fell. And Lorenzo de Vega had now knelt
behind a loophole, leaving nothing at which
to shoot.

“Jest wait!” pleaded Battles, riding half-
way to the house and holding up his hand
for peace; but as fast as he could fire and
Porfirio could load, De Vega shot into the
herd. The cattle were running now, stam-
peded by the slaughter and the smell of flow-
ing blood; and with a despairing curse Si
Battles raced back and ordered his cowboys
out.

“Git 'em out of hyer! Git!” he yelled
to his startled men and though the bullets
were flying past them they mounted and
spurred away, driving the stampeded cattle
out of range.

“Don’t shoot!” screamed Battles, riding
back for a last appeal; but the big gun still
kept on like the drums of doom and each
shot brought down a bull.

“I'll kill that damned greaser!” Battles
wailed again and again; but when the last
of his herd was out of range he kept on
across the plains to the north. At the wag-
ons by the lake the cooks and wranglers
sprang into action, throwing the harness
onto the work horses and heaving in pots
and kettles before they hooked up and fled.
In a few minutes the plain was empty, ex-
cept for the huge carcasses of what had once
been the pride of the herd.

“You see?” said De Vega, turning tri-
umphantly to Porfirio. “The sun is an hour
high and the Texanos have all gone. And
besides that we have plenty of beef.”

He shouted down into the patio and men
and women streamed out the gate; and
when Monk, after a long wait, finally rode
up to the house they were swarming like
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ants about the kill. Even the Navajos, who
during the shooting had disappeared into the
hills, had returned for their share of the
beef, and around every carcass Monk could
see the flash of knives as they cut off the
flesh in long strips. Already the lariats
were strung along the roof to receive the
slices of jerked beef and on a bull hide in-
side the gate the women were salting down
and rubbing in pepper and herbs. Ancient
carretas, resurrected from the old corral,
squeaked and groaned with the weight of
more meat; and the vaqueros were pegging
out the biggest of the bull skins to cut into
strings for reatas. It was like an Indian
village, when the buffalo still roamed the
plains and the warriors had made their kill;
but when Monk beheld the hides of the im-
ported Hereford bulls he shook his head and
sighed.

“Good morning, my friend!” shouted De
Vega from the watch tower, and the Texan
glanced up at him grimly.

“Who killed all those bulls?” he asked in
a shocked voice.

“1 did,” answered De Vega, smiling.

“Yes, but my God, man!” protested
Monk, “those are thoroughbred Herefords—
worth five hundred dollars apiece, back in
Texas!”

“They should keep them back in Texas,
then,” suggested De Vega, “instead of try-
ing to steal my land.”

“Yes, sure,” agreed Monk, “but them
bulls were worth money— how many do
you reckon you killed?”

“1 don’t know, my friend, but I killed all

I could. Wouldn't you like to have some
beef?”

“Hell— no!” grumbled Monk. “Wouldn't
set right on my stomach. Well, |1 reckon

I've lost my welcome— but what about that
boy of mine you've got?”

“He is being well cared for,” replied De
Vega, “but his bones will not knit for a
month.”

“That’s it,” complained Monk, “l don't
like to go off and leave him, and at the same

”

“You are welcome to stay, sir,” broke
in De Vega.

“What, and water at your lake?” cried
Monk.

“Certainly, yes!” responded De Vega.
“Didn’t 1 give you my word yesterday?
You can stay as long as you like. But these

Battles boys became insolent and insulted
2A—POP.
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my family; so | drove them away, as you
see.”

He pointed to the dust, rising up in long
banners as the huge herd plodded on to
the north, and lke Monk scratched his head.

“Well, | didn't know,” he mumbled;
“thought maybe you'd changed your mind
and called a feud on the whole State of
Texas.”

“No, my friend,” answered De Vega, lean-
ing down from the tower with his most en-
gaging smile, “my house is still Su Casa.
You are welcome to come in as often as you
wish, and all your friends are welcome; but
these other Texanos have had to have a
lesson, because this lake and this water are
mine.”

“That’s all right, then,” returned Monk;
“hope we don’t have no trouble; but by
grab, Mr. de Vega, it don’t seem quite right,
killing off them fine Hereford bulls!”

De Vega laughed silently and, running
down the stairway, stepped out in front of
his house.

“Come in, sir,” he said, “and | will send
back a vaquero to tell your men to bring up
the cows. This lake is half yours, but I
won’t sign no papers, because that’s some-
thing | don’t understand. But come in and
have some cakes and sweet wine.”

He dispatched a boy to the distant herd
and, seating his guest in the dining hall,
called for Pancha to bring in the coffee.
Then with the greatest good humor he sat
down across the table and poured out two
glasses of wine.

“Salud!” he said. And holding up his
glass, the Texan responded to the toast.

“Here’s how!” he rumbled, “and | hope,
Mr. de Vega, you won't judge all Texans
by them! They’re good cowmen, none bet-
ter, but jest a little too rough and ranicky
to make what you’d call first-class neigh-
bors. | didn't want 'em here, nohow, and
I'm shore glad you run ’em off. But you'll
hear from them later— about them bulls.
They're fighting men, savvy? And of course
you being a Mexican--—-- 7

“l am a Spaniard,” corrected De Vega
sharply.

“Yes, | know,” nodded Monk, “but know-
ing the Battles as | do, | jest want to warn
you to look out. They've had trouble all
the way west, fighting and gambling and
wrecking saloons; and back on the Pecos
where they wintered their cattle they stood
off the officers of the law. This woman of
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Lee’s backed her horse into a saloon and
kicked the whole bar into kindling wood—
seems like her horse has been trained to
kick when you spur him— and they left that
barroom a wreck. But when they tried to
arrest Lee, old Si and Cub pulled their guns
and stood the officers off. Then they’ve had
a lot of trouble with the Mexicans along
the trail, throwing their cows into the herd
and such. So all together they're a pretty
hard outfit— that’s why I'm sorry you killed
them bulls.”

“It is lucky,” responded De Vega, “that
our trouble went no farther. For if |1 had
had my pistol | should certainly have killed
that man when he called me a greaser yes-
terday. That is a term of contempt and no
true Mexican will endure it, much less a
pure-blooded Castilian. My ancestors have
been warriors for hundreds of years, being
knighted for their services against the
Moors; and when Mexico was discovered
Lorenzo Bernal de Vega came over on the
viceroy’s ship. You might have noticed the
cutlass which my man at arms bears— that
was worn by my great-grandfather, on my
mother’s side, who was a captain in the
Spanish navy; and the Esquipulo de Vega
grant was given to another ancestor for his
part in the Pueblo Rebellion.

“That was an uprising of the Indians
against the first Spaniards who conquered
them; but after a long and bloody war the
Pueblos were subdued, my ancestor being
second in command. Then my father, this
old man that you have seen about my house,
was given a Mexican grant at San Lazaro,
farther north. All his life he fought the
Navajos and Utes until now his body is
covered with wounds. | was born at San
Lazaro, where | went out against the Apa-
ches when less than eleven years old. So
you can see, my friend, that war is no new
thing to me; nor is it to my gente, my peo-
ple.

“We are not like those Mexicans that you
meet along the river— they are cowardly and
depend on us to protect them. They send
out their sheep in the care of poor peons,
who handle the herds on shares; but these
rich men like Montemayor, who have made
a fortune with sheep, they never risk their
own lives. They always send out poor men
who have been imprisoned for debt and
have no choice but to do their master’s will;
and when they were attacked these herders
fled to me and | protected them and brought

back the sheep. That has been my work
for years and this Rico Montemayor has
made maybe a million dollars in his busi-
ness. But if I had not been here his herds
would have been destroyed or driven away
by the Navajos. Yet now | am still poor,
for while I am away my cattle do not get
the proper care; while that big bag of wind,
that huge tub of fat, he hides at Socorro
and prospers.

“And now, Mr. Monk, you see how he
rewards me— it was he who sent you down
herel Yes, you and these other Texans,
these bad, fighting Battles boys who would
have taken my lake and my land. But you
shall see how | repay him—1 have had
enough of words, and already my revenge
is at hand. That is why, my friend, 1 am
so happy this morning; for those three great
herds are heading north across the plains
and they will settle on Montemayor’s wa-
ter. Then you will see him coming here,
with his tail between his legs, to beg me
to save him from the Texans; but | will
only laugh, because | know he sent you
down here to save his own water and land.”

De Vega stopped and laughed, pouring
out a glass of wine and filling Monk’s up to
the brim.

“1 will teach him,” he went on, “which
of us is the better man, for Montemayor is a
coward! But me, | fear nothing— my fa-
ther would kill me if I turned back from a
hundred armed men. When | was a boy
I went out to fight a Navajo who had dared
any man to give him battle, and this is what
my father said:

“ ‘Bring me back his hair,” he said, ‘or
I will kill you with this pistol.” And that
was when | was eleven years old. Since
then | have fought the Indians for nearly
forty years until now my own sons are grown

up. Do you think we are afraid of these
Battles boys— these Texans? | could have
killed them all, this morning. You know

my man at arms is muy matador and when
we came out on the roof this morning and
saw them camped below us Porfirio wanted
to kill them. They are not men trained
to war or they would never camp so near
my house, which you can see is also a fort.
So | killed their bulls instead and now, as
you see, they are heading for the trail to
the north.

“That is the best trail, after all, for it
leads on to Arizona where there is plenty
of grass and water. Only a hundred miles
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to the west are the Sierra Blanca Mountains,
which are covered with snow all summer,
and in the valleys that lead down from them
there is water at all times. But this coun-
try. as you see, is very dry. It is a coun-
try adapted to sheep, which can live on
bitter brush; but a cow must always have
grass. So | say it is for the best— and it
would be better for you, too— but if you
wish to remain | will make you an offer,
which is to leave here and go up to Dark
Canon.

“That is the big canon, very deep, which
you see to the south, where | drove all my
cattle yesterday; and if you like the place
I will trade you the right to it in exchange
for what you won yesterday. Will you go
up and see it, my friend?”

He leaned across the table and Monk
read in his eyes a menace as well as a plead-
ing.

“Sure thing,” he said. “Right now.”

“Very well,” responded De Vega. “I
could not believe your horse would win or
I would not have bet my water right for
anything. But | thought—well, you know— |
was sure my horse would win, so | did not
care what | bet. That is my weakness, Mr.
Monk, | will gamble on horse races. Many
times my wife she scolds me; but if | can
get back my lake | will be happy again—
and your cattle can drink here, anyhow.
But up in Dark Canon there is plenty of
water— you can see where it runs out at
the mouth— and in all my life it has never
gone dry, so I am not trying to cheat you,
my friend. It may be | am foolish, trading
a live horse for a dead one, because the
Texans may take my lake, anyhow;- yet this
is my house, if | do call it Su Casa, and
I want to have the lake to myself.”

“I'll make the trade right now— if you’ll
give me a deed,” proposed Monk, but De
Vega shook his head stubbornly.

“No— no papers,” he declared. “That is
another great weakness of mine, and one
time it cost me a fortune. | will give you
my word, as a gentleman.”

“Your word is good with me, but with
these Texans it is different. I've got to
prove title to my land— otherwise they will
take it away from me.”"

“What— you mean they will drive you
away?”

“Either that or there’ll be a killing. |
am a peaceable man, myself, and God knows
I've had enough trouble.”
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“Oh, you mean with those Indians, when
they took your land away and drove you
out into the blizzard?”

“No, no!” exclaimed Monk with a weary
smile, “you don’t git the idee, at all. The
Indians were my friends, but there were
some squaw-men politicians that tried to
make me grease their paws. When 1 re-
fused, the President of the United States
ordered me out in ninety days. That’s why
I want this deed.”

“ ‘Deed?’ ” repeated De Vega with a puz-
zled frown; “what kind of a paper is a
deed? | never seen one, myself, but all the
papers that they sent me | put away in a
corn sack.”

“You’'d better get them recorded,” warned
Monk. “But a deed is just a paper saying
you give this land to me— 1 mean what
you've got in Dark Canon.”

“You know how to make one?” queried
De Vega.

“Well— no,” admitted Monk, “not in the
regular form. But if you've got the pa-
pers that the land office sent you | reckon
a quitclaim will do.”

“And what is a quitclaim?” inquired De
Vega.

“It’s a piece of paper giving a description
of the property and saying you have sold it
to me— or at least that you don’t claim it
any more. You can write it out yourself, if
you want to.”

“Oh, is that all?” said De Vega.
| think | can do that. Don’'t you take it
to a lawyer at all? Because I'll tell you,
Mr. Monk, | have had lots of trouble and |
don’'t sign no more lawyer’s papers! |
don’t trust lawyers.”

“Nope, jest write it out yourself and get
your wife and son to sign it, and give me
that deed from the land office. I'll have it
recorded next time | go to Socorro and 1'd
advise you to do the same with yours.”

“Oh, ‘recorded,” ” burst out De Vega with
a radiant smile; “l remember, that sur-
veyor had it recorded. He was a good
friend of mine and he fixed up all my pa-
.pers, so | guess it will be all right. No?”

“Good enough,” agreed Monk and when
the papers had been made out he heaved a
great sigh and rose up. “Well, Mr. de
Vega,” he said, “I've got to be going now;
but 1 hope this is satisfactory to you. If
it ain’t, jest let me know and we’ll talk it
over again, because | always aim to do
what'’s right. And if you’'ll take my advice

“Well,
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you’ll put a fence around that lake, before
the next trail herds come in.”

“No, my friend,” smiled De Vega, “I
thank you for your advice, but the water is
free to all. That is the custom of my peo-
ple— we make every one welcome— and | do
not wish to change.”

“All right,” grumbled Monk, “it's your
lake— suit yourself.” And he went out with
the deed in his fist.

CHAPTER V.

THE DOVE SONG.

ALL the morning the Mexicans swarmed
** jn and out the gate, bringing in hides
full of tallow, and beef to be dried on the
ropes that now hung everywhere; and as
they worked the blood-smeared men cut off
dainty morsels of meat and ate them with-
out going to the fire. On the mud stoves
in the kitchen where the grease pots were
all seething there were chicharrones, crack-
lings, for all; the dogs and long-nosed hogs,
after numberless returns, now snuffed dis-
dainfully at the leavings. There was laugh-
ter and gay singing, with a long cancion
reciting the defeat of the Texans; and after
the work was done the courtyard was wa-
tered and swept clean, for that night there
would be a grand baile. Then as midday
came on they retired for their siesta, since
the dance would keep them up all night.

The drone of women’s voices in the
kitchen grew fainter and a brooding quiet
pervaded the patio. A pair of doves in
separate cages set up a honey-sweet, inces-
sant cooing and a mocking bird trilled from
the balcony. Then, down the stairway that
led from the rooms above, there came the
patter of light feet and the horse wrangler
looked out through the bars. All the morn-
ing he had lain by the guest-chamber win-
dow, gazing out from the cool darkness into
the sun-struck patio and watching the Mex-
icans at their work; but now the busy court-
yard was deserted and the footsteps on the
stairway echoed loudly.

“Angelita!” called a voice from the door-
way behind and for the first time Jason
Coles beheld “Little ,\ngel.” She was a
young girl, hardly grown, with a mass of
curly black hair and a pleased smile wreath-
ing her lips. At the call from above she an-
swered:

“Sl, mama!" and sped away across the
empty court. The golden bobs in her ears

seemed to dance in the sunlight, there was a
twinkle to her dainty feet, running fast; and
as the voice from above became insistent,
she turned and glanced back impatiently.
There was mischief in her eyes and the
naughty smile had not vanished; but as she
came to a lone rosebush, carefully fenced
off in the corner, she answered sweetly:

“Si, mamal” Then, reaching far over,
she plucked a single yellow rose and hid it
behind her skirt as she danced back.

“Angelita!” scolded the voice and Jason
saw the senora, gazing down from a cobalt-
blue doorway. She was a big, commanding
woman, dressed in silk and with a black
mantilla which accentuated the nunlike
whiteness of her face; and she, like her
daughter, had curly black hair, held in
place by a high Spanish comb.

“What?” pouted the girl, stopping dead
in her tracks; and her mother burst forth in
rapid Spanish.

“Nol!” cried Angelita but as her mother
stamped her foot she laughed and started
running toward the stairs. The senora
smiled back and disappeared into the room
and as she did so Angelita swerved aside
and came to a halt just outside the barred
guest-room window. For an instant she
peered in, then her hand slipped through the
bars and Jason caught the fragrance of a
rose. Their eyes met in a swift challenge
and as the rose fell on the coverlet he re-
membered who she was and smiled. Those
were the two mischievous eyes which had
looked down at him from the balcony when
he had ridden forth to the horse race on
Golden Bridle, and that was the slim hand
that had waved through the lattice when he
had ridden beside her brother, Jaime. It
was to those eyes and that hand that he
had raised his big sombrero when Cub Bat-
tles had caught him off his guard; and the
next moment he had been down, crushed and
crumpled in the dirt, with his leg twisted
under him, broken. She was smiling and
he smiled back, gayly. Then with a whirl
she was gone and from the upstairs doorway
a voice was calling: “Angelita!”

“Si, mamital"” she answered breathlessly
and with a bound went flying up the stairs.

The boy picked up the rose and gazed at
it curiously, for the roses in his life had been
few. The time before, when he had broken
his leg down on the Pecos, he had conva-
lesced in the back room of a saloon. He
remembered a song, “The Yellow Rose of
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Texas,” but this was a yellow rose from
Spain; and as he lay there in the silence he
smiled at the thought of the darting, eager
child who had brought it. She was a De
Vega too, for though she had her mother’s
hair, her small, determined nose possessed
the same crescentlike curve as her father’s.
And she held her head high, but more like
a dancer than the daughter of a fighting don.
Every move that she made had the darting
quickness of a humming bird and the swift,
radiant charm of a child. But she was not
a child, or if so a very naughty one, for her
mother guarded her closely. For an hour
he lay watching, his eyes upon the stair-
way, until at last old Tia came shuffling
through the doorway and threw up her
hands in despair.

“Cuidado, sehor— be careful!” she
pleaded, drawing him back and straighten-
ing out his leg; and while she still mut-
tered and examined the swollen limb an old
man came and looked on, grinning. He was
thin and bowed over, wdth a sparse white
beard and hair that stood up straight and
wiry; and as the nurse went out he stood by
the bedside and gazed at the Texan fixedly.
Then sitting down in a chair, he drew up
his trousers leg and exposed a shrunken
shank.

“Aqui!” he said, pointing to a scar across
the shin, and made the motions of snapping
off a bone. “F aqui!” he went on, pointing
to yet another scar and making a motion
like a blow from a club. “Muy malol” he
warned, tapping the wrangler’'s bandaged
leg, and made signs for him to lie still in
bed. “Mira!” he exclaimed, stripping up
his other leg and exposing the mark of an-
other injury; and as the boy gazed in won-
der he showed a body so laced with scars
that it seemed a victim of some torture; but
with each fresh wound he made the sign for
arrow or bullet and murmured: “Los Apa-
ches! Los Indiosl”

“Muy bravo, usted!” ventured the wran-
gler in halting Spanish and the old man
beamed and nodded.

“Si, si!” he said. “Muy bravo— muy
valientet” And his eyes took on a sudden
glow of pride.

“Me— Esquipulo!” he proclaimed. “Papa
de Don Lorenzo. Mucho combates— heap
fight— kill Injuns!”

He struck a valiant posture and, talking
half in the sign language and half in broken
English and Spanish, began a detailed ac-
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count of his battles; and as the horse wran-
gler listened, trying to get the gist of it,
young Jaime came clanking through the
doorway. He was sweaty and grimed from
riding after the cattle, which had been
driven back from Dark Canon, and his spurs
clanked and jingled on the floor; but his
blue eyes were smiling and as he came to
the bedside he nodded and held out his
hand.

“How you feel?J he asked in English.

“No good!” answered Jason in Spanish.

“Your leg hurt?” inquired Jaime, still in
English.

“Seguro que si!” responded Jason and the
old man and Jaime laughed.

“You Espanish—eh?” bantered Jaime.

“Si, senor!” replied the wrangler and
Jaime sat down on the bed while he took off
his wide Texan hat.

“Me— Texano!” he explained and while
they were laughing a shadow slipped in be-
hind him. It was Angelita, listening.

“What your name?” demanded Jaime
jovially. “How you say it— Yasone Col-es?
My name Hy-may! This man, my gran’-
father— Don Es-qwee-poo-lo!”

“My name— Ahn-hay-lee-tah!”  added
Angelita promptly, draping her arms about
Jaime from behind, and the wrangler nodded
gravely.

“Ahn-hay-lee-tah,”
Angel.”

“No—no angel— her!” burst out Jaime,
half angrily. “She ron away— all time!”

“Angelita!” cried the voice of the senora
from the balcony, and Angelita stamped her
foot. Then with the swiftness of a lizard
she darted out through the back door and
emerged from the entrance to the kitchen.

“Senora!” she answered and Jaime
laughed indulgently.

“Muy viva,” he said; “foxy—no?” But
the wrangler only smiled. They did not
know about the rose.

He kept it hid beneath his pillow and
that evening he saw her again— at the baile.

First the servants came out and sprinkled
the hard-trampled patio and swept it with
bundles of switches. Then the music ar-
rived, two guitars and a violin, a small harp
and a big bass viol; and as the players
mounted a small platform and began “La
Golondrina” the women came out, bringing
chairs. But not the slatternly women that,
in lank skirts and towels for rebozos had
assisted in jerking the bull meat! All the

he repeated; *“Little
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young ones were now in white, with bright-
colored skirts of China silk, while the black-
robed duenas, though their dancing days
were past, ventured the coquetry of scarfs
and lace mantillas. Seated all in a row
along one side of the patio they tapped
their satin slippers and waited; and soon in
twos and threes the men came strolling in,
after a glass or two of wine with their host.

But these were not the grim-faced fighters
who, in faded-blue shirts and trousers, had
awaited the assault of the Texans. Now
each face was gay and smiling beneath the
shadows of huge sombreros, and slashed trou-
sers and buckskin jackets were everywhere.
The guns and pistols were gone but in their
place were fringed serapes and huge spurs
that clanked as they walked; and jackets
and trousers alike were weighted down with
silver— silver buckles, silver buttons, silver
braid. In their high-heeled boots the
swarthy paisanos sauntered forth with a
swagger all their own; and behind them the
gente pm, the blue bloods of the country,
strode out in fine linen and silk. Every head
was held high and white teeth were all
agleam, for had they not vanquished the
Texans?

As the host of Su Casa, Don Lorenzo was
everywhere, shaking hands and embracing
his dear friends; but the dance had begun
before Jason’s little angel came down with
her mother and sisters. These last were
both married and, as befitted their station,
were more sedately dressed; but Angelita,
as if bent on wholesale conquest, was
gowned like a fairy princess. Jewels gleamed
from her back comb and trembled from her
ears, her skirt was of vermilion, silver
flecked, the dainty whiteness of her bodice
was embroidered with dark flowers that
brought out the glory of her hair. And,
outshining all her jewels, her black eyes
flashed with mischief as they swept the
ranks of the men.

Hardly had she taken her place at the
side of her mother than the youths of the
gente fina gathered about her, and while
they paid their devoirs the senora eyed them
sternly, which added fresh ardor to the woo-
ing. But at last there came a man, no
better looking than the rest but attired in a
gorgeous charro suit, and it was into his
arms that the scheming senora delivered her
daughter as the music for the baile began.
They set out together in a long, romping
step, swinging about in sudden circles as

they waltzed, and at the end Angelita knelt
almost to the ground while he covered her
with his gay serape.

“Give me a kiss!” shouted the swains,
but from his couch by the window Jason
Coles did not witness the Kkissing. The
dancers whirled past him beneath the light
of pine flares and the glow of rows of can-
dles, and all he saw was the forms of men
with flirtatious damsels in their arms. Some-
times to stately music they went through
old, formal dances, handed down from the
courts of Spain; but mostly they waltzed,
sometimes fast, sometimes slow, and Ange-
lita glanced toward him as she passed.
Never before had he seemed so unfortunate
and stricken, tied to his bed by a broken leg,
and he fixed the heavy face of the young
Spaniard in his mind, for she danced with
no one but him. Who he was he could only
guess— some young ranchman from the
country who had ridden in to join the baile
— but he seemed to Coles to have a low-
browed, dullard look, though his costume
was one to be admired.

Dark-blue trousers, buttoned tightly from
the ankle to the hip, were clocked the whole
length with silver braid; up the seam in
double rows were silver buttons, and bells
that tinkled to more bells on his hat. A
buckskin jacket, cut short and spangled with
gold braid, gave him a dashing, bullfighter
look, and through it all he wore spurs with
huge, five-inch rowels that slapped against
the ground when he stamped. He was the
most dashing of all the men, as Angelita
was queen of the women, and at the shout
from the crowd the patio was cleared and
they stepped fortlr to dance the jarabe
tapatio.

But first came the danza, to the music of
“La Paloma,” the dove song upon which it
is based, and to the clacking of castanets
and the tapping of many feet they paced out
and faced each other, smiling. Then, while
her partner held her hands and seemed to
guide her through the measures, Angelita
began the intricate dance. The music grew
louder, more compelling and voluptuous, and
swinging off by herself Angelita imperson-
ated the dove. Pouting and strutting be-
fore her partner she seemed to dare him to
catch her; while he, beating time, laughed
and held out his hands as if seeking to en-
tice her to his arms. But she evaded him
and, as if flying, raised her scarf above her
head, swaying gracefully as she leaped
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higher and higher; until at last, with a
saucy flirt she fluttered back to earth, cir-
cling closer until she sank into his arms.

He laughed and held her close while the
crowd clapped and cheered and then, as the
orchestra struck up the stirring music of the
jarabe, each dancer seized his partner and
joined the rout. Standing face to face they
beat time to the music, and the ladies led
off the dance. Holding her rebozo now
above her and now before her like a veil,
each girl danced and swayed before her part-
ner until, as a tribute to her charms, he
succumbed and threw down his hat. Then,
pacing about its broad brim with dainty
feet, the girl simulated the coquetries of a
dove; putting off the time when she must
snatch it up from the ground and put it on
her partner’'s head. One after the other the
weary doves surrendered, placing the hat on
the laughing owner’s head; and at last in its
shadows, as the music came to an end,
they yielded their lips to be kissed. Ange-
lita held off, but when she yielded to the
charro, Jason Coles turned his face to the
wall.

CHAPTER VI

MONTEMAYOR.

"THE dawn came, paling the candles and

sending the dancers to their rest, but
before he retired Don Lorenzo climbed to
his watch tower and gazed out across the
plains to the east. There was a mirage
among the hills, purple peaks piled upon
peaks, and the yellow grassland seemed
sunk beneath a lake; but far to the east
and north a haze of dust was in the air
and De Vega threw back his head. Squint-
ing past his hooked nose he discovered the
source of the dust—a herd of cattle creep-
ing forth from the pass that led in from the
Rio Grande.

“Sons of the devill” he cursed as he
gnashed his teeth, and shouted over his
shoulder for his spyglass. Porfirio brought
it, his pock-marked face inflamed with
drinking and his eyes almost sealed with
sleep; but when he saw the wisp of dust
against the portals of the dawn he shook
himself together and muttered an oath.

“Carail” he complained, “will they never
make an end? The Texanos are coming
again.”

“Yes, amigo,” smiled De Vega, “but this
time they turn west— | can see them on the
trail to White Lakes.”
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“Hola!” exulted Porfirio, “they have
heard how we served those brothers who
thought they could come here and rob us.
Now let Rico Montemayor say his prayers
to all the saints, for the Texans can no
longer be fooled.”

“Montemayor will pay,” muttered Don
Lorenzo vindictively and he laughed as he
squinted through the glass.

All that day the line of dust bored on
into the west until it halted on the shores
of White Lakes, and the next day a second
herd came out of the pass as the first
moved on into the hills. A week passed,
and two, and still the dust billowed up; but
the grim watchers at Indian Lake saw no
more of the Texans, for their trail took
them far to the north. Passing the night at
White Lakes the great herds plodded on
until they disappeared in the western pass;
and beyond that the way led through the
range of Montemayor, where for years he
had summer herded his sheep. There by
lakes and hidden springs and along the lush
bottom lands of mountain streams his sheep
had always grazed after the lambing, but
now the range was empty for his herds were
still at the shearing in the lowlands along
the Rio Grande. Not for a month would the
herders come out to the cool uplands, and
the Texans would not wait a day.

Pacing up and down the roof, De Vega
scanned the north horizon, as in times past
he had searched it for Apaches; and at last
he lowered his glass and uttered a savage
oath, for Rico Montemayor was coming.
First he saw the top of his coach, an old
army ambulance which he had covered with
a gaudy canopy, and then the four mules,
running fast; until with the cracking of
whips and the shouting of outriders, the
coach and four wheeled to a stop before the
gate.

“You drive fast,” observed De Vega as
he stepped out to meet his enemy, and
Montemayor choked with rage. He was a
huge man, with broad shoulders and a tre-
mendous paunch; and all his features, ex-
cept his mouth, were half buried in rolls of
fat, though his eyes were keen and flaming.
He sat in the seat 'alone, overtowering the
driver who plied his long whip astride a
wheeler; and even the armed outriders,
though they tried to carry it off, were ob-
viously in terror of their master.

“Sons of goats!” he bellowed, glaring at
them and the driver, “is that the best road
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you could find? Must | be shaken to a jelly
because you take me across these plains as
if the Apaches were upon us? Malditos!
I should have you well whipped!”

“And are there no Apaches?” inquired De
Vega.

“No, ni uno!” exclaimed Montemayor,
“but these devils from Texas have come in
and taken all my range! They have settled
down at Quemado and taken my camp at
Trincheros and so on from Punta de Mal-
pais to Alamosa! They have turned loose
a hundred thousand cattle to wander where
they will, from Datil Pass north to the rail-
road ; and not only that but they have seized
all my watering places and claim that | have
no right to them. Have not the Monte-
mayors summered their sheep there for a
lifetime, losing thousands and hundreds of
thousands to the Indians? And now that
we are free of the accursed Apaches must we
lose all to these barbarous Texans? No,
the time has come when all true New Mex-
icans must unite and hurl back the thiev-
ing gringos; because already, on their way
home to bring out more cattle from Texas,
they have stolen all our steers along the
river. So | have come to you, Don Lorenzo
de Vega, knowing full well your valor as a
warrior. My neighbors and myself beg and
entreat you, for the love of God, to call to-
gether your people and pursue them.”

“That can wait,” answered De Vega, “un-
til they steal some of my steers; for if |
followed after them now you might in my
absence direct some more of these same
Texans to my lake. Then | would return
from my long chase to find my own water
jumped, and Rico Montemayor waiting to
laugh at me. No, fight your own battles
and save your own steers, for I am tired
of raking out your chestnuts. But lest you
do not understand me | will say, straight
from the teeth, that | know you are not my
friend. When the first Texans came, in
order to save your own range, you sent them
off down here to my lake. | drove them
away and remain none the worse for it,
though | find no cause to thank you.”

“What do you mean— raking out my
chestnuts?” demanded Montemayor in a
fury. “Have | not loaned you good money
a hundred times? Have | not seen you
flinging it away like a drunken spendthrift,
feeding every man that comes to your door?
And it was you and none other that caused
me this misfortune, for you directed the

three Battles brothers to my range. They
are the men who have jumped my stations
and laid claim to all my water— and look
what you have done with this Monk! You
are a traitor to our people, for you have
taken in a Texan and given him a half of
your lake!”

“Nay, he won it,” corrected De Vega, “in
a horse race, fairly run, when | had thought
to gain five hundred big steers. Is that not
a stake worth risking half a lake for? But
his horse was the better— so he won. Still
I have found this Sefior Monk very hon-
orable in all his dealings, which is much to
his credit, being a Texan, and since | must
have some neighbors | have traded him
Dark Cafion in order to get back my lake.
So now here | stand, ready to defend it
against all comers; and if you had done
as | did— taken out papers from the land
office—you could get back your water by
law.”

“You poor, ignorant fool, you had noth-
ing to do with it!” burst out Montemayor
intolerantly. “It was the gringo surveyor
that you protected from the Indians who
made out. your papers for the lake. But
for him, and that accident, you would be
in a worse case than I am— you poor num-
skull, without a book in your house! How
can you claim the credit when in truth you
can scarcely read, having spent all your life
chasing Indians?”

“l humbly accept your correction,” re-
plied De Vega with mock humility, “and
only ask to make one amendment. If you
had learned to fight as | have, by chasing
Indians all your life, you would know how
to stand up for your rights. But now you
come running like a child who has lost his
toys, and beg me to get back your steers.
Go get them yourself, you big lump of tal-
low! And take your insults with you. Be-
cause I am no peon and if you give me any
abuse | will take it upon myself to chastise
you!”

“You chastise me!” roared Montemayor,
now beside himself with anger; “take care
that |1 do not chastise you! Where is that
money you owe me— and the interest for
one year— and how can you hope to repfty
it? The Texans are coming to eat out the
country, they are swarming like grasshop-
pers from the east, while you in your igno-
rance sit down here by your lake and wait
for them to come and devour you. The day
will dawn when you will pay through the
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nose for taking in these lawless gringos.
But I am talking to a fool— drive on!”

He waved his arm at the driver who,
jerking off the brake with a rope, rose in
his stirrups and lashed at the mules; and in
a shower of dirt they were off like a whirl-
wind, while the gcnte stared after them,
stunned.

“Capitall” laughed De Vega with a snap
of the fingers and went up on the roof to
watch them.

As long as their dust showed he looked
after the flying Mexicans— and the Mexican
to whom they were enslaved; for Monte-
mayor was no Spaniard but a Mexican, and
every man who served him was peoned to
work out some debt. If they could once get
free they would flee him like a devil, for the
sheep king was a heartless taskmaster; but
little chance they had while he kept the
books and they, poor men, could not read.
No, the Montemayors were not of the gente
fina, though from politeness they were re-
ceived among the best; and Don Lorenzo
knew the reason for this indulgence, for he
had borrowed from Rico himself. It was
to him they all went when, on some press-
ing occasion—a wedding, a saint’s day or
a fiesta— they felt the need of a little cash.
But poof! He drove them hard, exacting
usury like a miser and social recognition to
boot. And in the end, after it all, he de-
manded both principal and interest, earn-
ing their curses until the next time. But
there was always a next time and Don Lo-
renzo had been to the usurer too often. Two
daughters had been married, five of his six
sons had taken wives, and all with a dowry
or a gift; and besides that, there had been
the fiestas, to celebrate each marriage, and
little presents to his family and friends. And
then of course there was the expense of
maintaining Su Casa, though he always put
that out of his mind. A hundred times his
major-domo had come to him and pleaded
that the outlay might cease. A thousand
good dollars would hardly pay for one
month of his free-handed hospitality; but
it was the custom of the country and of
his fathers before him, and why should he
cut down on that? Now all his daughters,
except one, were married; and all his sons,
except Jaime, given a start. That had been
the big expense and, with losses from the
Indians, his cattle had not paid as they'
should. They had thriven and grown fat—
ves. and multiplied by the thousands— but
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until the railroad had come there had been
no market for them except in the neighbor-
ing towns. And with the railroad had come
also the gringos, who had never troubled
them before—and now the rough, lawless
Texans. Always something, to defer the
long-expected moment when he could repay
Montemayor, and laugh!

De Vega paced his roof again, running
over in his mind the things that Monte-
mayor had said to him, and it all came back
to the Texans. The times had changed and
where before they had warred with Indians
they now had the Americanos to contend
with.  All his life he had known Ameri-
cans— the courteous officers from the forts,
who went out under his guidance against the
Apaches; the prospectors, who would dare
the devil himself if you showed them a piece
of gold; the traders and Jewish merchants
along the river— but none of them were like
the Texans. They were a race by them-
selves, Americans but not Americans, and
they too had been bred to war.

They alone had defeated the Mexicans
under the dictator, Santa Anna, and set up
a republic of their own; and at the Alamo at
San Antonio a hundred and fifty Texans
had fought until the last one was Kkilled.

Because the Texans were brave, Esqui-
pulo had opposed him when he had thought
of making a fight. His father had been right
and, by killing their bulls, he had accom-
plished a notable victory. The Battles
brothers were gone and only Monk re-
mained— Monk and Jason Coles, his horse
wrangler, whom at first he had taken for
his son— and both of them were good men.
Nevertheless they were Texans, men of a
fierce and lawless breed, and it would not
be amiss to..watch them. Perhaps by art-
ful questions he might learn more of their
nature, and of the manners and customs of
their people.

With a signal to stout Porfirio, who never
was far behind him, Don Lorenzo walked
softly down the stairs, but as he approached
his guest room he heard laughter from within
and held up his hand for a halt. Then, tip-
toeing along the wall, he paused outside the
window, peering in through the iron bars.
The wrangler was lying in bed, propped up
by several pillows and smoking a corn-husk
cigarrito, and in a half circle before him
like children at a show were Esquipulo,
Jaime and Angelita.

“Carai!” murmured De Vega, and waited.
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Perhaps his aged father had had the same
thought that had come to him, for he was
questioning the young Texan about his peo-
ple; and he, not understanding, was reply-
ing at cross-purposes, which occasioned the
outbursts of laughter.

“Listen!” began Jaime, tapping the Texan
on the knee, “do you understand ‘pantae
lones'— pants?”

“Why not?— of course!” responded Jason.

“And do all the Texans wear pantalones?"
inquired Jaime.

“St, sehor,”
promptly.

“You were right,” laughed Jaime, turning
to the blushing Angelita; but Esquipulo ob-
jected.

“No!” he cried, “l1 have seen women in
Texas and they wore long skirts, like yours.”

“But this woman,” protested Angelita,
“who came in with the Texans and was
driven out by my father— she wore trousers
and boots, like the rest!”

“Listen!” began Jaime, addressing the
wrangler again in Spanish, “the women of
your country— wear they trousers?”

“No! Of course not!” denied Jason.

“But you said,” chuckled Jaime, “that all
Texans wear pants. And surely this woman
that came here with young Battles----- 7

“Silenciol” roared De Vega, whipping
into the room and confronting his startled
children. And even Don Esquipulo fell
silent.

“Go to your mother!” commanded Don
Lorenzo, turning wrathfully on Angelita;
and as she slipped away he unloosed such a
torrent of Spanish that Jaime slunk away,
ashamed.

“No! No!” went on De Vega, as his fa-
ther, cackling with merriment, endeavored
to intercede for the rest; and when Esqui-
pulo had gone he bent his brows on Jason
and spoke in his precise but slow English.

“My young friend,” he said, “you are
very welcome in my house, but please do
not talk about that woman, and especially
while my daughter is present. Perhaps you
do not know the etiquette in the best Span-
ish families, which is very strict about
women. We believe that all young girls
should be kept with their mothers until they
are engaged to be married, and then they
cannot talk with the gentleman of their
choice except in the presence of a duehct.

answered the wrangler

I am sure you will be glad to know this,
which is why | take the liberty of telling
you. And another thing, my friend, please
do not mention pantaloons----—-"

“l1 didn’'t mention them!” declared the
wrangler angrily. “They asked me about
them, themselves! And if you don't like my
style, just ketch me up a horse and I'll-—---"

“No, no!” interposed Don Lorenzo, “your
bones have not knit—you must stay here
at least a month. But it is the custom of
my people not to refer to pantalones, and
especially in the presence of young ladies.
It is no fault of yours and | do not mean
to scold you, because | know that you meant
nothing wrong; but since that woman was
here, dressed up in men’s clothes, my daugh-
ter has been very naughty. She has told
her mother that all our ways are old-fash-
ioned and has asked to wear men’s clothes
herself. Of course we know very well the
bad taste of that woman, but how can we
convince her—you see?”

“Sure!” nodded the wrangler, “but say,
I want my clothes back, because my leg is
as good as well and— —”

“No, no!” broke in De Vega, “I know all
about that, because | have had both my legs
broke, myself. And if you break it again,
when it has been broken a second time,
you are sure to be lame all your life. So be
patient, my friend, and | wish you more
success in trying to speak in Spanish. It
is the language of this country and of course,
if you intend to stay here--—-- 7

“No!” spoke up the wrangler, “I’'m going
back to Texas! All I have in this country
is hard luck!”

“Well, perhaps that will be best,” an-
swered De Vega thoughtfully, and followed
after his erring daughter.

There was the sound of loud scoldings,
impassioned pleadings and stern denials
from the rooms where the De Vega family
lived and that evening just at dusk Jason
saw the form of Angelita creeping softly
down the stairs. She looked about fearfully,
then scudded across the courtyard and re-
turned to where he watched through the
bars. But when he leaned forward she
hissed “Gringo!” in his ears and hurled a
chicken foot down on his bed.

“Muchas gracias!” he mocked as she sped
back up the stairway, and he thought he
heard a laugh from the darkness.

To be continued in the next issue of The Popular, May 20th.
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R the past hour Sergeant Wendover

had been absolutely confident that,

in the rough parlance of the corps to

which he had the honor to belong, he
was about to “get his man.” Now, as he
looked at the little lost cabin in the forest at
the end of the trail he had followed during
that time from the west shore of the giant
MacKenzie River, he knew not only that he
was about to get him, but that he actually
had got him.

It cannot be said that he felt any particu-
lar elation. He should have done so, no
doubt, for the chase had been a long one,
full of desperate work and frightful hard-
ship. It had begun three months back, at
Edmonton, where Fane, the criminal whom
Wendover was after, had robbed the bank
and murdered one of the clerks. *It had led
northward to Peace River Crossing, by pack
trail— there was no railway to Peace River
then and no telegraph— thence down the
MacKenzie, through the vast subarctic, as
far as Fort Wrigley, a few miles from the
spot where Wendover now stood. It had
involved back-breaking portages and the
running of terrible rapids, in the maddening
perpetual daylight of midsummer in that

region. It had meant semistarvation, fre-
guent exhaustion. Fane had played his
hand with the skill of the gambler who
knows that his life may hang on the fall of
a single card. He doubled, hid, laid false
trails. Often he was nearly caught. More
often he all but got away for good. Toward
the end the pursuit had become a crazy
nightmare, a zigzagging back and forth of
puny midgets in a death dance through those
vastnesses of silence and of solitude.

Decidedly, under the circumstances,
Wendover should have felt elation. But,
for one thing, he had never dreamed of fail-
ure. For another, he was too tired to feel
any emotion. Every bone in his body ached.
The pitch pine, spruce and poplar of the
forest, through which he had tracked Fane
from his landing place at the water’s edge,
to his throbbing eyes seemed to sway like
seaweed.

There is something primitively fearful
about a silent, lonely cabin hidden away
from the sight of the world in a forest, and
especially in a forest which is only a small
part of an immense, almost uninhabited wil-
derness. The folklore of all races, which
has its roots in the days when mankind was
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very young and much more closely in touch
with the spirit plane than it is now, abounds
in tales of lost little houses in deep and
haunted woods, the homes of witches, elves,
enchanted princesses. Mystery clings to
such places.

But Wendover, being dog tired and being
also an unimaginative man, tasted nothing
of this fascination. He thought only of one
fact— and that was that Fane must be hid-
den in this cabin.

Yet he should have been thrilled. For
here, he was certain, was the lurking place,
not only of Fane, but of that curious fellow,
“Loony.”

It was Boyle, the Hudson’s Bay trader at
Wrigley, who had told Wendover about
Loony and, incidentally, had suggested that
he look for Fane there. Loony, it appeared,
was a poor, half-crazy old man, known, at
least by repute, to all who traveled up and
down the MacKenzie. He was a hermit, a
recluse who, shunning his fellow men, had
built himself a cabin in the woods, where
he lived with his half-breed daughter and,
some said— untruthfully—a harem of
squaws. From this place he emerged only
at very long intervals— so long, indeed, that
at times, had it not been for occasional
visits of the half-breed girl to Wrigley, to
buy supplies, everybody would have thought
him dead.

No one knew anything of Loony’s early
history. None could say how long he had
been there or name the country whence he
hailed. Factors, traders, explorers, North-
west Mounted Policemen, might come and
go, but Loony remained and had been there
as long as any man could remember. A
strange fellow, a Rip van Winkle of the
North, eternal, it seemed, as the MacKenzie
itself.

And this was his cabin! Wendover should
have shuddered with pleasant anticipation
at finding himself almost on the threshold
of the warlock’s secret lair. Instead, he
wasted only one second in reflecting that,
inside another hour, he would rejoin Con-
stable Held at the river bank, with Fane,
and turn his face southward on the long
journey back to civilization and the seats
of justice.

