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ADVERTISING SECTION

D o Y o u  W a n t  t o M a H e  B i g  M o n e y ?

* 3 5 0 O t o l 0 0 0 0 a Y e a r

is Easy1 to Earn in
ELECTRICITY!!

K B e *  7

E % C t Prt 
E x p * * :

Never before was there such a demand for elec­
tricity and trained men to handle it as there is 
now. $75 a week, $100 and even $200 is easy when 
you are properly trained—trained as I will train 
you right in your own home. Step out of your 
small-pay, no-future job. Be a “Cooke” Trained 
Electrical Expert, and get the big jobs in Electricity.

Y

Big Jobs 
Open to You

My 16 Big 
Guarantees

Read the ProoS
From  My S tu d en ts
Earns $800 in 23 Days

E a r l  R. Mont­
rose. Mono Lake, 
Calir., gets elec­
t r i c a l  contract, 
completes i t  in 23 
days and collects 
$800 profit.

$7<ooo a Tear From 
Electricity on Farm

H erbert Dicker- 
son used to  earn 
$30 a  week. Now 
superintendent of 
Electrical equip­
ment a t  N o r t h  
Wales Farm , W ar­
den ton, V a., a t  
$7,000 a  year.

Makes $75® In Spare 
Time Work

Before complet­
ing course, John J . 
Burke, 3332 East 
Baltim ore S treet, 
B a ltim o re , Md., 
made $750 doing 
odd electrical jobs 
in sparetim e.N ow  
runs his own Elec­
trical business.

L. L. C ooke h as no co n n ectio n  
w ith  any o th er  s c h o o l . .  You 
can  g e t  L. L. C ooke training  
o n ly  through th e  C hicago  

E ngineering W orks.

In Radio W ork, Power P lants, I  give you 16 definite guaranteta  
Contracting, Automotive Electri- when you enroll for my Course, 
city— everywhere. The biggest including a  Signed bond to return 
jobs are  open to  “ Cooke”  trained  every penny you pay me i f  yon
m e n .  My employ­
m ent bureau sees to  
tha t. I am actually 
spendingover?25,000 
a  year ju s t to get 
jobsform ystudents.

I Can 
Train You 

Better
Being a  c o l l e g e  
t r a i n e d  engineer 
w ith 25 years o f 
practical experience 
and  n o w  C h i e f  
Engineer o f the g rea t Chicago 
EngineeringW orks, a  Million Dol­
la r  Institu tion , I know exactly 
w hat kind of training you need to  
succeed in th is big profession. 
That's w hat I  give you— practi­
cal training by a  practical man—  
the  kind of training big electrical 
companies are looking fo r and are 
willing to  pay fo r— the kind of 
tra in ing  you will need to  be suc­
cessful in business fo r yourself.

Start Earning 
Money at Once

You can tu rn  my train ing  into 
money quickly. I give you FREE 
a  whole outfit o f tools and electri­
cal apparatus and show you how 
to  g et and how to  do spare tim e 
jobs. “ Cooke” tra in in g  p a ys  i ts  
own w ay.

$500 Cash To Go 
Into Business 
Fop Yourself

Every month I give 
two o f my students 
$500 cash, to  go into
b u s in e s s  for th e m se lv e s . 
N o s t r in g s  attached—an  
out and outright g ift. Get details o f this re­
m a rk a b le  offer.—the most 
a m az in g  offer ever m ad e 
in th e  hotae-etady field  
from m y  big free book.

a r e  n o t  satisfied. 
T h e s e  guarantees 
cover FREE Consul­
tation and Employ- 
m entService, FREE 
tools, FREE use of 
laboratory, F R E E  
Engineering Maga­
zine and other things 
previously unheard 
o f  in h o m e  study 
training. I spare no 
expense to makeyou 
a  big, quick success.

Investigate 
— Big Electrical 

Book FREE!
Yon w ant proof 1 You w ant facta! 
These I give you in my big book 
— “ The Vital Facts About Elec­
tric ity” — proof th a t 
o p p o r tu n i t ie s  more 
wonderful than you 
ever dreamed of await 
yon— p r o o f  tha t I 
can do more fo r you 
than anyoneelse. Send 
fo r my new book now.
Be a  “ Cooke”  Trained 
E le c t r ic a l E x p e r t—
E a r n  $70 t o  $200 a 
week. Mail the coupon 
NOW !

Z
L. L. CO O KE, C h ie f  E ngineer

Chicago Engineering W orks
Dept. 75, 2150 Lawrence Ave., Chicago

M a il 
t h is  

Coupon 
fo r mV 
FREE 
BOOK

M L .  L. COOKE. C hM  
E ngineer, C h icago  

E ngineering W orks, 
A  *  D ept. 7 5  _

M  2 1 5 0  L aw rence Avo. 
M  C hicago, U. S . A. 

S en d  m e  y o u r  book . The 
W  V ita l F a c ta  A b o u t E le c ­

t r ic i ty ,  fu ll p a r t ic u la r s  of 
y o u r  H om e S tu d y  C o u rse  a n d

__„enta in uuaiuess. i m o
d o es  n o t o b lig a te  m e  to  en ro ll 
f o r  y o u r C o u rse .

I Name..

City..

&heCOOKE Trained M a n  is tl|© "Big P a y  7M a n !

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



A new two-dollar book, complete and unabridged, will come to you with 
tbe next Issue ol POPULAR. Its title w ill be “THE SUNGAZERS.” It is the 
latest novel from the pen ol Henry Herbert Knlbbs and relates the life and 
adventures of BUI Morningstar, Gentleman of the Open Road. Reserve your 
copy of the forthcoming issue well in advance. Your news dealer w ill 
enter your order now. On the news stands May 2ttth.
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i/ T H E  S H O E S T R IN G  CO M PANY, L IM ITE D . A Book-length Novel, Complete
Youth and enterprise lead a forlorn hope. Francis Lynde I

T H E  B L A C K  S TO N E FROM H E A V E N . A Short Story 
A Mexican adventure.

Ernest Douglas 88

R ED  M ARIA. A Short Story
All for a pair of natural-hair shoes.

Robert McBlair 109

O N E R IN G  TO O  M ANY. A Short Story 
Honesty betrays a rascal.

H. R. Marshall 121

M A R T IN . A Poem Berton Braley 132

YOU C A N ’T  KEEP A  GOOD M AN ftOW N. A Short
The A n g e l  o f  P e a c e  shanghais a warrior.

Story
Douglas Newton 134

A L L  T H E  K IN G ’S HORSES. A Five-part Story—Part IV . Charles Neville Buck
A tale of Kentucky feud and sport.

I42

H U N TIN G  T H E  G IA N T  B ILD IK. A Short Story 
The gripping experience of a modest Nimrod.

Percy Waxman 17 2

M ACUM BER COMBS T H E  AIR. A Short Story 
The Great One times in on mystery.

Robert H. Rohde 176

A  C H A T  W IT H  YOU. 19 1

Twice-a-month publication Issued by Street & Smith Corporation, 79-S9 Seventh Avenue, Netv York. Ormond G. Smith, Presi* 
dent; George C. Smith, Vice President and Treasurer; George C. Smith, Jr., Vice P resident; Ormond V. Gould, Secretary. 
Copyright, 1925. by Street & Smith Corporation. New York, Copyright, 1925, by Street & Smith Corporation, Great 
Britain. All Rights Reserved. Publishers everywhere are cautioned against using any of the contents of this magazine either 
wholly or in p a r t Entered as Second-class M atter, September 20, 1909, at the Post Office a t New York, N. Y., under Act 

of Congress of M arch 3, 1S79. Canadian Subscription, $4.72. Foreign, $5.44.
WARNING—Do not subscribe through 3gents unknown to you. Complaints are daily made by persons who have been thus

victimized.
IMPORTANT—Authors, agents, and publishers are requested to note th a t this corporation does not hold itself responsible for 
loss of unsolicited manuscripts while a t  this office or in  tran sit; and tha t it  cannot uixhrtake to hoM uncalled-for manuscripts 

for a longer period than, six months. I f  the return of manuscript is expected, postage should be inclosed.
A d d r e s s  a l l  c o m m u n ic a t io n s  to  t h e  S t r e e t  &  S m ith  C o r p o r a tio n

Y E A R L Y  SU BSCRIPTIO N  $4.00 S IN G LE  CO PIES 25 C E N T S
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T he Great A m erican Dollar 
is back again!

Brought back by Topkis.
A  glance at Topkis tells you 

the[dollar tha t buys such under­
w ear is in its old-time form.

H ere’s fabric like that in 
high-priced makes. H ere’s fit; 
and  perfect comfort!

Man-size underw ear! T he 
kind you can tw ist in, stretch 
in, stride in, with freedom.

Tailored by Topkis for active, 
bustling men. Reinforced at 
every strain point. Pearl bu t­
tons. Strong buttonholes.

U nm atchable value. Just a 
dollar!— from your dealer.

T opkis Brothers Company
Wilmington, Delaware 

G en era l S a le s  O ffices: 35 0  B road w ay , N e w  Y ork  City

T o p k is  M e n ’s  U n io n  S u its  . . . $1 .00 . 
M e n ’s Shirts a n d  D ra w ers, 75c  ea ch . 
B o y s ’ U n io n , G ir ls’ B lo o m er  U n io n ,  
C h ild ren 's W a ist  U n io n  S u its, 75c. 
In C an ad a , M e n ’s U n io n  S u its, $ 1 .5 0 .

W rite fo r  free illustrated booklet

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



ADVERTISING SECTION  •

Classified Advertising
A g e n t s  a n d  H e l p  Wanted

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.

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

AGENTS—WRITE FOR FREE SAMPLES. 
Sell Madison "Better-M ade" Shirts for 
large Manufacturer direct to wearer. No 
capital or experience required. Many earn 
$ 10 0  weekly and bonus. Madison Mills, 564 
Broadway, New York.

SELLS LIKE BLAZES! New, instant 
stain and rust remover. For clothing, table 
linen, etc. Fine premium with every sale. 
Big. Quick Profits. Free Outfit. Write to­
day. Christy, 506 Union, Newark, New 
York.

LIGHTNING STRANGE BATTERY 
Compound. Charges discharged , batteries 
instantly. Eliminates old method entirely. 
Gallon free to agents. Lightning Co., St. 
Paul, Minn.

MAKE $17 DAILY—Finest Extracts, 
Food Products, Toilet Preparations, House­
hold Necessities, Credit; Sample case Fiee. 
Write for amazing offer. Perkins Products, 
B-22, Hastings, Nebr.

DINING AND SLEEPING CAR conduc­
tors (white). Exp. unnecessary. We train 
you. Send for book of Rules and applica­
tion. Supt. Railway Exchange, St a. C, 
Los Angeles.

$00-$200 A WEEK. Genuine Gold Let­
ters for store windows. Easily applied. 
Free Samples. Liberal offer to general 
agents. Metallic Letter Co., 428 B North 
Clark, Chicago.

BIG MONEY Selling New Household 
♦'leaning Set. Washes and dries windows, 
sweeps, scrubs, mops. All complete only 
$2.95. Over half profit. Write Harper 
Brush Works, 201 3rd S t., Fairfield, Iowa.

CAN YOU SELL? Union-Label, All-Wool 
Suits and Top-coats made-to-measure for 
$19.75. Universal Tailors, N99 Bedford 
Street, Boston, Mass.

BIG MONEY and fast sales. Every owner 
buys gold initia ls for his auto. You charge 
$1.50. make SI.44 profit. 10 orders daily 
easy. Samples and information free. World 
Monogram Co., Dept. 12, Newark, N. J.

AGENTS—90c an hour to advertise and I 
distribute samples to consumer. W rite quick j 
for territory and particulars. American • 
Products Co., 2393 American Bldg., Cincin- ' 
nati, O.

START profitable business, silvering rair- ! 
rors. refinishing auto headlights, tableware, i 
metal plating; outfit furnished. Interna- i 
tional Laboratories, Dept. 110, 309 F ifth  . 
Are., New York.

Please mention

Agents and Help Wanted—Contiaued

AGENTS: $11.80 daily in advance (send 
for sworn proof) Introducing New Insured 
Hosiery. 47 Styles, 35 colors, guaranteed 
seven months. New line now ready. No 
capital or experience required. You simply 
take orders, we deliver and collect (or you 
can deliver, suit yourself). Credit given. 
Pay You Daily, monthly bonus besides. We 
furnish samples. Spare time will do. Maco- 
ehee Textile Company, Station 4505, Cincin­
nati, Ohio.

$133-5192 MONTH. Traveling. Railway 
Postal Clerks. Sample training Free. 
Franklin Institute, Dept. 112, Rochester, 
N. Y.

B u sin ess Opportunity

FREE valuable information on starting a 
business; large or small capital. Dept. 113, 
Paul Kaye, 149 Broadway, New York.

Help W anted—Fem ale

$6-$18 A DOZEN decorating pillow tops at 
home, experience unnecessary; particulars 
for stamp. Tapestry Pain t Co., 110 La- 
Grange, Ind.

Help W anted—Male

ALL Men, Women, Boys. G irls, 17 to 65 
willing to accept Government Positions 
$117-8250, traveling or stationary, write 
Mr. Ozment, 308, St. Louis, Mo., immedi­
ately.

EARN $110 to $250 monthly, expenses 
paid as Railway Traffic Inspector. Position 
guaranteed after completion of 3 months’ 
home study course or money refunded. Ex­
cellent opportunities. Write for Free Book­
let. CM-28 Stand. Business Training
Inst., Buffalo, N. Y.

SILVERING MIRRORS. French plate. 
Easily learned; immense profits. Plans 
free. Wear Mirror Works. Excelsior 
Springs, Mo.

MEN—Age 18-40, wanting Ry. Station- 
Office positions, $115-$250 month, free 
transportation, experience unnecessary. 
Write Baker, Supt., 49 Wainwright, St. 
Louis.

ESTABLISH YOURSELF—AT HOME— 
As a Photographic Expert. Make $75 a week 
while learning. W rite at once for Tempo­
rary Offer. International Studios, Dept. 
1404, 3601 Michigan Ave., Chicago.

$100-8200 WEEKLY. Aren with slight 
knowledge of motors who can reach car own­
ers can earn $200 weekly without making a 
single sale. If  they can also make sales, 
profits may reach $15,000 yearly. W. A. 
Phillips, 235 West 27th Street, New York.

this magazine when answering

D etectives  W anted

MEN—Experience unnecessary; travel; 
make secret investigations; reports; salaries; 
expenses. Write American Foreign Detec­
tive Agency, 114, St. Louis, Mo.

DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY. 
Travel. Excellent opportunity. Experience 
unnecessary. Write, George Wagner, former 
Governmen: Detective, 1968 Broadway,
New Ynik.

Home W eaving

LOOMS ONLY $9.90 and up. Big Money 
in Weaving Colonial rugs, carpets, etc., 
from new or waste textile material. Weav­
ers are rushed with order. Send for Free 
Loom Book, it tells all about Home Weav­
ing and quotes reduced prices^ and easy 
terms on our wonderful looms. Union Loon- 
Works. 206 Factory St., Boonville, N. Y.

P aten ts  and L aw yers

PATENTS. Send sketch or model foi 
preliminary examination. Booklet free. 
Highest references. Best results. Prompt­
ness assured. Watson E. Coleman, Patent 
Lawyer, 644 G St., Washington, D. C.

I N V E N T I O N S  COMMERCIALIZED
Patented or unpatented. W rite Adam 
Fisher Mfg. Co., 223, Enright, St. Louis, 
Mo.

PATENTS—W rite for free Guide Books 
and Record of Invention Blank" before 
disclosing inventions. Send model or sketch 
of invention for Inspection and Instructions 
Free. Terms reasonable. Victor J. Evans 
Co.. 767 Ninth, Washington, D. C.

INVENTORS desiring to secure patents 
should write for our guide-book, "How Tc 
Get Your Patent." Send model or sketch 
and deseription of invention for Instruction* 
free. Randolph «fc Co., Dept. 412, Washing­
ton, D. C.

Stam m ering

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

Stam ps and Coins

OLD MONEY WANTED. Do you know 
that Coin Collectors pay up to $100.00 for 
certain U. S. Cents? And high premiums 
for all rare coins? We buy all kinds. Send 
4c for large Coin Circular. May mean 
much profit to you. Numismatic Bank, Dept. 
440, F t. Wc tli, Tex.

T yp ew riters

IWTlKRWOOB Typewriters—only 53.00 
down. Easy monthly payments. Low prices 

j at less than manufacturers. 10 days’ free 
trial. Rebuilt, all worn parts ' replaced. 
Just like a new machine, 5-year guarantee. 
Write for big free catalogue, 3814 Shipman- 
Ward Mfg. Co., 3615 Shipman Bldg., Chi­
cago, 111.

advertisements



ADVERTISING SECTION

M A / A N T E D -
second  w eek  off—

| __ R A I L W A Y  P O S T A L  C L E R K S
“  $ 1 9 0 0  t o  $ 2 7 0 0  Y e a r .  M en 18 u p . E very

---------- ------------ ff—full p ay . C om m on e d u ca tio n  suffic ien t. W rite
IM M E D IA T E L Y  fo r  f r e e  lis t  o f G o v e rn m en t p o s itio n s  now  open 

to  m en  and  w om en a n d  f re e  sam p le  co ach in g  le sso n s .
F R A N K L IN  IN S T IT U T E ,  D e p t. C  2 8 0 ,________R O C H E S T E R , N . Y .

STUDY AT HOME
B ecom e a  la w y e r . L e g a lly  tra in e d  

,m en  w in  th e  h ig h e s t  p o s itio n s  and  
b ig g e s t  su c c e s s  in  b u s in e s s  a n d  pub lic  
l ife . Bo in d e p e n d e n t.  G re a te r  opp o r­
tu n itie s  now  th a n  e v e r  b e fo re .  B i*  
co rp o ra tio n s  a re  h e a d e d  by m e n  w ith  

le g a l tra in in g .  E a rn
$ 5 , 0 0 0  t o  $ 1 0 , 0 0 0  A n n u a lly

_  W e  g u id e  you  s te p  by  s te p .  Y ou can  t ra in  a t  
■ h o m e  d u r in g  s p a re  t im e . D e g re e  o f  L L . B . c o n fe r re df L a S a lle  s tu d e n t s  p r a c t ic in g  law  in  e v e ry  s ta te .  W e  fu rn is h  a ll 
.  t e x t  m a te r ia l ,  in c lu d in g  fo u rte e n -v o lu m e  L aw  L ib ra ry .  L ow  coa t. 
I e a sy  te rm s .  G e t o u r  v a lu a b le  108-page L a w  G u id e , , god 
| “  E v id e n c e  ** b o o k s  f r e e .  S en d  fo r  th e m  N O W .

L a S a l le  E x t e n s io n  U n iv e r s i t y ,  D e p t .  5 6 5  .L -  C h ic a g o  
T he W orld 's L argest B u s in ess  Training in s t itu t io n ___

A f W T C  EARN A 
A v L l I  1  9  GOOD INCOME
Y ou c a n  se ll P re m ie r  K nife S h a rp e n e rs  
to  h o u s e w iv e s , r e s ta u r a n t s ,  s to re s , 
e tc  9 o u t o f  10 w ill  b u y .  S ells
5Cc. W r i te  to d a y  fo r  a ttra c tiv e  LARGS
offer. P R E M IE R  M FG . CO. PROFIT
D e p t. 51 D e tro i t ,  M ich , f O f  y o n

TIRES WITH 500 NAIL 
HOLES LEAK NO AIR

A  new  p u n c tu re -p ro o f  in n e r  tu b e  has  been  in v e n ted  by a 
M r. M. F . M ilb u rn  o f  C hicago. In  a c tu a l t e s t  i t  w as 
p u n c tu re d  500 tim es  w ith o u t th e  loss o f a ir . T h is w o n d er­
fu l n e w  tu b e  in c rea se s  m ileage  fro m  10,000 to  12,0(0 m iles 
an d  e lim in a te s  c h a n g in g  tire s . I t  co sts  no m ore  th a n  th e  
o rd in a ry  tu b e . M r. M. F . M ilburn , 331 W e s t 47th S t., 
C hicago, w a n ts  th e m  in tro d u ced  ev e ry w h e re  an d  is m a k in g  
a  specia l o ffer to  a g e n ts . W rite  h im  tod ay .—A dv.

The  on ly  man w h o  
could talk to the 
Superintendent

“OOON after I began studying,” a student wrote 
O  to us the other day, “we had a change in 

management at our plant. I certainly was glad 
then that I  had decided to study in my spare time. 
For, thanks to my I. C. S. course, I was the only 
man in the organization who could talk to the 
Superintendent in his own language. As a result, 
I  was promoted over men who had been here from 
ten to twenty years. My salary has been increased 
90% in the last ten months.”

'"THAT’S a true story of what just one I. C. S. student 
has done. There are thousands of others. Every mail 

brings letters from men and women telling of promotions 
and increases in salary due directly to spare-time study.

One hour a day, spent with the I. C. S. in the quiet of 
your own home, will prepare you for success in the work 
you like best. Yes, it w ill!  Put it up to us to prove it.

M a il th e  C o u p o n  f o r  F r e e  B o o k le t

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCH00L8 
Box 2087, Scranton, Penna.

Without cost or obligation, please tell me how I can qualify for 
the position or in the subject before which I have marked an X: 

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
3 Salesm anship□  Business Management

□  Industrial Management
□  Personnel Organization
□  Trallc Management
□  Business Law
□B anking and Banking Law
□Accountancy (including C.P. A .)
□Nicholson Cost Accounting
□Bookkeeping
□ P rivate  Secretary
□Spanish □  French

TECHNICAL AND
□  Electrical Engineering
□  Electric Lighting 
j  Mechanical Engineer 
J  Mechanical Draftsman 
J Machine Shop Practice 
D Railroad Positions 
DGas Engine Operating 
J Civil Engineer 
J Surveying and Mapping 
J Metallurgy 
J Steam Engineering 
IlRadio

Advertising 
Better Letters 
Show Card Lettering 
Stenography and Typing 
Business English 
Civil Service 
Railway Mail Clerk 
Common School Subject* 
High School Subjects 
Illustrating □  Cartooning 

INDUSTRIAL COURSES
□  Architect
□  Architects’ Blue Prints
□  Contractor and Builder
□  Architectural Draftsman
□  Concrete Builder

B Structural Engineer 
Chemistry □  Pharmacy 
Automobile Work

B Airplane EnginesNj 'Navigation 
Agriculture and Poultry 
Mathematics

StTeet 3-6*24

City................

Occupation........................................................................................ ;.................
Per tone residing in  Canada should send this coupon to the Interna­
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada.

Piease mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Summertime

Freckles v a n i s h ,  
skin is made 
m ilk  w h ite

For 35 year® th e  w o r ld 'h a s  tu rn ed  to S tillm a n ’s  F reck le  C ream  
e a c h  su m m er. O n e  jar w ill  d e lig h t  y o u  b y  th e  w a y  it w h iten s  
a n d  fresh en s yo u r  c o m p le x io n . It h as a d o u b le  a ction . F reck les  
are g en tly  d is so lv e d  a w a y , a n d  th e  sk in  w h ite n e d  at th e  sa m e  
t im e . G u a ra n teed  to  r e m o v e  freck les  or m o n e y  re fu n d ed . A t  
d ru g g ists  a n d  d ep a rtm en t stores, 50c  a n d  $ 1 .0 0 .

W rite  fo r  “ B eau ty  P a r lo r  S e c re ts ”
F ree b o o k le t  te lls  w h a t y o u r  particu lar ty p e  n e e d s  to look  
b e st. In tro d u ces  o th e r  S tillm an  to ile t a rtic les  to  y o u . If you  
b u y  $3  w orth  (o th er  than  F reck le  C ream ) w e  g iv e  y o u  $ 1 .5 0  
b o ttle  o f p e r fu m e  free . T h e  S tillm a n  C o ., 79 R o sem a ry  L a n e, 
A urora, 111.

Stillmans freckle
Cream
REMOVES FRECKLES 
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T he ShoestringCompany, Limited
By Francis Lynde

Author o f  “Old Boreas Cuts the Cards," “ The Bull Basin Plunder bund,' ’ Etc.

T w o  hundred and fi fty thousand dollars sounds m ore like a fortune than a 
sh oe  string to  the average m an. It sounds ev en  m ore im posing  if y o u  call It a 
quarter of a m illion . But in the case o f  A rcher S tanw ood  and B etty  Lancaster, 
it w as really on ly  a p ittance. For th ey  w ere  y o u n g  p eop le  w h o  saw  largely. 
W hat th ey  saw  in th is story  o f W estern  enterprise w as a hydroelectr ic  plant 
w h o se  co st w ou ld  be m easured in m illions, not fractions o f  m illions, w h o se  
profits w ou ld  be proportional to  the co st, and w h o se  benefits to  a great section  
o f cou n try  w ou id  be incalculable. O pposed to  them  w ere pow erfu l and u n ­
scrupulous in terests. T h e  struggle b etw een  the Shoestring  C om pany and Its 
opponents m akes o n e  o f the best n o v e ls  o f ou td oor adventure and inside busi­
ness that w e  have read. T h is  is a fu ll-length  book . It w ou ld  easily  m ake a five-  
part serial in generous Installm ents, but w e are printing it for you  com plete  and 
unabridged in this i s s u e —THE EDITOR,

(4 C o m p le te  N o vel)

CHAPTER I.
FIN A N C E FRAPFE.

THOUGH he had been in the great 
city less than three weeks, Stan­
wood was beginning to surmise 
that New York was no place at all 

for a Western man; particularly for a man

whose experience, like his own, had been 
gained chiefly in engineering-construction 
camps in what the subtitle writers for the 
movies moon over as “the great open 
spaces.” As a matter of fact, as he sat 
in the lobby of the Admiral Hotel, smok­
ing an after-luncheon cigar—a cigar in 
deference to his surroundings when his
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seasoned brier pipe would have been much 
more to his taste and mood—he was cher­
ishing a frame of mind which, in his na­
tive Wyoming, was best known as a 
grouch a mile long and ten feet thick.

For'this cause, and for some others as 
well, the sudden appearance before his 
lounging chair of a big-bodied man whose 
hawk nose, straight-lined mouth and fight­
ing jaw were handsomely ameliorated by 
a pair of twinkling gray eyes, made him 
leap to his feet with a little yelp of delight.

“Great cats, major, you are an answer 
to prayer!” he burbled. “I was just this 
minute thinking that I ’d give all my old 
shoes if I could meet somebody from my 
own neck of woods—somebody who 
speaks the same language that I do! You 
sure do look good to me. When did you 
leave God’s country? And what brings 
you to this tight-fisted metropolis of the 
money gods?”

The burly chief engineer of the G. V. 
& P., who had formerly been Stanwood’s 
major in France, drew up a chair, his 
good-natured grin showing a perfect set 
of strong white teeth.

“Unload your grief,” he encouraged. 
“At last accounts, you were about to 
marry the nervy little beauty who helped 
you explode the Bull Basin oil plot, and 
with her millions to back you, you were 
going to build a hydroelectric plant at the 
head of Little Horse, peddle energy to the 
G. V. & P. and other power-hungry 
sources and live happily ever after. 
W hat’s hit you?”

“I wish you’d tell me what hasn’t hit 
us! You know Betty—a little—and how 
straight she goes after the thing she wants 
to do. She had it all planned out to the 
final decimal place. We were to be mar­
ried in Green Butte, make a wedding jour­
ney of the trip to New York, and then 
sail in together on the capitalization of 
the big scheme, with the influence of Bet­
ty’s bankers to give us a running start.

“Of course I said, ‘Yes, yes,’ to every­
thing; but just at the last I came down 
out of the clouds far enough to hear what 
common sense was trying to say—warning 
me to go a bit slow; telling me that I might

be doing the dear girl all sorts of an in­
justice by taking her too swiftly at her 
generous word. Major, I shall never know 
how to be thankful enough for having 
listened to that hunch.”

“Go on,” said the big man. “Let’s have 
the rest of it.”

“I talked her out of the Green Butte 
wedding; told her that, modern and eman­
cipated as she is, she owed it to her friends 
and people, here and in Washington, not 
to make her marriage look as if it were a 
snap for some greedy fortune hunter who 
had, so to speak, slipped up on her when 
she wasn’t looking. We nearly had a fall­
ing out over it, but I made her see the 
point at last; and, as I say, I ’m mighty 
glad I did.

“If we had married right off the bat— 
good Lord! It makes me sweat, even 
now, to think how near we came to it! 
She didn’t know any of the details about 
the fortune her father had left her, ex­
cept that there was plenty of i t ; she’d al­
ways had money to burn, and hadn’t 
known there were any special restric­
tions.”

“And there were some?”

V O U ’VE said it. The entire Lancaster 
fortune was left in trust; she knew 

that much, of course. What she didn’t 
know, any more than in a general way, was 
that there was a string tied to the trust. It 
seems that Father Lancaster had mighty 
little sympathy with the ‘younger-genera- 
tion’ breakaway from the old-fashioned 
conventions and traditions, so he arranged 
to put the brakes on for his only daugh­
ter.”

“Ah,” the major put in, “I see—the dead 
hand.”

“Until she married, or, unmarried, 
reached the age of twenty-one, Betty was 
to be under the guardianship of her moth­
er’s brother, Jackson Underhill, though 
apart from a liberal allowance, Under­
hill wasn’t given the control of her money. 
That was placed in the hands of three trus­
tees; New York bankers, all of them; 
and, by the terms of the will, she must 
have the approval of all three of the trus­
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tees if she marries before she is twenty- 
five.

“Failing to have the man of her choice 
approved by the fateful three, the fortune 
is to remain in trust for her children and 
grandchildren; she is to have the income 
only, and nobody can touch a dollar of the 
principal this side of the third genera­
tion.^

“Good gad!” exclaimed the ex-major of 
engineers, “I thought all that old stuff had 
gone out with our great-grandfathers. 
You say she didn’t know of this?”

“Oh, yes; she knew of it. But she had 
always supposed it was a mere matter of 
form, good form, the proper thing from 
her father’s point of view—all that. She’d 
been taking it for granted all along that 
when the time came all she’d have to do 
would be to take her picked man by the 
hand, lead him up to the judges’ bench 
and say, ‘Here he is ; get out your rubber 
stamp, please,’ and that would settle it.”

“ Um,” grunted the major. “I think I 
can guess the rest of it. The syndicate 
of three refuses to give you a clean bill of 
health?”

“You've said it again—the entire 
mouthful. I haven’t been able to see any 
one of them personally; they are not ‘at 
home’ to me. As you would imagine, 
Betty has done her best, and I ’ll bet she 
has given those three elderly gentlemen 
the time of their lives. But it’s no good. 
They are adamant.”

“What reason do they give for turning 
you down ?"

“They say they have looked up my 
record and it isn't satisfactory; that I have 
never had the handling of large sums of 
money, either for myself or any one else 
—which is true enough; and that I have 
never shown any indications of an ability 
to administer a great fortune—which is 
also true. In some way they have found 
out about the Little Horse project, and 
they say if there weren’t anything else 
against me, that would be enough; that I 
would merely sink the Lancaster fortune 
in a perfectly hopeless enterprise and that 
would be the end of it.

“One of them went so far as to inti­

mate that my motives weren’t entirely 
above suspicion; that I needed money with 
which to fly a kite for credulous investors, 
and had hit upon an easy way of getting 
it. Betty wouldn’t tell me what she said 
to this man, but you know it was a-plenty.” 

“I see. And, of course, your marriage 
is held up?”

“That is the real tragedy, major. W e’ve 
pretty nearly come to blows over that— 
Betty and I. She’d give up the principal 
and marry me in the hollow half of a min­
ute if I ’d let her; but, naturally, I won’t 
listen to any such sacrifice as that. It. 
would be plain highway robbery. She says 
if I loved her as much as I say I do, I ’d 
take her without the money; and I say it’s 
because I do love her that I won’t let her 
rob herself for me. So there you are.”

l^ A J O R  BRISCOE smoked in thought- 
fill silence for a minute or so before 

he said: “Archer, hasn’t it occurred to you 
that there might be wheels within wheels 
in this business of yours?”

“Something that doesn’t appear on the 
surface, you mean?”

“Exactly. I fancy you made a pretty 
bitter enemy of Mr. Jackson Underhill in 
the Bull Basin oil mix-up—or didn’t you ?” 

“I don’t know about the degree of bit­
terness, but I doubtless got myself hand­
somely disliked. Though there was no 
direct evidence that he was the political 
tool in that piece of hijacking, Betty knows 
what he did, and so do I. And he knows 
that we know—which may account for 
any amount of dislike.

“But Betty has passed her twenty-first 
birthday, and his guardianship has expired 
by limitation. Besides, he wasn’t given 
any say-so about her marriage.”

“All the same, he’d block it—seeing that 
you’re the man she wants to marry—if he 
could, wouldn’t he? Just to even up the 
score a bit?”

“W e’ve talked of that possibility, and 
Betty doesn’t think he would. She gives 
him credit for all sorts of shady schemes in 
the political field, but she says he wouldn’t 
go deliberately about to smash her chance 
of happiness.
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‘‘That is a very natural thing for her 
to believe. Underhill is her mother’s 
brother, and she has a very touching fond­
ness for him in spite of the fact that she 
fights his rogueries, tooth and nail—as she 
did in the Bull Basin flurry.”

“Still, Underhill is hand and glove with 
a lot of money people here in the East; 
it is his business to stand in with them. 
You said a few minutes ago that you 
couldn't have had less luck if somebody 
had been blacklisting the Little Horse 
project in' advance. Where do you stand, 
at present— in money figures, I mean?” 

‘‘Practically nowhere,” Stanwood con­
fessed. “I have a few thousands of my 
own that dad left me, and Betty says per­
haps she can place a hundred thousand of 
the bonds among the people she knows and 
can cajole, bully or browbeat into buying.

“I can do a little of the same in the 
West; possibly I could swing half as much 
more out there. But, all put together, it’s 
hardly a drop in the bucket.”

“What will your dam, power plant, 
transmission lines and right of way cost ?” 

“In round numbers, pretty well up to a 
couple of millions.”

“No more than that? Then Miss Lan­
caster, if she had the control of her own 
funds, could probably finance it herself?” 

“She could; and still have enough left 
to keep the wolf from the door. But of 
course we weren’t planning to do anything 
like that—or at least, I wasn’t, though she 
was willing to back the thing alone. My 
plan was to let her take up a little more 
than half of the stock— to give her con­
trol— and to peddle the remainder among 
her friends and mine.

“With a cash initial investment of some­
thing over half the building costs, we 
would have had no trouble in placing the 
balance of the stock. But that’s a dead 
lamb in the shambles, now.

“Frankly, major, I ’m stuck—down and 
out. Betty has her income; there are' no 
strings tied to that; and she wants to fling 
it into the breach and start the wheels 
turning. It would keep us going for a 
while, but good Lord, I can’t let her do 
that! Besides, we’d soon come to the end

of that shoe string and be left like Ma­
homet’s coffin— hanging up in the air.”

“And you say the sentimental part of 
things will have to be sidetracked for four 
long years?”

“That is the, way it stacks up— unless I 
weaken and let Betty commit financial sui­
cide. W e’ve had a dismal time over that 
part of it. I tell Betty it’s all off, or it 
ought to be; that no man on top of earth 
is worth the sacrifice she proposes, or the 
long wait. And when I say things like 
that—well, as I ’ve said before, you know 
Betty—a little.”

Again there fell a thoughtful silence on 
the part of the ex-major of engineers; a 
pause which he was the first to break;

JU ST after you and Miss Lancaster 
pulled out for the East, President 

Brownlow was down from Green Butte, 
and I had some talk with him about the 
electrification of the Mountain Division. 
He is safely sold on the proposal and has 
recommended it to the executive com­
mittee here in New York.

“Cavanaugh— not old Dan, but his son, 
Kerry— is chairman of that committee: 
you remember Kerry; he is the man who 
jumped in years ago and snatched the 
original G. V. & P. jerkwater out of the 
clutches of the T. C. and made a real 
railroad out of it?”

“I’ve heard about that,” said Stanwood. 
“It happened while I was in Denver in a 
prep school.”

“Well, I saw Cavanaugh this morning 
and had quite a long talk with him. He 
admits that it would be a paying proposi­
tion to electrify the Mountain Division; 
says he has had it in mind for a good 
while, and has finally pulled the other 
members of the committee over to his 
point of view. He gave me to understand 
that it is now only a question of the com­
pany’s ability to buy current at the right 
price. If you could contract with the rail­
road, you’d have a market for at least half 
of the Little Horse output.”

“ThafHs what I have been figuring on; 
and I feel sure we could sell the remainder 
in Copah and Grass Valley. The two Pan­
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nikin plants are already contracted up to 
the limit, as I happen to know.”

“Um,” said the major, “I suppose you 
know, too, that the Pannikins are in the 
big electrical combine?”

“I ’ve heard they were; yes.”
“Have you also heard that they have a 

third project planned, lower down the 
river ?”

“No; have they?”
“That is what I ’m told. How far the 

plans have gone, I can’t say; ta t  Cava­
naugh tells me that there have been ten­
tative offers made to supply the railroad 
if we decide to electrify.”

TAN WOOD shook his head gloomily. 
“Then that is another nail in our 

coffin,” he asserted. “The combine could 
afford to cut the price on us and put us 
out of business.”

“That is a business chance you would 
have to take, of course,” said the major. 
“But, all things being equal, our people 
would prefer to buy power from you; 
Cavanaugh told me so. The seasonal wa­
ter flow in the Little Horse is less variable- 
than that in the Pannikin—which means a 
steadier source of supply; and the trans­
mission lines would be much shorter—less 
loss. I think I am safe in saying that you 
would get your fighting chance for a con­
tract with u s ; but, on the other hand, it is 
only fair to warn you that the combine 
isn’t likely to leave any stone unturned to 
keep you out of the field.”

“W e’d expect that, naturally. If it 
would be a fair fight, I shouldn’t mind. 
But there isn’t going to be any fight, ma­
jor. We are licked before we have had a 
chance to begin.

“I ’m waiting here now to get word from 
Betty. She is going to pick up her fa­
ther’s old lawyer, Mr. Prendergast, and 
tackle her banker one more time for a 
fare-you-well, and then phone me. I t’s 
the last hope, and a mighty slim one, if 
you should ask me.”

The major made no comment on this, 
and if he were sorry for the defeated 
Westerner, he did not say so. Instead, he 
asked a purely routine question.

“Have you taken any preliminary steps 
at all in the valley of the Little Horse?— 
as to securing rights and titles and so on?” 

Stanwood shrugged. “I am sorry to 
say that I let Betty push me over the edge 
into that ditch, too. As you know, I was 
locating engineer for an Omaha company 
that was prospecting the valley as a pos­
sible field for an irrigation scheme. The 
Omaha people got cold feet; concluded to 
quit and take their loss—which wasn’t 
very much apart from the money they had 
spent in acquiring rights and titles—and 
Betty insisted upon our stopping over in 
Omaha on our way East and buying 
what the irrigation company had to sell.

"I tried to persuade her that an option 
was all we needed, but she outtalked me 
and the purchase outright was made. Betty 
drew on her New York bankers, and we 
own in fee simple everything that the irri­
gation company owned.”

“Humph!” the major grunted. “Then, 
if you can't go on, Miss Lancaster stands 
to lose a goodish bit of money right there, 
doesn’t she?”

“She does, indeed, and it makes me as 
sore as a boil. If her trustees know about 
the Omaha deal—and I suppose they do— 
I can’t blame them much for giving me 
the chilly shoulder. To a man up a tree, 
I suppose it would look very much as if 
I had framed the dear girl—driving the 
nail clear in up to the head and clinching 
it, when, Heaven knows, I didn’t!”

It was at this conjuncture that a bell 
boy came through the rotunda, droning 
out a call: "Tel-e-phone for Mr. Stan­
wood—tel-e-phone for Mr. Stanwood!” 
and Stanwood got out of his chair.

“That will be Betty, phoning me to come 
and crawl into the coffin,” he said, with 
a wry smile. Then: “How long are you 
going to be here, major?”

The big man rose and shook hands. 
“I ’m leaving at three o’clock, heading back 
to my job on the edge of the Red Desert. 
Let me hear from you. I shall be curious 
to know how you come out.

“You’ve been talking as though you had 
lost yoUr sand, Archer, and I ’d hate to 
believe that of you, after what I saw of
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you when you wore a tin hat in France. 
W rite and tell me what happens to you— 
to you and to Miss Betty.”

“I ’ll do it,” Stanwood promised, “if I 
don’t report to you in person. I shall be 
chasing you West pretty soon. I ’ve good 
and plenty had enough of New York.” 

And with that he hastened away to 
answer his telephone call.

CHAPTER II.
A  t w o - h u n d r e d - a  n d -  f i f t y - t  h  o u s a n d -

D O L L A R  K I S S ,

T 'H E  private conference room of the 
Wouter van Twiller Bank & Trust 

Company was in perfect keeping with the 
marble wainscoting, rich mahogany fit­
tings and ornamental brass grilles of the 
main banking room; a stately cabinet with 
an air of aristocratic refinement in the 
soft-piled rugs, ivory-tinted walls and 
carved furnishings.

In the largest of the chairs sat the con­
ditional heiress of the Lancaster millions, 
violet eyes snapping, cheeks flushed with 
a rich color that owed nothing to the 
beauty shop.

“You’ve got it all, now, Archer,” she 
was saying to the good-looking young 
Westerner leaning against the massive 
writing table, “and I ’m savage enough to 
bite a nail in two! I never knew before 
what a lot of absolutely pig-headed, ob­
stinate, narrow-minded people there are in 
this world! To hear them talk, you*d 
think they believed we were out to steal 
the last dollar they had in their pockets!” 

“You can’t tell me anything about it,” 
Stanwood put in. “They’ve shot me full 
of holes. I shall be bank shy all the rest 
of my life. Of course, you couldn’t do 
anything with Mr. Attleberry—not even 
with Mr. Prendergast to back you?”

“I couldn’t make a dent in him that you 
could stick your finger nail into, and 
neither could Mr. Prendergast. He made 
me perfectly furious after Mr. Prender­
gast went away: took the fatherly attitude 
and treated me as if I were a little girl 
in pinafores who ought to be spanked and 
sent to bed! I ’m frightfully angry, but

I ’m feeling awfully righteous, at that. I 
didn’t swear at him.”

Stanwood smiled. Betty in a rage was 
even more alluringly captivating than a 
Betty calm.

“I ’m sure you felt like it,” he conceded. 
‘ But now that every string has been pulled 
—and pulled out by the roots—you’ll give 
it up, won’t you, Betty, dear? Dynamite 
wouldn’t blast anything out of this New 
York money mountain, and you are sim­
ply wearing yourself to frazzles to no pur­
pose. We had a fine dream while it lasted, 
but------”

' ‘Archer!” she cried; “are you trying 
to tell me you’ve given up ? Don’t do 
that! Can’t you see what it will mean to 
both of us to be beaten now? You’ll 
never be the same man again—never in 
this world!” And she got up to go and 
perch on the table beside him.

In the better depths of him Stanwood 
knew that what she said was the sobering 
truth; that it is only the victory against 
odds that saves a man, any man, from slip­
ping back into the rear ranks and thence 

*into the mob of stragglers and camp fol­
lowers. In his own field, which was em­
phatically not that of frozen finance, he 
had won such victories more than once: 
given half a chance, he believed he could 
do it again. But in the chilling presence 
of the money kings he felt as helpless as 
a swimmer in mid-ocean.

“What you say is strictly true, dear,” 
he said gravely, with an arm about her. 
“I know it perfectly well; but the knowl­
edge doesn’t help out any in the present 
instance. We’ve butted our heads against 
a stone wall, and the wall won’t give—it 
laughs at us.”

She slipped a firmly muscled little arm 
around his neck and laid a hot cheek 
against his. “I love you, Archer, dear,” 
she whispered: “can’t I love a little faith 
into you?”

“Faith—in what?”
“In yourself, and me, and the future. 

Can’t you just shut your eyes and put 
your head down and—and buck the line? 
I—I ’ll be right behind you all the time, 
and if they get you down and trample on
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you, I ’ll love you back to life again. I 
can do that; you know I can, Archer!”

“I know you can. But faith won’t buy 
machinery or meet pay rolls. You mustn’t 
forget that.”

p?OR answer she drew a slip of blue­
printed paper out of her bosom and 

thrust it into his hand. He blinked once or 
twice before he made out that it was a 
cashier’s check for two hundred and fifty 
thousand dollars, drawn payable to his 
order.

“For Pete’s sake. Betty—-what’s this?” 
he gasped.

“Can’t you see? It's money— simoleons 
—kale—the wherewithal.”

“But where did you get it ?”
“I didn’t get i t ; I just had it. I haven’t 

been as extravagant as usual this summer, 
and my income has been piling up a bit, 
don’t you see ?"

“But look here; I thought w’e’d fought 
that ground all over. Didn’t I positively 
refuse to let you rob your checking ac­
count ?”

“Yes; but I have a pretty good refuser, 
too. And I refused to be refused.”