He loosed his revolver in his holster.
Then, with half a dozen quick, noiseless
strides, he crossed the little clearing and
flung open the door.

The figure of Loony first met his eyes,

the most extraordinary figure he had ever
seen in all the subarctic.

There was a rough-hewn table in the
cabin, which, as the shadows of the trees
darkened the windows, was lighted by two
candles. The glow of these candles fell full
upon the hermit, who stood frozen by the
table, staring at Wendover. The old chap
might have posed for a painting of Father
Time or of the Prophet Elijah, seeing
visions. His long white hair fell almost to
his waist, his white beard nearly to his
knees. In his eyes was the fire of madness.
His daughter had dressed him in skins,
fringed and slashed like the old buckskin
costumes of the plains. Even Wendover
was startled, though he had expected some-
thing like this.

Behind the old man, the half-breed girl,
an animated bag tied in the middle, had
stopped stock-still, stupefied with surprise
and terror, in the act of placing a steaming
bowl of stew upon the table.

Wendover, in that tremendous moment of
climax, when the toil of months was about
to reap its reward, had no attention for
either the hermit or the girl. His eyes were
fixed on Fane, who had risen slowly to his
feet and was gazing at the sergeant as if
he saw in him the figure of Death— as, in-
deed, he did. Drawn, desperate looking,
with a beard of three weeks’ growth, and
black hollows, accentuated by the candle-
light, in his cheeks, the wretched man was
almost worthy of pity. He had fancied that
he had covered his tracks so well, that the
Mounted Police would never find him in
this lost place!

Wendover walked over to Fane and said
to him, very quietly:

“Well, Fane, I've got you.
please!”

Fane was unarmed— his rifle and revolver
he had laid aside in a corner— and therefore
it would have been madness for him to dis-
obey. But he might have done so had he
not felt, just then, that to attempt to escape
now would be only to postpone the day of
judgment. Up went his hands without a
moment’s hesitation.

Wendover rapidly searched the murderer’s
person for concealed arms. He found noth-
ing.

“We’'ll be going back to the river,” he
told the prisoner. “Pack your duds!”

At that moment Loony spoke. His voice
was the kindly voice of a rational man:

Hands up,
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“Look here, hadn’'t you better stop a
while? You've got the poor devil. You
both look hungry. Let him have his meal,
sergeant. And, look here, join us!”

Wendover thought as quickly as his tired
brain would allow. He was hungry, by the
Lord! Only now did he realize to the full
how hungry he was—and how tired. The
stew smelled extraordinarily good. He had
nothing to fear from Fane, once he had
cornered the man'’s revolver and rifle. And
he certainly had nothing to fear from the
old hermit and his daughter.

“Come along now, do!”

Loony said the words so nicely and laid
his hand on the sergeant’s arm with so much
feeling that Wendover could resist the temp-
tation no longer. He smiled with a trace of
cynical amusement— it was funny to have
an invitation from such a man, under such
circumstances. It would be something to
amuse Held when he rejoined him.

“All right,” he said. “Thanks, I
take something.”

“Splendid!” cackled Loony triumphantly.
“Quick, Susie, get dinner on the table for
the gentlemen.”

Wendover wondered why Loony had such
a reputation for aloofness, when he was as
hospitable as this. Then the thought struck
him that this might be only a freak of the
madman. And something warned him to be
on his guard against treachery.

He went over to the corner where Fane’s
weapons stood and placed them on the floor
beside the chair which faced the door.

“I'll have to ask you to sit the way |
want you to,” he explained to Loony. “I'm
going to take this chair, with these guns be-
side me. | want Fane here on my left and
you yourself on my right. The girl can
take the place opposite me.”

“Certainly, my dear fellow, certainly,”
said the extraordinary old hermit affably.
“Anything you say, of course. Good! Susie
has everything ready. Won't you sit down,
sir?”

They sat down, each in the place Wend-
over had assigned. It was quite a little
feast which Susie had provided. There was
that enormous bowl of stew. There were
pork and beans, from the can, tomatoes, also
from the can, bannocks of Susie’s baking
and excellent coffee. Wendover had not had
such a meal for months. Neither had Fane,
as was painfully evident. They ate raven-
ously, watching each other like wolves.

will

That quartet was perhaps the strangest
that had ever been seen in that part of
the country. None could have been more
incongruous— the Mounted Policeman, the
murderer, the hermit madman and the half-
breed girl; Wendover, bronzed and lean and
stern, his face and hands scratched and
torn by thorns and branches, his eyes blood-
shot, his revolver on the table beside him,
his clothing— but for his patrol jacket, spe-
cially donned for the arrest—in rags; Fane,
shaky and gray and scared, his clothing even
more ragged than that of the sergeant, so
much so that he was half naked— Wendover
had been able to approach the Hudson’s
Bay posts for new clothes; Fane had dared
not; Loony, majestic with his snowy locks,
and beaming on Wendover with extreme
benevolence; Susie, bewilderment in her
black eyes, wondering what it was all about;
over them the flickering candlelight; around
them, silence.

But they were not silent. At least, Loony
and Wendover were not. Loony it was who
began the crazy conversation with:

“Tell me, sergeant, are you fond of Shake-
Speare?”

“Can’t say’s | am,” answered Wendover,
one eye always on Fane, and trying most
desperately not to give way to his fatigue.

“What, not fond of Shakespeare?” Loony
was astonished. “Oh, come now! ‘Hamlet,’
eh, ‘Richard the Third,” eh— for a man of
action like you, eh? 1'm sure you must like
Shakespeare, sergeant! ‘To be or not to
be, that is the question----- " ‘I am thy fa-
ther’s ghost------ ' ‘Alas, poor Yorick, |
knew him well-----

The old man launched into the Bard of
Avon’s rolling speeches, declaiming them
with great effectiveness and many gestures—
a stranger, wilder figure than ever, in that
lonely place so far from any spot of which
Shakespeare had ever dreamed. *“ ‘A horse,
a horse, my kingdom----- " ‘Now is the
winter of our discontent made glorious sum-
mer by this sun of York!------ " 'Is that a
dagger | see before me, the handle toward
my hand? Come, let me clutch theel--—-—-- !
‘Out damned spot!--—-- * ‘All hail, Mac-
beth, thou shalt be king hereafter!” ’

In spite of himself, Wendover felt a chill
of horror pass through him, so unearthly did
the hermit look, so sepulchrally did his voice
boom through the cabin. He was beginning
to think the long strain had turned his brain,
that he was seeing and hearing things that
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did not exist. But all
switched to a new tack.

“Tell me, sir"—gone was the drama; he
was the solicitous host once more— “tell me,
what is the last word from Piccadilly? It’s
some time since | was there, y’know. Who's
in power now, Gladstone, or is it Dizzi? Is
Kitchener still in Egypt? And was the dear
queen at Ascot with Edward, Prince of
Wales?”

Wendover did not have a first-class
knowledge of English affairs but he knew
that Gladstone and Dizzi had both been
dead for years and had not yet forgotten
the regret that swept through Canada when
Queen Victoria went to her last rest. Loony
was talking about things which had hap-
pened ages and ages ago. Again, the ser-
geant felt a sense of the fantastic horror of
this business. Incidentally, he knew now
that the boys at Wrigley and elsewhere had
not christened Loony without cause.

And Loony was rambling on.

“l want you to be kind to that poor
devil,” said he, indicating Fane. “He’s
quite a nice boy, quite a nice boy, | assure
you. Hasn't meant any real harm, you
know. Remember what the great poet
wrote, sergeant: ‘The quality of mercy is
not strained. It droppeth as the gentle rain
from heaven. It blesseth him that gives and
i ' Be a Christian, old chap. Be
a deuced good fellow, for my sake,” and he
made the motion of raising a monocle and
screwing it into his eye as he gazed at
Wendover.

Wendover found himself distracted from
Fane and his curiosity thoroughly roused by
this mysterious ancient, hidden away in the
Canadian wilds, who quoted Shakespeare
and talked in a cultured voice of Piccadilly
and must, once, have worn an eyeglass. The
gueer business irritated him.

“Who the hell are you, anyway?” he de-
manded, his irritation finding voice.

But Loony would not say. Not he! He
assumed a look of the most unfathomable
cunning as he shook his finger at Wendover
and laughed coyly. “No, you don’'t! No,
you don’t! I'm too old a bird to be caught
with chaff, my boy!”

So Wendover let it slide, his sudden anger
gone in a moment, as sudden anger will go
when a man is too exhausted to care. And
presently, always watching Fane, always
thinking of the value the business would
have in bucking up Held when he told him

at once Loony

about it later, he actually found himself
talking away, between mouthfuls, to the
poor old hermit as if they were the greatest
friends.

It must have been this talking which put
him off his guard, either by accident or de-
sign. Lulled by Loony’s voice, he may
have fallen asleep from sheer weariness. In
fact, it seems positive that he must have
dozed, if only for one instant. For, sud-
denly, “stabbed broad awake,” he felt some-
thing hard and round jabbed into his float-
ing ribs and heard a voice say: “Hands up,
yourself!”

Wendover's brain worked at lightning
speed. He perforce put his hands up. As
he did so he glanced over his shoulder and
saw that Loony held an enormous service
revolver of an old pattern. He certainly
had been a first-class bonehead, he reflected.

But no sooner was he trapped than, with
the ready resource of his tribe, he began to
scheme a way out. That he was in a dan-
gerous position was self-evident.  Either
Fane or the old man might take it into their
heads to rid themselves of him without more
ado. Or that damned gun might go off.
Loony was handling it with absolutely no
care at all. At the same time, it never
even occurred to Wendover that he could
not, in some manner, find a way out.

Meanwhile things were happening. Fane
had snatched up Wendover’s revolver and,
urged on by Loony, was packing his few
rags of kit at great speed, while Loony’s
daughter rapidly got together a sackful of
grub for the departing guest.

“Get up!” commanded Loony and backed
Wendover against the wall.

Suddenly Wendover had an inspiration.
Loony himself could not see the door. Fane
and Susie were too occupied with packing to
look. And so Wendover seized his oppor-
tunity.

Raising his eyes, and in the most natural
voice in the world, he addressed an unseen
—and entirely absent— comrade:

“Cover him, Held. But don’t shoot!”

Loony, taken off his guard for an instant
of time, looked back, expecting to see a po-
liceman at the door. And in that instant
Wendover felled the old man with a straight
left from the shoulder.

Came battle most furious and bloody, and
murder and sudden death. Fane fired and
missed. Wendover hurled himself upon him
before he could fire again and knocked the
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revolver flying. Then they were locked in
a primitive conflict, kicking, clawing, biting,
hitting, tearing faces, clothes and hair. And
around them circled the gigantic Susie,
Fane’s rifle, clubbed in her hands, ready to
brain Wendover at the least opportunity.

Loony was dazed and the sergeant knew
that it was up to him to overpower Fane
before the old man could recover sufficiently
to join in. He hit Fane unmercifully, once,
twice, thrice in the face, feeling teeth break
beneath the blows. Fane, with the snarl
of one mad with pain, kicked him below
the belt. The agony of it turned Wendover
sick, but he clung with the tenacity of an
octopus to Fane until he recovered. Then
he got his fingers into Fane’s hair and pulled
until the murderer shrieked aloud.

Came the climax, moving to its termina-
tion at bewildering speed. Wendover was
dimly conscious that Loony, coming to, had
struggled to his feet and was tearing at him
from behind. He knew that he had got
Fane by the throat, and, if he could only
hang on long enough, he could either choke
him into insensibility or get back his re-
volver and wing him. He saw, with a quick
rush of despair, that Susie had the clubbed
rifle just above him and was about to strike.
He felt Loony’s arms around his neck. By
a desperate twist he avoided Susie’s blow
and heard it crash sickeningly down on
Loony’s skull. The ancient dropped, Susie
fell, screaming, on her knees beside him, and
Wendover, relieved of the weight, smashed
Fane in the face again, shook him to the
ground and had the handcuffs on him.

Then he turned to Loony, for the most
unbelievable words were creeping from the
dying man’s lips. At once Wendover real-
ized that in those words lay the secret of
the old man’s extraordinary life. He had
nothing to fear from Susie, who was moan-
ing and shuddering by Loony’s side. So he
dropped beside the hermit and, with bated
breath, striving meanwhile to stanch the
lifeblood pouring from that wild gray head,
listened to the strangest thing that ever man
can hear—the cry of a spirit by insanity
long imprisoned and by a blow set free,
struggling back from the days of long ago.

Loony came back. And Wendover, tying

together the broken threads with things he
already knew, helped him with questions:

“I'm sorry | interfered, sergeant.”
Faintly the wan voice spoke. “l've been
mad, | expect. I'm a policeman myself—
Constable Nissen, Regimental No. 797, ser-
geant. | chased Greer for two years up and
down the length and breadth of this cursed
country, alone, and | must have gone off
my rocker! God, it was enough to send
any man off his rocker! I’'m not a deserter.
Has the commissioner got me down as a de-
serter? Yes, | want you to clear my name.
Desert? Not on your tintype, old boy.
Yes, | was in the force from the begin-
ning, and middle-aged when | joined. Gen-
tleman ranker, if you please, and no good at
home. But | was a good policeman and |
want to clear my name— | want to clear-----

“No wonder | went off my base. An In-
dian woman found me and nursed me back
to health and | married her. Proofs? All
in the box in the corner, sergeant. Clear
me. Nissen’s my name. The Riders of the
Plains. God save the queen!”

In “the box in the corner’- Wendover
found the proofs he sought. He clearly re-
membered the story of the mysterious dis-
appearance of “Old Nissen” who had been
sent north after a murderer, just like him-
self, but long ago, before his time. It was
no wonder the old chap had “gone off his
rocker.” He had nearly done so himself, he
reflected, in one eighth the time, under the
same conditions.  Certainly there were
proofs enough to remove the stigma of de-
sertion from OIld Nissen’s record, to say
nothing of proofs enough that he was Old
Nissen— tattered remnants of a scarlet
tunic, worm-eaten instructions from the
commissioner, a Northwest Mounted Police
manual.

His story for Held would be even more
extraordinary than he thought.

Susie and Fane dug the grave. And they
left Constable Nissen asleep under the trees
outside his lonely little cabin, there in the
vast subarctic, with a roughly inscribed
board to tell the tale to any one who may
pass that way.

No one will ever pass that way.

SIMS
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The prisoner was everything a good man should be—and

he had saved his captor’s life.

NTO a sunset already tinged with the
ultraviolet light that makes coastwise
distances along the Labrador so glamor-
ously deceptive in the long summer twi-

lights, the little passenger steamship Corin-
thian, high bowed and broad beamed to
wrestle with the impetuous gales and sud-
denly rising seas of the north Atlantic,
swung her prow toward the towering escarp-
ment of Hurricane Head. The heavy-set,
high-shouldered, gray Englishman whose
name had been signed on the passenger list
at St. John’s as Bartholomew Foster of Lon-
don stood on the forward deck below the
bridge, striving curiously to make out the
point of opening in the grim precipitous cliff
that he knew would break, presently, to give
them access to Good Resolve Tickle and the
village of Thankful Harbor, and wondering
if he would find, in this little remote fishing
hamlet and trading post, that which he had
been sent more than three thousand miles to
seek.

Each night, as they had slowly worked
their way northward on the first of the two
monthly trips that the fleeting summer al-
lows, they had spent in harbor, for passenger
vessels do not stay out in an iceberg-dotted
sea after dark off the Labrador. At day-
break to-morrow, as heretofore, the Corin-

But that wasn't enough.

thian would steam out of this one in con-
tinuance of her voyage, but the gray Eng-
lishman would not be aboard. Thankful
Harbor, for success or failure, was the end
of his quest.

A mate came to stand at his elbow, his
eyes, too, on the looming coast line ahead.

“You’ll be leaving us at Thankful, I hear,
sir,” he said. “The cap’n was saying you’ll
bide here till we comes back.”

“Yes,” replied the Englishman. “Do you
know Thankful Harbor very well?”

“Better than many, without being wishful
to boast, sir. My wife was born here, and
I myself come from Break o’ Day Cove,
which is a scant thirty miles to no’th’ard.
You'll be taking hospitality from the factor,
and a wonderful fine man you’ll find un.
Did you say you haves a matter o’ business
specially at Thankful that’s brought you so
long and far? | was minding that they
lowed you was just an excursioner.”

The Englishman took no offense at the
friendly inquisitiveness.

“1 wanted to spend a few days ashore—
longer than 1'd have if 1 went to the end of
the trip.” he said. “l was told the factor
here— Mr. Rood— wouldn’t be too much in-
convenienced if | stopped over with him.”

“That he won't, sir,” the mate said heart-
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ily. “He’ll welcome you and be glad to,
indeed. And in that house of his— I've
seed the inside of it more than once, sir—
you'll get comfort rare for the Labrador.”

He amplified this with a note of pride
almost personal.

“There’'s many as hesitate to believe it
when told, sir, but the books alone that
cover the shelves in what he calls his lib’ry
must number no less than three or four hun-
dred, and as for periodicals and newspapers
from the outside— I have no doubt that in
the post we are now bringing to un there
are many dozens, to say nothing of the box
of new records for his phonygraft. Well
knowledged ever on what goes on out in the
world is Mr. Henry Rood, and yet, as per-
haps you've heard, in all the nineteen years
he've been factor here he've left the Labra-
dor but just twice— and each o’ them times
went no farther away than St. John’s, and
then, so they tell me, seemed fair glad to get
back and be home again.”

“A recluse?”

“If that word means a hermit or such,
not so, sir. Every day in summer— in the
winter, of course, whiskers help against the
cold— every day in summer he shaves his
face as clean as though it were the eve of
the Sabbath. And once a month he haves
his hair cut by Peter Quarles, who once as
a young man went to live at Sidney and
was a barber there. And you’ll see for your-
self— I do not ask you to believe me unsup-
ported by your own eyes— that at this warm
season 0’ the year he wears boots that were
made in the States. And clothes that come
cut and sewn to his measure from St. John'’s;
and Martha Sheeve, who is the old widow
woman who cooks and cares for his house,
keeps them in order with the hot iron—
you’'ll see for yourself, sir, when he meets
this boat, that there are creases in them, as
though he were walking up King Street.”

“After nineteen years!” the Englishman
said thoughtfully.

“Yet do not think | am saying that he
haves sinful pride, or that he feels himself
better than common folk. 'Tis but his way.
If you were to speak a word of reproach to
any man or woman here in Thankful about
the manner in which he dresses or lives, you
would not find it taken kindly. The folk
here and for many miles along this coast
will hear to naught against Mr. Rood— and
rightly. Oh, but he’s wonderful good to the

poor.”
3A—POP.

“Something of a doctor, | think Captain
Davitt said.

“As many a poor sick or hurt man knows,
though he is not a regular doctor and never
claimed so to be. But often, after some sore
winter accident when it has been needful to
patch the poor fellow and get un to the
Grenfell as soon as ice and weather would
allow, the doctors there have said that but
for the factor’s skill their mending would
ha’ come too late. And no storm is so bit-
ter as to keep un in his warm lib’ry against
a call o' need. He’s a wonderful learned
man, sir—and wonderful kind.”

“Unusual,” the passenger commented
idly, “that a man of so much learning and
such ways of the outside world should have
come to this post.”

“Well, not as strange as you might think,
sir. 1I'm told— and by men whose truth I've
no cause to doubt— that many Englishmen
of his sort are to be found in far and wild
places. Younger sons, some of un, and some
of un men who found naught but unhappi-
ness in the cruel crowds of cities. At the
first Mr. Rood did not say why he had come
here, and in the passing years we folk hasn’t
asked nor cared. We credit it, sir, to the
mercy o’ God, who works His wonders in
strange ways.”

The cliff wall had opened, now, to show
between the craggy guarding headlands a
half-mile-wide passage that narrowed into
Good Resolve Tickle, and beyond a jutting
shoulder, 1on the hill that came down
abruptly to the tickle— the deep and narrow
inlet that in Norway would be called a fjord
— appeared the white buildings of the tiny
settlement.

On the water’s edge a dock, a fish house
with its adjacent acre-wide flake, a sail-and-
twine loft. Back of these, irregularly spaced
to nestle in slight hollows that might afford
some shelter from winter blizzards, a score of
plain, small-windowed dwellings. A bit of a
church, like a square box topped on one
corner by a rudimentary steeple. Dominat-
ing all, the trading “room,” a stout-built,
two-storied structure, and not far from it,
also of two stories, a substantial building
with a fenced yard.

“There is the factor’s house, just beyond
the room,” the mate told the Englishman.
“And even if you were here in the bitter
winter you’'d find it a fair comfortable place.
I can make out Mr. Rood standing there
at the landing. You cannot see faces, of
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course, at this distance, but are not his
clothes just as | told you?”

Captain Davitt, from the bridge, spoke
commandingly to the mate, who hurried
about his landing duties. The gray English-
man’s eyes, as the boat slowed, stopped,
backed water and nosed cautiously up to
the dock, were all for the erect, ruddy,
clean-shaven man of fifty-two or three, with
close-trimmed white hair beneath a not un-
fashionable fedora hat, who stood out al-
most startlingly against his background of
steel-booted, rough-sweatered fishermen and
trappers, sturdy men and honest, no doubt,
but all plain and many of them uncouth.

The arrival of a passenger boat was an
event to bring to the dock all the male popu-
lation not otherwise engaged, but they stood
back stolidly for the most part, embarrassed
by the gaze of the tourists at the rail, and
replied diffidently to the hailed greetings of
acquaintances among the crew.

The factor, at the dock’s edge, waved his
hand when the ribbon of water between ship
and wharf had narrowed to fifty feet, and
called:

“Good day, Captain Davitt.
to see you again.”

His accent, after nearly twenty years on
the Labrador, was purest Oxford. The gray
Englishman on the forward deck, looking
and listening, showed no expression either
of elation or disappointment on his seamed
face, but drew a long breath and impercep-
tibly nodded.

The captain, a few moments later, was in-
troducing them and explaining, with a note
in his voice that implied no normal man
could account for the whims of coast-voy-
aging summer tourists, that Mr. Foster
wished to spend a few days ashore and had
been advised he would find comfort at
Thankful Harbor if the factor could find it
convenient to accommodate him. Then,
after a bit, they were climbing the hill to-
ward the factor’s house, the visitor declining
his host’s offer to relieve him of his heavy
bag with its black initials and its accumula-
tion of hotel and steamship labels.

“If you'll excuse me a moment,” the fac-
tor said when they stood in his library, “I’ll
tell my housekeeper to lay an extra place
for supper,” and disappeared to the rear as
seemingly unruffled as though this were not
an almost unprecedented break in the mo-
notony of his life. How many of this im-
perturbable sort of English gentleman the

We're glad

visitor had seen and how he admired them!
He frowned uncomfortably as he surveyed
the cozy room. Then the factor came back,
bearing with him a bottle, glasses, ice, and
water.

“I'm afraid | can’t furnish a siphon,” he
apologized as he set the tray down, “but |
can recommend this Scotch.”

The time had come when his guest must
speak.

“Before | accept your hospitality,” he
said, “there is something | have to say, be-
cause | can’t break bread or drink with you
until I have said it. You've been away from
England a long time. How many years?”

The factor seemed to brace himself. He
stood very straight and looked the gray Eng-
lishman in the eye.

“I'm glad you feel like having it over at
once,” he said. “I recognized you the mo-
ment Captain Davitt called to you—al-
though you have grown twenty-six years
older, as | have— but | could not recall your
name at first. It came to me on the way
up. Mr. Felton, is it not? Mr. Bruce Fel-
ton. Are you still with Scotland Yard?”

“Yes. And I'm sorry to have to do it, but
—you are in custody, Victor Trefry, in the
name of the king! And it is my duty to
warn you that whatever you say may be
used against you.”

This official formula concluded, he
stepped nearer the factor and said, almost
apologetically:

“l have to make certain you are not
armed.”

“l am not,” the factor said, but spread
his arms from his body to allow the search
that Felton made with swift tappings. “And
if | had firearms at hand, 1'd like to assure
you | shouldn’t use them on one who only
does his duty— and | remember you were
very courteous to me, considering the cir-
cumstances, there at lvycrest.”

“It’s not altogether that | fear your using
them on me,” the Scotland Yard man said,
“but sometimes, under circumstances like

“Could you blame me?” Trefry asked,
anticipating the finish of the sentence.
“After all, wouldn’t that be the simplest so-
lution?”

Felton shook his head.

“We have got to live here together six
days, until the Corinthian comes back,” he
said, “and then after that for a long time
before we get to England. If you would
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give me your parole— otherwise | must see
to it that there are no opportunities. And
I think perhaps you would rather leave here
ostensibly for a short trip to St. John’s,
without your friends in Thankful Harbor
knowing until long afterward--—-- 7

The factor’s teeth caught over his lower
lip and he caught his breath.

“They must not know,” he said.
are the terms of the parole?7

“That you will neither attempt to escape,
nor to— to be the victim of an accident.
You agree to leave here with me, to attempt
no harm to yourself, and to remain with me
until we reach home.”

“Home!” Trefry repeated harshly.

“Until we reach London,” the detective
amended. “Promise this, and you may go
to and fro as you please until we leave here,
and on the boat to St. John’s. On your
word of honor as an English gentleman.”

“The alternative, | fancy, is restraint.”

“How else could I protect myself against
having to report, perhaps, that | had not
properly guarded a-—- ”  He hesitated,
searching for a more euphonious word, and
the factor finished the phrase grimly:

“A prisoner. | may as well get used to
the term; it promises to stay by me for a
long time. | suppose | could insist on tech-
nicalities, such as this being Newfoundland
territory and the power of a Scotland Yard
man, without a local officer-—-"

“l have all necessary papers, to present
at St. John’s or to the nearest Labrador offi-
cial, if you insist, but | thought you might
like it as well if gossip did not run the length
of the coast.”

“And very thoughtful. | appreciate it,”
Trefry broke in. “l was about to say that
I shall not insist upon any such technical
rights. Very well. 1 give you my word
of honor, Mr. Felton.”

He essayed an unsuccessful smile.

“And now, if you don’t object, we’ll have
that postponed peg. | assure you | haven't
drugged it— that is a contretemps you might
have to guard against in some cases, is it
not? | understand that the parole | have
given includes an agreement not to try to
injure you.”

With a hand that trembled only slightly
he pushed forward the Scotch and, following
Felton’s example, poured moderately. The
Scotland Yard man raised his glass.

“This duty I've had to perform is hot to
my taste,” he said, “and | hope the outcome

“What

for you will not be as serious as it might
be. 1 give you this sentiment with all sin-
cerity: To your lordship’s health and good
fortune!”

“Oh, not ‘your lordship!? ” the factor pro-
tested.

“l am told you keep well informed on
what goes on in England. You know that
your father is no longer living?”

“Yes. Two years ago, not long after
Grenville’s death. But young Grenville has
the estates and titles; | saw a picture of
him and a bit of an account when he took
them over.”

“He has them, yes; but only because you
are supposed to be dead. You are the seven-
teenth Earl of Waxton.”

“Of course,” Trefry agreed. “But can’t
it be arranged, some way, so that we can
get along to the end of things without put-
ting the family to shame again? If I merely
plead guilty and take my medicine can't
something be done to hush it?”

Shuffling footsteps sounded, there was a
respectful tap on the door, and Trefry had
regained quite his usual poise in the second
before it opened to admit a withered woman,
who announced: “Supper is on the table,
sir.”

“This is Mrs. Sheeves, Mr.— er— Foster,”
the factor said. “For several years she has
done for me better than your servants in
England.”

“Mr. Rood haves to say kind things, sir,”
the woman, beaming with pleasure, told Fel-
ton. “l know nothing of servants in Eng-
land, but they would be rare ungrateful if
they did not do their best for masters like
he.”

“Every one | meet has a good word for
Mr. Rood,” Felton said.

“And why not, sir? | and my boy are
not the only ones he've cared for and----- "

“l know you’ll find having a visitor a
great chance to talk, Martha,” the factor
interrupted good-naturedly, “but we’ll have
supper now.”

They were back in the library and a clos-
ing door at the rear had signaled the wom-
an’s departure for her own house before the
men spoke again of the only subject that
had been in their thoughts while they talked
at the table of other things.

The factor had let slip, as soon as they
were alone, the pose of cheerfulness that he
had been forced to maintain under the
housekeeper’s eye, and his face was set and
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strained. They smoked in a silence which
Felton found it impossible to break. Then
Trefry said, after a little:

“l had told myself that it might come,
of course, but | did not think it really would,
after so many years. For a long time |
was prepared to face it, in a way, but of
How did you find me?”

“There was a Londoner who came through
here on the August boat, last year, who
saw you at the landing and made inquiries.
One David MacCool.”

The factor nodded somberly.

“l remember him,” he murmured. “He
talked to me a bit, and gossip said he was
very curious. But | couldn’t seem to recall
him.”

“He knew you only by sight. When he
arrived back in England he made it his
business to get an interview with your sis-
ter-in-law and tell her what he suspected.
He had no personal reason; it was merely
that he is one of the conscientious sort.”

“And Alicia sent you?”

“She doesn’'t know that | have come. No.
MacCool’s story disturbed her, as it natu-
rally would. If you are still alive, her son
is not the earl. She came to the Yard to
see if it could be possible. What they said
to her was noncommittal— rather reassuring,
I think. But after she had gone— the old
warrant was still in our file of unfinished
cases, together with your free and complete
confession—and the Yard is very jealous
of its reputation for having a long arm and
a long memory, especially as regards homi-
cide. There was an errand which called for
sending a man to Montreal, with nothing to
do when he had finished it but return home,
which made it not too great a task to look
into this report, and | was sent because
I am the only man now on the force who
knew you. | was the first officer sent to
lvycrest by the Yard when the local con-
stable called for assistance, the morning
after Overstead’s death, when it was still
supposed he had been shot by a burglar.”

“l remember; you questioned us all,”
Trefry said. “And it was you who arrested
Grenville.”

The Scotland Yard man, recalling the oc-
currence out of a memory in which it was
but one of many incidents that had been all
in the day’s work, said:

“l rather hated to do that. Not that I
was greatly interested in your younger
brother, but your father took it so hard.

He was proud as Lucifer, and he tried his
best not to show any feeling before me, but
he seemed to age and, somehow, shrivel.
And his lordship wasn’t at all an old man,
then, although he seemed so to us compara-
tively young ones.”

“His heart was centered on Grenville,”
Trefry said. “He cared nothing for me—
and | can’t blame him. | was a bad egg.
He’d been getting me out of one scrape after
another for years. Too much of a drinker—
too hard a gambler— a rotten crew of asso-
ciates— it had cost him a small fortune to
hush up the scandals | kept being respon-
sible for. Grenville had never given him
trouble. If Grenville had come to trial and
been convicted | think it would have killed
him.”

“Is that why you confessed to it?” Felton
asked sharply, and, as Trefry looked up,
thrown off his guard by the suddenness of
the question, surprised in his eyes the an-
swer that he expected.

“What do you mean?” the factor de-
manded. “l— 1 shot Overstead.”

Slowly the detective blew a cloud of
smoke and watched it float toward the lamp
and whirl in the heated air toward the ceil-
ing before he said:

“With all the failings you have just men-
tioned— and I'll agree that you were a wild
youth— your reputation for veracity was
good, and when you told me, that next day,
that you had been in bed and asleep and
had not heard the shot that killed him, you
didn’t tell it convincingly. | believed then
that you knew who did it; afterward | felt
sure. No, you were not a convincing liar
then, and you haven’t improved with years.”

“1 beg your pardon!” Trefry exclaimed,
stiffly.

The detective ignored his tone.

“You confessed that you killed Overstead
because of a quarrel over a gambling debt,”
he said, “but you didn't. Grenville killed
him— over a quite different matter. But |
couldn’t prove it then and | can’t prove it
now. Your confession stands. Be assured
that unless you tell the real story it will con-
vict you.”

Suddenly he hurled another question:

“Why don’'t you? Tell the real story, |
mean. With Grenville dead----- "

“His wife is living,” the factor retorted,
and bit his lip. “I didn't mean that as it
might sound. You are mistaken in------

“1 warned you,” Felton interrupted, “that
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anything you said might be used against
you. But that doesn’t necessitate my dis-
closing anything you might be willing to tell
me that is not against you. If you'd like,
just between ourselves, as man to man--—- ”

He seemed almost to shift the subject,
while he let Trefry’s mind play with that
thought.

“We are not as young as we were then
by a good many years. And I'm ten years
older than you— older than your father was
when all this happened. | can appreciate
how he felt; I've got a son, and when |
thought | had lost him-----  This is my last
case for the Yard. | am retiring when | get
home; going to live out the rest of my
life with my boy. He seems like a boy to
me, but he’s older than you were when you
disappeared, with your brother’s trial two
weeks away, and left that confession to be
made public after you’d had a good chance
to get clear. He was a little wild before
the war, that son of mine, but he’s married
now and settled. The vrar sobered him.
He nearly didn’t come through it.”

The factor’s mind was only half on what
Felton was saying; it was wrestling with the
temptation to confide the secret that he had
guarded for a generation, and to give him
time the detective went reminiscently on:

“He was in France—a lieutenant. Ma-
chine-gun fire got him, one night, out be-
yond the barbed wire. A soldier—a Cana-
dian, by the way— went out and brought
him in. It was a year before he was well.
I've always wished | knew who that Cana-
dian was— he was terribly hurt, too, bring-
ing him in, they said— but it was one of
those confused nights, when commands had
got all mixed together, and we could never
learn even the name of his regiment. Well,
that’s of no interest to you; it came to me
because | can understand how your father
felt about your brother. If you'd like to
tell me what really happened, that night at
lvycrest------ 7

“And if | should convince you that jus-
tice wouldn’t be served by taking me back
————— ” the factor asked, unable to mask
his eagerness. Felton shook his head slowly.

“No,” he said. “Let us not have any
misunderstanding. We Scotland Yard men
do not try cases; that is the business of the
courts. There is in my hands a warrant for
your arrest on a charge of murder. My
duty is only to serve it. | believe you did
not commit the murder—but my orders

were to arrest you if | could find you.
What you do to clear yourself must be done
back in England. To be sincere with you,
it is vanity, | think, that makes me willing
to agree that if you tell me what happened
I shall make no use of it that you do not
consent to; | want to know if the truth is
what | believed it was when | took Gren-
ville in charge. 1 cannot promise that it
will do any good, except, perhaps, relieve
your mind, but | will accept it in confi-
dence.”

“On your honor?” the factor demanded.
“Because I'm not going to tell anything in
England that doesn’'t agree with what |
wrote before | left. That confession has to
stand.”

“l give you my word,” Felton promised
gravely.

Trefry sat back and closed his eyes for a
moment, and the detective waited. When
he opened them, they remained narrowed,
and their gaze went through the opposite
wall into space. His voice was low.

“l was a bad egg,” he said, “but there
were limits. Distinct limits. There were
no limits at all to Overstead’s rottenness.
And he was a dashing chap. Tremendously
fascinating to women.”

Felton nodded. “Too many women,” he
said.

“Yes. And Alicia, who had been married
to Grenville two years, was young— and very
foolish. And Overstead— Grenville’s friend
—was at our house party. How far the af-
fair would have gone if it hadn't been
stopped | don’t know— pretty far, 1 fancy—
but Grenville found them in the billiard
room, that night; a rendezvous. | think she
had never cared much for Grenville; it was
more or less an arranged marriage, to unite
the families.”

“1 always believed you witnessed it.”

“Almost. | was outside the room and
rushed in at the shot. | had been observ-
ing what was going on, as Grenville had—
Alicia was a silly fool, who couldn’t keep
an affair covered— and for the good name
of the family | was watching, that night.
But Grenville was ahead of me. No one
else in the house had heard it, and we un-
fastened a window, so it would seem that
thieves might have entered, and got to our
rooms. And for a time it seemed that every-
thing was running smoothly, with no harm
to any one but Overstead, who well deserved
what he got— and then, out of a clear sky,
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you arrested Grenville. | never knew what
evidence you had. Did you finally identify
the pistol as his?”

“Yes.”

“1 couldn’t see how we could prevent the
whole nasty mess coming out at the trial;
somebody was bound to break down on
cross-examination. And my father was cer-
tain Grenville couldn’t have done it, and
that Grenville’'s wife was all that Gren-
ville’s wife ought to be. After all, | owed
it to him. He cared nothing at all for me
— but that was my fault, not his. There
was but one thing to do. With the way
| had been going on, I'd have had to get
out of the country sooner or later, I fancy.
So | came to Canada, and in due time buried
myself here.”

He spread his hands, as though to say,
“And there you are.” He let them drop
heavily on his knees and added:

“ ‘Buried’ isn't exactly the right word.
I've been very contented here. And of some
use. | wasn’'t of any use back there in
England, and there was no indication fhat I
ever would have been.”

There was a long silence, which Felton
broke.

“But now,” he said, “all you need to do,
I think, is to tell that story. | don’t believe
there is any judge or jury that wouldn’t
believe you.”

“And crash all that old scandal, that the
public never knew, around the heads of
Alicia and her sons? I've kept pretty well
up on the news from England. Alicia
learned her lesson. Grenville forgave her.
And those sons! Young Grenville’s picture
makes him a fine-looking youngster. He is
twenty-three now.”

For the first time Trefry’s voice rose re-
sentfully.

“You don’t do all things in England as
well as in newer countries,” he said. “In
the States—in many of them, at least—
Grenville could have admitted killing a man
of Overstead’s reputation without being
obliged to tell one half the things that led
up to it. He could have said that Overstead
insulted his wife. And a jury would not
have convicted him. Perhaps a State’s at-
torney would not even have prosecuted him;
that often happens. They call it the unwrit-
ten law.”

“No,” said Felton positively. “That is
not better than our way. If it was, the
States wouldn’t have more than thirty times

the number of murders, in proportion, that
we do. Our laws provide what excuses or
provocations justify homicide. Written
laws. And no officer has the right to go
behind those written provisions because of
disagreement with them or sympathy with
those who disobey them. | am a very minor
officer of the British government. | believe
the story you have just told. But I would
be unfaithful if 1 let that hinder me doing
the thing the law says | must do.”

“1 suppose so,” Trefry assented wearily.
“You have been on one side of such things
all your life. 1 can understand your view-
point, even though 1| think justice to all con-
cerned would be better served if you thought
differently. Shall we go to bed? | have to
be up before the Corinthian leaves in the
morning.”

Thankful Harbor buzzed, those following
days, with talk of the factor's departure
for St. John’s when the boat came south, to
return on the August trip. No one con-
nected Foster, the idling tourist, with this;
Trefry allowed it to be understood that the
journey was necessitated by some letter that
had come in the post.

In full accordance with their agreement,
the Scotland Yard man left the factor at
perfect liberty to go and come as he pleased,
and himself kept away from the trading-post
headquarters far more than he would have
if the reason for his visit to the hamlet had
been only what it purported to be.

Evenings, after the violet twilight had
faded, they sat together in the factor’s li-
brary and talked with desultory starts and
stops, but spoke little of the all important.
Daytimes they were seldom together except
at meals. The factor was busy getting his
books and papers ready for the successor
whose appointment would come as such a
shock to the simple people of the coast. Fel-
ton wandered aimlessly about the settlement,
climbed the steep hill back of it, and at the
shore watched the landing of fishermen, the
weighing of their catches, and the labors of
those who turned the drying cod on the
Sake.

It was on the fifth day, with the Corin-
thian due to arrive during the forenoon of
the morrow, that he stumbled over a loose
board at the end of the dock, slipped on a
wet plank, and with the gasping shock of
ice-cold immersion found himself in the
tickle.

After his first strangling sputter as he
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came to the surface, he was not alarmed.
The workers at the fish flake had all gone
to dinner and thare was no one on the dock
or near it, but he was a strong swimmer.
Even encumbered by clothing and shoes, he
felt no apprehension over the task of cov-
ering the few feet between him and safety.

But when he had struck out a dozen
times with ever-increasing strength, it sud-
denly came to him that the few feet had
increased to a score and that the gap, for
all his efforts, was widening. The offshore
current in the tickle was like a mill race.
And though the air was July warm, the
water was January cold; its numbing fin-
gers gripped at his lungs and heart. He be-
gan to fight not only current, but panic.
He cried for help, with full despairing knowl-
edge that his voice could not carry far
enough, and even as his first shout faded
heard pounding feet on the dock.

The factor had snatched a coil of rope as
he ran. It whirled out skillfully to fall
across Fenton’s shoulder.

“l saw you fall from the door of the
room,” Trefry said as Felton, breathless and
shivering, came up the side of the dock with
the aid of his hand. “No one could buck
that ebb tide. Better hurry up to the house
and into dry clothes, and take a stiff peg.
I'll go along with you and see that there
is a fire.”

Halfway to the house the Scotland Yard
man spoke through chattering teeth.

“I'd have g-gone under if you hadn’t
come. I—1 want you to know 1 realize it.”

“What any one would have done,” Trefry
replied shortly. And then, as though he
read the detective’'s thoughts:

“l don’t expect it to influence you.”

“That’s f-fine of you,” said Felton.
glad you see it c-couldn’t.”

The detective was dried before a fire and
his teeth had ceased their clatter before he

“1'm

spoke again. Then he said, quite as though
there had been no interval:
“But it makes it harder. Many men

would have let things take their course.”

“On the Labrador, where most men spend
half their lives just avoiding death, one
rescues his worst enemy,” Trefry said.
“And | do not regard you as my enemy—
personally.”

“l am not,” Felton replied. *“Far from
it. | wish they could have sent some one
else.”

They did not speak of the accident again,
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either that afternoon or during their eve-
ning together in the library. Indeed, at
night they spoke hardly at all. They sat,
smoking, each in the company of his own
thoughts, and Trefry’s, if his face were a re-
flection of them, were bitter. It was as they
were coming to their feet to go to their
rooms that the factor first referred to the in-
evitable.

“The last night— after
years1” he said.
it is home. And I’'m leaving it to----- "
choked.

There was emotion in the other’s voice,
too, as he replied:

“It’s hard, sir. | wish, as God is my
judge, that it didn’t have to be!”

“l know,” Trefry said. “You're a stub-
born man, Felton, but an honest one.”

The Corinthian was at the dock, as the
next day bore on toward noon, and the
factor, beside Captain Davitt there, was
giving superintendence to the post's ship-
ment. Felton left them and went to the
house to get his bag.

Into the library from the kitchen came the
wrinkled and ever-talkative Widow Sheeve,
smiling.

“I'm fair sorry to see you go, sir,” she
said. “Take care o' Mr. Rood, so far as
you journey together, won't you? He need
some one to watch over un, Mr. Rood do,
specially if the weather blows colder and he
need to change to thicker clothes. Send un
back to us safe and sound, sir. Thankful'll
be counting the days till he comes home.”

Felton was uncomfortable and his reply
was perfunctory and muttered, but the
housekeeper did not notice it. She rambled
on:

“I'm a fond, aging woman, sir, but I'm
only one o’ many that’ll miss un sore while
he be away. Life on the coast is a sad bur-
den to them as is alone and poor, as | would
ha’ been— and here am I, in my age, one o(
the richest women on the Labrador, and all
because of he.”

“Rich?” Felton repeated vaguely. Trefry
would be there soon, to get his luggage, and
then they would depart together. He wished
the factor would hurry; there was no good
excuse to stop the woman'’s loquacity, yet he
disliked the subject of it.

“Aye,” Mrs. Sheeve said with unction.
“In the bank at St. John’s, and with inter-
est that'll be sufficient for my every need
when | gets too old to work for Mr. Rood

nearly twenty
“This is a harsh coast, but
He
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— which the Lord postpone a far day, sir. |
lost my boy, but he went well and bravely,
and that is all us mothers o’ fishermen can
expect at best. And Mr. Rood kept his
word, as none ever doubted he would.”

She leaned comfortably against the door
jamb.

“It’'ll be new to you, sir, because I know
Mr. Rood himself would never tell you, and
your face gives word that nobody else has.
Joshua— that was my boy— was,, fair pos-
sessed to go to the war, when the cruel Ger-
mans were gaining and the Canadians were
raising their companies, but he could not,
for his father was long dead— in a sudden
black squall off Crown Point, sixteen years
last Easter week—and he my only sup-
port.

“But the factor was terrible anxious about
the war, talking ever, when word came in
here about it, of his sadness that he was
too old to go, and he made a promise, and
sent word of it up and down the coast. He
promised, sir, if any young men from here
and hereabouts had spirit and wished to go,
that he would support their families till
they came safe home. And if they did not
come home, he pledged a pension of five
hundred dollars to their wives or mothers—
and five hundred dollars is a wonderful for-
tune, sir.”

Violent endings to courageous lives are no
unusual story to the Labrador, and sufficient
time had elapsed so that the Widow Sheeve
could talk of it even cheerfully.

“Four boys went from hereabouts,” she
said, “and three of un come back. All but
Joshua. But he died very bravely, sir, and
| been rare proud of un. | ’low no mother
on the Labrador ever had right to be

prouder. | haves a cross they sent. The
Victoria Cross, sir. It says on it, ‘For
Valour.” He went out one night, beyond the

trenches that they had there, and brought
in a sore-wounded English officer. It was
just as he got the other to safety that he
come by the hurts that he died of the next

day. Aye, | been rare proud of un. | would
his father could ha’ lived to be proud of un,
too.”

Felton was staring.

“The officer's name?” he demanded. “The
name of the officer he saved? Or the name
of his regiment?”

“1 never heard un, sir,” she said, simply.
“It seems he was senseless and they did
not learn. But what | was telling you was
that Mr. Rood, keeping his word as he al-
ways have done, made me one of the richest
folk--—-- "

“I'm afraid that will have to do for the
gossip,” the factor said from the doorway,
into which he had come unobserved. His
face was lined, but he succeeded in keeping
his voice as usual. “We must be going to
the boat, now. Keep things shipshape till—
till 1 get back.”

“Indeed | will, sir.” She fluttered to get
his bag, on the other side of the room. “A
safe v'y’'ge and quick return.”

“Thank you, Martha. Good-by. Is
something burning on your stove? You'd
better go and see.”

As she shuffled hastily kitchenward,
Trefry, silent, took slow appraisal of all the
well-loved room. Felton had crossed to a
window and stood there motionless, his eyes
on the harbor at the foot of the hill.

The factor sighed. His  shoulders
slumped. He said, brokenly, “Come, Fel-
ton.”

The face that turned toward him was as
twisted with feeling as his own.

“You’re coming back,” the detective said
hoarsely. “Back on the next boat. You're
Henry Rood— forever— and Grenville Trefry
is Earl of Waxton. Knowing you were in-
nocent couldn’t do it. Seeing how much you
mean to these people here couldn’'t do it.
Your saving my stubborn old life couldn’t
do it. But—oh, | know it isn't one chance
in ten thousand— but that English officer
that you sent that old woman’s son to save
might have been my boy.”

More stories by J. Frank Davis in future issues.
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AGAINST ANY ODDS!

N one of the several establishments supported by the government in the neighborhood
I of Washington, where old men are among the inmates, a fight was recently staged

by a couple, one of whom was seventy-five, the other eighty years old. The seventy-

five-year warrior won, and later was announcing his victory to all and sundry.

“1 licked him good and proper!” he exulted.

“He said | couldn’t, but gosh darn

him, 1 could have licked him if he had been a hundred years old!”



Seward’s Folly

By Edison Marshall
Author of “ Lord of the Barren Lands," “ The Call of the Blood," Etc.

For a long time we have been promising you another great epic of the
North by Edison Marshall. Here it is, a profoundly moving tale of America’s
beginnings in Alaska. Most of us take Alaska for granted and think com-
placently of the treasures undeveloped that lie locked in her soil waiting the day
of our country’'s need. We do not often remember that but for the wisdom and
foresight of a few of the nation’s leaders, two full generations ago, when our
fathers’ fathers were still young, that mighty sweep of territory under the arctic
circle might not have been our heritage and the heritage of our children’s

children. Mr. Marshall has delved back into those days before Alaska was ours
and told the story of her acquisition in this great romance of intrigue, adven-
ture and love. Of certain historical phases of the work he writes: “The mys-

terious lapse of the Treaty of 1839 between the great Russian and English com-
panies is obscured in the shadows of the past. No historical evidence exists
that Secretary of State Seward was instrumental in blocking the treaty, and
parts of the narrative dealing therewith must be regarded as purely fictitious.
Otherwise Mr. Seward is presented according to my most sincere interpretation
of this profound and lucid genius of the civil-war period. The prickly inter-
national situations of the time, 1867-Sitka, and the various characters are as nearly
true as can be seen through the misty lens of sixty years.”—T nf. Editor.

(A Complete Novel)
CHAPTER .

never believed that the emancipation procla-

A LETTER FROM WASHINGTON.

HERE was but one letter for Jeff
Sharp to-day; and the village post-
master himself put it in his hand. It
had not been this way always. Only

recently it was that white-haired Pompey,
the oldest and most respected of Jeff's col-
ored boys, always served up the daily mail
along with his master’s breakfast. Jeff had

mation could come between him and Pom-
pey’s adoring service; but this had been an
idle fancy like many other things. The old
Sharp mansion had gone with the rest. A
man who had once been Jeff's foreman
owned it now.

The year or more since Lee, tremendous
even in defeat, had shaken hands with him
in farewell had not seemed to heal the griev-
ous wounds of bitterness and sorrow. He
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was called from his reflections now more
by the postmaster’s look of resentment
rather than by any interest in the white
envelope in his hand.

The postmaster was a veteran too, as was
practically every white man under fifty in
the town. He also had known better days.
Now he stood watching Jeff, a curious,
strained, and somewhat sullen expression
on his youthful face. He looked rather
grim, Jeff thought— a look he had seen so
many times in men’s faces these past two
years. He evidently was waiting for Jeff
to read the printing on the upper left corner
of the envelope.

Jeff glanced at it, and his tall figure stif-
fened ever so slightly as he read the words:

From William H. Seward, Secretary of State,
Washington, D. C.

Jeff’s full lip curled, his bold nostrils ex-
panded, and his eye roved to the waste-
basket. Ke could not, however, throw the
great statesman’s letter away. Really, he
had no personal animosity toward his moth-
er's old friend— her sweetheart, in fact, in
happier days before the war. Seward’s
genius had gone far toward crushing the Con-
federacy, but such had been his idea of
duty. Jeff had admired him once and still
conceded him immeasurable superiority over
the rabble— so Jeff was fond of speaking of
the Yankees— that he helped to govern. It
was the thing he stood for that Jeff hated—
the North, the Union, the Stars and Stripes.

“If 1 were you | wouldn’t do him the
honor of reading it,” he heard the postmas-
ter say. “He was next to Lincoln! | put
him in the same class with Sherman.”

“He was an old friend of the family,
Roger,” Jeff explained. “He is our enemy,
but he was rather an honorable enemy, as
Yankees go. | always considered him a
gentleman.”

Jeff was not aware that he pronounced
the last word with a singular inflection. It
was evident that he set great store by the
term, that it had tremendous meaning to
him. Of course his homeland had always
been a stronghold of aristocracy, but now,
when so much was gone and so little was
left to cling to, pride of birth had become
very close indeed to a religion to such men
as he.

“There is no such thing—as a Yankee
gentleman,” Roger persisted. “You've al-
ways said that.”

“l have always said that the North was

a nation of peasants— of backwoodsmen and
of slovenly, mule-driving women— and that
our war was a war between gentlemen and
trash. Don’t believe for a minute, Roger,
that | take any stock in this stuff that some
of the older men are trying to tell us— that
there was fault on both sides, that we should
forgive and forget, and that it will only be
a matter of a few years until real friendly
relations are resumed between the North
and the South. | am a rebel now, and I'll
be a rebel when | die, and the Union is as
hateful to me as when, in defeat, we took
down the Stars and Bars from the court-
house. Just the same, | have to be fair to
Seward. He was an enemy, and he’s an
enemy still, but just the same | can’t throw
away his letter.”

“It’s your letter,” Roger said doggedly.
“Go ahead and read it.”

So Jeff read it; and he read as follows:

July 25, 1866.
My Dear Littie Jerf: | suppose it is absurd
to call you Little Jeff any more, when you are
long as a giraffe. Apart from those long legs
you have acquired a stature of achievement
that withering old age can never cheat you out
of. It was hard for me to believe that the gal-
lant Major Sharp of whom our boys told me
so much was the little boy with curls and an
insatiable appetite for New York apples! It

makes me feel a veritable Methuselah myself.
Come down and see me, Jeff, at once. | have
a fine opening for a young fellow like you.
Don’t linger, but start to-day. | want to revive
our old friendship now that the clouds are lift-
ing; not that mtne for you has ever flagged.
But | know young blood, the blood of a twenty-
five-year-old gentleman from North Carolina;
and | am anxious to prove to you that these
black years of war have not changed me from

the man you used to call Uncle Will.

Jeff Sharp experienced a mixture of emo-
tions as he finished the letter. Try hard
as he might to repel it, a warm glow of an
old friendship overswept him; and a spark
was struck on the flint of his heart. He
kept remembering a slight, soft-voiced old
friend who brought him New York pippins
— a gallant gentleman whose one-time court-
ship of his mother had always been con-
sidered an honor to the family. Of course
he would not accept the invitation, much
less an appointment. Jeff knew perfectly
well the kind of openings Seward had for
young men: official jobs in the pay of Uncle
Sam. Indeed, what did Seward mean by
daring to offer such a post to him, Jeff
Sharp? Did he for a moment dream that
the conquered rebel would turn about, two
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years after Lee’s surrender, and serve in
any capacity the enemy government? He
must think that Jeff was humbled indeed,
or he would not ask the conquered soldier so
to swallow his pride as to accept a daily
wage from the Union.

Yet presently he was brought face to face
with an ugly fact which for months past he
had been trying to disregard: the swift ebb
of his own fortunes. The war had ruined
Jefferson Sharp. The estate that otherwise
would have sustained him according to the
Sharp tradition had been spent and lost
during the black years; the half million in
Confederate currency that remained would
not buy a loaf of bread. He knew perfectly
and exactly how many American dollars he
had left. These would last only a few more
days; then he must seek some means of
livelihood. It might be that Seward knew
of some business or professional opening,
rather than a government position, in which
Jeff might have a chance.

“It is an offer of a position,” Jeff ex-

plained to Roger, the postmaster. “He
doesn’t say just what.”
The other veteran stiffened. “He cer-

tainly is presumptuous in offering such a
thing. | hope you are sufficiently frank in
your letter of refusal?”

“How do you know I'm going to write any
letter of refusal?” The pleasant way in
which Jeff's full lip drew into his brown
cheek was faintly suggestive of a smile.

“Because it is a government position--——- 7

Jeff’s grin escaped him completely now,
and made a big crescent in his handsome
face. “The beam in your own eye first,
brother!” he observed. *“Speaking of gov-
ernment positions— isn’t this a United States
post office?”

Rightly thinking that this would hold
Roger for a while, Jeff turned homeward.

CHAPTER II.
SEWARD.

ALL the way to Washington there were

sights and scenes to remind Jeff of the
Lost Cause. He had fought through this
country. He almost choked with resent-
ment when he saw the flag of the Union
flying where once the Stars and Bars had so
proudly waved. The capital itself was gay
with banners. It seemed to Jeff that they
had been flaunted for his benefit, to cele-
brate the ruin of his hopes.

He walked with disdain through the
crowds of Pennsylvania Avenue, his head
high, shoulders straight, his bearing that of
conscious superiority. Here was the rabble
who by sheer force of numbers had trod the
Southern flag into the dust! He was scorn-
ful at the thought that these humble men
crowding the sidewalk were voters and free-
men, citizens of the Union; by the terms of
the code he had come to hate, his own
equals!  Why, their very garb showed what
they were. Even the men of the better
class were not dressed in the unobtrusive
elegance which he knew to be the thing;
their broadcloth suits lacked the perfect
tailoring of his English-made garments; they
used cotton in place of linen and silk; they
wore their clothes like countrymen. For
himself, he cut a fine figure, and he was
proud of it. More than one pair of eyes
turned to him as he strode proudly down the
street, wondering who this distinguished,
scornful youth might be; but he did not con-
descend to return the glances. Mostly he
walked with somber eyes looking straight
ahead.

He was sorry, now, that he had come.
Now that he had beheld his conquerors his
bitterness was whetted and rekindled; and
he was determined to answer Seward’s offer
with fitting scorn. Poverty was lowering
upon him; but surely he could not be in-
duced to accept wages from the foe! He
was annoyed when a doorkeeper made him
send in his name for permission to enter
the secretarial offices; and he was actually
hot with resentment that Seward should
keep him waiting while he talked with other
visitors, particularly in that they were hum-
ble men who later viewed him askance in
the passage. Now, as he walked into the
statesman’s inner chamber, a bright red spot
glowed in each of his cheeks; and he could
hardly keep from trembling.

Yet nothing at all was as Jeff thought
it would be. Somehow or other, his spleen
seemed to wither within him and for the mo-
ment disappear. He suddenly forgot his
sullen anger. He could only see Seward,
standing up to greet him.

Seward had been a great man before ever
the storm of war burst over the land. He
was a greater man now. Such trials as he
had undergone either destroy men, or make
them giants. Jeff was humbled in spite of
himself, his arrogance dispelled, his resent-
ment giving way to wonder. This man had
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been close to Lincoln, which was enough
to mark him. Jeff glimpsed again the daunt-
less purpose, the idealism, the constructive
genius of this greatest statesman of the
period.

He was a small man, physically— scarcely
coming to Jeff's shoulder—and his voice
was subdued and soft. His enemies, how-
ever, had learned not to take hope from
either of these things. Jeff saw with amaze-
ment that his hair had turned perfectly
snow white since their last meeting; and he
saw, also, the undying scars left from that
black and tragic night of April 14th, the
year before. Seward was smiling, kindly
and apparently in perfect understanding.

“Well, well, Jeff,” he began, “coming in
like a lion to beard the old man in his
den!”

“And going out like a lamb, | suppose,
after listening to you a while,” Jeff replied,
smiling for the first time since he had ar-
rived in Washington. “An ordinary man
has no chance with you, Mr. Seward.”

“l remember a curly haired chap who
used to call me Uncle Will. 1'd hate to
have him stop, even if he has grown like
Jack’s bean stalk!”

Jeff took a chair, and for a few minutes
both men talked of familiar things— Green-
bay, the old Sharp mansion where so often
Seward had been a welcome guest, Jeff’s
departed parents, and the old, dear, never-
to-be-recalled prebellum days. Very soon,
however, Seward took up the real object of
the summons.

“As | told you in my letter, Jeff, | have
an opening for you,” he began. *“I have
been thinking of you ever since the war—
especially since | heard of your financial
losses— and have been watching for an ap-
pointment for you. 1 did not want to give
you something that would bore you. | know
your active disposition-—Jeff, 1 know your
real tastes, better than you know them your-
self. A young man like you is likely to go
off at a tangent, so to speak, because of
various mistaken ideas; and sometimes he
needs an old friend to put him right.”

His eyes looked straight into Jeff's; and
the latter felt that the old statesman knew
his every thought.

“It is easy enough for the victor to tell
the vanquished what he should think— what
ideas he should have,” Jeff replied with a
trace of bitterness. He straightened proudly
in his chair.

“Let’s .forget about victor and vanquished
right now. Jeff, | have work for you. Work
of real importance.”

“A government job?”

“Yes.”

“l can’t take it.”

Jeff's tone was determined, even curt;
but although he watched carefully he could
not see the slightest sign of resentment or
anger in the statesman’s face. Evidently
his greatness could not suffer such emo-

tions. Indeed he smiled, quietly and dimly.
“You do not know what it is, yet,” he said.
“Please don't refuse it till 1 tell you about
it ”

“l am afraid you've told me the impor-
tant thing already, Mr. Seward. You said
it was a government job. I, a rebel, can’'t
give my services to the enemy who con-
quered me, nor can | take his pay. Mr.
Seward, 1'd sooner starve.”

“Let’s leave your personal equation out
of it for a moment,” Seward went on pa-
tiently. “1 am not offering this wholly to
keep you from starvation. My viewpoint
is that of the United States of America. |
want certain work done, and | believe you
can do it. Jeff, you are not a rebel now.
You are a citizen of the United States,
whether you like it or not.”

“If 1 am, I won't be for long. | intend
to go abroad— probably to England. Mr.
Seward, the South is crushed, as you say,
but though you can break the Southern
heart, you can’'t break the Southern spirit.
You ask me to go to work for the United
States. | don't believe in the United States.
I couldn’t be loyal to the United States even
if 1 did go to work for it. I'll admit | need
a job, but the least vestige of honor must
make me tell you these things. If you offer
me a job afterward, you do it at your own
risk.”

“Then at my own risk let it be! | offer
you a job— a real one; one in which you can
do service to this government which you
despise. Jeff, there must be a new ideal of
service come into this land. Perhaps |
should say a new ideal has come, only you
are not yet aware of it. This is your coun-
try, whether you like all of it or not—
whether or not you have forgiven it for
making you stay in the Union against your
will.  This is America. Our flag is your
flag. You tried to cast down that flag for
reasons that you thought were right, but
you did not succeed, and now you must
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make the best of it. Jeff, you pride your-
self on being a gentleman.”

“The good Lord knows | hope | ami”

“l think you are. You should be— with
what is behind you. Do you know the first
obligation of a gentleman?”

“Loyalty! | am loyal to the South!”

“Jeff, the South doesn’t exist any more,
as an entity. It is all in the Union. It is
all United States. That point was proved
on the terrible battlefields of this war. Now
that it has been proven that the Union still
endures, you must work for it, and serve it,
and try to sustain it. The sooner both sides
recognize this fact, the sooner we can begin
to build again.

“The only possible standard of aristoc-
racy, Jeff, is service— the struggle to make
this dark world a better place to live in for
all men, high and low. Since the Union
must stand, your obligation is now to that
Union— to make this country the best pos-
sible country.

“l am going to offer you the post. | do
not believe that you will fail to give it your
best effort. | think I know you better than
you know yourself. The government of the
people has many enemies. There are plenty
of people in foreign countries— men in high
places—who would like to see this great
democratic experiment of ours come to a
dismal and hopeless failure; but | don’t
believe that you are of their faith. 1 have
always regarded your welfare, my boy, and
I want you to conquer your bitterness
against the United States, and to find your
happiness in serving it and building it up
the best you know how. Lincoln said to
treat you as if you had never been away.
I want you, and your people, to get that
same noble idea— to act as if you had never
been away. That way lies greatness for you
as well as for us.

“This nation must grow in size and power,
so that its enemies may never overthrow
it. This is the cause for which | would like
to have you dedicate your life—-the better-
ment of this republic. You could not find
a higher cause.”

He paused, and the after image of his low,
soft voice remained in Jeff's ears for some
seconds. The old man’s quiet eyes fastened
on his face.

“l can’'t work for something | don’t be-
lieve in,” was the reply at last. “Uncle
Will, you are asking more than flesh and
blood can give.”

“l am going to continue to ask it. It is
when we do more than it seems possible for
flesh and blood to do that real happiness and
real vision come to us.

“l am about to offer you a real commis-

sion. It is a great chance for real service
to this nation of ours— these re-United
States.
CHAPTER III.
A MISSION.

/"\NE of Seward’'s great gifts was sim-
V; plicity— in spite of a wonderfully com-
plex mental make-up—and sitting in his
quiet office, he related very simply the in-
ternational situation which gave Jeff his
great opportunity.

“Jeff, do you know anything about Rus-
sian America— Alaska, as it is beginning to
be called?” he asked.

“Nothing at all—except that | wouldn’t
want to live there. | have heard that it’s
one big iceberg.”

“That’s the general impression— that it is
simply an ice sheet, worth nothing at all to
any one. Fortunately, nothing could be
farther from the truth. Lately a few of us
have obtained the real facts about Alaska;
but unfortunately we are not the sole pos-
sessors of those facts. If we were, the prob-
lem would be greatly simplified—and |
would have no post to offer you.

“Perhaps you know that several Amer-
ican surveyors have recently returned from
Alaska, where they were at work in connec-
tion with the laying of the proposed cable
between Siberia and Alaska. The project is
now abandoned, but while in the North
these men obtained much valuable informa-
tion concerning the country. | have here in
my desk their reports, verifying what | have
always believed to be the case about that
vast northern territory.

“Jeff, did you know that the territory of
Alaska is over half a million square miles,
an area much greater than that of the orig-
inal thirteen States? Do you know that it
has untold wealth in timber and minerals,
fisheries and fur? Its wealth hasn't been
scratched. While it is true that a great part
of the land is unfit for agriculture, yet with-
out doubt it will support a population well
over a million— a point not to be overlooked
in these days of teeming races.

“It is true that much of the interior has
merciless winters, but thousands of square
miles on the coast side of the mountains
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have winters as mild as that of Maryland.
Its fur alone, not to be compared in impor-
tance with its fisheries and lumbering that
will be developed in the next few decades,
makes it the most important international
prize in the world to-day. And there it lies
— almost at our doors— ready to be taken!”

“1 thought Russia owned Alaska,” Jeff re-
marked.

“Russia does own Alaska— by right of ex-
ploration. Just the same, Russia will not
own Alaska always; or very much longer,
for that matter. And this brings us to a
very delicate international situation.

“In these days of fleets and armies, Jeff,
a country must not own possessions which it
cannot defend. In a war with any great
power Russia cannot defend Alaska. It is
too far from the base of supplies. Up until
now none of her enemy nations have thought
it worth while to take Alaska from her; but
now, in these days of expansion, more than
one nation is beginning to look northward.
And there is one power in particular that
feels a special need of Alaska—to round
out her already tremendous American pos-
sessions. Do you know which of the great
powers | mean?”

“1 suppose— England. The friend of the
South.”

“Don’t flatter yourself, Jeff. Perhaps in
years to come, when England has a more
popular government than now, she will be
a real friend of the South and the North
too; but not now. Her ruling classes are
suspicious of republics. They want to see

us fail. This is not a statesman’s conjec-
ture, Jeff—unhappily it is a fact. England
is jealous of our growing power; and her

attitude during the late war could not be
mistaken. The fact that her prosperity
largely depends on cotton influenced her
business people in the South’s favor, it is
true; but her pro-Southern attitude was
mostly due to the fact that she hates and
fears us. And that attitude, on my part at
least, can never be forgotten or forgiven.
“She wants'to see us broken into many
little nations on whom she can impose her
will.  She wants to be all-powerful in the
New World as well as the Old. She needs
Alaska to round out her American posses-
sions— to give her a full sweep on the Pacific.
But I don't want England to have Alaska.
| don't wBnt to see any great foreign power
increase its holdings in America. Russia
is an absolute monarchy, and except for

Alexander himself and a few of the more
liberal nobles, her ruling classes have no
friendship for us, yet | would rather she
should keep it than that England should
have it. At least she was friendly toward
the Union during the war. Russia, how-
ever, cannot keep Alaska, simply because
she cannot defend it. Sooner or later some
rival will see an opportunity to seize it, on
one excuse or another. And the nation
which should have it— that nation for
whom | dream the greatest power in all the
world of nations— is----- 7

“The United States!”

“Yes. We must have Alaska. If we do
not get it now we never will get it. We
need it— perhaps not so much now as we
will later— and, particularly, we don’t want
England to acquire it. And Russia, realiz-
ing her inability to defend it, has proposed
that we buy it from her— for seven millions'
of dollars. There never was such a bargain
in land values in recent times.

“Why don’t we snap it up, you ask?
Because already England is trying to get it.

“This is the situation, Jeff. Perhaps you
know that the czar has leased all of Alaska
to a certain Russian corporation, known as
the Russian-American Company. It is semi-
imperial, and is an absolute monopoly.
These people have been running Alaska to
suit themselves, until lately. They have
had their capital at Sitka, and by enslaving
the Aleuts, they have until recently reaped
a tremendous profit in furs. Lately, how-
ever, the czar put certain restrictions on
them that interfered with their profits, but
they hoped that when their charter was re-
newed some of these restrictions would be
done away with. Their old charter has ex-
pired; and they have requested that it be
renewed.

“For several reasons the czar did not wish
to renew it. The principal one was that he
wants to sell Alaska to us, to avoid having it
taken away from him later. A second rea-
son is, perhaps, that he is dissatisfied with
the way the company has been operating the
territory... He is a liberal monarch, and he
does not approve of enslaving the native
population; and besides, he seems to be sus-

picious of his agents in general. Perhaps
he thinks they may be playing into the
hands of his enemies. However, pressure

was brought to bear upon him and he did
offer to renew the monopoly’s contract, but
his terms included not only those restric-
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tions that had lately cut down the com-
pany’s profits, but many others. Indeed, he
purposely made the terms so unfavorable
that the company could not ordinarily afford
to accept them.

“It didn't quite work out as he thought,
however. The company did not want to
lose their gold mine. So they planned a lit-
tle deal with England.

“You see, Jeff, the Russian-American
Company had subleased, by the treaty of
1839, certain parts of Alaska to the Hud-
son’s Bay Company, the great English semi-
imperial corporation. Practically all of the
mainland of the Panhandle is already in
English hands. Now the Russian-Ameri-
can Company’s officials conceived of an even
closer union with the English company,
the terms of which would be so favorable
that they could well afford to renew their
charter with the czar. In other words,
their acceptance of the czar’s charter was
contingent upon their ability to negotiate
the right kind of treaty with England as
to the exploitation and operation of the ter-
ritory.

“Right now, Jeff, the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany and the Russian-American Company
are trying to get together. If they do get
together, the latter will accept the czar’s
terms as to the renewal of the charter, and
the United States will not get Alaska. It
is easy to see who will get Alaska, however.
The English Hudson’s Bay Company will
spread throughout the territory, English
people will colonize it; and it will soon be
one of England’s colonial possessions in
title as well as in fact.

“Jeff, | want to fool them. | don’t want
England to have Alaska. | want it to be
United States territory. And if that deal

between the two great monopolies does not
go through before February 1st of next
year, we will have Alaska.

“On February 1st the Russian ambassa-
dor to America will leave St. Petersburg
with authorization to accept our terms of
seven millions of dollars. The czar is giv-
ing the Russian-American Company until
that date to accept the new charter. Mean-
while, both this company and the English
officials are taking their time about the mat-
ter; they don’t realize that there is another
finger actively in the pie. They have only
contempt for us. They don’t know of our
offer or of the czar's attitude toward us;
and they must not know. Otherwise they

would close their deal and accept the con-
tract at all costs.

“The rumor of it, however, may leak out.
And now, Jeff, | have reached the point
where we can talk business.

“We want a man to represent America in
this matter. Of course we have representa-
tives in St. Petersburg; but we want to send
a secret agent, with secret orders, to Sitka
— the capital of Alaska and the seat of the
monopoly. We want a young man, a sol-
dier— one who will take chances.

“In thinking about whom to send, you
came to my mind. You have a tough frame
for all your pampering by your mother;
steady hands and eyes; active muscles. You
can fit in any company. You are a hand-
some devil, in case you have to worm any
secrets out of the ladies. You inherited the
makings of a diplomat from your distin-
guished father— one of the ablest represen-
tatives America ever had— and your people
have always gone in for the consular service
and foreign appointments. Most of all, if
you are the same boy you used to be, noth-
ing pleases you quite so much as an adven-
ture or a fight.

“Jeff, 1 want you to block that deal be-
tween England and Russia. That is your
main instruction. Of course you can report
to me from time to time how things are
going, and any news that has a bearing on
the question; but your main work is—to
stop that deal!”

“But how in the world can | stop it, if
they want to make it?” Jeff demanded.

Seward smiled dimly. “How did British-
built privateers stop our merchantmen? Jeff,
you will have to decide that for yourself.
Living at the Alaskan capital you will see
how things are going, and by watching your
chance, you can occasionally throw a mon-
key wrench into the Russo-British machin-
ery.

“You don’t have to be afraid of hurting
England’s feelings. She is no friend of
yours or mine. | don’t want you to get us
into war— only the worst of blunderers does
that. However, there is not much else that
you can’t do, if necessary, according to the
secret-service code that Great Britain under-
stands perfectly well.”

Seward shut his teeth with a click. “The
main thing is, Jeff, we want Alaska. Get
it for us by stopping that Russian-Ameri-
can-Hudson’s Bay Company treaty. Opera-
tions will be carried on in Sitka; and you
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ought to see a chance to break up their poker
game!”

“You mean for me to use force?”
demanded, incredulously.

“By Heaven, of course use force—in
small quantities when it is absolutely neces-
sary. It is all in the secret-service game.
Remember, however, that guile is better
than force any day. | said to you to block
that deal, and | don’t care how you block
it, as long as you don’t get us into an inter-
national dispute. Of course if you get
caught it is at your own risk, because we will
have to punish you to satisfy England and
to save our face. That is the risk a gen-
tleman takes— the risk of the international
spy.”

“What will 1 give as my apparent mission
to Alaska?”

“You are to be, outwardly, a special cor-
respondent to one of our great publications.
This is an old joke, of course, but they will
think they see through you if you show a
great interest in the proposed cable and in
our halibut rights in Alaskan waters. |
will give you a batch of instructions for you
to look over on your way to Sitka, but, my
friend, your real business concerns a bigger
fish than halibut! By Heaven, we’ll teach
England to build privateers to sink our
ships! We’ll show her that the despised
Yankee nation— always looked down upon,
always snubbed by the governing class with
well-bred English insolence— can play this
international game as well as any other
power. And if you win”—and Seward’s
soft voice dropped a tone— “America will be
your debtor beyond any hope of payment.”

“If 1 lose?”

“You must not lose. America must never
lose. The world’s future is in our keep-
ing.”

“And aren’t you afraid to offer this post
to me, a rebel?” Jeff asked soberly.

“Of course I am not. I'm not a fool,
either. Do you accept the commission?”
His tone was casual, unexcited, seemingly
almost indifferent.

For a long moment Jeff sat dreaming.
Once more his eyes were dark with inner
visions, even beyond .Seward’s far-seeing
eyes to follow. Dead men came to life;
voices long stilled rang in his ears. Jeff
was reliving again the four black years just
gone.

As Seward sat waiting, Jeff's expression
changed. This was no time for dreams

Jeff

now; this was his moment of opportunity.
His eyes were now hard and bright, scarcely
revealing the warm and gallant heart that
Seward had always understood so well. The
secretary of state was a man of far-reaching
vision; but could he have read the black
and bitter thoughts behind those glittering
eyes he would have withdrawn his offer in
an instant. He thought he knew this youth,
and now, through failing to know him, he
had risked a great cause.

His thoughts on Americanism had fallen
on deaf ears. He had acted on what he
supposed was actual inspiration; and it
was beyond his conception now that he
might be playing into the hands of the
enemy. To Jeff this seemed his moment of
tremendous opportunity; but not that for
service to America, or yet for building up
his own depleted fortunes. Suddenly he
knew that it was in his power to deal the
hated Union a stinging blow, and at the
same time repay England for her friendship
to his homeland. Seward had blundered, he
thought; and why should he not take ad-
vantage of that blunder? He could atone,
in some slight degree, perhaps, for South-
ern wrongs.

The great statesman had been prepared
to forsake all scruples in dealing with a na-
tion which he considered an enemy— as was
the code—and now he might find that a
conquered enemy could play the same game.
It had been Jeff's intention to renounce his
United States citizenship, disavowing for-
ever a people’s government, and take up his
residence in some foreign land. Here was
a chance to let flow the poisoned flood of
bitterness and hatred that filled his heart.

“I'll take the offer,” he replied, looking
Seward in the eyes. “lI am only too glad to
get it.”

This was true.
tion.

Seward smiled happily. “I thought you
would, my boy. | usually don’'t make many
mistakes in human nature. There can’'t be
any North or South, East or West from now
on, Jeff—there can only be America. We
must all believe that, and look to it. There
alone lies greatness.”

“l am to start at once?”

“At once—as soon as | can fit you out
with credentials and an order from the treas-
ury. You are to go overland, by stage and
railroad, as far as San Francisco; then take
ship from there. | have arranged by tele-

He was white with exalta-
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graph for you to sail on the Ethan Allen,
with Captain Skinner.”

“Any further instructions?”

“None— only this. Just remember all the
time, Jeff, that you are an American. Not
a North Carolinian— just an American. |
want you to know the full meaning of the
word.”

CHAPTER IV.
MOLLY.

IN the long, tedious journey between Wash-
* ington and San Francisco, Jeff had vari-
ous sidelights on America never before
glimpsed; and he did not always know what
to make of them. His own South was al-
ready old and tame, possessing as high a
state of civilization as the most of Europe,
but this West was wild as the buffalo herds
that roamed it, and brand, glittering, glaring
new. He saw the march of the colonists
seeing visions in the clouds of dust that all
but hid the lumbering wagons; he saw ugly
towns rising up on blizzard-swept prairies;
he saw Indian villages and mining camps.

He arrived in San Francisco about the
middle of August, not more than three weeks
after he had left home. As Seward had
promised, the Ethan Allen was waiting to
take him to Alaska.

She proved to be a rather small but quite
comfortable steam schooner, built during the
war and having the mechanical improve-
ments that the war developed and im-
proved, including a screw propeller in place
of a paddle wheel. Jeff did not, however,
feel any increased enthusiasm for the jour-
ney. She was merely a trading vessel of an
ordinary sort, possessing none of the luxu-
ries such as he used to know on the Missis-
sippi packets; and evidently he was the only
passenger on board.

He had hoped to enjoy the captain’s com-
pany, at least; but now he gave over the
idea. Some of the captains in command
of the Confederate men-of-war had been
officers and gentlemen of the most gallant
sort, but evidently the commanders of small
traders came of another school. At first
he could hardly believe that the short, heav-
ily built old fellow giving commands from
the bridge was actually the captain of the
ship. He wore no coat, his only insignia of
rank was a dingy cap of blue, he bawled like
a steer when he gave his orders; and his
manner was decidedly not that of a gentle-
man. Jeff noticed one or two significant
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things concerning him, however. One of
them was that his sailors looked at him with
a certain look of trust and confidence. An-
other was that he seemed to get things done.

On closer inspection Jeff saw that he was
a man about sixty years of age, with knotty
hands, a chest like a barrel, and a round,
good-natured face that was lighted fre-
guently with a remarkably pleasant smile.
He had bright blue eyes, twinkling at times;
and was evidently gifted with considerable
humor of an obvious kind.

“So you are the important passenger we
were told to wait two weeks for,” the cap-
tain began cordially. “It’s hotter’n a horned
toad, ain't it? Why don’t you have off
your coat?”

Jeff protested that he did not feel the
heat.

“You needn’t keep your comp’ny manners
with us,” Captain Skinner informed him.
“We're just plain folks. Say, you’re not
English, are you?”

“No. | am from North Carolina.”

“Good! I'm glad you are an American.
You keepin’ your coat on sort of reminded
me of them. They're stiff devils.”

Jeff had started to turn away when sud-
denly the skipper began to bawl, loud and
more loudly until it seemed that the ships
beyond the Golden Gate would hear him and
come in. He seemed to be calling a name,
but what it was Jeff could not tell for sure.
It sounded like Moll—as much as anything
else. And now he had his answer.

“Here I am,” some one said from the
door of the pilot house. “Uncle Dave, you
will call out the fire department with such
a voice!”

Jeff looked up, startled by the tone, and
saw what he had hardly expected to see on
an Alaska-bound trading vessel—a young
and undeniably pretty girl. She was not,
Jeff felt, his own kind of girl, yet to deny
that she was pretty would be simply to talk
through his tall, silk, fashionable hat! He
had an uncomfortable feeling that she was
almost beautiful, possessing deep, blue, radi-
ant, and certainly lovely eyes, lively color,
pleasantly curving lips and a magnificent
crown of corn-colored hair. She spoke
rather boldly, Jeff thought; yet he was a
just man, and he had to admit that the
voice affected him cheerily.

For all these points in her favor, Jeff most
certainly and surely disapproved of the
girl who now stood at the captain’s side. In
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the first place, he was shocked at her garb.
She wore a midshipman’s uniform— trousers
and all—and though the suit was becoming,
Jeff was sure he didn't like the effect. It
wasn’'t modest, hang it! Girls he knew did
not go around in men’s pants! But she was
as much as he could expect of Captain Skin-
ner’s niece.

And now Captain Skinner was introduc-
ing him to her. “My dear, this is the young
man who is going to sail with us— Mr. Jef-
ferson Sharp.”

“You are an American,
asked the girl.

“By conquest only,” Jeff said, bowing
slightly. “My home was in North Caro-
lina.”

The girl’'s expression changed; there was
something almost like compassion in her
bright eyes. “It will be a little hard, at
first, to readjust yourself to new conditions.
I can well understand that. It may be hard
to consider yourself an American again, to
feel like you used to feel, before the war.
I'm sure you'll accomplish it in time.”

“l never can, |I'm afraid, Miss------ ”

“Mis”™ Forest. Try anyway, Mr. Sharp.
It is worth while, I assure you. A republic
makes many mistakes, but it’s worth clinging
to in the end. Try to forget your grief.”

She smiled rather tenderly; and Jeff felt
grateful in spite of himself. She had struck
a responsive chord. He had always been
easily moved, tender-hearted as a child.
Union men who had been taken prisoner by
his battalion had cause to know this fact.
He looked at her with shining eyes.

Now, as they waited, the ship moved from
the dock. Captain Skinner bawled orders;
a handful of people on the dock waved in
farewell. The little waves moved between
the ship and the shore.

“We're off,” Jeff said quietly.

“Yes. We are saying farewell to America
for some weeks, at least.” She was still
deep in the thoughtful mood of a moment
ago, as she watched the shore recede. “Fare-
well to the land of friendly faces!”

“And | guess it is farewell to civilization,
too.”

“Yes, we are leaving civilization behind
us— the kind of civilization that Lincoln be-

Mr. Sharp?”

lieved in—the kind that America stands
for.”  She looked at him mysteriously.
“Alaska will be different from what you

think, though.
liking.”

It may be exactly to your

So they stood and watched the little ship
leaping into the waves, and their youthful
dreams no man could know.

CHAPTER V.

THE CITY OF THE WILDERNESS.

1V40LLY and Jeff made friends quickly as

the Ethan Allen sailed northward.
While the girl did not conform to Jeff's
idea of a lady, at least she was agreeable
company, quick-witted and bright and
highly appreciative of his faultless courtesy
and constant though somewhat patronizing
attentions. Her business in the North was
simply to keep her uncle company, she said;
she would return from Sitka on this same
ship.

Jeff saw no reason to question further.

As the days passed and the North Star
neared, Jeff began to experience a growing
interest in the land by which the ship
passed. Here was certainly the wilderness;
a country inconceivably vast, unknown, al-
most unpeopled, dark with unbroken leagues
of forest. Together they saw deep bays in
which a ship had never come to rest, far
mountain ranges white with snows that had
never held a white man’s footprint, wonder-
ful sylvan scenes that filled them with de-
light only to fade at once in the haze. Jeff
was stirred with the wild beauty of the land,
and at the same time he found himself curi-
ously mystified and thoughtful.

There were nights of startling beauty that
wakened strange fancies and unfamiliar
moods in the two travelers who sat on the
moonlit deck. There was a vastness here
that Jeff had never thought of before. In-
deed, the sea and the land and the sky were
created on a scale that filled him with silent
awe. He felt little and futile in comparison,
and the things that he lived by seemed of
no great moment after all—but he soon
fought away such vagrant thoughts as these.
In such wondrous nights the two sat for
long hours with hardly a word, stirred by
the magic of the sea in the moonlight, listen-
ing to its eternal, moaning voice.

“Do you suppose any one will ever live
up here?” he asked Molly one night, point-
ing to the darkened shore. “Can any one
exist in such a place?”

“People live up here now,” was the girl’s
reply. “Hardy trappers and miners, not to
mention the natives, gain their living from
this wilderness.”
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“How can anybody bear to do it!
means throwing their lives away.”

The girl sat with her chin resting in her
pink palm, and her gaze was a thousand

It just

miles away. “lI don’t think they would
agree with you. | know that | don’t agree
with you. Mr. Sharp, in the happy years

before the war did you consider that you
were throwing your life away?”

“Of course not. No one could have lived
a more perfect, idyllic life than | did. Why,
| didn’t have a worry. Nothing but pleas-
ant things to do from morning till night

“That is the way | thought it was. But
if one of those hardy, hairy frontiersmen |
speak of had been in your place, he would
have thought that his time was worse than
wasted.”

“Oh, | suppose one man’s meat is an-
other’s poison. But you must remember
that those men are a different breed from
me. They haven’t the same traditions, the
same precedents, nothing of the same tastes.
They are practically barbarians, knowing
nothing of refinement, culture— anything
that matters. | don’t suppose they could
be happy in a gentleman’s station, simply
because they would feel out of place.”

“What is culture— refinement— compared
to achievement, Mr. Sharp? Where would
culture and refinement be except for the
achievement that has made them possible?
I'll tell you why those men | speak of
couldn’t be contented in your old sphere.
Those men must have work to do, or they
waste away. They must have trial and
stress, adventure, battle. They know their
keen eyes will dull if they don’t have the
light and shadow of the forest to keep them
trained; their trigger finger will grow lax,
their muscles soften. They must have a
patch of woodland to clear for sowing; they
must build a trail through the woods. It
isn't such luxury as you had, Mr. Sharp,
that makes America great. It is these trail
breakers in the forest. And | don't know
what will happen to us when the last of the
land is tamed, and no trails are left to
blaze.

“Yours was a beautiful life, lovely as a
dream, | suppose, but | don’t know what
common good could come of it,” she went
on, warming to her subject. “Those men in
the woods yonder are building for the future
— they are making an America that will be
mankind’s hope in years to come. Because

of the efforts of such men as those— such
men as are now peopling the West— we will
have a country where the common man
has some kind of a chance, where the mass
of people will be better fed and better
clothed and happier than any race of people
has ever been since the world began. When
a man builds in this country he does not
build for a king, or a noble— he isn't mak-
ing something that a king’s hired army is
going to come along and take away from
him. He builds for all the people.

“Only the bravest and the toughest can
live out there in the woods. Only the brave
and the hardy have ever dared come to
America; that is why this continent is now
peopled with a brood of eagles. And they
can’t stay still, those eagle children. They
must ever fly farther into the wilderness.
They are essentially home makers, not just
spoilers, and future generations will reap
the reward of their courage and strength.
They may not be gentlemen and ladies in
the sense you use the word, but you must
never say that they have thrown away their
lives.”

Jeff looked at the girl with widening eyes.
He had not dreamed that she could be so
fervent.

He was glad to have gained an apprecia-
tion of her; for it seemed that their time
of parting was near. The ship was rapidly
approaching its destination. One afternoon
they came in sight of Baronof Island, the
seat of the capital city of the czar’'s Ameri-
can possessions; and as night lowered they
steamed into the harbor.

The last of August is almost always lovely
in southeastern Alaska; but this night turned
out to be perfect beyond his imagination.
It was as if Nature were outdoing herself
for his special benefit. The stars were out
in countless legions and were imaged in the
harbor depths; and the wilderness at the
edge of the sea became an incredible fairy-
land of mystery and loveliness as the moon
rolled up around the curve of the earth. Al-
ways susceptible to beauty, a strange, lonely,
poetic mood overcame him; and he found
himself regretting that the journey was
over.

Surely such regrets were foolish and in-
consistent in one of his standards and ideas.
What was there about those two common-
place people, Captain Skinner and his niece,
that he should regret leaving them? Per-
haps the real explanation lay in the uncer-
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tainty of the future, the unhappy prospect
of many weeks spent in an inhospitable,
bleak, and dismal trading post in the north
Pacific. He felt that he knew all too well
what Sitka would be like.

Partly because he was so enthralled with
the beauty of the night, and partly because
he took little interest in the small Russian
city that marked the journey’s end, he made
no attempt to watch for the first light of the
port. As a result, the city burst upon his
view like a place of enchantment, up out of
the empty air. There were lights every-
where-stretching far along the harbor like
a string of gleaming jewels, climbing the
hills, illuminating what seemed to be fair-
sized buildings. Sitka looked considerably
larger than he had supposed it would be.
Perhaps it was only his long absence from
the centers of civilization that made it seem
so imposing; yet surely it promised more
than he had hoped for at first.

“It seems to be quite a place,” he ob-
served to Molly, who stood beside him. “I
suppose it is the effect of the lights.”

“It is quite a place,” the girl answered.
“You don’t understand. This is the capital
of a Russian province. The majesty of the
czar carries even here. Besides, it is the
center of everything in Alaska. It is one
of the fur-trading centers of the world. Al-
most every skin taken over all this vast
province goes through Sitka before it is
shipped. Transpacific boats stop here for
ice. Look at the ships!”