“But you must listen to reason, dear! 
This check, big as it is, wouldn’t much 
more than start the Little Horse project. 
We need millions, not thousands.”

“I know; and that is why I'm trying 
my hardest to love a little faith into you.” 

“But it takes more than faith. I haven’t 
lost my nerve—though Major Briscoe did 
say that I talked as though I had. But 
this taking your—your pocket money 
passes the limit. If it would build the 
dam and power house and put them into 
commission so that there would be a 
Chinaman’s chance of getting your capita! 
out again, it would be different. But with 
no prospect of raising the other seven- 
eighths of what we’ll need, it would be a 
crime to spend this.”

“All right,” she shot back, “let’s commit 
the crime! I ’ve never been a criminal yet, 
and I ’ve often wondered how it would feel 
to be one. And you needn’t refuse, this 
time, because, you see, my refuser is big­
ger than yours.

“If you won’t take that check and use 
it to start our shoe-string company, I ’ll 
lock it up in my safety-deposit box and 
never touch a penny of it. What do you 
say to that?"

"You don’t mean any such foolish thing 
as that, do you, Betty?”

"I do; cross my heart and hope to die 
if I don’t. If you don’t take the money 
and use it, this old tight-fisted bank is 
going to have the use of it forever!”

For a good quarter hour Stanwood 
argued and pleaded and expostulated; 
talked himself hoarse in the effort to show 
what a rashly desperate thing it was to 
start a two-million-dollar enterprise with 
exactly one-eighth of that sum in hand. 
And in the end he lost out, as any man 
loses when he tries to argue with a woman 
who loves him and who has made up her 
mind to go the limit for him.

\X /H E N  she had finally extorted his re­
luctant consent—consent given purely 

in compliance with her insistent urgings 
and wholly against his better judgment— 
she snapped her fingers at the sobering 
luxuries of the stately conference room 
and skipped to the top of the big library 
table to do a little posture dance of joy on 
its plate-glass-covcred surface.

“W e’ll put money in our purse and 
hurry back to the good old hills, Archer, 
boy!” she gurgled, when she finally let 
him swing her down from her dancing 
dais. “I’ve written the Barker dude-ranch 
people that I ’d be back for the remainder 
of the summer, and that is the way I’ll 
keep my promise to stay right behind you 
when you buck the line. Now you may 
give me a two-hundred-and-fifty-thousand- 
dollar kiss, if you like.”

“It would take a lifetime to give you 
the worth of your money in kisses,” he 
laughed, “but I ’ll do my best.”

As they were leaving the conference 
room,’ he said: “Now that we’ve taken 
the plunge, what are we going to name 
our lame-dog project in the Junipers?” 

“Oh, I ’ve had that thought out for a 
long time,” she returned airily. “W e’ll 
call it Shoestring Power & Light, Lim­
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ited, That will make people laugh, and 
if they will only laugh hard enough and 
long enough, perhaps we can borrow some 
money of them when our own is gone.

“Let’s go out past Mr. Attleberry’s 
desk. I want you to see his face when I 
tell him that maybe we’ll give him a chance 
to buy a few Shoestring bonds when we 
have some to sell.”

CHAPTER III.
T O O  S H O R T  A T  B O T H  E N D S .

A SHORT time after Betty Lancaster 
had cut her little pigeon wing of 

triumph on the glass-topped table in the 
conference room of the Wouter van Twil- 
ler Bank, the upper valley of the Little 
Horse, erstwhile a sylvan, mountain-girt 
wilderness, silent save for the susurrant 
thunder of the river in its boulder-studded 
bed and the sighing of the wind in the 
pines and spruces, was beginning to pre­
sent a fair example of a busy but rather 
scantily manned working camp.

On the level bench below the canon por­
tal carpenters were knocking together a 
row of bunk shanties, a cook shack and a 
company storehouse, and a gang of pick- 
and-shovel laborers was at work in a shal­
low excavation which was to grow even­
tually into the wheel pit for a power 
house. On pole-supported stagings in the 
canon half a dozen squads of three men 
each were driving test holes in the rock to 
determine its fitness as end anchorages for 
the dam; a small gang was opening a 
quarry on the southern hillside; and on 
the newly graded wagon road paralleling 
the river a straggling procession of mule 
teams, gray with the dust of Bull Basin, 
were freighting in heavy loads of knocked- 
down machinery and more building ma­
terial.

Once definitely committed, Stanwood 
had flung himself vigorously into the Lit­
tle Horse undertaking. Before leaving 
New York he had enlisted his staff by 
wire, had recruited a small working force, 
and had closed the initial contracts for ma­
terial. W ith the “shoe-string” capital 
limitations shrieking for economy and still

more economy, he had allowed himself 
only three assistant engineers and a drafts­
man, but they were all men whom he knew 
well and upon whose loyalty and efficiency 
he could depend.

Anson Frenchley, a big, black-bearded 
railroad builder, figured as first assistant 
and labor chief; John Brigham, who had 
built dams and driven tunnels all over the 
West, was in charge of the rock and con­
crete work; and young Price Hartwell, a 
Georgia Tech man who had got his ex­
perience in the installing of a hydroelec­
tric project in the Appalachians, was elec­
trical chief. These, with George Pickett, 
who had been Stanwood’s office man and 
map maker on the abandoned irrigation 
project, filled out the staff.

Though the launching of the project 
with only a fraction of the needed capital 
in hand was giving the launcher a good 
many sleepless hours, a modest start had 
been made and the work was going for­
ward on a morning in the third week when 
Pickett, returning from his mid-week 
horseback trip to Orrville for the mail, 
brought a letter from Betty and one from 
the headquarters of the railroad company.

O  TAN WOOD, at his desk in the log- 
built camp office and mapping room, 

read the railroad letter first, and the fine 
lines of harassment which were already be­
ginning to make creases between his good 
gray eyes had slipped into place when he 
sent Pickett to call Brigham, Frenchley 
and Hartwell in for a conference. To his 
three lieutenants, when they were assem­
bled, he broke the news contained in the 
railroad letter.

“This letter is from Major Briscoe, 
chief engineer of the G. V. & P., and it 
changes the whole face of nature for us,” 
he began soberly. “He tells me it has been 
decided to begin preparing the Mountain 
Division for electrification not later than 
the first of next month, and that orders 
have already been placed for the electric 
locomotives.

“This means that the railroad people 
have advanced their program fully a half 
year, and, incidentally, it puts it up to us
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to be ready to offer current just that much 
sooner than we expected to be required 
to.”

Frenchley, cramming a rubbed-up 
charge of plug tobacco into his black brier, 
spoke for the staff.

“Well, what’s to hinder? We bosses 
are not earning our salt with gangs the 
size we’re working now. Why don’t we 
string lights for night work, put on con­
tinuous shifts and try to get somewhere?”

“Tile ‘why’ is just wl^it I've got you 
fellows together to tell you,” said the 
young chief. “You know, in a general 
way, that this project isn’t capitalized for 
a finish—or anything like it; I ’ve told you 
that. We have a working fund to go on 
with, but it is only a patch on what we 
shall need before we can turn the water 
into the turbines.

“In my talks with Major Briscoe, I was 
told that the G. V. & P. would hardly at­
tempt the electrification this year, so I 
took measures accordingly; thought it was 
good business to get action on what money 
we had in hand and make a start on the 
job.”

Brigham nodded. “You had it doped 
out right. Nothing like having a going 
proposition to show up when you’re trying 
to sell stock.”

“Exactly. I'll admit I took a long shot. 
Eastern bankers and capitalists would 
hardly give me a chance to explain the 
project, and they wouldn’t even talk about 
underwriting it. But I thought, and still 
think, that enough of the stock to see us 
through can be sold here in the West, and 
I ’ve been only waiting until we got the 
job under way to get out and do some 
quick hustling. But now this hurry order 
from the railroad rips us wide open. We 
have begun on a shoe string, and the string 
is too short at both ends.”

Frenchley spoke up loyally. “You know 
you can bank on us to the limit, Archer. 
Whatever you say goes as it lies.”

After a thoughtful minute or two Stan- 
wood made his decision.

“It’s one sure thing that we can’t back 
down now. With the exception of a few 
thousand dollars of my own, our present

working capital has been put up by a sin­
gle investor—my—er—that is, a person 
who is betting on me to make a success of 
Shoestring Power & Light. I’m in honor 
bound to protect that investor. Say your 
say; this is an open meeting and I’m lis­
tening.”

“If we should cut loose with all the 
men and machinery we could use, how 
long would the money in hand last?” 
Brigham asked.

Stanwood took a notebook from his 
pocket and ran the leaves. “If we should 
go out for blood, as you suggested, 
Frenchley; three full shifts night and day 
on all parts of the work, with an adequate 
equipment of modern machinery; we 
might last for a month, or possibly a lit­
tle longer.”

“One more question,” Brigham went 
on. “You’ve been leaning pretty heavily 
upon this railroad contract, haven’t you?”

“It is the key to the entire situation. If 
we get the contract it will provide a market 
for at least half of all the power we can 
develop.”

“And if you don’t get it?”
“Failure,” was the crisp reply. “W e’d 

have to carry all of our output—instead 
of half of it—to the distant towns and 
mining camps and buck Pannikin Electric 
and the plants north of Green Butte. Be­
sides, we can’t hope to sell stock unless we 
can hold out a pretty sure probability of 
furnishing power to the railroad.”

“All right,” said Brigham, “here’s my 
shy at it. You get busy and place your 
orders for more men and what machinery 
we’ll need, and then jump out and hustle 
for the cash. W e’ll stay with you and 
crowd the mourners to the ultimate inch.”

“That’s my vote,” Frenchley chimed in. 
“If we’ve got to go up in a burst of fire­
works, let’s do it right. W e’re with you.”

“How about you, Hartwell?” Stanwood 
asked.

“Always yours truly and to command,” 
said the young Georgian, with his cherubic 
smile. “You know I’d rather fight than 
eat, any old time.”

“That is all I wanted to know,” said 
the chief briefly. “From what I have
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told you, you’ll see that \vc have about 
one chance in a hundred of winning out, 
but we’ll make a desperate fight for that 
chance.

“Hop to it and make your plans for a 
race against time. I ’ll wire for more men 
and machinery—all of both that you can 
use— then I’ll quit you and go on the 
money hunt.”

T was not until he was once more left 
alone that he opened the envelope bear­

ing the Washington postmark. The letter 
it contained was so like Betty that he could 
almost feel her presence as he read.

D ear A r c h e r : N o daylight yet. Uncle Jack- 
son is making an awfully slow recovery from 
his operation, and I simply can’t run away and 
leave him while he needs m e; you know I can’t, 
don't you? It wouldn't be sporting. It has been, 
and still is, an anxious time, and he clings to tne 
as if I were all he had in the world. O f course, 
while he is in the hospital I can’t do much but 
go and sit with him and read to him, but even 
that little is something.

Your dear, good letters help out a lot, and I 
am eager to know all you can tell me about the 
dream coming true. It is coming true, isn’t it? 
Don’t let anybody make you believe it isn’t, 
please!

And that reminds me. Uncle Jackson has 
been holding telephone confabs over long dis­
tance with my hard-eyed old banker in New  
York—Mr. Attleberry. The night nurse told me. 
She wanted to know if I knew Mr. Attleberry, 
and said if I did, wouldn’t I call him up and 
tell him he mustn't talk to her patient: that he 
wasn’t fit to transact business. Of course, I 
didn't do any such thing; but it set me to think­
ing. Don't you let them put anything over on 
you out there, boy. They’re equal to it.

That is all for this time: I can talk so much 
better than I can write. And I’ll he out there 
to talk to you the minute I can break away from 
Uncle Jackson and not be too frightfully con­
science-stricken for leaving hint, I’ll let you 
know when I’m coming.

Love and long-distance kisses from
B etty .

Stanwood read this letter twice; then, 
putting it in an inside pocket to keep com­
pany with three or four others of like 
tenor, he squared himself at Iris desk with 
a pad of telegraph blanks under his hand.

“God bless her optimistic little soul!” 
he muttered, “I ’ll make a go of this thing 
now or sink myself so deep that there’ll

be no hope of ever coming to the surface 
again!”

And with that, he proceeded to dash off 
a sheaf of telegrams which, when their 
demands should be met, would leave little 
more than skeletons of the various bank 
accounts he had opened with Betty’s quar­
ter million in Denver, Green Butte and 
Copah.

With Pickett pressed into messenger 
service again and sent to make % quick 
gallop to OrrVille with the telegrams, 
Stanwood spent the remainder of the day 
going over plans and blue prints with 
his three assistants, outlining the details 
of the rush attack that was to be made 
upon the job as soon as the working gangs 
should be filled and the newly ordered 
machinery installed.

“I've merely given you my own idea 
as to the 'systemizing,” he said, at the 
close of the protracted session, which ran 
deep into the night. “Summing it all up, 
there is only one thing to keep in view— 
or rather two: time saving to the fraction 
of a minute, and economy spelled out in 
letters a foot high. It’s up to you fellows.

“I ’m leaving in the morning to catch the 
early train from Orrville, and I ’ll keep in 
touch by wire so you can reach me. That’s 
all, I believe, except to warn you to keep 
an eye open for squalls. I have a sharp 
hunch that Pannikin Electric isn’t going to 
let us cut into its field if it can help it, 
and if any strangling process develops, 
you’re to wire me, quick.”

“How long do you expect to be away?” 
It was Frenchley who wanted to know.

“I can’t say. I’ll let you know when to 
look for me. Let’s turn in. I ’ve got to 
be up early to make that train.”

\
CHAPTER IV.

TH E M AN FROM NEW  YORK.

IT was three weeks to a day from the 
1 time when he had taken the morning 
train at Orrville to begin the money-rais­
ing campaign that Stanwood, coming in 
over the Transcontinental, dropped from 
the train at Green Butte, thus completing a 
circling round which had taken him as far
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east as Denver and to Salt Lake City in 
the west.

As he tramped, leaden footed and travel 
tired, up to the hotel, he was telling him­
self dismally that as a stock salesman 
he was a conspicuous failure. After three 
weeks, during which every discoverable 
money bush he could come at had been 
shaken, he was returning with less than 
fifty thousand dollars of additional capital, 
and most of this had been gathered by lit- 
tles from people who knew him, or had 
known his sturdily honest ranchman fa­
ther.

Since there was no connecting train, 
south of the G. V. & P., he registered for 
a room and asked for his mail. To his 
disappointment there was nothing awaiting 
him, and it was small comfort to reflect 
that Betty’s letters were probably follow­
ing him around over the circuit he had 
been making. As he turned to go to the 
dining room he saw Calloway, a young 
lawyer who had been his boyhood school­
mate in Laramie, but who was now the 
junior member of a Green Butte firm.

“I got your wire a couple of hours ago 
and I ’ve come to eat with you,” was Cal­
loway’s greeting. “What’s the good 
word ?”

Stanwood shook his head. “Let’s get 
our feet under a table and I ’ll tell you,” 
he replied; and after they had taken a 
table in the dining room he told tire dis­
couraging tale of failure. "I’m miles out 
of my line trying to raise money,” he 
wound up. “Stock selling is a trade by 
itself, and I ’ve never learned it. I don’t 
blame people for not falling for my bally­
hoo. I ’m just a working engineer and I 
talk like an engineer, and that tells the 
whole story.”

The young attorney sympathized as a 
loyal friend should. But his advice was 
merely a repetition of what he had said 
at the beginning of the campaign.

“It’s just as I told you, Archer ; you 
can't finance that thing here in the West. 
You’ve got to find lazy money, and there 
isn’t much of that sort kicking around 
west of the Missouri River.”

“That is what everybody says; but I've

told you what luck I Lad in the East. 
There is plenty of ‘lazy money,’ as you call 
it, in New York, but I couldn’t touch 
any of it with a ten-foot pole.

“I ’m up against it for fair, Bob. I’ve 
spent most of Betty’s quarter million in 
rushing things down on the Little H orse; 
and when I get back it will be only a mat­
ter of a few weeks before we’ll have to 
shut down and quit, with an empty treas­
ury. And when that’s done, I shall never 
be able to look Betty in the face again.”

"She is down there at the dude ranch 
now ?”

“I don’t know. Her letters haven’t been 
able to keep up with my dodgings.”

“How about the progress of work on 
the dam ?”

“Going at top speed. Frenchley. Brig­
ham and Hartwell have worked miracles 
in the past three weeks, judging from the 
reports they’ve been wiring me. They’ve 
an army of men on the job and are rush­
ing it night and day. If we could only 
keep the pace they've set we’d stand a fair 
chance of winning out within the time 
limit.”

"What will you do when you get back 
on the ground ?’’

“There is really only one honest thing 
to do, Bob; sit down and mail these stock­
buying checks I ’ve been gathering back to 
the people who drew them. I ’ve robbed 
Betty like a buccaneer, but that is no rea­
son why I should rob these other people. 
It would be nothing short of a crime to 
dump these few thousands I have been 
able to raise into the bottomless pit along 
with Betty’s money which has already been 
sunk.”

TP HE young attorney ate in silence for a 
few minutes before he said: “There is 

a chance for an alternative, Archer, and 
though it is a breach of professional ethics 
to do it, I’m going to tell you about it. Do 
you know Thatcher, the senior member of 
our law firm?”

“Only by sight.”
“Well, he is a man of means; owns 

stock in all three of our local banks, and 
also a block of G. V. & R. preferred.
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Also, again, he is quite a heavy stock­
holder in Pannikin Electric.”

Stanwood looked up with a sour grin. 
“Are you going to tell me to strike him for 
an investment of a million or so in Shoe­
string Power & Light?”

“Not exactly. What I’m going to tell 
you is something that, ethically speaking, 
I should keep under my own hat. A week 
ago Mr. Thatcher was in conference with 
an attorney from Copah, a man named 
Bartlett. Do you know him ?”

“By reputation, yes. He js corporation 
counsel for Pannikin Electric.”

“Right. When he called on Mr. 
Thatcher the door into my office was open, 
and I could scarcely help hearing what 
was said. They were talking about your 
project and it became evident at once 
that the Pannikin people are keeping cases 
on you. They know what you’re doing, 
and how much capital you haven’t got. Is 
this news to you?”

“Call it a confirmation. The Pannikin 
people are in the combine, and the big 
fellows are not going to let a competitor 
cut in on them if they can help it.”

“You bet they are not. There is a good 
bit of the combine stock held here in 
Green Butte, and Bartlett’s errand was to 
feel the Green Butte bunch out on a pro­
posal to take your project over when you 
go smash.”

“Buy us out, you mean?”
“Um—well—maybe; but at a nominal 

figure, of course. Perhaps they would 
agree to pay your debts and let you go 
free—with the clothes you happened to 
be wearing at the moment.”

Stanwood’s eyes grew hard. “I ’d drill 
holes in whatever part of the dam we had 
built and blow it to high heaven before I ’d 
let them rob us that way!”

“Mr. Thatcher was a little more humane 
about it,” Calloway went on. “He said 
you were well known here— that you grew 
up in Green Butte and the people here 
were proud of the record you’d -made in 
the war. Then there was something said 
about somebody in New York—I didn’t 
catch that; and the upshot of the whole 
thing was that if you proved amenable to

reason you’d be let down easy. By which 
I understand that an offer might be made 
that would leave you a little something 
more than the clothes you stand in, and 
that perhaps it would be made before you 
struck bottom.”

“They needn’t make me any offer that 
leaves Betty out. I don’t care a damn 
about the few thousands I ’ve put in; it’s 
her money that’s got to be salvaged, and 
not some of it but all of it. There is a 
dollar’s worth of work for every dollar 
that has been spent on the job, so far, and 
if the combine wants it, it’ll have to pay 
par.”

“But, man! Suppose you can’t salvage 
any of it by playing a lone hand? Isn’t 
half a loaf better than no bread ?”

“Don’t push me too hard to-night, Bob,” 
Stanwood begged. “I ’m sick and sore and 
discouraged. Let me get a good night’s 
sleep and maybe I can tell better what I 
ought to do with my sick project.”

The waiter had come with the coffee 
and cigars, and as Stanwood was striking 
a match a telegraph boy came in with a 
message. It was from Frenchley, and its 
single line read: “Man from New York 
waiting here to see you. Important. 
When do you show up?”

Stanwood passed the slip of paper 
across to Calloway.

“What would you make of that?” he 
asked.

Calloway read the typewritten line and 
handed the telegram back.

“One guess is as good as another. I ’d 
say your hour has struck. The head­
quarters of the combine are said to be in 
New York.”

“You mean that I ’m to be given twenty- 
four hours, or such a matter, in which to 
say whether I ’ll fish or cut bait?”

“It looks a little that way to a man up 
a tall tree.”

“I ’m much afraid you’re right, Bob. 
That being the case, the good night’s rest 
I was yammering about is knocked in the 
head. I’ll take the midnight freight to 
Orrville. If I should wait till morning 
I shouldn’t sleep a wink—not with this 
new threat hanging over me. Come with
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me across to the railroad building and help 
me bully somebody into giving me a per­
mit to ride the freight.”

/\  FREIGHT-CABOOSE bunk lacking 
£> much of being a restful bed, Stan- 
wood turned out the next morning in the 
graying dawn at Orrville feeling consider­
ably the worse for wear; and the feeling 
was not sensibly lessened by an unappe­
tizing early breakfast eaten in the town’s 
one and only restaurant.

On the horseback ride across Bull Basin 
he was trying to nerve himself for the in­
terview with the stranger from New York. 
That the stranger's object was to obliter­
ate the Shoestring as an independent en­
terprise was a conclusion he had jumped 
to at once upon the receipt of Frenchley’s 
telegram, and he was fully conscious of 
the fact that the depressive experiences of 
the practically fruitless money search had 
left him in poor shape to fight for Betty’s 
hand and his own.

He was still trying to pull himself to­
gether for the prefigured struggle when he 
topped the divide and rode down into the 
valley of the Little Horse, and it was not 
until he came in sight of the prodigious 
transformation which had been wrought 
in his absence that the feeling of paralyz­
ing depression was pushed aside, tem­
porarily, at least.

Where the scattering camp had stood 
there was now a pdpulous village of shel­
ter shacks and work buildings. On the 
quarry hill above the village a huge gash 
had been blasted out of the limestone 
ledge, and the roar of the rock crushers 
was like the continuous growling of thun­
der.

At the canon mouth a battery of con­
crete mixers, each machine with its hus­
tling squad of wheelbarrow men and ten­
ders, was pouring out the prepared ma­
terial. In the wheel pit for the power 
house a big steam shovel had supplanted 
the handful of pick-and-shovel laborers; 
and at the site of the dam a cableway 
strung from cliff to cliff was placing con­
crete in the foundation forms.

Stanwood turned his horse over to a

water boy at the door of his log-cabin 
office and entered. At the trestle-board 
table in the mapping room Frenchley, 
smoking his black pipe, was poring over 
a file of blue prints.

“Hello, Archer!” rumbled the labor 
boss; “it’s mighty good to see you back 
again. We figured that if my wire caught 
you at Green Butte, you couldn’t get here 
much before this evening.”

“I rode the night freight,” Stanwood 
explained. Then: “Anson, you fellows 
have broken all records! I could hardly 
believe my eyes when I rode up just now. 
How you could accomplish so much in 
three short weeks is past me!”

“Six weeks,” Frenchley corrected, with 
a grin. “You forget that we have added 
the nights to the days. Besides, we’ve had 
a whaling lot of good luck. Your hunch 
about getting the discharged men from 
the government irrigation project in the 
Timanyonis was a winner and they poured 
in here by the truck load.”

“Power and lights?” Stanwood queried. 
“Your plan of dropping a wing dam 

into the river upcanon and bringing the 
water down in a flume and penstock to a 
small turbine. W e’ve power to burn.” 

Stanwood dropped into his desk chair 
and began to fill his pipe.

“You’ve proved that I ’m merely a fifth 
wheel on this job, Anson,” he said praise- 
fully. “So far as the push is concerned, 
I might as well take a Rip van Winkle lay­
off." Then, at the striking of the match 
for his pipe he took the plunge he was 
dreading. “Where is this man you wired 
me about ?”

“The last I saw of him, a half hour or 
so ago, be was up in the canon with Brig­
ham, watching the boys shoot concrete 
into the forms.”

“Who is h e; and what is he like ?” 
Frenchley shook his head. “You can 

search me for the ‘who’ part. He is one 
of the most interesting gentlemen I ever 
talked to, but he doesn’t talk about him­
self or his business— not any! All he has 
said along that line is that he dropped in 
to have a talk with you, and would wait 
until you showed up—well, a little more
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than that, maybe, for he has mentioned 
that his name is Morton, and that he hails 
from New York.”

“What does he look like?”
“Like a nice, well-groomed gentleman 

of leisure— or like some millionaire’s well- 
trained butler. You can pay your money 
and take your choice.”

“You’ve no idea what he wants?” 
“Brigham, Hartwell and I have held 

guessing contests every night. He has a 
smile and a good word for everybody, and 
the camp hardships of eating and sleeping 
don’t seem to faze him in the least, 
though you can see that he isn’t used to 
them. Your guess is as good as any of 
ours.”

Stanwood began to finger the pile of 
bills and invoices on the desk.

“If you see him when you go out, you 
may tell him I ’m here,” he said, adding: 
“From something I heard last night in 
Green Butte, I ’m afraid you have this gen­
tleman sized up all wrong. I have reason 
to believe that he represents the electric 
trust, and that his particular job is to 
wring our necks. However, we’ll soon 
find out what his game is if you will send 
him in.”

'"TO steady himself for what was coming, 
Stanwood began to go through the pile 

of waiting correspondence. Fifteen min­
utes later he heard footsteps and looked 
up to see the man of Frenchlcy’s describ­
ing entering the office.

“Mr. Stanwood?” said the visitor, 
crossing to the desk and extending a hand 
of cordiality. “This is a pleasant sur­
prise. From what your men told me I 
hardly expected to see you before the end 
of the week. You are just in from your 
—er—trip ?”

Stanwood took a long look at the genial 
face, clean shaven except for the closely 
cropped little bunches of lnitlerish side 
whiskers in front of the ears, at the care­
fully manicured hands, at the modish 
business suit proclaiming itself authorita­
tively as the product of a high-priced city 
tailor, and the nerving-up process paused. 

Then, remembering who this pleasant­

faced gentleman probably was, he steeled 
himself afresh.

“Frenchley tells me your name is Mor­
ton, and that you come from New York,” 
he said, and tried not to say it too inhos­
pitably. “Is this a business call?”

“Why, y es; it is—in a way,” was the 
affable reply. "But I have been spending 
my waiting time most pleasantly and— er 
—profitably here in your camp, Mr. Stan­
wood. Of course, we all know in a gen­
eral way what tremendous advances have 
been made in late years on engineering 
lines, but I have been perfectly astounded 
at the progress you are making here. It 
is miraculous!”

Stanwood nodded. “We have a good 
organization,” he asserted; “a very effi­
cient one, considering the haste with which 
it was assembled.”

“Quite so. Everything moves like 
clockwork. You are to be congratulated.”

Stanwood thought of the cat and the 
mouse and wished the genial gentleman 
would come to the point. To smash the 
barrier at a blow he said abruptly: “You 
are a representative of the electric trust, 
aren’t you. Mr. Morton?”

The visitor’s soundless laugh was al­
most reassuring.

“Now where did you get that idea, Mr. 
Stanwood? Do you. really believe that 
there is any such thing as an electric 
trust?"

"You ought to know more about that 
than I do,” Stanwood shot back, with a 
grim little smile; adding: “Why don’t 
you come to the point? What do you 
want to do— kill us off or buy us out?”

“My dear sir— how savagely direct you 
technical gentlemen can be! May I ask 
you to look at my credentials?” and he 
handed Stanwood a letter and an engraved 
business card. The letter was loosely ad­
dressed, “To All Whom it May Con­
cern.” and its few typewritten lines went 
on to say that the bearer, Mr. Donald 
Morton, was the accredited representative 
of the Wouter van Twilier Bank & Trust, 
and as such, any business arrangements he 
might make would be confirmed and ap­
proved by tlie bank. And in addition to



the signature of the president, the letter 
sheet bore the impress of the bank’s seal.

“Satisfactory?” was the mild-voiced 
query.

“Why—perfectly, so far as it goes,” 
Stanwood returned, trying to flog himself 
around to whatever new point of view was 
required. “Am I to understand that you 
are here in Miss Lancaster’s interests?” 

“Naturally,” smiled the visitor. “May 
I speak to you quite frankly, Mr. Stan­
wood ?”

“The franker the better.”

W E R Y  good; I will begin back a bit.
Some time ago Miss Lancaster insisted 

upon drawing out nearly all of her con­
siderable balance with us, saying that she 
proposed to invest it in this enterprise of 
yours out here. To be entirely honest 
with you, I may say that we advised 
strongly against such a proceeding on her 
part, but our advice was not taken.” 

Stanwood met frankness with frank­
ness. “I wish to the Lord it had been!” 

“Ah? You are already finding yourself 
in difficulties? That was to be expected. 
Capitalization, my dear sir, is an art by 
itself.

“But I don’t wish to criticize. We have 
Miss Betty’s welfare very much at heart. 
Her father was one of our stockholders, 
and since his death we have felt that we 
stood somewhat in the parental relation to 
her. You can understand that attitude?” 

“Easily.”
“At first, we were inclined to regard you 

as an example of one of two types, Mr. 
Stanwood, the earnest, but perhaps a trifle 
oversanguine, enthusiast, or—you will par­
don my bluntness—the adventurer, pure 
and simple. Anxious to save Miss Lan­
caster from loss, if it could be done, Mr. 
Attleberry sent me out here to investigate 
you and your enterprise.”

“Well, what have you learned?” 
“Nothing at all detrimental to your hon­

esty of purpose, my dear Mr. Stanwood— 
nothing at all,” was the smooth assurance. 
“You have a project here which may be 
made to yield excellent returns; of that I 
am quite well convinced. But to complete
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it you will need more capital—a great deal 
more.”

“I realize that,” Stanwood admitted, 
wondering what was coming next.

“And if you don’t get the capital to go 
on with, what you have already spent will 
be a dead loss to—er—to Miss Lancaster.”

“You don’t have to rub that into me. I 
know it well enough.”

“Very good. Now we can come down 
to business. We are most unwilling to see 
our young client suffer loss, and the loss 
seems to be inevitable unless something is 
done to forestall it.

“Before I left New York we conferred 
with Miss Betty’s trustees, and we have 
secured their consent to invest a reason­
able additional amount of her funds in this 
enterprise, provided it should prove that 
we were not sending good money after 
bad, and------ ”

“Wait a minute,” Stanwood broke in. 
“You say ‘we,’ meaning your bank and 
Miss Betty’s trustees. Has Miss Betty 
herself been consulted?”

“She is with her invalid uncle in Wash­
ington, as you probably know. I am well 
assured the trustees have her consent, 
though, strictly speaking, it isn’t neces­
sary. Under the terms of her father’s 
will, the trustees control the investment 
of her principal, as you are doubtless 
aware.”

“Let me get this straight. D a J  under­
stand that you are proposing to let Miss 
Lancaster finance this project entirely 
alone ?”

“My dear sir! Wasn’t she eager to do 
so only a few weeks ago?”

“Yes; but I never agreed to that. I am 
no financier, as you doubtless have discov­
ered, but there is no reason why she should 
carry all the risk. All I ever conceded 
was that she might take fifty-one per cent 
of the stock, to give her the control in 
the management.”

“But, my dear Mr. Stanwood! If you 
have a profitable enterprise here, why de­
prive her of the privilege .of reaping the 
profits—all of them? You may be well 
assured that her interests will be carefully 
safeguarded.”

COMPANY, LIMITED  15
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“Just what is your proposal, Mr. Mor­
ton? Lay it out so that I can see it.”

IT is very simple and straightforward.
All we ask is that you turn over the 

bookkeeping and financing to us, devoting 
yourself to the actual work of construc­
tion. We assume that you have Miss Bet­
ty's best interests at heart and that you 
will conserve them in the way of cutting 
costs and practicing economy.

“As the work progresses and more 
capital is needed, we will undertake to 
supply it in such amounts as may be re­
quired. As security for such advances, we 
should expect you to issue first-mortgage 
bonds of the company, turning them over 
to u s ; and, as an evidence of good faith, 
we should ask you to accompany these 
bond turnovers with equal amounts of 
your common stopk.”

It was coming pretty thick and fast, and 
Stanwood said so.

“You are rather taking me off my feet, 
Mr. Morton,” he said. “When French- 
ley’s wire was handed me last night I took 
it for granted that you were here as a 
representative of the electric trust.”

“Ah,” was the smiling comment; “the 
Wall Street bogy again, eh?”

“I am not so sure that it is only a bogy; 
but let that go. Even if there be no such 
thing as a trust, we are likely to have 
opposition from the local electric com­
panies—from Pannikin Electric, particu­
larly.”

“I think you needn’t have any anxiety 
on that score, but if trouble should arise, 
we shall doubtless be able to meet it suc­
cessfully.” Then, with a revival of the 
genial smile: “Among other things, I have 
looked up your record, Mr. Stanwood, and 
I find that while you have had no experi­
ence in finance, you have an excellent 
reputation as a fighting man.”

“Thanks,” said Stanwood dryly. Then 
he went back to the details of the life­
saving proposal. “You say the trustees 
would require me to turn over the book­
keeping and financing as a whole. Would 
that mean that we would have to maintain 
a New York office?”

“Oh, dear, no; nothing so elaborate as 
th a t! A modest office here on the ground, 
with a manager, a bookkeeper and a clerk 
or two.”

The young promoter was pulling hard 
at his pipe. The proposal seemed too good 
to be true and he was searching desper­
ately for the joker in it, if there were one. 
It was chiefly to gain time that he said: 

“I ’m in no condition to make terms, as 
you well know, Mr. Morton, but I ’d like 
to ask for a little time for consideration. 
Have you any idea whom the trustees 
would send out here to keep tab on me?” 

The man from New York got up with 
the affable smile quite firmly in place. “If 
you agree to our proposal you are looking 
at your future financial manager at this 
moment. As Mr. Attleberry says in his 
letter, I am here with authority to act. 
And you shall have all the time you de­
sire for consideration. When you want 
me you can probably locate me with Mr. 
Brigham up at the dam.

“I find these strenuous industrial activi­
ties of yours extremely and captivatingly 
interesting. And—er—as to our pro­
posal; I trust you will see that you have 
everything to gain and nothing to lose 
by accepting it—but there; I don’t wish 
to influence you unduly, one way or the 
other. We’ll talk it over again, after 
you’ve looked at all sides of it.”

And with a bow that would have done 
credit to the butler, deferential and well 
trained, of Frenchley’s comment, he took 
his departure.

CHAPTER V.
P L A I N  S A I L I N G .

I EFT to himself, Stanwood tried to real­
ize the astounding thing that had hap­

pened. It seemed incredible that, at the 
climaxing moment of discouragement, a 
way should so miraculously have been 
opened, not only to save Betty’s all-.too- 
small cast for fortune, but also to make 
his own dream of industrial triumph come 
true. But there was the New York bank’s 
letter, signed and sealed, to make the in­
credible thing a fact.
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Normally unsuspicious, he was yet cau­
tious enough to subject the Morton pro­
posal to every test he could apply to re­
veal an ulterior motive, if any such there 
were; but the only result was to make 
him a little ashamed of the precautionary 
prompting. Doubtless, from the point of 
view of Betty’s trustees, the course they 
were taking was the simplest practicable 
solution of a difficulty. They had investi­
gated the paying possibilities of the Little 
Horse project, and were convinced that 
the only way to save their client’s quarter 
million was to see the enterprise through 
to a productive finish.

Looked at from a different angle, there 
were other phases of the proposal to be 
reckoned at their full value. While, to 
be sure, it was Betty’s money that would 
be invested, the New York bankers were 
behind the investment, and, that being the 
case, Pannikin Electric, or the electric 
combine, would probably think twice be­
fore attacking the new project on the Lit­
tle Horse.

Again, this same powerful backing 
would give the G. V. & P. railroad officials 
the assurance that the enterprise would be 
carried through to completion; an assur­
ance which would certainly have a favor­
able influence as against any prophecy of 
failure that might be made by Pannikin 
Electric or others.

Lastly, there would be a lifting of a 
crushing responsibility from his own 
shoulders, enabling him to throw himself 
unhandicapped into his proper job as an 
engineering chief; the capacity in which he 
could best serve Betty’s interests. If  the 
plant was to be built wholly with her 
money, it would be up to him to see that 
no dollar was wasted.

It was after the noon meal in the engi­
neers’ mess shack, a rough-and-ready 
camp dinner at which the man from New 
York genially corroborated Frenchley’s 
assertion that he had a smile and a good 
word for everybody, that Stanwood led the 
way to the mapping-room office and took 
the decisive step.

“T guess I was only trying to save my 
face in asking for consideration time, Mr.

2 A — P O P .

Morton,’’ he began, accepting a gold- 
banded cigar front the New Yorker’s well- 
filled pocket case and lighting it. “All I 
can say is that you and Miss Lancaster’s 
trustees will have a construction boss who 
will sweat the ultimate nickel out of this 
undertaking in the matter of costs. I ’ll 
promise you that when the project is com­
pleted, there won’t be a hydroelectric 
plant in this region that can compete with 
it on a basis of construction costs.”

“That, my dear sir, was an assumption 
on our part which went far toward influ­
encing a decision to see your project 
through,” was the suave reply. “We felt 
that, if you were the honest man we hoped 
to find you, you would feel doubly obli­
gated to make a money-saving record in 
the cost account.”

“I shall. The only thing that doesn’t 
seem quite right to me is the fact that Miss 
Lancaster isn’t here to approve the ar­
rangement in person.”

“That is a very natural feeling on your 
part, and one that does you credit. But 
you must remember that in the matter of 
the investment of her principal her trus­
tees have full authority. Of course, if for 
any reason Miss Lancaster were opposed 
to this investment—but we all know that 
she isn’t; that, on the contrary, she is en­
thusiastically in favor of it.”

The decisive step thus taken, the details 
fell into place almost automatically. With 
the hustle and rush of construction-camp 
methods, one of the smaller warehouses 
across the camp street from Stanwood’s 
office was transformed into a clerical head­
quarters with mess room and bedrooms in 
an adjacent building, and in a few days 
the financial office, with a manager, a 
bookkeeper, a stenographer and a filing 
clerk, were installed and functioning. At 
once, Stanwood found himself relieved of 
all clerical work—and more, since Morton 
took over the buying and contracting, as 
well as the disbursements.

“W ith our Eastern connections and 
affiliations we are most naturally in a bet­
ter position to get low figures on material 
and machinery than you are,” was the ar­
gument advanced. “Just make out your
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requisitions as the needs arise, and we 
will do the rest,” and the argument was 
so conclusive that there was ho gainsaying 
it, though both Brigham and Frenchley 
protested cannily when this final transfer 
of authority was made.

“You know your own business, of 
course,” said the labor boss, “but though 
you are president of Shoestring Power 
& Light, this leaves you with nothing much 
to do but to sign on the dotted line.” 

“Still, Morton’s argument is perfectly 
sound, Anson. He can get better prices 
and quicker deliveries than I can.”

"Yes; but the question is, will he?” 
Brigham put in. “Doesn’t this turnover 
leave an opening for a whale of a graft in 
the buying ?”

Stanwood spread his hands. " I t’s all 
or nothing, John, If  these men who are 
handling Miss Betty’s fortune are crooked, 
there is small hope for any of us.”

“But with the ‘business’ office doing the 
buying, you’ll never know anything more 

: than Morton chooses to tell you about 
costs,” said Frenchley.

"Oh, he can hardly refuse to let me see 
the books,” Stanwood returned easily. 
And there the matter rested.

IT was during these few days of reor­
ganization and change that Betty’s de­

layed letters began coming, and the final 
one of the series brought the news for 
which Stanwood had been anxiously look­
ing:

D ear Archer: At last the weary waiting is 
over. Uncle Jackson was discharged from the 
hospital to-day, and though he still wants me to 
stay with him, I’m leaving for the West as soon 
as I can get my packing done, and I'm coming 
with bells on, And because of my many sins, I’m 
going to do a really righteous act! Have I ever 
happened to mention Allie Arkwright, my chum 
in college? No? Then I'll mention her now. 
She is a dear; she belongs in the century back 
of this one, and is all the things that I ’m not, but 
still she is a dear. Hold that in mind while I 
tell you that her old-fashioned father and mother 
are trying their blessedest to marry her off to 
Paul Stockton, Uncle Jackson’s tea hound—the 

•man who goes to all the afternoon teas and gath­
ers up the gossip that Uncle Jackson uses in his 
political jugglings.

Well, Paul isn't half good enough for Alicia, 
and I’ve plotted; got the Arkwright family doc­
tor to say that A llies health demands an outdoor 
vacation in the altitudes. So she’s coming out to 
be at the dude ranch with me, and I’m warning 
you in advance that you’re not to fall in love 
with her. You’ll be tempted, I know, because she 
is the kind that men fall for at the crack of the 
gun. You haven’t told me much about the men 
on your staff, but if you happen to have a nice 
young engineer who is heart free at present, why, 
all the better.

Don’t try to meet us at Orrville, Barker will 
do that; and a little while after he does, you’ll 
be seeing Y our B etty.

Stanwood read this letter in Wiggins’ 
post-office store in Orrville, whither he had 
gone to arrange for the haul across the 
Basin of another battery of concrete mix­
ers. He had put the eight barren miles of 
the Basin behind him on the return ride, 
and was about to head his horse into the 
newly made road over the divide, when he 
saw a buckboard team coming up the trail 
leading from Barker’s ranch with the 
horses at a keen gallop.

Wondering if something had happened 
at the dude ranch, he drew rein and 
waited. Presently he could see that there 
were two persons in the buckboard seat, 
apparently a man and a woman—and the 
driver was waving to him. The next min­
ute the galloping team was pulled to a 
stand in the road, and he was off his 
horse, and Betty, with a foot on the reins, 
was leaning out of her seat to fling her 
arms around his neck and kiss him.

“You blessed angel!” he exclaimed. 
“Your coat and hat fooled me. I thought 
you were a man. When did you come?”

“Yesterday, on the evening train—too 
late to come over. Climb up here on the 
wheel and shake hands with Alicia—you 
can’t kiss her—she isn’t that modern. Be­
sides, you don’t know how to kiss people 
innocuously. Allie, this is my side kick— 
Mr. Archer Bolingbroke Stanwood; and 
you’re not to forget the Bolingbroke, 
please.”

Stanwood took his introduction to Miss 
Arkwright with a proper show of cordial­
ity, recalling that sentence in Betty’s let­
ter in which she had said that her college 
chum was everything that she—the writer

i
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—was not. So far as outward appear­
ances went, the description, though terse, 
was strictly accurate. Stanwood found 
himself shaking hands with an attractively 
beautiful young woman, though he de­
cided with loverlike loyalty, that her 
beauty was not to be mentioned in the 
same day with Betty’s piquant charm.

1MISS ARKW RIGHT was a golden 
1 blonde, with features that were almost 

classical in their modeling, and with soft, 
blue-gray eyes that had a trick of veiling 
themselves half shyly under the gaze of a 
stranger. And as to clothes—Stanwood 
contrasted the correct outing frock, jacket 
and hat with Betty’s riding boots, breeches, 
sports coat and the cowboy Stetson pulled 
down over her bobbed hair; noted the con­
trast and smiled, thinking that Betty, if 
she had consciously planned to do so, 
could scarcely have chosen a better foil.

“You are all kinds of welcome to 'the 
great open spaces,’ Miss Arkwright,” he 
was saying. ‘ We haven’t much to offer 
besides the spaces, but they, at least, are 
all yours.”

The young woman’s reply was rather 
breathless.

“I think Betty has been trying to scare 
me with her driving,” she said. “Is it 
much farther to your camp?”

“Don’t worry, dear,” Betty cut in. “My 
car will be here in a few days, and then 
you’ll feel safer.” Then to Stanwood: 
“You weren’t looking for me, Archer?” 

“Not so soon. I got your letter less
than an hour ago, and------”

She interrupted with a little shriek of 
derision. “Isn’t that just like a m an! I ’ll 
bet you never looked at the date of the 
letter. It must have been delayed some­
where. It was written nearly a week ago.” 

“Check!” he admitted, grinning: “I 
didn’t look at the date.” Then with a 
glance at his wrist watch: “Of course you 
are going over to the camp? W e’d bet­
ter move along. Moriarity will be blow­
ing the whistle for dinner presently, and 
it’s first come, first served, in a construc­
tion camp.”

Betty smiled maliciously. “I told Allie

she’d have to eat with the gang. What 
do you have—cabbage and corned willie?”

“Come and see,” laughed the engineer, 
mounting his horse. “And don’t kill Bar­
ker’s stock on this new road. The heavy 
hauling has cut it badly.”

Betty had her hands full with the wild 
bronchos on the rough road over the di­
vide, but in the western valley she let 
them have their heads. Stanwood, glanc­
ing aside as he rode, saw that the young 
woman to whom the West was new was 
holding her breath again.