Jeff's eyes opened wide as he saw there
were a half dozen large vessels of various
nations and kinds lying at anchor. And now
he was aware of an even more amazing
thing.

He heard music. It came stealing over
the water, hallowed by distance, sublimely
sweet in the hushed darkness. It was thin
and nebulous as moonlight itself; it did not

seem like sound, but only an incredible fra-.

grance of the night. This was not the music
of a savage people; a native dance to a
pagan god. There was no bloodcurdling
beat of a tom-tom in accompaniment. Such
music as this was the heritage of old civiliza-
tions, the voice of ancient cities in far lands.
This was not America, new and raw, that
spoke across the water. It was the music,
the articulate soul of far-off, unhappy king-
doms spread beyond the restless intermin-
able seas.

“It comes from Baronof Castle— the gov-

ernor’s house on the hill,” the girl whispered
at his side.

But Jeff did not answer or turn his head.
He had utterly forgotten the girl’s very exist-
ence.

CHAPTER VI.
THE MASKED BALL.

DRINCE MAKSOUTOF, charged with the
*  governing of all Muscovite possessions
beyond the Pacific, and his aid, the young
Count Yanovisk, were themselves down at
the quay to greet the young special corre-
spondent from America. Word of his com-
ing had come by telegraph to San Fran-
cisco, and from thence had been carried by
a ship that had sailed for Sitka a few days
before the Ethan Allen. Both men bowed
with courteous grace.

“Welcome to Russian America,” Yanovisk

addressed him in perfect English. “The
journey, | hope, was not too tedious.”
Jeff glowed with pleasure. These men

were much nearer to him than his own coun-
trymen whom he had met aboard ship.
Count Yanovisk was a distinguished-look-
ing youth, clean shaven except for a small,
carefully waxed mustache; and until he
heard the amazing explanation Jeff was con-
siderably puzzled by his garb. Not entirely
concealed by a beautifully tailored military
cape was gay-hued raiment that seemed to
belong more to the Celestial Kingdom than
to dark and wintry Russia. Surely this was
not the accepted fashion in Alaska. Prince
Maksoutof had no such attire; he was
garbed in the conventional evening dress of
European courts, broadcloth evening suit,
buckled knee trousers and silk stockings.
Evidently Count Yanovisk guessed his
thought. “You wonder at my dress, yes?”
he asked, smiling. “No wonder, sir! To-
night the governor entertains with a masked
ball in honor of Countess Vasilkov, wife of
the commander of one of his majesty’s ships

of war at present in the harbor. Will you
come?”
“You honor me,” Jeff replied. “I confess

| expected no such treat.”

“We have such affairs frequently here.
One must pass the time.”

The governor spoke now, and his aid
quickly translated. “His grace repeats the
invitation. If you have no costume come
as you are: the host himself is not in cos-
tume, as you see. The ladies and some of



SEWARD'S FOLLY 3

the younger men have tried to put on some-
thing suitable to the occasion.”

“1 am only too delighted to come.” Jeff’s
voice showed plainly enough his sincerity.
“You must give me a moment or two----- 7

“Plenty*of time. There is always plenty
of time in Russia. The governor must re-
turn to the castle, but | will wait for you,
if 1 may.”

“You are too good, Count Yanovisk. |
will keep you only a moment.”

The governor spoke again, soft and pur-
ring Russian the tone of which conveyed a
welcome almost as plain as Yanovisk’s trans-
lation; and then turned back to the castle.
Jeff and the count climbed up the gang-
plank to the deck of the Ethan Allen, and
the former went to his quarters to dress.

He was in a happy mood. Surely he
was among his own people again. Here were
the things that made life worth living; the
gayety, the titles, the atmosphere and tra-
dition of European courts. He fancied that
his own South might have picked up some-
thing of this same dignity and grandeur if
the war had been won rather than lost.
Here was the best of Europe, transported to
these far, lost, northern shores.

Only for one -second was he in doubt what
to wear. He too would dress for the ball!
An idea of considerable daring had come to
him; once and for all he would show the
distinguished company who he was and
where he stood. He went to a certain port-
manteau of which all through the journey
he had taken the most detailed care, and
from tissue wrappings took out a suit of
gray clothes.

It was his own uniform, bearing the in-
signia of a major in the army of the Con-
federacy. In this he would make his first
public appearance at the governor’s court.
No one could possibly misunderstand. By
this one act he would renounce the govern-
ment that sponsored him.

He realized the full import of his act;
it was no small insult to the government he
represented. He knew that when Seward
heard that he had presented himself in the
governor’s home in the gray uniform, the
garb that typified enmity to the Union, he
would be instantly recalled, even though he
were Seward's own son. The fact that he
was not an official envoy and that he was
wearing the uniform to a fancy-dress ball
could not cloud the issue in the least. How-
ever, before Seward ever heard of his act

he would have sailed for England, there to
make his home.

His was a distinguished figure when he
had donned the clothes. Jeff was a hand-
some youth to start with, and now it ap-
peared that the dress uniform of a Confeder-
ate major had been designed solely to set off
his good looks. Regardless of his opinion
of Americans in general, Yanovisk was pro-
foundly impressed by this young Southerner
who now joined him on the deck.

“You will be— what you say?— the sensa-
tion!” Yanovisk told him with enthusiasm.
“All will wonder who is this most distin-
guished officer. | may assume, then, that
you bore arms on the Southern side in the
great war?”

“Yes, count. | hope it will not preju-
dice you against me.”

“On the contrary, you have risen in my
esteem. My friend, it is true that his maj-
esty the czar showed no face of friendship
to the South during your trial. It is not dis-
loyal to him, however, to assure you that
most of us— not the peasantry, but the
landed people and the governing classes—
were praying for you to win. | may say
that the noble class in every land was with
you. We believe you stood for the old
standards— the inherent right of gentlemen
to rule; and, besides— but perhaps such a
thought is better left unspoken to a citizen
of the United States.”

Jeff guessed what that thought was— the
antipathy of all aristocracies to the new re-
publican experiment in America— and he
smiled in complete understanding. “Your
sympathy is appreciated— even though the
Union still endures.”

“And surely your publications are show-
ing wisdom in selecting gentlemen to repre-
sent them in foreign lands— even though
they have to go to Southern States to find
them. But the governor expects us.”

The men turned to go, and the count gave
Jeff a small black-silk mask to wear when he
entered the ballroom. “You are unknown,
anyway, so you really do not need it, but
it adds to the sport,” Yanovisk explained.
“We will make the ladies guess!”

It did not occur to Jeff, as he walked with
the Russian count across the dock, that he
had forgotten anything in particular. He
had done so, however— he had forgotten to
say good-by to Molly. He simply did not
think of her, otherwise he would have kept
the governor himself waiting. Sharp might
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occasionally suffer from wrong standards,
but his courtesy was as natural as his
breath; and even toward those whom he
considered his social inferiors it never
flagged. He simply failed to think of her—
uninvited to the ball, probably standing on
the deck, wistfully listening to the faint
strains of distant music. His intense de-
light with Russian America and all this sit-
uation in which he found himself had ab-
sorbed him to the exclusion of all other
interests.

The two men made their way over the
quay, then climbed the hill toward an im-
mense log structure with radiant windows.
This was Baronof Castle, named in honor
of one of the early governors of the province.
A moment later Jeff stood at the door of
the ballroom, looking upon a strange and
significant scene.

He saw a long room, ablaze with light,
and a bare floor of some beautiful rare wood
which, polished to glasslike smoothness with
infinite hand labor, reflected the mellow
gleam of countless candles. The walls were
hung with portraits of great adventurers who
had made Alaskan history, of powerful
princes who had once left their far-distant
courts to govern this vast, wild province be-
yond the sea, of lovely ladies, wives and
daughters of past governors whose grace was
now a legend and whose beauty was dust—
treasures the value of which even Jeff, not
wholly unfamiliar with fine art, could not
guess. Between the paintings were trophies
of the chase; white sheep from the high
ranges of the mainland, huge moose, cari-
bou with treelike antlers. There were fresh
flowers in profusion from the governor’s hot-
houses on the island; the curtains and
draperies, exquisite things in raw silk, had
been brought in from China in trade for a
king’s ransom in glossy fur. A regimental
band played strange, alien music at the end
of the long room.

The Alaskan aristocracy had gathered. To
the soft rhythm of an unfamiliar waltz— a
haunting, plaintive, dreamy thilpg in the
minor— the flower of the North was danc-
ing. At first Jeff could not distinguish the
details of the picture; his senses were
drugged by the sheer beauty of the pageant,
the jubilee of color; the music blurred his
vision like wine. Now, looking closer, he
began to notice individuals— Russian women
in the garb of every land, all wearing masks
that could not conceal a dark and luring

beauty; dark-eyed girls, doubtless the
daughters of high officials of the company;
and now and then an Oriental-looking mai-
den whose high cheek bones suggested that
she might be what the Russians knew as cre-
oles— the offspring of crossed races. Danc-
ing with these ladies were the men who gov-
erned and garrisoned this empire at the edge
of the world. There were officers from the
post; and although military tradition did
not permit them to don fancy dress, their
loose full-dress uniforms contributed to the
color of the scene; there were officials of all
kinds, some in masquerade clothes, some in
their regular uniform of the ministry of
finance; there were adventurers, remittance
men, scapegrace black sheep who had been
sent out to the far province to save a noble
family’s name. His reverence, the bishop of
the cathedral, danced with the wife of the
governor; the learned doctor who headed
the Sitka school—ranked as a seminary
throughout Russia— entertained a tall,
queenly woman in whose honor the ball was
given, the wife of a Russian naval officer.

As Jeff watched he was overcome with ad-
miration and carried away as if by a dream.
TIfls was the thing he believed in! Only
in  monarchies, he thought— where noble
birth received its due and men recognized
a firmly established aristocracy— could such
glory be achieved. These people were like
gods, far above and careless of the com-
mon run of men. In his romantic imagina-
tion, in the eyes of embittered youth, the
girls were all princesses, the men nobles of
high degree.

Yanovisk took him into the ballroom, and
in a short time he had met a number of
the leading figures of the colony, particu-
larly a group of the governor’s immediate
friends who had come to the ball unmasked.
He shook hands with Semanof, in command
of the Sitka barracks and who, as a cadet,
had seen service in the Crimean war; with
Spaskii, the czar’s commissioner, and with
Templeton, an Englishman with no business
in particular, whom Jeff guessed to be a
secret agent of some kind. The latter was
a powerful, active man of about forty years
of age, square-jawed, cold-eyed, evidently a
man of resolute purpose and domineering
ways. He was not, Jeff thought, a typical
English aristocrat— sensitive, amiable, and
usually likable. This was the kind of man
that nations chose for their more or less
guestionable missions—a man somewhat
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ruthless and not overscrupulous. He was
undoubtedly a gentleman, however, aristo-
cratic in his views; and for no other reason
than a long-nurtured bias in favor of Eng-
land Jeff was prepared to like him. Besides,
his opening remark made Jeff glow with
pleasure. “You honor us by wearing that
uniform,” he said. “l am glad to see you
were on the decent side.”

Jeff was not so sure about the young ad-
venturer, lvan Staritsa, a nobleman who for
no apparent reason had left Moscow for
an indefinite visit beyond the Pacific. The
word had got around that he had left at
night, and had crossed Siberia with some-
what surprising haste. He looked like a
hot-tempered individual— his eyes magnetic
and almost red, his black brows lowering,
his mouth savage and sensual—and Jeff
found little to admire in his thin, deeply
lined, but withal aristocratic face.

His manner on introduction was not at
all gratifying to the young Southerner. *“So
I am having the great pleasure to meet an
American, yes?” he remarked somewhat un-
pleasantly. Staritsa had been to school in
England, but his Russ accent carried
through his attempts at English. “What
has America to do up here? Perhaps we
are to have a republic— with a rail-splitting
Aleut for president!”

“Only the Aleuts have no rails!” one of
his companions laughed. “They are expert
at building barabaras, however, of mud and
alder boughs. That should qualify them,
is it not, for the presidency of this Alaska!
Perhaps you, Mr. Sharp, will be teaching
them how to votel!”

Jeff found that he took their gibes at the
martyred Lincoln in astonishingly bad part.
It was true that Lincoln was not yet con-
sidered, except by a few of the older and
more thoughtful Southerners, a friend of
Dixie as well as of the North, and it might
be that, in respect to his uniform, the two
Russians had spoken thus purely to please
him; yet the young man felt his collar
tighten about his neck and he found it diffi-
cult to join in their laughter.

Of all the men he met, Baron Karl Pavlof,
Staritsa’s companion, was the most forcible
and in many ways the most interesting. He
was as tall as Jeff himself, agile as a cat,
and would have been strikingly handsome
except for a long dark bullet scar at his
cheek. He was a man in the prime of life
— between thirty-five and forty-five— with a

cold, clear eye and a thin, steady hand al-
most black with hair. He was clean shaven,
but the hair of his round head was glossy
black as commercial seal fur.

Baron Karl had drunk deep to-night of
the fluid fire that is vodka, but the only
outward sign of his semidrunkenness was
a slight loosening of his fine lips and a cer-
tain rather unpleasant imperiousness of
manner. Jeff was not surprised to learn that
he was one of the principal holders of the
Russian-American Company stock— in fact,
he acted as if he owned the place— but it
was disconcerting in the extreme to see Ser-
gius Spaskii, the royal commissioner, and
Colonel Semanof of the garrison, openly
toadying to him. He was further perturbed
when he learned that Baron Karl was not
born to high office at all, but had risen to
power and a title through various transac-
tions that were not altogether savory. Of
course in the meantime he had acquired
imperialistic views that would have amazed
the czar himself. The man’s power, how-
ever, could not be doubted; and Jeff guessed
at once he would play a large part in the
internal negotiations to come.

Jeff wanted to dance. It was not just a
vague instinct with him, a mere suggestion
conveyed by the dreamy music, but the
firmest kind' of a conviction. Looking out
with impersonal interest on to the dance
floor he suddenly saw some one whom he
fancied for a partner.

The young lady who took his eye wore a
rather bold costume, considering the stand-
ards of the queen who reigned in England,
but since she was evidently a Russian
princess of high degree she could wear it in
a way that was only charming. It seemed
to be the garb of a harem queen— silken
pantaloons, dainty feet showing in sandals,
and veils through which the eye traced a
slim, girlish form. The candles made her
white shoulders seem like silk with a faint
rosy shade glowing through; and Jeff's arm
longed to encircle them.

Shades of Jefferson Davis, how she could
dance! Now Jeff found delightful con-
firmation of his favorite philosophy; only
one of the old monarchies blessed with a
high-born ruling class, devotees of art and
beauty, could give birth to a girl like thisl
Many generations of nobles were needed to
bring forth such fruit! How the young Rus-
sians swarmed around her, jealous for her
smiles; how she carried off the role of a
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harem girl— just shy enough to be appeal-
ing, sensational without being vulgar,
wholly adorable and charming!

“The girl with the yellow hair— she’s the
one | want to meet,” Jeff confided to his
sponsor, Yanovisk. “l want to ask her for
a dance.”

“The vyellow hair— yes? By Saint
Michael, my friend, | cannot recognize her
in the mask! Most of the girls | know, but
that angel— she must be one with whom I
have not great acquaintance, yes? Surely,
we will try for you----- 7

It turned out that they made a remark-
ably successful try. The girl in the harem
dress not only granted Jeff's plea for a place
on her program, but with provoking and
conscienceless audacity, gave him the next
dance, that had been reserved for some one
else. As he glided forth with her, he made
the startling discovery who this some one
was.

The handsome nobleman who came strid-
ing across the ballroom to claim the dance
and at first could not credit his own senses
was no other than Baron Karl Pavlof, the
power to whom the royal governor himself
bowed down. Jeff caught one glance at his
angry countenance, identifying him surely
by the bullet scar that now, in his rage, was
like a livid brand across his white cheek;
and the young man knew that his Alaskan
adventures had definitely commenced. In
a moment, however, he forgot Baron Karl
completely.

CHAPTER VII.

BARON KARL.

EFF felt an inordinate desire to exchange
J confidences with the girl who danced so
lightly in his arms, but he did not know
quite how to go about it. She evidently
did not understand English, a tongue known
to a surprising number of well-bred Musco-
vites; and she shook her head at his query.
Jeff, of course, spoke no Russian. It was a
difficult situation until he made the happy
discovery that the girl spoke French.

Jeff's own French was extremely bad, but
through the medium of that tongue he was
now able to convey a few primitive thoughts.
It was even more difficult to understand her
French, and whether because it was worse
than his, which seemed impossible, or bet-
ter he could not tell. Certainly there was
a divergence somewhere. When he saw the
smile that lingered about her lips he con-

cluded that his command over the tongue
of courts was even worse than he thought;
but since there was no scorn in her smile-
only girlish amusement— it did not hurt
his feelings a particle.

He talked on bravely, yet he found that
he had a thousand thoughts the French
words for which he could not remember.
Perhaps it was the music, perhaps because
he was becoming senile, that he had to com-
bat an almost irresistible desire to tell her
all about his boyhood, his mother, his bat-
tle experiences, and his views— everything
that was particularly dear to him. He
wanted to find out all about her—a feat
which to accomplish politely would have
been difficult enough had she talked his lan-
guage, and which was wholly impossible in
French. The regimental band, though play-
ing heavenly music, was an unsatisfactory
outfit. It purposely cut the dances short.

“And may | see you again soon?” he
asked as soon as he dared. He awaited
her answer with a ridiculous amount of ill-
concealed suspense.

“It would please me immensely,” she re-

plied.
He gulped and gasped. “When?”
“To-night.”
“Eh?” he echoed stupidly. “Did you

say to-night?”

“Yes, if you like. You may escort me
home in a little while. 1 am almost tired
with dancing. Say in an hour?”

“Sooner, if you like. It can’t be too soon
for me.”

“You are very kind. | will run out— into
the garden— at half past twelve. You may
be re~dy then.”

He ielt an insane desire to hasten this
already auspicious acquaintance, and he
blundered on in execrable French. “You
know, | believe | have met you somewhere
before. There is something about your face
—what I can see of it— that suggests some
one | know.”

“Yes? It is not very flattering— that you
should meet me—and then forget me.”

“But we have met, haven't we? Believe
me, | will never forget you again. Perhaps
I just saw you on the street. Perhaps you
have been South?”

“Not very far South.
been to Alaska before?”

“No.”

“Then it doesn’'t seem very likely, does
it? Now the music has stopped. | must

Have you ever
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ask Baron Karl's forgiveness. You Ameri-
cans are so masterful!”
Was she laughing at him? By Jove, the

Americans were masterful. He'd like to see
any other people who excelled them in this
quality! In thinking about this he forgot,
for the moment, that he had mentally re-
nounced America for England, and wBs
planning soon to disavow his American
citizenship.

“l wish you would not—beg any one’s
forgiveness,” he told her earnestly. “You
have the right to dance with whom you
please. He may own the place, but you do
not have to coddle him. | will be back soon
for another dance.”

He did come back, as soon as he dared,
but he was not successful in getting another
dance. There was too much foreign com-
petition. Shortly after twelve he lost track
of her altogether.

He immediately slipped from the ball-
room in search of the gardens. The time
set for the meeting was not yet at hand;
but he did not care to risk keeping her wait-
ing and perhaps missing her altogether. He
walked around the great structure of the
castle, and in a moment found himself in
the glory of the gardens.

The beauty of this late August night still
endured; and now Jeff was in a mood to
appreciate it. The moon was hung in the
topmost arch of the sky, and its light cast a
strange and unearthly spell over the man
and the place. Shadows were dark and mys-
terious, the low shrubs were weird, black
shapes, the sight of the sleeping flowers
quickened into life a dear and true philos-
ophy that blessed him for a moment and
then passed into darkness.

Southeastern Alaska was always blessed
by a glory of flowers. Having only a few
short weeks of abundant sunlight, they seem
to pour out their hearts in their one brief
season; and the air was laden with their
fragrance. Jeff was a tender-hearted youth,
susceptible to the fragile loveliness of blos-
soms; and seeing them, he did not at first re-
member why he was here. It did not occur
to him that there might be cause for haste.
As he was somewhat ahead of time, he sup-
posed that the girl was somewhere in the
mansion and that he had the gardens to him-
self.

Such was not the case. Presently he heard
her call in the farther shadows.

It was an odd and somewhat disconcerting

sound, faintly heard above the music from
the open windows and coming so unexpect-
edly in his moment of deep peace. It was
not a loud sound; yet he was not at all in-
clined to disregard it. In his fancy it had
an anguished, repressed quality, as if it
either had been an involuntary utterance of
one who was trying to conceal a great trou-
ble, or else it had slipped out between a
man’s strong fingers.

Jeff did the only possible thing that his
training permitted. He ran to investigate
the sound. This was a new land to him;
the game was new too and he had no idea
how the cards lay. And presently, in a lit-
tle open place between the shrubs, he came
upon a cdfious scene.

It was revealed but dimly in the moon-
light; yet its significance was not lost on
him. There were but two actors: the girl
in the Turkish costume whom he had come
to meet, and a tall man in evening clothes.
As the latter turned, resenting Jeff's intru-
sion, the moon showed his face but vaguely;
but because it was all ghostly and white ex-
cept for one dark mark on his cheek, the
Southerner recognized him at once. The
man’s arm encircled the girl, pinning her
arms to her sides, and she did not seem
to be struggling. This latter point might
have had a world of meaning for Jeff had he
not known surely that the steel-wire strength
of that arm made struggle impossible. With
his free hand he was just reaching to re-
move her mask.

The Russian could not help but see Jeff's
approach, and he straightway favored him
with the supreme insult of seeming indif-
ference. It was not until the Southerner
spoke that he deigned him a glance.

“It’s not done,” Jeff told him casually.

“Yes?” The Russian grinned at him in
unmistakable contempt. “Oh, it is the
young American who favors us— one of the
brave and the free. Their freedom marks
them in any company.”

His accent was distinctly foreign, but Jeff
did not misunderstand. Meanwhile, Baron
Karl made no motion to release the girl.

Because he was a boy and proud, because
he wished to play this game in a way that
became him, Jeff took time to light a ciga-
rette. It can be said for him that his hand
shook hardly at all, and that he touched the
match flare to the end of the cigarette the
first time he tried. “If no one objects,”
be observed with a palpable coolness.
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“Baron Karl, the young lady doesn't seem
to appreciate you,” he went on. “It isn't
the fashion, in America, to entertain young
ladies against their will.  Will you let her
go freely, or must 1”— and Jeff made a little
gesture— “choke you until you do.”

In his amazement at these words Baron
Karl’s vigilance relaxed, for a single sec-
ond, and the girl took the opportunity to
slip out of his arms. It was at this point
that Jeff realized the affair was somehow
getting beyond him. It had aspects now
that he did not fully understand. Hereto-
fore it had seemed a mere detached ad-
venture into which he had stumbled: a half-
drunken man making himself obnoxious to
a lady. Now the episode seemed to be
weaving itself into the fabric of his own
life. The surprising thing that wakened
these realizations was that instead of run-
ning away the girl remained on the scene.
She was free now of Karl's arms, but she
did not flee into the castle. Instead, she
took a place shortly to one side of and be-
tween the two men, and stood as if waiting.

For what she was waiting Jeff could not
guess. He only knew that she kept her
eyes firmly fixed not on her rescuer, but on
the Russian. So intently she watched that
even through the slits of her mask Jeff saw
her eyes glitter.

She seemed to him to be standing on
guard.

“l can’t tell you what a satisfaction it
would be to have you attempt to lay your
hands on me,” the Russian told him. “I
think you have made yourself as objection-
able as even an American would care to,
for one night, Sha-p. You have interfered
in a matter of which you know nothing.
This is not United States— this is Russian
America. You were not called upon to de-
fend a lady. | know every one who was
invited by the governor, and this girl was
not on the list. She is probably a half-
breed from the village. You should learn
to respect the customs of the land you visit
— for instance, when one gentleman is try-
ing to amuse himself with a girl of this
class, another does not interfere with him.”

“No matter what he does, | suppose.
Well, thank Heaven the customs of the
United States of America are not those of
Russian America.” His voice did not hold
so steady now: it had lost the cold and
careless quality that still marked the Rus-
sian’s. He was a younger man, not so tried;

and the Russian leered as he sensed his
growing advantage.

“l ask you to retract what you said about
her, too,” Jeff went on as steadily as he
could. “While it does not affect the fact
that 1 would save her, if | could, from your
insults— just the same, imputations of mixed
blood do not go in my country. The girl
is not a native.”

“No.” The girl spoke clearly in the Eng-
lish tongue. “l am an American.”
She lifted her mask. Dim though the

light was, Jeff knew her instantly. She was
Molly Forest, his companion on the Ethan
Allen.

CHAPTER VIII.
“i TALK— AMERICAN."

AT any other time Jeff might have felt
** himself the victim of a colossal joke.
This was the girl whose charm an hour be-
fore had carried him off his feet, whom he
had danced with and flattered and talked to
in wretched French. His Russian princess
had turned out the tomboy niece of Captain
Skinner; and* if time had permitted, he
might have remembered with acute embar-
rassment some of the grandiose thoughts he
had had regarding her. Fortunately for his
peace of mind, the situation left room for
no such reflections. The drama of the mo-
ment carried him far above them.

It might have been that he knew one
second of overwhelming surprise, but any
intense regret that his ideals had been so
shattered was for the moment spared him.
His mind was still rather busy with the
Muscovite.

“What a pleasant surprise!” he was say-
ing. “Two Americans! Certainly 1 must
leave you two alone together. | trust I may
see you again, Mr. Sharp?”

Jeff was trembling now, but with really
great effort he made his voice sound cool
and clear. “Any time you like. 1 am always
at your service, Baron Karl.”

“Indeed. Perhaps we can arrange a meet-
ing that will be really diverting to both of
us.”

No one present misunderstood him, and
although Jeff's face was white it was with
boyish anger rather than fear. Jeff had
seen too much service to be terrorized by
the nobleman’s unspoken threat. “Yes,”
he agreed. “We can settle everything to
the complete satisfaction of both of us.”

With a final, scornful smile the Russian
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turned and instantly vanished in the shadow.
Jeff, who had held up very creditably his
end of the conversation with the Russian
nobleman, could think of nothing whatever
to say to Molly. He simply stood and
looked at her, seemingly unable to articu-
late. But Molly was not in the least aware
of his growing embarrassment. She was
seeing visions, and what they were could
be guessed only by the curious widening of
her eyes and the startling paleness of her
cheeks.

“Oh, how | hate him!” she exclaimed at
last. “Jeff, you won’t duel with him, will
you?”

The young Southerner blessed her for
bringing up the subject. It had saved a
situation that was beginning to be ghastly.
“HI have to duel him, Molly, if he chal-
lenges. | won’t challenge him, if that's what
you mean— though Heaven knows he de-
serves it!”

“Oh, he will challenge you. | know his
type! But Jeff, I want you to promise me
you won't fight him.”

“You wouldn’t have me show the white
feather, Molly?” He smiled into her wide
eyes, somehow pleased with himself. “You
are too good a friend of mine to want me to
be disgraced. Of course | will have to keep
to the code.”

“What is the code to me?” she demanded
indignantly. “What do | care what he
thinks? Jeff, | know about that man. He
is an international character. One of the
men | danced with told me it's his regular
practice to challenge and kill those who get
in his way. He is a dead shot and always
kills his man.”

“Don’t worry about it now, anyway. Men
like that usually bark worse than they bite.
I have an engagement, you remember, to
take you home. Hadn’'t we better be start-
ing?”

“Yes— but | won't sleep any, considering
the trouble | got you into and the threats
of that wicked man.” She led the way
along a gravel path out of the gardens. *“I
shouldn’t have come, Jeff. | never will
learn. | might have known trouble would
come of it. But | just couldn’t resist com-
ing.”

Jeff smiled rather grimly. “Well, you
had a good time, didn’t you? It seemed to
me there was quite a rush for your favors.
Yanovisk was so taken with my Confederate
uniform that he predicted 1 would be the

sensation of the evening. It didn’t turn out
to be the case.”

“Just the same, | heard many a girl ask
about you—you were ever so handsome,
even though your costume is out of date.
I suppose you can’t ever forgive me.”

“Forgive you for what?”

“For deceiving you. For hiding behind a
mask that quickened your imagination until
you thought | was a Russian princess— or
some one else grand and beautiful, instead
of just Molly! | know how you feel, Jeff.
You feel you've been cheated. | wish I
hadn’'t done it. It was fun, for the minute,
but it hurts now.”

“l don’t think you have anything to be
ashamed of. You beat those aristocratic
ladies at their own game.”

“Just the same you are disappointed. It’s
quite wonderful to have Cinderella turn out
a princess, but it’s only aggravating to have
the princess turn out Cinderella.” It was
only a little way back to the ship and al-
ready they were mounting the plank. He
halted at last at the door of her stateroom,
and paused and looked into her brimming
eyes. “Thank you for letting me escort you
home,” he told her gravely.

“l appreciated your asking.”
rested an instant in his.

“Molly, I'm kind of a fool, I guess. |
don’'t know just how, but maybe | will, in
time. | didn't tell you good-by when I left
for the dance and I'm sorry now— sorrier
than you are about fooling me. It will take
many courteous deeds to make up for that
discourtesy— and considering that you will
soon be leaving Sitka, I'm afraid I'll never
have a chance to do them.”

“l wouldn’t want your farewell, unless
there was something besides courtesy be-
hind it. But | am not leaving Sitka very
soon, Jeff.”

He did not know that his face brightened;
but she knew it, and the fact made up for
many things. “You don’t mean it!” he ex-
claimed.

“Yes. Uncle Dave has to have a lot of
repair work done on the ship, he says. He
will be here an indefinite time. You can
continue to live on the boat, if you like.”

“That’s just splendid. And don’t worry
about that mess with Baron Karl. He has
no real reason for wanting to put me out
of the way, and he won’t take the chance
of a duel—even though he is an old hand
at it—until he has a reason.”

Her hand
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She agreed with him in this. Everything
had turned out all right. She had never
seen a night of such perfect beauty. It
seemed to her she could .still smell the
flowers of the garden; and the dance music
floated across the water in fairy filaments of
melody. Jeff was contented too, quite
pleased with his future.

“You've forgiven me for deceiving you?”
she asked. Of course it was a perfectly
foolish thing to ask, but who wants to be
always wise?

“Of course, Molly. Anyway, you didn’t
do anything. We were all supposed to be
masked and it was my own fault if | didn't
know you. You evaded the point whether
we had met before. You only told me one
real fib.”

“What was that?”

“You shook your head when | asked you
if you talked English.”

Her eyes twinkled; and Jeff felt, as men
often secretly feel, that the girl knew more
than he. “Maybe it wasn’t a complete fib,”
she told him mysteriously.

“How is that? You do speak English.”

“No. Put your ear right close and I'll
explain the mystery.”

He obeyed, pleased to do so, and he felt
the touch of her warm lips as she leaned
too close. “I don’t speak English, so much,”
she whispered.

“What then?”

“l speak— American!”

CHAPTER IX.

LOOT OF AN EMPIRE.

EFF wakened with the Alaskan sun shin-
J ing genially through the window of his
stateroom. He dressed, breakfasted, and
went out for a daylight view of the city.

No wonder Sitkan life was gayl This
was the golden age of the town; and the
fur trade had made it a real metropolis.
There were office buildings, shops and
stores, workshops of all kinds, such as laun-
dries, bakeries, joineries, and foundries;
there was a sawmill, and at the edge of the
town a flour mill run by water power. The
seminary would have done credit to a Euro-
pean city; and the cathedral brought a
vision of the Old World to the benighted
Aleut who knelt in its chapel.

To the west of the hill stood the carefully
guarded fur warehouse, and through Yano-
visk’s kindness a guide was appointed to

take him through it. Thereafter it was not
hard to explain Sitkan prosperity, or to un-
derstand why the eyes of all nations were
now turned to the North. No wonder
Seward had dreamed of the northern march
of his flag. Alaska was the last great prize
for which the great powers played desperate
poker, and now Jeff knew why.

Heaped in glossy piles was the treasure
that had brought the Russians across the
seas. For this they had enslaved an en-
tire people, all but annihilated a great tribe,
built forts in the wilderness. The Muscovite
was never a home maker. He came to
America to plunder, and here was his spoil.

There were bales of beaver, rich brown
pelts almost circular in shape, and covered
with a shining guard hair that had once
been jeweled with water drops. Wherever
trees grew and water ran men had gone to
procure them; and when the story of Amer-
ica is finally written it must be on parch-
ment made of beaver leather.

There were land otter, glossy brown and
rich; full of lights as he moved them in his
hands. The inland waters had vyielded
these: wild, little streams, unnamed, racing
forever through lost and hidden valleys;
great rivers, wide and blue, on which the
trapper’s birch-bark craft was but a black
spot, hardly seen; roaring cataracts that
humbled men to see; serene lakes imaging
the shadow of a lone cormorant; still, dark,
and mysterious sloughs where the deer drink,
in the deep and silent woods.

There were martens— sables the Russians
called them— lovely to touch, dusky as shad-
ows in autumn woods. These came from
the timbered country, and no Oriental
weaver could dream of their beauty. There
were fishers, to Jeff merely beautiful furs,
but veritable hoodoos to the old workman,
once a trapper in the interior, who was
guiding him through the warehouse. This
man remembered many a day when a fisher
had beat him along his trap line, robbing
bait and leaving worthless scraps of fur in
place of his precious trophies.

There were glossy mink, golden brown,
once the terror of bird and rodent; there
were ermines, snow white and softer to the
touch than any silk; there were muskrats
from the bleak, frozen muskegs of the in-
terior; there were spotted lynx whose mourn-
ful whine so often wakes the sleeping woods-
man in his lonely camp: the fierce hunter
with eyes that glow and go out and glow
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again in the deep gloom about the supper
fire.

There were long-haired foxes, popular
among the nobles of China and Russia but
not well known in America— magnificent
silvers, full of imprisoned moonbeams; blue
foxes from the bleak, storm-swept Alaskan
peninsula far to the west; deep, rich, lus-
trous blacks. There were red foxes by the
thousand, and bale after bale of white foxes,
immaculate as the wastes of snow through
which they hunted. These came from the
most northerly posts of the company, pur-
sued and trapped in the long, mysterious
dusk of the arctic night.

There was bale after bale of seals, sent
from the Pribilofs, far to the westward. Up
the rocky shores of those wintry islands
came the sea herds, a roaring band whose
numbers were almost beyond reckoning. No
man knew what summons brought them,
or how they had found the way; their great
seasonal migration was no less a mystery to
the unlettered Aleut who flayed them than
to the wisest naturalist who came to study
the cycle of their secret lives. On the windy
beach they fought, mated, and played, and
some of them returned to the sea. These
huge bales represented a small part of those
which did not return.

When Jeff had seen all these, and all the
lesser furs such as wolverine, skunk, and
bear, there still remained the fur that had
made Alaskan history. In a separate room
in the warehouse, under the care of a special
guard, Jeff was shown a bale of long, lus-
trous pelts, like living things in the dusk
of the rooms. Jeff had never dreamed of
furs like these. When he chose one from
the pile and held it up it shimmered and
gleamed with a hundred mysterious lights,
and it rippled and twitched in indescribable
beauty as he dropped it on the pile. Some
of the skins were a deep, rich walnut color,
some almost black with silver tips.

“Sea otter,” the guide told him.
one of 'em is the price of murder.”

He told how in the beginning Russian ad-
venturers had sailed across an unknown sea
purely in the pursuit of these magnificent
skins, even then worth more than their
weight in gold in Chinese markets. Aleut
villages had been wiped out for a bale of
them; and the great Russian-American
Company had been organized principally to
deal in them. No sea was too broad to
cross if there was the rumor of a sea-otter

“Any

rookery beyond; no island was too un-
known and far for the hunters to seek them;
no reef so perilous but that it would be
braved.

“They’re worth four hundred dollars a
skin, now, and the market's going up all
the time as the catch of skins decreases,”
the old wmrkman told him. “There’s quite
a pile of money in that bale!”

“Marvelous, isn't it?” Jeff agreed. “What
a marvelous system behind it all!”

“It’s certainly a wonderful system— for
the lords and ladies who own the company.”

Jeff's mind was still on the furs; and he
did not notice the odd, meaningful tone with
which the workman spoke. “I1 suppose the
company paid tremendous dividends until
the czar began putting on too many restric-
tions. But they deserved to— no one can
belittle what they have done out here.
Think of 'reaping such a harvest of gold out
of this empty wilderness, these stormy seas!
You must be proud to be a member of such
an organization.”

“l ain’t a member of it.
workman.”

“Just the same you contribute to it. |
don’t think many other countries could have
done what Russia has done— the building of
this gay city out here at the edge of the
world; the development of such a profitable
organization. | don’t believe even England
could do it—at least they couldn’t make so
much out of it. America’s attempt would
be simply pitiful.”

I am just a

“No. America couldn't do it. | know
America.”

“You do?”

“Yes. | ain't a noble, to learn to talk

English from a tutor. | spent five years in
California— 1849-1854. If America should
happen to get hold of Alaska, Sitka might
almost die out, and it might be a long time
before it would come back again. At least,
it would be just an Alaskan trading post in-
stead of a European city. There wouldn't
be such a harvest of gold sent back for divi-

dends. Just the same, | wish America
owned it!”
“You do!” Jeff stared incredulously, but

the old man was certainly in earnest. His
dimmed eyes gleamed in his weather-beaten
face.

“Oh, don't I' If America did own it,
Alaska* wouldn’'t be just a fur farm for a
bunch of ladies and gentlemen back in Mos-
cow and St. Petersburg. It would be a land
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of opportunity, not for lords and ladies who
dance in fancy-dress costumes to the music
of a military band, but for common men
like me. What does the company care for
the country or the people? They've built
this city not for colonization purposes, but
just as a post to handle the furs that the
driven people bring in. They haven't tried
to build an Alaskan city; they've made it
just as near like a Russian city as they
could, to pass the time pleasantly in, until
they can enrich themselves, and then go
back to Russia.”

“There is such a thing as loyalty, sir!”
Jeff told him gravely.

“l am loyal to the czar— God bless him!
—as long as I'm a Russian. It isn’t him
that causes the trouble; it's the rule of the
nobles. | give this company my best work;
but if you think | have anything like the
opportunities, the decent treatment, or the
chance for advancement that 1'd have if this
was an American company you're badly
mistaken. It was organized to take gold out
of Alaska, and that's what it is doing.
Look at us white workers— we’re kept con-
stantly in debt to the company, and have
as much chance of getting out as if we was
in jail. We’re under the strictest kind of
a military discipline. Not long ago Chief
Big Eagle, a native who can mutter a little
English and talk Russian pretty good— an
intelligent man as these natives go— tried to
get word out to the czar about some evils
that had been done to his tribe. The czar
is a good czar, God bless him!— liberal and
fair to the people more than any czar that
has ever sat on the Russian throne— and
Big Eagle thought he would take the na-
tive's side against the company, as he might
have done if the message had ever got
through. It was intercepted— and now you
wait and see what happens to Big Eagle.
I'd like to warn him, if | dared— tell him
his message was intercepted so he could
clear out— but | know what would happen
to me if | got caught doing it. Mark my
words— one of these days Big Eagle will
show up missing. His family will be in-
formed that his bidarka was wrecked while
he was hunting sea otter for the company.
They’ll never see him again, and they’ll won-
der, but they won’t dare ask questions. Big
Eagle will be gone— likely assassinated, per-
haps quietly shipped off—west!”

“Do you mean— Siberial” Jeff's voice
showed incredulity. He had heard of the

Siberian prisons, but he thoroughly disbe-
lieved the stories told of them.

“Sure. He'll be given a number, and
that’s the last anybody will ever hear of
him. The prison officials themselves won't
know his name. No one will ever inquire
for him, and if they did he couldn’'t be
found. That's part of the system— a mighty
successful system, too— one that these fel-
lows who go in for systems ought to admire.
He’'ll work over there, and after a while he’ll
die when he’s worked out, and that will be
the end of the story.”

“Do you mean— that sort of thing hap-
pens frequently?”

“It happens often enough to keep the sys-
tem running. | shouldn’'t be telling you
these things. You could make me a lot of
trouble if you wanted to— trouble such as
you’d never dreamed of. | wouldn’'t dare
tell you, except----- 7

“Except why?”

Jeff was considerably stirred by now, and
his face showed it. His black eyes seemed
to shoot sparks, and rich color glowed high
in his cheeks. He felt that the man’s an-
swer would have deep meaning for him.

“Except that you are an American.”

The little disks of color deepened and
spread in Jeff's cheeks. “And does that
make a great deal of difference to you?”

“l want to tell you it does.” The old
man’s voice wavered as he tried to hide his
fervor. “l know what America stands for
— equality of opportunity and a square deal
for the common man!”

At this point in the talk Yanovisk came
up, bearing an invitation for lunch at the
Executive Mansion. As the two young men
walked away together the count conversed
in a courtly manner; but Jeff failed to ob-
serve the fine points of his manner and in
fact had difficulty in giving him strict at-
tention. It seemed that he had so many
other things on his mind.

CHAPTER X.

THE GOVERNOR'S LUNCHEON.

IN the long, beautiful dining room of the
N castle a table for six had been prepared;
and six silent, Oriental-looking natives,
dressed like house servants of old Russia,
were in attendance. The table and buffet
had been wrought by cabinetmaker in an
age when men put their souls into the work
of their hands, fashioned with a skill that
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now had died from the face of the earth.
This young Southerner was no backwoods
boor, and he had known a great deal of what
was beautiful and fine, but he opened his
eyes at these things, and at the crystal and
plate that gleamed on their polished sur-
faces. The governor had seen fit to honor
him with his best.

There were three guests besides himself
and Yanovisk: Templeton, the Englishman,
young Lord Staritsa, and— to Jeff’'s imme-
diate embarrassment— a tall, distinguished-
looking Russian with the scar of a bullet
wound in his cheek. Templeton was the
same courteous, self-confident gentleman
that had complimented Jeff upon his uni-
form the preceding evening. The adven-
turer Staritsa, the general effect of whom
had been so unpleasant the night before and
whose address had stopped just short of
actual insult, wore his company manners to-
day; and Jeff thought he had never met a
more engaging young nobleman. His wit was
keen, his manner cordial, his whole de-
meanor flattering in the extreme. And what
might have proved a most awkward situa-
tion became, through Karl’s seeming mag-
nanimity and good breeding, an exceedingly
pleasant and convivial occasion. The power
behind the monopoly acted as if he had
completely forgotten the unfortunate inci-
dent of the preceding night.

Indeed, the entire company put itself out
to be nice to the “special correspondent”
from America. He returned the compliment
with the most cordial appreciation. His
spirits rose to an unprecedented height; and
certain troubling little doubts that had lately
clouded his happiness faded and disap-
peared. These were his kind of people, he
told himself. It was with such as these
that he wanted to cast his fortune and live
his life. Their ideals were the only ideals
worth fighting for; their code the right code.
He would go over to their side. He would
not fight against them; rather he would tell
them, in a few days more, his real mission in
Alaska— and thus perform a duty he owed
to the South and to Southern friends.

The governor was an imposing figure as
he rose to offer the first toast of obligation.
Jeff eyed him with youthful enthusiasm.
Though the man spoke no English, the
young Southerner understood the meaning
of the toast before Templeton echoed it in
his own tongue.

“To the czar!”

Jeff thrilled as every man present stood
up, raised his glass and drank.

In the silence that followed Baron Karl’s
pleasant voice rolled into the room. “This
glass must be drunk in honor of our dis-
tinguished guest— from America. Is it not
so, my friends? Shall it be—to the Presi-
dent of the United States?”

“Perhaps that toast, though likely drunk
with avidity, wouldn’t please our guest as
well as some other,” Templeton remarked
easily. “Perhaps you didn’t notice the uni-
form that Mr. Sharp wore last night, Karl.
It is true that he wore it for a masquerade,
yet it permits us to guess some of our
friend’s past history. How would you like
it, Mr. Sharp, if we made this next toast
not to the president— but to Dixie?”

Jeff raised his head, and every man at the
table— including the distinguished Russian
governor who spoke no English— knew that
this shot had gone home. His eyes flashed
and his bold nostrils expanded as he sprang
to his feet. He towered above every man
in the room except Karl himself as he made
his proud answer.

“That is my first toast of obligation,
Baron Karl! To the South, and the things
that the South stood for!”

After the clamor had died down Temple-
ton leaned thoughtfully over the table.
“Baron Karl is of a nation who officially
took the side of the North during the war,
Sharp,” said he, “and he of course does not
understand the situation the way we Eng-
lish do; but you can be sure that personally
he wanted the South to win. Almost every
man of the noble class in the whole world
felt the same, and none of us can quite for-
give Alexander Il. for taking the opposite
side. | think the fact will go down in his-
tory against him.”

“How about Victoria?” Yanovisk asked
with a slight suggestion of heat. “Her per-
sonal attitude showed that she didn’t want
the Union broken up. Of course her offi-
cials and the ruling class were strongly pro-
Southern, and to say that England was neu-
tral during the war is to joke. Your queen,
on the other hand, was at least neutral, if
indeed she was not pro-Union.”

“Monarchs have strange ideas these
days,” Karl observed. “They are more lib-
eral than the peasants.”

“You said one thing, in your toast, that
I don't fully understand,” Templeton went
on seriously. “You said ‘the things the
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South stood for,” instead of ‘the things the
South stands for.” Am | to believe there
is any change in Southern sentiment since
the war?”

“Mr. Templeton, I am sorry to say there
is some slight evidence of it. Occasionally
you hear a man say— the older men, who
should know better— that perhaps slavery
was wrong; and in the long run it will be
better that we are still in the Union. There
are some.who are willing to forgive and
forget, looking upon the great war as some-
thing that might have been avoided if there
had not been hot-heads on both sides. There
are some of us, sir, who do not subscribe
to those sentiments. We are proud to say
that we can never, never be a loyal part
of the Union again.”

“None of us blame you, you can be sure
of that,” Baron Karl told him. “We are
all with you. Every one in Europe who
stands for the old regime instead of this new
mob rule is firm on your side.”

The company now drank the health of
England’s queen, and as this third glass be-
gan to warm him, to gladden his heart and
to dull, slightly but perceptibly, certain deli-
cate processes in his brain, a bold and reck-
less idea came to this young Southerner at
the governor’'s right. It suddenly occurred
to him that here, at this select little gather-
ing, was the fitting place to confess his real
mission in Alaska. Here was his chance,
without waiting longer, to thwart the ene-
mies of the South.

He was perfectly aware that his disclo-
sures would create a profound sensation.
There would be no more laughter and care-
free toasts at the long table for this present
hour at least: not one of them here dreamed
that negotiations between the president and
the czar were already practically concluded:
that Alaska was about to slip out of the
monopoly’s grasp. There would be no
further delay in the conclusion of the treaty
between the Russian-American and Hud-
son’s Bay companies, no further haggling
over terms. The result of his news would
be that the two great corporations would
immediately reach an agreement, the former
would accept the czar’s offer as to the re-
newal of its charter, and Seward’'s dream
would not come true. Any hope of Alaska
becoming United States territory could be
definitely given over. As Seward had ex-
plained, England, the friend of the South,
would fall naturally into possession.

He had not planned to show his cards at
least for a few days more, taking time to
scrutinize every detail of the situation; but
that need of caution was past. Why should
he not act at once?

The idea brought, a sparkle to his eye
apart from that induced by heady liquor;
and he was quite pale from suppressed ex-
citement. Had his great moment arrived?
Surely there was nothing to gain by delay,
and perhaps everything to lose. The xir-
cumstances were not in the least open to
question. He had looked at the matter from
all sides; and there was but one answer.
The chance had come to deal a stinging blow
to the Union that had crushed his beloved
South; to repay England for her friendship
to the Southern cause— and only a coward
would hesitate to act.

“1 have something to tell you,” he began;
then leaning forward in his chair he waited
for a Iull in the conversation so that he
might be heard by every one. He was not
now interested in their talk. So intent was
he upon his purpose that he heard them but
dimly; nor did he even discern the subject
of their conversation. His preoccupation
was so deep that it resembled sleep.

Presently his interest began to quicken.
The fact now went home to him that while
he was deep in reflection the spirit of the
affair had undergone a significant change.
There was a more familiar note in the con-
versation that passed back and forth; speech
was less guarded; the gentlemen spoke with
an added fervor. Jeff noticed that in his
mental absence his glass had been filled
with an unfamiliar liquid— a cloudy-white
drink that burned his lips like fire— but the
glasses of his friends were empty. Plainly
they were one drink ahead of him.

This last libation evidently had been one
of considerable potency, because the spirit
of the gathering was now one of reckless-
ness rather than of well-bred restraint. On
the contrary, the effect of his own three
drinks seemed to be wearing off, due perhaps
to his mental activity of the moment before.
The warmth and pleasant cordiality that
had blessed him had largely passed away;
and he found himself clear-headed and keen,
able to give their remarks the most careful
and accurate consideration.

“Yes, we lost our great chance,” Temple-
ton was saying. “We should have got into
the war at the outset. It was a smashing
blow to us all.”
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Of course he referred to the Civil War,
still the evident subject of conversation;
and Templeton’s sentiment was one with
which Jeff could surely find no fault. Yet
he found himself suddenly vaguely suspi-
cious, and anxious to hear more.

“But how could you get into it, with the
queen neutral or pro-North, and your com-
mon people all hoping to see the Union
stand?” Yanovisk asked.

“Oh, our queen is a fool— sometimes.
Like your own czar, championing the peo-
ple against us. You know it's the truth.
They are so secure in themselves, these mon-
archs, that they have turned liberal, seeing
the peasant point of view before they see
ours. Our common people would be natu-
rally in favor of the North, simply because
they are enamored of the idea of popular
government. That ought to show you our
danger, Yanovisk. You ask me how we
could have managed to get in on the South-
ern side. It would have been easy enough
if we had all put shoulders to the wheel—
the noble class in your country and mine.
We almost succeeded in England— you
failed miserably and offset all the work we
did.”

“The trouble with us was that some of
our people could not see how we were con-
cerned,” Baron Karl observed. “As you
say, Templeton, it was a most good, a most
fortunate chance to smash— what you say?
— sky-high the whole republican idea; but
my friends did not have intelligence to seize
it. Naturally the idea of helping the South
was nothing to them any more than to you,
Templeton, or to me— what did we care
about their State rights, and their self-rule
and all the rest of it?”

Jeff, listening keenly, started ever so
slightly; but he gave no further sign that
he was attentive.

“But you see that was the argument we
had to go on,” Templeton argued. “We
couldn’t tell the people that we wanted them
to go to war so we could keep them under
our thumbs later. We had to make them
feel that we really cared what happened
to a- few sentimental provinces south of the
Mason and Dixon line. My friends, the in-
ternal squabble of the republic was the
monarchies’ opportunity. If we had done
what we should— 1 mean by ‘we’ the noble
class in your country and mine, and in
France— this liberty-equality idea of which

we hear so much would have had a set-
5A—POP.

back it couldn’t recover from in J thousand
years, simply because the republic idea
would have beea proved a failure. By this
time there would be two or three other civil
wars, the Southwest possibly breaking off
from the Southeast, and the' Northwest se-
ceding from New England. The movement
toward liberty and democracy would have
been definitely checked. Our people would
see that countries can’'t get along without
a king—and without a noble class. This
new power of America would be broken to
fragments. And then—what a chance for
international spoil!”

“For the safety of the English people,
her majesty would be obliged to ‘establish
a protectorate’ over the States adjoining
the Canadian line,” Yanovisk suggested with
a grin.

“England would have to hurry to get
ahead of Russia,” Templeton laughed. “The
czar’s advisers would pursuade him that the
safety of his kingdom demanded the expan-
sion of his American possessions. Washing-
ton Territory, perhaps; maybe the entire
American Northwest.”

“The wabbling French king of Mexico
would be glad to establish himself firmly by
an increase of Mexican territory,” young
Staritsa remarked. “Of course he would
take California, all the Southwest terri-
tories, and Texas. The French crown would
of course receive added prestige and my
yearly visits to Paris would not be haunted
with the fear of another revolution.”

“Yes, our friends in France would never
need fear the return of the republic,” Baron
Karl remarked. “But gentlemen, in our
partition of America we have forgotten its
very garden.” Then, speaking rapidly in
French: “What lucky nation would take
over the South itself?”

The noble Russian could not dream that
the man at the governor’s right, evidently
half drunk and toying with his glass of
vodka, had the least gleam of his meaning.
French was the tongue of courts, Greek to
the rail-splitting Indian fighters of America.
The loud laugh that greeted his question was
in compliment to his cleverness; it was quite
diverting to discuss the dismemberment of
a country in the presence of one of its
patriots.

But the Southerner had not failed to un-
derstand. He not only understood the Rus-
sian’s remark, but interpreted correctly all
the talk that followed. He was never more
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sober in-his life. The effect of the three
drinks had miraculously passed away. His
memory was sharpened and alert, and he
recognized French words that he thought he
had forgotten long ago.

“Yes, who will take over the South?”
Staritsa echoed, laughing immoderately.
“Of course, if we fought on the Southern
side we would be entitled to look out for
its welfare. | met a lovely lady once, on
shipboard, from Virginia. | would insist
that Russia take Virginia. You could have
all the rest.”

“The Southern gentlemen would be al-
lowed to gather cotton beside their own
former slaves,” was Karl's next sally.

“None of you should have any of it,”
Templeton informed the party. “You know
what country depends on cotton— England
would have to keep the South for herself!”
His laugh ended with an oath. *“But we are
talking moonshine, and you know it. The
Civil War is over. The Union is stronger
than it ever was—at least it will be when
the war hatred begins to pass away. We
lost our chance. It won't be long till we
have a people’s government in our own coun-
tries— for that matter, the House of Lords is
losing prestige every year. A man can
poach rabbits on my place in Devonshire,
and can | hang him to the first oak? | can-
not— 1 do well to get him a year’s sentence
in jail. The old days of privilege are gone
— 1 am afraid not to return. We won't be
able to hold the people down as we used
to—we’'d better stop this, and remember our
guest.”

All laughter had died away when Temple-
ton ceased speaking. The stately dininf
room was now oddly quiet. Smiling bril-
liantly, Staritsa turned to the guest of honor.

“1'm afraid we interrupted you a few min-
utes ago,” he said in English. “We got to
talking about the greatness of your country;
and | fear we were rude, yes? You said you
had something to tell us.”

Jeff looked him in the eyes.
nothing of importance,” said he.

“1t was

CHAPTER XI.

ON THE KOLOSH RYEKA TRAIL.

EFF rightly felt that his first work in con-
J nection with the commission given him
was a close scrutiny of Alaskan conditions.
He did not care to work in the dark. He
felt that a full understanding of the inter-

national and local situation was a debt he
owed not only to Seward, but also to him-
self; he believed himself, in a sense, a free
agent who must act in the end according
to his own conscience and wisdom. The
first day in Sitka had been enlightening;
but he was as yet far from a decision as to
his ultimate course.

In the week that followed he spared no
pains to dig out the truth. He talked to
otter hunters and trappers, to tradesmen and
clerks, to members of the clergy and to sol-
diers of the garrison. He conferred with
the officials of the company; he investigated
all rumors dealing with the proposed Rus-
sian-British treaty; he tried to learn the
people’s real sentiment toward America.

It appeared that some rumor had already
got about that the United States was inter-
ested in Alaska; but the officials of the
monopoly as well as of the Hudson’s Bay
Company seemed to regard it lightly. They
were taking their time over the new treaty;
and were probably still haggling over de-
tails. The understanding seemed to be that
Russia would make no move to find a pur-
chaser for Alaska at least for some years.

As he was quietly making his investiga-
tions, Jeff did not fail to allay suspicions as
to his real mission by pretending a great in-
terest in the now abandoned transpacific
cable, as well as in certain minor disputes
that had come up regarding fishing and trad-
ing rights between the people of Washington
Territory and the Russians. Nor did he
hesitate to take part in the gay Sitkan social
life.

As he still made his quarters in the ship
he saw a great deal of Molly, and although
she was not included in the social life of the
post she was a pleasant companion in his
idle hours. They had many a fine walk
together along the beach and back into the
forest, and she was his companion at the
first Indian potlatch he ever attended— given
at the shack of a successful Aleut sea-otter
hunter.

It came about that after the affair was
over, the moon beguiled them into a mid-
night walk along the Kolosh Ryeka Trail,
across the quaint bridge and up a path "lead-
ing toward Mount Verstovia.

Almost at once the forest closed around
them; and they were hushed and awed by
the presence of the giants. There was a
magic in the moonlit Northern woods that
even the wild creatures seemed to feel; a
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mystery that mere reason could not reach, a
brooding loneliness, the sense of an eternal
and secret wisdom. Though they were not
unaware of each other, both the man and
the girl were busy with dreams.

Although Jeff was dreaming, his eyes were
wide open. -He suddenly paused in the trail,
and Molly, walking behind him, pressed
against his shoulder.

Instantly she saw what had halted him:
a momentary silhouette of a man’s form at
the brow of a low hill, just above the forks
in the trail. Almost at once it faded in the
shadows; and although they waited, it did
not at once reappear.

This was not just a late traveler from the
mountain. His furtive movements indicated
that he was lying in ambush beside the trail.
Jeff touched Molly’s arm, and together they
drew farther into the shadows, waiting for
what might transpire.

For some little time nothing whatever
happened. The girl breathed softly beside
him and he felt the pleasing touch of her
warm shoulder. Whatever the crisis, Molly
at least could be counted on to stay out of
the way.

“It's a false alarm, | think,” he whispered.
“Did we imagine that figure?”

But it might not be, atyer all, a false
alarm. Presently he heard the distant pat-
pat of moccasined feet on the path, and
peering intently between the trees they saw
the long shadow of a man moving in jerk-
ing motions along one of the side trails to-
ward the forks. What part he had in the
hillside drama as yet they did not know; he
was making no attempt to walk silently or
in any way to conceal his advance. If there
was indeed an ambush at the forks of the
trail this man was walking straight into it.

Before Jeff could fully realize this pos-
sibility and make any move to warn him
the man had reached a small opening be-
tween the trees where a moment before the
skulking figure had disappeared. He was
in plain sight in the moonlight as he started
to walk through. At this instant the affair
lost its commonplace character.

There was a sudden confusion of swiftly
moving figures in the small clearing. The
foe had not been content with decent odds;
not one, but three, sprang from the thickets
and fell upon the lone pedestrian.

The rest that Jeff saw he saw as he ran.
He saw that the three men evidently lacked
faith in their naked hands to master a lone
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-foe and were chivalrously armed with clubs;
and he saw further that the pedestrian, in-
stead of instantly yielding to overwhelming
numbers, was putting up the gamest kind of
a fight, meanwhile looking for a chance to
take to his heels. Jeff saw these things as
he ran, and he was not obliged to look back
over his shoulder. He was running with
the idea of getting into the affair in the
shortest possible time.

He felt quite sure that it was none of his
concern. He was unarmed except for his
.cane, he had a lady in his charge, and sooner
or later he would meet an unhappy end sim-
ply by this sort of interference in other peo-
ple’s affairs. Nevertheless, it was not in him
to stand aside when one fought three. Love
of fair play is deeply ingrained in Southern
youth— part of the heritage of chivalry that
has come straight down to the sons of the
cavaliers—and his legs would have wilted
under him had he tried to run away.

He sprinted up the trail as fast as he
could go, hoping in his heart that the excite-
ment would not be over until he reached the
scene. He forgot his fine clothes, any state-
liness that he might have fancied he pos-
sessed, and he went eight feet at a jump.
His eyes flashed and he brandished his stick
about his head like a battle-ax.

But there was serious business enough
when he charged up into the small clearing.
The three men had launched a most brutal
attack; and death might come at the end
of it. He was presently aware, now that he
came near enough to see plainly, that if his
old war gods were not with him still this
adventure on the hillside might easily put
an end to him. There was valiant fighting
before him if he were to come through.

He realized now that the fight had sig-
nificance beyond what he had first thought.
It was not a mere attack by footpads. The
aggressors were evidently desperate, or they
would certainly make some effort to flee as
he sped in among them. Their victim was
now shown to be an Indian, doubtless on
the way home from the native potlatch; cer-
tainly not acceptable prey to roadside ban-
dits. The three men evidently were sol-
diers, as they wore the uniform of the gar-
rison.

And now there was no time to deliberate
further. The nearest of the three men
lunged at him as he ran past to give aid to
the Indian, and in an instant they were grap-
pling like wrestlers.
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The conflict was a desperate one from the
first instant. Jeff's man was a powerful
Russian of about his own age; and the
grasp of his strong hand precluded any at-
tempt on the Southerner’s part to use his
stick. With his left hand, a fighting tool
that seemed of forged steel rather than mor-
tal human flesh, he reached and seized Jeff's
throat.

The sport and the adventure of this fight
on the Kolosh Ryeka Trail speedily passed
away, and left it a grim and terrible busi-
ness neither pleasant to see nor sweet to
know. With the closing of those iron fin-
gers on his windpipe the brawl became liter-
ally one of life and death. Jeff forgot how
he came here, how it had all happened and
what had been the issues involved, and
only remembered he must break this hold or
perish.

He did not have any large amount of time.
Inability to breath may be tolerated for a
few seconds; but thereafter comes a notice-
able slump in one's prowess, accompanied
by acute disorders in all the physical and
mental processes. Unlike most things, an
enemy’s hold on one’s throat grows stronger
with passing time, simply because of in-
creasing inability to struggle against it. Jeff
dropped his stick, and wrenched with both
hands at the cruel pinchers which were de-
priving him of life.

He gave all he had, and it was just
enough. The Russian was forced to let go
to save the bones of his wrists and fingers;
but the throat skin was flayed off under his
raking nails. Jeff's breath came back in a
torturing sob, but his strength came with
it; and he met the Russian’s next attack
with considerable power.

Bearlike arms encircled him, and with a
terrific wrench his foe hurled him to the
ground. He wished to have him where,
when an opportunity presented itself, he
could hold Jeff's windpipe undisturbed. Jeff
had never met a more satisfactory opponent
than this strapping Muscovite, or encoun-
tered such ungentile alacrity as this with
which he was now laid upon his back. If
he lost, at least it would be to some one
worthy of his steel.

But he had not lost yet. The fight had
just begun. In fact, he had no intention
of losing, and he struggled like a demon
against his foe's effort to pin him down.
The two of them rolled about on the hill,
too intent on the business of fighting even

to howl, and though their clothes and skins
were torn and their faces battered, at first
neither could seem to gain the slightest ad-
vantage. The Russian sought in vain for
another grip on Jeff's throat, and the latter,
relying on American methods, could not
at first break through the foe's guard to
the vulnerable point of his bearded chin.

But nowT with the passing moments, a
great self-confidence overswept Jeff.

With a strong effort he put his foe be-
neath him, and slowly and patiently began
the work necessary to keep him there. His
superior stamina was now making itself
manifest. The foe struggled desperately,
but Jeff could not be driven off, nor did his
iron hold relax. And now there was but one
flaw in his perfect happiness.

As his foe had gone down and Jeff had
wheeled up he had glanced toward the other
fighters, and what he saw filled him with
concern. It was true that the Indian seemed
to be making out fairly well. He was fight-
ing the biggest man of the three— the veri-
table giant of the lusty trio— but he seemed
to be a singularly powerful fellow, and al-
though he was hard pressed Jeff saw in a
glance that he was still far from defeat.
The thing that now troubled Jeff was not
the fate of the savage, but the activities
of the third Russian.

Until a moment ago this man had aided
his companion in the combat with the
Indian. The battle proving too hot for his
liking, he had turned now in search of easier
prey. In a little half glimpse between ona
blow and another Jeff caught sight of him
in the act of circling about through the
shadows to attack him from the rear.

He could not get up to meet that attack
in the teeth. His man kept him too busy
for that. He could not even turn his head
to watch. And now he knew that very real
terror and most hideous anticipation of cold
steel being driven into his back.

All these soldiers were armed with knives,
and were altogether too fond of using them.
Blades were particularly useful in hole-and-
corner business of this kind because, unlike
a rifle, they struck without noise. Unable
to break the hold of his first enemy, who
now clung desperately to his arms, unable
to wheel him over as a shield for his own
body, there was nothing for Jeff to do but
to pray to his gods of chance and wait for
what might befall.

One second passed, and then another.
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Nothing whatever happened except that
which had already been happening— the in-
terchange of a few pleasantries between him-
self and the man on whom he lay. The time
lengthened almost to a minute; and instead
of a renewed attack with reinforcements on
the part of the foe there was only a strange
arid growing silence. The third Russian did
not come in sight, nor was any sound to be
heard from him. Nothing remained to be-
lieve but that he had had no intention of
helping his friend, but that Jeff had seen
him in the craven act of retiring from the
company.

Now he had lost his chance. In another
instant Jeff would be free to handle him.
His first opponent was limp in his arms
now, quite unconscious from a short tap
which Jeff had dealt him under the curve of
his jaw; and although no grave after effects
were to be anticipated, he would not be able
to resume the fight for some moments at
least.

Jeff knocked away his restraining arms,
and jumped to his feet. He wanted to make
sure about the third Russian. And then he
uttered a long, tired gasp that was partly
wonder, and partly a mixture of other emo-
tions too complex to trace.

The man had not gone away, after all.
He was lying down. A knife lay near his
hand. Jeff had guessed right as to his
murderous intentions. The Indian, who had
put down his man, walked near and looked
him over, discovering at length a slight but
evidently effective abrasion at the side of
his head. He also would not be himself for
some moments to come.

Old generals had taught the young soldier
always to keep his eye open for the un-
expected, the intruding circumstance that
turns the tide of battle. Here it stood, most
wonderfully beautiful in the moonlight that
streamed down between the trees.

It waj Molly; her eyes lustrous with tears,
but her capable hand still firmly clasping
Jeff's heavy-handled cane.

CHAPTER XII.
A BIG, STRONG WOMAN.

EFF was a rather fluent young man
J ordinarily, with a nice speech usually
ready on his lips, but for a few seconds
following his discovery of Molly’'s presence
on the battlefield he was as silent as if he
w»e born mute. There was simply nothing

possible to say to tell how he felt; or the
meaning that this moment had for him.

However, Jeff did some clear and able
thinking. Molly might not be his kind of
girl, the kind that fulfilled his ideal of
womanhood, but every spark of manhood
made him admit that her fine courage and
steadfastness had saved him from serious
injury or death. She had done him a service
that even in this northern land he would
probably never have opportunity to repay;
and he would always be her acknowledged
debtor. In addition to this, there was born
in this memorable night a comradeship be-
tween them that ought never to pass away,
the inevitable result of their common danger
and victory.

Strangely enough, the romance of their
relationship seemed lessened rather than in-
creased. His romantic nature had been
deeply stirred some nights before when this
same capable, companionable girl had
danced with him in mask and fancy dress;
but it was quite lifeless now. He was
moved, deeply grateful; but his emotion was
something far different than she might be
dreaming. He was certain that this cour-
ageous woman who had plunged into a fight
and with a man’s weapon repelled a murder-
ous attack upon him, was not and could
never be the romantic ideal he had cherished
so long. His heart’'s image was something
far different from this. In his dreams he
was the knight who saved the helpless and
wistful lady, and never was he rescued in a
brawl by a young Amazon who knocked
men down with clubs!

“l1 can never thank you,” he told her
gravely. “It was the finest thing of the kind
| ever saw.”

The Indian had got up by now, after ex-
amining the clubbed Russian, and his face
as he regarded Molly was comical to see.
His stern mouth was rounded, his eyes
showed a vast and incredulous admiration.
“Heap big squaw!” he breathed. “Knock'm
down— pretty near kill'm. Indian woman,
she fight'm— never saw white woman fight'm
before. Skookem big, big, strong squaw.”

Jeff and the girl looked at him with frank
gratitude. He had saved the situation which
had passed almost beyond them. Their
laughter was a safe mask behind which they
could hide their hearts.

“1 agree with you perfectly,” Jeff said.
“Now, chief, tell us what this means. Had
we better try to bind these three men? They
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will be coming to, in a minute. One of 'em
is stirring now.”

Coming originally from the Stikine coun-
try, the chief had many times held parleys
with the factors of Hudson’s Bay and under-
stood a few words of English, but Jeff's re-
mark was too complex for him to follow.
Grunting, he indicated inability to under-
stand.

“Tie 'em up?” the white man simplified.
He brought his hands about his ankles in a
suggestive gesture.

“No tie 'em up. Skin out quick. Com-
pany catch me, catch you, catch big strong
woman.”

Jeff experienced a queer, dim quickening
in his memory. There was something oddly
familiar about all this. He stared into the
native’s face.

“What's your name?” he demanded.

“Name—him Big Eagle.”

Big Eagle! Jeff remembered, now, his
first morning in Sitka and a conversation he
had had with a grizzled workman in the fur
warehouse. Jeff had not believed the man's
story then; but he could not very well doubt
it now. The argument on the hillside had
been all too convincing. The man had said
that something of a disagreeable nature
would happen to Big Eagle; and so it had:
he had been neatly waylaid as he walked
home from the potlatch, and just what was
to have been done to him was at present
locked in the minds of the three Russians
who slept so peacefully there in the spruce
needles.

It was an efficient system that Baron Karl
operated in the provinces of the czar.

Jeff was for a moment absorbed in his
thoughts; but he emerged swiftly when he
heard Molly in conversation with the native.
The girl was speaking a language that Jeff
did not know: a queer, guttural tongue, full
of harsh consonants.

Big Eagle was looking into the girl's face
with every sign of intense interest; and
nodding vigorously as he answered her ques-
tions. His admiration of her was more obvi-
ous than ever; and Jeff was reminded of a
dog with his master.

Presently she turned to Jeff. “Big Eagle
tells me it was a conspiracy against him on
the part of some men in the company,” she
explained. “He is going to vanish at once
in the interior—up to his old hunting
grounds on the Upper Stikine—because he
says it is his one chance for life. He says

that you and | had better get back to the
ship as soon as possible.”

“1 suppose it means trouble for us, too.
These men are certain to recognize us.”

“But they are not certain to tell!” Molly
informed him. “It isn’t human nature for
three men, selected on account of their
strength and prowess, to enjoy confessing a
defeat at the hands of two men and a girl,
particularly when they had all the advantage
of ambush. They’ll make up some sort of
a story about how Big Eagle's Indian friends
came to his rescue—and although they
knocked out a score or so, in the end had to
retire before superior numbers. Jeff, | don't

think we'd better wait any longer. Good
luck, Big Eagle!”
“Heap seals, great white mother!” the

native returned. And as they looked at him,
he seemed to vanish into the empty air.
The forest he had known and loved so long
instantly hid all sight and sound of him,
and where he stood was only moonlight and
the long shadows of the trees.

CHAPTER XII1I.
WANTED---AN AMERICAN.

1V/IOLLY had a perfectly simple explanation

for her ability to talk to the native.
“Traveling around with Uncle Dave I've
picked up a smattering of several tongues,”
she told him when they were safely aboard
the ship. “I have been in the woods, too—
up the Stikine in a bidarka—and I've
learned to talk a jargon that most of the
tribes understand. It has often been useful
to me.”

Talking the matter over with Captain
Skinner, they decided to make no report of
the fight on the hill, but quietly await de-
velopments. After a few days it seemed
likely that they would never hear from it
again. The cordial manner of Semanof, in
command of the garrison, remained un-
changed; and Jeff decided he wifcs either
playing a deep game or, which was far more
likely, that the three soldiers had failed to
make a true report to their commander.
Perhaps, in spite of all evidence to the con-
trary, the men were simply three desperadoes
who had laid in ambush beside the trail for
the purpose of robbing chance passers-by..

Jeff told himself he had heard of even
more unusual coincidences. He must have
further evidence before he would believe all
the old workman had told him.
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The smarting wound his self-satisfaction
had received at the governor’s luncheon had
mostly healed by now. The conversation he
had heard had dimmed in his remembrance.
Now, with the passing days, the adventure
on the hillside had ever less meaning to him.
Its ugly significance was forgotten or ques-
tioned: from a really black crime it became
an event of neutral shade which he might
have interpreted entirely wrong. Big Eagle
was not here now to plead his case. The
wilderness had swallowed him, and none of
the officials of the Russian-American Com-
pany who used to buy his otter skins knew
where he might be found.

The more Jeff saw of Sitkan official and
court life, the greater its appeal, the more
obvious its superiority over anything to be
found in his own country. Surely the
peasant existence in the northern States and
Middle West could not be compared with it.
Since the South was now crushed it also
failed to measure up. The gay social life,.
the refinement and especially the European
charm and culture certainly made up for
many things. Strict discipline of the natives
was of course an absolute necessity, and per-
haps the somewhat harsh treatment of Big
Eagle had been justified by serious crime.

He was dined, feted, flattered, and treated
like a nobleman himself, none of which
offended him in the least. It was true that
a remark was made now and then which he
could not fully appreciate, and sometimes
something that looked like a skeleton stalked
out of the imperial closet, only to be quickly
confined again; but on the whole these first
weeks in Sitka were more to his liking than
any term of equal length in his carefree
youth. Yet it was not to be that he should
continue to see only those things that official
Alaska cared to show him. The outside
view of the Russian-American system was
most pleasant to behold, but Jeff was car-
ried on the inside in spite of himself.

One October evening no social engage-
ments demanded his presence; and after
supper he sat alone on the deck of the Ethan
Allen, wondering at the blackness of this
Alaskan night. Clouds had massed in the
sky imprisoning the least faint gleam of a
star; and the sea was actually like ink except
where the harbor lights threw a dim and fit-
ful gleam. The town lights were like small,
yellow holes in a black sheet. Although the
hour was still early the last gray strand of
twilight had vanished apparently into the
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blackness of the sea: he was tasting the
long autumn nights of Sitka, a Northern city
in spite of its comfortable climate.

As Jeff watched the distant lights, op-
pressed somewhat by the depth of the gloom
about him, he heard a subdued splash close
to the water and just beside the curving
hull of the ship. At first he thought it was
merely a leaping fish, but as he listened a
wooden object scratched the side of the ship.
Of course it was a small boat of some sort,
but Jeff found it almost incredible that any
sort of a boat could approach unheard over
that hushed sea, in the dead silence of the
night. The fact that it had done so would
have been fair proof to an old sour dough
that the man who propelled it did not wear
a white skin. Only the red man is adept
at paddling a canoe without the paddle
splash that a moose can hear.

Jeff stood up and peered over the rail, but
it was like looking into an unlighted tunnel.
He could not even make out the boat's out-
line. But at that instant a voice came up
out of the deep.

It was a moving and mysterious sound in
the utter darkness, and Jeff felt as if he
were being addressed from another world.
Its subdued note indicated the message was
for his ear alone; and the fact that the
language used was not English, but rather a
guttural tongue that he did not know, added
rather than detracted from the mystery.

“Speak English,” Jeff replied. “I can’t
understand.”

The man at the waterline evidently could
not speak English, because he merely re-
peated 'the sentence. On this repetition,
however, Jeff caught a single word that he
thought he knew. As near as he could tell,
it was “Americansk!”

He assumed at once that the man was
trying to ask if Jeff were an American—
possibly if the ship had American registra-
tion. It had not been his practice since the
war to use the term “American” in regard
to himself; but now, vaguely excited by the
mysterious visit, he all but answered in the
affirmative, remembering his unfailing pride
just in time. “It is an American ship,” he
replied, his voice also subdued. Then, trust-
ing that the man would know the Aleut word
for boat—a word that Jeff had heard fre-
quently since coming to Sitka—he added:
“American bidarka.”

This information apparently reassured the
visitor, for a long silence ensued; and when
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Jeff heard him again he had paddled silently
as a drifting cloud around the bow of the
boat and was tying up at the dock. One of
the lights of the quay showed faintly a long,
native canoe at the water line, and two lithe,
long-haired natives.

They immediately started across the plank
on to the ship, and Jeff got up to meet them.
He did not attempt further conversation
with them, but assuming that their business
was with Captain Skinner, led them imme-
diately into the latter's quarters.

It was Molly who in the end had to trans-
late the vernacular into English. After the
first sentence she turned to Jeff with a look
of question.

“1 think this will be a matter for you to
attend to, Jeff,” she said. “He Jells me he
wants to talk to a representative of the
American government, and is probably after
American protection. Since we haven't an
accredited consul in Sitka, | guess you'll
have to give it to him.”

“But | am here as a special correspondent,
Molly.”

“1 know that is your official standing, but
everybody seems to think that you are close
enough to official Washington to look after
American interests up here. Your influence
would be certainly greater than the captain’s
or mine, the only other citizens of the United
States. | think this will be your affair.”

There followed a long conversation be-
tween the girl and the natives, the former
asking questions, the latter muttering long
and seemingly unintelligible sentences in
their harsh, guttural tongue.

“They seem to have come on -a rather
delicate mission,” she explained at last. Her
heightened color, lovely under her yellow
hair and her brilliant eyes showed she had
found the story keenly interesting. “They
were sent to get some kind of an American
official if such could be found, and if not,
an influential American whom our govern-
ment would look after. At first | had quite
a time getting them to be frank with me.
They wouldn’t go on till I made it plain
that while you, Jeff, are not an official, at
least you are a ‘chief’ and could do more
for them in Washington than any one else
in Sitka. “If they couldn’t find a ‘chief’
they wanted the captain of an American ves-
sel. With good luck, they found both.”

“You're worse than the Indians, Molly,”
Jeff complained. “Can’t you get at the
story?”

“1 will, quick as | can. It seems there is
a disabled steam schooner in the harbor be-
hind Barabara Point. Do you know where
that is, uncle?”

“Sure. That's the native name for a place
on the mainland, at least twenty hours’ run
from here. The Aleuts built a big barabara
on the point to use in otter hunting. Who
is she?”

“She is the Boston Dame. She’s been
trading off the coast of Siberia. She’s not
badly damaged, but she’'s stuck up there in
the lagoon for at least a moon. She's in
command of Captain Cooper, and she wants
help.”

“What kind of help? A tow?”

“No. | asked about that particularly.
She wants an American official to get a ship
and come up there and take off part of her
cargo to save it. What can the man mean
by that?”

“1 know right well what he means, and
so do you.”

“To keep some one else from getting it?”

“Sure. He’'s been trading with the natives
for furs, and he's probably got some fine
ones. Course he calculated to shoot right
through to an American port; and he’s hung
up the last place on earth he would have
picked out. He knows what will happen
when word reaches the Russian-American
Company that he’s gone aground.”

“What?” Jeff demanded. His tone showed
that he resented, in spite of himself, the
captain’s knowing manner.

“They’ll come up and seize his cargo,
that's what, and maybe his ship too.” He
whipped to the girl. “Has Cooper got papers
showing permission to trade?”

The question had to be repeated, in labori-
ous detail, to the natives, and their answer
returned. “They say he has all his papers
and was entirely in his rights,” the girl
translated at last.

“1 don’t doubt it. Yankee skippers as a
rule don’t go to smuggling,” Captain Skinner
commented with vigor and emphasis. “Just
the same, he knows them permits won't save
him a minute. Baron Karl's gang won't
even look at his papers, and if he tries to
show 'em they’ll tear 'em up and chuck 'em
into the harbor.”

“You mean they would unlawfully con-
fiscate the cargo of an American trading
vessel?” Jeff demanded incredulously.

“They won't confiscate it. That's too big
a word. They’ll just pinch it. Furs are too
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hard to catch to let a chance like this go by,
and they resent the czar’s liberality in grant-
ing trading permits, and deny his right to
do so. They'll just report that they caught
him trading in their waters, and that's all
there’s going to be to it. Maybe they won't
take the trouble to make any report at. all
— especially if the boat would happen to
sink! It'd be something the same if the
Hudson’s Bay Company boats come along
and spied him, because Barabara Point is on
the Panhandle which they’'ve chartered from
the company, but in that case he'd likely
be given at least the chance of a trial in
London.”

“How does he think we can help him?”
Jeff asked.

“That's plain enough. He knows that the
company here or the Hudson's Bay Com-
pany is bound to learn about him before he
can make repairs and get out. He wants
you to come up there in a boat and take
care of part or all of his furs for him, and
keep 'em for him. In other words, use the
power of United States government to keep
the gang from taking them away from him.
They're only too tickled to rob an Amer-
ican; they think he can’t fight back. What
you going to do about it?”

“1'll help him all I can, of course, if he
deserves it. | wasn't given any instructions
to take this kind of affair under my wing,
but since | have influence in Washington
it's for me to help him.”

“It's for all of us to help him,” was the
emphatic reply. “Ain't he from our coun-
try?”

‘T must say, however, that | think you
misjudge the company officials,” Jeff went
on stiffly. “1 don’t think they'd confiscate
a cargo of furs lawfully taken.”

“All right, wait and see. A lot depends
on how valuable the furs are. Prince
Maksoutof plays a square game as far as |
know, but he is only an agent for the owners
of the company, such as Karl, and what you
don’t know about that fellow would fill a
dictionary. But don’t think I'm trying to
persuade you not to help the poor devil out.
It's the least we can do. Only see that
you're properly rewarded for exerting your
influence with Washington and the officials
here, as well as for the risk you're taking.”

“Pooh! Where do you get the risk?”

“Any time a man has gold in his hands—
and furs are gold—he’s in danger. 1'm not
fooling, Sharp, and | say it could be a seri-

ous danger up here. Where you going to
get a boat to go help him?”

“1 don't know. Do you?”

“How about this one? We're an Amer-
ican outfit, and would take pleasure in it.”

“But you're disabled!”

The captain looked down his nose, and
his expression was so peculiar that Jeff's
interest was immediately aroused. “So we
are! Molly, what are we going to do about
that?”

“What can we do, captain?” the girl re-
plied. “Don’t you think you could patch
us up somehow, enough for the short run
out and back?”

“Oh, maybe so. Molly, show the natives
into the galley and see that they get some
coffee—with plenty of sugar. [I'll go down
and talk to the chief engineer. 1 guess we
can make the brig run, and the sooner we
get started, the better our chance to save
the cargo of the Boston Dame.”

Before long Jeff was to understand why
the fame of the Yankee skippers carried over
the five oceans, a tradition that would en-
dure clear until that unhappy time when
American youth chose the city rather than
the sea, and our strong ships were guided by
alien hands. Captain Skinner went below,
gave certain orders, and then went to bed,
at which time the fires in the boiler room
were all but out and parts of the engine
were dismantled. When Captain Skinner
got up again, in daylight, all that remained
to do was to stand upon his bridge and give
his orders.

He gave those orders in a voice that could
be heard over most of Sitka. The wounded
bird took wing. In the chill morning hours
—bravely as her famous namesake advanc-
ing on Ticonderoga—the Ethan Allen
steamed out from the dock. Soon she had
passed the harbor mouth and once more felt
the long roll of the seas under her stout keel.

CHAPTER XIV.
ALASKAN TREASURE.

IN the dawn that followed the crew of the
* Boston Dame experienced a moment of
acute anxiety when a determined-looking
ship steamed into the harbor behind Ba-
rabara Point. Because the time was half-
way between night and day, there was not
sufficient light to distinguish her nation-
ality.

They did not, however, remain long in



74 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

doubt. Captain Skinner cast anchor at a
convenient distance, then stepped on to his
bridge and began to converse with them.
To the great delight of Captain Cooper and
his men, he informed them that he was an
American, that he commanded an American
crew, and the Ethan Allen was decidedly an
American vessel; and he inferred they would
all greatly resent being mistaken for any
other nationality.

“Who you got aboard?” the Boston Dame
skipper called.

“l got Jefferson Sharp aboard, second
cousin to General Grant,” was the reply.
Jeff Sharp was no relation whatever to Gen-
eral Grant, however; and he could not
imagine where Skinner got the idea that he
was.

“Then put over a boat and you and him
come over.”

This suggestion was immediately acted
upon, and in a few minutes Captain Skinner,
Molly, and Jeff were climbing a rope ladder
to the Boston Dame’s deck. They found
her a stanch sailing vessel with spotless
decks and none of the signs of disreputa-
bility that mark so many traders in North-
ern waters.

Jeff was introduced with a flourish. “He
ain’t exactly an official in Sitka right now,”
Skinner confided, “but he’'s hand in hand
with the president, and the telegram that
told me to wait pretty near two weeks for
him came straight from the White House.
He calls Mr. Seward by his first name; and
if you've got business with official Wash-
ington he’s the man to handle it for you.”

When on the bridge of his own ship Cap-
tain Skinner was the monarch of all he sur-
veyed; but now, after he had made his little
speech, he found himself second in com-
mand. So quietly and calmly that no one
had seen him do it, a black-eyed youth in
stylish garb had taken complete charge of
the situation. Jefferson Sharp was now the
important person present. It lay with him
to say what help could be given Captain
Cooper of the Boston Dame. He was like a
pilot who, hauled aboard at the harbor
mouth, lights on the deck with a ringing
command on his lips; but to-day it was the
cargo, rather than the ship, which must be
piloted through dangerous waters.

“Let me see if | get this straight,” he
addressed Captain Cooper. “You have been
lawfully trading over west, and are home-
ward bound with a cargo of furs. For fear

they will be taken from you, you want me
to take charge of all or part of them?”

“That's the ticket,” Cooper replied. “If
you don't take 'em off my hands one of the
big companies will. Any hour one of 'em
might happen along.”

“Regardless of the fact that you have
your permits?”

“Why, mister, they wouldn’t even look at
my papers. All they could see is what I
have on board. | was counting on giving
this end of Alaska a wide berth, because |
knew they'd want to search me if they saw
me. And here | am, held up tight.”

“They evidently know you.”

“They know | came up here trading—
spotted me on the way out. They know
I've got my papers, but— excuse me— if you
think them papers is going to keep 'em off
you ain't very well informed on the trading
business. For my part, | was countin’ on
a fair wind and a good head of steam.”

“1'd like to see your papers now, if you
please.”

Jeff rather expected the man to back
down, but instead he went straight to his
cabin and promptly appeared with the neces-
sary permits, duly signed, sealed and wit-
nessed. They were plainly genuine.

“They're all right,” Jeff admitted. “I
don’t see what you need of me. They show
absolutely that you are in your rights.”

“A lot of good that does me. Mr. Sharp,
I want your help— your private aid and your
influence officially—and I'm willing to pay
for it. Come on down below. I've got
something to show you. You never in your
life, | guess, saw anything like it.”

He turned, leading the way down a ladder
that led into the forward hatch. The ad-
vancing dawn had scarcely reached here yet,
but the captain’s lantern threw a yellow
gleam into a strange, lustrous darkness that
was no part of the gloom of the hold. Piled
about them high as a man could reach was
bale after bale of furs.

All sea otter. One of the
rookeries.”

Skinner’s eyes began to glitter and dance
in the gloom of the room. Molly, who knew
something about furs, gasped audibly; Jeff
was lost in the very beauty of the living,
quivering heaps.

“Oh, Lord, there must be two thousand
of 'em!” Skinner exclaimed.'

“Not two thousand. The bales aren’t as
big as they look. But there's a thousand,

last big
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with just a couple of skins extra. And
they're worth both our ships put together.”

“And a whole fleet besides. Four hun-
dred dollars was the last quotation for the
common run of skins.”

“These are extra large and fine.
bring that figure net. That's four hundred
thousand dollars. Captain Skinner, will 1
ever get into port with 'em?”

Captain Skinner shook his head so gravely
that every one present stopped the wheel

They'll

of their thoughts to look at him. Real
gravity was uncommon in this boisterous
Yankee skipper. “Cap'n, | doubt it

Though 1 could carry all those bales over in
a few loads of the dory, they'd sink any ship.
Violence and sudden death happens to
people with them things on their hands.”

“How about the American embassy at
Sitka? Can it protect 'em for me?”

“There ain't any American embassy at
Sitka. The only American flag in the town
is on this ship when she’s at the quay. My
friend here is the nearest thing to an Amer-
ican official around there, and his great in-
fluence is personal rather than official. Can
he protect 'em for you? Well, there are
places, places that has got kind of ac-
quainted with the American flag, where it
would go a long way toward protecting an
American’s property. | don't know about
Sitka. | must say | doubt it. But if any
American can keep 'em for you, Sharp here’s
the man. They know he’s powerful enough
to make 'em a lot of trouble; at least he
wouldn’t be as safe to bother as an unknown
skipper. He’'s close friends with the high
men of the company. Over and above all
this, he hails from a State where they don't
believe in giving up without a fight.”