The camp was reached just as the 
steam-shovel engineer blew the whistle Tor 
the noon halt, and the Barker bronchos 
promptly stood on their hind legs and 
pawed the air. Miss Arkwright screamed, 
but Betty only laughed and pulled the star­
tled horses to their feet. Stanwood called 
one of the corral boys to take the team and 
led the way to the staff mess shack.

“You might eat with the ‘quality’ up the 
street a bit,” he said, indicating the newly 
established business headquarters, “but 
I ’m not going to let you. Your company 
is too precious to be wasted upon a busi­
ness manager and a bunch of clerks.”

The entrance of the three into the engi­
neers’ mess exploded a small bomb of as­
tonishment, as it was bound to, no notice 
having been given. At the rough and un­
covered plank table with two long benches 
for seats four men sprang up as one, and 
Betty gave them her best smile. Stanwood 
made the introductions fit the occasion.

“Miss Lancaster and Miss Arkwright 
—the gang. We’ll take them as they 
come: Price Hartwell, E. E., chief light­
ning boss; John Brigham, C. E., with hard 
rock and concrete as his specialties; An­
son Frenchley, also C. E., bully of labor; 
and George Pickett, B. S. in M. E., drafts­
man and all-around office drudge.” Then 
to the cook’s helper: “Two more tin
plates, Mickey, and see that the coffee is 
hot.”

“Confound your picture, Archer, you 
ought to be shot!” said Frenchley. “Didn’t 
you know it was to be only corned beef 
and cabbage to-day? Sit here beside me, 
Miss Lancaster, and I ’ll see to it that you
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get your share of what little there is. If
Archer had only given us half a hint------ ”

It wasn’t a stilted meal; couldn't well be 
in the circumstances. Betty rose to her 
opportunity and didn’t let Frenchley 
monopolize her, as he quite shamelessly 
tried to. Miss Arkwright, gasping a lit­
tle at the informalities, and perhaps also a 
little at the clothless board and tin dishes, 
soon found that the handsome young 
Georgian seated at her right was only a 
trifle less embarrassed than she was, but 
that he could talk if she made him.

“Your first visit to a construction 
camp?’’ Hartwell ventured, after the ice 
was broken.

“My very first. I didn’t want to come; 
I thought maybe I might be in the way.
But Betty insisted, and------ ”

“No, I reckon you wouldn’t be in the 
way anywhere,” Hartwell broke in, in his 
soft Southern drawl. “I only wish we’d
known. This dinner isn't------ ”

“If the dinner is good enough for you, 
it ought to be good enough for us, I’m 
sure. It’s—it’s rather delightful. I never 
knew before how men—the men who 
really do things—lived, though Betty has 
been trying to tell me ever since we started 
West. She knows all about everything.” 

“You are staying with Miss Lancaster 
at the Barker ranch?”

“Roughing it,” she smiled; “though 
there doesn’t seem to be anything very 
strenuous about it, so far. Betty is the 
only strenuous person in the crowd. If 
you had seen the way she drove those 
horses coming up here! It fairly took my 
breath. What did Mr. Stanwood mean 
when he put those letters E. E. after your 
name ?”

Hartwell decided that her innocence, or 
ignorance, was adorable. “My degree,” 
he said. “I took the electrical course in 
college, and I ’m known as the lightning 
boss on this job. This is to be a hydro­
electric plant, you know.”

“What I don’t know about such things 
would make you laugh at me. Do you 
suppose you could tell me, just a little?” 

“I’ll do better than that,” he acceded 
eagerly. “After dinner Nil show you over

the works—that is, if you care to see the 
rough beginnings."

“I ’d love to. I ’ve always wanted to see 
how they planted the power.”

Brigham, who sat at her left, choked 
over his coffee; and Betty, who had over­
heard the last remark, giggled.

“They plant it in rows, just like corn, 
Allie, dear,” she murmured softly. Then: 
“I’m sure Mr. Hartwell will be glad to 
show you.”

\  LITTLE later, after the raucous whis- 
tie of the steam shovel had signaled a 

resumption of work, Stanwood led Betty 
up the quarry hill, whence an overlooking 
view of the activities could be had, and sat 
beside her on a flat rock.

“There it is, as far as we’ve gone,” he 
said, with an inclusive arm wave. But 
her response had nothing to do with dam 
building and power plants.

“It is working beautifully,” is what she 
said, letting him see the impish grin that 
was not the least of her charms. “There 
they go up the canon together—Allie and 
that Georgia boy who is handsome enough 
to pose for one of the collar ads. He is 
going to show her how you plant power 
and make it grow.

"Don’t you know, Archer, it came to me 
all at once when I saw them sitting ‘side 
by each’ at the dinner table. I thought 
maybe your ‘E. E.’ might be— or prove to 
he—the exactly right antidote to the tea 
hound. Is he a nice boy?”

“As fine as they make them! But tell 
me more about this tea-hound fellow.”

“I told you in my last letter. He is 
Uncle Jackson’s right-hand man—a sort 
of understudy, you know. Women talk 
a lot more than men, and Uncle Jackson 
gets a good many of his political tips from 
the tea-table gossip. Paul Stockton gath­
ers the crop for him. It is just about his 
size.”

“And he wants to marry Miss Ark­
wright ?”

“He does; and her people want her to 
take him. He comes of a good, old fam­
ily, has money, and has the entree to all 
the best houses. That is enough for Al-
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lie’s match-making mamma. It makes me 
sick! But tell me: you’ve>done a lot here. 
How is the dream-coming-true getting 
along?”

“It came mighty near going out blink, 
Betty, girl. Up to a few days ago it was 
giving me night sweats. As I wrote you, 
after we got fairly started I chased out 
on a money hunt. I hate to admit it, but 
the hunt was the flattest of failures. I was 
no good as a stock salesman and came back 
in a blue funk.

“It seemed to be a demonstrated fact 
that your quarter million of pocket money 
had simply been thrown away; sunk in 
the bare beginning of a job that could 
never be completed. When I rode into 
camp on my return, wishing that somebody 
would take a crack at me with a Winches­
ter, I found Morton here, waiting for 
me.”

1M ORTON? Who is he?”
1 * Stanwood gasped. "Don’t tell me 
you don’t know him!” he exclaimed.

“Ought I to know him? The name 
does seem familiar, but I can’t place him 
at all.”

“Why, you must know him ! He is one 
of your New York bankers.”

“Which bank?”
“The Wouter van Twiller.”
“O h ; a large pleasant-speaking man 

with cunning little side whiskers?”
“That is the man.”
"I remember him—slightly. What did 

he want?”
Stanwood was conscious of a small in­

ward shock. Though Morton had not 
said in so many words that Betty had 
been told of the contemplated action of 
her trustees, he had certainly given the 
impression that she had.

“Don’t you know what he was here for, 
Betty?”

“No. Something rotten, I suppose— 
if he came from Mr. Attleberry.”

Bluntly, because he was too much moved 
to pick and choose his words, he told 
her what had been done, winding up with: 
“This is all news to you, Betty?”

“Why, yes; but it’s good news—the

best of news! Isn’t it exactly what I 
wanted to do in the beginning?”

“But the trustees ought to have told 
you—consulted you,”

“Why should they? I ’ve never had 
anything to do with investments. But 
I ’d like to know what gave them such 
a sudden change of heart.”

Stanwood explained. “You had put in 
a lot of money, and the only way to save 
it was to put in m ore; finish the plant and 
put it on an earning basis.”

“Of course,” she said calmly. “I had 
just a wee shaky hope that it might turn 
out.that way; that if I jumped in over 
my head, they might jump in after me to 
pull me out. But why the long face? 
Aren’t you satisfied?”

“Not wholly. There is always a risk 
in any industrial project, and I didn’t 
want you to carry it alone. But when I 
began to argue with Morton, he said that 
if there were to be profits, why shouldn’t 
you have all the benefits -instead of part 
of them.”

She laughed joyously and snuggled up 
to him. “You and I, both, Archer, dear. 
W hat’s mine is yours—or it’s going to 
be. I ’m glad enough to shout, and you 
ought to be. Why aren’t you?”

“I don’t know; perhaps it is because 
things are coming too easily. I ’m not 
used to that. Maybe I ’ll get hardened to 
it in a little while.”

“You mean that you don’t trust this 
Mr. Morton ?”

“There isn’t any reason in the world 
why I shouldn’t trust him, is there?”

Sh e got off the flat rock and ran her 
fingers through her bobbed hair in a char­
acteristic gesture that carried him swiftly 
back to the days of their adventures to­
gether earlier in the summer when they 
were fighting the oil robbers.

"Suppose we go and see if you have. 
Take me down and show me this new 
business manager of yours.” Then, with 
the shrewd little grimace that made her 
look like a mischievous boy: “I ’m an ex­
pert on men. Didn’t I size you up the 
very first time I ever laid eyes on you? 
Let’s go.”
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CHAPTER VI.
L I T T L E  M Y S T E R IE S .

D E T T Y ’S noonday visit to the construc- 
u  tion camp was the first of a continuing 
series, and in a short time the men on 
the job, no less than the members of the 
engineering staff, came to regard her as 
the inspiration of the work, the camp mas­
cot, the presence that kept things going 
auspiciously and at top speed. Compan­
ionable as an interested boy might have 
been, she mixed and mingled with the 
working gangs, making friends with 
everybody, and earning, as soon as it be­
came known that she was the financial 
“angel” of the enterprise, the affectionate 
title of “The Little Big Boss.”

Until her motor car came, she usually 
rode over from Barker’s on horseback, 
coming alone because Alicia Arkwright’s 
accomplishments did not as yet include 
the riding of cow ponies, however gentle. 
On such occasions Price Hartwell never 
failed to show his keen disappointment, 
and Betty comforted him mockingly by 
saying that the delayed auto would ar­
rive some time, and that she was quite 
sure Alicia had no fear of motor cars.

From the first, Stanwood had been 
curious to learn what Morton's attitude 
would be toward Betty; whether he would 
welcome the presence of the young woman 
whose money, as agent for her trustees, 
he was spending, or would resent it. It 
was Betty herself who defined the Morton 
attitude.

“He poses as a dear old fatherly back 
number,” she told her lover. “I think he 
was a bit shocked at first to see me going 
about in knickers and coat and a boy’s 
hat; and I am sure he was more than 
horrified the day he caught me in the 
cab of the steam shovel, with Moriarty 
trying to teach me how to make the shovel 
dig and dump. But that’s nothing. He 
is always nice and polite, and has never 
even hinted that he wished I wouldn’t 
stick around so much.”

“Why should he wish it? Isn’t it your 
-money he is spending?”

“Um—y-e-s; but, just the same, I have

a sort of sneaking notion that he wishes 
I wouldn’t stick around.”

“But you have just said that he doesn’t 
hint at such a thing.”

‘‘His kind wouldn’t. And, by the way, 
Archer, there is one thing in your ‘busi­
ness office’ that I don’t quite savvy—as 
‘Curly’ Biggs would say.”

“What is that ?”
“It’s a stenographer, and its name is 

Badger."
“What is the matter with Charlie 

Badger—apart from the wet-seal wave in 
which he plasters his hair?”

“There is nothing the matter with him 
except that last year he was Uncle Jack- 
son’s stenographer and handy man.” 

“Well, there is nothing criminal about 
that, is there?”

This bit of talk was staging itself in 
Stanwood’s office, and Betty got out of 
her chair to walk to the window. - When 
she came back it was to say:

“You know how Uncle Jackson feels 
toward you, Archer. He has never for­
given you for making him sign that paper 
with Mr. Dugannon confessing that they 
were both in the plot to steal the gov­
ernment oil in Bull Basin.

“I hate to say it, but I ’m afraid Uncle 
Jackson has an awfully long memory for 
such things. If I were you, I ’d keep a 
sort of wary eye trained on Charlie Bad­
ger."

“All right; but there wouldn’t seem to 
be anything he could do to tangle us up,” 
Stanwood said; and so the small incident 
was closed.

IT  was a day or so later when Frenchley, 
smoking a bedtime pipe with his chief 

in the otherwise deserted office, spoke of 
the stimulating effect of Betty’s frequent 
visits .

“That little lady carries a punch that’s 
worth a million dollars, Archer,” was his 
enthusiastic comment. “The men all swear 
by her, and when she is around they throw 
themselves to show her how much they 
can do.” Then, with the license of a tried 
friend: “You’re going to marry her some 
day, aren’t you, Arch?”
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“I ’d marry her to-morrow, Anson, if I 
could do it without robbing her.”

“How is that?” asked the tried friend; 
and Stanwood explained briefly.

“Lord!” said Frenchley; “so that’s the 
meat in the coconut, is it ? We’ve all been 
wondering. No way to get around it?” 

“No way excepting to wait until she is 
twenty-five—four long years.”

“Gosh! That’s tough. What have 
these trustees got against you?”

“Nothing that I know of, aside from 
the fact that I ’m not in the multimil­
lionaire class. But that is enough, I guess. 
I ’m only a working engineer—one step 
above a shop mechanic—is the way they 
look at it, 1 suppose.”

“Holy smoke! And you’re doing a job 
here that will put you well up toward the 
top of the profession when it’s done! 
Can’t those old Stoughton bottles see any­
thing but money in big chunks?”

“The job isn’t going to get me any­
where. As matters stand, I ’m only a 
capable hired man. In every way that 
counts, Morton is the Big Ike; and when 
the job is done, he is the one who will get 
the credit for it.”

“H uh! In other words, these old scala­
wags are using Miss Betty’s money to 
do you up in the matrimonial field; keep­
ing you from showing that you are good 
and able to handle the undertaking, solus, 
if you had the chance.”

“Something like that,” Stanwood agreed 
moodily.

ipR E N C H L E Y ’S eyes narrowed reflec­
tively. Then he began on another tack. 

“This genial gentleman who is going to 
hog the credit: has it ever occurred to 
you that he may not be altogether what 
he seems to be, Archer?”

“In what way do you mean?”
“I don’t know that I can put it into 

words; but from a lot of little things 
that have come up I ’ve rather gathered 
the impression that he is something more 
than the bank’s paymaster—a lot more.” 

“Pin it down,” Stanwood invited.
“As I say, I don’t know that I can, in 

so many words. You know he doesn’t

spend much of his time in his office; he's 
out strolling about on the job. When he 
is around my part of it he always gives 
me the feeling that he is keeping cases 
on things more like a chief of construc­
tion than a mere looker-on.

“The other day, when Moriarty and his 
gang were moving the steam shovel to a 
new position, I caught him standing on 
the edge of the pit telling them how to 
make the shift. He didn’t see me, so I 
stood back and listened. You may call 
him a bank man, if you like, but he knows 
the engineering game, as well.”

“I wonder,” said Stanwood thought­
fully.

“Brigham has noticed it, too, and so 
has Hartwell. He doesn’t meddle in any 
offensive way, you understand, but he 
does give the impression that he knows 
the technical as well as the bookkeeping 
end of the job.”

“Well, what is the deduction?—or is 
there any?”

“I don’t know, any more than a rabbit. 
Does Miss Betty know him well?”

“N o ; she merely remembers having met 
him in the New York bank.”

“What does she think of him?” 
“Nothing to hang any mystery upon. 

She calls him a dear old back number.” 
Frenchley put his pipe in his pocket and 

prepared to turn in.
“You can take it from me—and tell 

Miss Betty, if you want to—that Morton 
is no back number, whatever else he may 
be. That’s half of it; and the other half 
is that I ’ve wished a thousand times that 
you hadn’t turned the buying over to him, 
Arch. We’re all up in ‘the air as to the 
cost account, and that comes nearer to 
making us a bunch of irresponsible me­
chanics than anything else that could be 
done. At the same time, I don’t see how1 
you could have helped it. Good night.”

I T  was ten o’clock when Frenchley left 
the office, the hour of shift changing, 

and Stanwood went out to make a final 
round of inspection before going to bed. 
Fed by the dynamo of the temporary 
power installation the arc lights were turn-
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rng night into day in the camp and at the 
canon portal, and there was no pause in 
the roar and rattle of machinery as the off- 
shift men came in and the night men took 
their places.

From the doorstep of the headquarters 
cabin Stanwood surveyed the busy scene; 
the air drills chattering in the quarry; the 
tiny gravity cars dumping stone into the 
crushers; the steam shovel opening the 
great foundation gash in the gravelly soil, 
its deafening, rapid-fire exhaust dominat­
ing all other clamor; the white concrete 
sections of the dam rising like gigantic 
teeth in the river bed, with the big steel 
bucket of the cableway dumping fresh 
material into the forms.

As many times before, the young chief 
of construction was thankful for the phe­
nomenal good fortune that had attended 
the undertaking from the very beginning. 
There had been no backsets, no hitches, 
no accidents—not a man hurt, thus far. 
And, though he had not the actual figures 
to show for it, he was confident that the 
force was making a construction record by 
which all future jobs of like nature would 
be measured.

There was need for a continuance of 
the good fortune, as he well knew. In 
accordance with its changed plans, the 
railroad was going rapidly ahead with its 
preparations for the electrification of the 
grades on the mountain division, and with 
everything favorable, there was a scant 
margin of time if the Little Horse plant 
were to be in readiness to furnish current 
when it should be required.

Still, with full shifts, good manage­
ment and no unlooked-for delays in de­
liveries of material and machinery, Stan­
wood told himself the race would be won 
within the time limit—which would also 
set another record for future construction 
engineers to surpass, if they could.

If only the luck would continue: but 
he saw no reason why it shouldn’t. The 
securing and holding of a supply of labor 
had been his earliest and chief anxiety; 
the remoteness of the valley from any 
city of considerable size presenting the 
major difficulty in this field.

But, happily, the finishing of the gov­
ernment irrigation works in the Timan- 
yonis, and the consequent release of an 
army of laborers, had come in the nick of 
time; and with the camp complement full, 
the isolation was an added factor of safety, 
since there was no temptation for the men 
to drift into a town to spend their money 
in dissipation after the fortnightly pay 
day.

IT  was just as he was starting to walk up 
1 to the dam that he heard a step behind 
him and turned to find Morton at his 
elbow.

“Ah, Mr. Stanwood—just going on 
duty, or just coming off?” inquired the 
business manager in his most genial ac­
cents.

“Neither,” said Stanwood. “Merely 
looking around a bit before turning in.”

“Er—might I ask you to give me a few 
minutes in your office?"

“Sure; as many of them as you like,” 
and Stanwood led the way into the cabin 
and turned on the lights.

“I ’ve come to ask a bit of help,” Mor­
ton began, after he had drawn up a chair 
and lighted a cigar, “and I hope you will 
take what I am about to say in the spiric 
in which it is meant. I think I may have 
mentioned the fact that we of the Wouter 
van Twiller Company have always held 
ourselves in a measure in loco parentis 
to Miss Lancaster since her good father 
passed away. I have, haven’t I ?”

Stanwood nodded, the while some inner 
voice was warning him—quite unreason­
ably, as it seemed—to be on his guard.

“Very good. That being the case, as 
the sole representative of the company on 
the ground, I feel a certain responsibility 
for Miss-Betty—she’s a dear girl!—in a— 
er—protective way. I confess frankly to 
being an old-fashioned man, Mr. Stan­
wood, and I may also say that I don’t 
pretend to understand the—er—attitude of 
the younger generation; of young women, 
particularly.”

"No?” said the younger man with an 
amused smile. “Perhaps you are not al­
together alone in that galley.”
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“Thank you; then I may go on with­
out giving offense. It has— er—distressed 
me somewhat to see Miss Betty spending 
so much of her time in this camp of rough 
m en; you know what I mean—going about 
among the men and making free with 
them— if I may say so— much as a young 
boy might. I cannot believe it is pre­
cisely what her best friends would wish 
for her.”

Stanwood’s amused smile broadened 
into a grin. “I grant you that she doesn’t 
seem to distinguish very clearly between 
the masses and the classes,”

“It is more than that. 1—er—cannot 
think the association is altogether good 
for her.”

Knowing the attitude of the men to­
ward their “mascot”— that they would 
quickly mob the man who would take ad­
vantage of her free camaraderie— Stan- 
wood had his own opinion about the 
proprieties. But he did not express it.

“Just what are you going to do about 
it, Mr. Morton?—in your parental capac­
ity, I mean?” he inquired quizzically.

“I hardly know what to do. As you 
may have observed, Miss Betty is— er—- 
inclined to be a law unto herself in many 
ways, and I greatly fear she would resent 
it if I should speak to her about this mat­
ter.”

“Well ?”
“I am appealing to you, Air. Stanwood. 

It is apparent to the most casual observer 
that you have a great deal of influence 
over her. A word from you, now------”

“I see. You want me to tell Aliss Betty 
that though she owns this project in fee- 
simple, she is to keep bands off— stay 
away from it.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t put it quite so baldly 
as that! Just a word from you, as to the 
proprieties, you know. We mustn’t for­
get that the dear girl has grown up with­
out a mother’s care and teachings, and 
she doesn’t realize what is required of 
her as the heiress to a great fortune; 
that is, not always.”

“All right,” said Stanwood shortly, and 
with what might have appeared to be sus­
picious readiness; “I’ll tell her.”

"Thank you. I am sure you will earn 
the gratitude of all concerned. She will 
take it without offense—coming from you. 
I am quite sure she will.”

f t / |A k I \'G  his inspection round after
1 Morton had gone back to his own 

domain. Stanwood was soberly questioning 
the suave gentleman’s motive in wishing to 
eliminate Betty. That the motive wasn’t 
entirely altruistic he was pretty well as­
sured. He thought it must be evident to 
anybody that in her frequent visits tc 
the camp Betty was neither doing any 
harm nor taking any.

What then? Was Morton merely try­
ing to throw a monkey wrench into the 
sentimental machinery; trying to keep 
Betty from seeing too much of the man 
she had told her trustees she wanted to 
marry ?

He was still trying to fathom Morton’s 
real motive when he climbed to the eleva­
tion in the canon from which John Brig­
ham was watching the placing of the con­
crete in the forms. After a bit of talk 
that concerned itself wholly with the race 
against time, Brigham said, “Are you get­
ting along all right with the pay boss, 
Archer ?”

“Fine,” said Stanwood. “Why do you 
ask that?”

"Just wondering. How well do you 
know Gardner, the old bookkeeper?”

“He is a queer old adding machine. I 
hardly know him at all. Whenever I hap­
pen in his office he always has his nose 
buried in a ledger.”

"Fve seen even less of him than you 
have; don’t suppose I had exchanged a 
dozen words with him until last night 
when he came wandering up here, blink­
ing through his spectacles and staring at 
the job as though he were seeing it for 
the first time. Said he couldn’t sleep, so 
he’d go outdoors for a bit.

“I fixed him a seat here on the rock, 
and he fished out an old pipe and filled it, 
saying something about Morton not allow­
ing him to smoke it in the office; said it 
with a curse for Alorton that gave me the 
same feeling you’d have if you heard a
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little child swearing. Just then some­
thing happened to the cableway hoist and 
I went across to see to it. When I came 
back he patted the rock I had perched 
him on and I sat down beside him. Then 
he began talking about you.”

“About me?”
“Yes; wanted to know what experience 

you’d had, and if you stood well in your 
profession, and all that. After a while I 
said, ‘See here, old scout—what are you 
driving at ?’ He didn’t say anything for a 
spell, and then he let me have it.

“ ‘You tell Stanwood to look out for 
himself—that’s all,’ he mumbled; and for 
a while I couldn’t get another word out of 
him. But at last he loosened up—a little. 
It seems that he is supposed to be hard 
of hearing, but I guess that is only a bit 
of sly craft on his part.

“Anyhow, he overheard Morton dictat­
ing a letter to somebody in New York 
in which he was giving you down the 
country for your extravagance in buying 
— or ordering; backcapping you prop­
erly.”

“What?” exclaimed Stanwood, blankly 
incredulous.

“That is what Gardner said, and you 
can take it for what it is worth. The old 
man evidently has a grouch against Mor­
ton, and he may have been exaggerating; 
but I thought I ’d better pass it along to 
you.”

“Um; there is a screw loose, some­
where, John. Morton has never ques- 

' tioned my requisitions. But, on the other 
hand, I have never been able to find out 
what he is paying for things. There is 
always some excuse: the invoices haven’t 
come in, or if they have, they haven’t been 
checked up, or the question of discounts 

‘ hasn’t been settled—always something so 
that I don’t get the figures.

“For my own satisfaction I have been 
keeping tab on the buying as well as I 
could; using market prices for a base. 
On those figures ■ we are well within our 
lowest estimates.”

“Would Morton have any reason for 
'‘juggling figures on you?”

“Ask yourself, John. He is acting as

agent for Miss Betty’s trustees, and if 
I am overbuying—as I know I am not— 
he ought to come to me.”

“Well, I thought you ought to know 
what Gardner said. Let it go for what 
it’s worth. Heard anything more from 
the Mex who wanted a soft-drink con­
cession?"

“No.”
“You turned him down cold, didn’t 

you ?”
“Sure thing. The soft-drink business 

was only camouflage. Bootleg whisky is 
what he wants to sell. Major Briscoe 
tipped him off to me. The major had a 
lot of trouble with him on the Kennesaw 
coal branch when it was building. He is 
a mighty hard and dangerous citizen, so 
they all say.”

“Exactly. Just the same, he has bought 
a piece of land across the river from the 
camp, and is going to set up his dive over 
there. Tim Moriarty was telling me. I 
don’t know where he got his informa­
tion.”

C T A N W O O D  swore softly. “Off the 
^  reservation, eh?—where I can’t get at 
him. Cards and whisky! John, that will 
be simply hell!”

“You’ve said it. It will demoralize us, 
right and proper. Can’t you think of 
some way to nip it in the bud ?”

“If I don’t, it won’t be for the lack of 
trying.” Then, as he got up to go: “Think 
of a rotten thing like that right in the 
edge of the camp, as you might say—with 
Miss Betty and her friend driving over 
here nearly every day! Manuel Lopez 
needn’t think he’s going to be allowed ’to 
light a stink pot like that under our noses 
—not if I have to run him out with a 
gun!”

B righam  grunted. “If you do anything 
like that, you want to be sure you beat 
him to the draw, Arch. They say he’s 
chain lightning with the hand artillery. 
I ’d hate to see you messed up with a Mex 
bullet at this stage of the game.

“Going to bed? All right; sleep a few 
winks for me, while you’re at it. I ’m 
needing ’em.”
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CHAPTER VII.
S E K O R  M A N U E L  L O P E Z .

the morning following Stanwood’s 
talk with John Brigham, Betty drove 

up in her car, with Alicia Arkwright for 
a seatmate. Stanwood heard the car in 
the camp street, but before he could reach 
the door, Betty—a Betty with lips parted 
and eyes mirroring mischief—stood on 
the threshold.

“I want to borrow your handsome 
Georgia boy, if he isn’t too busy,” she 
announced briskly. “I ’m supposed to be 
driving to Orrville for the ranch mail, and 
I want him to take the car and go in my 
place. May he ?”

“Is Miss Arkwright in the car?” Stan­
wood asked, with a grin.

She laughed joyously. “How did you 
ever guess?”

“If you can find Price and persuade
him------” he was beginning; but she
was gone before he could finish, and a 
moment later he heard the roar of the 
motor as the car sped away, and in an­
other moment Betty was back in the office 
cabin, snapping her fingers and doing a 
little double shuffle with a neat pigeon­
wing to finish before she dropped into a 
chair.

“It always makes me feel so ripping 
when I can trump the other person’s ace,” 
she gurgled. Then: “Paul Stockton will 
want to murder me when we go back.”

“The tea hound? Is he at the ranch?”
She nodded violently. “It reminds one 

of the Book of Job: ‘And Satan came 
also.’ He materialized last evening and 
I overheard h'im arranging with Barker 
for the use of one of the ranch cars for 
to-day; said he wanted to take Miss Ark­
wright out and have her show him some 
of this won-der-ful country. I plotted 
with Allie, and we got up early and van­
ished before he was out of bed.”

“What is Stockton doing out here?”
“Two birds with one stone, if you’ll 

take it from me; doing ‘the-villain-still- 
pursued-her’ act with Allie, for one of 
them, and keeping a malignant eye on you 
in Uncle Jackson’s behalf for the other.

I ’ve been wondering if Uncle Jackson 
wouldn’t try to get a finger in our pie out 
here, sooner or later.”

“He’ll have to hurry some to overtake 
us now,” Stanwood remarked easily. “In 
a few weeks more we’ll be installing the 
generators and getting ready to string the 
transmission wires. When we get that 
far along, you won’t be able to borrow 
Price any more whatever; I can tel! you 
that.”

She made a mocking little face at him. 
“I ’m counting something on Price’s warm 
Southern temperament. I don’t believe he 
is going to hang fire too long.”

“Tell me, Betty—are you really trying 
to marry those two people?”

“Why not? If it wasn’t love at first 
sight it was something very handsomely 
like it. I only hope Price will make the 
most of his spare time and not let Paul 
Stockton cut in too often.”

Stanwood shook his head. “There’s a 
bigger obstacle than Stockton.”

“What is it? Don’t tell me there’s an­
other girl 1”

“No girl; it’s Alicia’s money. Price has 
a pedigree. Plis grandfather owned an 
army of slaves and something like half a 
county of plantations. The Civil W ar 
smashed them, and Price is only a work­
ing engineer—as I am.”

“B ah!” was Betty’s comment. “You 
didn’t penalize me for my money, and I ’ll 
see to it that Price doesn’t penalize Allie 
for hers. Don’t raise your eyebrows at 
me that way: I can do it if I put my mind 
to it. If Allie had to stick at the ranch 
and have Paul underfoot every time she 
stepped outdoors, it might be a bit diffi­
cult. But so long as we have my car,
and your camp to run away to------”

“Wait a minute,” Stanwood interposed, 
“that reminds me. Your self-appointed 
guardian across the street wants me to tell 
you that you are wrecking all the nice lit­
tle proprieties by coming here so often. 
Don’t you realize that a rude construc­
tion camp is just no place at all for a 
properly reared young woman to visit ?” 

“Oho!” she said; “so Friend Morton 
has made a move at last, has he? Don’t
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you know, I ’ve been expecting something 
of that sort for a long time.”

“You have?”
She nodded knowingly. Then: “Tell 

* *me.
He recounted the interview of the pre­

vious evening for her and she nodded 
again.

“Tried to persuade you to bell the cat 
for him, did he ? Well, the bell’s on. Are 
you going to order me off the premises?” 

“You know I’m not; not yet, at least, 
though I may have to, later on.”

“Didn’t Mr. Morton give you any other 
reason for wanting to get rid of me—be­
sides the smashing of the proprieties, I 
mean ?”

“No.”
“Still, you know that wasn’t the real 

reason, don’t you?"
“I’m suspecting it wasn’t. But the sus­

picion doesn't get me anywhere.”
She laughed mockingly. “Man logic 

has gone as far as it can, has it?— bless 
its little old heart! Tell me, Archer, dear; 
haven’t you had a kind of sneaky feel­
ing all along that things were coming too 
easily?—that they were too sugary good 
to be true?”

Stanwood took tinje to consider. When 
he spoke it was to say, “Yes, Betty, I 
have. There hasn’t been any reasonable 
peg to hang it on, but I’ve had the feeling 
ever since the day when Morton told me 
what your trustees proposed to do.

“Yet, as I say, there wasn’t, and isn’t, 
a peg to hang it on. The proposal was 
as simple as twice two. You had money 
invested, and you stood to lose it if some 
more of your money wasn’t sent after it. 
Therefore the trustees proposed to send 
it.”

“Yes,” she nodded; “and to send Mr. 
Morton along with it.”

“Oh, naturally and properly,” he put 
in. “They’d be mighty reckless trustees 
if they hadn’t arranged to keep the money 
spending in their own hands.”

“Just the same, I’m not satisfied. Mr. 
Morton doesn’t want us to be together so 
much; that is what he meant by asking 
you to shoo me away. And he thought

you’d do it because, being in love with me, 
you’d be sort of touchy about the respec­
tabilities, don’t you see? You say there 
are no pegs: are you sure you haven’t 
overlooked something?”

IT  was just here that Stanwood recalled 
the talk with Brigham the night before; 

the talk and the old bookkeeper’s warn­
ing.

“Yes, there is something,” he admitted, 
“though it didn’t develop until last night.” 
Then he_ repeated what the bookkeeper had 
said to Brigham.

“I knew it!” exclaimed the eager lis­
tener. “Archer, all this good luck we’ve 
been having isn’t real! There is some­
thing behind it all. What is it?”

He shook his head. “You can search 
me. Everything in our relations— Mor­
ton’s and mine—lias been perfectly open 
and aboveboard—and pleasant. He has 
never questioned any of my requisitions, 
and he has kept his part of the undertak­
ing right up to the mark; we have not 
yet been delayed a day by slow deliveries, 
or anything of that sort; not a single 
day.”

“Still, he writes a letter to somebody 
in New York abusing you. How do you 
account for that ?”

“I can’t account for it.”
Betty’s cherry-ripe lips came together 

in as straight a line as their Cupid’s-bow 
curves would sanction.

“I ’m going to account for it,” she as­
serted darkly. “You leave it to your 
honey bunch. I ’ve just been playing 
around and wasting time and putting my 
nagging little hunch aside and saying, ‘Oh, 
there’s nothing to i t !’

“But now I know there is something: 
this that you’ve just told me, and Charlie 
Badger’s being here, and now Paul Stock- 
ton. Archer, dear, I—I’m almost scared!” 

' “Oh, I think you needn’t be. W e’re 
going through with the job, all right.” 

“But they are just using you; getting 
the best you’ve got to give— and then 
swearing at you behind your back. There 
is something wrong—I’m sure of it! And 
I’m going to find out what it is.”
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“There is at least one thing that is very 
wrong,” he agreed musingly. “You re­
member what I told you about that Mex­
ican, Lopez, who wanted permission to 
set up a soft-drink shop and dance hall in 
the camp?”

“Yes, I remember.”
“I turned him down, of course. I knew 

that what he wanted to bring in was a 
dive, a grab bag for the men's money 
after pay days. But he has put one over 
on me.

“On the other side of Burnt Moun­
tain, across the river, there is a big tract 
of waste land that was once a part of an 
old Spanish grant. One narrow tongue 
of that tract reaches over the mountain 
and down into this valley, cornering in 
a triangle on the bank of the river. Lopez 
has bought or leased this triangle and is 
going to build his dive on that little hill 
you can see from the window; some 
teams came in with lumber and the car­
penters this morning. The Mexican has 
probably squared himself with the county 
authorities, and I shan’t be able to get at 
him legally.”

“You are afraid it may demoralize your 
working force?”

“It is sure to. Lopez will make all the 
bids; bootleg booze, a gambling shop and 
probably a dance hall. That is why I said, 
a few minutes ago, that I might have to 
warn you and Alicia off, later on.

“I went over to talk to Morton about 
it early this morning; asked him if he’d 
back me up if I should take the law into 
my own hands and run the Mexican out of 
the valley. He crawfished too quick; said 
neither he nor his principals could sanc­
tion anything like mob law; that if I 
should take any such step, it would have 
to be entirely upon my own responsibility. 
You might have thought, from the way 
he talked, that Lopez had squared him, 
as well as the county officials.”

“How do you know that he hasn’t ?” she 
asked, looking up quickly.

“That would be too raw,” he objected. 
“Can you see a respectable and dignified 
bank outfit taking a bribe from a tinhorn 
gambler and bootlegger?”

‘‘Not the bank, maybe; but Mr. Morton 
isn’t the bank. What will you do?”

“I suppose I ’ll have to wait until Lopez 
starts something that can fairly be set 
down as a nuisance.”

Betty got up, a trim little figure in her 
jaunty Stetson, sports coat and knickers, 
with her bobbed hair a touch up to her 
boyish costume.

“You know you can count on me to the 
limit, Archer, dear, don't you? I ’ll be 
there, with the punch, when you need me. 
Now I ’m going over to make a social call 
upon Mr. Morton, and if he isn’t in, per­
haps I ’ll vamp the old bookkeeper. We’ll 
just keep a stiff upper lip and see where 
we come out.”

ETOR the next few days Stan wood was 
kept so busy that he had little time for 

anything but working, eating and sleeping. 
It was during this interval that the ques­
tion of the disposal -6f the huge mound 
of earth taken out of the power-house 
wheel pit came up, and Frenchley sug­
gested a means of removal which would 
save the expense of a truck haul.

“You know where that branch comes 
into the river over the northern cliff about 
a quarter of a mile up the canon. There’s 
a fall there of three or four hundred feet, 
and the branch is the outlet for a good- 
sized pond.

“We have plenty of pipe in the stock 
pile: how would it do <o lay a line up to 
that pond, rig a ‘giant’ such as they use 
in hydraulic mining, and wash that dump 
into the river? The current is strong 
enough to carry it away.”

“Capital!” said the chief; “go to it.” 
And a few days later, just as he was about 
to start on a horseback trip to Grass Val­
ley to adjust a claim of one Josiah Galpin, 
who held a shadowy title to a worthless bit 
of mining property which would be sub­
merged when the dam was completed, he 
paused long enough to see Frenchley turn 
the enormous pressure into the makeshift 
‘giant,’ and to n o d  his approval when the
solid two-inch jet, hard and rigid as a 
bar of iron, began to cut away the mound 
of spoil and wash it into the river.
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D E T U R N IN G  from Grass Valley the 
'  following day, Stanwood took another 

lay off to run up to Green Butte for a talk 
with Calloway, anxious to learn if any­
thing further had developed in the mat­
ter of Pannikin Electric’s presumable op­
position to the Little Horse project.

The young lawyer was deeply interested 
in the turn of fortune that Stanwood had 
found awaiting him on his return from 
the fruitless money-raising excursion; but, 
like Betty, he was inclined to look a little 
askance at the sudden change in the atti­
tude of the Lancaster trustees.

“It always pays to look long and hard 
at any proposition put forward by Big 
Money, Arch,” he said. “As you’ve laid 
it out for me, it looks as if you are hold­
ing the little end of the stick. I suppose 
you are turning over your stock and bonds 
to this man, Morton, right along?”

“Yes; I ’m signing on the dotted line, 
if that is what you mean.”

“Exactly. You are president of a com­
pany which is spending money by the 
hundreds of thousands, and you don’t 

. know, any more than a baby, where the 
company stands financially. Isn’t that 
about the size of it?”

“It is—when you boil it down.”
“Well, if you’re asking me, I should 

say it’s a mighty unsatisfactory state of 
affairs. You are entirely at the mercy 
of this Morton person. For all you know 
to the contrary, he may be robbing Shoe­
string Power & Light right and le ft; cook­
ing it up for a grand smash that will 
leave you holding the bag and possibly 
under an indictment for malfeasance in 
office. As president, you are the respon­
sible head of the enterprise; but in reality 
you are only a hired man doing a hurry 
job of plant building.”

This talk was taking place in Calloway’s 
private office in the Shoshone Building, 
and Stanwood moved uneasily in his chair.

“You’ve put it in cold-blooded words, 
Bob; but what can I do? It’s Betty’s 
money, and Morton is the accredited rep­
resentative of her trustees. I ’m just a 

’’ rubber stamp, and I know it; but that 
doesn’t help out any.”

“That’s what you are; and the thing 
doesn’t smell good to me. Have you 
drawn any money for yourself—salary 
allowance, or anything of that sort?”

“No.”
“But you say you don’t see the books: 

how do you know that Mortdn isn’t charg­
ing you up with a personal account every 
week?”

“Oh, that would be too rank!— when 
I don’t draw any money at all.”

“You can’t tell. As I say, it doesn’t 
smell good to me. There are too many 
dropped stitches—a darned sight too 
many.

“Why does Morton continually stand 
you off when you want to find out how 
the business office is handling things? 
Why has Pannikin Electric folded its 
hands and let you go on without a breath 
of interference?

“Then there is this saloon-and-dance- 
hall invasion: Morton ought to be backing 
you to the last ditch in keeping a demoral­
izing thing like that out of the reach of 
your working force.”

“I ’ve got to catch my train,” Stanwood 
said, looking at his watch; adding: “It 
is all just as you say, Bob; yet I ’m tied 
hand and foot. All I can do is to push 
hard on the engineering end of the job, 
and I ’m doing that.

“As to Lopez, I suppose I shall have 
to take him by the neck if things get too 
bad. And they’ll get bad; there is no 
question about that. We have a pretty 
good lot of men, but they’re human.”

“All right,” said Calloway. “They 
call me the fighting member of this law 
outfit, and when you need me, just raise 
a yell. And it runs in my mind that you’re 
going to need a fighting attorney or two 
before you’re through.”

Stanwood’s train reached Orrville late 
in the evening, and on the horseback ride 
across Bull Basin he was thoughtfully con­
sidering Calloway’s prediction. Was there 
some hidden meaning behind the events 
of the past few weeks and months? Could 
it be possible that 'Morton’s perfectly plain 
and straightforward proposal to go on 
and build the plant with Betty’s money
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had been only a mask for some ulterior 
design too deep to be fathomed?

It was more than incredible; it was 
blankly preposterous. Even the most dis­
honest Big Business would hesitate to 
use a trusteeship under a will to further 
a hidden purpose of its own, whatever that 
purpose might be.

It was after ten o’clock, the hour for 
the night-shift change, when he topped the 
divide and followed the winding road up 
the valley. At the turn that opened the 
first view of the camp he saw on the 
opposite side of the river a new building 
garishly lighted— with electricity. And 
above the grumbling of the river and the 
clatter and grind of industrial machinery 
he could hear the clanging of a piano and 
the discordant blare of saxophones.

In his absence, Lopez had dug himself 
in and the camp plague spot was running 
full blast.

CHAPTER VIII.
A  MEETING AND A W ARNING.

A S  had happened once before on the oc­
casion of his return to camp, Stan- 

wood found Frenchley in the office, smok­
ing a bedtime pipe.

“Back again, are you?” said the first 
assistant. “I was just wondering if you’d 
get in to-night. What’s the news from 
the outside world?”

“Nothing alarming. I met Galpin in 
Grass Valley and settled with him, and 
then ran up to the Butte for a talk with 
Calloway. So far as he knows, Pannikin 
Electric isn’t making any hostile move.”

“That doesn’t look good to me,” was 
Frenchley’s brief comment.

“You think they ought to be trying to 
obstruct us? So do I. But there are 
wheels within wheels in big business, An­
son. Morton assured me in advance that 
we’d have no trouble with the Pannikin 
people.”

“How did he know?” Frenchley asked 
bluntly.

“That is beyond me.” Then, after a 
pause: “I see Lopez has blown in.”

“Yes; in full feather. And to-morrow 
is pay day.”

“What has he got over there?”
“A three-ring circus; bar, game room 

and dance hall; soft drinks in evidence, 
but red liquor if you have the counter­
sign. W e’re in for trouble.”

“Where does he get his electric lights?” 
“Buys juice from us. Hartwell’s gang 

strung the wires for him.”
“Who made any such deal as that?” 

Stanwood demanded angrily.
“Morton. I objected— kicked like a 

bay steer. But Morton said it was a small 
source of revenue that we might just as 
well take in ; that if we refused to sell 
him current, Lopez would put in a self- 
contained gasoline plant.

“I told him that selling current to that 
outfit made us, in a way, particeps crim- 
inis in the damnable thing. Morton’s re­
ply was that we couldn’t afford to look 
too closely into the character of our cus­
tomers.”

“Any of our men over there to-night?” 
“Yes; a bunch of the off shift; which 

means that they won’t be worth the pow­
der it would take to blow them to Hades 
to-morrow.”

Stanwood sat back, scowling. From 
former experiences he knew only too well 
what the proximity of a place like Lopez’s 
would mean to the efficiency of a working 
camp. There would be drunkenness, time 
lost, bickerings, violence; and, even worse 
than tl?ese, the inevitable consequence of 
unstrung workman nerves—-accidents.

“Among other things, I asked Calloway 
if there were any way of getting at Lopez 
through the law. If he sells hard liquor 
—as of course he does and will—we can 
get him; but that will be a slow process 
subject to all the law’s delays. It’s a bad 
mess.”

“You’re shouting,” Frenchley agreed, 
and thereupon went on to tell how on a 
difficult railroad job in Arizona this same 
Mexican had made himself a nuisance and 
menace as a camp follower, the attempts 
to drive him off finally culminating in a 
shooting affray in which two members of 
the railroad-engineering staff were killed.

“He is bad medicine all around,” the 
labor chief said in conclusion. “He is not
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only a ‘killer’ himself; he keeps a bunch 
of gunmen on his pay roll.”

After Frenchley had gone to bed in 
the other half of the headquarters cabin, 
Stanwood squared himself to wrestle with 
this newest of the problems; trying to de­
vise some practicable means of getting rid 
of the Lopez handicap. While he was 
still grilling over the problem, Hartwell 
came in.

“Hoped I ’d catch you before you went 
to bed,” said the electrical assistant, drop­
ping into a chair and lighting a cigarette. 
“I reckon you’ve seen what-all the cat’s 
brought in, over on the other side of the 
river ?”

Stanwood nodded.
“Miss Betty drove over here to-day, 

with Miss Alicia,” Hartwell went on. “I 
didn’t let ’em stay.”

“What happened?” queried Stanwood, 
instantly alert.

“Lopez was over here with a couple of 
his dance-hall girls, showing ’em around. 
After I ’d shooed Miss Betty and A1— 
Miss Arkwright, away, I told the Mex 
where he got off and ran him out. Was 
that right?”