“What do you think, Mr. Sharp?” Cap-
tain Cooper asked. “Do you think they'll
try to get 'em away from you?”

“1 know they won't,” was Jeff's emphatic
answer. “The idea is ridiculous. It's absurd
to think they'd bother you here, either, ex-
cept to ask to see your papers. | know
those skins are tempting, but the officials of
the Russian-American Company do not yield
to that kind of temptation.”

“Maybe so and maybe no. |I've heard
right smart about Baron Karl. Will you
take the skins off my hands?”

“If you want me to, yes. It might be

that they would be safer from piracy. You
will have to turn over your permits to me,
in case | was ever questioned.”

“l1 expected to do that. | only wish I
was confident as you are. But | know Baron
Karl, and | don’'t know you; and it looks to
me like my cake was dough.” He paused,
sighing. “Now here’s my proposition. You
and Captain. Skinner take these skins off
my hands, keep 'em for me, don't let any-
body know you got 'em till you have to, and
get 'em down to an American port soon as
possible.”

“1 think we can make a special trip down
there with ’em as soon as some repairs can
be made on my ship and we can fill her
bunkers,” Skinner told him.

“Good. They'll be some little trouble,
and some risk—maybe more'n a little. |
am going to make this thing worth your best
efforts. If you get these thousand skins
down to an American port where | can put
'em in safe hands, you get five hundred of
'em to divide between you.”

Captain Skinner made a queer clucking
sound; but aside from that, only his eyes
talked. Those bright Yankee eyes made
unmistakable appeal to Jeff. The latter
whirled to face Captain Cooper.

“Did you say five hundred skins to divide
between us, if we bring the batch through?”
he asked, steadily as he could.

“Yes. Half of 'em. Isn’t that fair?”

“Man, those five hundred skins are worth
two hundred thousand dollars!”

“Don’'t | know it? That's the contract
I'll make with you. Half of 'em left to me
is better than none of 'em. None of 'em is
what 1'd have when Baron Karl's crowd
found me here with 'em.”

“Of course you'll put the deal down in
black on white?” Captain Skinner suggested.

“Sure. You give me receipts for 'em in
exchange. Are you ready to take 'em? If
so, I'll have the boys lower the longboat.”

Jeff hurried out of the hold and into the
captain’s cabin, where in a few minutes all
arrangements for the transfer were com-
pleted. No wonder he was silenced and be-
wildered by this sudden tide of fortune, ex-
alted by new hope, keyed to a new interest
and zest for life. He was only human, and
he had tasted that bitter drink, the particu-
larly cankerous sort of poverty that is com-
monly called genteel; and no wonder his
outlook on life was now changed and bright-
ened. It seemed to him that the golden
harvest of this fur bringing was already
pouring over him. Never for a moment did
he doubt his ability to bring the skins
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through. He really believed that Cooper’s
fear was utter nonsense.

The crew of the Boston Dame was at once
set to work carrying the bales across in the
longboat, to be stored in the hold of the
Ethan Allen: an easy job soon done. Jeff
and his party returned to the latter ship,
and were soon ready to sail.

“Good luck, and don’t worry!” Jeff called
to Captain Cooper as the gray sea widened
between them. “Your skins will be safe.”

“1 ain’'t worrying,” the latter called back.
“1'm either busted or I'm rich. It's up to
you to do the worrying from now on.”

Such seemed to be the case. Bearing
down toward the harbor mouth was a large
ship, in the haze of distance apparently as
stanch and formidable as a man-of-war.
She paid no attention to the disabled vessel
in the harbor. Evidently her captain had
seen, through his glass, the passing back and
forth of the longboat between the two
American traders. She was headed straight
toward the Ethan Allen.

CHAPTER XV.

“i'm with youl!”

ALMOST at once Captain Skinner recog-
** nized the approaching ship as the
Queen, one of the Hudson's Bay Company’s
fleet and plainly in her rights. Barabara
Point and all of the Alaskan mainland north
to Cape Spencer was, by right of the treaty
of 1839, the great English company’s trad-
ing ground. Skinner noticed also that she
was a high-speed ship compared to his own
safe and steady vessel; and it might be that
this observation was a factor in his subse-
quent conduct. While it was true that from
time to time he had been known to run a
race, he firmly decided that such conduct
would now be extremely discourteous to the
British captain. Like an honest man with
nothing in particular to do, he steamed out
until he was some three miles offshore, and
headed into the sea with just enough power
to hold his own against the tide, waiting for
what might befall.

At length the Queen drew up in easy
shouting distance, and she too headed into

the tide. As far as Jeff could see, Captain
Skinner was not even watching her
maneuvers. He leaned comfortable on the

rail of his bridge, smoking peacefully and
making weather predictions for the next day.
It was not until the stranger captain began

to shout through his megaphone that the
old Yankee showed any knowledge of his
presence.

“Who are you and where bound?” the
Queen’s master called. His angry tone indi-
cated any one of several things, perhaps that
complications had risen in what seemed to
be a very simple, expeditious, and not to
mention profitable affair; perhaps merely
that Skinner's air of calm and indifference
had grated unpleasantly upon him.

“Schooner Ethan Allen, American reg-
istry, bound for Sitka,” was Captain Skin-
ner's reply. “Who are you?”

“Captain Lennox, of Hudson’s Bay Queen.
You took some of the cargo off the Boston
Dame, didn't you?”

“Yep. All what was any good.”

“We want to see the papers showing that
stuff isn't contraband. Heave to—we're
coming aboard.”

Captain Skinner took his pipe from his
mouth. It is a regrettable face that he spat
—seemingly with no shame— smack into the
sea. “Who's coming aboard?” he asked.

He was speaking quite softly now; and
there followed a curious rustle and stir
among the men of his crew. They began to
think that there might be something to this
business, after all. When the captain used
such a tone of voice it was usually indica-
tive of impending action, often of a dis-
agreeable sort.

“Myself and some of my men,” was the
answer. The decisiveness of his tone could
not be mistaken. Decisiveness is a British
quality that Skinner thoroughly respected;
and now he watched like an eagle the activi-
ties on the deck of the Queen.

Captain Lennox evidently wished to make
good time rowing across. No less than
twelve oarsmen preceded him into the long-
boat. Skinner waited very patiently until
they had pushed off, and until the morning
light glittered on certain instruments lean-
ing in easy reach of their hands. The crew
of the Queen was plainly prepared for an
argument. Each man carried a rifle and, in
case the debate waxed hot, a cutlass, that
time-honored and most effective sea argu-
ment at close range.

At this point Captain Skinner gave cer-
tain commands, in a voice not to be mis-
understood. He was not posing now. His
men leaped to obey, in a moment reappear-
ing on the deck with every piece of arma-
ment that the ship’s chests contained. They
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were told to load their rifles and line up at
the railing to await commands.

Skinner gave just one of his valuable
minutes to Jeff. “Go down and get your
rifle, Sharp, if you've got one,” he said. “It
looks to me like war. If you ain’t got a gun,
get one of those down there and line up with
the others.”

Jeff straightened, looking the skipper in

the eyes. “You can’'t do that, you know,”
he objected.

“1 can’'t, huh? Wait and see.”

“Those people probably are in their
rights.”

“1I'm in my rights, too. This is an Amer-
ican ship. No armed force is going to board
her on the high seas. A war was fought
on that point once before. A proud gent
like yourself would look fine in irons, down
below, while the ship went to London with
a prize crew!”

The approaching boat was in fair rifle
range by now, and again Skinner put his
megaphone to his lips. “If you want to see
my papers go back and leave those weapons
on your deck,” he called. “You can’t come
alongside with that armed force.”

Across the water they heard Captain Len-
nox speaking quietly to his men; and for a
moment they rested on their oars. “We're
not afraid of smugglers,” was the reply.
“We're coming alongside and wE're coming
aboard.”

Captain Skinner addressed no further
words to them. He turned to his crew and
gave his orders. His men were to stand
ready with their rifles, and when the long
boat was approximately sixty yards distant
Captain Skinner would command the first
volley. Thereafter they were to fire at will.
From their higher position, and being the
kind of riflemen who habitually pick their
targets instead of shooting in the enemy’s
general direction, it seemed probable they
could inflict numerous casualties. Since
Skinner was no longer careful to lower his
voice it was likely that his orders were over-
heard.

When he stopped speaking an ominous
silence enveloped all. There would not be
much more waiting. This whs the pause be-
fore the storm; and it could only endure a
few seconds more. The affair was rapidly
reaching a crisis; and indeed, it was only
the reluctance of either side to take the
offensive that had prevented bloodshed so
far. Both captains realized the possible far-

reaching consequences of such an encounter,
and therefore hesitated to give the command
to fire.

“We're going to board you,” Lennox
called. “I1fyou fire on us you do it at your
own risk.”

“At our risk let
Skinner's answer.
without dignity.
open fire.”

Jeff knew, just as the British captain
knew, that Skinner meant what he said.
This was no idle threat; and now there
seemed no further hope of peace. Every
alternate man of the longboat's crew had
now picked up his rifle, holding it ready to
aim and fire when Captain Lennox gave the
word. His tactics were now plain: half his
crew would keep the enemy engaged while
the other half rowed alongside, whereupon
his entire force would attempt to board. On
the deck of the Ethan Allen was heard the
grim sound of the cocking of rifles.

In another moment, it seemed, the first
volley would ring out over the hushed sea;
and how many souls would fly and how
many women weep before its far-carrying
echoes had died away, no man could dream.
At this range there was certain to be heavy
casualties on each side, even though the
battle stopped immediately thereafter. And
if there ever was a vain dream of foolish
men it was that any great question can be
decided with a single volley..

Jeff was aware of no sharp distinction
between right and wrong. Probably the
British captain felt justified in attempting
to board, with an armed guard, a possible
smuggler; certainly Captain Skinner be-
lieved in the inviolacy of his deck. It is part
of the old curse of strife that in hours like
these all abstract thought is clouded, and
men know neither right nor wrong: they
may only follow the blind dictates of their
hearts. In this stirring moment, as the
October clouds darkened above as if they
were the lowering wings of death—in this
momentary hush before the rifles spoke—
Jeff's heart led him into a strange, unex-
pected course.

At first the impulse was vague, but as the
tension increased and the crisis neared the
dim urge became an immutable command.
It grew within him as the low whistle of
the wind’s breath grows to a yelling climax,
as the long gusts sweep through the trees.
Yet not until he heard his own answer to

it be!” was Captain
His manner was not
“1f you come nearer, we'll
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Skinner’'s question did he know his own
mind.

“Open fire if they raise their rifles to
their shoulders,” he had just ordered his

men. Turning, he looked Jeff full in the
face. “You haven't your rifle, that | told
you to get.”

“No, | haven't got it,” Jeff answered. He
spoke in a low monotone, in the voice of one
overcome with wonder.

“Are you going to get it?
you with us or against us?”

At these words, and at his answer, a light-
ning flash seemed to illumine Jeff's sky and
sea and world. All at once he saw clear
and far. The time might come when the
light would dim and die, when bitterness
and hatred would shadow him again, but
now he knew the way.

“I'm with you, Captain Skinner!” he
cried. And he banged a heavy fist on the
railing of the bridge.

Sharp, are

CHAPTER XVI.
REACTION.

"I'HE crew of the Ethan Allen saw Jeff's
* stand, and were upheld by it; but to
none of these did it have a gleam of the
meaning known to the girl who watched
from the door of the pilot house. To Molly,
it was significant beyond her power to tell.
It was veritably an answer to her prayers.

Why, she did not know. She felt in her
heart that she was nothing to this man.
Conduct as a rule counts more with women
than abstract principle: yet this upholding
of principle on the part of Jeff had personal
meaning for her—and perhaps that was why
it was so dear.

Captain Lennox also was made aware of
Jeff's decision; and it possibly had a large
influence on his conduct. From his place in
the longboat he saw the young Southerner
leap to the deck, procure a rifle, and imme-
diately return to the bridge. It was true
that here he made a good target for the
enemy guns, but it was also an advantageous
lookout for a marksman, giving him a fine
vantage whence to direct his fire.

It did not occur to him to take his place
on the line. In this moment Jeff remem-
bered that he was an officer; and now at
the eve of battle he instinctively leaped to
the superior position. Over and above this,
it was wholly characteristic of the gallant
Confederate major to do more than he asked

of his men; and to expose himself freely to
fire if by so doing he could benefit his cause.

Such conduct not only inspires the men
who follow, but also lessens the resistance
of the enemy. On this present occasion
Jeff's gallantry had tangible influence on
Lennox and his men. The fact suddenly
went home to these brave Britishers that
the Yankees meant serious and certain busi-
ness. A man does not so expose himself to
fire unless his heart is in the battle with
him, and therefore a dangerous foe. If this
showed the attitude of the men of the Ethan
Allen it might pay to proceed with extreme
care.

There were other considerations which
helped shape Lennox’s course. He knew that
if the Yankees actually showed fight it would
be next to impossible to board from the
longboat. Finally, there remained the pos-
sibility that the cargo contained nothing of
great value. He was risking his life and
the lives of his men on a blind chance.

In any event, Captain Lennox changed
his mind. He gave the command to resume
rowing, and without crossing the danger
line Skinner had drawn, to return to their
ship.

“We'll get you yet, you freebooters,” he
told them cordially as the longboat moved
away.

The effect on the men on the deck of
the Ethan Allen was electric. The hard
gleam in Captain Skinner's sea-blue eyes
instantly softened and changed to a very
pleasant light of happiness— for indeed, he
knew that almost incomparable happiness of
a crisis past, a great disaster warded off.
Being the master and aware of that fact—
never forgotten by skippers of an older
school—he did not take part in the hilarity
on the deck, but he beamed down upon it
as a father beams'on his children’s play.
His men, stand-up fighters when the occa-
sion arose, had a very human and natural
dislike for whistling bullets, and now they
showed their delight at their escape. They
did not call insulting remarks to the British,
because they held them in the respect due
a worthy foe, but they pranced and they
danced, they gave imitations of Lennox’'s
actions and accents, and finally they joined
hands with the rapturous Molly and did an
extemporaneous dance that should have
been recorded for posterity.

The tall man who had stood exposed on
the bridge neither joined in the frolic nor
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shared in Captain Skinner's unspoken de-
light. So silent he stood, seemingly so self-
absorbed that at lari some of the joy-mad
sailors stopped their dance to look at him.
His cheeks were even more white than in
the moment of greatest danger. He looked
like one just wakened from sleep; and in-
deed that which he had just done seemed
more like a dream than fact.

He now realized that he had borne arms
under the Stars and Stripes! He had taken
the side of his foes against the South’s great
friends, the incomparable monarchy to which
he had proposed to pledge allegiance. In a
moment of hysteria and madness he had
renounced his own cause!

Was he made of no stronger stuff than
this? He was remorseful and embittered;
and what was worse, he felt disillusioned
and cheapened. He had known a great
pride, Jeff Sharp; and he was born of proud
people. No one could deny that. No one
could ever question the intense and mag-
nificent patriotism that had upheld so long
the Confederate armies in the war just gone.
When he had seen evidences of what he
thought to be backsliding on the part of the
Southern people— a tendency to forgive and
forget, and the beginnings of a new loyalty
to the Union now that their fervent section-
alism had begun to pass away—he was
angered and revolted. What could he say
now? He had thrown down the torch he
had held high. His life had been conse-
crated, he thought, to the Lost Cause; that
cause had been his staff and his altar, and
for its sake he had been willing to endure
poverty, exile to a foreign land, martyrdom
if necessary. He had lived by it, and it
had given his life aim and purpose. It was
true that many of the old Southern slogans
such as those concerning State rights, had
lately seemed rather unimportant; yet he
had still known what had seemed a death-
less loyalty to the idea of a noble aristoc-
racy, sustained by slavery, and he had felt
only contempt for a people’s government.
In a moment of crisis he had disavowed all
that he held dear.

He dreaded to see Molly climbing the
steps to the bridge to speak to him. He felt
that to be praised for what he deemed trea-
son was almost more than he could bear.
Sometimes he felt that this girl knew his
thoughts almost before he was himself aware
of them; but to-day she had no glimpse of
his mood. “It was just wonderful,” she told

him. The hushed tone with which she spoke
gave her trite words imponderable meaning.

He had never seen this gay, capable girl
so moved. In his images of her she was
always close to laughter; and it was amaz-
ing to see her so grave, even though she was
at the same time visibly exalted. Her eyes
alone moved him to wonder; strangely large
now, they were, and brimming with light
that seemed no part of the light of the sea
and the sky.

“1 can never tell you how much it meant
to me, and to us all,” she went on, smiling
gravely. “It was the finest thing | ever
saw.”

But so lost was he in bitterness and self-
anger that he looked at her unmoved. The
warm luster of her eyes could not thaw the
ice of his heart. His own gaze was cold,
and his lip curled in a smile of scorn. “I'm
afool,” he answered.

Puzzled, but still not daring to guess at
the truth, Molly shook her head. “Maybe
we're all fools, sometimes, willing to risk our
dear lives just for a dre- n; but it's a won-
derful kind of folly.” The girl was visibly
inspired. “It's the kind of folly that will
lift the people up from darkness.”

“I'm worse than a fool. I'm a traitor to
my own side,” he told her bitterly. “The
people!” he echoed with infinite scorn. “I
hate the people. It was the mob, the mob
idea, that destroyed all I loved!”

« “l am of the people,” she told him, her
eyes never leaving his. “I'm just one of
the mob.”

“And a patriot of a mob-ruled govern-
ment! | wish | had never heard of it.”

The girl did not misunderstand. It might
be that his wild words were mostly boyish
frenzy and extravagance; yet they showed
certain truths. The cut would not have
been so deep had he merely renounced the
nation that she held so dear—she was a
woman before she was a patriot—but he
had not been kind enough, even, to exclude
her.

She turned away, and walked very bravely
down the steps and across the deck. She
stopped and spoke, smiling, to a group of
the crew. She watched, for an instant, the
slowly moving shore line, seemingly ab-
sorbed in its dim and mysterious beauty.
But at last she went to her stateroom, shut
the door and closed the port, so that no ray
of light might come in and read what was
written on her face.
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CHAPTER XVII.

PURELY A MATTER OF FORM.

VTA"HEN Molly had gone, Jeff had a feel-
ing that he had rather overdone the
business on the bridge. Such emphasis as
he had expressed had hardly been called for.
He wished vaguely he had not covered so
much territory in his condemnations. Pos-
sibly his strong words to Molly did not in
the least palliate his disloyalty to the
South, but rather enhanced it, in that by so
speaking he had been false to the South’s
most treasured tradition, that of chivalry.

He was a tender-hearted boy; and very
soon he was really sorry that he had ex-
pressed himself so bluntly. He hoped he
had not hurt Molly's feelings. Of course a
brave, self-reliant girl like Molly was not
likely to be easily hurt; yet this fact did
not excuse his own inconsiderateness. How
really deep the hurt was Jeff Sharp did not
dream.

He found himself speaking politely to
Captain Skinner, who joined him on the
bridge. “Well, we got through that safely
enough, thanks to you and the boys,” the
skipper observed. “Jeff, that was a narrow
squeak. We pretty near lost our skins as
soon as we got 'em, and wouldn't that old
Boston skipper had a laugh on us then?—
only he'd laugh out of the wrong side of his
mouth.”

“l1 don’'t believe they would have taken
them,” Jeff answered, but with none of the
fire he had heaped on Molly.

Captain Skinner did not seem to hear
him. His thoughts were down in the hold
with the bales of glossy treasure. “It was

mighty lucky for us them Britishers didn't
know what we had,” he went on. “I don't
blame ’'em for not wanting to risk their
lives when they thought maybe they

wouldn't get nothing but a bunch of coarse
island fox and a couple of skunks to pay
for their trouble; but for a thousand sea
otter— my boy, we'd 'a’ been fighting yeti”
“l1 don’t believe we'd have had the least
trouble if we had let them come aboard in
peace,” Jeff argued. “I1 can’'t help but think
we took a serious risk in repelling them
when they were in their rights.”
“Well, you sure are hard to
They wasn't in their rights.”
“They had a right to come and see our
papers.”
“1n

convince.

admit that, but not to bring an

armed force alongside. You think Captain
Lennox would ha’ turned around and
stepped off polite and nice, and left them
furs in the hold? He'd laugh at you for
thinking any such foolishness. We'd be
mighty lucky if he wouldn't seize the ship
as a prize.”

“Of course his crew might have mutinied
at the sight of all those skins. [I'll admit
that such is possible. But I'm just as sure
as can be that no English gentleman like
Lennox would board us, ostensibly to see
our papers, and then seize our cargo by
force.”

“You don't know some of these here Eng-
lish gentlemen. A lot of 'em act like us
common folks when they see a thousand sea-
otter skins.”

“Well, we got through safely. We don't
have to fear anything at Sitka, at least. |
did not know Lennox, but I do know those
Russian noblemen.”

Captain Skinner did not argue the point,
but as he walked away he made a curious
snorting sound which Jeff could hardly in-
terpret. He seemed to infer that he took
all kinds of noblemen with a grain of salt.

If Jeff had doubted his own words cer-
tainly he was reassured when in an early
evening the Ethan Allen pushed again into

the Sitkan harbor. The picturesque old
Russian town lay dreaming in the twilight,
its lights subdued, its bold lines softened,

its roofs and spires blending into the dusk;
and its Old World charm and peace were for
all to know and love. The harsh, wild Alas-
kan background was forgotten, and to-night
this town belonged to old Europe instead of
raw America. It was a quaint and gentle
place; and crime and violence in connection
with it were simply unthinkable. Jeff de-
cided that Skinner was an alarmist of the
worst type, and that likely the skins were
as safe here as they would be in an Ameri-
can port.

The first day in Sitka seemed to bear out
this supposition. No one came to marvel
at the treasure in the hold. Life resumed
its normal, happy course except for one
minor change. Molly seemed to avoid his
presence. Somehow he had fallen into the
habit of spending a great deal of time in
her company; but this first day of his return
to Sitka he scarcely glimpsed her from
morning until night. It was a small mat-
ter to one of his tastes and interests, yet it
was annoying that she would absent herself
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on a day when he most needed her com-
pany. Why did he need it particularly to-
day? Because everything seemed to go
wrong, somehow, and the minutes took their
places like carriages in a parade— with long,
aggravating pauses in between.

She was doubtless in a huff from his ill-
selected words of the day before, but since
she was just Molly she would likely be her-
self again soon. He could hardly reconcile
a girlish sensitiveness with one so capable
and self-reliant, a tomboy and hale-fellow-
well-met like Captain Skinner’'s niece. EXx-
cept for his firm resolve to keep all thoughts
of his late madness out of his mind— his in-
explicable attitude in the crisis of two days
before— he would make some sort of apol-
ogy to her; but for the sake of his own
pride and self-satisfaction he could not bring
himself to mention the matter again. Any-
how, she would certainly be herself next
day.

He oelieved this as surely as he believed
in the continued safety of the otter skins.
The long afternoon had worn away, never
brightened with a smile or a moment of
gay talk from Molly, before he guessed that
he had been altogether too optimistic regard-
ing her. This was not the worst. When
another gray twilight lay over the sea he
was brought face to face with the fact that
he had been similarly optimistic in regard
to the otter skins.

Late in the afternoon the Queen had come
into port, and after the supper hour there
were official visitors on the deck of the
Ethan Allen. No less a personage than
Spaskii, the czar's commissioner, accom-
panied by Count Yanovisk and young Lord
Staritsa, came up the gangplank for a short
conference with Captain Skinner and the
American correspondent.

They were all exceedingly courteous, and
indeed were a courtly and polished trio.
They bowed low over Jeff's patrician hand,
as well as the horny appendage with which
Captain Skinner pulled lowly ropes. They
made pleasant remarks concerning the
weather, and urged that the Yankee sailor
and the Southern gentleman pay them early
calls. It was at this point in the proceed-
ings that Jeff felt a faint touch of annoy-
ance, almost of suspicion. It was wholly
fitting that Cavalier Spaskii should wish to
entertain him, but when he also invited this
hardy, ill-spoken Yankee sailor his sincerity

was open to question. It was also vexing
6A—POP.

to make out the dim form of Baron Karl,
tramping up and down the docks as if wait-
ing for the official party to return.

“As a mere matter of form we have pre-
sented ourselves to talk with you regard-
ing your dealings with Captain Cooper, of
the Boston Dame.” Yanovisk got to busi-
ness at last. “His majesty’s commissioner
will assure you it is a mere matter of form
only, yes?”

Spaskii could not speak English, but he
evidently recognized a cue. He said a few
words in soft, purring, soothing Russian.
Certainly— so Jeff thought he said— this

visit was a mere matter of form!

“You had certain negotiations with Cap-
tain Cooper, the commissioner understands,”
Yanovisk went on.

“1 understand so, myself,”
ner replied in obvious American.
about 'em?”

“As a mere trifle— a mere matter of form

Captain Skin-
“What

— we would like to see what cargo you re-
moved from his ship. This inspection is
required on all goods taken into Russian
America, to provide against importation of

contraband.
favor we should also most
papers as Captain Cooper
hands.”

He addressed these remarks to Jeff, who
answered before Captain Skinner could put
in a word. It would be quite like the old
sea dog, given to untoward suspicion of his
betters, to employ some sort of subterfuge
to conceal the otter skins from the Russians’
eyes, perhaps leading them to some other
part of the hold to show less valuable cargo.
Sometimes the barrel-chested Yankee
seemed well named. Jeff felt certain, how-
ever, that only trouble would result from
any attempt to deceive the officials— there
were likely other channels through which
they could learn the real nature of Cooper’s
goods— and besides, Jeff had no real reason
to suspect unfair dealing.

“Of course you may see the stuff,”
his reply. “It is immensely valuable and
we are trying to guard it with care. If
you want to take my word for it, instead of
climbing below, it is— a thousand sea-otter
skins.”

The two Russians who understood Eng-

If it meets with your esteemed
like to see such
put in your

was

lish did not speak, plainly, because they
could not. They were not used to such tid-
ings. In such moments the delicate mental

functions necessary to translate excited Rus-
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sian into courteous English were quite too
much for them.

Cavalier Spaskii was aware that some-
thing was going on beyond him. The star-
tled silence was significant, and in one glance
at his friends’ faces he was sure he had
missed a trick of which he should have
knowledge. He spoke a few Russian words
in a questioning and somewhat excited tone.

Yanovisk replied, stating the Russian
equivalent of a thousand sea-otter skins;
whereupon there were three noblemen in the

same strange pathological condition— no
longer courtly, no longer garrulous, but all
three temporary victims of instantaneous
paralysis.

Of course they recovered almost instantly,
but they had set Jeff to thinking. He could
understand how Count Yanovisk, a man of

humble means, might be stricken breathless
at the thought of a half-million haul of furs.
That Staritsa and Spaskii were similarly
stricken was unintelligible. He had ideal-
ized those men— at least he had tried to—
and their mercenary instincts shocked him.
Skinner, on the other hand, thought he un-
derstood perfectly. An old seafaring friend
of his had once told him that, contrary to
rumor, Americans were less gold crazy than
any people in the world, and that for sheer
excitement .at the sight of some actual
money the foreign count led all the rest; and
now Skinner believed him.

Staritsa seemed to be particularly af-
fected. He was the last man of the three
to make complete recovery. Did he not
know it was never becoming to one of noble
blood to show such base interest in mere
wealth? Could he not remember that high
birth put him above such thoughts? And
now Jeff was not only shocked, but vaguely
uneasy, too. There was suddenly a most
disconcerting gleam in Staritsa's eyes.

Neither this, nor the little hard lines on
the young Muscovite's face, or yet his in-
tense preoccupation were lost on Captain
Skinner. The latter paid no more attention
to the Russian-American conversation. He
watched Staritsa.

“Prime?” Yanovisk asked suddenly.

“Yes. They seem to be first class,
all mature otters.”

“Our Lady of Kazan!”

Shortly after this Spaskii bowed himself
away, but obeying his look, neither Staritsa
nor the governor’'s secretary followed him.
He seemed to have forgotten the formality

and

of looking over Captain Cooper’'s permits.
However, he was gone only a few minutes,
during which Staritsa and Yanovisk looked
at the furs.

Not long thereafter they heard the thump
of heavily shod feet on the dock, and certain
hoarse and unintelligible commands battered
into the hush of the twilight. Four Russian
soldiers, armed with muskets and bayonets,
marched up in the command of a corporal.
They came to a noisy order arms just below
the plank.

Even Captain Skinner, scarcely famous
as a pacifist, did not so much as consider
offering resistance to the Russian half squad.
He was in the Sitkan harbor and therefore
subject, within certain limits, to the offi-
cials of the port; and besides, he could not

whip the entire Alaskan garrison. As yet
he did not know the run of the cards, so
he quietly awaited the next deal. His only

regret was that he had ever returned to
Sitka; yet if he had read aright the smoke
on the horizon behind him no other course
had been open. The Queen was a fast ship,
and she had some long-range guns. Jeff also
waited, and a spark that had lit in each
of his black eyes was of deep significance
to Skinner.

Cavalier Spaskii advanced up the gang-
plank, and bowing profusely, spoke a few
words which Yanovisk immediately trans-
lated. “His excellence begs your indulgence
for his absence of a moment ago, yes,” the
latter explained. “He compliments his
friends from the great American republic.”

“What else?” Captain Skinner asked, evi-
dently failing to appreciate the fine points
of the Russian’s address.

“He says he is most regretful, but for the
time being, until the goods can be legally
cleared, he is required to post a guard of
four Russian soldiers over the ship— purely
as a matter of form.”

CHAPTER XVIII.
THE CHALLENGE.

VI/H E N the official conference was all but

" over and the three Russians were
about to take their departure, Yanovisk
asked to see Captain Cooper's papers,

thereby disproving Skinner's prophecies that
no one would so much as glance at them.
For once the old captain had surely mis-
judged the high-born Muscovites. Going
into the captain’s quarters, they not only
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looked at the permits and charters, but read
all the fine print on the backs of the sheets
and otherwise examined them with minute
care. Yet their interest in the documents
was no great triumph for Jeff. In the first
place, reading them did not cause the gover-
nor to dismiss the guard. In the second,
the incident itself was not without certain
disquieting aspects.

As Yanovisk bent over the papers Staritsa
spoke swiftly in Russian, a remark of course
unintelligible to Captain Skinner and to Jeff.
Yanovisk glanced toward Spaskii, saw him
nod, and continued his reading with every
sign of added interest. Yet it did not seem
to Jeff that he was looking up some doubt-
ful point. His absorption in the papers
looked now like pretense, and fully on guard
he waited for enlightenment. It was not
long in coming.

“They seem quite correct, your excellency,
yet | would like to suggest further scru-
tiny,” Yanovisk began. “Mr. Sharp says
himself that he does not personally know
Captain Cooper, and it is our custom under
such circumstances to make most complete
investigations.” He turned to Jeff. “You
will not mind if | take these papers to my
quarters to examine them at my leisure,
yes?”

Jeff got up and with grave dignity took
the documents from the Russian’s hands.
“l would prefer to keep them on the ship,”
he said.

“Yes— we won't,” was Captain Skinner’s

comment.
Staritsa moved into the center of the
group; and there was nothing about him to

suggest the gallant, courtly nobleman of an
hour before. “Your excellency, | believe
you have the authority to seize those pa-
pers, if the American does not yield them
freely.”

Jeff's answer was to slip a band about
the documents and put them in his pocket.

“You've got no more right to seize them
than my crew has to seize you— and heave
you head over heels over the railing,” Cap-
tain Skinner observed pleasantly. “And
just about as much chance.”

All three Russians eyed Skinner intently,
and undoubtedly they received impressions
not altogether favorable. He did not ap-
pear to realize that he came of an inferior
nation; and indeed, he might create some
little disturbance before submitting to their
own noble wills. They observed that his

face was lighted with a cheery smile— in-
deed, a smile of encouragement— but some-
how they were disinclined to take advantage
of it. Jeff, who should know better, seemed
likewise unimpressed by their several high-
nesses. There was also a look about his lips

that boded no good. Perhaps it might be
well to postpone the interview until a more
likely time-

The commissioner bowed, stood up, and
speaking a Russian farewell, led the way out
of the cabin. A moment later the trio strode
down the gangplank and disappeared. The
four soldiers took their posts on the deck.

Jeff and Skinner, left once more to their
own devices, eyed each other in silence. The
latter’'s grim and deadly smile slowly
changed to a grin of real amusement; and
presently he cackled, a strange sound in
that cabin hushed and breathless in the
aftermath of the crisis just passed.

“It’'s not very funny, | should say,” Jeff
remarked gravely. “We're virtually pris-
oners on your own ship.”

“Sure. They weren’'t going to take any
chance on us getting away some time in the
night with them otter skins. | was laugh-
ing at the mess we've let ourselves in for.
My boy, we’'ll be lucky to get out of here
with our own skins.”

“Of course if we had let him have the
documents we would never have seen them
again.”

“Sure not. The next thing, they'd con-
fiscate the fur and maybe the ship, and
when you registered a kick through Uncle

Sam they'd say there never was no papers.
They'd make out they caught you trading

with the natives.”
“This is all Baron Karl's work. 1 think
M aksoutof is pretty much all right. Now

what's going to happen, Captain Skinner?”
“You know as well as | do; but we're not

licked yet. Who knows?— maybe an Ameri-
can gunboat will come into the harbor.
Lord, how 1'd love to see one.”

On serious reflection, Jeff decided that

he’'d rather like to see one himself.

“What comes next?” This was the ques-
tion that was frequently on Jeff's lips in the
next few days. These days were entirely
calm, the business of the town moved quietly
ahead, and except for the presence and peri-
odical change of the guard there was noth-
ing to remind him of the delicate situation
brought about by the acquisition of the otter
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fur. But official Alaska had not forgotten
him. Skinner never guessed that it had.

On the afternoon of the fourth day Jeff
was called to a conference at the executive
mansion; but although he was on guard Jeff
could not detect a single suspicious circum-
stance in connection with the meeting. The
furs were not even mentioned, but only some
matters dealing with America -which Mak-
soutof and himself had discussed before.
Staritsa came in about five, and seeing that
the two Muscovites wished to confer, Jeff
immediately left. As he walked down the
hill he met Baron Karl and Templeton, the
Englishman, on the way up.

Except when a deep bias blinded him,
Jeff was ordinarily not slow in perceiving
ulterior motives; but now it actually did not
occur to him that there might be collusion
behind this meeting. It seemed the most
natural thing in the world. He assumed
that these men were also on their way to
confer with the government head. Perhaps
because Maksoutof had quieted his fears,
perhaps because he still had utmost faith in
Templeton, he willingly paused to exchange
a few words with the two men; and he was
not particularly on guard.

“Here is the new fur lord, | understand,”
Templeton remarked pleasantly. “You
Americans certainly trust each other— to
hand about among yourselves a million
rubles in otters.”

Karl's remark seemed a natural develop-
ment of his friend’s idea. “Americans are
a trusting race, is it not?” He smiled pleas-
antly. “Innocent, honest backwoodsmen
trusting everybody— and not forgetting to
expect every one to trust them in return,
yes? And then when we trust them— well,
you know what happens.” He made a sug-
gestive motion with his strong, deft hand.

Jeff had been twitted before about Yankee
shrewdness— a trait which he, a Southerner,
indignantly disclaimed— but he hardly
thought that this was playing the game. |If
this was a joke, it was a poor one. “Your
relations with Americans have not been
happy?” he suggested.

“Americans are overly— what you say—
appreciative, of the trust that monarchs and
governors give to special correspondents and
so on,” Karl went on. “By arranging with
their fellows they can manage to turn the
freedom allowed them into a handsome
profit. Naturally, as you suggest, Temple-
ton, good business demands that they keep

trust with each other during these opera-
tions. What is the saying about honor
among— how does it proceed?”

This was so bald, the insult so perfectly
apparent, that Jeff actually wondered
whether he had heard right. In any case,
it seemed impossible to ignore the remark.
“The expression is— ‘honor among thieves, ”
Jeff replied quietly. He was only slightly
pale, and with his cane he accurately struck
off the top of an outlaw weed. “Do you
mean to tell me that you and your friends
do not retain even this?”

Templeton’s smile showed plainly that
this thrust was not lost on him. A bold,
resolute, none-too-scrupulous man, this Eng-
lishman was not without a sporting sense
that he never quite left behind him, a trait
of all his breed. He liked fast and clever
work, and even such deadly games as this
had their entertainment for him.

Karl's eyes flashed; and his manner
showed that Jeff's prompt reply had taken

him somewhat by surprise. He turned to
his friend. “Templeton, was that remark
merely an instance of a rail splitter’s usual

clumsiness at social conversation, or was it
some sort of a veiled implication?” he asked.
“l wish to be sure of my ground before |
go ahead.”

“You are perfectly free to go ahead,”
Jeff told him casually, “any way you like.”

“Good! I haven’'t seen you in such an
agreeable mood since the night we met in
the governor’s gardens. By the way, Sharp,
I have never heard from you in regard to
the subject that came up that night.”

“No. You have been reticent about it
yourself.”
“1 take it, then, you merely wished to

postpone the matter until such time as you
could give it your attention? You are still,
I trust, in the same mind?”

Jeff's hands shook, but by putting them
behind him, he hid-them from the sight of

his foes. He was ashamed of their slight
tremor. “1 am at your disposal any time
you wish,” he said.

A look of triumph overspread Karl's face.
“Good! I shall enjoy meeting you. Shall
it be to-morrow, just after sunrise?”

“That will be entirely to my satisfaction.”

“Up Kolosh Ryeka Trail, beyond the
Governor's Walk?”

“Yes. That seems a favorite place for
your operations, Baron Karl.”
“Indeed? | shall ask Mr. Templeton to
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be my second, and any further negotiations

may be carried on between him and the
person you choose to represent you. Per-
haps it might be well now, however, con-

sidering the shortness of time, to appoint a
master of ceremonies. Perhaps you, Mr.
Templeton, could suggest a friend of both
myself and Mr. Sharp, yes?”

“l would suggest our
Staritsa,” the Englishman
known as a sportsman.”

“He is satisfactory to me,” Jeff told him.

“And to me,” Karl agreed. His face was
startlingly pale except for the red wound.
“Perhaps you will find out also, Temple-
ton, whether Mr. Sharp prefers sabers or
pistols. | believe it is his right to choose.”

“Pistols,” Jeff told them.

“It should be a very pleasant adventure
for every one concerned,” remarked Tem-
pleton.

mutual
replied.

friend,
“He is

CHAPTER XIX.
THE PLOT.

Jeff continued on his way down the

hill he was able to estimate his true
position. There was no chance of further
self-deception. He had walked into a trap
and the jaws had snapped home.

He realized now that this meeting on the
hill had been carefully staged. Whether
Maksoutof was a party to the conspiracy
he did not know— he believed he was not—e
but certainly Staritsa was; he had purposely
arrived a minute or so ahead of his friends
so that they might have an opportunity to
encounter Jeff as the latter descended the
hill.

He had been forced into the snare partly
by the machinations of his enemies, mostly
by his own tragic, all-compelling pride. Oh,
they had known how to take advantage of
this pride! Karl had been careful to stage
the meeting in Templeton’'s presence, thus
making it certain that the Southerner would
not ignore his insults. The plan had worked
well. Although Jeff had known the Rus-
sian’s reputation as a duelist, and that this
was nothing less than a murder plot, it had
been beyond his power to avoid or decline
the challenge.

An affair of honor! Romantic youth
though he was, he laughed at the thought.
There was no more honor in this thing Karl
had plotted than in an assassination by a
footpad. There was less: the footpad ran
the gantlet of the law, while Karl was care-
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ful to remain within the law. The footpad’s
victim had some sort of a fighting chance
while Karl, secure in his own tried skill,
meant that Jeff should have none at all.
The stakes in either case were something
of the same nature. The Southerner was
no longer deceived. Not honor, .not revenge,
but a cargo of otter skins was the certain
target for this shooting on the hill.

Yet Jeff could not turn aside. Knowing
all that he did know, it was not in him to
run away. Such was the price of his pride.

Karl had arranged everything to his own
satisfaction. Jeff had permitted him to
name— through a confederate— really to ap-
point the master of ceremonies; and his
choice was that of a man whom the former
mistrusted and disliked. This seemed only
a minor point, yet it increased the odds
against him. Questions might possibly arise,
the decisions on which would be vital to
Jeff's chances; and the chance for fair play
on these was long and far. It was absurd
to deny that Staritsa was biased in Karl's
favor. Indeed, he was one of the conspira-
tors who had forced Jeff into the duel, and
without doubt would share in the plunder
in case of the Russian’s victory.

For one instant Jeff found himself ques-
tioning the virtue and justice of a system
that could sustain a man like this in a place
of glory and power. There was one fear,
however, that Jeff was spared: actual be-
trayal on the dueling field itself.

He did not doubt but that he would be
given the duelist’'s chance— almost hopeless
though it was against a superior opponent—
and this was an immeasurable consolation
to the youth who to-morrow, far from his
own people, must play a lone, deadly game.
He felt secure in this, partly because his
faith in princes was not yet dead— even a
degenerate nobleman, he thought, could not
stoop to black betrayal of the old, honored
code of fairness to a foe— and partly be-
cause Karl was perfectly secure in his own
prowess. Such had been the Russian’s rec-
ord that, without recourse to base trickery,
he could surely rely on victory over this in-
experienced adversary. In this lay Jeff's
one hope, and he had seen or heard nothing
to make him forsake it.

Some of his ideals lived in him yet; and
kind circumstance had made no provision
that to-night they should perish. N o
strange coincidence brought him under a
certain window of the governor’'s house, to
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overhear an enlightening conversation. Only
the old ghosts that haunted the garden and
often hovered at the casements to survey the
scenes where once they had known life and
laughter, heard the hushed words; and they
could not carry them to Jeff's ear.

The darkness hid the speakers, sitting in
a side room; and the sound creeping out was
as of two disembodied voices. The language
used was an old tongue from beyond the
sea; and sometimes the ghosts were chilled
with cold gusts of laughter.

“So everything turned out well— just as
you planned! You are a genius, my friend.
It is by all means the best way.”

“1 think so. It will look better to cer-
tain people in St. Petersburg— it saves us
trouble and embarrassing explanations. You
are to be master of ceremonies, as we

planned. Templeton is my second. | don't
know who his second will be.”

“How did he seem to take it? Terrified,
I'll warrant.”

“To tell the truth, he took it with con-

siderable spirit. That
can’'t understand. I expected him to ac-
cept; he was virtually forced into it, and
as you know, he prides himself on knowing
the code— on being a gentleman; but |
didn’'t expect him to be so easy, and | was
surprised how calm he seemed. He is either
a braver man than | give him credit for,
or very self-confident.”

“Of course he has seen considerable fight-
ing. The Civil War was no backyard squab-
ble. I should say the explanation is that
he is unaware of your reputation.”

“No. 1 don’'t think he can be. The girl
on the ship)— Molly, they call her— seems to
know a good deal about me— probably be-

is the one thing |1

cause of an idle feminine curiosity— and
probably she has repeated everything to
him.”

“1 can think of only one other explanation
—a rather disquieting one.”

“1 know what you mean.
is confident of winning.”

“Precisely. That he has had such ex-
perience with a pistol that he thinks he can
beat you at your own game.”

“And you say, it is a disquieting possi-
bility?”

“1t is at least a possibility, fasten, my
friend. You know there is no one who has
greater confidence in you than I; otherwise
I would not have followed you into this
wilderness after the scrape in Moscow. But

You think he

how do we know about this American? You
know what Lennox told us; how he climbed
on the bridge in plain view of the riflemen
and stood--—--—---- 7

“Perhaps he is just a fool. Perhaps his
seeming bravery is merely folly.”

“Perhaps, but Lennox did not get that
idea. He is a soldier, in the first place— a
major whose service was so distinguished
that Lennox heard of it in England.”

“Even a little bravery might carry far
in an army of rail splitters.”

“Just the same, what do we really know
of him? Let me bring up another point.
Have you ever heard of the gunmen who
throng the American frontier?”

“Who hasn't! You don’'t think it pos-
sible----—---- 7

“1 think it entirely possible! I don't
mean that he is, strictly speaking, a gun-
man, but he may know how to handle a

pistol in a way that would surprise us. You
know that the best duelist in Europe could
not stand against one of those plainsmen
whom the archduke described. How do we
know he doesn’t know that game? It must
be considered!”

“By our lady, perhaps he does know!”