“Exactly right. ■ Did he try to get back 
at you?”

A slow smile wrinkled at the corners 
of the young Southerner’s eyes. .

“He had a gun slung in a shoulder hol­
ster under his coat. Just at that particu­
lar minute I was wearing mine on my 
laig. Reckon he allowed maybe I might 
beat him to it on the draw, so he didn’t 
do anything but cuss me out.”

“You were wise to heel yourself be­
fore you tried to talk to him. He’s a bad 
egg. W e’re going to have a barrel of 
trouble with him and his outfit. Any of 
your men over there to-night?”

“Sure thing. There’s a right-good 
bunch of the off-shift gangs missing. I 
sent Franconelli, my Italian lineman, over 
there an hour or so ago, and he says the 
place is full up; bar, gamblin’ shop and 
dance hall.”

“It will have to come to a show-down!” 
Stanwood snapped angrily. “We can’t 
stand for a holdup like this. I t’s going to

push us to the limit to keep our date 
with the railroad, and if we can’t hold the 
men in line, we’re done.”

“You said it all in a single mouthful,” 
nodded the young Georgian, as he moved 
to the door. “Any time you're ready to 
go over yonder and clean that outfit, I ’m 
with you.”

IN  strict accordance with all predictions, 
1 the demoralizing effect of the Lopez 
invasion began to manifest itself with lit­
tle loss of time. Neither better nor worse 
than other working aggregations, the 
Shoestring construction force was still 
purely human; and the remoteness of the 
project from a town had bred an appetite 
for recreation in quantity, with small re­
gard for quality.

Very shortly, working gangs that had 
been functioning as well-balanced units 
began to falter; “sick” lay-offs multiplied; 
and a round of the bunk shanties un­
earthed a good many bottles of bad liquor. 
As a natural consequence, the admirable 
record that had been made on the score 
of industrial accidents was soon broken, 
and three times within as many days one 
of the camp trucks had to be pressed into 
service as an ambulance to rush an in­
jured man to the railroad at Orrville.

It was on a day when a half-befuddled 
quarryman cut his fuses too short, and 
narrowly escaped killing the entire mucker 
squad, car loading in the pit, that Stan­
wood sought Morton.

“About this joint on the other side of 
the river, Mr. Morton,” he began abruptly. 
“If we let it go on, it will ruin us! We 
have had three serious accidents, so far, 
to say nothing of the delays caused by 
men laying off; and just a few minutes 
ago a quarry boss, with his nerves all shot 
to pieces by bad whisky, came within an 
ace of killing half a dozen car loaders in 
the pit. We can’t go on like this!”

The business manager smiled as one 
only casually interested.

“You are excited, Mr. Stanwood, and 
I don’t wonder at it. Such things must 
be very upsetting. Are you asking me 
for some helpful suggestion?”
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“I ’ll be mighty glad if you have one 
to offer.”

“The cure seems quite obvious. Why 
don’t you forbid your men going across 
the river—with a prompt discharge as the 
penalty for disobedience?”

“For the simple reason that within a 
week’s time we’d lose half the force. And 
in the present condition of the Western 
labor market it couldn’t be recruited in a 
month of Sundays.”

The man from the East spread his 
hands as one willing but helpless.

“What do you expect me to do about 
it, Mr. Stanwood? Isn’t this—er—diffi­
culty somewhat out of my line?”

“Since we are spending Miss Lancas­
ter’s money, I should say it is very point­
edly in your line,” Stanwood retorted 
crisply. “If you will back me up the 
nuisance can be wiped out inside of 
twenty-four hours.”

“In just what way?” was the mild­
voiced query.

“Ride with me to Grass Valley and 
join me in demanding relief of the au­
thorities. Lopez and his people are open
lawbreakers, and------”

“One moment,” interrupted the suave 
voice. “Why should my presence have 
any influence at the county seat, Mr. Stan­
wood ?” *

“Because it is very well known in Grass 
Valley that you are the real head of this 
enterprise, and that you have behind you 
ail the power and resources of Eastern 
capital.”

“My dear sir!”—with a deprecatory 
hand wave—“don’t tell me that you ac­
cept the popular fallacy that capital has 
only to nod to perform miracles! Noth­
ing in the world is farther from the truth. 
Quite the contrary, capital has no friends; 
every man’s hand is against it and its emis­
saries are viewed with suspicion.

“If an appeal to the authorities is to be 
made, you are the one to make it. You 
are the president of the company, as well 
as its chief engineer.”

“Then you won’t go with me?”
“I ’d go, cheerfully, if I thought I could 

do any good. But I know very well that 
3 A — P O P .

my presence with you would be a detri­
ment rather than a help.”

“Very well; I ’ll go alone. And if the 
sheriff refuses to act I shall take the law 
into my own hands. I don’t propose to 
sit still and see my working force crumple 
up and go to pieces at this stage of the 
game!’’

LIA V IN G  thus declared himself, the 
young engineer drove the camp run­

about to the county seat in no pleasant 
state of mind. It was evident that Morton 
was either utterly indifferent, or that he 
had some hidden reason for not wishing to 
appear as the Mexican’s prosecutor.

Arrived in Grass Valley, the unpleasant 
state of mind was still holding its own 
when he approached the sheriff and de­
manded relief. The interview was brief 
and brittle, and the upshot of it was that 
the county peace officer refused- point- 
blank to act until the alleged lawbreaking 
had been definitely shown to exist.

“In other words,” Stanwood retorted 
hotly, “you are not willing to take my 
word for it that it does exist!” Where­
upon he flung out of the office of recalci­
trancy and climbed into his car to drive 
back to his valley, firmly convinced that 
Lopez had forestalled him with Sheriff 
Blatchford by buying protection.

Losing time on the mountain road by 
reason of a broken ignition wire which 
was difficult to locate and repair, it was 
starlight dark by the time he reached the 
fork in the Grass Valley road where the 
Bull Basin trail came in. Since the day 
of untoward events was not yet ended, 
his head lamps refused to light, and when 
he got out to tinker them he saw the 
lights of an auto approaching from the 
direction of Orrville.

While he was still trying to find out 
what was the matter with his headlights, 
the approaching car came up and stopped, 
and a voice he knew and loved said, “Is 
that you, Archer?” And when he turned 
and answered, she leaned out and kissed 
him.

“As the governor of North Carolina 
said to the governor of South Carolina,
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it’s been a long time between drinks!” she 
bubbled. “I ’ve been perishing for a talk 
with you, Archer, dear. What-all’s been 
happening since Allie and I were ordered 
to stay off location?”

Stanwood briefed the developments in 
the fewest possible words.

“And you say Mr. Morton won’t help ?” 
she queried.

“Not a hand’s turn. From the way he 
shies off you might think he was in ca­
hoots with Lopez.”

To his astonishment she said, “Well, 
who knows? Maybe he is.”

“But, good heavens------ ” he began; but
she did not let him finish.

“Listen; I ’ve been doing some tele­
graphing—I’ve just come from the tele­
graph office in Orrville. I have at least 
one good friend left in New York, and 
I ’ve been falling on his neck and weeping 
— if you get what I mean.”

“What have you learned?”
“Nothing very definite yet; but there’s 

more to follow—I’m sure of it. This Mr. 
Morton isn’t altogether what he seems to 
be; of that much I am quite certain. He 
is an expert of some sort, so my good 
angel in New York whispers me; a man 
that the big corporations send out when 
they want a lot of brains on the fighting 
line; a ‘fixer’ is what the answer to my 
wire calls him.”

“Then he isn’t an official of the Wouter 
van Twiller bank?”

“He may be that, too; but if he is, he 
doesn’t work at it all the time.”

“Anything else?”
“Y es; Paul Stockton has been doing 

some telegraphing, too. This morning he 
sent a wire to Uncle Jackson. Wait a 
minute and I’ll read you what he said,” 
and she calmly took a slip of paper from 
her hand bag, opened it and held it down 
to the light of the tiny lamp on the in­
strument board of the car and began to 
read:

“Your suggestion adopted and working well. 
Camp now untenable for parties named. I have 
daily reports from B. Work approaching com­
pletion but costs mounting heavily. More devel­
opments shortly.

“You see, he didn’t even take the trou­
ble to send it in code.”

“See here, Betty; how did you get a 
copy of that?” Stanwood asked accus­
ingly.

“I persuaded the nice little operator boy 
at the railroad office to show me the orig­
inal and then turn his back while I made 
this copy.”

“Great M oses! Don’t you know that’s 
immoral? If anybody finds out, it will 
cost that kid his job, and maybe some­
thing a good deal worse!”

She laughed lightly. “If we are going 
to fight Uncle Jackson on strictly moral 
grounds, we’ll be left at the post. I had 
to find out what Paul was doing, didn’t 
I? And the nice operator boy shan’t 
suffer; I won’t let him. Never mind my 
immorality. Don’t you see what this mes­
sage means ?”

“Not wholly.”
“It means that this invasion of your 

camp wasn’t just a happen-so; it was 
planned and I ’ll bet Uncle Jackson was 
the planner. He wanted to fix things so 
that you wouldn’t let Allie and me stick 
around any more. We are Paul’s ‘parties 
named.’

“If you should ask me, I’d say Mr. 
Morton is in it, too. Tell me; is there 
any reason why Uncle Jackson or Mr. 
Morton should want your building costs
to mount heavily?”

“None that I can think of. Since it 
is your money we’re spending, it ought 
to be exactly the other way around.”

“But they are mounting?”
“In the last week or so, shamefully, I’m 

sorry to say. Our force is all shot to 
pieces. Since that dive opened up it’s 
been costing us two dollars to get a dol­
lar’s worth of work done.”

Over a low hill a mile away on the 
ranch trail a sheen of light appeared sud­
denly and they both saw it. Betty was 
the first to grasp the significance of the 
apparition.

“A car coming from Barker’s,” she 
said. “Maybe it’s Paul. Run your car 
in under the trees and I ’ll do the same. 
We mustn’t let him find us here together!”
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’’J'H E  shift was quickly made, with both 
cars off the road. Betty slid down 

from her seat. “If it is Paul, we must find 
out where he is going—just at supper­
time,” she declared; but all they could de­
termine as the oncoming car passed them 
was that it contained a single occupant.

“Nothing doing,” Stanwood offered; 
but even as he spoke "a tiny flash light 
winked twice on the trail ahead and the 
racing car stopped with a shrill squeal of 
suddenly applied brakes.

“It is Paul!” Betty whispered; “and he 
is going to get his daily report from B— 
otherwise Charles Badger! Let’s run!” 

Making a short detour through the 
wood, they approached the road at the 
point where the halted car was standing; 
and the noise of the idling motor and the 
thick carpeting of pine needles underfoot 
enabled them to do it unheard.

Betty’s guess proved to be right. The 
driver of the car was Paul Stockton, and 
the man standing beside the machine was 
Badger, Morton’s stenographer.

“No; nothing much new,” Badger was 
saying, as they came, tree-shadow hidden, 
within earshot. “Stanwood’s gone over 
to Grass Valley, and he hasn’t got back 
yet. He was talking with the boss just 
before he left, and it looks as if he was 
beginning to lose his grip. He tried to 
get Mr. Morton to go over to the county 
seat with him to complain to the sheriff.” 

“Well, what is the next move?”
“That’s up to Stanwood, and I guess 

he doesn’t know how to make it. W e’re 
just sitting tight; saying nothing and saw­
ing wood.” '

“Are those your instructions? From 
headquarters, I mean.”

“Guess so. I don’t know for sure, be­
cause the boss has his own wire code. 
I ’ve offered two or three times to decode 
his wires for him, but he always does it 
himself—and is mighty careful to lock up 
the cipher afterward.”

“That doesn’t matter; we are not in­
terested in that part of it,” said the man 
in the auto. “How soon do you think 
the other thing will break?”

“Nobody knows. To a man up a tree

it looks as if things’d have to come to a 
head pretty soon. I don’t know much 
about construction camps, but this one’s 
sure going to hell at a gallop, right now.” 

Stockton opened the door on the other 
side of the car. “Climb in,” he invited, 
“and I ’ll run you part way back,” and as 
Badger obeyed, the clutch took hold and 
the car shot away toward the divide.

On the short walk back to the place 
where Betty’s car and Stanwood’s were 
concealed, neither spoke. But at last 
Betty flamed out.

“A precious pair, I ’ll say— if anybody 
should inquire of me! And something is 
telling me that Mr. Morton isn’t any bet­
ter than the rest of them. They are try­
ing to break you, Archer! What are you 
going to do about it?”

Stanwood didn’t tell her what he was 
going to do; didn't intend to tell her. The 
wrath he had been nursing ever since his 
interview with Morton was turning to cold 
rage. Jackson Underhill’s motive was 
sufficiently clear; what he wanted was to 
bury the man Betty had promised to 
marry so deeply in failure that there 
would be no hope of a resurrection. Mor­
ton’s motive was not so clearly defined, 
but his object was the same.

“I can’t tell yet what I shall do,” he par- - 
ried. “Shan’t I take the wheel and back 
your car out of this tangle for you?”

“No, indeed; I can make it all right.”

1-1E got his own car out and waited until 
1 1 she was in the roadway and headed 
for Barker’s. As he was about to climb 
into his own machine she called to him.

“You are perfectly furious, now, 
Archer, dear, and I don’t wonder at it,” 
she said. “But you mustn’t do anything 
rash. If anything should happen to you 
just now------”

“Don’t worry,” he returned, and he 
tried to say it lightly. “I’ve no notion of 
making an unmarried widow of you, just 
yet. The happenings are going to be on 
the other side of the fence.”

She leaned over the car door and held 
out her arms. When he kissed her, she 
said, “Your lips are cold: please, please
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don’t do anything desperate, Archer. You 
mustn’t break my heart!”

He freed himself gently from the clasp 
of the clinging arms. This was a new 
Betty; a Betty that he hadn’t heretofore 
discovered. The discovery thrilled him, 
but the cold rage remained.

“You mustn’t lose any sleep on my ac­
count ; I can take care of myself,” he told 
her. “You’d better spin along or you’ll 
be late for your supper.”

She let the clutch in, and he stood in 
the road until the red tail light of her car 
disappeared over the low hill which had 
thrown the upcast beam from the head 
lamps of Stockton’s machine. Then he 
climbed into the runabout and drove away 
in the opposite direction with a heart 
strangely softened on its emotional side, 
but hardening itself otherwise in prepara­
tion for the thing that had to be done.

CHAPTER IX. •
T H E  C L A S H .

OTA N W O O D  expected to meet Stock- 
°  ton driving back to Barker’s as he 
crossed the divide into the valley of the 
Little Horse; since he did not do so, he 
was not greatly surprised to see the tea 
hound’s car parked in front of Morton’s 
headquarters when he drove into the camp 
street.

Putting his car in the camp garage, he 
went over to his own headquarters. As 
yet he had formed no plan; there was only 
the cold rage telling him that the limit was 
finally reached. First, the Mexican and 
his demoralizing nuisance must be sum­
marily gotten rid o f ; then there must be 
an accounting of some sort with Morton.

He was late for supper, and, in conse­
quence, he ate alone in the mess shack. 
On the still air of the autumn night the 
rattling jangle of the piano in the dance 
hall across the river sounded like a dis­
tant beating of tin pans, but the hoarser 
squawking of the saxophones was lost in 
the grind of m achinery and the thunder­
ous murmur of the Little Horse growling 
among the boulders in its bed.

Finishing his meal at the otherwise de­

serted mess table, he went up the street 
to the log-cabin headquarters. As he was 
seating himself at his desk the telphone 
buzzed. When he took the receiver from 
its hook. Betty’s voice came over the wire.

“You, Archer?”
“Sure.” Then: “Hold the wire a sec­

ond.” Reaching under the desk he found 
and turned a switch. When Morton had 
set up his business office, Hartwell had 
made the necessary telephone extension 
to it, and in doing so had put in a cut-out 
switch under Stanwood’s desk. “Some 
time you might want to talk without hav­
ing other people listen in,” he had ex­
plained; and now Stanwood decided in­
stantly that this was one of the times.

“ Now you may go ahead,” he said to 
Betty. “We’re isolated.”

“I ’ve been trying for the longest time to 
get you, but I couldn’t get any answer,” 
said the guarded voice at the distant dude 
ranch.

“Nobody at home,” he explained. "I 
was eating my supper.”

“I—I was afraid something might have 
happened to you. Listen: two minutes 
after I left you one of my tires went flat. 
I stopped to change to the spare, and while 
I was working at it two strange men came 
along in a car: they had come down the 
road that goes to Grass Valley. Can you 
hear me?”

“Perfectly.”
“They stopped and got out to help me, 

so I let them change the tire while I held 
the spotlight for them. They are officers 
of some kind; I got a glimpse of their 
stars under their coats.

“After they had put the tire on, one of 
them asked me if they were on the right 
road to your camp. I told them how to 
find the road over the divide. Have they 
come yet?”

“Not yet; at least, I haven’t seen any­
thing of them.”

“If there is going to be any—any trou­
ble, you’ll let them make it, won’t you? 
That’s what they’re paid for, isn’t it?”

He made reassuring sounds in the 
mouthpiece. “Again I ’m telling you not 
to worry your anxious little head about
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me,” , he said. “And I am much obliged 
for the tip. Evidently Sheriff Blatchford 
changed his mind after I left him this 
afternoon. I ’ll see if I can find the depu­
ties. Good-by.”

L IE  went to the door and looked up and 
down the camp street. There was no 

auto in sight save the one in which Stock- 
ton had come. Something like an hour 
must have elapsed since Betty had directed 
the sheriff's men: had they missed their 
way, after all? He hoped not.

It was a comforting thought that he 
was to have the law on his side when the 
clash came, but he wondered what had 
made Blatchford change his mind. The 
sheriff had certainly given no indication 
of an intention to do his duty in the brief 
and brittle interview of the afternoon.

After looking and listening for a few 
minutes he went in again to sit at his 
desk. There was nothing to do now but 
to wait for the sheriff’s men to put in an 
appearance. To fill in the time, he took 
out the maps he had drawn of the valley 
when he was making the survey for the 
Omaha irrigation company in the early 
summer.

The map covering the present camp site 
showed the intruding triangle of the old 
Spanish land grant with its apex imping­
ing upon the river. After scaling the dis­
tances and angles carefully to verify his 
original figures, he sat looking out of the 
window at his elbow at the lighted win­
dows of the Lopez building on the oppo­
site knoll.

Presently the sight gave him a sugges­
tion. Taking a surveying instrument from 
its case he mounted it upon its tripod and 
went to the door to set it up in the open­
ing. Lining the telescope by the com­
pass data given on the map, he took a 
sight across the river and made a dis­
covery. The lighted windows of the Lo­
pez building were at least fifty feet to the 
left of the line indicated by the cross hairs 
in the telescope.

He was smiling with grim satisfaction 
as he dismounted the instrument and re­
turned it to its case. “Curious I didn’t

think of doing that before,” he muttered. 
Then: “Lopez might have gained a point 
if he’d had a real surveyor run his lines 
before he built his hell dive.”

Back at his desk and waiting again he 
tried to find answers to the queries born 
of the day’s developments. Stockton’s 
car was still parked in front of the build­
ing across the camp street.

What was the tea hound’s errand; the 
errand that was keeping him closeted so 
long with Morton? Were Morton and 
Jackson Underhill working together? and 
if so, to what definite end? Surely there 
must be something more important in view 
than the mere crushing of a moneyless 
engineer who had had the temerity to 
ask an heiress of millions to marry him. 
But if so, what was the stake for which 
these two were playing?

Becoming restless after a time he got 
up and went to the door again. There 
was still no sign of the Grass Valley auto 
that Betty had telephoned about and eve­
ning was coming on.

A few hundred yards away the indus­
trious arcs sizzled and burned blue, throw­
ing a ghastly light upon the activities at 
the dam ; on the motors of the concrete 
mixers spinning to turn the drums; on the 
massive rock crusher, grinding like some 
prehistoric monster cracking the bones of 
its victims; on the slow swing of the ca­
bleway bucket dripping its viscous con­
tents as it traveled out to the form s; on 
the figures of the men dotting the scaf­
folding. The job was moving, but one 
did not need the trained eye of an engi­
neer to mark the palpable slowing of the 
pace.

In the camp itself there was nothing 
stirring. The roisterers in the off shift 
were crowding the three rooms of the 
garishly lighted dive on the opposite bank 
of the river; the sober ones had gone to 
bed in the bunk shanties.

Stanwood tvondered again what could 
be keeping the two deputy sheriffs. The 
fact that they had asked directions of 
B e tty  proved that they were unfamiliar 
with Bull Basin roads. Could it be pos­
sible that they had lost their way?
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^ \N C E  again Stanwood turned back to 
w  sit at his desk. When one is keyed up 
to take a decisive step, nothing is so un­
nerving as delay. In the supper-eating in­
terval he had sketched out a plan of 
action; to go in search of Lopez and give 
him a shortly limited time in which to 
close his dive and move out of the valley, 
with the alternative of being driven out 
forcibly if he refused the ultimatum to go 
peaceably.

Lopez might call his bluff, of course, 
but Stanwood thought he could make it 
good. Counting in Frenchley, Hartwell, 
John Brigham, a picked bunch from 
Moriarty’s steam-shovel squad and a few 
loyal foremen, he believed he could mus­
ter a posse numerous enough to convince 
the Mexican.

Most naturally, Betty’s telephone mes­
sage had changed this plan, and he was 
relieved. If Sheriff Blatchford’s depu­
ties had the proper instructions—and the 
nerve to carry them out—there need be 
no doubt about the outcome. The selling 
of liquor made Lopez and his employees 
open lawbreakers, and a wholesale arrest 
would settle the matter.

For perhaps the twentieth time since 
Betty had telephoned, Stanwood consulted 
his watch. It was nearly ten o’clock, the 
hour for shift changing. Over two hours 
had elapsed since he had driven into camp, 
and still the men who had inquired their 
way of Betty were delaying their expected 
advent.

The suspense was eating into his bones, 
and he thought that another hour of it 
would wreck him. Holding himself in 
hand by main strength he listened for 
the shrill blast of the steam whistle which 
would signal the shifting hour. Though 
he was expecting it, listening for it, the 
ear-cracking shriek, when it came, made 
him start, as if the strident blast had been 
an electric shock to snap every nerve in 
his body.

“Damn!” he muttered, under his breath, 
“I must be pretty far gone if it gets me 
that way! Why the devil don’t those 
deputies show up? I ’ll give them another 
fifteen minutes, and then------”

'T'H E interruption was the bursting in 
through the open door of one of the 

quarrymen, white faced and gasping from 
exertion.

“That damned Mex outfit—over the 
river! They’ve half killed my bunkie— 
Tom Riley—robbed him in th’ stud game, 
and jumped him when he made a kick! 
Th’ boys’re carryin’ him over. Gawd, 
boss—can’t ye get a doctor on the tele­
phone ?”

Stanwood got out of his chair. The 
twitching of nerves was gone, and in its 
place there were steadiness and cool de­
liberation.

“There is no doctor nearer than Grass 
Valley, Higgins—you know that as well 
as I do,” he said, quite evenly. “Have 
the men carry Riley into the mess shanty 
and put him on the table; then go after 
Frenchley: he’s better than half the doc­
tors.”

The bearer of evil tidings darted away, 
and Stanwood crossed the room to the 
coat cupboard in the corner, taking there­
from a belt and holstered gun which he 
quickly strapped on. Though he had car­
ried an officer’s automatic through the war, 
he had never liked the weapon and had 
promptly reverted to the standard Colt 
.45 with the doffing of the uniform. 
Twirling the cylinder to make sure that 
the chambers were all filled, he dropped 
the big gun into its sagging holster and 
went out.

In the camp street there was a milling 
crowd gathered about a couple of huskies 
who were carrying a bruised, beaten and 
unconscious burden to the mess shack. 
At the door of the business office Stan­
wood saw Morton, and a dandified young 
man whom he took to be Stockton, look­
ing on, half incuriously, he thought. Mor­
ton spoke to him in passing.

“You are g o in g  across the river, Mr. 
Stanwood? Aren’t you bidding for more 
trouble by carrying arms?”

“I mean to make trouble if that joint 
doesn’t go out of business at the drop of 
the hat! I ’ve had all I can stand!”

“Very well. But, remember, you are 
on your own responsibility. You must
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stand or fall by your own acts. My prin­
cipals------ ”

Stanwood whirled upon the speaker. 
‘'Is that a threat, Mr. Morton?"

“No, indeed; nothing of the kind. I 
was merely trying to tell you that our— 
er— friends in the East will hardly ap­
prove of violence, or any unlawful pro­
ceedings.”

Stanwood pointed to the men who were 
carrying Riley. “There is the violence,” 
he said curtly, “and we've had enough of 
it. I ’ll give Lopez his chance to leave 
peaceably. If he doesn't take it, he'll be 
made to g o !”

There was no reply to this, and the 
young chief cut across to the rude log foot­
bridge that had been thrown across the 
river for the convenience of the work­
men— this before the Mexican had come 
to make it a handy thoroughfare to his 
den. On the opposite bank the building 
that housed the camp menace was ablaze 
with lights, and the place seemed to lie 
running as if nothing had happened. In 
front of the building there was a bunched 
knot of the Shoestring workmen, with big 
Tim Moriarty. the steam-shovel captain, 
haranguing it. Moriarty broke his talk in 
the midst as Stanwood approached.

“Glory be— ’tis yerself, Misther Stan­
wood!” he exclaimed. “TIT dommed 
crooks 've done f ’r poor Tom Riley, and 
I'm tellin’ th’ b’vs ’tis up to us to mob 
that hell hole—clean lit and burn ut 
down!’’

“No,” said Stanwood sharply, “this is 
my funeral, Tim. Take your men and get 
over to the other side of the river.”

“But, f’r Gawd's sake, Misther Stan­
wood, ye'll not be going into that dump 
by your lone!” protested the big Irish­
man.

“I can take care of myself. Round up 
your hunch and get out.”

The men were straggling toward the 
bridge path when Stanwood entered the 
game room where Riley had been mis­
handled. As he stepped inside, a man, 
low browed and with a scowl on his evil 
face, barred the way and pointed to the 
bolstered gun.

“You sashay ’round to t’other door and 
leave yer artillery with the barkeep’ if 
you want in here,” was the snappy com­
mand, and it applied the firing spark to 
the Stanwood temper.

“When that gun comes out. it will come 
shooting!” he rasped, fixing the shifty eyes 
of the door guard with a wrathful glare. 
“Where’s your boss?”

“H e’s back yonder”—with the jerk of 
a thumb toward a room in the rear.

“You go and tell him I want to see 
him.”

“Want to see Manuel ? H uh! you’d 
better lay off o’ him and chase yerself out 
o’ here while ye can do it on yer own 
feet.”

Stanwood’s right hand hovered over the 
butt of the big Colt.

“Are you going to do as I tell you? 
Say’ it quick!”

’T 'H E door guard shuffled off, muttering 
1 to himself, and Stanwood got his first 

appraisive view of the smoke-dimmed in­
terior. The assault upon Riley had cleared 
the place of most of the Shoestring work­
men, though there were still a number of 
the unsober ones playing at the card 
tables or ringing the roulette wheel and 
the faro lay-out. Through a doorless 
opening into the next room he could see 
the bar. which was fairly crowded, and 
beyond that the tinny piano clanged to 
mark time for the feet of the dancers.

He had not long to wait. Almost at 
once the door of the back room was 
opened and a dark-faced man with curl­
ing mustaches and beady black eyes came 
forward, followed by the door guard and 
two others. Confronting Stanwood, the 
Mexican said: “Ha. Senor Stanwood— I 
am mooch honor’. You want see me?”

“I sent for you, yes. You are through 
here, Lopez. I came over to tell you that 
you’ve got twenty-four hours in which to 
pack your dunnage and pull your freight 
out of this valley.”

“H a!” said the dark-faced dive keeper, 
with a smile that showed a mouthful of 
handsome teeth, “you talk ver’ beeg. 
P ’r’aps you t’ink you make me go, yes?”
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“I shall do just that, if you don’t go 
peaceably. There isn’t enough room in 
the Little Horse for your outfit and 
mine.”

Stanwood did not let his gaze go aside 
from the man he was threatening, but a 
sixth sense was telling him that the rou­
lette and faro games had paused, and that 
men were getting up from the card tables 
in various parts of the room.

The Mexican’s white teeth flashed 
again. “You make your men to come and 
ron me out, yess? Somebody will get 
keel, quick, w’en you do dat.”

“W e’ll chance the killing,” Stanwood 
snapped back. “If you are here by this 
time to-morrow night------ ”

L IE  could never be quite sure afterward 
as to what happened then, or rather as 

to the sequence of the happenings.
He saw the Mexican’s right hand flick 

to the shoulder holster hidden under his 
coat, saw the gleam of the electric lights 
on i>lued steel. Instantly there was a 
deafening fusillade of pistol shots, and a 
wild stampede from the adjoining bar­
room.

Then somebody jerked the Colt out of 
his hand and he found himself in the 
grasp of two men who were cursing him 
and roughly handcuffing him. And at his 
feet, with his heels drumming the floor 
in the death agony, lay the evil-faced door 
guard.

Lopez, unhurt, was pointing to the dy­
ing man.

“You come over here and shoot us up 
and keel somebody, hay, Meester Stan­
wood ? I t'ink maybe you will be hang’ 
for dat: si, senor!”

Stanwood was still in a daze when his 
two captors hustled him out of the place 
and marched him hurriedly down the path 
toward the footbridge.

“Little too quick on the trigger finger, 
that time, wasn’t you?’’ said one of the 
two.

“Who are you?” Stanwood demanded.
“Deputies, from Grass Valley. Jim 

Blatchford allowed maybe there’d be some 
sort of a rookus over here, so he sent us

over. You told him you was goin’ to 
shoot up the place if Lopez didn’t do a 
fade-out, didn’t you?”

Stanwood didn’t remember exactly what 
he had said. He had been too angry at 
Blatchford’s apparent supineness to meas­
ure his words.

“What are you going to do with me?” 
he asked.

“Put you in the car and run you over to 
jail—sure; what’d you expect? Haven’t 
you just killed a man before a whole 
roomful o’ witnesses?”

C TA N W O O D  tried to gather his scat­
tered senses; to sort out the happen­

ings of the tragic half minute. He knew 
he had drawn at the same instant that Lo­
pez had, being well assured that his own 
life depended upon his quickness. Then 
the deafening fusillade in the close room 
had dazed him.

Though he tried until the effort became 
a keen agony, he could not recall whether 
or not his own gun had joined in the ear- 
deadening crashes. If he had fired, why 
had he killed the door guard and not 
Lopez ?

At the camp end of the footbridge his 
captors ran him down the river bank past 
the construction camp to an auto parked 
among the river-fringing aspens, and then 
he knew why he hadn’t seen the deputies 
come in. They had purposely avoided 
showing themselves in the camp.

“Get in,” commanded the bigger of the 
two; then to his mate: “Reckon I ’d bet­
ter hike hack and get the names o’ the 
witnesses—and the gun.”

“Hell," said the other, “didn’t you take 
the gun ?”

“No; one o’ the other guys took it 
while we was ironin’ him.”

By this time the young chief was be­
ginning to realize pretty clearly what his 
arrest and trial for murder was going to 
mean to the Little Horse project. French- 
ley, as first assistant, could probably carry 
on; but the tragedy in the game room 
would leave Lopez firmly anchored, and 
the demoralization of the working force 
would go on as before— which would cer--
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tainly mean, failure to win in the race
against time;; failure and a frightful loss 
to Betty if the railroad contract should be 
lost. He spoke to the man who was 
guarding him.

“Suppose you run me up to the camp 
while we are waiting and let me have a 
word with my assistants,” he suggested 
hopefully.

“Nothin’ doin’, nothin’ at a ll!” was the 
curt refusal.

“Why not?”
“Ain’t takin’ no chances on a rescue, I 

ain’t. They’re your own men up yonder, 
and I reckon they’d do whatever you told 
’em to. There’s a lot o’ them, and there 
ain’t only one o’ me.”

“Nonsense!” said Stanwood. “W e’re 
not the lawbreakers. Didn’t you see them 
selling whisky openly over the bar in that 
dive ?”

“Didn’t see nothin’. And you needn’t 
to jaw. We ain’t goin’ to move none till 
Bill gets back.”

'T'HE wait proved a short one. When 
the other deputy returned, the car 

was backed out of the aspen fringe and 
headed for the divide and the Grass Valley 
road with the throttle wide and the cut­
out open.

Stanwood sat in his corner a prey to 
mingled emotions; decent horror at the 
thought that he had killed the wrong man; 
gloomy forebodings as to what the effect 
of the tragedy would be upon the falter­
ing plant-building project; keen sorrow 
when he permitted himself to think of 
Betty, and how the act of a bedazed in­
stant was going to change the very stars 
in their courses for her.

Lost in the labyrinth of distressing re­
flections, he made no account of the pas­
sage of time, or of the long flight over the 
mountain road and down to the county 
seat on the farther side of the range; took 
no thought for his surroundings until the 
car, whirling through dimly lighted and 
deserted streets, stopped in front of the 
jail and his two silent captors led him 
through a steel-plated corridor and locked 
him in a cell.

CHAPTER X.
W ITHOUT BAIL.

IT  was one of John Brigham’s men, los­
ing his money drunkenly in the Lopez 

place, but sobered suddenly by the out- 
flare of violence, who carried the news to 
the camp; news that the chief had killed 
a man and had been arrested in the very 
act by a couple of deputies from Grass 
Valley.

Frenchley had just finished dressing 
Riley’s wounds, and Hartwell was in bed 
and asleep, when Brigham relayed the 
news to the headquarters cabin, and at 
once the three assistants held a council of 
war in the work room.

“Why on top of earth did the chief want 
to go and play a lone hand?” Hartwell 
complained in his soft drawl. “Nobody 
to back him up—nobody to see that he got 
an even break. From what your man
says, John, it seems that nobody knows 
just what did happen; but we can be 
mighty sure Stanwood didn’t use his gun 
until he had to.”

“Sure he didn’t,” Brigham agreed. 
“What gets me is how those two deputies 
happened to be right there to play John- 
nies-on-the-spot. Did Stanwood bring
’em over from Grass Valley with him?”

Nobody could say whether he had or 
hadn’t, though the fact that he had driven 
the single-seated car leaned to the nega­
tive.

“We needn't bother with that part of 
it,” said Frenchley. “They were here, 
and we’ve lost Archer, temporarily, at 
least, and I suppose that leaves me in 
command.”

“It does,” said Hartwell briefly; and 
Brigham nodded his assent.

“All right,” snapped the big man, “I'll 
wear the brass hat if you say so. We all 
know why Stanwood jumped in. He told 
me two or three days ago that when it 
came to a show-down he was going to push 
Lopez and his gang out of the valley—in 
case he couldn’t get the authorities to do 
it. Did your man hear anything that was 
said before the shooting began, John?”

“Says he heard Archer snap out some­
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thing about giving the Mex twenty-four 
hours’ notice to quit, or thought he did.”

“Good I” barked Frenchley. “If you’re 
both agreed, I’ll trot over the river and 
tell Lopez the notice is still in effect—that 
he goes, or we’ll make him go. They’ve 
half murdered Tim Riley, and that is 
what set Archer afire.”

“I’ll go with you,” said Brigham. “We
can------ ” He was the only one of the
three who sat facing the door and he 
broke off abruptly to say, “Come in, Mr. 
Morton. W e’re holding an emergency 
confab. I suppose you’ve heard the 
news ?”

Morton, looking, as he always did, as 
if he had just stepped out of his bath and 
dressing room, came in and seated him­
self in the only remaining chair.

“You are quite right, Mr. Brigham,” he 
said smoothly. “I have just heard that 
Mr. Stanwood has been rash enough to— 
er—kill a man. It is most distressing. I 
warned him before he went across the 
river; urged him not to go armed. But 
he seemed—er—almost insane with anger, 
if I may say so.”

"He had good reason,” Frenchley cut 
in curtly. “A few minutes earlier, one 
of our workmen had been half killed in 
Lopez’s place.”

“That, too, was distressing—most dis­
tressing,” was the deprecatory rejoinder, 
"but it does not at all excuse Mr, Stan- 
wood's—er— frightful act of retaliation. 
And that brings me to a matter which is 
even more serious.

“I chanced to overhear your remark 
made as I came in, Mr. Frenchley—about 
driving these people away. Much as I 
may disapprove of the presence of this— 
er— road house in our immediate vicin­
ity, the fact remains that the man Lopez 
is occupying his own building on his own 
land, and is, therefore, well within his 
rights. I cannot permit the carrying out 
of any plan of reprisal.”

“ ‘Permit?’ ” Frenchley growled wrath- 
fully. “We haven't asked your permis­
sion, Mr. Morton!”

“A h ; I am aware of that. But without 
it, I fancy you won’t emulate Mr. Stan-

wood’s rashness. In fact, I am quite cer­
tain you won’t.”

By this time the suavity with which the 
“business manager” customarily buttered 
his words had wholly disappeared.

“We are just plain workingmen, Mr. 
Morton,” said Brigham slowly. “Per­
haps you will make it a little dearer for 
us ?”

“With pleasure,” was the terse acquies­
cence. “As you all know, I represent the 
capital—all the capital—that is behind this 
enterprise. More than this, my authority 
in that field is unquestioned. If you three 
gentlemen do not agree with me, here and 
now, to abandon your lawless intention of 
reprisal, I shall have only one recourse: 
that is to stop operations here at once—  
to close the books and discharge the 
camp.”

The New Yorker had risen as he was 
speaking, and with a brusque “Good 
night!” as he finished, be left the mapping 
room.

LJ ARTW ELL was the first to break the 
silence that Morton had left behind

him.
“Um; that is one time when our friend 

forgot to lubricate his talk motor, for 
sure!” he remarked. “Have we found the 
place where we get off?”

Frenchley swore with hearty bitterness.
“I told Archer, long ago, that that 

damned tailor’s block was standing in 
with the Mexican, and this proves it!” he 
rasped. “He's got us. We can’t turn a 
wheel on the job without money, and he 
holds the purse. What’s next?”

Brigham, who was sitting in Stanwood’s 
chair, reached for the telephone.

“I guess the next thing on the docket 
is to get Archer back on the job, pronto,” 
he offered, adding, half humorously: 
"IVc don’t seem to be anywhere near big 
enough to handle it. I ’ll get Calloway on 
long distance and rush him down to Grass 
Valley to pry Archer out of jail.

“There is a midnight train from Green 
Butte, and if I can raise Calloway in time, 
he can catch it. After that, I think I ’ll 
take the liberty of calling up the Little
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Big Boss at Barker’s ranch. I have a 
hunch that she’ll be able to run rings 
around all of us when it comes to getting 
at the true inwardness of this business."

!T 'H A T  Brigham’s efforts to get at least 
one of the long-distance connections 

were entirely successful was proved by 
the appearance, at the serving of the early 
jail breakfast in Stanwood’s cell, of the 
breezy young attorney from Green Butte.

“Well, well!— this is a pretty howdy- 
do !v he exclaimed. “Brigham phoned me 
last night that you’d killed a man. Did he 
get it straight?’’

Stanwood put his breakfast tray aside. 
“Sit down, Bob, and I'll tell you what 
happened, as nearly as I can recall it, and 
then you must judge for yourself.” And 
thereupon he told the story of the tragic 
moment as well as he could.

At its conclusion Calloway said, “And 
you don’t know whether or not you fired 
the shot that killed the man?”

“I don’t ; but I suppose I must have. 
You see, it all happened in a split half 
second. Lopez was reaching for his gun. 
I thought I could beat him to the draw— 
knew I ’d got to if I didn’t want to be 
murdered. The Mex’s gangsters were 
closing in from the card tables, and a 
number of shots were fired all at once. I 
suppose my gun went off with the rest of 
’em.”

“You suppose? Don’t you know?” 
“No, I don't; I couldn’t swear that I 

pulled trigger, or didn’t.”
“But you would have fired at Lopez, 

wouldn't you?"
“Sure thing. But if I fired at all, it 

must have been from the hip. I used to 
be decently good at that, years ago, but 
I wouldn’t bet on it now—on the accuracy. 
I mean.”

“This man who was killed: where was 
he standing when the trouble broke?”

“I don’t know. He was the fellow who 
was acting as door guard when I went in, 
and we had some words. He objected to 
my gun and tried to make me go to the 
next door and leave it with the barkeeper.” 

“What did you say to him?”

“Told him that when the gun came out, 
it would come shooting, and ordered him 
to go and fetch his boss.”

“Did anybody hear you say that—about 
the gun ?”

“Good Lord, Bob, I don’t know! I was 
pretty hot under the collar— having just 
seen what they had done to Riley—and I 
suppose I didn't take pains to whisper.” 

“Well, go on: what became of the man 
afterward ?”

“He went to a room at the back and got 
Lopez; then he and two others followed 
the Mexican out to where I was standing.
I don’t know what he did after that; I 
was too busy keeping cases on Lopez’s 
eyes and hands to notice much of any­
thing else. You know the Mex’s reputa­
tion as a swift ‘killer.’ "

“Was the man who was killed standing 
in line wilh Lopez when you fired?”

“I can’t say; I wasn’t paying any at­
tention to him.”

Calloway tore a leaf from his notebook 
and gave it and a pencil to Stanwood.

“Make a sketch of just how things stood 
when the racket ended,” he said, and after 
Stanwood had complied: “That settles
one point; the man who was killed wasn’t 
standing behind Lopez when he was hit. 
If he had been, he couldn’t have fallen out 
there where you’ve drawn him. What 
became of your gun?”

“Somebody— I don’t know who— took it' 
away from me when the deputies grabbed 
me. After I was taken to the auto on 
the river bank, one of the deputies went 
back after the gun, and to get the names 
of witnesses.”

“Were any of your men present when 
the shooting took place?”

“Y es; enough, of them to keep the 
games running. How much or how little 
any of them saw or heard, I don’t know.” 

Galloway leaned forward and put his 
finger on a rip in Stanwood’s coat just 
across the top of the left shoulder near 
the collar.

“What is it?” asked the wearer of the', 
coat.

“A  bullet hole. And here is another 
through the pocket.”
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“So ?” said the prisoner. “I didn’t know 
that any of ’em came that near.”
• “You want to be careful of that coat; 
it’s good evidence; proves that you fired 
in self-defense—maybe.’’ Then, getting
up to shake the cell door as a signal for 
the jailer to come and let him out: “I ’ll 
be back after a bit. Just keep your chin 
up and we’ll have you out of this in about 
three jerks of a dead lamb's tail.”

CTA N W O O D  ate his prison fare with 
°  an appetite considerably improved by 
Calloway’s confident promise, though he 
was still depressed by the remorseful 
thought that he had shot—and killed—the 
wrong man. Before he had burned out 
his third after-breakfast pipe, Calloway 
was back.

“The mill is grinding,” he announced. 
“You are to have your preliminary be­
fore old Justice Snyder at ten o’clock. 
That will be a mere formality, of course. 
On the testimony of the two deputies, 
he’ll be obliged to bind you over to the 
grand jury, but that’s all right; your bail 
is arranged.”

“It is ? I didn’t know I had any pocket- 
book friends in Grass Valley.”

Calloway grinned and fished a copy of 
a telegram out of his brief case. “The 
original of this was sent to me at Green 
Butte, and relayed here,” he said. “Read 
’it.”

The message was addressed to Robert 
Calloway, Attorney, Green Butte, and 
it had been phoned to Orrville at mid­
night, wired to Green Butte, and for­
warded from Green Butte to Grass Val­
ley. It said :

Don’t let them keep Archer in jail. Show this 
telegram to Langford, president First National 
Bank, Grass Valley, and tell him to draw on my 
account fo r bail. E lizabeth  L ancaster.

“Some loyal little pal you’ve got, 
Archer,” Calloway commented, still grin­
ning. “She didn’t lose any time getting 
busy, and she knew exactly what to do 

•first.”
Stanwood was swallowing hard. “Betty 

doesn't lose time over anything. I sup­
pose some one of the staff phoned her

last night from the camp. Have you seen 
the bank president?”

“Just a few minutes ago. I t’s all right. 
He’ll be in court to make your bond. 
After you are footloose, we’ll hire a car 
and drive over to your camp and do a 
bit of investigating on the ground. There 
are a number of things about this busi­
ness that I don’t quite sabe yet.”

A T  the appointed hour Stanwood was
* taken before the examining magistrate. 

The proceedings in the dingy little justice 
court were purely formal. The two depu­
ties testified briefly: the sheriff had told 
them that they might look for trouble at 
the Lopez place, and they had reached 
there in time to witness the killing and 
to arrest the prisoner.

While the two men were testifying, 
Stanwood was studying the face of the 
doddering old man who sat in the seat 
of justice. It was a senile face and a 
crafty, half masked by a bushy white 
beard unkempt and ragged.

At the conclusion of the deputies’ testi­
mony he announced his decision in a 
cracked voice. The prisoner was bound 
over to await the action of the grand jury, 
and the question of bail, or commitment 
without bail, would be decided later.

Calloway made instant protest, produc­
ing his surety in the person of the bank 
president; but the magistrate was ob­
durate. His duty was to bind the prisoner 
over, and he wasn’t sure that the circum­
stances didn’t warrant him in a commit­
ment without bail. This business of shoot­
ing people offhand had to be stopped. So 
the matter ended in Stanwood’s being 
taken back to jail.

Calloway went no farther than to the 
jail entrance with his client, but on the 
way thereto he freed his mind fully 
touching the criminal folly of electing 
doddering old imbeciles like Josiah Sny­
der to office.

“He’ll bail you; he’s got to bail you,” 
he insisted; “and we’re not going to stand 
for any time-killing delay. That was only 
a bluff about committing you without bail. 
He knows perfectly well that I ’d spring
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a habeas corpus on him too quick if he 
should do that. By the way, did you hap­
pen to notice a little black-haired, black- 
eyed man with big horn-rimmed spectacles 
among the bystanders?”

“Yes,” said Stanwood.
“That was Bartlett, of Copah—chief 

counsel for Pannikin Electric. I wonder 
what he was doing there?—just 'rubber­
ing,’ I suppose.”

“Glad to see me in trouble,” Stanwood 
offered. “The P. E. people don’t love me 
any too well— any of them.”

“H e’s a mean little cur, but he has sharp 
teeth. I ’ll keep an- eye on him,” Calloway 
promised. And then, as the court officer 
was waiting to lock Stanwood up, the 
lawyer went his way.

Stanwood was not a little depressed 
when the cell bolts were shot upon him. 
He knew that the situation at the camp 
had been made vastly more critical by the 
events of the night. There would be hot 
wrath over his arrest and the secret man­
ner of it— of that he was well assured. 
There was pretty sure to be an explosion, 
and he could only hope that it wouldn’t 
come until he could be on the ground to 
control it.

Besides this there were the mysteries, 
developing one after another. Blatchford 
had sent the two deputies over, apparently 
to keep the peace. If so, why hadn't they 
come to him and stated their business ? 
Why had they hidden their car outside of 
the camp? And how was the long gap 
of time between their parting from Betty 
and their appearance at Lopez’s to be ac­
counted' for? It was all very perplexing; 
rather ominously so.

Just before noon Calloway came again.
“I ’ve been having another round-up 

with Snyder, but he's as obstinate as a 
mule,” he declared. “I threatened him 
with a writ of habeas corpus, but ha 
merely sniffed and told me to go ahead if 
I wanted to.

“There is something that I can't under­
stand behind all this, Archer. It’s too 
darned vindictive for the proceedings in 
an ordinary shooting scrape,”

“I ’m anxious about the conditions at

camp,” Stanwood said. “Frenchiey is a 
mighty good man, but he has his own 
notions about getting even with an enemy. 
Then' there is Morton: I haven’t any
idea as to how he is taking all this.” 

“Never mind the camp; it will take care 
of itself. I’ll get Frenchiey on the wire 
this afternoon and give him any message 
you want to send. Now for a bit of cold 
comfort. I stopped in at Blatchford’s 
office as I came through and got him to 
let me look at your gun. Was it clean 
when you put it on last night?”

Stanwood nodded. “Clean and oiled.” 
“Well, it has been fired—once. There 

is one empty cartridge shell in it, and the 
barrel is fouled. The which is just that 
much against you.”

"Of course I fired it,” Stanwood as­
sented. "I couldn't swear of my own 
knowledge that I did or didn't; but the 
gun speaks for itself.”

"All right; we'll thrash those things out 
when it comes to the trial. Just now the 
main thing is to get you out of ‘stir,’ as 
the yeggs say. We'll do it, if I have to 
go to the supreme court for my ‘produce- 
the-body’ writ. What shall I say to 
Frenchiey for you?”

“Just tell him to hold steady and wait 
until I come—and to keep the job going. 
That is the principal thing.”

Calloway hung on his heel at the door 
after he had signaled for the corridor 
guard to come and let him out.
. “Shall I call up the good little pal at the 
dude ranch?”

“Oh, I wouldn't, Bob. She has a heart­
ful, as it is.”

“.Any message for your money boss, 
Morton, when I have Frenchiey on the 
wire ?"

Stanwood hesitated. Down at the bot­
tom of things unexplained, and unex­
plainable, thus far. there was a feeling 
that Morton wouldn’t be shedding any 
tears over the fact that he— Stanwood—  
was in jail and likely to be indicted for 
murder; that Morton would still "be coldly 
unmoved if, at the trial, the verdict should 
be “Guilty, as charged.” The feeling was 
unreasonable, he told himself, yet it was
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this that prompted him to say, in reply to 
Calloway’s offer:

“N o ; I don’t believe I have anything to 
say to Morton.”

“Right-o. I ’ll get busy again and see if 
I can’t bring some pressure to bear upon 
our ancient friend with the whiskers. As 
I said before, keep your chin up. There’s 
another day coming, or, if there isn’t, it 
won’t make any difference to any of us.”

And, since the turnkey was waiting, he 
took his leave.

CHAPTER XI.
TH E KISS CASUAL.

D  ARKER’S dude ranch in the valley be- 
low Bull Basin was equipped with a 

circling of comfortably fitted log cabins to 
serve as sleeping apartments for the guests 
who believed they were sampling the 
pioneer West in true primitive fashion. It 
was out of her warmly blanketed bed in 
the cabin she shared with Alicia Ark­
wright that Betty had crept, without wak­
ing her roommate, when the mestiza 
woman cook came to summon her to an­
swer John Brigham’s telephone call in the 
middle of the night; to answer Brigham, 
and to send, by way of Orrville, the mes­
sage which had reached Calloway at Grass 
Valley, and another to a certain New 
York address.

Having thus done what the emergency 
demanded, she went back to bed— also 
without disturbing the sleeping Alicia; 
crept in between the blankets to lie awake 
into the small hours a prey to distracting 
emotions in the turmoil of which her ac­
tive brain was trying to strike out some 
plan of action. . That her lover had been 
made the victim of some deeply laid plot 
was a conclusion to which the active brain 
had jumped while she was still listening 
to Brigham’s meager report of the trag­
edy. Too many unexplainable things tiad 
preceded the tragic culmination to admit 
of any other conclusion. Therefore and 
wherefore------

She went to sleep at last, with only a 
sort of inchoate plan taking shape in her 
thoughts; but the next morning, when she

and Alicia were getting ready to go to 
breakfast in the main ranch house, the 
plan, or at least an approach to one, was 
beginning to develop.

“You didn’t hear me get up last night, 
did you, Allie?” she asked while she was 
vigorously brushing her bobbed hair.

“No,” replied the one whose hair was 
not bobbed.

“It was away late in the night. Mr. 
Brigham was calling from the camp in 
the Little Horse to tell me that Archer 
had shot a man.”

“W hat— shot a man?"—with the accent 
horrified.

“That is what Mr. Brigham said. It 
was at that wretched place across the 
river. There were no details; all that he 
could tell me was that Archer had gone 
over there alone, that there had been trou­
ble of some kind, and Archer had killed 
somebody and had been arrested and taken 
to Grass Valley.”

“But, B etty!------ ”
“I know. You think I ought to be all 

up in the air, and so I am ; not because 
Archer has killed somebody who probably 
needed killing— I’m sure he wouldn’t have 
done it if he hadn’t been obliged to—but 
because I believe there is a lot more in 
last night’s trouble than appears on the 
surface of things—if you know what I 
mean.”

“But I don't in the least know what 
you mean, Betty, dear!”

“You wouldn’t, naturally. And I don’t 
suppose I could tell you, so you would 
understand. But I have thought maybe 
you could help.”

“ I ? ”
“Y es; even your own sweet, innocent, 

mid-Victorian self. Tell me honestly, 
Allie; do you care anything at all about 
Paul Stockton?—in a marrying way, I 
mean.”

The innocent one blushed. “You know 
very well I don’t. But momma------”

“I know: momma dear wants you to 
m arry him; she thinks he is the pure quill 
—the one altogether lovely. You don’t, 
and I don’t blame you. He isn’t to be 
spoken of in the same day with a real man
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like— well, like Price Hartwell, for ex­
ample.”

A LIC IA  blushed again, but her looking- 
glass was the only witness.

“I do like Mr. Hartwell,” she admitted. 
“There is something about him------ ”

“Of course there is,” Betty cut in ; “any­
body can see that. You wouldn’t like to 
see Price lose his job in disgrace, would 
you ?”

“Mercy, n o ! How could that happen ?”
“Listen, Allie: I believe there is a plot 

to smash Archer; and if he gets knocked 
out, the members of his staff will go down 
with him. I ’ve got to find out who is who, 
and what is doing, and you are the one to 
help me.”

“But, goodness me, Betty, dear! what 
can I  do?”

“A  lot, maybe—if you’re not too 
squeamish. Is Paul Stockton going to 
take you out driving this morning?”

“He said so; and I haven’t thought up 
any excuse for refusing to go.”

“So far, so good. Now then, tell me; 
have you ever kissed him?”

“Of course not! Why, we’ve never 
been engaged!”

Betty’s laugh was mocking, “You came 
on the stage too late, Allie, dear; much 
too late. You ought to have been born in 
the middle of the other century. Don’t 
you suppose you could make yourself kiss 
him if he wanted you to?—just a little 
casual kiss, you know?”

“Why, Betty—I think you are perfectly 
horrid!”

The temptress laughed again. “Other 
people have said that, lots of times—but 
I still survive. If I cared for a man like 
Price Hartwell, and he was in trouble, I’d 
kiss any number of other men to get him 
out.”

“I truly believe you would. But there 
is Juanita beating her tin pan to call us 
to breakfast: tell me quick what you want 
me to do.”

“I want you to honey up to Paul Stock- 
ton when you go driving with him and be 
nice and cuddly so he will bubble over and 
tell you what he knows about the trouble

at Archer’s camp. I ’m sure he is just ach­
ing to tell the right person, and if you 
can make him believe that you are the 
right person------ ”

“But, Betty— what you are asking is 
perfectly aw ful! I couldn’t------ ”

“Not even for Price’s sake?”
“W-e-1-1,” with a little shudder, “if I 

must. But Paul will find out as sure as 
can be that I'm just a little hypocrite and 
spy; I know he will!”

“Not if you kiss him first,” Betty put 
in quite coolly. “Men are just that way. 
Let’s go and eat before the coffee has time 
to get cold.”

It was at breakfast that Stockton re­
marked that he and Miss Arkwright were 
going to drive to Orrville for the ranch 
mail, and Alicia blushed and gave a 
frightened glance in Betty’s direction. But 
Betty was seemingly intent upon her ham 
and eggs.

Since the news of the trouble at the 
camp had not yet been published at Bar­
ker’s, there were no embarrassing com­
ments to be endured; and after Stockton 
and Alicia had driven away, Betty shut 
herself into the small, boxed-off telephone 
booth and had a long siege with a most 
exasperating and leisurely long-distance 
“central,” first getting Green Butte, and, 
after much wearisome effort, learning that 
Calloway had gone to Grass Valley on the 
midnight train; and next trying—and fail­
ing— to get the young lawyer on the wire 
at the Grass Valley hotel.

Just before Stockton and Alicia re­
turned from their drive, Betty tried to 
get a telephone connection with the camp 
in the Little Horse, but after waiting for 
what seemed an interminable interval she 
was told that the Shoestring Power & 
Light line was “out of order.” As the
w ord cam e she heard the purring  of an  
automobile, and, whipping out of the tele­
phone closet, darted to a window.

Q TO CK TO N was helping Alicia out of 
the car and there was a fatuous look on 

his face that spoke volumes to the window 
watcher. Waiting only until Alicia had 
gone across to their sleeping cabin to wash
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after the dusty Basin drive, Betty stole 
out of the back door of the ranch house 
and went to join her.

“Well, Allie, dear?” she queried, after 
she had shut the door and put her back 
to it.

“It was perfectly awful—just as I told 
you it would be!” exclaimed the amateur 
spy, with a catch in her voice. “But— 
but I ’m glad I did it. I don’t care, now, 
what momma or any of them say: I ’ll 
never, never marry Paul Stockton the 
longest day I live!”

Betty smiled. “Did you kiss him?” she 
asked quizzically.

“Betty Lancaster, if you ever mention 
that again I—I don’t know what I ’ll do to 
you! It was such a beastly thing for me 
to do!”

“Wasn’t it?” said Betty mockingly. 
“But I ’ll bet it brought home the bacon. 
Loosen up, dear, and tell me all the things 
you’ve found out.”

For a matter of fifteen minutes or so 
Betty sat on a soap box camouflaged as a 
hassock, elbows on knees and her chin 
propped in cupped hands, listening to the 
amateur Delilah’s report of the drive to 
Orrville and its betrayings. When the 
story was told she got up, nodding soberly.

“So that is the way of it, is it?” she 
said, half to herself; and again, this time 
wholly to herself: “I ’ve more than half 
suspected it, all along.”

“Suspected what?” asked Alicia, going 
to the door to shake her dust coat.

“That you were deserving of a lot more 
than Paul Stockton could ever give you, 
my dear,” was the evasive reply. “After 
this, you may ask for the half of my king­
dom, Allie, love, and you shall have it.”

After the midday meal, which she ate 
with apparently as good an appetite as she 
had had for the breakfast ham and eggs, 
Miss Lancaster asked Curly Biggs to get 
her car ready; and when the cowboy 
chauffeur brought it around, she got in 
and settled herself behind the wheel.

“Want me to drive you?” asked Biggs, 
with his good-natured grin.

“Not to-day, Curly, thank you. No of­
fense, you know, but I don’t believe you

would step on it hard enough for me this 
afternoon. So long.”

CHAPTER XII.
N O  T H O R O U G H F A R E .

D E F O R E  Betty had reached the fork 
where the Barker ranch trail dove­

tailed with the Orrville-Grass Valley road 
she saw some one coming from the direc­
tion of the Little Horse on a motor bike. 
Coming at once to the not unreasonable 
conclusion that the bike rider was a mes­
senger from the camp, she pulled up at 
the trail fork and waited.

The conclusion justified itself almost 
immediately. The cyclist proved to be 
Stanwood’s map maker and draftsman, 
George Pickett, a shy young fellow, boyish 
in everything but size, whom Betty had 
loved from the first for his doglike loy­
alty to his boss.

“Hello, George; were you looking for 
me?” she said, as he coasted up.

“I sure was, Miss Betty,” he acknowl­
edged breathlessly, steadying the motor 
cycle with a foot on the running board of 
her car. “Our telephone’s on the blink, 
and Frenchley thought you ought to know 
what’s happening.”

“And what is happening?”
“Everything that oughtn’t to. Mr. Mor­

ton has laid us all off. He says we can’t 
go on without a chief engineer, and the 
work will have to stop until he can find 
somebody to take the boss’ place.”

Betty nodded. “He didn’t wait very 
long, did he ? What next ?”

“The camp’s all torn up, of course, with 
the men laid off and nothing to do. 
Frenchley, Brigham and Price are trying 
to hold 'em down, but a good half of ’em 
are over the river, raising Cain at the 
Lopez place. I t’s something fierce, Miss 
Betty!”

“And Mr. Horton? Where is he?” 
“He left camp just a little while ago in 

his car, with Badger driving. We’re all 
guessing he’s gone to look for a new 
chief.”

“You’ve had no word from Archer— 
Mr. Stanwood ?”



THE SHOESTRING COMPANY, LIMITED 49

“No telephone. Price says our wire’s 
down somewhere. H e’s out now, looking 
for the break.”

Betty’s resolve was taken on the in­
stant.

“You can’t do anything if you go back 
to camp now, can you, George?" she 
asked.

“Not a thing. Frenchley told me to find 
out and put you wise, and that lets me 
out.”

“All right. Hide your bike in the woods 
somewhere and then come with me. I ’m 
driving over to Grass Valley, and I want 
you to go along and tell Mr. Stanwood 
every little thing that has happened since 
he was arrested.”

Pickett disappeared, trundling the motor 
bike, and was back and climbing into the 
car by the time Betty had restarted her 
engine. “W e’re off,” she said, and forth­
with the fast car began its roaring climb 
through the gorges and up the grades on 
the fine driving road leading over the 
mountain to the county seat.

D O R  mile after mile the racing ascent 
4 continued, and though Pickett was no 
alarmist, he was telling himself that he 
had never before ridden with such an ap­
parently reckless driver as the young 
woman beside him. Again and again in 
negotiating the curves the car seemed to be 
running upon two wheels. After half an 
hour or more of the storming climb they 
began to overtake faint little dust clouds 
hanging in the warm still air of the Sep­
tember afternoon.

“There’s a car ahead of us,” Pickett an­
nounced, shouting to make himself heard 
above the roar of the open cut-out.

“Yes,” Betty returned quite calmly; 
“and if we don’t break something, I ’m go­
ing to find out who’s in it. Watch for it 
on the loops.”

As they were turning to head the next 
gulch, Pickett looked across to the grade 
beyond and above on the opposite moun­
tain shoulder.

“There it i s !” he exclaimed, pointing to 
a gray dust cloud moving along the slope. 
Then, as the car came in sight on the fill: 

4A—POP.

“Say! It’s Mr. Morton’s car, or one just 
like i t !”

Betty’s lips came together and she slid 
forward to jam the foot throttle to its 
widest opening. The fast car tore around 
the gorge loop at airplane speed, but on 
the opposite grade, and straightaway where 
they had had their glimpse of the car 
ahead, a shirt-sleeved man came running 
down the road to meet them, waving his 
stripped coat in the stop signal. Pickett 
thought he heard his pretty seatmate say 
something under her breath that wasn’t 
exactly a prayer and the car was brought 
to a stand as it came up to the man.

“What are you stopping us for?” 
snapped the impatient driver.

“They’re workin’ the road in the cut up 
ahead,” was the answer. “Gittin’ ready 
to shoot off a blast.”

“Haven’t we time to get past before 
they fire?”

“No, ma'am, I reckon not. Catch ye, 
shore.”

“But there is a car just ahead of us. 
Did it get past?”

“Yes’m; I didn’t get out in time to 
stop it.”

“Who was in that car?”
“You kin search me,” grinned the road 

watcher, and before he could say any more 
there was a grunting explosion followed 
by a slowly accelerating crash.

“Is that all ?” Betty demanded with 
impatience.

“Yas’m, that’s all,” said the man, with 
another grin. “Reckon ye kin go on now, 
if ye want to."

D E T T Y  shifted gears, released the brake 
and let the clutch take hold. Around 

the next bend in the road they came to the 
point of peril, and to their consternation 
found a good -sized  tree ly in g  fa irly  across 
the roadway, blocking it effectually.

The tree had evidently just fallen from 
the embankment of the upper slope, which 
accounted for the slow crash which had 
followed the hoarse grunt of the dynamite. 
And there was no road-mending gang in 
sight; nobody in sight in either direction. 
Even the man who had warned them had
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vanished as mysteriously as if the earth 
had opened and swallowed him.

Betty brought her car to an abrupt halt 
with its bumper nuzzling the branches of 
the fallen tree.

“They’ve given us the air,” she said 
crisply. “This tree was blasted down on 
purpose to stop us!” Then: “You are an 
engineer of a sort, aren’t you, George? 
Can’t we hitch the car to this thing and 
drag it out of the way?”

“Not a chance, I ’m afraid,” said the 
draftsman. “It’s a lot too heavy.”

“Um,” she frowned; “Mr. Morton 
doesn’t want us to go to Grass Valley. 
H e is in that car ahead; I ’m sure of it 
now. Do you know the other road?—the 
roundabout one that follows the railroad 
from Orrville?”

Pickett did not know it, and he said 
so, adding: “It’s about twice as far as it 
is this way, isn’t it?”

“I don’t know much about it, but I do 
know that we’re going to Grass Valley, 
if we have to drive a hundred miles 
around to get there,” said Betty the de­
termined, and a minute later the fast car 
was retracing its course down the grades, 
with its reckless driver crouching over 
the wheel and Pickett holding his breath 
as the big machine tore around the curves 
and fled down the occasional tangents.

CHAPTER XIII.
LEGAL PROCEEDINGS.

IN  midafternoon of the day following 
1 the shooting affray in the Lopez game 
room, at about the same time that Betty 
Lancaster was whipping her car around 
the curves in the descent to the Bull Basin 
level, a dusty auto came to a stand in 
front of the courthouse in Grass Valley 
and a big man enveloped in a tan dust coat 
descended from it to climb to County At­
torney Holsey's office on the second floor.

As he entered, Holsey, a well-preserved 
man in his late forties who looked—as he 
had a right to—like a hard-bitted politi­
cian of the pioneer period, got up from his 
desk.

“Come in, Mr. Morton; we’ve been

expecting you,” he said, greeting his visi­
tor with a touch of subservient cordiality. 
Then, as Morton was slipping out of his 
dust coat: “Your wire came through all 
right, and things are shaped up in the way 
you indicated.”

“Stanwood is still' in jail?” Morton 
asked, seating himself at the desk end.

Holsey nodded. “The question of bail 
was left in abeyance, as you suggested, 
though Snyder would have been fully jus­
tified in remanding Stanwood without 
bail. Stanwood’s lawyer, young Calloway, 
is here—came on the early train; but he 
hasn’t been able to do anything— natu­
rally.”

“Was bail offered in Snyder’s court ?”
“It was; by Langford, president of the 

First National.”
“If it becomes necessary to bail Stan­

wood, we shall not call in outside parties,” 
Morton put in stiffly. Then, with a sol­
emn shake of his head: “It is a bad busi­
ness, all around, Mr. Holsey. Stanwood, 
I regret to say, armed himself deliber­
ately and told me, in so many words, just 
before he went to this place, that he was 
going to make trouble; said this in the 
presence of a gentleman who was standing 
beside me at the moment.”

“A h ! premeditated, eh ? That is ex­
cellent evidence, if we should need any­
thing more than the testimony of the eye­
witnesses.”

“Sad, very sad,” said Morton. “I felt 
sure a clash would come, sooner or later. 
As you know, the financial affairs of the 
company are in a bad way, and Stanwood 
has been more or less desperate for some 
time. As we talked a few days ago, it 
will now be necessary to take the final 
step, and I have come over to file a peti­
tion on behalf of the bondholders praying 
that a receiver he appointed. Is Judge 
Bradley in chambers?”

“He i s ; and the papers are ready for 
signature, as you directed when you were 
here last week. Shall I call in an attor­
ney and have the petition presented at 
once ?”

“Not just yet ; but I would be obliged 
if you would ask the judge to remain
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sitting for an hour or so. Is Bartlett 
here ?”

“Yes; he is stopping at the Valley Inn.” 
“And Stanwood’s lawyer, Calloway: 

where is he stopping?”
“At the Interocean.”
“Very good. I ’ll see Bartlett before 

any further steps are taken. I can de­
pend upon you to hold matters in suspense 
until you hear from me?”

“Oh, certainly,” was the deferential as­
sent ; but as Morton rose to go, the county 
attorney detained him.

“Just a moment, Mr. Morton: about 
this receivership, which will, of course, ex­
tinguish the common stock. My under­
standing has been that certain small—ah 
—local holdings would be—ah—protected. 
Am I right ?”

The suave gentleman who had been so 
affable up to this moment seemed to have 
suffered a complete sea change as he 
turned and scowled down upon the county 
attorney sitting at his desk.

“You’ll get yours, if that is what you 
want to know,” he grated bluntly, “but 
there mustn’t be any hitches or ‘ifs’ or 
‘ands.’ You see to it that the judge 
doesn’t leave his chambers until 'I get 
back.” And with that, he departed.

A FEW  minutes later, Robert Calloway, 
smoking a bad cigar in the lobby of 

the Interocean Hotel, and not especially 
noticing the badness of the cigar because 
he was trying to devise some means of get­
ting his client out of jail without having 
to resort to the time-killing expedient of 
the habeas corpus route, saw himself 
pointed out by the clerk to a portly gen­
tleman with small, closely clipped side 
whiskers and a benevolent cast of coun­
tenance.

Calloway got out of his chair as the 
stranger approached. He had never met 
Morton, but Stanwood’s description of 
his “business manager” fitted so well that 
the young lawyer was not surprised when 
the portly gentleman offered his hand, 
saying, “I ’m Morton, of the power-plant 
project in the Little Horse, Mr. Calloway, 
and I am delighted to meet you. Stan-

wood has spoken of you so often that I 
feel we don’t need any formal introduc­
tion.”

“We don’t,” Calloway agreed, trying to 
hold his better judgment firmly in the sad­
dle.

“I take it you are here to try to help 
Stanwoocl, and that is my object, too,” 
Morton went on genially. “Suppose we 
go up to my rooms and have a little 
friendly talk ? Perhaps we can get to­
gether in this helping business.”

Still trying to set his former impres­
sions of Morton, gained from what Stan- 
wood had told him, over against the portly 
gentleman’s present attitude of sympathy 
and concern, Calloway accepted the invi­
tation. In the first-floor suite to which 
the invitation led, Morton began at once, 
in his smoothest tones.

“This is a sad business; very sad, in­
deed, Mr. Calloway. I did my best to 
avert trouble, but Stanwood wouldn’t lis­
ten. If the case comes to trial—well, as 
his counsel, I ’m sure you would do your 
best, but I doubt very much if you can 
clear him, don’t you?”

Something in Morton’s manner helped 
the young attorney to discount the smooth 
tone and apparent concern for Stanwood, 
and he answered guardedly.

“Naturally, I can’t tell much about it 
at this stage of the game. Air. Morton. I 
have had no chance to investigate the cir­
cumstances.”

“But Stanwood admits the killing, 
doesn’t he?”

Fully alert now, Calloway evaded. “The 
plea will be ‘not guilty.’ ”

“But, my dear sir—there were a dozen 
witnesses!”

Calloway evaded again. “I can hardly 
discuss the line of defense with you at 
this time,” he deprecated, “knowing, so lit­
tle of the actual circumstances. Have you 
any suggestions to offer?”

“I have. I have given the matter a 
great deal of serious thought, and, as I 
see it, there is little reason to hope that 
Stanwood can escape a life sentence, or 
at least, a long term of imprisonment, i f  
the case comes to trial.”
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Calloway marked the emphasis on the 
‘'if,” and answered accordingly.

“The grand jury will be quite certain to 
find a true bill, so I don’t quite see how 
the case can be prevented from coming to 
trial.”

“Don’t you? It seems to me it will be 
very simple if your client will listen to a 
bit of calm reason. We can afford to be 
quite frank with each other, Mr. Callo­
way. I suppose you know how the com­
pany has been financed, thus far?”

“I understand that Miss Lancaster is a 
heavy investor in it.”

“She is. While Stanwood is its nomi­
nal head, as president, his holdings in the 
company are comparatively small. As 
you have doubtless been told, I represent 
Miss Lancaster's interests.

“I need make no secret of the fact that 
she has conceived a sort of romantic in­
terest in our unfortunate young friend, 
and while I am sure that his rash act of 
last night has done much to weaken that 
interest, she still wishes to have him es­
cape the consequences, perhaps as much 
for her own sake as for his.”

“I see,” said Calloway.
“Here, then, is my suggestion,” Morton 

went on suavely. “I understand the com­
mitting magistrate has refused to admit 
Stanwood to bail, but if you—and Stan­
wood—will accept my good offices in the 
matter, I am sure I can get this decision 
reversed; in which case, acting for Miss 
Lancaster, I will go on Stanwood’s bond.

“Naturally, in the circumstances, he will 
feel it incumbent upon him to resign from 
the presidency of the company, and this 
will free him from his responsibilities in 
that quarter. You agree with me, thus 
far?”

“I am listening,” Calloway admitted 
guarded.

“Very well. I am sure we can both 
find good and sufficient excuses for help­
ing Stanwood out of his difficulty. I 
should be sorry, indeed, to see such a fine, 
capable young man end his career in 
prison, and I know you would.”

“Perhaps I am a trifle dense, but I don’t 
quite get your drift. Are you intimating

that Stanwood might jump his bail and 
disappear ?”

“Um—the world is very wide, Mr. Cal­
loway, and a vast majority of the people 
in it have short memories. If, when the 
grand jury meets, Sheriff Blatchford is 
unable to find the defendant—but I need 
not go into particulars.

“Of course, as matters stand, Stanwood 
will wish to resign from the presidency of 
the company, as I have said; but, speaking 
for my principals, I may say that we have 
no intention of taking undue advantage of 
his unfortunate situation. We are entirely 
willing to purchase his holdings in the 
company at their face value, thus provid­
ing him funds for—well, for whatever he 
wishes to do.”

Calloway looked the proposer of expe­
dients squarely in the eye.

“I suppose you are aware that you are 
suggesting the compounding of a felony, 
Mr. Morton,” he said crisply.

“My dear young man!— why drag in 
such mechanical objections? We shall be 
strictly law-abiding, as a matter of course. 
There is no law to forbid our buying 
Stanwood’s interest, or to prevent our go­
ing on his bond. If, after his release, he 
chooses to stay where he can be found, 
that is his own affair.

“But I had hoped, and still hope, that 
he will spare Miss Lancaster the—er—  
publicity and embarrassment in which she 
must be involved if he decides to stand his 
trial. I have taken it for granted that he 
would be willing to make any reasonable 
sacrifice of his own feelings to spare her 
this.’”

^ A L L O W A Y  looked up quickly. “Did 
Miss Lancaster authorize you to come 

here and make this proposal to us, Mr. 
Morton ?” he asked.

“My dear sir, haven’t I just said that I 
am representing Miss Lancaster?”

Since the young lawyer was not himself 
in love with Betty—had, in fact, never met 
her-—Morton’s final shot had gone home 
with a rather dismaying impact. True, 
Betty had wired him promptly to arrange 
for Stanwood's bail, but this might mean
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either of two things: that she was still 
loyal; or that she wished to give him the 
chance to disappear which Morton was 
now offering. That she would wish to 
send her lover adrift as a self-confessed 
murderer didn’t at all accord with Stan- 
wood’s description of her; but he reflected 
that his praises of the girl might perhaps 
be discounted.

“I take it you want me to make this 
proposal to Stanwood,” he said abruptly. 
“I’ll do it, but I shall advise him to refuse. 
If he permits you to bail him, and then 
runs away, he will be finished just as ef­
fectually as he would be if he were con­
victed of bloody murder and sent to 
prison.”

“That, my dear Mr. Calloway, is your 
opinion as an attorney, and it does you 
credit. But I can assure you that the 
world at large will take a much more leni­
ent and sympathetic point of view.”

“All right,” Calloway yielded. “I am 
in duty bound to lay your proposal before 
my client, and I ’ll do it—with the condi­
tion I have stated.”

This ended the interview, but as Cal­
loway left the hotel it was with the feel­
ing that Stanwood had rashly flung him­
self into a pool that was much deeper than 
appearances had indicated; that under 
Morton’s specious reasoning there was, or 
there might be, a veiled threat that the 
mighty power of money would be thrown 
into the scale to secure the prisoner’s con­
viction i f  he should not accept the offered 
chance of freedom—a feeling that would 
have grown to a convincement if he could 
have know n that, five m inutes after his 
outsetting for the jail, Morton had gone 
around the corner to the other hotel to 
closet himself with Bartlett, the local at­
torney for Pannikin Electric.

CHAPTER XIV.
T H E SPRINGING OF T H E  TRAP.

M O T  on your life— never in this world!” 
* ~ was Stanwood’s instant and wrathful 
reaction to the Morton proposal when Cal­
loway, sitting on the cell cot bed, set it 
forth, bluntly and without comment.

“But if Morton is right about Miss Bet­
ty’s attitude?” Calloway put in.

“Right? You’re crazy, Bob!” the pris­
oner declared hotly. “Leaving sentiment 
entirely out of it, Betty is the last person 
in the world to care an owl’s hoot about 
publicity or scandal or anything of the 
sort. Why, good Lord, man, if you knew 
her you’d have laughed in his face! Don’t 
make any mistake; she didn’t send him 
here with any such dirty proposal as this 
he has made to you!”

Calloway was frowning thoughtfully. 
“There is something more to this business 
than appears on the surface, Archer; I ’m 
pretty well convinced of that,” he said. 
“It is plainly evident that for some reason 
Morton wants to eliminate you, chase you 
off the lot, get rid of you, once for all. 
What’s the idea?”

“If he represents Betty’s New York 
trustees, as he claims to, the object is as 
plain as a pikestaff. They wouldn’t ask 
anything better than to see me leaving the 
country about two jumps ahead of the 
sheriff. Betty has declared her intention 
of marrying me; she would forfeit her 
fortune and marry me to-morrow, if I ’d 
1st her. That’s enough.”

“No,” said the young lawyer, “it isn’t 
enough, Archer. I can’t help feeling that 
your marriage, or rather the spoiling of 
it, is only a side issue in this mix-up. 
There is something much bigger at the 
bottom of it.

“Tell me more about the details of your 
transactions with Morton. You said you’d 
been turning over your bonds to him, to­
gether with a bonus of common stock, to 
cover the cash advances made as the 
money was needed to pay construction 
costs. You haven’t been giving him these 
bonds in blank, have you?”

“No, indeed; the bonds have been issued 
to James Page and John A. Blackstone, 
trustees of the Adam Lancaster estate.” 

“And Morton didn’t • object to this 
method of issuance?”

“No, not'a word. Why should he?”
“I guess there is no reason why he 

should. The bonds, as you have issued 
them, are the property of the estate, but
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they are subject, of course, to whatever 
disposition Betty’s trustees, acting in their 
fiduciary capacity, see fit to make of 
them.”

Stanwood whirled to face the attorney. 
“You mean that they may sell the bonds 
if they want to?” he demanded.

“Certainly. They would have very lim­
ited authority as trustees if they couldn’t 
sell them—or any other securities belong­
ing to the estate.”

Stanwood began to pace the narrow lim­
its of his cell. When he spoke it was to 
say, in a voice that Calloway scarcely rec­
ognized: “Bob, I ’m smashed—completely 
and painstakingly smashed! Don’t you see 
what has been done?”

“No, not yet.”
“Think back a bit. When our company 

was launched, we all expected Pannikin 
Electric, as a subsidiary of the trust, to 
make a stiff fight to keep us out of the 
field. There has been no opposition; not 
a sign of any. More than that, the Pan­
nikin project of building another plant 
farther down the Pannikin River has been 
dropped—which puts the Copah company 
out of the running as a bidder to furnish 
power for the railroad electrification. 
Don’t you see where we have arrived 
now ?”

“I am beginning to see.”
“Of course you are. All the trust peo­

ple had to do was to make a crooked deal 
with Betty’s trustees and send Morton out 
here to rope me in. We are building the 
plant with Betty’s money, but when it is 
done, a simple transfer of the bonds will 
turn it over to the trust, lock, stock, and 
barrel. And I was too blind to see it!

“It's hell, Bob! That plant is going to 
prove a gold mine for its owner or own­
ers : I ’ve been chortling to myself and 
saying that when it should be finished and 
the railroad contract signed. I’d go to 
those old moneybags in New York and 
say, ‘Here’s wh^. Sve done for your ward 
in chancery. Eraven’t I proved up on my 
claim ?’

“And here’s where I land— in jail, with 
my hands tied! Morton—and the trustees 
—can do whatever they want to : and

Betty will be lucky if her bonds are not 
sold at a discount— to the trust!”

“But, see here,” Calloway interposed; 
“this is all guesswork on your part, 
Archer. I ’ll admit it looks a little like a 
good guess, but until we have something
more to go on------ ”

“You’ll see,” Stanwood broke in. “Now 
that I’m down, Morton can make any kind 
of a case that he wants to against me. Pie 
has managed things so that I don’t even 
know how much money we’ve been spend­
ing. If I’m guessing right, the sky will 
be the limit in his game, and he’ll win, 
hands down. Bob”—brokenly— “I’ll
never be able to look Betty in the face 
again!”

Calloway got up to go.
“I ’m hoping you are making it a lot 

worse than it is in reality, Arch, though 
I ’ll admit that all the possibilities you’ve 
dug up are on the cards. Just the same, 
I ’m glad I can go back to Morton with 
your refusal to listen to him. I’m sure 
Langford’s offer to furnish bail still holds 
good, and if Snyder doesn’t come to time 
by to-morrow morning, I ’ll begin habeas 
corpus proceedings immediately.”

“You don’t know how deep this damna­
ble ulcer burrows, Bob. More than likely, 
Big Money has ‘fixed’ everybody, from 
the judge on the bench down to this petty 
magistrate who committed me.”

“It may be so,” Calloway conceded. “I 
believe Judge Bradley is entirely beyond 
suspicion, but Plolsey, the district attor­
ney. isn’t; and neither is the sheiiff nor 
old Josiah Snyder. Nevertheless, we’ll 
make ’em sit up."

Stanwood looked up with a sorry smile. 
“I’ll prophesy again, Bob. If my guess 
is right, you’ll merely run your head 
against a stone wall. I have a hunch that 
I'll never be allowed to leave this steel 
box until it is too late to do any good. 
If I had anything left to put up, I ’d bet 
on it.”

Calloway shook his head. “That isn’t 
keeping your chin up. You’ve built up a 
stack of suppositions which may or may 
not he true. Until they are proved, it’s 
up to you to grit your teeth and wait. Can
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I get you anything—tobacco, or some­
thing to read?”

“No,” said the poor prisoner, again 
with his head in his hands; and he did not 
reply to Calloway’s “Good-by” when the 
turnkey came to open the cell door.

P*OR what remained of the afternoon 
Stanwood paced his cell a prey to the 

emotions that dagger a man of action when 
he finds himself tangled in a spider’s web to 
the spinning of which his own lack of 
foresight has contributed. It was little 
comfort now to remember that he had all 
along told himself that things were com­
ing too easily. Any man with a grain of 
business sense should have seen the po­
tentialities wrapped up in Morton’s offer 
to finance the project as Betty’s represen­
tative; but he had seen nothing, suspected 
nothing.

As he passed the events of the strenu­
ous summer of building activities in re­
view he saw how his enthusiasm as an en­
gineer had blinded him. As president of 
the company he should have insisted upon' 
his right to know exactly what was being 
done in the financing; how nearly the cost 
of the undertaking was falling within his 
estimates. But of this he knew nothing. 
His part in the financing had been merely 
that of a rubber stamp.

1_1 E was walking the floor in a state as 
nearly approaching complete dejection 

as a life of cheerful optimism and sane 
activity would admit when the dusk fell, 
and the high, barred window in the end 
of the cell began to frame itself in the 
light of the outdoor street lamps. Through 
the window, open for ventilation, the 
street noises were plainly audible; the 
drumming of motor cars, the clacking of 
horse hoofs on the pavement, the foot­
steps of the pedestrians.

Suddenly he was halted by the shrill 
cry of a passing newsboy hawking the 
evening paper. At first he could scarcely 
credit the evidence of his own ears, and 
he listened again. Clear and piercing the 
cry was repeated: “Here’s yer Evenin’
Tribune l All about the Shoestring Com­

p’ny goin’ into the hands of a recei-ver! 
Evenin’ pa-a-per!”

The blow had fallen and Stanwood stag­
gered across to the iron-framed cot and 
flung himself upon it, face down. And, 
a half hour later, when the turnkey un­
locked the ceil door and came in to place 
the supper tray on the three-legged stool, 
the man lying prone upon the cot with 
his face buried in the blanket made no re­
ply to the gruff, “Sit up an’ git it” other 
than a muffled malediction and a demand 
to be let alone.

CHAPTER XV. 
a t  b a n k e r  L a n g f o r d ’s . 

D E A C H IN G  the Bull Basin level in the 
'  swift flight from the tree-blockaded 

mountain road, Betty sent her car over 
the eight-mile stretch to Orrville at a 
pace that made Pickett’s legs ache in the 
effort to put on imaginary brakes. At 
the one filling station in the town she 
stopped to get gas, and while the garage 
man was filling the tank she sent Pickett 
over to the railroad office to see if there 
w'ere any telegrams for her.

Waiting impatiently for Pickett’s re­
turn, she pressed the gas merchant for the 
road directions; was still trying to get 
some mental picture of “right turns” and 
“left turns” when the draftsmah came up 
with a yellow envelope; whereupon she 
immediately became deaf to the road itin­
erary. The telegram bore a New York 
date line, and as she read it her eyes 
danced.

“I t’s a fool for luck, every time, 
Georgie, boy!” she exclaimed, calmly ig­
noring the garage man, who was still spill­
ing his road directions. “If the Juniper 
road hadn’t been blocked, we wouldn’t be 
here and I shouldn’t have had this wire.”

“Good news?” he asked.
“The best of news, if we don’t fall 

down on our share of things in the next 
few hours. And I have a feeling that 
we’re not going to come a cropper. Climb 
in and we’ll fly. You don’t know the 
road, and neither do I, but we’re going to 
find it or break a leg trying.
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“Here’s your money”—thrusting a bill 
at the gas seller. “No, don’t bother about 
the change—we’re gone!” and the power­
ful car leaped away, with Pickett once 
more grabbing for handholds and staring 
in fascination at the climbing figures of 
the speed indicator.

What with the “right turns” and “left 
turns,” many crossings of the railroad 
track, uncounted perilous fordings of the 
Little Horse, and a road rough enough to 
be called a mere trail, night had fallen 
before the lights of Grass Valley came 
in sight, and Betty, drawing a long breath, 
said, “That’s that, Georgie; and I think 
we deserve a Carnegie medal for—well, 
for something or other, don’t you? You 
needn’t talk if your mouth’s too dry,” 

Pickett laughed. He was young, and 
having had to work his way through 
school and college his contacts with mod­
ern young women in Betty’s class had been 
conspicuous by their absence. Her com­
ings and goings at the camp during the 
strenuous summer as Stanwood’s financial 
“angel”—and probably something more— 
had awed him a little until he came to real­
ize that she was quite the reverse of awe­
some; and after that he had tried to put 
his shyness in the background and meet 
her, as he phrased it to himself, as man to 
man.

“You are some little driver, Miss 
Betty,” he ventured. “I don’t believe 
there is a man in the outfit who could 
have made it in the time you have.” 

“Time is the essence of things just 
now,” she declared. “Everything depends 
upon what we—you and I and perhaps a 
few others—can do in the next few hours. 
Do you know Grass Valley—the town, I 
mean—pretty well?”

“I ought to. I was raised on an apple 
ranch a few miles south of it.”

“Fine! You are a whole series of de­
lightful surprises, George. Do you know 
Mr. Langford, the banker, and where he 
lives? You do? That’s more good 
luck.

“Pm going to drop you when we reach 
the suburbs, and you must go somewhere 
and get your supper. After you have

eaten, come around to Mr. Langford’s 
house and I ’ll meet you there.”

“Anything for me to do before I
come?”

“No; Pm just guessing at a lot of 
things yet. When Pve proved up on some 
of the guesses, we’ll get busy. You are 
going to be game for anything that turns 
up, aren’t you?”

“You can bet on me, if it’s to help Mr. 
Stanwood.”

“Pm betting,” she said; and a few min­
utes later she stopped the car in the out­
skirts of the town to let him get out. 
“Perhaps it will he better for you not to 
show yourself too publicly just yet, 
George,” she remarked, as a final caution. 
“I don’t know that it would make any dif­
ference, but it might.”

C H E  drove through the residence part 
u  of the town, following the directions 
Pickett had given her, and her next stop 
was at the banker’s house in the northern 
suburb. . It was Langford himself who 

“admitted her and rang for his chauffeur 
to come and take care of her car.

“After seeing your telegram to Mr. 
Calloway, Pve been rather expecting you,” 
he told her. “You have driven over from 
Barker’s ?”

“You may call it over,” she replied, 
making a wry face, “but I ’d call it all 
around Robin-hood’s barn and back again. 
The road was blocked on Red Mountain 
and I had to drive back to Orrville and 
come in over the rabbit track.”

“But, mv dear young lady!—that is no 
road at all! It must have been something 
terrible! You haven't been to dinner?” 

“No; and Pm as hungry as the wolf in 
‘Little Red Riding-hood.’ Will you be 
nice and feed me while you are telling me 
what has been going on to-day?”

“You are just in time to save me from 
dining alone. Mrs.. Langford is away in 
Green Butte on a visit.”

She stripped off her gauntlets and. held 
out her hands. “Washee-washee, first, 
please!” she pleaded, laughing; and he 
called a maid to show her to the conven­
iences.
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She was down again in less than ten 
minutes, and at table the banker told her 
what she needed to know. “There was no 
reason why Snyder shouldn’t have admit­
ted Stanwoocj, to bail,” he said, in conclu­
sion. “I was present, and was ready to 
secure his bond, as you directed.”

Betty’s teeth snapped on the biscuit she 
was eating with her bouillon.

“There was the very best of reasons,” 
she contradicted. “There is a lot more 
to this than is visible to the naked eye, 
Mr. Langford. I ’ve been suspecting it 
for some time, but I couldn’t make my— 
Mr. Stanw'ood—see it. Tell me about 
this receivership. Is it final?”

“Oh, no; it is only temporary, of course. 
The hearing is set for a week from Fri­
day. But from what I can learn it is 
altogether probable that Mr. Morton’s ap­
pointment as receiver will be made per­
manent. From the few facts that have 
been made public it would seem that the 
Shoestring Company is hopelessly bank­
rupt.”