“It would be a sweet thing, would it not,
for you to fall with a bullet through your
throat in combat with an American plow-
boy? It would be a fine tale to tell around
St. Petersburg. And | would play false to
you if I did not urge the possibility of it
occurring.”

“You have done exactly right. I am
careless about such things. But what good
does it do to tell me, my friend, unless
you can also suggest a remedy?”

“There is no remedy, as long as you both
stand up and shoot. It does no good to
urge you to take special precautions, be-
cause a man who gambles with his life al-
ways does take precautions— even if there
is a country dolt behind the engaging pis-

tol. You know, my friend, accidents some-
times occur. The only remedy that is sure
is— one that is sure.”

“You mean some such little assurance as
no powder in the fellow’s gun?”

“Yes. No powder in the cap, which is
better. A cap can be easily lost in the
grass, but an empty gun is conspicuous by
its emptiness. I have often devoted idle
thought to such problems as this, and have
hit upon several safe means of solving
them.”
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“Perhaps they occurred to you after your
little affair in Moscow.”

“Quite likely. Sometimes they are diffi-
cult to put into practice, but not when one’s
best friend is master of ceremoniesl The
only difficulty that remains is— a certain
natural reluctance to employ such tactics
thus to protect oneself. You know, |1
would be the last one in the world to sug-
gest such an artifice in an affair of honor;
but you would think me a comedian if |
should refer to to-morrow’s affair in that
light. The laws of chivalry have always
held that a duel can only exist between men
of the same station; that when an engage-
ment occurs between people of opposite sta-
tion— | mean between a noble and a peasant
— it cannot be called a duel. Therefore it
seems to me that we are under no obliga-

tion to observe the duelist’'s code. To-mor-
row's engagement is simply an expedient,
and you know that fact as well as | do.”
“You argue the case very well. In fact,
you have me convinced. There is no rea-
son why, in a case like this, we shouldn’t
make assurance doubly sure. But, little
brother, we must have safety. Safety for

you as well as for me.”

“Leave that to me. There will not be the
slightest risk. We shall load both pistols
and the czar himself may look at them later
and find nothing wrong. It will be no fault
of ours if the percussion cap used in firing
the enemy pistol proves defectivel As you
know, sometimes inferior caps are fabri-
cated, and this one— to our great sorrow—
will contain no powder.”

“And later, when the seconds make ex-
amination, they will find that the man was
felled before he had time to fire his own
weapon?”

“To be sure. The worst that could pos-
sibly happen would be that they should pick
out the defective cap and examine it, but
even in that case we could plead entire inno-

cence. However, that would be bungling.
No such thing will occur. The moment you
fire 1 will run to the man’s side and will

snatch up the weapon to see that there
has been no foul play. As | look at it the
cap will fall out and will not be seen again,

and if necessary the weapon itself can be
recocked to indicate that it has not been
fired. | will put it into the second’s hands

before he has had time to more than glance
at his man, and he will never even question
but that everything has been entirely regu-

lar and fair. The only precaution is— you
must not miss! In that case he might hear
his gun misfire, would investigate, and would
of course refuse to go ahead with the duel
on the grounds of conspiracy. You must
take your time; otherwise all trouble
would be for nothing.”

“Don’'t worry about me. Make the duel
at ten paces and | won't miss. | can drive
a nail at that distance, almost. Now about
Templeton. He would have to be informed
of the plan in order to insure its proper
execution— and Templeton might not see
this thing the way we do.”

“1'm quite sure he would not see it the
way we do. These Britons have queer ideas
as to the fitness of things— especially when

our

a contest is involved. | fear we will have
to leave out Templeton.”

“Then we give up the plan?”

“Most certainly not. I will have the
pistols in charge, and when | offer them

the seconds will naturally select the nearest
pistol to them in the case. What more is
needed? The fewer who know about our
plan the more certain its success— and the
less danger of an unpleasant tale getting
back to our royal master in Petersburg, to
whom too many unpleasant tales have al-
ready gone. If by some great mischance
Templeton or the enemy second should
reach to the farther pistol, instead of the
nearer, and | see no easy way to get them
to change, | shall simply suggest that both
men examine their weapons thoroughly be-
fore engaging— like the zealous master of
ceremonies that 1 am. When you examine
yours the cap will accidentally fall out, and
you shall ask me to provide another. Of
course in that case it will be— the best man
wins.”

“You are certainly thorough, my son! |
give you more honor than ever. It seems,
then, that everything is arranged.”

So it seemed. Evidently no effort had
been spared to make to-morrow’s affair an
overwhelming success for every one con-
cerned. The old ghosts whimpered in the
darkness outside the window, but they were
but airy dreams of the glory and strength
they once had been; and the movement of
events was beyond their power to influence.
Meanwhile Jeff walked the Sitkan streets,
unaware of such gray forms as might now
be walking beside him and trying so vainly
— perhaps in atonement for wrongs done in
their own brief hours, when time was a mov-



88 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

ing river passing them by, instead of a
silent sea on which they sailed at will— to
make their whispered voices heard. For

all he knew he was utterly, eternally alone.

CHAPTER XX.

SURRENDER.
1V/IUCH cruel disillusionment had been
Jeff Sharp’s portion in the last few

days. He had lost much and he had gained
nothing to take the place of that which he
had lost. Many of his fondest precepts had
been proven untrue. Many of his gods had
shown feet of clay. Now, in this bitter hour
of an October night, some of his own self-
belief passed away not to return.

He was so proud, this Sharp. He could
never, since his childhood, admit defeat. He
had built a strong house to shut himself in,
in the black days following his return from
Lee’'s army— a house of estrangement, of
scorn, most of all of stern, unconquerable
pride— but now it was falling down about
his head. Now he had learned that the
mere desire to believe a thing did not make
it true; that reality followed him even into
his secret castle of dreams.

He had never tasted real loneliness be-
fore; and he had never known how bitter it
was. In this last night before the dawn of
his destiny he knew only too well. For the
first time in his life there was no friend to
seek, no hand to touch. It was good to go
into battle for a high cause with cheering
comrades at his side; but the way was cheer-
less and dark when he must walk alone.
The men to whom he had offered friendship
had either refused it or had so fallen in his
estimation that they were no longer accept-
able as friends. In all this town of Sitka,
the abode of noble gentlemen from beyond
the seas, he knew of no one whom he could
ask to stand beside him, as his second, in
to-morrow’s hour of trial.

The Russians all wanted him to lose.
They coveted his furs. Captain Skinner he
had belittled, patronized, and lorded it over
throughout their acquaintance; he had felt
scorn for him in his heart even if he had
not shown it in his conduct, and he could
not ask his help now he was in need. It
was not that he feared Skinner’s refusal.
The old Yankee would not only serve to the
best of his ability, but probably start a
few duels on his own account if the fight
went against his young charge. Jeff was

simply too proud even to let him know
about the duel with these men he had ex-
alted, much less to ask his assistance against
them.

It came to him with a poignant sense of
loss that there was still another whose help
would be precious to him but whom he could
not ask. This was a certain companion of
these past stirring weeks, a steadfast com-
rade who had served not only as his second
but as a stanch ally in a previous affair of
honor on the Kolosh Ryeka Trail. The
help she could give him was moral only; yet
he wanted it as he had wanted few things

in his life. Perhaps that was the trouble
with Jeff; he had never known, until this
hour, what real longing was.

Everything would be quite different if he
could talk over the affair with her; if he
could walk out in the dawn to meet Baron
Karl with her Godspeed lingering in his ears
and the memory of that strange light, seen
now and again in her eyes, guiding him on.
Yet now when he needed her most he could
not have her. He had estranged her with
vain, foolish words.

Yet he was too proud to go to her with
an admission of his vanity and folly. Again
his great pride had come between him and
peace. The trait once had been his secret
boast— he had taken a childish satisfaction
in it—and he had regarded it as a birth-
right, an obligation owed to himself. Now
he thought about it, he had always been
conscious of great self-debts; he had owed
himself this and that, he must take this
stand or that one because such was his due
or was seemly to one of his exalted place.
Could it be that in his zeal to do his duty
to himself he had forgotten duty to others?
In flaunting the banner of his pride had his
standard of service fallen in the dust? In
building his high tower had he missed his
shift in the common work crew who built
for all humanity? In gathering to himself
ramparts to sustain his station had he lost
much that was priceless and that could not
be regained?

Perhaps he should have given more
thought to this. It might be that the time
had come to forget himself and to remem-
ber some one else. His great pride had not
humbled his enemies, but had only estranged
his friends. It had not hurt those who had
hurt him, but had cut to the quick those
who had meant well by him, those who
might have loved him and helped him. Per-
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haps the hour was at hand to put
and to seek some other faith.

As this thought gleamed, like a star, in
the darkened universe of his mind, he
changed his course and turned down toward
the sea. He made straight toward the old
quay where the Ethan Allen was lying. It
seemed to him that considering the cloudy
night and the dim oil lights the path was
amazingly plain to see and follow.
almost light.

There was no hesitancy in his step now;
only a trembling, boyish eagerness that once
might have shamed him. He wondered how
he had failed to miss this path until now.
It was the plainest thing, lying waiting for
him to take now he had passed through
the iron gate. He had stumbled about in
the fearful dark, like a lame child, and all
the time the happy road was open. He
could hardly keep his feet from running as
he proceeded.

He crossed the quay and walked up the
plank to the deck of the American ship.
Captain Skinner was taking his ease on the
deck, smoking his clay pipe; but Jeff gave
no sign of pausing to talk. He did, however,
call to him as he walked past.

“Where's Molly?”

“l don’'t know. In her stateroom, | reckon.
Where you been and where you going so
much in a hurry?”

Except that he went aft in the direction
of Molly’'s stateroom Jeff made not the least
response. Followed by the skipper’'s won-
dering stare he went down a short flight of

it by,

It was

steps, into a passage, and halted before a
stateroom door.

“Who's there?” a voice called at his
knock. It was incredible to him that he

had ever, by vanity and folly, let this voice
be shut away from him when it was so real
a need.

“Jeff,” he told her. In the long pause
after he spoke he thought he could hear her
troubled breathing, so deep a spell of si-
lence had been cast over the ship that
floated on the dark sea, in this hushed, dark
night. At first the girl seemed unable to an-
swer him.

“Are you sure,
seeing me?”

For an instant he felt the throttling hand
of his pride— lifted up again to hold him
aloof and from the comfort of surrender—
but he tore it away. He could not deny her
her moment of pretended aloofness.

Jeff, that you care about

“Molly, I'm sure,” he told her.
come to ask help.”

He knew that these words would open the
door. He knew also that they atoned as
far as he ever could atone for his slight to
the girl a few days before; they revealed the
fullness of his surrender.

There is nothing so effective in dispelling
clouds of suspicion and enmity as a request
of this kind. Molly opened the door, wide
as it would go. Jeff bowed his erect head
and stepped through.

She looked at him breathlessly, and as his
eyes met hers he saw that she was pale,
drawn, and worn looking as he had never
expected her to be. Somehow he had never
thought that her bright tints could fade or
that pain could shadow her eyes and track
over her face; so capable she seemed, so
self-reliant that he had deemed her beyond
the possible reach of pain. She had always
ridden boldly above all disaster and unto-
ward circumstance; but now he knew her as
a childlike, stumbling, fragile human being
just as he himself was. This fact brought
her nearer to him.

“1've

She was plainly startled by his coming;
but now she had a look of disbelief, too, as
if an impossible, glorious thing was coming
true before her eyes. And indeed, the bow-
ing of this proud man— the change since she
last saw him— had to be numbered among
the few miracles that her life had known.

“l was a cad on the bridge that day,
Molly,” he told her simply. “I1 didn't mean
anything against you. I couldn’'t bear to
leave you without saying this.”

“Are you leaving?” She seemed almost
unable to shape the words.

“1'm meeting Karl in a duel to-morrow,
and since | probably won’'t live to see you
again— | want to be sure that you have for-
given everything.”

CHAPTER XXI.
jeff's second.
IN a few brief sentences Jeff told of to-
T morrow’s crisis, of the challenge and his
acceptance. Molly was pale when he came
in, but that mere absence of her usual gay
color was not to be compared with this
stark, chalk whiteness in which her eyes
now burned. At last she stopped him by
her hand, icy and leaping, touching his.
“You can't, you can't, Jeff!” she told him,
shaking her head and searching his eyes.
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“You must not do this thing! If you won't

stop on my account, you must remember
your duty here, for Americal! Jeff, you
must go away to-night.”

He smiled gravely at her zeal. “Molly,

you wouldn’'t have me run away! You
couldn’'t bear to have one of your country-
men show the white feather!”

“Oh, you can’'t mean this.” Her hands
groped again at his. “Don’'t you see your
life isn’'t your own now, and you have no
right to risk it? You have your work to
do— to put through this big thing you were
sent up here to do. You can't betray that
trust!”

His rounding eyes showed his amazement.
“Molly, do you know my real purpose up
here?”

“Of course.
guessing it

How could 1 keep from
in these weeks we have been
together? Jeff, you must escape from here
to-night. I'll find a way.”

“1f there were a thousand ways of escape
I couldn’t take one of them. | can no more
avoid that duel now than | can avoid breath-
ing. You don’'t understand and 1 can't
make you understand, but just the same,
the keeping of that contract with Karl is
the first law of my life. It is a matter of
honor more sacred to me than anything else
in the world.”

“Oh, what do | care for your idea of
honor? I only know you are walking up
there deliberately to be killed by an assas-
sin. You say yourself it was a trap.”

“A trap that | walked into and can't
walk out of. Now | must see the thing
through. Not only my honor— which you
make light of— but my self-respect is at
stake. Please don’'t ask me not to go, Molly.
I'll have to go anyway. It won't make it
any easier.”

“l know you'll go, well enough.” Her
tone now had changed to one of profound
bitterness. Suddenly she realized that her
tears were wasted on him; and this was not
a mere belief— otherwise she would kneel
at his feet, if need be— but unqualified con-
viction; he would go to meet his man in
spite of her. She could not change him.
Though men are children in women’'s hands
in some things, in others— strange, witless
things in women’s eyes— they are like iron.
“Men will always go to fight, no matter if
their own babies plead with them to come
back. What do you care for us— what does
any man care for any woman, when she gets

in the way of some wicked thing he wants
to do!”

She looked up with blue eyes flashing with
the light of her vision. He took her flut-
tering hand and held it in his.

“You don’'t understand,” he told her. “I
suppose women never can understand about

this. But you haven’t interpreted this thing
right, Molly, though | suppose | can’'t con-
vince you. | came here to get your good

wishes before I go into the night.”

“And | give them, with all my heart. But
that won’t turn his bullets away from you.”

“You don't know. | want to be sure you
forgive me, everything.”

“Yes, everything. Even going, Jeff, in
spite of my prayers. We always forgive
you, even when you are going to throw away
a life that doesn’'t belong to you.”

“But I'm not going to throw away my
life.” His hand tightened on hers until she
felt pain. “Molly, I'm going to come back.

I'm going to win.”

Convinced -that he was merely trying to
cheer her with assurances which he knew to
be false, she glanced dully into his eyes;
but at the first glance her interest quickened.
They suddenly held a vivid, magnetic light
she could not deny. Certainly he was
buoyed up with new hope.

“You said— when you first came in— that
probably you were going to your death.”

“But that was— when 1 first came in!”
His brilliant smile flashed over his face. “A
great deal has happened since then.”

“Nothing has happened. I just pleaded
with you not to go— and you said you would
go— anyway.” A gleam of hope flashed
across her stark-white countenance.

“Yes, I'm going anyway— | have to go.
Let's not talk about that phase of it any
more. Molly, something has happened—
something that matters more than | ever
dreamed. You've given me good
wishes.”

“Can that make any difference— to youl”

“When | came up here | had just tasted
a more bitter drink than | ever dreamed was

your

brewed on the earth. The name of that
drink was loneliness. | felt that there was
no one in the world who was really inter-
ested, except maybe regarding the furs,
whether 1 came through that fight to-mor-
row or whether 1 fell. I didn't mind so

much not having a second actually at the
front with me, but | wanted— and | needed
— a second somewhere behind the lines,
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praying for me to win.
thought I was, Molly. 1
game. Once | thought |
of every human being in the world, but |
found out differently to-night. When |
came in here a few minutes ago | was al-
ready beaten and down. Somehow, my
hope seemed gone; and a man can’'t fight
without hope.”

No one could doubt his earnestness. He
spoke quietly, yet his tone rang like a bugle

I'm not the man |
can't play a lone
was independent

call. “Molly, 1 was afraid. I tasted fear
at its worst. And now, just because |I've
come back to your friendship, all my fear

is gone.”

“But just because a man
it doesn’'t mean he will win.
die, the same as all the others.”

“Just the same, confidence of winning
helps a man to win. At least I'm not beaten

is not afraid
Brave men

at the start, as | was. Why shouldn’t 1
win, Molly? I've handled a pistol all my
life. 1 used to clip off the head of a wild

turkey with an old flintlock pistol of my
father's. 1'm fighting on the right side, in-
stead of the wrong, and that's a factor too.”

Certainly some of his confidence passed to
her. Her color once more glowed faintly
in her cheeks, enhanced by the glamour of
her flaxen hair. “You must win, Jeff,” she
told him with deep solemnity. “Now tell
me— what were you going to ask me to do?
You said you came to ask help.”

“l didn't have any definite thing to ask.
I just knew | needed help and | came here
for it, and you have given it to me. New
heart— that is what you've given me.”

“And you don’'t mean any real material
help?”

“You've given me just that thing.”

“l1 don't know whether | have or not, but
I'm going to if such a thing is possible!
Jeff, who are you going to ask to be your
second?”

“l haven't anybody. The way | feel
now, | wouldn’'t mind asking your uncle.”

“l don’'t want you to ask Uncle Dave.
He would do it, gladly— but he's a man him-
self, with man’s folly. He’'ll be too absorbed
in the game to watch as | want you to be
watched. You know who is going to stand
beside you to-morrow?”

“No. Who is?”

“Molly Forest!”

He stared at her to see if he was to take
this literally; and he read his answer in the
bright, intent beam that reached his eyes

from hers.
said.

Molly meant exactly what she

Jeff knew in advance the folly of arguing
against the girl's stand; but it can be said
of him that he made an earnest and deter-
mined effort to dissuade her. He explained
that it might be a most terrible ordeal for
her, that a dueling field was no place for a
woman; and in addition to this, such a thing
was wholly unprecedented as far as he had
ever heard. Dueling was a man’'s game, he
pointed out; and it was not quite playing
fair to introduce into it a factor that might
have a disturbing effect upon his opponent.

She smiled throughout all his remarks;
and he had the uncomfortable feeling that
he was making no headway whatever. At
last she summed up her position in a few
words. “I'm going, Jeff, whether you like
it or not,” she told him emphatically. “I1'll
be on the scene to-morrow whether or not
you let me officiate as your second. You
will say that | have no right, and | say to
you a woman doesn’'t have to have any right
to do what her instincts bid her do. If w®©
went by men’s rules of right and wrong this
would be a far different world to-day.

“1 only hope my presence Will have a dis-
turbing influence on Baron Karl. The more
I disturb him the better | will like it; if
he thinks best, he can refuse to go on with
the duel. | have only hatred for the whole
thing, and don’'t admit that it's an affair
of honor— the thing was forced on you, and
you say that yourself.

“1'm going with you, my friend. I am
going to stand beside you— just ns real
women have always had to stand beside
I think you will have a better chance
if you have at your side some one to uphold
you as only a woman can uphold a man,
and some one to watch over you— and that
better chance is all 1 care about. Nothing
else can influence me.

“We’'ll fight this thing through together,
man!” She stroked his lean hand. “My
brave man!” Then, smiling wistfully: “My
brave little boy.”

men.

CHAPTER XXII.
THE DUEL.

EN the gray dawn lay over this Alas-
kan shore, Jeff arose and dressed in
the best street clothes he owned. Thus it
was to be seen that some of his great pride
still lingered with him; but this was not the
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kind of pride that would cast him into dark-
His sleep had been broken, disturbed
and now he felt tired

ness.
by wretched dreams;
and listless.

He found Molly waiting for him on the
deck. She greeted him with a smile; and
truly it warmed his chilled heart. Last night
he had really deplored the girl’'s decision to
act as his second; but he could not even pre-
tend to do so now. He was a veteran of one
of the most terrible wars that was ever
fought upon the face of this earth; but at
the same time he was Jeff Sharp— lonesome,
an exile, and less than thirty years of age.

He found himself brightening in the clear,
steadfast gleam of her eyes. His listless-
ness passed away, and he was able to direct
his mind to other channels than that of the
deadly business awaiting him on the Kolosh
Ryeka Trail. He listened to her talk, and
he made intelligent answers. Very soon he
resumed his old carriage, something of his
usual high spirits.

She had breakfast ready for
they had it together in the galley. She did
not need to encourage him to eat; and they
talked of varied things. She did not, how-
ever, offer him strong drink, and he did not
ask for it. It was true that the fiery liquor
might give him false courage, drive away
the last little chill of fear from his heart,
but at the same time it might induce a fatal
recklessness. He needed all his powers to-
day. The delicate processes of his brain,
and the fine coordination between mind and
muscle must not be impaired.

After breakfast they walked through the
town, across the bridge, and up Governor’s
Walk toward Mt. Vestovia. This was a
still, somber morning; and except for Mol-
ly's presence he might have been depressed
by it, and believed it was prophetic.

When they reached the appointed place—
a little clearing among the tall, dark trees—
they found Staritsa waiting, accompanied
by Stevock, a surgeon from the hospital.
The former had his case of pistols, the latter
of bandages and ligatures.

Staritsa’'s smile was serene; yet he was
plainly susceptible to the atmosphere of ex-
citement and suspense that already lay over
the glade; not only keenly responsive to
it, but perhaps enraptured too with that
dark ecstasy remembered since first the cliff
folk chattered and howled at the sight of a
bloody combat. This was the kind of thing
that soon stretched human nerves to the

him, and

breaking point. Fortunately there was no
long waiting. Baron Karl, accompanied by
his second, came up the hill and joined the
company. He looked surprised when he saw
Molly.

“My opponent has a fair second,” he said
to Templeton. “What a pleasant little fam-
ily matter this is!”

He bowed to her, then to Jeff. The lat-
ter, hoping to play the game according to its
best traditions, bowed in return with stately
composure.

The Russian’s air of perfect confidence
could not be mistaken. His smile as he
bowed to the company had the faint sug-
gestion of a leer; yet if he had hoped to
lessen Jeff's resistance by his own self-as-
surance it was in vain. The man from
North Carolina was beyond that now. In
spite of the increasing suspense, the hushed
breathlessness of the hour, he was really
amazingly cool. He felt someway upheld
by a strength emanating from a brave heart
other than his own, safe as though held in
sheltering arms that he had long ago known
and loved.

Staritsa’s first official duty was to load the
pistols, v/hich he did in plain sight of both
principals. They saw him put in powder
and wads, and in each a cruel pellet of lead
which, propelled by the powder’'s savage
force, could find its way to the fount of a
man’s life. Every one watched his motions
as he took two small disks from a box of
percussion caps, placed them with care, and
lowered the pistol hammers lightly upon
them. Then replacing the pistols in their
case, which now rested at the base of a
great tree, he stepped off ten paces in the
middle of the clearing and drew two lines in
the soft earth. Then he called the two prin-
cipals to his side while he gave final in-
structions.

They were very simple. After the first
hit, either man could withdraw from the
fight or, if the injury was slight, they could
by mutual agreement fire again. They were
to take their places at a distance of ten
paces and face opposite directions until he
ordered “Fire!”— upon which command
both men were to turn and discharge their
pistols. The surgeon was to stand ready to
treat any injury.

His entire discourse occupied only a few
seconds of this fleet hour. He now picked
up his pistol case and held it for the seconds
to make their choice of weapons.
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Molly took the gun nearest her in the
case; and Templeton the one nearest him.

Now the time had come for the two prin-
cipals to take their places. Standing back
to back at a distance of ten paces, they
waited for the word “Fire!” their weapons
pointing in the air.

Jeff's blood was leaping swiftly now, but
he still had that most meaningful of all
eminences, mastery over himself. The hand
that held the pistol was fairly steady; and
even now those strange, secret forces of
brain and nerve and muscle— mysterious
monitors of his being— were focusing on the
thing he meant to do.

He had already decided on his tactics.
He knew that this duel had never been en-
gineered to satisfy outraged honor; no ro-
mantic complex let him think it had been.
It was merely a pleasant way out of a seri-
ous difficulty, an effective means of remov-
ing an obstacle that had come between Karl
and the success of one of his schemes. Cer-
tainly, then, Karl would shoot to kill. He
would take precautions to place his bullet
in such a way that his adversary would not
readily interfere with him again, at least
not until after a long period of helplessness
in the hospital. To take such deliberate
and careful aim took a certain appreciable
part of a second— even on the part of one
who made dueling his genteel profession—
and this fact gave Jeff his chance.

Baron Karl would certainly take time to
aim with care. He was probably fully con-
fident of his ability to launch a telling shot
in actually less time than his opponent could
let fly an aimless one. If Jeff was to live,
he must prove that his foe's supposition was
not true.

He must shoot fast, but he must shoot
straight. He catch sight of Karl's
tall form over his sights in the first move-
ment of his pistol. It was jump shooting
such as now and then he had practiced on
deer, in low, warm mountains far away.

The scene might now be moving in the
extreme to one who could appreciate its ro-
mance and forget its cruelty. The two prin-

must

cipals, handsome and stylish figures, stood
facing in opposite directions, their pistols
held erect. Jeff's good looks were never
more appealing, and to Molly, outwardly
cold eyed, watchful, and remorseless, this
view of him was almost beyond woman’s
high-born strength to bear. He was so

young, so valiant; even though this was his

last second of life his tragic pride still com-
manded him. No doubt he wanted to play
this wicked game according to its best tradi-
tions. There was a distant hint of gayety,
unthinkably splendid and fine, in his man-
ner; a quaint humor of resignation such as
the great have always reached for. Vain
still, with that dear, pathetic vanity of
youth, his pose seemed purposely pic-
turesque; one hand resting on his hip, the
other, brown in contrast with the turned-
back cuff, holding the richly ornamented pis-
tol, his tall form in linen and broadcloth
perfectly erect, his fine head held high, his
chin lifted. Molly could not forget the sig-
nal change that the next second might bring;
the courtly form cast down in hopeless ruin,
the white, proud face in the dust, the strong
hands impotently waving and then lying
still, the flashing eyes spending the last of
their noble fire in that weird glare which,
seen in the eyes of stricken comrades, haunts
the dreams of veterans of great wars.

Karl's was a courtly figure too, and some-
thing of the certain strength of the man was
seen in his hairy hand which, though la-
tently swift as a snake's head, was now
steady as iron; in his easy position and con-
fident air. Now he was stark pale for all
his Slav darkness of skin, his somber eyes
glowed, and the old scar on his cheek looked
like a new, red wound. Even if her eyes
were not needed elsewhere Molly could not
look at him, simply because of his obvious
confidence of victory. She watched the
master of ceremonies, now pale as either of
the two principals, and Templeton, who now
waited, grave and sedate yet keenly alive to
all sporting aspects of this meeting, safe to
one side of his man.

The romantic side of the affair was en-
hanced by its picturesque setting. As the
sun peered up over the hills the land had

that happy, radiant look that all early risers
know: a look of exultant welcome akin to
that seen on the countryside in spring; and
for the moment the dark presence of the
spruce could be forgotten. Long shadows,
like bars, lay across the glade. The frosted
leaves of the underbrush in the forest be-
yond were spotted with ominous red. There
was no hint or suggestion of sound on the
whole hillside.

Staritsa spoke in that deep hush, and the
men quivered and their hands moved on
their weapons. “1 will count three— in Eng-
lish— and when I command you ‘Fire!” you
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are to turn and seek your satisfaction. Get
ready! One!
“Two!” The pause between the numbers

was silent beyond thought.

“Three!

“Fire!”

At that word, both men whirled. The
eyes of each, drawn in and intent, saw the
other’'s face as if in a calcium light, in this
little flash of an instant before the first
pistol spoke. Jeff's face seemed hardly his
own, so drawn it was by the fury of his pur-
pose. Every line on Karl's Slavic coun-
tenance showed supreme confidence as to
the conflict's outcome; and a leer of con-
tempt was on his lips.

When Molly saw that look she knew that
Jeff had been put upon and cheated. It
was incompatible with human frailty, that
Karl could face a chance of death with such
an air. Jeff saw the look too, knowing in-
stantly by means of those keen perceptions
that come to men in the ultimate crisis, that
an evil plot had been made against his life;
but further than that, there was no time to
know. There was no time for terror, nor
even for regret that he had not guessed the
truth before. There was no time left except
for playing out this iniquitous game to its in-
evitable end.

He saw Karl's tall body over the pistol
barrel. At this deadly range— only a few
paces— there was no need of careful aiming.
Just as he had been taught to do in shoot-
ing swiftly moving game in his Southern
hills, he pressed the trigger as the pistol
came to rest.

There was a single sharp report. The
look on Karl's face was now one of vast in-
credulity, grotesque and terrible, through
the smoke of Jeff's pistol. Then with a
mighty effort— ghastly and evil as the snap-
ping of a dying animal— he took desperate
aim with his pistol and pulled the trigger.

All of them heard the hammer snap harm-
lessly against the breech. Then the only
sound was the subdued impact of Karl's
body on the soft earth.

CHAPTER XXIII.
KARL STRIKES.

"THE moment immediately following Karl’'s
* fall was marked by various incidents
mostly lost on Jeff, standing as if in a dream
with the last filaments of smoke streaming
up from his silent pistol. He saw the sur-

geon rush to Karl's side and begin to ad-
minister first aid; he saw Templeton kneel
beside his man, then, evidently realizing he
could not aid the physician, pick up Karl's
pistol from beside the fallen duelist and,
oblivious to Staritsa’s shouts, begin to ex-
amine it. He saw Staritsa attempting to
take it from the Englishman’s hands, an ef-
fort that met with small success; and finally,
the most moving sight of all, he saw Molly
coming toward him, ready to stand at his
side during all the stress that this fierce mo-
ment might bring to pass.

He glanced at her, saw that she was stark
white with terror but evidently able to hold
up, then turned his eyes toward Karl's two
friends. Torn though he was by the dread
crisis of the second before, his eyes now held
a notable intentness, a vigilance never
wavering. He was perfectly aware that the
business of this October morning might not
yet be complete; and that the time had not
yet come to rest.

He saw Templeton cock the pistol, point
it in the air, and attempt to fire it; and
again the hammer clanged impotently down.
His next act was to examine the small per-
cussion cap; and his face showed consider-
able enlightenment when finally he turned
his ear to Staritsa’s clamor.

The latter had first talked in excited Rus-
sian, but now remembering that Templeton
could not understand this tongue, he once
more attempted English. “It is a cheat!” he
was crying. “It is a plot— he and his sec-
ond have killed Karl by a trap. Give me
that gun, Templeton! He shall pay for that
wickedness with his lifel!”

“It wouldn’'t be quite the thing, Staritsa,”

Templeton answered. “Your free ways
aren’'t quite the thing. There has been
cheating somewhere, certainly, but it will

have to be taken up through the governor.”
“W e shall make him squirm for this! His
second must have replaced the good cap
with a defective one while the guns were in
their case.”
“0On the contrary, | should say you merely
got the pistols mixed up, through your own

stupidity,” Jeff observed.

“We will have to go into it further,” Tem-
pleton told him. “The cap | have in my
pocket contains no powder, and it looks to

me as if it had been deliberately taken out.
However, Staritsa, | believe we must de-
clare Karl's honor satisfied, providing that
conspiracy cannot be proved against the op-
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posite party. Even if the cap had been
good, the outcome would have been the
same as far as my man is concerned. Mr.
Sharp, you remember, was able to send
in his shot before Baron Karl found his
aim.”

The full meaning of these words was not
lost on either Molly or Jeff. They showed
a certain amazing trait of English character.
This Templeton’'s very profession was that
of unscrupulous intrigue. He was more or
less of a free lance— not an uncommon type
in the older diplomacy— and he was open
to any kind of engagement short of actual
murder which would offer sufficient re-
muneration. Yet he retained, far down in
an enfeebled conscience, a distinct sporting
sense. Perfectly aware that this duel had
been forced on Jeff, and doubtless a par-
ticipant in the spoils that were to accrue
therefrom, yet he had kept the letter if not
the spirit of the old code of dueling.

Interest now fastened on the injured man.

The ball had passed into his left side, but
it had missed the vital organs, and Doctor
Stevock announced there was at least an

even chance for the man’s recovery. He
would not, however, care to resume the duel
at once. Templeton went to procure
stretcher men; and nothing remained now
for Jeff and Molly but to return to the ship.

Captain Skinner was an eager listener to
the tale that was told on the deck that morn-
ing. “Why didn’'t you let me come along!”
he cried in a tone of sincere reproach. “Why
do you leave me out on all these fine mix-
ups you and Molly get into? | wasn't with
you when you fit the Roosian triplets, and
I wasn't with you this morning.”

“Well, there's one thing you can be sure

of. This isn't the end of the mess.”
“1 wish | could believe it was.”
“You needn’'t try. They'll spring some-

thing else soon. 1 only wish | didn’'t have
those sour-faced Muscovites on board; we'd
get our plant together somehow and tear
out.” He smacked a big fist into his palm.
“By Judas. | believe I'll get a chance to
use this old meat ax yet, in a week or so!”

It turned out that Captain Skinner was
all too generous as to time. According to
the best traditions of the imperial system,
delays of a week or two are strictly out of
order and indecorous when profitable busi-
ness is afoot, though months and years are
soon enough to tend to some peasant’'s wel-

fare. It was not to be, however, that Skin-
ner should have an immediate chance to
work the stiffness out of his huge, rope-pull-
ing hands. He was not a fool, this Yankee
skipper, and in his highly colored lifetime
he had learned a certain discrimination be-
tween bravery and rashness. He could
usually recognize an occasion to fight, and
during such an occasion he was more like a
whirling dervish than a staid New Eng-
lander, howling over his deck and leaving
summary destruction in his wake. He also
knew when to look prim and innocent, quiet-
ing his foes’ suspicions until such a time as
he felt free to act.

It was the Russians’ lead, in this million-
ruble game, and not days or weeks, but only
hours saw them make the next play. Just
before the supper hour four soldiers from the

garrison, in command of a corporal, came
tramping up the gangplank. They were not
merely a detail of the guard. Walking be-

hind them came Yanovisk, the governor’s
secretary, and he bore in his hand an impor-
tant-looking document bearing the seal of
Spaskii, the czar's commissioner.

The soldiers were halted and Yanovisk
made a short speech. “1 am most sorry,” he
began. Although still uninformed as to
where the play was leading, Jeff paused in
his wonderment long enough to give Yano-
visk credit for a certain amount of real re-
gret; although the young Russian would not
refuse his share of the spoil, he was a decent
sort, and probably deplored some of the
Machiavellian methods practiced on Jeff.
“l am most sorry,” he repeated, “to be the
bearer of unpleasant tidings, but one must

obey commands. Doubtless it will be a
matter of small moment.”

“Go ahead,” Jeff said. “What's the bad
news.”

“Give us the worst,” Skinner urged. Then
under his breath to Molly: “These fellows
can take longer getting to the point than
a New England peddler.”

“l have .here a warrant which, by your
pardon, I must serve.” Spreading the paper
in his hands he read it first in Russian, then
translated it into English. It was addressed
to the commanding officer of the garrison
of his majesty’s troops, and it was a war-
rant for the arrest of “one Jefferson Sharp,
on the charge of committing a bloody crime
against his majesty's servant, Baron Karl
Pavlof.” It charged that “said Sharp had
conspired against Karl's life, and through
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fraud, treachery, and villainy had taken ad-
vantage of his opponent in an honorable
duel, said fraud, treachery, and villainy re-
sulting in serious injury to said Baron Karl,
for which crime or crimes he was to be
incarcerated in prison until such time as he
could be tried.”

Yanovisk’'s foreign-sounding English of-
fered no chance for a mistake. Far from
the protection of the courts of his country,
Jeff was to be arrested and confined in prison
on what was very plainly a trumped-up
charge.

It was not because they failed to realize
the gravity of this charge that Skinner and
Jeff attempted no resistance. In the first
place they guessed that the troops had re-
ceived certain orders, not written in the war-
rant, which dealt with this very thing. Even
the slightest resistance would be an excuse
for a volley from four rifles at close range,
a lesson that Jeff would surely take to heart.
Should a stray bullet from one of the rifles
or from the corporal’'s pistol find the brave
heart of the Boston captain, it would be a
regrettable accident— but accidents cannot
always be avoided in the enforcement of law.
Indeed, both Jeff and Skinner knew that
some resistance on their part was just what
Baron Karl's friends were hoping for, since
it would pave the way for a prompt and
efficacious settlement of a troublesome af-
fair.

Beyond this, both knew that resistance
was the height of folly, even though they
could conquer the half squad who had come
to arrest them and the Russian guards who
would promptly leap to their fellows’ de-

fense. The entire garrison could be called
if needed.

“You will doubtless be free, shortly— very
doubtless,” Yanovisk explained. “1t is a

mere matter of form and most to be de-
plored. But for the present--------

He glanced toward the corporal of the
guard who, standing near, slipped iron bands
about Jeff's wrists, leaving them only
inches play. Captain Skinner stood erect,
and curious bright sparks— like the phos-
phorescence of which sailors speak, trailing
their ships through these Northern seas—
whirled in his blue eyes; but his arms hung
limp at his side.

a few

“l must say you fellers are taking a
chance,” he observed to Yanovisk. “You
kind of forget he's a citizen of United
States.”

“His cause will be taken up with the
United States authorities, doubtless,” Yano-
visk explained. “For the present he will be
confined as a— what you say?-—precau-
tionary measure, then will be turned over
for his own government to deal with.”

“Doubtless— if some accident don’'t hap-
pen to him first. Accidents happen you
know, duke. | must say that I wish you'd
recall them guards so | can go down and
tell the president all about this deal. He’'ll
settle somebody’s hash for this. How long
you think you'll keep us here?”

“Not long, surely. The American captain
still has repairs to make on his good ship?”

“A couple of weeks' work, yet. I hope
you'll take off the guards by that time.”

“Perhaps. The matter will be settled to
the satisfaction of every one. Now, Miss
Forest, and you other gentlemen, | must
bid you farewell for the present.” Then in

Russian: “Lead off your man, corporal.”
The corporal gave a command, and with
their prisoner between them the men

marched away. It did not surprise Jeff to
be taken to an underground prison dug in
the hill on which stood Baronof Castle; he
had heard rumors of a dungeon where more
important prisoners were confined. Here
was a corridor on the stone floor of which
the soldiers’ tramping feet rang loud; and
here were certain cells so dark that the eye

could scarcely make out what they con-
tained.
An iron door was opened, and in an in-

stant clanged shut behind him. The sound
of tramping feet dimmed and finally disap-
peared. Except for his bitter thoughts that
peopled these dusky cells like ghosts, Jeff
was left alone.

CHAPTER XXIV.
DISILLUSION.

'T'HE single window in Jeff's cell was but a
* small, barred aperture higher than his
head, and only a glimmer of the dying day
came into it. Its walls and floor were of
stone, and by straining into the dusk Jeff
could see the one article of furnishing that
the cell contained; a wooden cot on which
lay two fur robes.

His arms were still chained; and perhaps
this fact aided him to concentrate. As he
could only move them a few inches apart
there was nothing he could do with them to
divert his attention from his one simple
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theme, which now held him like an iron
chain itself.

This theme concerned a certain abstract
thing that he had heard of all his life, but
which he had never given a moment’'s sober
thought. The name of that thing was lib-
erty— a name he had heard so many times

it actually had begun to lack meaning for

him. Now he thought of it, he could not
remember that he had ever known its real
meaning.

He had been taught to believe, before
ever the Civil War shook the land, that
America was the “Land of Liberty,” and

when he had come to hate the institutions
of America he had someway lost faith in the
liberty which was its watch cry. He had
thought it an empty name. He had secretly
concluded that it didn’'t matter; at least his
attitude tended to show that conclusion.
When some of his comrades at arms had
tried once more to reconcile themselves to

the United States government— believing
that it had qualities worth their loyalty
since it had been decreed they could not

have a government of their own, exactly as
they wanted it— he had decided to leave
America for good. There had been noth-
ing there worth holding him. He had con-
cluded that the republican idea— which is
only another way of saying the liberty idea
— was not worth retaining. In other words,
this thing they called liberty was not worth

staying for.
No wonder, as he sat on the floor in the
darkness, his arms confined, that his mind

was so busy he was almost unaware of the
passing of time.

Jeff Sharp felt that perhaps it would have
been better to have done this thinking quite
a long time before.

Before he had half exhausted the topic,
there came an interruption; and at first he
was inclined to resent it. It turned out,
however, that the ensuing talk threw even
further light on this subject which now had
become so interesting to him. He had a
visitor in the person of the nobleman
Staritsa, and the latter, admitted by the lone
guard who stayed in quarters just outside
the building, came and talked to him
through the barred cell door.

In the end Jeff was actually grateful for

the conversation, although he was inclined
to doubt if it were aimed to please.

“You look very pretty in there,” Staritsa
told him, frankly complimentary. Staritsa

7A—POP.

had been imbibing freely of the Russian
national drink, doubtless to drown his sor-
row for his friend’s injury, and now a pleas-
ant recklessness was upon him. Dusky
though the corridor was his eyes glowed, and
sometimes his white teeth caught the light.
“Why do you hold your hands in such a
fond way? Have you forgotten the Chris-
tian teaching, ‘Let not thy right hand know

what thy left hand doeth?’ Here you sit
with them within an inch or so of each
other. | fear, Mr. Sharp, that position

might prove awkward if you tried to dupli-
cate this morning’s feat. You were most
clever— to spike Baron Karl's guns.”

Jeff looked up, but no anger was in his
eyes, and he was merely interested in what
Staritsa would tell him next. He felt that
he would like to draw further confidences
from the young noble. “They are some-
what awkward this way, | fear,” he ob-
served carelessly, “yet | think | could pick
up a dog— not an honest dog, but a cur, a
fawning, treacherous wolf whelp— such a
dog | could pick up by the scruff of the
neck and beat out his brains against these
Bars. If you care to ask the jailer to let
you

Staritsa tried to
the curse that lies upon
laughter is forbidden. “That will be added
to the rest that we owe you,” he said. “You
were clever to change the guns, Sharp, but
I don't think you will be successful in chang-
ing the whips. We have had one kind for
many centuries, and although we Ilove to
comply with a great American’s wish | fear
we will be unable to change it for any other.
You will get to know all its fine points—
over there.”

He jerked his hand toward the west.

“Over there, of course,” Jeff agreed smil-

but it is part of
such men that

laugh;

ing. “I1f I am sent there there will only be
more dogs to kill when the final settlement
is made.”

“My friend, no one will ever know where
you are.” Staritsa's tone was serious now;
evidently the system he was about to de-
scribe moved him to the most fervent ad-
miration. “ Perhaps you noticed— to-day—
the Neva Il., lying in the harbor. Perhaps
you did not know she is sailing to-night, out
west. She will have aboard her certain ex-
iles for the prisons— out there where the sun
sets— or rather where it never rises. Cer-
tain native thieves, a murderer or two— and
perhaps a few others.
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“The warrant arresting you to-day said
that you were to have a trial. Baron Karl
never made a better joke. Injured though

he is, he ordered that warrant. Little
brother, you have already had your trial.
You have already been sentenced. All that

remains now is to give you your number.”
“So | am to sail to-night, am. 1?” JeB
asked. His voice trembled ever so slightly,
and Staritsa rejoiced to listen.
“All track of you will be lost. When you
lie buried, you will also wear a number—
but that time will not be soon. Oh, not at

all soon. There will be years and years.
The life out there is very healthy, so they
tell me.

“Soon the American government will start
inquiries as to what has happened to the

special correspondent. They will write to
the czar, and the czar will not know. Be-
lieve me, I am telling the truth; the czar

will not know. There are many things that
he does not know. He will be greatly dis-
turbed but he will not find you. He cannot
disbelieve the account that will be sent out,
and your president will not disbelieve it
either. Oh, such a regrettable incident; that
Jeff Sharp, summoned before the commis-
sioner for a talk concerning a duel in which
he became engaged, disappeared into the
forest, evidently afraid for his life, and can-
not be found! Oh, it will be a great shame
— try hard as we could, he could not be

found. Of course no one will think of look-
ing out there. If they did look, after cer-
tain years, they would never recognize the
grand American diplomat. Why, he was
tall, beautiful, and proud. That thing?