'‘Bankrupt! How could it be?”
“That is more than I can tell you—not 

knowing any of the details. But the talk 
is that it was much undercapitalized, and 
the creditors are pressing for settlement.” 

“Creditors? What creditors?”
“The firms from which material and 

machinery have been bought, I suppose.” 
Again she let him see the wry little 

smile. “My business education has been 
fiercely neglected, Mr. Langford. What 
I don’t know about such things would fill 
a large library. But I do know that our 
company needn’t be in debt to anybody. 
Mr. Calloway is still here, isn’t'he?”

“Yes; he is stopping at the Inter­
ocean.”

“Do you suppose you could get him by 
telephone and tell him I want to see him, 
right away?”

The banker left the table to go and do 
it, coming back shortly to say: “H e’ll be
here by the time we have finished dinner.” 

“Is Mr. Morton at the Interocean?”
“I suppose so. He always stops there 

when he comes over.”
Silence while the meat course was being

served, and then Betty, with her eyes on 
her plate: “Is—is the jail very strong,
Mr. Langford?”

The banker smiled. “I hope you are 
not thinking of wrecking it to get Mr. 
Stanwood out,” he said.

"N-no; not just that.” Then: “Do
you suppose I could get permission to see 
Mr. Stanwood ?”

"I don’t know; I’m afraid it would be 
rather irregular. A prisoner remanded 
without bail isn’t supposed to see any­
body but his counsel. But I ’ll try to get 
the permission, if you wish me to.”

“W e’ll wait; perhaps it won’t be neces­
sary. I can tell better after I ’ve seen Mr. 
Calloway and talked with him.”

I / ’EEPING his promise most willingly, 
Calloway rang the Langford doorbell 

just as the banker and his pretty guest 
were leaving the table. Begging leave of 
her host, Betty took the young attorney 
into the library, where they remained for 
some little time. Langford, ^smoking his 
after-dinner cigar in his den across the 
hall, heard only the concluding sentences .of 
the conference as the two came out of the 
library together.

“It will take some doing,” Calloway was 
saying. “If we had time to work it up 
properlj-—but I’m not going to make diffi­
culties. Only I do wish your New York 
friend had been a little more explicit in 
his telegram. He lays all the stress upon 
the importance of this seizure he refers 
to, and we do not know what reason he 
had for advising us to put ourselves en­
tirely outside of the law, as we shall be 
obliged to if we follow out his directions.”

“He has good reasons, you may be 
sure,” said Betty confidently. “As I have 
told you, he is a lawyer himself, and one 
of the best in New York, though he may 
not look the part. I ’ve known him ever 
since I was a baby.”

“All right,” Calloway agreed. “W e’re 
going to fly straight in the face of all con­
stituted authority, and if we fail, we are 
all likely to go to jail. The plan as you 
have outlined it is an expedient that only 
complete success can justify: and if we
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can’t justify it, we need expect no mercy. 
You are sure you have the courage to go 
through with it?”

'T'H E banker, smoking in his easy-chair, 
heard a silvery little laugh and then a 

musical voice speaking.
“If you only knew me a bit better, Mr. 

Calloway. Major Briscoe said, one time, 
that I was the most courageous person he 
had ever met. I think he said ‘cour­
ageous,’ though perhaps it was ‘out­
rageous.’ You needn’t fear for my part in 
the play. I ’ll be in the spotlight every 
minute.”

“There is one other thing,” Calloway 
interposed, with his hand on the door 
latch. “We are reckoning without Archer 
in all this. I don’t know how he is go­
ing to take it.”

“Never mind Archer; you leave him to 
me. When you are ready, bring or send 
my car back here and I'll be with you. 
Good-by and good luck!’’

Robert Calloway, cool-headed lawyer 
though he was, left the house'in the north­
ern suburb wj$h his brain in a whirl. Like 
Pickett, he knew the modern young 
woman more by the printed page than 
from actual contact.

“Jove!” lie muttered, as he went around 
to the Langford garage to get Betty’s car. 
“She had it all doped out as if she’d been 
planning it for months! And she has cer­
tainly given me one whale of a job to pull 
off with a little less than no time at all to 
pull it off in.

“If we don’t all go to jail as a tail­
piece to this thing, it'll be the biggest mir­
acle of the century. But I couldn’t let 
her bluff me out!”

CHAPTER NYI.
THE CAR AT TJIF. CORNER.

Z"'* RASS VALLEY, in its beginnings, 
had been purely an agricultural cen­

ter; a shipping point for the potato 
ranches and apple orchards of the fertile, 
irrigated upland valley, and. in due course, 
a settled town to which the successful 
ranchers could gravitate to take their ease

and educate their children in urban 
schools.

Later, after the discovery of gold in 
the adjacent Lariat Hills, a new element, 
and a verv different one, had been added. 
The outlying western suburb across the 
railroad tracks had become an uproarious 
gold camp with all the dissipative appur­
tenances thereto; much to the scandal of 
the well-behaved older town eastward of 
the dividing line.

Though the gold excitement had long 
since become little more than a settled in­
dustry, some few of the scandalous dregs 
remained; a dance hall or two, a dimin­
ished quota of gambling dens and “speak­
easies,” and a population which gave a 
bullying, but at heart rather cowardly, 
sheriff no little uneasiness at times,

IT was to this outlying suburb that Cal- 
1 loway drove upon leaving the Langford 
house; and, having penetrated it, risked 
his reputation, and that of Betty’s car, by 
pulling up in front of one of the most 
notorious of the dives. Passed by a sus­
picious door guard to an upper room, 
he found himself in the presence of a 
round-faced, round-bodied man tilting be-' 
hind a desk in a pivot chair, with a half- 
burned cigar between his teeth and his 
feet on the drawn-out slide of the desk. 
The man grinned a mocking welcome as 
Calloway entered.

"Well. well, now—look who’s here!” 
Then with a broader grin: “This isn’t
afther being Green Butte, Misther Callo­
way. and ye'll not be running me out av 
this tli' way ye did out av th’ big town up 
beyant. if that's what ye’ve come for.”

Calloway smiled and drew a chair up to 
the desk end.

“The shoe is on the other foot, to-night, 
Mike," lie said. "I hope you’re not hold­
ing a grudge against me for that Green 
Butte housecleaning?”

“Hell. no. Did ye ever know Mike 
Grattan to hold a grudge ag’inst anny 
man? ’Twas a fair enough game ye 
played that time in th’ Butte. You was 
on the wan side av the fence and I was 
on t’other—and I lose. What brings ye?”
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f ' '  ALLOW  AY moved closer and said 
what he had come to say, rapidly but 

clearly, while the fat-faced man listened, 
shifting the half-burned cigar from one 
corner of his mouth to the other. When 
the lawyer had made an end he was grin­
ning again.

“Ye’re telling me less than wan half av 
it, Misther Calloway, and that I know full 
well. W hat’s the rest av it?”

“That doesn’t concern you, Mike.” 
“Maybe so; maybe not. But why 

should I be t’rowin’ a scare into me good 
friend Jim, who’d never ’ve been elected 
if I hadn’t pulled f’r him?”

“There is a reason; a very good one, as 
you’d admit if I were at liberty to tell 
you what it is. I ’ll say this much: if 
you’ll do this thing it will go some little 
way toward evening up some of your 
scores on the other side of the fence. It 
may look a bit queer on the surface, but I 
can assure you it is all to the good.”

The man with his feet on the desk was 
chuckling softly. “ ’Twould be a gr-rand 
joke on Jim, I ’m thinking. ’Tis not 
much red blood he has in him, or I ’d not 
be here this night runnin’ th’ games wid 
the doors wide open Ye’ll not be want­
ing anny rough stuff pulled off?”

“Nothing like it; nothing but what I ’ve 
told you.”

The round-bodied man who, so to 
speak, carried a majority of the votes of 
West Grass Valley in his waistcoat 
pocket, swung his feet down from the 
desk.

“ ’Tis a go, Misther Calloway,” he 
agreed, with another chuckle. “W e’ll take 
a shot at your game this wance, f ’r the 
fun av it, and the next time I ’m pulled 
’tis yerself as’ll have to defend me in the 
coorts. How much time do ye give me ?” 

“Will an hour be enough?”
“Plenty—and then some.”
"All right; in an hour, then, and at the 

southeastern corner of the railroad plaza. 
And handle it yourself, Mike. It will be 
safer that way.”

Calloway took his leave and drove back 
to the respectable half of the town feel­
ing more like a criminal than he had ever

felt before. As he was putting the car 
into a public garage he saw Pickett and 
signaled to him. The draftsman was 
waiting for him when he came out.

“You’ve come from Miss Betty?” the 
lawyer asked.

Pickett nodded. “She said I was to 
find you if I could and lag for you.”

Calloway gave his orders promptly.
“Stick around here in the street, and 

when you see people getting together in 
knots and talking, listen in. After you’ve 
heard enough to make a good newspaper 
story, come to the Interocean. You’ll 
find me waiting in the lobby.”

His return to the hotel led him past the 
other hostelry, and a glance through the 
street-facing windows into the lighted 
lobby showed him Morton sitting in con­
ference with a small, black-haired man 
who wore huge horn-rimmed .spectacles, 
and the sight moved him to swear softly.

“Morton and Bartlett hobnobbing to­
gether—that cinches i t !” he told himself 
wrathfully, as., he passed on. “I ’ll never 
doubt a woman’s guess again! Now, by 
Judas, I ’m willing to admit that the whole 
blamed shooting match is crooked! That’s 
a good enough warrant for anything we 
may do from this time on.”

\  FTER he had planted himself in a big 
lounging chair in an otherwise unoccu­

pied corner of the Interocean lobby, the 
young attorney had a rather anxious wait, 
punctuated from time to time by furtive 
glances at his watch. Grass Valley was 
the meeting and passing point for two 
trains, the night express to Green Butte 
on the north, and the Fast Mai! to Copah 
on the south, and it was the arrival and 
departure of these two trains in opposite 
directions that would place a fixed limit 
upon the time still available.

While matters were still in suspense he 
saw Morton come in, get his key at the 
desk, and disappear in the direction of 
the elevators, and this was a relief, as far 
as it went. It was an assurance that 
Morton was not intending to return to 
the Little Horse on the night train by 
way of Orrviile.
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The time limit had shrunk to the final 
half hour, and Calloway was growing 
pricklingly nervous, when Pickett came 
in to report.

“Good gosh! you called the turn—some 
kind of a turn, Mr. Calloway!” he be­
gan excitedly. “There’s a story on the 
streets that a mob is forming to take Mr. 
Stanwood out of jail and lynch him! 
They say it’s the tough element from the 
west town out for revenge because the 
man that was killed in the Lopez dive 
was one of their bunch. I couldn’t be­
lieve it at first, but------”

Calloway sprang up.
“Never mind the details. Go around 

to the garage where you met me and get 
Miss Betty’s car and drive like the devil 
out to Mr. Langford’s! Tel! Miss Betty 
the time is now, and the place is the 
southeast corner of the railroad plaza. 
That’s all you’ll need to say. Then stay 
with her and take your orders from her. 
Jump for it!”

He gave the muscular .young drafts­
man time to disappear, and then hastened 
out to walk rapidly in the direction oppo­
site to that taken by Pickett. There was 
an air of suppressed excitement in the 
streets; little groups and knots of pedes­
trians at the corners talking in low tones, 
with apprehensive glances toward the 
street leading up from the railroad cross­
ing. Calloway quickened his pace until 
he was almost running when he came to 
the jail.

In the entrance corridor of the build­
ing he found the sheriff just unlocking 
the door of his office. The big-bodied, 
bearded man’s greeting was tremulously 
bickering.

“You, Calloway? What the hell do you 
want?”

“I think you know well enough what I 
want,” Calloway snapped, taking it for 
granted that the sheriff had been sum­
moned, and probably gotten out of bed, 
to deal with the emergency. “I want to 
know if you are going to lie down and let 
a murdering mob take Stanwood out and 
hang him?”

Blatchford opened his office door,

switched on the lights, and sank heavily 
into a chair.

“What do you know about this thing?” 
he demanded,

“I know what you know, and that’s 
enough. I ’m here to demand protection 
for my client. What are you going to 
do about it?”

The sheriff fumbled in his pocket, 
found a cigar, and clipped it with his 
pocketknife. But his big hands were 
trembling.

“I tried to get Mike Grattan on the 
phone from my house, but the wire was 
dead. He's the only man that can handle 
them thugs from t’other side o’ the rail­
road. I ain’t got no riot guns, and my 
deputies are scattered to hell an’ gone 
chasin’ cattle rustlers.”

“Well ?” Calloway rapped out. “Do 
we stay here and wait for them to come 
and hold you up for your keys? You 
know what will happen to you if you let 
a mob hang a man who hasn’t even been 
indicted! Stanwood has friends in this 
country who would hunt you down and 
shoot you on sight, as you’d deserve!”

The big man slumped in his chair and 
was so badly shaken that he forgot to 
light his cigar.

“I—I ’ll go after Judge Bradley and 
get him to talk to ’em when they come,” 
he mumbled.

Calloway sprang up in a rage, real or 
so closely simulated as to appear real.

“You’ll do nothing of the kind, Blatch­
ford! The night express is due here in 
ten minutes. You get Stanwood on that 
train and take him to Green Butte for 
safe-keeping, if you don't want to have 
a man’s life to answer for! Get a move! 
Don’t you hear them gathering in the 
street ?”

Stirred into action at last, Blatchford 
grabbed for his keys, summoned the night 
deputy who had telephoned him, and led 
the way to the cell corridor.

“Mob cornin’!” he barked at the sleepy 
turnkey on guard. “Don’t fight ’em; let 
’em in and show ’em that the man they’re 
lookin’ for ain’t here.” Then he opened 
Stanwood’s cell and growled at the pris-
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oner: "Snap out o’ that, quick, if you
don’t want to stretch a rope!”

Stanwood came out, blinking in the 
lighted corridor. He had just fallen into 
a troubled sleep when the shooting of the 
bolts aroused him.

"What is it?” he asked, as he faced 
the four men who were waiting for him. 
Then he recognized Calloway as one of 
the four. "You, Bob? W hat’s the mat­
ter ?”

The lawyer explained crisply.
"Mob of gunmen—Lopez’s friends— 

out to storm the jail and hang you; at 
least, that’s the talk in the streets. Blatch- 
ford’s aiming to put you on the train and 
take you to Green Butte. No time to 
talk. H urry !”

Stanwood submitted as one in a daze; 
made no protest when Blatchford pro­
duced a pair of handcuffs and snapped 
them on, ignoring Calloway’s remon- 

„.strance to the effect that a man in dan­
ger of his life from a mob ought at least 
to have his hands free.

“I ain’t takin’ no chances,” was the 
surly answer. Then to the night deputy: 
“You’ll go along, Heflin, and you don’t 
take your eyes off’n him till you see him 
locked up at the Butte. Come a-runnin’!”

rP H E  way out of the jail was through the 
basement into the alley, as Calloway 

had confidently assumed that it would be, 
and from that into a back street leading 
to the railroad station three short squares 
distant. The night was dark, and that 
part of the town was not too well lighted.

Blatchford walked on one side of his 
prisoner and Heflin on the other, with 
Calloway following on behind, nerves 
taut and tingling and senses keenly alert. 
A number of things had to synchronize 
very accurately if Betty’s desperate ex­
pedient were to succeed; and as yet he had 
had no chance to give Stanwood a hint 
of what was coming.

As the walking party of four ap­
proached the railroad square the whistle of 
the incoming northbound train was heard. 
On the corner an automobile was stand­
ing with its side curtains up and its lights

switched off. As the party turned the cor­
ner it found itself suddenly in the midst 
of what seemed to be a street brawl; two 
men clutching at each other, and others 
trying to part them. Mindful only of 
his prisoner, Blatchford tried to steer a 
course around the melee.

At that instant a man dropped from the 
running board of the near-by auto, and, 
darting in from behind, locked an arm 
around Stanwood’s neck and jerked him 
out of his place between the sheriff and 
the deputy. Blatchford swore madly and 
tried to pull his pistol, but the milling 
crowd got in his way and it was perhaps 
half a minute or so before he and the 
deputy could fight themselves free.

When they succeeded, their prisoner 
had disappeared, and Calloway, giving a 
faultless imitation of a man beside him­
self with frenzied wrath, was pointing to 
the retreating mob, three or four mem­
bers of which appeared to be dragging 
an unwilling and struggling captive in the 
flight.

"After them !” Calloway yelped. "Are 
you going to stand here all night and let 
them murder him ? Come on !”

It was not until after the mob and its 
three pursuers had vanished in the direc­
tion of the railroad crossing that the auto 
standing at the corner began to pur and 
move quietly away, still with its lights 
switched off.

“Presently, Archer, dear,” the young 
woman behind the steering wheel was say­
ing calmly to the manacled man sitting 
beside her. “I t ’s all right, as far as it’s 
gone, but we’ve got to beat it out of this 
town before we can talk.”

Then, as she twisted the wheel and 
headed the car into the crosstown street, 
she flung a word back at the stalwart 
young man settling himself in the tonneau. 
“Did you remember to steal Mr. Lang­
ford’s ax out of his garage, Georgie?”

“Got it right here,” was the chuckling 
rejoinder; and then the fast car, with a 
good road for its speedway, shot through 
the eastern suburb and began its race 
among the apple orchards toward the foot­
hills of the Junipers.
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CHAPTER XVII.
T H E  DYNAMITERS.

'"THOUGH Betty’s answer to Stanwood’s 
1 query as to what it all meant seemed 

to imply that an explanation would 
shortly be forthcoming, there was little 
chance for connected speech as the car' 
of escape shot away through the night. 
Forbearing to question her while she was 
giving her whole attention to the road 
and the racing machine, Stanwood sat 
back with his manacled hands in his lap, 
watching the rows of apple trees as they 
flashed into the beam of the head lamps 
and flicked backward into the darkness.

That Betty and Calloway and Pickett 
had somehow accomplished a jail break 
for him was evident enough; but what 
good could come of it—since in all proba­
bility he would promptly be recaptured 
and jailed again—he could not imagine.

In a very few minutes of the speeding 
flight the apple orchards were left be­
hind and the car was careening around 
the curves and loopings of the road 
through the foothills on the approach to 
Red Mountain. When they entered upon 
the series of grades leading to the pass, 
Betty flung another word over her shoul­
der to Pickett.

“Keep an eye on the back stretch as 
we swing the curves, Georgie!” she di­
rected. “If you see the lights of a fol­
lowing car, tip me off.”

Pickett obeyed, straining his eyes in 
the effort to locate the windings of the 
road over which they had lately passed, 
but nothing came of it. As they were 
doubling the final hairpin curve on the 
up grades he leaned forward to report.

“Nothing in sight, so far; I. guess we 
foolished ’em, all right. Don’t believe 
they got on to our get-away at all.”

Then to Stanwood: “Hope I didn’t
hurt you when I gave you the neck lock. 
I had to make a sure thing of it, you 
know.”

“No bones broken,” said Stanwood; 
“but it was lucky for you that I had these 
bracelets on. I took you for one of the 
Ivnchers.”

With the summit gained and passed, 
Betty slowed down, mindful of the block­
ading tree which had forced her to turn 
back in the early afternoon. But upon 
reaching the place there was nothing but 
a litter of chips to show where the ob­
stacle had lain, so there was no use for 
the ax Pickett had brought along.

“What was it ?” Stanwood asked, as 
the car was once more speeding smoothly 
on its way.

“Mr. Morton had a tree put across the 
road to stop me this afternoon. We had 
to back up and go the long way around by 
way of Orrville.”

“Morton did that?—but of course he 
would do anything that was needed. 
“Can’t you spill a little more of this new­
est news to me now, Betty?”

“Not quite yet. I ’ve only one brain, 
and if I try to talk and drive at the same 
time, there’ll be a messy wreck on some 
one of these curves.”

Stanwood held his peace, was still hold­
ing it when the flying descent of the 
mountain was safely accomplished and the 
car was braked to a stand at the Bull 
Basin fork. Pickett unlatched the ton­
neau door and climbed out.

“Think you can find your bike in the 
dark?” Betty asked.

“Sure,” said the draftsman; I’ll find it 
all right. No need tc wait.”

“Are you taking me back to the job?” 
Stanwood asked, as she let the clutch in.

“Just that, Archer. Aren’t you glad 
to be going back?”

“It’s no matter of use, Betty, dear,” he 
objected gloomily. “W e’re wiped off the 
slate— both of us. I take it you saw and 
talked with Calloway. How much did he 
tell you?”

“He told me every little thing he knew 
—which wasn’t so awfully much more 
than I ’d been suspecting. You’ve had 
your work to keep you busy, but, you see, 
I haven’t had anything to do but to pry 
around and think.”

“But this jail break: it can’t get us any­
where. They’ll be over here after me in 
a few hours.”

“Wait until I ’ve finished doing my part;
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then you can do yours,” she answered 
cryptically.

Silence until-the car began to labor on 
the sandy road over the divide. Then 
Stanwood spoke again.

“Was the mob alarm part of the play, 
too ?”

The small plotter laughed joyously. “It 
was only a stage mob. We had to get you 
outside of the jail, somehow, and that 
seemed the easiest way. Mr. Calloway 
said he thought he could manage it, and he 
did—beautifully.”

“It was very well managed, so far as 
that goes. Still, I don’t see where we 
land.”

“Wait,” she said; and at that the labor­
ing car topped the divide and the descent 
into the valley of the Little Horse was 
begun.

\1 7 H E N  the camp lights came in sight 
Stanwood was conscious of a star­

tling change of some sort and had to pull 
himself together sharply before he could 
realize what it was. For weeks the rattle 
and roar of machinery had not paused, day 
or night, but now there was a dead silence 
broken only by the softened thunder of the 
river.

“Good heavens!” he gasped; “the job’s 
stopped!”

Betty was nosing her car gently into a 
grove of aspens beside the road.

“Don’t you think it’s about time you 
were getting back?” she asked quizzically. 
“The work couldn’t very well go on with­
out a chief engineer, could it?”

“Morton stopped it?”
She nodded. Then: “W e’ll get out and 

walk from here. There is something to 
be done, right away, and it must be done 
quietly.”

When they reached the sleeping camp 
it seemed deserted. Over on the knoll 
across the Little Horse the Lopez dive 
was running full blast, as the clanging of 
the piano and the squawk of the saxo­
phones testified. As they were walking 
up the camp street Pickett overtook them 
and sprang from his bike.

“Let’s get those bracelets off, first thing,

chief,” he offered; and in the camp-re­
pair shop he got a hack saw and set to 
work. Finding that the handcuffs were 
tempered steel and too hard to be cut by 
the saw, he started a small motor-driven 
emery wheel, and on this the locks were 
ground away, Betty standing by to drib­
ble water on the heating metal to keep it 
from burning the captive’s wrists.

“All right; that’s that. What next?” 
Stanwood asked when he was freed.

Betty spoke first to the draftsman.
“George, you go and find out if every­

body is asleep over in Mr. Morton’s house 
and come and tell us,” she said; and after 
Pickett had gone to do her bidding, she 
turned to the liberated prisoner. “As 
Curly Biggs would say, don’t you think 
I ’m some little Ranahan, Archer, dear? 
If you really want to, you may kiss me, 
just once; and then we’ll go around to 
your office. I've a terrible lot to tell you.”

TT was in the log-cabin headquarters, with
the shaded desk light turned on, that 

Betty’s story was told to the single lis­
tener.

“I was suspicious from the very first,” 
she began. “As I told you ever so many 
times, if you’ll remember, things were 
coining too easily for us. And at last, 
when this dreadful place on the other side 
of the river started up, and Mr. Morton 
refused to help you get rid of it, I was 
sure there was something behind it all and 
made up my mind I ’d find out what it 
was. You remember that day in New 
York when I took you to see our old fam­
ily lawyer, Mr. Prendergast, don’t you?”

Stanwood remembered the visit. It had 
been made at Betty’s insistence for the 
purpose of enlisting the old lawyer on 
their side in the attempt to persuade Bet­
ty’s trustees to invest a portion of her 
fortune in the Little Horse project. He 
made.the sign of assent and she went on.

“Mr. Prendergast is a snuffy old dear, 
but he is as wily as an Indian, and he 
has always had a soft spot in his heart 
for me. I telegraphed him, and then 
wrote him a letter, telling him everything 
that was happening out here. He prom­
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ised to look into things for me, and then 
I sent him a power of attorney, or what­
ever you call it, to act for me.

“Last night, as soon as Mr. Brigham 
telephoned me about the shooting, I sent 
a hurry message to Mr. Prendergast, tell­
ing him what had occurred, and asking 
him what I should do about it. Here is 
his reply.”

Stanwood took the telegram she gave 
him—it was the one that had been picked 
up at Orrville on the long drive to Grass 
Valley—and read i t :

Your suspicions well founded, but we must 
have more proof. Shooting affray and arrest 
probably part of plot. Get your young man out 
of jail at any cost and have him seize and hold 
all records at camp. Also have him hold pos­
session, which is nine points of the law. Have 
locked the door here and am leaving for the West 
to-night. Courage. P rendergast.

Stanwood folded the message and 
handed it back.

“I guess I ’ve been pretty blind,” he con­
fessed. “I suppose Calloway told you of 
the proposal Morton made; to bail me out 
on condition that I ’d jump my bond and 
vanish ?

“I understood then that Morton had 
been simply stringing me all the way 
along; that he or his New York backers 
had cooked up some sort of a deal with 
your trustees to push us both off the map 
and turn the completed plant over to the 
trust. Then, a few hours ago, when I 
heard through my cell window a newsboy 
calling the evening paper, with an account
of the granting of a receivership------”

“I know,” she cooed. “You poor dear! 
It must have been horrible. But now tell 
me, Archer; do you know positively that 
you killed the man over there on the other 
side of the river last night ?”

“I don’t ; but, as matters stand, I can 
never prove that I didn’t.”

“But I believe you can.”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean Allie—-Allie Arkwright. I 

told her this morning that it was up to 
her to kiss a man, and I guess she did it 
—though she wouldn’t admit it.”

The listener shook his head. “I ’m

afraid you’ll have to make it a little plainer 
than that.”

“It’s this way: Paul Stockton is in the 
plot, as Uncle Jackson’s understudy, and 
he thinks he is going to get all set and 
marry Allie—though he is going to miss 
that mark by^a mile. I thought he might 
be persuaded to talk a bit—by the right 
person, you know, so I encouraged Allie 
to go driving with him, and—er—well, 
sort of lead him on to be confidential.” 

Stanwood grinned. “You haven’t any 
scruples whatever when you are reaching 
out for the thing you want, have you?” 

“Er—maybe not; not enough to hurt, 
anyway. But it was all right. Allie 
balked at first; she’s awfully old-fash­
ioned, you know. But she is dead in love 
with your handsome young Georgian, and 
when I told her that Price might be ruined 
and lose his professional reputation in the 
smash, she—well, she brought home the 
bacon.

“Paul gave the whole thing away; ad­
mitted that it was Uncle Jackson’s idea to 
cripple you with this horrid dance-hall 
thing, in the confident expectation that 
some day you’d lose your temper and do 
something that would get you safely put 
out of the game.”

“Still, that doesn’t clear me on the mur­
der charge.”

“Wait. He went on to say that he was 
over here when the shooting occurred. He 
said there were half a dozen people who 
would probably swear that you killed the 
man who w’as shot, and only one who 
knew that you didn’t—and that one 
wouldn't be called upon to testify.”

“Who was the odd man?”
“That was where Allie fell down. I 

suppose by that time she was too horri­
fied to think straight. But just there I  
had a guess coming, and the name of it 
is Charlie Badger.

“It was his job to shadow you; not 
last night particularly, but all the time. 
Paul admitted that much to Allie. When 
the time comes, you must make Badger 
tell what he knows—get the truth out of
him. That can wait, but just now------”

“Just now there is something more im­
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portant to be done,” Stanwood broke in, 
as Pickett came to say that Gardner and 
the file clerk were sound asleep in their 
detached bunk shack. “I guess you and I 
can do the burglar act, George, without 
calling out the others.” Then to Betty: 
“You will stay here until we come back?”

“Right in this chair,” she sighed. “But 
don’t be too long or you may find me lost 
to the world. I ’ve lived a lot since this 
morning—or yesterday morning, which­
ever it is.”

Knowing what was to be done, Stan­
wood made adequate preparations. The 
door to Morton’s office was easily forced, 
but that was only a beginning. There 
was a rank of filing cases along one wall 
of the ample room, but he knew that if 
there were anything of a secret nature in 
the “business” records it would be in the 
vaultlike safe.

Therefore he proceeded deftly and 
scientifically to dynamite the safe, whicfi 
was rather a fire than a burglar-proof 
structure; and when the muffled explo­
sion had taken place and the room was 
cleared of gas, the account books and pri­
vate files were to be had for the taking.

Together he and Pickett crammed the 
contents of the safe into a couple of waste­
baskets and carried the loot over to the 
mapping room. It was now deep in the 
night, and there was little time to go thor­
oughly into the books and papers.

O U T  a very cursory examination showed 
that there was no lack of proof of the 

sort to which the New York lawyer’s tele­
gram pointed. Though many of Morton’s 
telegrams to New York were in cipher, 
there were enough that were not. In his 
private correspondence Morton had dealt 
directly with the officials of an unnamed 
syndicate.

There were copies of letters showing the 
transfer of stock and bonds to Betty's 
trustees, reports of the progress of the 
work on the dam and power plant, and, 
finally, a letter outlining the receivership 
plan by which the stock was to be extin­
guished and the way opened for the pur­
chase of the bonds at a discount. And in

5A—POP.

the account books there had apparently 
been no effort made to conceal the false 
entries by which the Shoestring Company 
figured as a bankrupt concern.

To Stanwood, well versed as he was in 
the chicaneries to which Big Business 
sometimes descends to gain its ends, the 
boldness of the thing was amazing. That 
the unnamed trust should plant its emis­
sary right at the heart of things in the con­
struction camp of the enterprise to be 
raided was simply an incredible piece of 
buccaneering.

Yet, when he came to consider the cir­
cumstances, he saw that Morton had had 
nothing to fear. Not even the craftiest 
of manipulators could have foreseen the 
collapse of the plot to be brought about 
by the keen wit and reckless determina­
tion of a young woman lawless enough to 
turn jail breaker. Lacking Betty’s timely 
interference, the piratical scheme would 
have gone through without a hitch, with 
the one man who might have opposed it 
convicted of a crime, or, if not convicted, 
at least a fugitive from the law.

Betty—and by good rights—was patting 
her lips to hide a sleepy yawn.

“Well, where do we go from here?” she 
asked, after the cursory examination of 
the loot was made.

Stanwood reread the message from the 
New York lawyer.

“Mr. • Prendergast says he is starting 
west: if he comes direct and makes good 
connections, he ought to be here Thurs­
day night or Friday morning—three days. 
This thing is too far away for Bob Callo­
way to handle; and, besides, he hasn’t the 
gun or the ammunition to reach these big 
fellows.

“It’s a case of some more, and more 
desperate, lawbreaking, I guess. Morton 
and Sheriff Blatchford will know, before 
many hours have passed, that I am here 
and going on with the job. That will 
mean a posse and a fight, if I don’t walk 
out and surrender. W e’ll make it a siege 
and try to hold out until Prendergast 
comes. I may as well be hanged for a 
sheep as a lamb, while I ’m about it. By 
the way, in your correspondence with
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Prendergast did you tell him that we had 
a good lawyer out here?”

D E T T Y  got up out of her chair with 
another stifled yawn and a little stag­

ger of weariness.
“Yes, I told him, and gave him Mr. 

Calloway’s address.” Then, kissing him 
right in the face and eyes of George 
Pickett looking on and blushing: “You 
are a man after my own heart, Archer. 
When the real fight comes, I'll be with 
you, doing my little prettiest to help out.

“What are you going to do with the 
burglarized stuff? Hadn’t you better put 
it in the car and let me take it to Barker’s 
and hide it till it’s needed?”

“Never in this world!” said Stanwood. 
“When the burglary becomes known, it is 
safe to say that these buccaneers wouldn’t 
stop at anything, perhaps not even mur­
der, to get this stuff back and cover their 
tracks. Don’t you want George to tie his 
bike on your running board and drive 
you to Barker’s? You must be fright­
fully tired.”

“Nothing like that. But you may come 
and see me off if you want to.”

The office had been emptied of them 
only a few minutes when Pickett, standing 
guard over the stolen records, heard the 
diminuendo purring of a motor, and Stan­
wood came back.

“Business, now, George, and a lot of 
it, quick!” he snapped. “Go and rout 
out Frenchley, Brigham and Price and 
we’ll hold a council of war.”

CHAPTER XVIII.
O U T L A W S .

QU ITE naturally, Stanwood’s three as­
sistants were properly astonished 

when Pickett awoke them with the news 
that the chief had broken jail and was 
back on the job. When they gathered 
around him in the mapping room, Stan­
wood explained tersely, confining himself 
to the bare facts.

“You see what we are up against,” he 
said at the finish. “Morton has been ap­
pointed receiver, and he has all the au­

thority of the law and the courts behind 
him. More than that, on the face of the 
returns I ’m a fugitive front justice and 
Blatchford has a legal right to come and 
get me, dead or alive, I suppose. He’ll be 
here in the morning with a posse, and 
Morton will most likely be with him. 
What do you say?”

“What do you say?” queried Frenchley.
“Just this. There is a bare chance that 

this crooked deal can be sidetracked if 
we can hold out, and hold on to these in­
criminating records, until this New York 
lawyer of Miss Betty’s gets here. You 
see what Prendergast says in this tele­
gram; ‘Possession is nine points of the 
law.’

“But I don’t want to drag you fellows 
into it against your better judgment. If 
we elect to make a fight, everything we do 
will be illegal; resisting officers in pursuit 
of their duty, contempt of court for dis­
regarding the judge’s order granting a re­
ceivership. If we lose the fight, they can 
send every man of us over the road to the 
pen.”

“Put that all aside,” growled Brigham. 
“Of course we’re with you, until the last 
dog’s hung. But how are we going to put 
up a fight without arms?”

“That is the weak point,”. Stanwood 
agreed. “Copah is the nearest place. If 
we had time to send there------”

“Wait a minute,” Hartwell put in, in 
his leisurely drawl. “You say Blatchford 
and his gang will be over here in the 
morning. Isn’t it only a guess that he’ll 
head straight for the camp? Of course 
he’ll find out that the mob was only a 
frame-up, but even at that, he isn’t likely 
to look for you here unless somebody tips 
him off, is he ?”

“You’re right,” Stanwood conceded, 
“Bob Calloway will no doubt do his best 
to steer him wrong and gain time for 
us. If we can have a clear day we can 
get the fighting tools. The next thing is 
the army. How about that, Anson?”

“ N o  trouble th ere ,” w as the labor boss’ 
reply. “Moriarty’s shovel gang will stand 
by us to a man, and so will a lot of the 
others. We nearly had a riot on our
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hands last night when the men found out 
wjiat had happened to you.”

“All right, then, here’s the program. 
To-morrow morning at six o’clock the 
job will start up again with the day shift, 
and some of the night men can get busy 
putting the camp in a state of defense. 
Pickett, it will be your job to run the 
blockade in one of the camp autos and 
catch the five-o’clock train at Orrville for 
Copah. I ’ll give you a note to Major 
Briscoe and he’ll help you in the gun run­
ning.

“It will be up to you to get back as 
swiftly as you can—to beat Blatchford to 
it. Maybe you can make the noon train 
up; if you can, so much the better. Any 
of you think of anything else?”

“This ‘evidence,’ ” said Brigham, point­
ing to the stolen records. “We have to 
hang on to this like a dog to a root, haven’t 
we?”

Stanwood’s smile was grim. "You said 
it, John. It’s the end that justifies the 
means— if anything can. I hardly know 
what to do with the stuff.”

It was Frenchley who offered the sug­
gestion that was acted upon. There was 
a space under the floor of the log-built 
headquarters cabin. While Hartwell and 
Brigham pried up a couple of the floor 
planks, Stanwood went to his sleeping 
quarters, emptied his trunk and dragged 
it to the mapping room where it was used 
as a receptacle for the books and files and 
lowered into its hiding place.

That done, Frenchley said: “You’ve
done your bit, Archer, and so has George; 
you’d both better turn in and get what 
sleep you can. We three will divide time 
between now and daylight and start the 
job with the day shift. Needn’t sleep with 
one eye open, George. W e’ll see to it 
that you’re called in time to catch that 
early train.”

LI A YIN G been under a severe strain for 
upward of twenty-four hours, Stan­

wood slept like a log after he turned in ; 
knew nothing until Frenchley called him 
at eight o’clock in the morning. But at the 
sound of the big man’s voice he sat up

with a jerk to stare at the little tin alarm 
clock on the shelf at the bunk head.

“Good Lord!” he exclaimed, flinging 
the blankets aside, “what made you let 
me sleep so long?”

“You looked as if you needed it; and 
there was no reason why you shouldn’t. 
Everything’s jake, so far; the job’s in 
motion again, Pickett’s gone on his gun- 
running trip, and we’ve got a bunch of 
the night men out fortifying. John and 
I have laid out a line of defense. Unless 
the enemy cuts in behind us, we can hold 
this camp till the cows come home—al­
ways provided we get some artillery before 
Blatchford shows up.

“By the way, what sort of an animal is 
this sheriff person? I’ve never met him.” 

“A bully— when things are coming his 
way; otherwise, I think he loses his nerve 
pretty easily. He was badly rattled last 
night over that mob scare when he took 
me out of the jail.”

“Which means that he’ll probably pick 
good, stout fighting men for his posse,” 
Frenchley put in with a laugh. “Here’s 
hoping he doesn’t sick ’em on us till we’re 
ready for ’em. Your breakfast’s waiting, 
when you want to chew.”

While he was eating breakfast Stan­
wood tried to catch up with the procession 
of events which had acquired such frantic 
speed since the fateful moment when he 
had entered the Lopez game room on the 
night of the clash. In the light of a new 
day the successive steps in Morton’s cam­
paign of aggrandizement were easily fol­
lowed. Still, the boldness of the thing 
was almost unbelievable.

When he thought of that phase of it he 
flushed hotly, blaming himself for having 
offered such an easy mark to the bucca­
neers of high finance. “Heavens!” he mut­
tered over the bacon and beans, “anybody 
could sell me a gold brick at sight, if I’m 
that simple! If it hadn’t been for Betty’s 
keen little brain------ ”

'T'HE hot flush became a glow of adora- 
1 tion. How straightly she had gone to 

the heart of the thing, and how surely and 
geniusfully she had struck in at the crisis,
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when everything was all but lost! He was 
a dub, he told himself, a poor miserable 
dub; but he couldn’t go far wrong if she 
had her hand on the steering wheel.

Nevertheless, there was still a man’s job 
ahead; a desperate game to play. Both 
Morton and the sheriff would be within 
their legal rights in demanding his sur­
render and a turnover of the property 
and the law would sanction whatever steps 
they might take.

Nothing but the possession of Morton’s 
incriminating records could justify him in 
resisting their demands. If these could 
be held and produced in court—he was 
sweating a little when he came to this 
“if.” Even that saving contingency must 
turn upon what Prendergast, the New 
York lawyer, had been able to do with 
the master plotters at the Eastern end of 
things.

Breakfast eaten, he went out to make 
an inspection round of the work and the 
camp. Once more the big job, now near­
ing completion, was in full swing. In the 
canon portal the great white wall of the 
dam lacked nothing but its cap course, for 
which the carpenters on the stagings were 
now placing the forms. The power house, 
concrete built, had risen over its wheel pit, 
the turbines were in place, and Hartwell’s 
gang, augmented now to a small army, was 
installing the dynamos.

In another fortnight, barring unfore­
seen industrial difficulties, a test run of 
the machinery could be made; and then, 
as soon as the railroad people were ready, 
the current could be turned into the moun­
tain-grade power wires.

Stanwood’s eyes narrowed when he 
thought of what the buccaneers of busi­
ness had planned to do to him and Betty. 
The piratical scheme succeeding, they 
would acquire a plant built in record time 
and at a minimum outlay, with a complete 
extinguishment of all rights and titles save 
their own. and with the services of its 
originator, promoter and chief of con­
struction donated free of cost!

“Not this time!” he gritted between set 
teeth; “not if we have to stand off the 
whole United States arm y! T f they were

robbing me alone, I might take it lying 
down as a penalty for my thick-headed­
ness. But they are not going to be allowed 
to rob Betty and get away with it—not 
while I ’m on earth!”

Circling the camp he took note of the 
defenses. Along the river, and around the 
collection of buildings to the hill on the 
south a low breastwork of cement sacks 
filled with sand had been built. Behind 
this Frenchley’s volunteers from the night 
shift were digging a shallow trench. A 
break had been left where the road came 
through, but there were sandbags in re­
serve to close this gap when the need 
should arise.

On the south, the hill which was an ex­
tension of the quarry hogback was itself 
as good as a fortress, since a few armed 
men on its summit could hold it against 
double their numbers. ,

The one weak point in the defenses was 
on the north. The Lopez building, perched 
on its knoll within a short pistol shot of 
the camp, was a menace that could not be 
ignored. Stanwood took it for granted 
that Blatchford, finding himself opposed 
by armed resistance, would not hesitate 
to swear Lopez and his gunmen in as ad­
ditional members of the posse.

The desperadoes in the dive-keeper’s 
pay would shoot straight and shoot to kill 
—and, for once in a way, they would have 
the law’s sanction. And from the build­
ing on the knoll they could command the 
camp.

J-IARTW ELL, coming down from the 
power house for a roll of blue prints, 

overtook his chief at the door of the head­
quarters cabin and they entered together.

“Nothing stirring yet, is there?” in­
quired the Georgian.

“N o ; and I ’m hoping there won’t be 
until after Pickett gets back. Have you 
fellows picked your men to help us put up 
the bluff?”

“Frenchley has. He made a little talk 
to the day shift when it turned out to go 
to work, and the only trouble well have 
will be to keep ’em from mobbing the 
sheriff’s outfit when it shows up.”
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“There mustn’t be anything of that 
sort!” Stanwood protested. “We shall 
be far enough on the wrong side of the 
law if we merely try to hold what we’ve 
got. What are you looking for, Price?”

“The prints for the layout of the switch­
boards.”

“They are over there in the rack; I 
had them clay before yesterday,” said 
Stanwood, and he went to help Hartwell 
find the missing drawings.

It was just as they had found the draw­
ings that an automobile rolled into the 
camp street and stopped beside the “busi­
ness” office. Hartwell, with the misplaced 
roll of blue prints in hand, had got as far 
as the open door when he stopped and 
beckoned to Stanwood.

“And the cat came back,” he an­
nounced, with a grinning laugh, as he 
pointed across to the other office out of 
the wrecked interior of which Morton and 
young Badger were just emerging. Then 
he added: “I reckon this is where we hear 
something drop.”

Stanwood did not dodge. With a word 
to Hartwell to keep an eye on Badger, he 
stepped out and met the pair in the mid­
dle of the camp street. As was to be ex­
pected, the chief conspirator was apoplec­
tic with rage.

“So!” he yelled, his former suavity 
flung to the four winds. “So this is what 
your jail break meant, you damned ban­
dit! What have you done with my rec­
ords ?”

“You won’t make anything by abusing 
me,” Stanwood replied coolly. “Your rec­
ords, as you call them, are the records of 
the Shoestring Power & Light Company, 
and as president of the company, I have 
taken charge of them.”

“Hell and damnation!—you’re out of it, 
I tell you! You are nothing but an out­
law—an escaped criminal! This company 
is in the hands of a receiver appointed by 
the court, and I  am the receiver!”

“Well,” returned the young engineer, 
still unruffled, “why don’t you go ahead 
and receive?”

Morton whirled upon Badger. “Arrest 
that man!” he shouted, pointing a shaking

finger at Stanwood. But inasmuch as 
the young man who wore his hair in a 
wet-seal wave lacked something of the 
courage of his convictions, he was prudent 
enough to hang back.

“I—I’ll go and fetch the sheriff,” he 
stammered; but as he started to retreat to 
the car, Hartwell stopped him.

“Nothing like that, son,” drawled the 
Georgian. “I reckon neither one of you 
will leave this camp till Mr. Stanwood 
says you may.”

The little interlude gave Stanwood time 
to consider. If Morton and Badger were 
suffered to leave, it would mean that a 
quick alarm would be sent to the sheriff 
from the first telephone they could reach; 
in which event an attack on the camp 
might be made before Pickett could re­
turn with the means of defense.

“Hartwell is right,” he said shortly. 
“Now that you are here, you will stay, 
Mr. Morton— both of you.”

The quiet pronouncement brought mat­
ters to a head. Morton sprang back and 
made a dash for his car, and Badger tried 
to follow him, Hartwell took care of the 
stenographer, and Stanwood promptly 
closed with Morton.

There was a brief wrestling match, but 
before it could culminate, big Tim Mori- 
arty ran in with a couple of his men and 
the struggle was over. Stanwood snapped 
out his orders.

“Put Mr. Morton in his office and nail 
up the doors and windows,” he directed. 
Then to Hartwell: “You may lock Badger 
up in the tool house for the present, 
Price. I’ll have something further to say 
to him, later on.”

Morton’s profane explosion waS like the 
eruption of an overdue volcano. Becom­
ing coherent, it took the form of threaten- 
ings dire and calamitous.

“I suppose you know what you’re do­
ing!” he bellowed. “You’ll end your days 
behind the bars for this! I am a duly 
appointed officer of the courts, here in the 
performance of my duty. If you think 
you can set the laws of the country at de­
fiance------ ”

“Lock him up, Tim," said Stanwood
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curtly, and, turning away, he was shortly 
joined in his office by Hartwell and a lit­
tle later by Frenchley, who had witnessed 
the brief struggle in front of the business 
office from the quarry.

“Nabbed the king-pin, did you?” 
laughed the labor boss, seating himself on 
Pickett’s high stool. “What are you aim­
ing to do with him?”

“Hold him until the trouble is over, one 
way or the other. I didn’t want him, 
Heaven knows; but I couldn’t let him go 
out and telephone Blatchford from the first 
ranch house he came to.”

“Sure you couldn’t. And it doesn’t 
matter. W e’re in so deep now that noth­
ing matters very much. I only hope Pick­
ett doesn’t fall down.”

“He won’t,” said Stanwood confidently. 
Then, after Hartwell had gone back to his 
job with the roll of blue prints under 
his arm: “Pull up a chair, Anson, and 
let’s go over these final estimates while 
we can. What office work we do after the 
lightning strikes won’t amount to much, 
I imagine.”

Noon and the call to dinner found the 
young chief, and his first assistant still 
working over the estimates, but they 

'stopped and joined the other two mem­
bers of the staff in the mess room. Brig­
ham, busy all the forenoon at the dam, had 
not heard of Morton’s coming, and he 
shook his head dubiously when he was 
told that the some-time business manager 
was held a prisoner in his own office.

“That’s a pretty broad step, Archer,” he 
commented. “As a court-appointed re­
ceiver he represents just about all the law 
there is, doesn’t he?”

“I know,” nodded the chief; “but, as I 
have said before, everything we do or may 
do is illegal, and a little more or less won’t 
make much difference.”

D E T U R N IN G  to his desk after dinner, 
'  and after giving the cook orders to 

feed the two prisoners, Stanwood again 
immersed himself in the estimates; and he 
was still covering a scratch pad with fig­
ures when he heard the expiring detona­
tions of an auto motor and, looking out

of the window, saw Betty and Alicia Ark­
wright in the halted car. Before he could 
rise, Hartwell was helping them out, and 
a moment later Betty stood in the door­
way of the mapping room.

“I simply had to come,” she burst out, 
forestalling his protest. “Paul Stockton 
has the news—by telephone, I suppose— 
of part of what happened last night in 
Grass Valley, and he’s been telegraphing 
Uncle Jackson. I was obliged to find out 
what he was doing; it was needed.

“So Allie and I drove the roundabout 
way to Orrville, and I did find out. He 
was congratulating Uncle Jackson; told 
him you’d got out of jail and run away, 
or had been lynched—he didn’t know 
which, and would most likely never be 
heard of again. The joke was too good 
to keep, and I had to come and tell you.”

Stanwood tried to frown his disapproval 
of her recklessness, and made a failure of 
it.

“As it happens, you are safe enough to 
come and go, but you mustn’t stay. I ’m 
looking for Blatchford any time, and when 
he comes there’ll be hot trouble. Where is 
Miss Arkwright?”

“Price has taken her off somewhere; up 
to his power house, I guess. Did you ever 
see anything work out any more beauti­
fully than that has? I just hoped you’d 
have somebody out here that she could 
fall in love with! And Price is such a 
dear! If I hadn’t already gone off the 
deep end with you------”

C H E  had come Ground to sit on the arm 
of his desk chair facing the one street­

fronting window. It was the sight of an 
odd thing that made her break off in mid­
sentence. A big-bodied man was sliding 
awkwardly, feet foremost, out of a barred 
window on the opposite side of the camp 
street, a window from which one of the 
wooden bars had been removed.

Before she could speak, the man, minus 
coat and hat, had wriggled out and was 
climbing agilely into an auto that stood 
beside the building.

“What do you see?” Stanwood asked; 
but when he, too. saw be did not wait for



her answer. Diving into a desk drawer, 
he snatched up the mate to the revolver 
he had carried on the night of the shoot­
ing affray and leaped to the door.

But swift as he was, Morton was 
swifter. With two jerks of the steering 
wheel he had hacked and turned his auto, 
and was speeding away.

Stanwood raced out, meaning to give 
chase in Betty’s car. Then he saw Pick­
ett’s motor bike standing under its shel­
ter beside the tool house and ran for it. 
And a moment later two dust clouds rising 
to float over the river-fringing trees were 
all that was visible of pursued and pur­
suer.

CHAPTER XIX.
T H E  “ d EIT."

A BETTER rider of horses than of 
motor cycles, Stanwood made rather 

hard work of racing the two-wheeled ma­
chine over the soft and rutted road in the 
valley, and at the crossing of the divide 
he was still several hundred yards behind 
the dust cloud Morton’s auto was raising. 
But on the descent to the Bull Basin level 
he gained something, and on the hard-sur­
face Basin straightaway to the fork of 
the Grass Valley road he saw that he was 
at last overhauling the flying auto.

Coming within long pistol range, he be­
gan firing at the auto wheels, and at the 
third shot had the satisfaction of seeing 
one of the rear tires go flat. Morton's 
only answer to the disablement of his car 
was to clap on more speed, and the pur­
suer had'a vanishing glimpse of his quarry 
as it turned into the mountain-climbing 
road and was lost to sight in the foothill 
forest.

Getting the last possible wheel turn out 
of the pursuit machine, the young engi­
neer shortly came upon the disabled car, 
stopped, canted into the ditch at the road­
side and empty. Morton had left it and 
taken to the woods.

Realizing that a single-handed search 
for his man in the thick forest was use­
less, Stanwood put the car permanently 
out of commission by taking off the top 
of the timer and carrying it away with
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him, remounted his motor cycle and raced 
back to the camp.

‘‘You weren't gone very long; what 
price success ?’’ Betty asked, as he re­
entered his office and found her sitting 
in his desk chair.

“You saw who it was?'’ he said.
"Yes; and Mr. Frenchley has just been 

telling me what you've been doing to him.” 
"I stopped his car by shooting a tire, 

but he jumped out and ran into the woods. 
One more charge against me, and he’ll 
probably make this one ‘assault with in­
tent to kill.’ Every day and in every 
way I ’m getting in deeper and deeper.” 

“But you are not letting it wangle your 
nerve ?”

*‘XTo, not yet; but it may if you and 
Miss Alicia stay here any longer. This 
camp is no place for noncombatants.” 

“I'm  not a noncombatant.”
“I ’ll say you’re not,” he grinned. “Just 

the same, my dear, you’re cramping my 
style fearfully. W on’t you please go while 
there is time for a safe get-away?”

She looked out of the window and saw 
Hartwell returning from the power house 
with Alicia.

“I suppose we shall have to go, if you 
insist upon i t ; but, really, Archer, dear, 
I ’d love to stay and mix in if you’d let 
me.”

When he was leading her to the car 
into which Hartwell had already put her 
companion she asked if the camp tele­
phone was working. He told her that 
it wasn’t : that Hartwell had put it out of 
commission, for safety’s sake.

“Then I shan’t be able to find out how
things are going after—after------

"After we are surrounded ? I’m afraid 
not. But you mustn’t worry.”

“You might as well tell me I mustn’t 
breathe! Oh, I do hope ‘Daddy’ Pren- 
dergast will hurry, hurry!”

Stanwood stood in the camp street with 
Hartwell looking after the departing car 
as long as it remained in sight. Then 
Hartwell said, “I’m sure glad you made 
’em go. I’ve had cold chills running up 
and down my back ever since they came.” 

Stanwood smiled. “I wonder if it
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means as much to you as it does to me, 
Price?”

“I reckon it does. I got my courage 
up a few minutes ago, and—well, she said 
she didn’t care what her people would say. 
I feel like a dog robber, Arch, but I 
couldn’t help it. Her money has made me 
hold off all summer, but I hit the limit 
to-day.”

'T'HE afternoon of suspense dragged 
1 slowly. The arriving time of the noon 

train from Copah at Orrville was two 
twenty, and by three o’clock Stanwood 
was beginning to look anxiously for the 
return of the auto in which Pickett had 
driven to the railroad town in the early 
morning. But at half past three the road 
to the divide was still empty; and at four 
it seemed to be plainly evident that the 
draftsman had not been able to make the 
northbound noon passenger. The only 
other train would be a slow freight leaving 
Copah late in the afternoon and arriving 
at Orrville long after dark.

While he waited Stanwood began to 
pencil figures on his desk pad. If Pickett 
were coming on the freight he couldn’t 
possibly reach the camp before half past 
nine or later; and as against these figures 
he set down the Morton-Blatchford possi­
bilities. It was one o’clock or a little later 
when Morton made his escape. Allowing 
him an hour for the finding of a telephone 
and getting into communication with Grass 
Valley and the sheriff’s office, Blatchford 
would have had ample time to assemble a 
posse and be even now on his way in 
autos or motor trucks to the Little Horse.

Stanwood was frowning over the time 
problem when Frenchley came in.

“Anson, it begins to look as if we were 
in for it barehanded.” he announced, 
calling Frenchley’s attention to the figures 
on the desk pad. “It’s pretty certain now 
that Pickett missed the passenger train and 
is coming on the freight— which means 
nine or ten o’clock to-night. If my time 
guesses work out as I've set them down 
here, we can expect Blatchford any time 
after half past four.”

“It looks that way,” the first assistant

returned soberly. "Our best hope is that 
Morton didn't find the needed phone 
within the hour you’ve allowed him. 
What’s your notion, if the worst hap­
pens ?”

“I ’m ashamed to say I haven’t got any, 
Anson. We have numbers enough to eat 
up any force that Blatchford is likely to 
bring in, but I ’m not going to put a lot 
of unarmed men up against an armed 
posse.”

“Brigham and Price both have Win­
chesters, and so have you and I. And 
there’ll be a scattering of pocket guns 
among the men.”

“Wait,” said the chief; “I’ve just 
thought of something else. That outfit 
across the river—every man of it is a 
walking arsenal. What do you say if 
we------ ”

“I get you," Frenchley cut in. “The 
four of us can go over there and stick 
’em up for their weapons. That’s the 
proper caper. W e’ll do it now. There 
goes the split-shift whistle, and Price and 
John will be coming in with the men. I ’ll 
go and round ’em tip while you’re assem­
bling the munitions."

“Good!” Stanwood approved; but as he 
got out of his chair a sound like the mur­
mur of distant gunfire was heard and he 
went to the door. “A car coming!” he 
exclaimed, and they both ran out.

I TP the river road an auto was racing 
u  at a forty-mile clip. The camp street 
was filling with the incoming day shift, and 
the men scattered to right and left to clear 
the way. In a twinkling the hard-driven 
machine tore into the street and was 
braked to a stand, with Pickett tumbling 
from it to pass out his collection of arms; 
a few repeating rifles, an armful of shot­
guns of various calibers, a dozen or so 
army Springfields reaved from the Copah 
pawnshops and a weird gathering of side 
arms.

“Get busy, quick!” he panted. “They’re 
right behind me— saw their cars chasing 
out of the Grass Valley road as I came 
over the divide. They’ll be here in about 
two jumps of a jack rabbit!”
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Brigham and Hartwell came up on a 
run, and Stanwood snapped out his orders. 
With many willing hands to take hold, a 
barrier of the sand-filled cement sacks 
was swiftly built across the road, the 
breastwork defenses were manned, and 
Hartwell with three of his electricians 
climbed the quarry hill to cover the flank 
and rear from the vantage of the higher 
ground,

TTHE hurried dispositions were barely 
A made before three touring cars, packed 

with armed men, came in sight in the 
road. Stanwood stood up behind the bar­
rier and fired a shot in the air. The cars 
were halted suddenly, so suddenly that 
the two in the rear collided dashingly.

The men swarmed out c f  them, and 
there was a little pause, as if for con­
ference. Then the burly sheriff walked 
up toward the breastwork, waving his 
handkerchief as a flag of truce. Stan­
wood showed himself behind the sand­
bags.

“Not too close, Blatchford,” he warned, 
as the sheriff came nearer. “Some of the 
boys may get nervous and shoot before I 
tell them to.”

Blatchford saw the gun barrels leveled 
over the sandbags and stopped.

“You’re in dead wrong, Stanwood!” he 
barked. “You know it as well as any­
body. You might as well come along 
peaceably, because we’re goin’ to get you, 
anyway. You ain’t got a leg to stand on. 
This plant’s in the hands o’ the court and 
you can’t buck the whole United States!”

Stanwood, with the safety of his loyal 
supporters in mind, was only too willing 
to avoid an armed encounter if it could 
be done.

“See here, Blatchford,” he argued; “I 
know where I stand, and what is at stake 
in this game, even better than you do. 
I am willing to go to trial on the charge 
upon -which I was arrested night before 
last if, within three days’ time, that charge 
is not withdrawn. But you can’t take me 
now ; and you can’t take possession of this 
camp and plant—not with that handful 
of men you’ve got back there in the road.”

Blatchford shifted his weight from one 
foot to the other, still with his eyes on 
the threatening gun barrels.

“I ain’t here to make no terms with 
you,” he rasped. “I got the judge’s order 
to put Mr. Morton in possession o’ this 
dump and to fetch you back to jail. That’s 
enough for me.”

“Three days’ grace is all I ask,” Stan­
wood temporized. “If you still want me 
at the end of that time, I ’ll come in and 
surrender.”

“I say it ain’t up to you to make 
terms!” was the irate rejoinder. “You’re 
a criminal before the law on three-four 
counts, and I'm summonin’ you to come 
along peaceable. If you don't, why, it’ll 
be the worse for you and every man 
you’ve got behind them sandbags a-helpin’ 
you defy the law! W e’re cornin’ in, and 
I warn you if there’s a shot fired at us, 
there’ll be blood on the moon!”

And with this ultimatum he turned and 
went back to his posse.

“W e’ll know now in a minute or so,” 
Stanwood predicted, crouching with 
Frenchley behind the road barrier. 
“Blatchford would back down if he could, 
but Morton won’t let him—can’t afford 
to let him, if the big steal is to go 
through.”

Notwithstanding Stanwood’s prediction, 
the attack did not materialize at once. 
There was quite a long delay and ap­
parently a lot of talk before the men of 
the posse began to scatter and take cover 
in the aspens on the river bank and the 
scrub pines on the opposite side of the 
road.

The sun had gone down behind the 
western range and the blue haze of twi­
light was beginning to fill the lower levels 
of the valley. Still meaning to avoid 
bloodshed if it w ere at all p ossib le , Stan­
wood passed a word to the defenders:

“Keep down and hold your fire. If they 
come too close, shoot over their heads. 
We don’t want to kill anybody if we can 
help it,” and the order went from man 
to man along the line.

In a few minutes there was a brisk ex­
change of shots near the river bank; then
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a desultory spattering on the hillside to 
the right of the road. The men behind 
the barrier could hear the sheriff urging 
his deputies to close in and cursing them 
because they hung back.

Just then the masthead lights came on 
in the camp and at the dam, where the 
split shift had gone to work quite as if 
nothing were happening, and the starting- 
up rattling of the concrete mixers broke in 
on the evening silence.

“We’ve got 'em guessing," Frenchley 
asserted. “There can’t be more than a 
couple of dozen of ’em, all told, and they 
know we outnumber ’em, ten to one. 
They’re bluffed.”

“For the present, yes,” Stanwood 
agreed, as dark figures began to regather 
about the three autos in the road. “I ’m 
wondering now if they’ve brought any 
provender along.”

“Not likely. But it isn't far to Orr- 
ville.”

In a few minutes camp fires began to 
blaze near the three cars, and by their 
light the watchers behind the barricade 
saw one of the machines backed and 
turned and driven away down the valley. 
“Going after the eats,” Frenchley prophe­
sied ; “eats, and probably more help.”

“Provisions in Orrville, but not more 
men,” Stanwood qualified. “The town is 
not in this county.”

“Sure! I forgot that. But Barker’s 
ranch is. Think they can swing in any 
reinforcements from the dude ranch?”

“No; Barker’s no scrapper; and Betty 
will see to it that the ranch hands are kept 
out of it. We can trust her for that.”

It was at this conjuncture that the 
camp cook’s dishwasher came crawling on 
hands and knees to the breastwork to say 
that the men’s mess was waiting, and 
Frenchley laughed.

“Get up on your feet and walk like a 
man, Tony,” he chuckled. “Your time 
to be shot hasn't come yet." And then 
the supper dispositions were made, with 
half of the men to stand guard while the 
other half ate.

Leaving Mori arty in command at the 
outpost, Stanwood and the first assistant

went back to the headquarters cabin. At 
the door Frenchley pointed to the dive on 
the opposite side of the river.

“I don’t see any reason why we should 
go on furnishing that outfit with lights,” 
he said. “That was Morton’s deal, and 
Morton isn’t boss any more.”

“Tell Brinker to cut ’em off,” Stan­
wood directed; and a little later the build­
ing on the opposite knoll went dark.

“Maybe the Mexican will take that as 
a notice to quit,” Frenchley offered; add­
ing: “We ought to have wrecked that 
place the night you were carried off. John 
and I wanted to head a bunch to go and 
do it, but Morton held us down.”

AT the supper table, where only Hartley 
was missing, Pickett told of his day’s 

adventures. There had been a dearth of 
weapons in the Copah hardware shops, 
and he had had to resort to the pawn 
places. He had caught the noon train by 
a hair’s breadth, with Major Briscoe hold­
ing it for him, but his auto had broken 
an ignition wire a mile or so out of Orr­
ville, and he had lost much time hunting 
for the trouble.

“Did the major want to know what we 
were going to do with the guns?” Stan­
wood asked.

“The major is a good scout. He merely 
winked an eye at me and asked no ques­
tions about the gun running. But he did 
say something that will interest you; he 
asked me when we’d be ready to shoot the 
juice into the wires. Then he said, ‘You 
tell Archer we’ll be ready when he is.’ ” 

“Does he know of the trouble we’ve 
been having?” Stanwood inquired.

Pickett grinned. “He never said a word 
to me. But this morning’s Copah Tribune 
had the whole business; front-page head­
lines an inch high—the shooting scrape, 
jail delivery and the receivership.”

“And still the major asked you when 
we’d be ready to deliver current to his 
railroad ?”

“He did—just that.”
Stanwood had a shrewd suspicion that 

Betty had been plotting with Major Bris­
coe and the railroad people, as well as with
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the New York lawyer, but he said noth­
ing.

After supper he and Brigham made a 
round of the defenses. The second relay 
of defenders was straggling out from the 
mess tent to the breastwork, the men light­
ing their pipes and joking over the 
sheriff's inadequate “bluff.'' Stanwood 
called Moriarty and gave the orders for 
the night. The men were to sleep in de­
tachments, with only enough of them on 
guard to give the alarm in case of a night 
attack.

‘‘Blatchford won’t try it in the dark," 
Brigham predicted, as they moved on. 
“In fact, I think he is already stumped. 
Reckon he'll call on the governor for the 
militia?”

“I don’t know’,” Stanwood demurred. 
“All we do know is that Morton will play 
the limit, and he has all the money in the 
world behind him. He knows his game 
is up if he can’t clap an extinguisher upon 
us and get hold of those records that he’s 
lost. His backers will hardly forgive him 
for leaving the books and files where they 
could be looted.”

“Still, he hadn’t the slightest reason for 
suspecting that he was taking a chance, 
with you locked up in jail and two of his 
own men here on guard. And that reminds 
me; have you seen anything of the old 
bookkeeper and the filing clerk?”

“No. I think they must have run away 
early this morning when they saw what 
had been done to their office; afraid of 
Morton, perhaps, or afraid we might hold 
them as accomplices or witnesses.”

When they came to the road they saw 
that the third auto had returned, and the 
camp fires wrere blazing again at the road­
side. Over on the knoll across the river 
candlelights w’ere appearing; and some 
member of Blatchford's posse, with a pine 
knot for a torch, was moving along the 
river bank, apparently searching for a 
place w’here the stream could be forded. 
While they looked, the torchbearer found 
his crossing, and presently they saw the 
flaring beacon ascending the knoll to the 
Lopez building.

“I thought Blatchford would do that,”

Stanwood remarked. “He is going to 
deputize Lopez and his gunmen. That 
will mean war to the knife, John. Those 
thugs won't care how manv of us they 
kill."

"If they do that, maybe we can do a 
little killing, as well,” Brigham put in 
quietly. Then: "I’ll take the first watch 
and you'd better turn in. There won’t 
be anything doing until morning, but if 
you’re needed, we’ll call you.”

CHAPTER XN.
MORTO.x’s  MESSENGER.

A S  John Brigham had prefigured, the 
night passed without alarms. At the 

shift-changing hour in the morning Stan­
wood made new dispositions of the work­
ing force.

Since the breastwork had been lightly 
manned during the night, most of the men 
off duty were available for the industrial 
drive on the dam and power house, and 
a second call for defense volunteers met 
with such a hearty response that there 
were not weapons enough with which to 
arm them all.

“You have made sure the men all un­
derstand what they may be letting them­
selves in for—putting up an armed re­
sistance to officers of the law?” Stanwood 
said to Frenchley as the new men were 
taking their places on the firing line.

“What they understand is that some­
body is trying to do us dirt, and that’s 
enough for them. They are perfectly hu­
man. They may go on the loose over 
there at the Lopez joint and make you 
think they don't care a hoot about you or 
the job, but when it comes to a show-down 
they'll fight for you at the drop of the 
hat.

“What is the Blatchford bunch doing 
this morning? It has moved back out of 
sight and range. I see.”

“I don’t know what’s doing. I’m going 
up on the hill .and try to get a line on 
things.”

“Better take your Winchester along,” 
Frenchley advised. But the young chief 
laughed and said there was no need, and
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presently went to climb the hill behind 
the headquarters cabin.

From the summit of the hill, which was 
a continuation of the quarry hogback, he 
was able to see well down the valley. The 
sheriff’s party had withdrawn around the 
first bend in the road. The autos were 
parked in a small clearing, and the men 
were cooking breakfast over a number of 
camp fires. Focusing his field glass ac­
curately, he identified Blatchford and 
Morton in one of the groups.

Readjusting the glass he turned it upon 
the tar-paper-covered building across the 
river, but the only sign of life there was 
a thin column of smoke ascending from 
the kitchen stovepipe. “Nobody but the 
chink cook up yet, I guess,’’ he muttered 
to himself; but a moment later, when a 
man came out to crank up the Mexican’s 
ramshackle auto, he changed his mind.

I EANING against a tree to steady his 
hand, Stanwood looked again. With 

the auto in action, the man who had 
climbed into it backed it to the door of the 
dance hall, and a number of women— 
Stanwood couldn’t determine how many— 
came out and got into the car, which was 
immediately driven away toward the lower 
ford of the Little Horse.

“Um,” said the watcher on the hilltop, 
“that means business. They’re taking their 
women away. All right: that gives us a 
free hand, too.”

When he focused the glass on the build­
ing again he saw, or thought he saw, the 
middle door of the three in the river-fac­
ing front 4open slightly. Before he could 
make sure that the dark line between the 
door and the jamb was not merely an op­
tical illusion, a faint putf of gray ob­
scured it, and a bullet from a high-pow­
ered rifle tore up the ground at his feet 
coincident with the sharp crack of the 
gun.

Though he was taken completely by 
surprise, Stanwood reacted almost auto­
matically. There was a' little clump of 
the dwarf pines a few yards below him 
on the camp-facing side of the hill, and 
before the sniper could fire again, he had

made a base-runner’s slide into the cover 
from which he could make his way un­
seen to the camp street. As he came down, 
Frenchley ran up with a squad of the 
armed workmen.

“Lord!” he gasped, as Stanwood came 
around the corner of the headquarters 
cabin, “I saw you fall, and I thought he 
got you! Are you hit ?”

“No; I was merely ducking to get out 
of range. It was a good line, but his 
sights were set too low.”

“That was a deliberate attempt to kill 
you—you, individually, Arch!” said the 
labor boss wrath fully. “You were in plain 
sight up there, and they recognized you. 
That shows the length to which these 
highbinders will g o !”

“Morton has a good bit at stake, if you 
stop to think of it, Anson,” was the quiet 
rejoinder. “There will be more of it be­
fore there is less. They are taking it 
easy down the road, and I imagine they 
are waiting for reenforcements. No 
doubt the auto that went to Orrville last 
night for provisions carried a wire call for 
a bigger posse.”

Frenchley nodded and said: “Mean­
while, we ought to clean out this nest 
across the river, don’t you think?”

“Yes. I told the Mexican three days 
ago that if he didn't clear out I’d push 
him out. Now, by George, I’m going to 
do it!”

“Shall I take a bunch of Moriarty’s men 
and rush the place?”

“No. They’d get some of us before we 
could reach them. I’ve a better notion 
than that. Come on up to the power 
house.”

YAN the riverside north of the power 
house stood the makeshift “giant,” the 

hydraulic contrivance by means of which 
the spoil from the big wheel pit had been 
cut down and washed into the river. 
Stanwood looked it over and swung it 
upon its ball-and-socket-joint swivel. “If 
you’ll go around and open the valve?” he 
said to Frenchley, and the big man slapped 
his thigh.

“Gad! Why didn’t we think of that be­
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fore? Can you handle it alone? It kicks 
like a mule.”

“I can handle it. When you get to the 
valve, open it quickly, so the pressure will 
come on with a slam.”

Frenchley disappeared around the cor­
ner of the power house, and Stanwood 
swung the big nozzle and sighted it. 
There was a gurgling in the pipe; the sec­
tion of stout hose stiffened and squirmed 
like a huge snake, and a two-inch stream 
as solid as a steel bar shot from the noz­
zle toward the flimsy structure across the 
river.

The first impact tore'off a section of 
the corrugated-metal roof, and as the noz­
zle was depressed, a window in the game 
room disappeared as if it had been a 
cobweb film, Instantly there was an 
exodus from the doomed building; men 
falling over each other as they rushed out 
only to be caught by the powerful jet and 
hurled headlong.

By this time the men on the stagings at 
the dam and those behind the breastwork 
saw what was going on and a shout was 
raised. Riding the directing lever of the 
movable water gun with all his weight, 
Stanwood played the stream remorselessly. 
First the tar paper and then the planking 
was ripped from the skeleton framing, 
and with the intervening side wall gone 
the furnishings of the game room, roulette 
wheel, tables and chairs became missiles 
to bombard what was left of the building, 
and the internal walls went down in creak- 
ings and crashings.

IN  a very few minutes the destruction
was complete and there was nothing but 

a splintered and twisted timber wreck to 
mark the site of the dive. Not content 
with this, Stanwood deflected the roaring 
jet still lower. Piece hy piece the wreck 
was dismembered and blown into space 
until finally the besom of destruction was 
tearing up the soil of the little hilltop and 
sending a cataract of mud to follow the 
wreckage.

Brigham came down from the dam stag­
ings as Stanwood was shouting to French­
ley to shut the water off.

“Bill for damages there, if the Mexi­
can wants to go to law about it, what?” 
said the concrete specialist, grinning.

“Hardly, John. Just before I went 
over there on the night Riley was beaten 
up I took a compass sight on that place 
from the door of the headquarters. Lo­
pez wasn’t careful enough about his boun­
dary lines when he built that shack. It 
didn’t stand on theboid Spanish grant; it 
was fifty feet or so. over on our land.

“He was duly warned off, and I had a 
perfect right to wreck the trespassing 
building if I wanted to. I told Manuel 
I ’d push him if he didn’t go of his own 
accord, and I think he can consider him­
self pushed, don’t you?”

At this, Frenchley came around to view 
the results of his valve opening.

“Well," he said, “whatever else may 
happen, there won’t be any more sniping 
from that gun nest.” Then: “But there’s 
another side to it, Arch. If that Mexican 
lives long enough he'll kill you for this.” 

“Not if I see him first,” said the young 
chief, with a bleak look in the good gray 
eyes; whereupon he climbed to the top 
of the outlook hill again with his glass 
and was in time to see the evicted gun­
men straggle into the sheriff’s camp. 
There was some little excitement to fol­
low, but no move was made.

Convinced, now, that Blatchford was 
waiting for reenforcements, he focused 
the glass on the distant divide. Shortly 
after he did so, three motor-driven ve­
hicles topped the rise. They were trucks 
and were filled with men. Stanwood 
waited until the halt was made at the 
camp by the roadside before going down 
the hill to give the alarm.

“W ell get it now,” he told the mem­
bers of his staff. “Frenchley, you and 
John walk the lines and tell the men what 
to expect. We must bluff again and not 
let it come to killing. Every man in that 
crowd wears the brand of the law, and 
the courts will call it first-degree murder 
if a single one of them gets bumped off.

“Tell our fellows to shoot high, and for 
Heaven’s sake not to get rattled. Pick­
ett, take my glass and skip to the top of
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the hill. Signal to us when you see them 
coming!”

Followed a prolonged interval of sus­
pense that was worse than a battle actual. 
From his post in the camp street Stan- 
wood could see Pickett on the hilltop; but 
the draftsman with the glass at his eyes 
made no sign.

Slowly the minutes dragged on—ten, 
twenty, thirty of thqfn, and still Pickett 
stood motionless. Unable to contain him­
self longer, Stanwood went up to join the 
watcher on the hill.

“What’s doing, George?” he demanded.
“Queer, but there isn’t anything do­

ing. Just after I came up here, two men 
climbed into one of the autos and drove 
away over the divide. Since then the big 
bunch has been taking it easy, smoking 
and doing nothing, so far as I can see.”

Stanwood took the glass and looked for 
himself. Blatchford’s posse had been a 
good deal more than doubled in numbers; 

ibut, as Pickett had said, the men were 
■lounging about and doing nothing. Once 
more the sheriff was waiting; but for what, 
this time?

It was a full hour later when Stanwood 
left Pickett to maintain the lookout, and 

.went down to report to Brigham, French- 
ley and Hartwell.

“They are holding off again, and I can’t 
imagine what for,” he said. “Blatchford 
must have fully sixty men, now that this 
new crowd has come in. Still, they are 
just sitting around, smoking and playing 

, cards. Pickett says two of them drove 
away in an auto just after he went up, 
and they haven’t come back yet.”

There was nothing to do but to await 
the event, whatever it might be; and it 
proved to be a long-drawn-out interval of 
suspense, with Pickett patiently keeping 
watch on the hilltop, from w hence he cam e  
down every hour or so to report that still 
nothing was happening.

A LONG late in the afternoon  Stanwood 
called Frenchley, saying: "Betty told 

me yesterday that Badger could throw 
some light on the murder that I'm sup­
posed to have committed, if he could be

induced to talk and tell the truth. I'm 
going to put him on the rack, and I want 
you for a witness.” Together they went 
to the tool house where the stenographer 
was locked up.

They found the young man with the wet- 
seal hair wave a comparatively easy sub­
ject. Some thirty-odd hours of close con­
finement, with no knowledge of what was 
going on or what fate was awaiting him, 
had broken what little nerve he possessed, 
and a few terrifying threats finished him.

Frenchley whipped out his engineer’s 
notebook and took down the tacts as 
Badger blurted them out in answer to 
Stanwood’s questions. Yes, he had been 
ordered to shadow Stanwood, and he had 
had to do it or lose his job. Yes—again 
—he had followed his questioner across 
the footbridge and into the game room 
on the night of the shooting; Mr. Morton 
had ordered him to.

“Go on,” said Stanwood, “tell us the 
rest of it.”

“I—I was trying to get out of the way 
when the shooting began. I was too scared 
to see straight. I don’t know who killed 
the fellow that was shot, but I know you 
didn’t.”

“How do you know that ?”
“They took your pistol away from you 

when the two deputies jumped in.”
“All right; so they did. Go on.”
“After you were taken away they looked 

at the pistol and found it hadn’t been 
fired. Then one of them said, ‘They’ll be 
back after this gat in a minute,’ and with 
that he shot it off, just once; I suppose so 
there'd be an empty shell in it when the 
deputy came back for it—as he did in a 
few minutes.”

“Ah!” said Stanwood, and the exclama­
tion was a huge sigh of relief. Then: 
“You told your boss, Morton, about this?”

“ Y e s .”
“What did he say?”
“Pie told me to keep my mouth shut; 

that if I didn’t, he’d ditch me and I ’d 
never get another job as long as I lived.”

“One more cpiestion: who got you this 
job with Morton?”

“Mr. Jackson Underhill.”
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“AH right. That’s all."
Frenchley thrust the notebook and pen 

at the captive. “Sign your name, right 
there,” he commanded, and Badger obeyed.

“That’s that,” said Stanwood. with an­
other deep sigh of relief, as they went out 
and locked Badger in again. “Now if 
Blatchford will only hold off until Betty's 
lawyer can get here------”

’T 'H E  interruption was thrust in by one 
of Moriarty’s men who came running 

up from the road barrier. “Th- little led- 
d ie!” he panted; “she’s down beyant in 
th’ road and wants to see ye, Misther 
Stanwood!”

“Miss Lancaster?” Stanwood gasped 
and set off at a run. It was Betty her­
self, alone in her gray car which she had 
driven up to within a few yards of the 
sandbags. He sprang over the barrier and 
went to her.

“What on top of earth!” he demanded; 
but she patted the seat beside her and said, 
“Come up here; I want to talk to you.”

He climbed in quickly, asking how 
Blatchford had let her get past him.

“He had his orders,” she replied coolly: 
then: “Listen: Mr. Morton has been
hunting for me ever so long. They 
couldn’t tell him at Barker's where I had 
gone, and he has been driving all over the 
place looking for me. He found me at 
last in Orrville, where I've been all day 
worrying the telegraph people to try and 
find Mr. Prendergast for me. I’ve lost 
him.”

“What did Morton want with you?”
“You’ll laugh when I tell you—or at 

least I hope you will. He told me all the 
frightful, horrible things that are going to 
happen to you if you don’t surrender your­
self and the camp and the plant, and he 
seemed to think I was the one person who 
could persuade you to be reasonable if I 
should try. Of course I told him I’d try. 
I wanted to come, anyway.”

“Have you come to tell me to surren­
der?”

“Do I look like it?” she retorted, with 
the adorable little grimace. “The truth of 
the matter is that this Blatchford person

is afraid to fight. Mr. Morton is going 
to drive him to it, sooner or later, but the 
sheriff man is putting it off just as long 
as he can. He has telegraphed the gov­
ernor, asking for soldiers.”

“He won’t get them; not if I know any­
thing about Governor Thompson."

"Let us hope not. But now let me tell 
you my troubles. I can’t find Daddy 
Prendergast. He wired me yesterday 
morning from Pittsburgh, and that's the 
last I ’ve heard from him.”

Stanwood passed the westbound train 
schedules in mental review. “He ought to 
be somewhere this side of Omaha, by this 
time,” he offered.

“I know. But I ’ve wired to every train, 
and he isn’t on any of them.”

For a time they talked over the situa­
tion as it had developed; this and the mys­
terious disappearance of the old lawyer. 
Then Stanwood told her of Badger’s con­
fession.

“I ’m so glad I made a spy out of A lliel” 
she gurgled. “And you didn’t have to tie 
Charlie Badger up by the thumbs?”

“Oh, no; I didn’t do anything but gnash 
my teeth at him. But see here; it’s com­
ing on to dark and you must get back 
to Barker's. What are you going to tell 
Morton ?"

C H E  laughed hardily. “I’ll fool him if 
I can; tell him you must have a little 

more time to think about it. It’s just any­
thing for delay, isn't it?”

“You won’t fool him for a minute,” he 
predicted. "Our best hope is in Blatch- 
ford’s lack of nerve. He has men enough 
now to come and get us if he only had 
the sand to order them in. He is just a 
plain coward. If he had any sense at 
ail, he’d know that it’s got to be a blood­
less battle on our side."

"Why has it?" she asked, with a wom­
an's complete and lofty disregard of con­
sequences.

“Because every man in that posse repre­
sents the law of the land, and if we should 
kill one of them we’d pay the penalty, no 
matter how just our cause is. We bluffed 
them last evening with a show of force,
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and we may be able to do it again— or we 
may not.”

“It is Mr. Prendergast's disappearance 
that is worrying me,” she put in. “I can’t 
imagine what has become of him.”

“I’m afraid we are due to lose out if he 
doesn’t show up pretty soon,” he asserted 
soberly. “As I have said, we can only put 
up a fight Chinese fashion—make a lot 
of noise and try to scare ’em o ff; it’s got 
to be that way on account of my men.

“I won’t put a man of my force in 
jeopardy of his life on the gallows if I can 
help it. And if Morton gets in, that will 
settle it. H e’ll find those records of his, 
if he has to take every building in the 
camp apart to do it.”

“What have you done with the rec­
ords?”

“They are in my trunk under the map­
ping-room floor.”

“Hadn’t you better bring them here and 
hade them in the boot of my car? There’s 
lots of room to stow them under the ton­
neau seat.”

“Not that! I ’d about as soon give you 
a  dynamite bomb with the fuse lighted.
ft would------ ” he broke off abruptly and
leaned forward to listen: “What’s that 
noise? They’re coming!"

“W ait!” she interposed, with a hand 
on his arm; then: “It isn't the autos—  
it’s— it’s an airplane!”

By this time the nature of the vibratory 
drumming in the air was unmistakable; 
it was the steady beat of an airplane mo­
tor. They both got out of the car to 
look upward, but in the dusk that was 
now filling the valley they could see noth­
ing.

Though the echoes from the surrounding 
heights were baffling, Stanwood thought 
he could' trace the course of the passing 
plane from east to west. The machine 
evidently was flying high to clear the sum­
mits of the Junipers; the humming sound 
rose to a buzzing crescendo, then faded 
out and was lost.

“It is probably one of the mail planes 
off its course,” Stanwood guessed. Then, 
speaking again to the need of the moment: 
“You must go, Betty. If Blatchford

should take advantage of your being here 
and rush us------”

She nodded and slipped into her place, 
leaning out to give him a final encourag­
ing word.

“Buck up hard, Archer, dear. W e’ll 
never say die till we’re dead. And I ’ll do 
my best to buy you a little more delay 
from Mr. Morton.”

She cut the car to turn it in the road, 
and neither she nor Stanwood saw a dark 
figure that sprang aside in the shadow of 
the trees to avoid being run down by the 
backing car. When she drove away, and 
Stanwood climbed back over the sandbag 
barrier, the figure of the eavesdropper 
melted into the shadows and disappeared 
in the direction of the sheriff’s camp.

CHAPTER XXI.
FULFILLMENT.

DACIv in his office, Stanwood told 
u  Frenchley and Hartwell why Betty had 
come, and Frenchley nodded, saying: 
“You can see how the thing shapes up. 
Morton is hamstrung by Blatchford’s lack 
of nerve.”

“Morton will push him to it eventu­
ally,” was Stanwood’s prediction. “H e’s 
got to recover his records, or destroy 
them. And I haven’t any idea that Betty 
will be able to persuade him to hold off.”

“Well, here’s hoping that Miss Betty’s 
lawyer will turn up before it’s everlast­
ingly too late, and that he’s bringing the 
big stick along with him,” Frenchley put 
in. “It’s running in the back part of my 
head that our time is short.

“I have a notion that Blatchford will 
try to sneak us to-night. It wouldn’t be 
hard to do. Our men are not soldiers. 
We must keep a sharp lookout. Price and 
I will divide up on the line between the 
road and the river if you and Pickett will 
keep cases on this side.”

Following Frenchley’s prudent sugges­
tion the four members of the staff sepa­
rated to begin a watchful vigil, patrolling 
the defense line and keeping in touch with 
the men lying behind the sandbags. Stan­
wood’s beat was between the road and the
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hill, and Pickett’s was around the base 
of the hill to the right.

Hour after hour passed and there was 
no alarm. At half past nine the men of 
the night shift turned out of the bunk 
shanties to crowd the mess tent, and at 
ten the camp street filled with the men of 
the off shift coming in and those of the 
night shift going to work.

At the sound of the whistle Stanwood 
left his sentry beat to call for volunteers 
to relieve Jhe guard line. In a short time 
the confusion of shift changing had sub­
sided, the guard line was reestablished and 
the camp street was cleared. As the 
young engineer went to resume his patroll­
ing he met Pickett coming in with a pris­
oner.

“A couple of the men caught this fel­
low trying to make a get-away through 
the lines,” the athletic draftsman reported 
tersely. “I don’t know who he is.”

Stanwood turned the captive to face 
the light. • ‘‘Come clean!” he snapped. 
“Who are you, and what are you doing 
in this camp ?”

The man made no reply. Instead, with 
the quick twist of a trained wrestler he 
tripped Pickett, leaped the sandbag bar­
ricade and ran, zigzagging, down the road.

“Don’t shoot!” Stanwood called out, as 
two or three of his men leveled their guns 
over the barrier, and the words were 
scarcely spoken before Pickett, scrambling 
to his feet, let out a yell: “Fire!—the 
camp’s afire! It’s the headquarters cabin!”

pO R T U N A T E L Y , the men of the off 
shift were still eating their quitting- 

time meal, and at the shouted alarm they 
turned out tumultuously, a bucket line to 
the near-by river was quickly formed, and 
the blaze which had started at the back 
of the office cabin was soon quenched.

The fire was plainly incendiary. A  pile 
of gasoline-saturated pine brush had been 
heaped against the cabin, doubtless by the 
man who had just made his escape. To 
Frenchley, who had organized the bucket 
brigade, Stanwood said:

“No question about what that was 
meant to do, Anson. Burned records are

6A—POP.

like dead men—they tell no tales. As 
Betty was leaving, she asked me what we 
had done with the evidence and I told 
her. Somebody was listening and carried 
the word to Morton.”

“Shall we move the stuff to some safer 
place?”

“No; it is as safe here as it is anywhere. 
If you’ll look after the patrolling, I ’ll take 
time off and camp in the office. I’d like 
to get a shot at the next bird who tries the 
fire-bug act.”

Suiting the action to the word he went 
around to the door and let himself into 
the smoke-staled atmosphere of the in­
terior. turning the lights off and seating 
himself with his rifle between his knees. 
Notwithstanding Betty’s cheerful opti­
mism he had a depressing conviction that 
he was fighting a losing battle. But for 
Blatchford’s cowardice the reprieve, which 
had now extended over a day and a night, 
would never have been gained.

Only too clearly the young chief saw the 
final catastrophe closing in. The sheriff 
must make a move shortly; Morton would 
drive him to it. And with Morton in 
secure legal possession of the Little Horse 
project, the rest would be merely routine. 
Once intrenched in the receivership, and 
with the damning evidence against him 
and his principals recaptured or de­
stroyed, the emissary of the all-powerful 
trust could snap his fingers at the world.

It was in this dark hour that Stanwood 
realized how little there was to be hoped 
for in the New York lawyer’s coming— 
if he should come after the fact. With 
the loss of the incriminating records there 
would be nothing upon which to base a 
suit at law for recovery; nothing with 
which to convince Judge Bradley that it 
was his duty to rescind the receivership 
order. “Seize and hold,” Prendergast 
had said in his telegram to Betty: the seiz­
ing had been done, but the holding was 
about to fail.

Y \7EA R ILY  the hours dragged along.
From time to time Frenchley or 

Hartwell or Pickett came in to report all 
quiet on the defense line, but there were
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no other interruptions to the silent vigil. 
It was along toward morning, and the hot­
eyed watcher in the darkened mapping- 
room office was still wallowing in the ditch 
of dejection, when the sense that is name­
less warned him that some one had noise­
lessly entered the door at his left and 
behind him.

D E F O R E  he could turn his head a grat- 
U  ing voice said, “Don’t yuh  move, damn 
yuh! I ’ve got yuh covered!’’

“Well ?’’ said Stanwood. resisting by a 
mighty effort the impulse to commit swift 
suicide by springing up to face the in­
truder.

“I ’m the pal o’ th" man yuh killed over 
in Manuel’s joint t’other night," the grat­
ing voice went on. “By rights I’d ort to 
plug yuh right where you’re a-settin’. but 
that’ll keep f’r another day. I ’ve brung 
yuh a letter from yer gal. Set still an’ 
right where you’re at till yuh count ten, 
and then yuh can read what-all she’s writ.”

It was again only by the supremest ef­
fort that he forced himself to obey. When 
he spun around at last and snapped the 
lights on. the intruder had vanished as 
noiselessly as he had come, and the letter, 
written in pencil on a piece of wrapping 
paper, lay on the desk beside him. He 
caught it up and read it with the blood 
pounding in his veins:

D ear A r c h e r : I’m writing this because a
man is standing over me with a pistol and threat­
ening to—well, no matter what he is threaten­
ing to do if I keep on refusing. The sheriff 
wouldn’t let me go back to Barker's after I left 
you. He said he’d hold me as an accomplice of 
yours, and would send me under guard to Grass 
Valley. He put a man with me in my car to 
drive, but after we got into the Basin we were 
stopped and three men held up the guard and 
took me out of the car. I'm somewhere off in the 
woods now. and it is the horrible Mexican’s 
men who have brought me here. They are furi­
ous because you drove them out and made them 
lose everything. They say I ’m to tell you that 
you know what they’ll do to me it you don’t 
do what Air. Morton wants you to. They've 
been trying and threatening for hours to make 
me write this, and I’m only doing ii now to tell 
j-ou that you mustn't mind me. I'll stay game to 
the last. You k n o w  I will. B etty .