That shrieking, stooped creature, licking the
boots of the guard? That broken, detested
thing? Why, that is not a man at all!”
Staritsa shook with glee in the corridor.
Jeff had never seen such spite as this with
which the noble Muscovite described his vic-
tim’'s fate. Evidently his love for Baron
Karl had been an emotion of great power.
Besides, the evil jinni that lives in the vodka

jar had hold of him and put ideas in his
head.

There was no hope, however, that the
plan Staritsa had described was but a

drunken phantasy. Jeff knew that the Neva
Il. was lying in the harbor, and he knew that
she sailed that night. He was a disillusioned
man, at last; and he had adjured false hope
for good and all. To-night he was going
west.

When the Neva II. the harbor
mouth he might say farewell to American
shores— except perhaps dim glimpses from
shipboard of the bleak peninsula, like the
Siberian shore itself— because he would not
come again. Such prisoners as he would be
do not return to make trouble. His plan to
migrate from America was to be executed.

He would get his wish, after all. He
would become the subject of a monarch,
rather than one of a governing people. He
would spend the rest of his days in a coun-
try ruled by a privileged aristocracy, just
the sort of a regime he had favored. Fate
has queer ways of making one’'s dreams
come true.

Jeff Sharp had drained his cup to its bit-
ter dregs. Now, as if his cup were poison,
the stream of his life seemed to have ceased

passed

to flow. So silent he stood, seemingly so
bereft of all motion, that he suggested a
wild thing crouching terrified in a wood-

land covert, by remaining motionless hoping
to escape the searching eyes of a beast of
prey; but the cruel beast that hunted Jeff
to-night was his own thoughts. He was
alone, at last; wholly and terribly alone.

There was no one to go to now. Iron
bars stood between. There was no one who
could come to him. He had danced, but
now the music was still and his companions
had gone away, and he was left alone in the
silence and the darkness. As far as Jeff
dared to dream his game of life had been
played— and lost.

Here, in the darkness, out of the sight
of all men, his proud head was bowed. He
was alone in fact as well as in the lonely
sea of his mood. Staritsa had reeled through
the corridor and away into the twilight. The
dusk deepened, and the black Alaskan night

obliterated the last ray that wandered
through the window of his cell. Still Jeff
stood in one place, and the wheel of his
thought was far and wide as the orbit of a
star; but the shadow’'s that lay over him
were black and chill with never a starry
gleam.

CHAPTER XXV.
VISITORS.

IT could not be that Jeff could remain thus

* for long. The tide is never still, but
dropping to its lowest level, immediately
begins to rise again. There is no motionless

and quiescence
spirit of the

in heaven and earth,
the moving

body
is intolerable to
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universe. If it were true that his hopes
could not fall lower they must certainly rise
according to the changeless laws of change.
Three hours after nightfall marked the slack
tide.

Jeff at first was not interested in the
voices that he heard so dimly at the head
of the stone steps that led down to the cor-
ridor. Perhaps Staritsa was coming to talk
to him again, more likely it was merely the
conversation of some of the governor’s guests
walking in the gardens. The language used
was unknown to him; and at first the sound
did not arrest his brooding thoughts. But
presently he started and his eyes opened
wide.

He had heard a familiar voice.
girl’'s voice, like a Jow-murmuring

It was a
stream

and full of marvelous, gliding tones. He
had often heard it plaintive and appealing,
but now, although it was subdued, it was

charged full of a bewitching coquetry such
as he had never imagined it could possess.
At intervals a man answered her, rather
grimly, but with rough familiarity and, un-
mistakable in his tone, a certain gruff humor.

They spoke in a tongue he did not under-
stand, and although he did not discern a
single familiar word, the larger import of
the conversation was not lost on him. The
girl was employing all her feminine arts to
win some favor from his jailer. She was
bewitching him with her voice, charming
him with the sheer music of her tones; and
there was an invitation all but veiled in her
manner to which Jeff, waiting in the dark-
ness below, was Kkeenly conscious. This
girl knew how to appeal to' men. There
was nothing coarse or obvious about her
coquetry; it was the kind which men regard
as unconscious, and which is therefore all
the more flattering.

With the possible exception of the night
of the governor's dance he had never heard
her speak in this tone before; yet now that
he heard her distinctly he could not for an
instant question her identity. This was
Molly, of course. Even in his moment of
deepest despair he might have known she
would come.

Again she had proved to him her linguistic
skill, in that she made herself easily under-
stood to the jailer. What was their com-
mon language he did not know, but he as-
sumed it was some coastwise jargon she had
picked up while traveling with her uncle.
Evidently her purely feminine language was

likewise lucid to him, because she soon won
her plea. His tone indicated hesitating com -
pliance with some request on the girl's part.
Jeff's guess was immediately confirmed by
the rattle of a latch on the prison door and
the tramp of feet on the stone steps. Beams
from a lantern leaped about in the corridor,

casting running, chasing shadows on the
walls.
The yellow light showed two visitors be-

side the jailer. One was Molly, of course—
she who had never failed him. Jeff saw
with mounting hope that the other was the
barrel-chested, unrefined old Yankee skip-
per, Captain Skinner.

It was plain now that the girl's charm
had not been the only sesame. She had had
substantial aid in the shape of a prime sea-
otter skin which the jailer now carried un-
der his arm, the luster and beauty of which
was almost past imagining as the lantern
beams glided over the quivering, shimmering
fur. It was evidently an argument hard to
answer.

“Impress it on him that piece of fur is
a high price just for a farewell word to
Jeff,” Captain Skinner told the girl in Eng-
lish as he paused in front of the cell. “It'll
pay off his debt and get him back to Rus-
sia.”

The girl repeated Skinner's message; then
turning, talked through the bars to the pris-
oner. Instead of speaking English, which
Jeff had every reason to expect she would
do, she spoke in a tongue unknown to him,
evidently the same language with which
she had addressed his keeper; and at first
he could conceive of no possible explanation
for her strange conduct. Yet in a moment
he guessed the incredible truth. It was plain
now that this message bearing was a ruse,
and that she was repeating unimportant tid-
ings purely for the keeper’s benefit and to
quiet his suspicions. Evidently this mid-
night visit had another theme.

He nodded, pretending that he under-
stood. The girl smiled, then turning, spoke
again to the jailer, and resting her white
arm on the sleeve of his uniform, drew him
up beside her. Jeff's eyes were not shadow
filled now, and they glittered in the beams
of the lantern that was now held close to
the bars. Obviously Molly had requested
the jailer to throw his light on the prisoner’s
face— asking, probably, for a last clear view
of him before they parted— and urged by
her moving touch, he had not been able to
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refuse. Now on pretense of getting the light
nearer, she reached, thrilled him with the
touch of her hand on his, and gently took
the lantern from him. Just for an instant
she held it so that it shone on Jeff's face.

Then without warning, with a motion
swift as bird's flight, she dashed the lan-
tern against the bars of the cell.

Jeff was only aware of a swift trail of
light, a sudden bright flicker that showed
the whole scene in minute detail, and then
overwhelming darkness.

In that final glimpse Jeff had discerned
certain things of considerable moment to
him. He saw first the look of grotesque
amazement on the jailer's face; evidently
this lantern breaking was not in the bargain
he made. In the same glance he saw that
Captain Skinner's wish had come true and
that he was getting into action at last. In
the final gleam before the diarkness ob-
literated everything he saw the old skipper
with outspread arms, come diving through
the air.

The darkness that dropped down was ab-
solutely blinding; and only such sound as
reached him through the bars conveyed to
Jeff what was taking place in the corridor.
He heard the distinct impact of Skinner’s
head against the jailer's back, and the thud
of their bodies on the floor. These sounds
were all but obscured by a queer gobbling
sound, largely unintelligible except that it
was mot unlike the utterances heard when
human breathing is summarily shut off.
This was followed by other noises that might
have been made by struggling bodies rolling
about the floor and against the walls.

It was a strange sensation to Jeff to stand
helpless behind the bars in the presence of
an unseen battle. He was glad when the
more heavy sounds abruptly ceased, and the
corridor lay in silence except for the sub-
dued whisper of troubled breathing. A mo-
ment later he heard the scratch of a match-
head against the wall, followed by its soft
explosion as it ignited.

Molly had scratched that match, and she
had not broken it in the attempt. Neither
did she have to scratch it twice, and so firm
was her hand that it burned with a candle’s
steady flame. The fact that her face was
stark white did not thus seem to argue scat-
tered faculties. She lighted the lantern,
holding it high and touching the little torch
to its wick.

The jailer was at present lying prone in
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the corridor. He was plainly unconscious,
and furthermore he was now being confined
against such time as he should waken. Cap-
tain Skinner had produced cords from his
pockets— indicating that this enterprise had
been worked out in considerable detail— and
he not only bound the man’s hands and
feet, but also tied a handkerchief over his
mouth.

The skipper’'s next act was
the key ring from the fallen
and unlock Jeff's cell. “Get a jump on,”
he cautioned the late prisoner. They put
out the light, took the steps of the corridor
two at a time, and glided through the dark-
ened gardens. “We've got to get back to the
ship before that guard mount.”

Jeff did not understand fully, but he
paused not at all to ask questions. Still
with his arms bound behind him he followed
his friends through the shadows and on to
the deck of the ship. And now it became
apparent that this night's activities had not
in the least been confined to the prison, and
that the main business of the evening had
occurred on the ship itself.

As soon as Jeff stepped aboard he de-
tected a pleasant rumble in the hold of the

to unhook
jailer’'s belt

ship which had great meaning for him; and
he noticed also that the ship quivered
slightly in its place at the quay. At first

he saw no sign of the guards, but on the
way down to the engine room in search of
tools to break his bonds, he encountered all
four of them lying side by side in a passage.
They moved their eyes toward him as he

walked by, but they did not speak. The
practiced skill with which Captain Skinner
had pinioned the unfortunate jailer could

not be misunderstood.

As the mess boy filed at his wristlets, Jeff
was told the larger aspects of the night's
work. The ship had been put in running
order in record time, and it was plain that
Captain Skinner had purposely deceived
Yanovisk when he had told him, the pre-
ceding afternoon, that repair work would
last a fortnight. In reality there had been
very little to do; but he had thus put the
Russian off his guard. Now the giant of
steam thundered in the boilers. Led by
Captain Skinner the crew had procured all
the armament aboard, made a concerted at-
tack on the guard, disarmed them in silence,
and stored them below for safe-keeping.

Even now Captain Skinner was on the
bridge, calling down commands to his men.
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The gangplank was
churned the waters,
grandly out to sea.

taken in, the
and the ship moved

screw

CHAPTER XXVI.

ESCAPE.

'"THROUGH the long hours of that chill
* October night Captain Skinner drove his
vessel down the island shore and south and
east into the Inside Passage. He was mak-
ing for an American port, there to turn over
his furs, the runaway prisoner, and the Rus-
sian guardsmen to the strong arms of Uncle
Sam.

Captain Skinner was taxing his engines,
hoping to gain such a start on the company

ships, which were sure to follow, that he
could not be overtaken. No wonder the slow
dawn found him standing on the bridge,

looking down his long wake through a glass.

A tiny gray cloud hung motionless just
at the farther curve of the sea, and this he
watched for a long time. To most eyes it
would have been almost invisible; to any
eye but one trained by the sea it would have
had no definite meaning. Captain Skinner,
however, understood only too well. He left
his post and gave certain orders to the boat-
swain. Then he went into his cabin where
Jeff and Molly were waiting.

His determined look stopped their
and instantly fastened their attention.
Resanoj is after us,” he told them.

“The fastest boat in the company's fleet!”

“Yes. Their flagship. Fitted out with
W hitworth and Armstrong guns. She has
half a knot on us in speed, on inside waters.
That means she’ll overtake us some time
to-night.”

Jeff got up, and his head all but touched
the cabin ceiling. He paused to smile into
the girl's white face. “1 expected nothing
else,” he said quietly. He had learned a
great self-discipline in these last days. “I

talk
“The

suppose you aren’'t very much surprised,
either, captain.”
“l thought maybe something like this

would happen, sure enough. We could have
skinned all hollow the other Russian ships.
The Resanoj wasn't in the harbor when we
left. 1 guess she came in since.”

“Yes. And she's already overtaking us.”
Once more he smiled to reassure the heart-
sick girl, at the same time wondering that
one of her basic strength should ever need
his reassurance. He remembered how she

had reacted to every crisis they had met
together, and he knew now that when this
affair reached its inevitable climax, she

would be one to lean on rather than to sup-

port. “Cap’'n, there is only one possible
course.”

“What is that?”

“Give 'em the furs. It may be if we let

them have 'em they won't try to take me.”

“But they will take you, anyway,” the
girl cried. “Don’'t you see they will? They'll
be afraid that you’ll make trouble for them
through the government if they let you get
away. That is the system, Jeff; you will
be taken where there’s no chance of you
making trouble for any one.”

“Give up the furs,” Jeff repeated, “and
if we can’'t get out of it I'll go back with
them.”

The man from North Carolina was not

posing. He was in earnest, and he wished
to be taken so. He had not conquered fear
— fear is as much a part of the world as

sunshine or rain or any other of nature’s
devices— but he had declared what seemed
to him the only possible thing to do, the
only decent course for him to follow.

“We haven't a chance on earth to fight,
and you know it,” he went on. “They can
stand off and hammer us to pieces with those
long-range Armstrongs. It just means sac-
rificing you and the lives of half the men
aboard, without saving me. The thing to
do is to let 'em take me, if we can’'t bribe
them out of it. Then you go on to Wash-
ington and do all you can to get me free.”

“You might be dead before then,” Skin-
ner answered. “Just the same, you told the
truth when you said there was no use trying
to fight. | don’'t intend to fight. 1've got
another scheme— the only possible scheme

under the circumstances. Jeff, we have to
let you off.”
“Of course. I should have thought of

that.”

“About noon we’'ll turn into the passage
back of Upreanof Island— beyond Frederick
Sound. Here is deep water and quiet, and
we’'ll put you off opposite the mouth of the
Stikine River, in that native skin boat we've
got aft. It's light and handy as a canoe,
and 1've told the bos'n to fill it up with a
winter's supplies— flour, rice, and other
You will have a rifle and plenty
of shells for taking your meat, a few tools,
a light camp outfit, and a wolf-skin robe.
You should cross the flats into the Stikine,

necessaries.
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and paddle or line your way up the river as
far as you think best. Then go up some lit-
tle tributary and make a camp. I don't
think they’ll ever find you; they won't see
you get off, and when they overtake us and
find we haven’'t got you aboard 1 think
they'll just take the skins and never trouble
to look for you. [If they did look for you
they wouldn’'t know where to find you, be-
cause they wouldn't know at what point
along these hundreds of miles of island and
mainland shores we let you off.

“This scheme’ll give you your best chance.
Of course your skins are goners— unless a
miracle happens— but at least you’'ll get
away. I guess you won't feel bad about
them skins if you save your own skin, and
that's what it'll amount to. You’'ll make
but somehow for the winter, and meanwhile
I'll_ go below and state your case to the
president. When we come up to look for
you we’'ll come in a gunboat.”

Molly got up, and now stood beside Jeff.
“It's the only thing, of course,” she told
him. Then, turning with a mysterious look
to Captain Skinner: “Uncle Dave, are you
sure the men are putting in plenty of sup-

plies?”

“Sure. Enough to carry one person over
the winter.”

“There isn't going to be one person.
There are going to be two.” Her face
flamed; they saw its light beyond that of
the dawn; and she lifted her arms in a noble
gesture. “Oh, do you think I can let him
go alone!”

To Jeff Sharp, lost in his wondering
thoughts, this was simply destiny. Some-
how he knew, as'well as she, that he could

not go alone. There was no known rea-
son why; it had just been ordained. He
was pale, but his eyes glowed like lanterns;
and he sensed the inexorable movement of
events.

“After all I've been through with him, do

you think 1 could let him go alone?” she
asked, turning first to one and then to the
other. Her voice broke, and she sobbed and
laughed in the same breath. “Am 1 to be
thrown out like ballast? Besides— who
would take care of him, if not me? Uncle

Dave, he can hardly find his own clothes,
much less find his way in the woods. Oh,
of course I am going with him.”

The captain eyed her, but he did not at-
tempt to dissuade her. He had wisdom even
beyond that of his long years. He glanced
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once at Jeff, smiled at his bewildered look,
and turned toward the door. “Yes, ma'am,”
he replied, in a tone that Jeff had never
heard on his lips before. Plainly it was
something learned long ago and which had
lingered in his body until this hour when
it should again be fitting. In it was that
assurance of strict obedience that was still
the tradition of the sea; Skinner was not
speaking as a master now, but as a seaman
to his officer. “1’'ll go and see about it right
away.”

He turned and left the two together. Per-
haps he was glad to escape from a scene
in which his presence would only be an
unnecessary complication. Jeff still seemed
unaware of her.

She glanced covertly into his face, and
at last she stood before him and touched his
arm. “You are not angry with me, Jeff,
for being so forward?” she asked, her voice
low as distant bells. “You know | have to
play this thing through with you to the end,
now |I've started, and | could have waited
forever and you wouldn’'t have asked me to
go.”

“l1 couldn’'t ask you to take such a risk
— for me.”

“1 know you thought you couldn’t. That
iswhy I had to ask myself. You couldn’t go
alone, Jeff— you always must have some
one to take care of you. It was either

a case of speaking or staying here on the
ship while you dropped off, and that couldn’t
be. Jeff, the girls you like aren’t so bold,
and they let you take care of them in-
stead of taking care of you, but just the
same | couldn’t hold back. You won’'t hold
it against me, will you?”

“My God, Molly!” he cried fervently.
“How could | hold anything against you?
You've been my guardian angel, all the way
through.”

“Just the same, | know how you regard

me.” A dim smile lighted her tender lips.
“We’'ll be getting off, then— together.”
“Yes.” Their eyes met with no evasion.

“1t's a blessing | never deserved.”

This was not just polite talk. He had
told many chivalrous lies, in his short days,
and many times he had concealed his true
thoughts from this girl who now strained
to read his every glance; but for once Jeff
Sharp was speaking from his heart. In
his hour of deepest humility he had received
the highest honor ever paid him; and al-
though he could not begin to understand, at
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least be was ready to kneel
gratitude.

She slipped away to make a few prepara-
tions. Just before noon =j? rejoined Jeff
on the deck. The boat of tough leather was
loaded almost to the gunnels, now, and the
ship was drifting to a slow stop. When at
last it floated easily on the tide the bidarka

at her feet in

was lowered, and the two stood ready to
climb down into it.
“Good-by, you two children,” Captain

Skinner said. The familiar grin was gone
from his weather-beaten face; and some no-
bleness upon it— still veiled from Jeff's eyes
— called forth Molly’'s honored and honoring

tears. “Take care of yourselves.”
“We’'ll try to,” Molly replied with her old
warm, wistful humor. “l1 don’'t see how

you're going to run the ship without me.”
But Jeff was in no mood for gayety, even

though the laughter came through tears.

“1’'ll take care of her,” he promised Captain

Skinner. “I just want to tell you this--—---—-- 7
“Yes-m——- "
“She will help me more than | can help
her, but | want to tell you that no harm

will come to her while she is in my charge.
Your niece will be safe in my care.”

The master shook Jeff's eager hand. “I
know she will,” he assured him. Then, be-
cause this scene was getting beyond him,
he added slyly: “1'm not worried about that
gal.”

“Then good-by, cap'nl” said Jeff.
girl echoed the parting word.

“Good-by— and don't worry

The

about me

not coming back to look for you. You
won't, will you?”
“No,” Jeff told him earnestly. “We know

you'll help us all you can.”

“We Americans has got to help one an-
other these days, when so many people want
to see us fall.”

“Yes.” The man from North Carolina
looked him in the eye. “We Americans must
look after one another.”

CHAPTER XXVII.
BIG EAGLE.

INTO the mouth of the broad Stikine the

two voyageurs guided their laden
bidarka; and it was like starting anew into
the river of life. Fugitives though they

were, they meant to make the best of this
canoe adventure, reconcile themselves to its
hardships, and take all that uncertain pleas-
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ure which is to be derived from close com-
munion with raw, robust nature. At least
this free journeying through pleasant wa-

ter vistas was more pleasant than pacing a
darkened cell.

Both knew something about handling a
canoe, but since Molly seemed to be the
most skilled she took the stern seat. When
the river flowed quietly they made their way
by paddling; but a large part of the way
the boat was “lined” up the bank— the two
voyageurs walking along the water’s edge
and pulling the bidarka by means of a rope
fastened at bow and stern. When night
lowered they pushed just far enough into
the heavy timber to hide their supper fire,
beside which they made a primitive camp.

Almost after the first hour they were in
the deep wilderness. They saw no other
living things but the wild creatures in the
water and on the bank: hair seal and water

fowl, fur bearer and big game. Oon the
frowning cliffs of near-by mountains the
flocks of wild goats looked like minute

patches of last winter's snow;
surly, peevish, sulky old grizzly, fishing on
the bank, looked at them with sullen eyes,
no doubt resenting their intrusion into his
fastnesses. Once they glimpsed that scien-
tific curiosity, the glacier bear, and al-
though they had scarcely reached the edge
of the moose country they met on the fourth
day out an old cow moose that was also a
voyageur— swimming stanchly on some ad-
venture across the wide river. This was the
“backwoods” of which Jeff had often spoken
with contempt— but that was before he had
met it face to face. He would never scorn
it hereafter. Before the end of the first day
he learned that, compared to it, his proud
strength was less than a leaf that the wind
ravishes and hurls down.

This was the spruce forest, unbroken ex-
cept for its waters and the heights of snowy
ranges. Here were wonders past any man’s
imagining: gentleness and at the same time
savagery; deep peace, and in the same
breath the realization of never-ending war;
desolation and eternal hospitality. He saw
scenes of moving beauty: glaciers, cataracts,
sequestered lakes, snowy peaks dreaming in
the sun, hidden sloughs flashed over by
wings of mallard and brant, rivulets creep-
ing through ferns, a wooded sky line between
him and a rising moon.

He tasted of the hardships of the trail,
the rough life that is the only possible life

and often a
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in the wilderness. After paddling or pulling
all day he knew what it was to make camp
in the gray, bleak twilight; building fires,
cutting fuel, spreading their canvas fly that
was all they had in the way of a tent. He
ate the rough food, much of it poorly cooked
over the camp fire: laborer’'s food, he
thought it was, yet sustaining him in his toil
and satisfying his strengthening body.
When they made their permanent winter’s
camp, almost a hundred miles up the river
and a half mile back from its shore on the

bank of a small stream, he knew the ardu-
ous labor of cabin building.
Molly helped him a great deal, but the

heavy work naturally
strength. He had to cut trees and float the
logs down the creek to the selected site,
haul them out on the bank beyond high-wa-
ter line, then lift them into place. He
made many mistakes, he was awkward from
sheer inexperience, and the work which an
experienced woodsman could have done in
three days took him almost a fortnight.
He had to hunt meat— the caribou and
moose that thronged these more open for-
ests back from the coast line— packing it on
his back into camp; and to lay in fuel for
the Northern winter which was surely en-
croaching upon them.

Trying though they sometimes were, these
days in the wildwood were good for Jeff.
From this far place he seemed to get a per-
spective on all of life; and his standards
underwent revolutionary change. Things
mattered deeply that before were as noth-
ing; and many things he once set store by
were now as dust. He did not believe he
would continue to deplore the absence of
a vested nobility in America. Nobility,
meaning exalted birth, would not count for
much out here, when there were trees to fell
and logs to lift and cabins to build. It
was even possible that the nation governed
by and for a hardy, industrious, adventur-
ous rank and file was in some ways to be
preferred to that where a cultured aristoc-
racy sat comfortably on the necks of crushed
and hopeless peasantry. It was a revolu-
tionary thought, yet it haunted his medita-
tive hours.

He had never been proud of America. It
was a backwoods nation, and even its oldest
cities were but yesterday the haunts of
wolf and deer. The mighty marching spirit
that had made America was shut from his
sight; and thus he had not been inclined to

fell to his greater

THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

appreciate the victories it had won. Now
that he had cut a few trees himself he ex-
perienced a healthy wonder at the vast areas
newly cleared and sown to grain. He made
at last a surprising discovery— that Amer-
ica was rich and great purely because her
eagle’'s brood had made her so.

He found himself regarding Molly in a
new light. He no longer patronized her,
nor did he measure her by any scale other
than that of intrinsic worth. She had
served him a long time, but now the hour
of reckoning was at hand. Fully apprecia-
tive at last of all she had done for him,
he soberly concluded that it was now his
time to serve— and this he did to the limit
of his power.

He was willing to work his fingers to the
bone to add to Molly's comfort, meanwhile
trying to spare her all except the more pleas-
ant tasks. He spared no pains to make
the cabin comfortable for her, and in every
way to prepare for the rigorous winter which
was encroaching so swiftly upon them. He
maintained a constant attitude of cheer so
that she might be cheered, and his unvary-
ing consideration and chivalry was actually
a wonder— worthy of the best traditions of
the South. In these passing weeks he did,
indeed, pay some of the debt he owed her
in the past, although he was not blind to
the fact that her very presence here, be-
side him in his hour of trial, was a cumula-
tive obligation that never could be fully
paid. On one occasion he risked his own
life to hold her when she slipped on a steep
mountainside.

With the deepening cold and lengthening
nights they knew a growing need of mutual
service. The Northern wilderness is dreary
and dark in the late fall, stricken by the
threat of coming winter, and only by a fine,
gay companionship could the
escape its brooding mood.

They learned to find manna in the wilder-
ness, and to derive certain happiness from
their sylvan home. The fear of capture by
the Russians was largely past now. Since
they had left the Ethan Allen they had not
so much as glimpsed a human form; and
naturally Jeff could hardly believe his eyes
when, one chill November morning, he saw
unaccustomed traffic on the broad Stikine.

From the bank where he stood gaffing
salmon for winter use he distinguished a
black, moving speck far up the stream. At
first he thought it was a piece of driftwood

two exiles
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— perhaps a treetop such as often floated
by like a green-sailed ship— but flotsam does
not hasten toward the sea with the aid of
flashing paddles. Peering intently Jeff saw
that it was a canoe manned by a single
voyageur; and without waiting for further
scrutiny he scrambled up the bank behind
screening thickets.

A wild animal could have scarcely found
cover more quickly. Even in his few weeks
here he had picked up something of that
strange furtiveness that marks all denizens
of the hushed woods, a power to drift away
like smoke into the maze of light and shad-

ows of the underbrush. Now he lingered
out of sight, watching intently.
The voyageur was plainly an Indian.

White men do not as a rule race the salmon
down the riffles with such slight effort; be-
sides, his skin showed bronze against the
long, blue sheen behind. Following the
deepest part of the channel the boat swung
in and approached within fifty feet of him.

And now Jeff recognized the brown, aqui-
line face past any possibility of doubt.
“Big Eagle!” he called suddenly. And he

stepped out on to bank so that the man
could see him.

Big Eagle started and whirled, but he
did not snatch up his musket. He knew
perfectly that the voice from the shore was
not that of an enemy, simply because it
issued from human vocal chords instead of
from the mav”™ of a gun. He had offered a
good target and it was the way of his foes
to shoot first and speak afterward. He saw
Jeff, and turning his canoe in a swift, grace-
ful circle, he made a skillful landing just
at the white man’s feet.

“Heap fighter!” the Indian observed elo-
quently. “Lick’'m Roosian soldiers on Ko-
losh Ryeka Trail.”

“That's right, Big Eagle!
world you doing here?”

But the native was still absorbed in what
seemed to him a miraculous meeting. *“Big
Eagle's friend,” said he. “Where big, strong,
skookem squaw?”

“Molly? She’'s back at our cabin.”

What in the

CHAPTER XXVIII.

jeff's
ALTHOUGH the Indians are not usually
**m a demonstrative people, Big Eagle’s joy
at seeing Molly again was so apparent that
it was almost embarrassing. These two had
a bond of language; and she at once essayed

resolve.
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to find out what chance had brought him
here. He spoke briefly at first, but at the
girl’'s eager question he went into a long
explanation of some kind of which Jeff could
not understand one word. And now the lat-
ter found himself waiting with breathless in-
terest for Molly’s translation. Something in
her manner indicated that the native’s story
was of extraordinary import to her.

“This is the strangest thing,” the girl
told him at last, with shining eyes. “Tem-
pleton and Staritsa are up at a Hudson’s
Bay post a long, long way on the river.
He’'s a bit vague as to how far, but he says
it is almost a month’'s journey from here
upstream.”

“They went up there searching for us?”

“That would be the natural supposition,
but Big Eagle says not. He says they
weren't searching for him, either— although
he has been doing his trading at the same
remote post. This is his home country, you
remember. He tells me that when he
brought in some water furs to sell, the men
were at the post, and as soon as he got a
glimpse of them he recognized them as two
of the men in power at Sitka. He named
Staritsa, and described the other as an Eng-
lishman, Staritsa’s friend, so of course he
means Templeton. He thought at first they
were in pursuit of him, but when he inquired
from his friends he found they had not
even asked about him.”

“Did they recognize him?”

“He didn't give them a chance to. He
left at once to join his people, who have a
summer village on the headwaters of the big
tributary below— the Iskut, | believe they
call it.”

“Then what was their business up here, if
they weren't looking for wus or for him
either?”

“That's the mystery. Big Eagle says that
some men in red coats— English soldiers, of
course— and some other big chiefs had come
from afar to meet Staritsa and Templeton.
They had many horses, and according to the
accounts the natives told Big Eagle, they
had come a journey of many moons— as
many as Big Eagle has fingers. That
doesn’t seem reasonable, does it?”

A grim look overspread Jeff's face. “It
might easily happen— if they had come
across country from Ottawal!”

“He says they brought papers which the
Indians understood were of great impor-
tance, and these were given to Staritsa and



106

Templeton to carry back to Sitka. He said
the parley was almost completed when he
got there; and the men in the red coats were
getting ready to start back— overland.”
“Good! This thing is straightening out
pretty well. It is astonishing how much the
natives can pick up about white men’s busi-
ness— they are a great deal like our serv-

ants down below, finding out more than
their masters know themselves. Molly, this
man has let us in on a mighty important
piece of news.”

“What is it?”

“That a certain treaty is going through
between England and Russia— or rather be-
tween the semi-imperial Hudson’'s Bay Com-
pany and the Russian-American Company.
Those men undoubtedly were messengers
from high-up government officials in Ot-
tawa, accompanied by soldiers, and Staritsa
was sent to meet them as an agent of the
Russian-American Company. The business
was carried on way out* here in the back-
woods for only one possible reason.”

“Secrecy?”

“Perhaps, but mainly, safety. They
wanted to travel in Canadian territory all
the way to avoid any risk of being inter-
cepted and their documents taken away
from them; a possibility if they went by
way of sea. Of course they weren’t looking
for us, or for Big Eagle either. We are
small fry compared to this.”

“A treaty that concerns— America?”
Molly asked, somewhat breathlessly.

“Of course— ultimately. It is of very
great concern to America who gets control
of the great northwest end of the conti-
nent. That treaty, Molly, will decide the
ultimate ownership of Alaska. It was the
thing | was sent up here to check.”

The girl's eyes opened wide. “And you're
too late!” she cried. Her manner indi-

cated that Jeff's affairs were her own. “The
treaty has gone through?”
“Molly, I don’'t think so— yet. Neither

Staritsa nor Templeton could possibly have
had authority to sign such a document as
that would be— one a secret agent, and the
other a confederate of Karl without official
position. | think likely they were empow-
ered to state the Russian company’'s terms,
and probably they reached an agreement
with the agents of the Hudson's Bay Com-
pany, but certainly the document has to go
down to Sitka before the deal can be closed.
Certainly Karl and Prince Maksoutof will
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have to sign it, one as part owner of the
company and the other as governor of the
province; and | wouldn't wonder if it would
have to be carried to St. Petersburg.” He
paused, his thoughts too engrossing to per-
mit speech. “Of course Karl would have
come except for his wound— and if he had?
In that case, | wouldn't feel so sure the deal
was not already closed and the treaty
signed. Perhaps that bullet | sent into his
side will yet make history!”

“1t is a renewal of the treaty of 1839, of
the girl remarked. “1've heard
something about it.”

“Yes, only more comprehensive in char-
acter. Molly, there’'s no use of my keeping
Seward’s instructions from you any longer:
you have guessed part and the time has
come to tell you the rest. You are sure this
native cannot understand English?”

“Not this kind of English. He can’t fol-
low you, possibly.”

“Good! You know, by the treaty of 1839,
the Hudson's Bay Company had leased all
south of Cape Spencer on the mainland.
This treaty has expired, and in renewing it,
undoubtedly the two companies have joined
hands for the exploitation of all of Russian
America. It is to be trapped by Hudson’s
Bay agents, settled by English citizens,
and of course the province will soon be an
English province by right of settlement.
England wants it to complete her American
possessions and give her a full sweep on the
three oceans. America doesn’'t want Eng-
land to have it, for many reasons, one of
them England’s attitude during the war;
and for equally many reasons, wants it and
needs it herself. But if that treaty goes
through before February 1st America won't
get it. On that date the czar will authorize
the sale of the province to the United States
government, provided that the Russian-
American Company does not renew their
charter in the meantime. |If the company
makes this profitable deal with England they
will renew the charter, harsh though it is—
and our chance to own Alaska will be gone
forever.

“Now let us suppose what would happen
in case that treaty should be intercepted
somewhere between the post where it was
put in Staritsa’s hands, and Sitka— in other
words, somewhere on this river. The Eng-
lish officials have already started back, over-
land, and they could not be overtaken. In
a very few weeks— possibly days— the win-

course,”
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ter will close all travel in the mountain
regions, at least until the snow is packed.
The possibility suggests itself that even if
Staritsa and Templeton lost the treaty itself
they could go on into Sitka, report in gen-
eral the terms agreed to, and the Russian
company would get a renewal of their char-
ter from the czar on the expectation of get-

ting the British to sign up again in the
spring. But this would be risky business.
Things might look entirely different in the
spring, and the Hudson's Bay Company

would have Karl and his crowd just where
they want him. He would be bound to a
charter which would ruin him and the com-
pany too, unless Hudson’'s Bay Company
helped him out.

“1 must atlmit, however, that Karl might
do that very thing: sign up with the idea
of rewriting the treaty with Hudson's Bay
next spring, provided he is aware of their
terms. The only sure way the deal can be
blocked would be that Staritsa and Temple-
ton should become snowed in for the winter,
and unable to get back to Sitka until after
February. In that case, Karl and Mak-
soutof would have no way of knowing what
terms had been agreed to, and they would
have to wait till spring to renew their char-
ter with the czar. The latter, suspicious of
Karl and some of his other agents and want-
ing to let go of a province he can’'t protect,
will in the meantime sell out to America.

“There will probably be a lot to this
agreement which is not down on paper, but
which Staritsa carries in his head. That
makes it all the more important that he re-
port personally to Karl. | think the terms
concern ultimate betrayal of the czar to Eng-
land, not to mention other points not meant
for the liberal monarch’s eyes. Molly, if
you and | wanted to do a great thing— per-
form a service for America that will be ap-
preciated a hundred years from
more than it can be appreciated now, or any
time in the near future— we would see to it
that the treaty never arrived in Sitkal”

Molly's eyes spoke as plainly as the ring-
ing words with which she answered him.
This was a universal language— the chang-
ing, welling light in her eyes— and the dusky

now far

Indian grunted, wondering at this white
goddess from beyond the forests. “Then
what can be your answer?” she asked.

“Wait, Molly. We must see where we
stand. We can’'t look at the natives’ side
of the case— the fact that with England to
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protect the Russian-American
against the czar they will be exploited as
they never were before. We can’'t look
from the czar’'s point of view either— that
Karl undoubtedly is planning to betray him.
We must only look from America’s side. Are
we justified in descending to force to stop
that treaty?”

“England didn’'t hesitate to commit overt
acts against us when the Union was jeopar-
dized. Privateers fitted England
didn’'t hesitate to stop our ships. The Brit-

Company

out in

ish government is no friend of ours, Jeff,
with the exception of a few liberals like
Gladstone and the queen herself. | don’t

think what you propose need rest heavily on
your conscience.”

They brooded a while on this. Remorse
showed no more in Molly's lovely face than
in the bronzed, weather-beaten countenance

of her companion. The Indian grunted,
darkly stirred by what he read in their
eyes.

Molly seemed to be waiting for Jeff to
speak. She clasped her hands, perhaps only
to hold them from entreating him, and her
look was one of such intense anxiety that it
was akin to terror. It was as if her whole
world hung precariously on the thread of
his next few words.

He reached his hands, finding hers. Their

pulses leaped together as if in united pur-
pose. “It's destiny, Molly,” he told her in
hushed tones. “This chance has come to
me to atone for all my folly! We'll see to it,
my girl. Molly, we’'ll see what can be
done!”

CHAPTER XXIX.
THE TRAP.

1V/IOLLY and Jeff spent the next few days
making detailed arrangements for the
entertainment of Staritsa and Templeton
when they should come gliding down the
river. In Big Eagle they had an ally not to
be despised, strong as a bull, crafty, and
faithful to the death; but even with this help
they were three against four, and they must
overcome this disadvantage by strategy.
“We must separate them before we make
our attack,” Jeff explained. “It's our best
chance. We must think of some way to
separate the canoes.”
Molly made no suggestion at once, but re-

peated the message to Big Eagle. He
grunted derisively. He saw no use in such
tactics.
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“Maybe lay on bank. Current svving'm
inclose. Shoot'm in canoe!”

Certainly Big Eagle had the idea, the
primitive and therefore the natural idea, as
Jeff had to agree on looking the matter
squarely in the face. But civilization had
reached above this. He shook his head,
smiling.

“1f we could only decoy the two white
men away from the Indians,” the girl said
thoughtfully. “We could, if we had the
right kind of excuse-------- Her words trailed
off, simply because the intentness of her
thought precluded articulation. Presently
the dreamy luster left her eyes, and she was
seen to grope with her finger ends down
into the pocket of her jacket. Apparently
satisfied, a little, sly pucker at her lips con-
veyed an idea of quaint humor, peculiarly
her own. “Jeff, I believe 1 see a way to
separate them. | think of a bait they can’t
refuse to take. Jeff, what is the prize
Staritsa is working for?”

“1 suppose— Alaska!”

“Yes, but what does he want to get out
of it himself? He is not altruistic by a long
way, or patriotic either, and | understand
he followed Karl out here partly to escape
a scandal he was involved in, partly to re-
coup broken fortunes. Jeff, the thing he
wants is— gold.”

“Yes. | suppose we all want that.”

“Good fishermen used to tell me that the
best bait is the particular kind of bait that
the fish are feeding on. We should work
the same principle in catching men.” She
paused again, and a little thoughtful line
hovered on her clear brow. “My friend, 1
believe | see the way to win.”

In a few words she confided her plan.
Much of its success depended on Big Eagle.
Molly took it upon herself to coach him in
his part, making him go over it again and
again until he was perfect in it. Dissimula-
tion is a natural gift of savage peoples— as
every one knows who has seen some of the
more picturesque native pageants— and the
bronzed Indian seemed to take real pleasure
in the enterprise. In the first place, Big
Eagle had debts of his own to pay. In the
second, these two white people were among
his lesser gods. They had won from him
that strange adoration which members of
other races sometimes bear to the whites—
not often seen, but as inexplicable as the
unquestioning love that a noble dog bears
his master.

THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

The hill just back of the camp
manded a view of the long azure curve of
the river, and here Big Eagle watched for a
distant glimpse of two canoes. To a white
man this kind of sentry duty would have
been almost intolerable— the long hours of
waiting with only the trees and the chill No-
vember wind for company— but the Indian
thrived on it. Inexhaustible patience is a
noticeable trait of the American aborigine,
simply because it is a essential postulate to
the success of savage methods of hunting—
and so still the native crouched, his eyes
fastened on the sheen of the distant river,
that he seemed an appurtenance to the land-
scape; and the little, restless, furtive woods
people went about their hillside occupations
without heeding him. Sometimes Jeff or
Molly relieved him, and since there was no
occasion for watching after nightfall— the
voyageurs would certainly camp on the shore
at night— he found the post quite to his
liking.

The fifth afternoon after his arrival he
saw what looked like a pair of ducks swim-
ming on the farthest curve of the river. His
quiet eyes peered from under his lowered
brows until their wings flashed in the wan,
winter light; then he turned and ran silently
as a wolf down the hill to Jeff's camp. The
white man saw him coming and guessed his
tidings, but because he had glimpsed some-
thing of Indian psychology he sat quietly at
the door of the cabin.

“They come,” the native began in evident
excitement. “Big Eagle see'm.”

Jeff looked up steadily into the bronzed

com-

face. “Is that so, Big Eagle? That means
we’'ll have to get busy.” He puffed once
at his pipe, yawned, and quietly knocked

the ashes on to the ground.

This little mummery was exceedingly good
for Big Eagle. It steadied him; and in-
deed, so susceptible are the savage peoples
to suggestion, that some of his master’s
self-control passed to him. “Big Eagle go
now— get in canoe?” he asked.

“Yes. You know your part. Big Eagle,
if the ruse doesn’'t work— if they won’'t come,
Big Eagle, what you do?”

“Tip'm canoe. Play didn't mean to. Act
like help pick’'m up white mans. Tip'm other
canoe.”

“That's the idea. We’'ll be there to help
'em out of the water when they swim ashore.
They will swim to our bank because they’ll
be close to it. However, | don’t think you’'ll
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have to tip the canoes. You
part.”

Big Eagle did not follow this, but Molly
swiftly translated. The native then turned
and trotted away down toward the river,
cool and able to handle his part. Molly at
once procured her revolver and strapped it

on her slim waist, while Jeff got his rifle.

know your

They were ready for their work.

“1t will take fifteen minutes more, at
least, before they’ll get into shouting dis-
tance of Big Eagle,” Jeff said. “Perhaps

we shouldn’t let him start down so soon. A
long wait might play havoc with his nerves.”

“Don’'t worry about Big Eagle,” Molly
assured him. “He’'ll do his part. Amy
nervousness he shows they will attribute to
fear. They know he’'s a runaway from
Sitka; treachery is the last thing they’'ll
think of.”

“Good! Just the same, Molly, there’s
some risk. There is some risk even if he
does do his part and lead them up to us.
You never know how two men are going to
react even to such a situation as this. They
might open fire.”

The most friendly, cheerful smile danced
into her face. It was not just at her lips—

a feigned smile, to encourage him— or was
it merely a message of tenderness. It was
in her eyes and her raised brows; she had
smiled with something like joy in their mu-

tual adventure, perhaps even in anticipation
of a great patriotic service that was in their
hands to do. He glimpsed her gay, brave
soul as never before. He sensed her great-
ness, never to lose faith in it again. “They’ll
wish they hadn't, if they do,” she told him.
“1f | see one of them reach for a pistol-------

“1 know, Molly. We have taken every
precaution for safety.”

“For my safety,” she corrected him.
“You are taking the only possible risk.”

“Something might happen to either of
us,” he persisted, “and that's the reason,
Molly, that before we go into this thing I

have something to tell you.”

There was only a glimmer of her*smile
left now, a wistful and childlike fragment;
and the profundities of mortal nature which
were thus revealed— the fact that her mood
now could be compatible with her intrepidity

of a moment before— moved him to won-
der. “What is it, Jeff?”

“1f this thing goes through— the way that
we want it to go through— 1 want you to

know that you will get all the credit. You
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are the hero of this affair, all the way
through. It has been your influence, more

than anything else, that has put me on the
right track at last. It has been your brains
and your courage and your inspiration that
have held me up.”

“But what could I have done alone! A
woman can't make a lone struggle, Jeff;
there always has to be some one to fight
for, if she is to go on. A woman can't
fight for a principle, Jeff, unless it has per-
sonal meaning for her.~Vhere would I have
been without you?”

“We have only a moment now, before we
make this last, big play,” Jeff went on. “No
one can tell how it will turn out, so | want
to tell you—only 1 can’'t tell you— what
these weeks with you have meant to me.

You've made life worth living again. You've
given me a theme to fight for. You have
put some of your own ideals in me. And

most of all, you have