For a staggering moment Stanwood 
thought he was going mad. When some 
measure of self-control returned he read 
the letter again, hoping against hope to 
find it a cruelly clever forgery concocted, 
perhaps, by Morton himself.

But there was no mistaking Betty’s 
handwriting, and he sank hack with a 
groan. He was utterly helpless and he 
knew it. Even if he should turn the 
entire camp force out to search there was 
not one chance in a million that Betty 
could he found and rescued.

In a blinding series of mental pictures 
he saw what had been done. Manuel Lo­
pez, furious for revenge, had whispered to 
Morton that if he were paid for it he 
could bring him— Stanwood— to terms, 
doubtless without explaining the method. 
There had been a word to a trio of his 
gangsters and the thing was done.

For an agonizing minute or so he sat 
staring at the opposite wall with unseeing 
eyes. Then he roused himself with an 
effort that seemed to snap something in 
his brain.

T 'H E R E  was only one thing to be done, 
and even that might be too late: he 

must tell his loyal confederates that the 
fight was lost, and hasten out to the 
sheriff’s camp to surrender himself, show­
ing Morton Betty’s pitiful letter and beg­
ging him to intervene quickly.

The decision reached, he got out of 
his chair stiffly, as if the experience of the 
past few minutes had made him an old 
man. As lie turned toward the door he 
heard a little choking gasp, and the next 
instant Betty, herself, stood framed in the 
doorway, hatless, pale as a ghost, her short 
hair flying, her eyes staring as if they had 
looked upon things unutterable, her lips 
twisted like those of a hurt child trying to 
choke back the tears. The next moment 
she was in his arms, her face buried in 
his working coat, sobbing as if her heart 
would break.

"You mum-mustn’t mind,” she stam­
mered, when speech came; “thu-this is 
just the woman of it, Archer, dear. I ’ll 
be all right in a minute.”
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He comforted her as he could, though 
his blood was boiling.

“Tell me when you can,” he urged. 
“I’ve had your letter only a few minutes. 
How did you get away?”

“The two men who were left with me 
were drinking. I saw a light in the sky 
and I was sure it must be from the elec­
trics here. I had seen which way the man 
who was carrying my letter had gone, and 
I thought it couldn’t be very far.

“So I watched for my chance, and when 
it came I jumped up and ran. They chased 
me, yelling like fiends, but—but I guess 
they'd been drinking too much, for pretty 
soon they lost me in the dark. Then I 
just ran and ran!”

Stanwood’s eyes were hot. “Somebody 
is going to pay might}'- bitterly for this!” 
he promised.

Then the thought of her superb cour­
age swept away all other thoughts. “You 
are just about the bravest thing that ever 
lived, Betty, but your letter nearly killed 
me. Wait------” He ran across the pas­
sage and came back with a lounging chair 
made out of a cut-down flour barrel and 
padded with wolf skins. “Curl up in this 
and get a little rest, if you can, sweetheart. 
You must be nearly dead after what 
you’ve been through to-night.

“I’ll have to leave you and make ready 
for what’s coming to us. The news of 
your escape has probably reached Lopez 
by this time, and when he tells Morton 
that his plan to bring me to book has failed 
there’ll------ ”

Before he could finish the sentence a 
spiteful gunfire crackled upon the early- 
morning stillness and Hartwell came in on 
the run.

“They’re coming!” he shouted; then, as 
he saw the little figure curled up in the 
barrel chair: “Good heavens. Miss Betty 
—how did you get here?”
. “That part of the story will keep,” Stan- 

wood snapped. “Come on !”

Y I/H E N  they reached the outlying breast­
work there seemed to be a battle 

royal in progress. The sharp crack of 
rifles was mingling with the roar of shot­

guns; but, so far as they could learn, it 
seemed to be all noise, as yet.

Stanwood sheltered himself behind the 
barrier and tried to penetrate the darkness 
beyond the radius of light thrown by the 
nearest masthead electric. He could see 
no sign of the attackers; not even the 
flashes from their guns.

“Whereabout are they?” he asked of 
Hartwell, crouching beside him.

“Search me.” returned the Georgian. 
“From the racket you’d think they were 
right at us. But I haven't seen a man of 
them yet.”

“It's a feint—a sham to cover up some­
thing else!” Stanwood barked out. "Take 
a bunch of Moriarty’s men and flank the 
hill. That may be the place where the 
real thing will break! Hurry!”

Hartwell gathered a squad, ran with it 
to the camp, deployed it and began the 
ascent of the quarry hill. But, swiftly as 
the covering was made, it was too late. 
Halfway up the slope the climbing squad 
heard the quick spatting of revolver shots, 
and, facing about, saw a bunch of men 
running down the camp street, firing right 
and left as they came; saw the men of the 
off shift, who had turned out of their hunk 
shanties at the noise of the firing, scatter­
ing like sheep in all directions ; saw incen­
diary fires springing up here and there 
among the buildings nearest the power 
house.

Instantly Hartwell remembered the 
young woman left alone in the headquar­
ters cabin, shouted to his men and led a 
frantic race down the hill to the rescue.

It was Frenchley who gave the new 
alarm at the breastwork, where Stanwood 
was still trying to locate the enemy in 
front.

"They're in behind us!” yelled the labor 
boss, and Stanwood waited to hear no 
more. But by the time he reached the 
scene of the surprise attack, Hartwell and 
his men, taking cover as they could, had, 
driven the attackers to shelter in Morton'- 
deserted office building, and the scattered 
workmen were putting out the fires. Stan- 
wood's firs! care was for Betty as lie 
dashed into the mapping room.



84 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

“It’s the Lopez gang,” she told him 
quite calmly. “I saw them, you know. 
See the window? They shot through it.”

“At you?” he raged.
“I guess maybe they thought it was 

you. I was chilly, and I put your coat 
on over mine.”

“You are sure you recognized Lopez?”
“I did. I saw him and the three men 

who took me out of my car. They were 
under the electric light out there. And 
there were three more besides.”

The reason for the sham battle at the 
barricade was sufficiently clear. The fusil­
lade was merely a diversion to enable Lo­
pez and his gunmen to steal in from the 
rear and stampede the defenders. By 
this means the Mexican had hoped to 
make his bargain with Morton hold good.

Stanwood moved the barrel chair out of 
range of the window. “You are safe 
here behind these log walls if you don’t 
show yourself at the window,” he said. 
“Hartwell tells me they have only their 
six-guns.”

“What will you do to them, Archer?” 
she asked.

“I ’m going to give them a chance to 
come out with their hands up. If they 
don’t take it— well, they’d better.”

I J E  had taken his handkerchief from his 
1 1 pocket to wave for a truce signal and 
was on his way to the door. But before 
he could' step out her arms were around 
him.

“No, no!” she pleaded. “They’ll kill 
you! Look!— Oh, God!”

The gunmen were still firing through 
the barred windows of the building oppo­
site, and as Stanwood wheeled he saw one 
of his foremen who was trying to reach 
the headquarters cabin, spin around and 
drop in his tracks. Stanwood broke away, 
dashed out, and in a rain of bullets from 
the barred windows dragged the wounded 
man to safety. Not quite scatheless, how­
ever, for one of the flying bullets had 
found him and the blood was running 
down his face from a scalp wound. Betty 
shrieked when she saw his bloodstained 
face.

“Never mind me!” he panted. “Do 
what you can for Kendall.” He whipped 
out again and found Hartwell. “You saw 
what they did to Kendall!” he rasped, wip­
ing the blood out of his eyes. “Open fire 
on that building and keep it up until 
they stop their damned murdering! It’ll 
be a good riddance if you kill every man 
in that shack!”

'T H A T , indeed, came near feeing the grim 
1 outcome. With the desperate reck­

lessness of their kind, the besieged gun­
men prolonged the fight into the graying 
dawn, and the spat of the revolvers and 
the answering cracks of the rifles of Hart­
well's men kept up after the gunfire 
clamor at the breastwork had dwindled 
and ceased.

Stanwood left the siege to Hartwell, 
and, after washing and dressing his own 
wound, with Brigham and Betty to help, 
strove to save the life of the foreman who 
had been shot down in the camp street; 
but it could not be done. Just as the sun 
was reddening the crests of the western 
mountains the poor fellow died, with 
Betty, white lipped and pale, holding his 
head on her knee as he lay on the floor 
of the mapping room.

“What a night!—heavens, what a 
night!” she gasped, as Stanwood lifted her 
to her feet. Then Hartwell came in to 
say that his men had at last broken into 
the building across the street; and, in an­
swer to Stanwood’s urgent unspoken ques­
tion :

“Yes, they were game to the finish; 
we'll have to say that much for them. 
Manuel and three of his sure shots have 
passed out, and the other three are not 
much better off. Frenchley’s looking after 
the wounded ones.”

Stanwood drew Betty to the door. It 
was. the shift-changing hour again, and 
the gang foremen were trying to bring 
some sort of order out of the confusion 
into which the working force had been 
thrown by the night of battle. While 
they stood on the step the drumming mur­
mur of an airplane motor came faintly 
from the upper air.
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"PRA T plane again!” said Betty; and 
by searching the sky they found it, 

an insect dot against the blue momently 
growing larger as it swept down from 
the west toward the valley.

In another minute the plane was cir­
cling over the camp, still at a considerable 
altitude. “I t ’s spiraling down!” Betty de­
clared. “What does that mean?

Stanwood shook his head. “We’ll know 
in a few seconds. You’d say the pilot is 
looking for a safe landing field.”

Evidently that was precisely what the 
pilot of the plane was doing, for in its 
final sweep over the valley head the ship 
disappeared behind the wooded knolls in 
the valley to the eastward and the drum­
ming of the motor ceased. Just then 
Frenchley came up from the breastwork 
where he had been posting a new shift of 
defenders.

“See that plane ?” he asked; and when 
Stanwood made the sign of assent: “I 
suppose that means more trouble.” Then 
to Betty: “This has been a pretty hor­
rible experience for you. I guess, Miss 
Betty.”

“No worse for me than for everybody 
else.”

Frenchley looked across to where some 
of the men were carrying the dead raiders 
out of Morton’s bullet-riddled office and 
quickly stepped aside to come between 
Betty and the gruesome sight.

“Cookee’s got the mess breakfast ready 
in the eating shack, Archer,” he said hast­
ily. “Better take Miss Betty down and 
give her a cup of hot coffee,” and Stan­
wood took the hint, walking his compan­
ion quickly away from the scene of the 
late tragedies. It was the big labor boss 
who kept the other members of the staff 
away from the mess shack while the chief 
and his charge ate their silent meal. At 
its close Betty looked up with her lip 
quivering.

“Is the worst over now, Archer?” she 
asked tremulously.

“I don’t know, dear,” he said gently. 
“But whether it is or isn’t, we must con­
trive some way to get you out of this 
and back to Barker’s. I ’d have given ten

years of my life, Betty, to have saved 
you what you’ve been through in the past 
few hours.”

“It is like a bad dream, but it is over 
and done with, now.”

Hoping that Hartwell, Frenchley and 
Brigham had had time to remove the dead 
and wounded, Stanwood got up to take 
her back to the headquarters cabin. At 
the door of the mess shanty he paused 
to look up and down the camp street. 
Walking up the road from the barricade, 
with Tim Moriarty, gun in hand, trailing 
him suspiciously, came a tall, spare man 
in a flapping frock coat and with a silk 
hat of a long-obsolete vintage set well 
back on his head. Betty took one look; 
then, with a gasped out, “I t’s Daddy Pren- 
dergast!” she flew down the road to meet 
the stalking figure.

|T  was tw'o hours later, and the old law­
yer had breakfasted and had finished 

going through the Morton records ex­
humed for his benefit, with Stanwood ex­
plaining as the investigation proceeded, 
and Betty, sitting chin in hand, listening 
avidly.

“Well,” said the shrewd-faced old man 
stroking his chin reflectively, “in the lan­
guage of the streets, Lady Luck is with 
us. We needed some pretty stout back­
ing to justify the—ah—extra-legal things 
we have been obliged to do, and I think 
we have it all here—all we shall need and 
maybe more.

“ Now I suppose you two younglings 
would like to know the ins and outs and 
whys and wherefores, and—but first, Mr. 
Stanwood, do you happen to have an extra 
tobacco pipe anywhere about your dig­
gings ?”

Stanwood quickly found a pipe, tobacco 
and matches; and after he had first, with 
old-fashioned courtesy, asked Betty’s 
leave, the old attorney lighted up and 
began.

“Your telegram and letter, Betty, child, 
were what started the conflagration. A 
very little prying and spying on my part 
developed the fact that the power trust, 
or syndicate, or whatever it calls itself,
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was working through your trustees, and, 
to some extent, with their connivance.

“With the power of attorney you sent 
me I was able to make the trustees believe 
that there would be a hereafter for them 
if they should dispose of the stocks and 
bonds of the Shoestring Company stand­
ing in your name; so that door was closed 
and locked, temporarily, at least.

“Next, there was the situation out here; 
a situation that had to be handled, as you 
might say, without gloves. I took it for 
granted that Morton was keeping a record 
of his transactions; hence my telegram 
advising the seizure. In the Chicago pa­
pers picked up as I passed through, I saw 
a news item stating that Shoestring Lim­
ited had gone into the hands of a re­
ceiver, and that the receiver’s name was 
Morton.

“This meant that there was need for 
haste, so I chartered an airplane at Omaha 
— and had an experience that I wouldn’t 
have missed for a fortune, and wouldn’t 
go through again for another fortune.

“Knowing that my first business was 
with the court, I told my pilot to fly to 
this Grass Valley place, which we reached 
last evening, and where I had the ex­
tremely good fortune to meet your cor­
poration counsel, Mr. Robert Calloway. 
Together we bearded the majesty of the 
law in the person of Judge Bradley, and 
after a good bit of argument, succeeded in 
convincing him that a gross miscarriage 
of justice had taken place.

“In your name, Betty, child, and with 
Mr. Langford’s assistance,- we made a 
heavy bond to be forfeited in case we 
should fail to produce our evidence; and 
that done, the judge issued a court order 
suspending the receivership, with a notice 
to the sheriff to that effect—which order 
and notice he intrusted to me to deliver.

“I had no trouble with the sheriff. He 
seemed glad enough to wash his hands of 
the whole affair upon my assurance that 
you would go to Grass Valley and surren­
der yourself in the matter of the shooting 
affray in the dance-hall place. You will 
do that, of course?”

“Very willingly: now that I have a

witness under lock and key who will tes­
tify that I didn't shoot anybody.”

“You have? That is excellent—most 
excellent. I was afraid we might have 
more or less trouble about that; How did 
you find your witness ?”

“Ask Betty,” said Stanwood, with a 
short laugh. “She has been the goddess 
in the machine from the beginning. You 
say you had no trouble with Sheriff 
Blatchford; how about Morton?”

“Uni—ah,” said the shrewd one, “Mr. 
Morton’s position was a trifle difficult, 
don’t you see? I f  there had been a mis­
carriage of justice, as we claimed, he was, 
of course, the guilty miscarrier.

“I must admit that I—how is it you 
say?—took a long shot and swore out a 
warrant for Mr. Morton, charging him 
with all the crimes I could think of on the 
spur of the moment; and just now I trust 
he is on his way to Grass Valley with the 
sheriff’s party, under arrest.”

Betty clapped her hands.
“Daddy Prendergast, you are our good 

angel— nothing less!” she exclaimed. “But 
tell us; just where do we stand, now that 
it is all over?"

"Since the stock and bonds have been 
issued to your trustees in your name, and 
the trustees have been restrained from 
disposing of them without your consent, 
you are the owner, in fee simple, of Shoe­
string Limited, subject, of course, to the 
claims .of what few other stockholders 
there may be. It is your money that has 
built the industry, and you own it.” Then, 
with a shrewd look aside at Stanwood: 
“I hope you haven’t made a bad bargain, 
my dear.”

“Which bargain do you mean?” she shot 
back.

“Suppose we say both.”
She pointed at Stanwood. “Does he 

look like a bad bargain, daddy?—even 
with his head bandaged up the way it is 
now? It is Archer who has made the bad 
bargain; he has to wait four years for his 
pay, and by that time I'll be old and all 
wrinkled—mayl ie.”

The shrewd smile crinkled at the cor­
ners of the old lawyer’s eyes.
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“I ’ve been keeping—ah—one bit of 
news for the last,” he said, with a little 
chuckling laugh. “As I have said, there 
was more than a suspicion that your trus­
tees were consenting, at least by their si­
lence, to the plans of these people who 
would have robbed you of your property 
out here, and I—well, I must confess that 
I played a little upon their fears.

“Publicity is the one thing they can least 
afford; and before I left New York I had 
their promise that, for the quid pro quo 
of silence which I offered in return, they 
would withdraw their objection to your 
marriage to this young man, here, pro­
vided you were—ah—still minded to ac­
cept him.”

“Oh, Daddy Prendergast—you dear!” 
she cried, flinging her arms around his 
neck and kissing him. “I said you were 
our good angel, but—but the angels aren’t 
in it with you! I know you are blushing, 
but—hold up your head and let me kiss 
you again!”

IT  was a flawless autumn day when the 
* penstock gates were first opened in the 
Shoestring power house for a trial run of 
the turbines and dynamos. This was H art­
well’s show; and besides the throng of 
workmen, there was quite a little gather­
ing of spectators who had motored over 
from Grass Valley, not to mention Bar­
ker’s cowboys, the few summerers who 
lingered at the dude ranch, and a party of 
railroad officials brought in by Major Bris­
coe.

Betty’s car was among those parked in 
the camp street, but she had lost her pretty 
driving mate as soon as Hartwell learned 
of their arrival. When the prearranged 
flash had come oyer the wires signaling the 
starting of the first electric locomotive 
over the distant Mountain Division of the 
G. V. & P., Betty drew her lover out of 
the crowd at the power house, and together 
they climbed to a little elevation on the 
quarry hillside from whence they could

look down upon the scene below and up to 
the white wall of the dam bridging the 
canon portal.

“Do you remember this place—this very 
spot, Archer, dear?” she asked softly.

IT was the spot where, early in the sum­
mer of the oil fight—and after the fight 

was fought and won—they had sat to­
gether on a flat rock and he had told her 
of his dream of the power plant, and she 
had told him of her love.

“I shall remember it as long as I live 
—and after,” he returned soberly. T hen: 
“You have made the dream come true, 
Betty. Without you, it would have re­
mained a dream.”

“Oh, no; I ’ve only helped. And I was 
obliged to do that, you know.”

“Obliged ?—how?”
“Why, you see, when those old men in 

New York—my trustees—rose up in their 
might and sat on you, I said I ’d show 
them what you were and what you could 
do on a—shoe string. I thought if I waded 
in and took hold with you, we might pull 
through, some way. It didn’t come about 
just as I planned it; but no matter—it’s 
here, and we’ve made good.”

He slipped an arm around her and was 
silent, perhaps because in this moment of 
triumph his heart was too full for speech.

“Then there is Allie,” she went on ; “she 
has made good, too. She had a letter from 
her mother this morning. It seems that 
the home folks have been looking up 
Price’s ancestral tree, and they’ve with­
drawn their objections and are ready to 
say, ‘Bless you, my children.’ And Paul 
Stockton has gone back to Washington
to condole with Uncle Jackson; and------”

“Well?” he encouraged, when she 
paused; “what other blessings are there to 
be thankful for?”

“I was just thinking,” she murmured. 
“Nobody seems to be looking up this way 
just now. You may kiss me, Archer, dear 
—if you really want to.”

The complete book-length novel in the next issue will be “The S u n g a z e r s b y
Henry Herbert Knibbs.
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A m eteor falls from  heaven  and it p roves to  be 
the lu ck y  star o f tw o  adventurers in M exico .

AJOR ARTURO PECINA was 
no friend of ours. We had 
bumped into him several times in 
Mexico and immediately there­

after had bumped into trouble. So when 
we heard that he had been appointed 
comandante of the meager garrison at 
Magdalena I wanted to go right away 
from there. Joe Bonner, though, pooh- 
poohed my cautious suggestion.

“Run away from that pompous cholo!” 
he scouted. “If any running’s to be done, 
let him do it.”

“Not exactly run away,” I argued. 
“But you ought to know by this time that 
his mere presence in the community means 
grief for us. We got the best of him 
in that Lagarto fracas and you can bank 
on it that he won't pass up a chance to 
get even.

“H e’ll manage some way to get us tan­
gled up with the authorities and thrown 
into jail on a trumped-up charge, just as

sure as your hair's red. Now we haven’t 
any particular business in Magdalena, so
what’s------ ”

"Haven’t any particular business here? 
Pete, that’s where you’re dead wrong. The 
most particular business of my misspent 
life is right in this torpid old burg, or 
mighty close to it.”

I sighed. From this I knew that Joe 
had not given up his idea of marrying 
Sehorita Francisca de la Rosa, sole heir 
to the vast and valuable but badly run­
down De la Rosa hacienda. We had come 
down from Nogales a week before with 
some notion of buying a slice of the 
estate, and as soon as he met the fair 
proprietress Joe's plans began to take on 
a decidedly matrimonial tinge.

Then his wooden leg had been stolen 
and we had chased clear over the Arizona 
border before he got it back. Now we 
were on the ground again; but I harbored 
a secret determination to head off my im­
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petuous partner’s romantic aspirations. 
Not that I had anything against the lady 
in question, but I just couldn't see Joe 
Bonner settling down to the humdrum life 
of a ranch owner.

After we had removed the grime of the 
railroad journey we left the hotel and sal­
lied forth to see what could be done about 
rustling a meal. From the band stand in 
the plaza around the corner of the Calle 
Madero floated the dulcet strains of “La 
Paioma,” and our steps turned in that 
direction.

On the broad earthen sidewalk across 
from the plaza were a number of little 
tables where the elite of Magdalena sipped 
lemonade or more potent beverages, gos­
siped of their own small affairs, listened 
languidly to the music, gazed at the kalei­
doscopic throngs of shy sehoritas and bold 
Caballeros parading by.

A T  one of these tables sat Francisca de 
la Rosa, lovely in a black-lace gown 

that glistened with jet beads. Beside her 
crouched a withered, mantillaed dueha; op­
posite her was Pecina, gaudily uniformed 
and medaled, chattering volubly.

I caught Joe’s arm and we would have 
passed to the other side of the street, but 
she had already seen us. With a glad 
light in her black eyes, and a gleaming 
smile of welcome, she arose and extended 
both hands.

“My Americano friends f  ’ she ex­
claimed. “I thought that you would 
never come back. Sehor Bonnair and 
Sehor Wayland, allow me to present an 
old family friend, Major Pecina.”

Pecina bowed frigidly, endeavoring to 
efface the scowl that had set itself upon his 
swarthy features. He did not offer his 
band, nor did Joe, who replied:

“We have met Major Pecina before.”
“Indeed!” The senorita was nonplused 

by the unmistakable air of hostility on both 
sides.

“It was at Lagarto,” Joe went on. “La- 
garto, where Major Pecina was held a 
prisoner of war by the revolutionist, Sala­
zar.”

This was pure .sarcasm, for Pecina had

been one of Salazar’s lieutenants and it 
was only by representing himself to have 
been a prisoner that he had escaped the 
punishment meted out to other leaders of 
the ill-fated Lagarto rebellion.

“And how is your wooden leg, Senor 
Bonnair;’’ the major inquired with exag­
gerated politeness. “Still giving good 
service, I hope. It was the talk of La­
garto, I remember.”

“A  wooden leg!” ejaculated Senorita 
Francisca in palpable amazement and un­
belief. “Why------ ”

There she hesitated, blushed furiously, 
coughed into her handkerchief.

Joe went white under his ruddy skin. 
I could feel his powerful body quivering 
with anger. With an effort he controlled 
himself, ignored Pecina’s venomous thrust 
and addressed himself to the sehorita:

“We trust that we may have the pleas­
ure of calling and resuming our inter­
rupted negotiations.”

“Certainly. Come soon. Come to­
morrow.”

“Negotiations!” snarled Pecina. “Se­
horita, it is my duty as a friend to warn 
you to have nothing whatever to do with 
these gringos. They are undesirable aliens 
who stir up trouble wherever they go, and 
as comandante it will probably be my duty 
to take steps to deport them.”

“Deport us?” Joe glared savagely at 
the glowering officer. “Just you go and 
try it.”

“Come on !” I hissed in Joe’s ear, 
“W e’ll have the whole Mexican army on 
us in a minute. Besides, you can’t start a 
fight before her.”

“I ’ll fix that tin soldier,” Joe vowed be­
tween clenched teeth after I had dragged 
him away. “I ’ll beat his ugly head off. 
I’ll------”

“There you go, I told you that we’d 
better beat it before getting into a mix- 
up with him. Now you’ll climb his frame 
the next time you meet and there’ll be 
the devil to pay. He was bluffing about 
deporting us.”

“There wasn’t any call for him to refer 
to my wooden leg.”

This seemed to worry Joe a lot more
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than Pecina’s accusation that we were 
“undesirable aliens.”

“But she was bound to find it out sooner 
or later, anyway,” I rejoined.

“Of course she’d have found it out, but 
not until I was ready to have her know. 
Pete, that’s a woman in a million and be­
fore she ties herself up to any halt man 
she’s got to think a lot of him. I meant 
to have her thinking a whole lot of me 
before I let her know that the Germans 
shot away a piece of me at St. Mihiel."

We milled around -and around the plaza, 
forgetting our hunger, while he clamored 
for war and I pleaded for peace.

JOE was still threatening to waylay Pe- 
cina and have it out with him that very 

night, when, all at once, the moonless 
dark, only faintly relieved by the feeble 
street lamps, became lighter than day.

Across the northwestern horizon flashed 
a streak of fire, more brilliant and daz­
zling than a dozen suns. It curved to 
earth, throwing off a myriad sparks, and 
disappeared. For a minute, perhaps two 
minutes— it may have been five—long 
tongues of quivering orange flame leaped 
into the sky.

I looked about at the crowd. Some were 
standing with mouths agape; others were 
lifting clasped hands or making the sign 
of the cross; more had fallen upon their 
knees and were muttering or shouting 
prayers for mercy. A plump Chinese 
pitched into the gravel at our feet, gib­
bering about devils. A bell tolled sol­
emnly in the battered mission above the 
town.

“What do you suppose it was?” I 
breathed.

“Must have been a meteorite,” Joe re­
plied. “Big enough, though, to be called 
a comet. I ’ve seen several, but not one 
as big and bright as that.”

My red-haired buddy was sobered. He 
said nothing more about Pecina. We 
found a restaurant conducted by a Yankee 
not too excited to serve patrons. After a 
silent meal we went back to the hotel and 
to bed.

The next morning Magdalena was in

the grip of a violent hysteria. Rumors of 
the wildest and most improbable nature 
were flying thick and fast. The bartender 
in the cantina where we got our eye- 
openers assured us gravely that a company 
of angels had come down from heaven 
on a bolt of lightning and carried away all 
the babies in the village of Tubutama.

Scores of peons had already started out 
afoot, on horseback, on mules, in burro 
cars, to search for what they supersti- 
tiously believed must be some message 
from on high. They supposed that it lay 
right out of Magdalena, but we estimated 
that the meteorite had come to rest at 
least a hundred and perhaps a hundred 
and fifty miles away.

Along toward noon one of the weekly 
papers issued an extra edition assuring the 
populace that the display of the night be­
fore had been caused by an unusually 
large meteorite. Statements from the 
mayor, from Major Pecina, a bishop and 
a local priest backed up the editor’s asser­
tion that there was nothing supernatural 
in the occurrence.

The excitement rapidly subsided. The 
searchers straggled back, reporting that 
they had found nothing. By evening 
Magdalena was again just a somnolent 
Mexican town.

“All the same I'd like to see that rock, 
or whatever it is,” Joe remarked. “It 
ought to be interesting. It I didn’t have 
this business on hand here I ’d say that 
we hunt it up and take a look at it.”

“How do you intend to proceed, now 
that Pecina has upset your plan of cam­
paign ?”

“I don’t know, Pete," he acknowledged 
miserably. “Except to get even with him 
I have nothing definite in mind; and I 
don’t even know how that’s to be done. 
But I'll tell you I'm not going to lie down 
and say I ’m licked, even if I do have a 
wooden leg and that double-crossing pup 
lies about me till his saddle-colored hide 
turns blue.

“Guess T’ll just let things take their 
course for a day or two and see what turns 
up. I'd like to see him start his deporta­
tion proceedings. That would give me a
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chance to get to headquarters with the 
real story of the part he played at La- 
garto.”

“Why not go hunting that meteorite 
while you think it over?’’ I proposed 
quickly, seeing a chance to get Joe away 
from Magdalena and the keg of dynamite 
on which we were figuratively sitting.

“Might be a good idea,” he admitted.

there he balked. I wanted to 
start the next morning, but he hemmed 

and hawed and put me off. Quite evi­
dently his mind was not on meteoric phe­
nomena nor scientific investigation.

I don’t know whether I would ever have 
succeeded in moving Joe had it not been 
for General War.

We were sitting in the plaza late in the 
afternoon of the third day after the de­
scent of the meteorite. I noted, without 
being very much interested at the time, 
that we were under close observation by an 
odd-looking character on a near-by bench.

He was somewhere between fifty and 
sixty years old, with a short, graying 
beard that was carefully parted in the mid­
dle—a rather unusual style of facial 
adornment for a Mexican. He was shod 
like a peon in rawhide sandals and hatted 
like a movie brigand in a sombrero two 
feet across the brim.

The remainder of his attire had evi­
dently been purchased, many months be­
fore, in some American army-goods store. 
It included a tattered khaki jacket and 
trousers, a pair of mangled leggings, and 
a Sam Browne belt, all sprinkled with 
alkaline dust as though their wearer had 
just concluded a long journey.

He saw that I was watching him and 
flashed us a smile. Then he arose and 
approached. As he came near I perceived 
that the luxuriant whiskers failed to con­
ceal several livid scars. Later he told us 
that he had been wounded seven times.

“Have I the honor of addressing the 
American senores from Nogales?” he in­
quired in excellent English.

“We’ve been making that place our 
headquarters lately.” Joe answered guard­
edly.

“I am General Juan Guerra, whom your 
newspapers call General Johnny War. 
Cuerra, as you probably know, is the 
Spanish word for war.”

I pricked up my ears and tried to re­
call what I had heard and read of Gen­
eral War, who was said to have been in­
volved in every revolution between Pan­
ama and the Rio Grande in the last thirty 
years.

“You were at Lagarto,” he continued. 
“Unfortunately I missed that engagement, 
as I was occupied elsewhere. It was a 
very nice fight, I understand.”

“Very nice,” I agreed laconically, re­
membering how narrowly we had escaped 
being numbered with the casualties.

“Times have changed,” he grieved. 
“Peace, peace everywhere. It is hard on 
a soldier who knows no other trade from 
which to gain a living.

Sadly he regarded his sandaled feet, ac­
customed to being incased in campaign 
boots.

“I am what you Americans call broke 
flat,” he added mournfully. “Even my 
weapons have been sold that I might eat. 
I was thinking of making my way to Nica­
ragua, where there is to be a revolution 
soon, but------”

Q E N E R A L  WAR was fumbling in his 
pockets. “Do eithe^ of you know 

anything about minerals?” he asked.
“I was assayer at a gold mine once,” 

Joe replied.
“Excellent! Perhaps you will tell me 

what you think of this.”
He passed over a dull black object per­

haps half the size of a man’s fist.
“Looks like a piece of meteoric iron,” 

Joe commented.
“Ah, senor, you do indeed know some­

thing of minerals. That is a piece of 
the meteorite that fell three nights ago.”

“You have seen it?”
“I have not seen it, because some In­

dians would not allow me near it. They 
think that it was sent direct from heaven 
and regard it with religious veneration. 
This is merely a fragment that I picked 
up a mile or two from the main stone,
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which an Indian told me is as large as 
a small house.

“Now I have heard that such stones 
sometimes contain precious metals. I have 
not the means to pay for a test of this 
piece, therefore I have come to you. If 
it turns out to have value I shall be glad 
to guide an expedition to take the meteor­
ite away from the Indians. Of course I 
shall want a share of the winnings for 
myself.”

“Umph, humph! If the redskins think 
the boulder came from heaven, getting it 
away from them may be some little chore. 
But I ’ll tell you what we’ll do. W e’ll “have 
an assay made and in the meantime stake 
you to board and lodging. And you say 
nothing to anybody else about that meteor­
ite or its location.”

Delightedly the professional revolution­
ist shook hands with us. Joe gave him 
five pesos and told him to drop in at the 
Hotel de Sonora in the morning.

The only assay office in Magdalena was 
conducted by a snaky-eyed little Mexican 
named Pacheco. We left the sample with 
him and called for his report early the 
next day; I thought he seemed curiously 
agitated when Joe paid the bill and re­
ceived from his hand a sealed blue enve­
lope.

Joe did not open the envelope until we 
were a square*t>r two away. When he 
read the assay sheet his face went pale 
and he sagged against an adobe wall with 
a heartfelt “Gosh!” I

I SEIZED the slip. Gold, a trace, was 
what it said. Seventy-three ounces 

silver to the ton. A little nickel. More 
copper.

And six per cent platinum!
“What’s platinum worth?” I gasped.
“Something like a hundred and ten dol­

lars an ounce.”
“And General War says that the 

meteorite is as big as a house. Rather in­
definite, but it must weigh several tons. 
Say five tons, ten thousand pounds. Six 
per cent would be six hundred pounds, 
ninety-six hundred ounces avoirdupois. 
At a hundred and ten dollars an ounce that

would be—let’s see— a little over a million 
dollars. W hew!”

“Pete, before anybody else finds out 
about this we’ve got to go out there and 
locate that rock as a mining claim. W e’ll 
all three be rich men.' This business here 
will have to wait a little while. And maybe 
if I come back worth a third of a million 
dollars that will go a long way toward off­
setting my wooden leg, even with her. 
There’s some difference between a lame 
plutocrat and a peg-legged adventurer.” 

“Mining claim, you say. Think that’s 
the right way to go about it?”

“I can’t think of any other way. The 
rock is ore even if it is all on top of the 
ground and came from above instead of 
below.”

“All right, let’s go.”
We hurried toward the hotel. On the 

way we passed the office of La Vos del 
Pueblo and a boy was just emerging with 
an armful of papers damp from the press. 
I bought one and glanced through it for 
news or comments on the meteorite, fear­
ful that our secret might already have be­
come public knowledge.

“Look here!” I howled. “Major Pe- 
cina is going to take a detachment of cav­
alry and go out looking for our meteorite. 
He thinks it may be worth sending to the 
National Museum. It is now known that 
the stone fell two miles east of the Indian 
village of Cieneguita, in the Altar Moun­
tains, over a hundred miles from here.” 

“Hum-m-m! Well, we’ll have to beat 
him to it.”

“And that isn’t all. The meteorite is 
on land belonging to the De la Rosa estate. 
An outlying rancho that has been prac­
tically abandoned for several years and is 
partially farmed by the Opata Indians.” 

“What ? Let me see that paper.”
Joe snatched the sheet from my hands 

and read the article for himself.
“Good Lord!” he groaned. “Why, the 

platinum belongs to her.”
“Pecina doesn’t know about the metal, 

though.”
“Not yet; but what if he finds out about 

it? How much do you suppose she’ll get 
then ?
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“Pete, that crook is going to rob the 
little girl just as sure as you’re a foot 
high. And right when she’s so hard up 
she can’t even pay her taxes and has to 
sell off part of her inheritance or lose it 
all.

“By gosh, Pete, I ’m not going to stand 
by and see her done. W e’ve got to blast 
that meteorite to pieces and smuggle it 
out of the country before Pecina ever sees 
it. It can’t be very far from the border.”

“Yeah, it ought to be easy,” I interposed 
sarcastically. “Nobody to stop us ex­
cept the army and a tribe of wild and hos­
tile Indians.”

“It’s a hard proposition; of course; but 
we’ve got to try, haven’t we? I know 
she’ll be more than glad to give you and 
General War your fair shares.”

“Oh, well, we may as well get killed 
fighting over a meteorite as any other way. 
I suppose. If we keep on knocking around 
this country we’re bound to get bumped 
off sooner or later, anyhow.”

Though my words were pessimistic I 
was really as eager as Joe. The desperate 
nature of the adventure, the tremendous 
odds against us, the vast reward to be 
won in case of success, appealed to me 
as had none of the other foolhardy enter­
prises that we had undertaken south of 
the border.

General War was in the hotel lobby and, 
somewhat to our surprise, he was sober. 
We had rather expected that he would 
spend the five pesos for tequila, as he 
looked to be that kind of a citizen. We 
took him up to our room, showed him the 
assayer’s report and acquainted him with 
the latest developments.

“Fine! Fine!” he enthused. “This 
ought to be as much fun as a revolution. 
If we can be first on the ground we can 
make friends with the Opatas and help 
them drive away the soldados who would 
steal from them the sacred stone that 
dropped from heaven.

“They are very fierce and brave fighters, 
those Cieneguita Opatas. Ah, but it will 
feel good to be in a real battle once more!

“The hard part will come later, when 
we want to remove the stone. The first

thing to do, though, is to see that the sol­
diers do not get it.”

IT  would be necessary to make the jour- 
* ney with saddle horses and pack mules, 
Guerra said, as much rough country lay 
between Magdalena and Cieneguita. He 
advised slipping out of town after dark 
that night in order to avoid arousing any 
one’s suspicions.

We supposed that Pecina, Mexican 
fashion, would take his time about start­
ing and perhaps not leave for three or 
four days. But while scouting around 
town, buying the animals, guns, ammuni­
tion and other supplies necessary for our 
fantastic expedition, we accidentally 
learned that he had pulled out, with some 
fifteen mounted men, shortly before noon.

“That means we've got to step some, 
General War,” Joe remarked crisply. 
“Wonder what’s his hurry.”

“We can beat them,” our guide declared 
confidently. “I know side trails that we 
can take so they will not see us. But our 
time to organize the Opatas will be short.”

“Say, Joe, I wonder if we shouldn’t tell 
Miss de la Rosa about her meteorite and 
what we intend to do,” I speculated.

“No time,” he vetoed positively. “We’ll 
do it first and tell her about it afterward. 
Then, if we don’t succeed, she won’t ever 
have«to know that I failed her.”

That was Joe Bonner all over. It was 
no use to argue with him, so I saved my 
breath.

Joe and I had a revolver apiece and 
for our Cieneguita expedition we provided 
ourselves with good saddle guns. Gen­
eral War we armed similarly.

At a corral on the north edge of town 
we bought three wiry ponies and four 
mules. Two of those mules were to pack 
blankets and food, the others dynamite 
for the reduction of the meteorite to port­
able fractions. All our purchases we had 
delivered at the corral and we also carried 
thence everything from our suit cases that 
we thought we might need, for it was from 
there that we planned to make our start 
before moonrise that evening.

Finally even our guide was satisfied
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that we had everything necessary. It was 
late afternoon when we returned to the 
hotel with the idea of resting an hour of. 
two before undertaking the arduous night 
journey toward the Altar country.

In front of the hotel a squad of soldiers 
was lounging, very much at ease. We 
paid little attention to them, but as we 
stepped inside the lobby a sergeant barred 
our way and importantly presented an 
ornately sealed legal document. General 
W ar unostentatiously slid into the back­
ground,

T*H E document was an order directing 
that Joe and I be escorted across the 

border at Nogales and that we remain out 
of Mexico pending an investigation of our 
status by the immigration authorities. It 
was signed with many a flourish by Major 
Arturo Pecina, comandante of the garri­
son at Magdalena.

“Well, he has made his move,” I mur­
mured. “Now to get to headquarters with 
that story of yours.”

Joe laughed but with a palpable effort. 
“This thing isn’t worth the gold in its 
seal,” he declared contemptuously. “All 
absolutely irregular and illegal. A mere 
comandante has no authority to deport 
American citizens from Mexico. Besides, 
we have passports.”

“I know nothing of all that, sehores,” 
the sergeant replied with an indifferent 
shrug. “I know only that it is my duty 
to take you to the border. Your case 
will doubtless have the fullest investiga­
tion. You will kindly pack your grips at 
once for the train leaves in an hour.”

“I want to see the American consul. 
Right now!”

“Unfortunately the consul is away on 
leave of absence. The consulate is closed.
But at Nogales------”

“The mayor, then. I ’ll take this up 
with the mayor and see if any two-bit 
major can kick me out of Mexico.”

“You are at liberty to try, senor. I 
doubt, however, if the mayor will see fit 
to interfere. There is the telephone.”

Joe went inside a booth and, standing 
outside, I could hear his voice booming

into the instrument. When he came out 
his complexion was several shades more 
rubescent than usual. It was quite plain 
that the mayor would not interfere.

“Says it’s entirely a matter for the mili­
tary and the immigration authorities,” he 
fumed. “Won’t do a thing. Wasn’t even 
half civil. That’s another jasper I ’ll have 
to have an accounting with before I ’m 
through around here.”

“Looks like we’re through already,” I 
commented.

A T  that instant a cigarette paper was 
crushed into my hand from behind. I 

glanced at it and tossed it carelessly aside 
after I had read these words scrawled by 
General W ar:

“I ’ll take the outfit to Nogales if I can’t 
do any better. W e’ll start from there.”

Joe was glaring at the sergeant, for once 
at a loss for words. I soothingly advised 
him to submit, argued that there was no 
other course open to us. The sergeant 
began to fidget.

At length Joe turned to the desk and 
sullenly asked that our bill be made out 
at once. The clerk reached into our 
pigeonhole and handed him a square white 
note.

As we stumbled up the stairs the ser­
geant was at our heels, apparently half in 
the notion of seizing the missive. Joe 
unlocked the door of our room, pushed 
me ahead of him and slammed it in the 
Mexican’s face.

“No sense in making him sore,” I re­
monstrated; “There’s no chance of escap­
ing out of here without dropping out of 
that window forty feet into a hedge of 
prickly pears.”

“I know that.”
Joe was ripping open the envelope that 

the clerk had given him. He perused the 
note with puckered brows, then passed it 
to me. I read:

My D ear A m erican  F riend  : Pacheco, the as- 
sayer at Magdalena, has just come to me with 
a very strange story. He says that two Amer­
icans who, from the descriptions he gave, must 
be you and Seiior Wayland, brought him a piece 
of rock which he is convinced must be part of 
the meteorite that fell a few nights ago. The
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rock was rich in platinum. Early this morning 
Pacheco reported the fact to Major Pecina, be­
lieving that it was his duty to do so. Pecina 
laughed at him, assured him he must be mistaken, 
but himself left shortly after for Cieneguita.

Later the assaycr read that the meteorite is 
on land belonging to me, which is the reason he 
came to me with his story.

For many reasons I do not trust Major 
Pecina, although he is a son of an old friend of 
my father.

Won’t you please come at once and tell me 
what you know of this mysterious affair?

Yours anxiously,
F raxcisca  D e  L a R osa.

“See that, Pete?” Joe stormed. “She’s 
depending on me—on us. Ain’t this hell 
with the lid off?”

He touched a match to the letter and 
watched it burn.

“That’s the reason Pecina arranged for 
our deportation,” he continued glumly. 
“He didn’t want us trailing out there and 
interfering with his little game.

“Up at Nogales the immigration offi­
cials will laugh at his silly little order and 
throw it in the wastebasket, but in the 
meantime it will have served his purpose. 
That’s what will happen unless we can 
break away from this bunch somehow.”

“Better not try it. I ’ve a notion they’d 
like nothing better. Ley de fuega, you 
know.”

We packed in gloomy silence. The mo­
ment we stepped into the hall the disgrun­
tled sergeant pounced upon us and 
searched the suit cases, as well as our 
pockets, for arms. He found only the re­
volvers and those he promptly confiscated. 
Our passports he disdained even to glance 
at.

A S we trudged through the streets, 
r x  guarded by the squad of barefoot sol­
diers, the derisive cry of “Gringos!” arose 
on every hand. Joe scowled furiously at 
the jeering peons, so merry at the sight of 
two Americanos being ignominiously 
escorted out of their city.

We were shoved into a vile-smelling 
little passenger coach and motioned to a 
straight-backed seat that was particularly 
hard and uncomfortable, even for Mexico. 
The sergeant and one of his men took the

seat behind us and two privates the one it. 
front. Then they proceeded calmly and 
contentedly to fill the already reeking 
atmosphere with the pungent, irritating 
smoke of their cigarettes. We were re­
lieved that they did not deem it necessary 
to handcuff us.

The train was due to leave at half past 
severe but we knew that that meant any 
time before midnight. Bells clanged; en­
gines banged into our car first from one 
end and then the other; we were trans­
ferred to every track in the yard and then 
started over the route again.

“Did you think of trying to send her 
a note?” I whispered.

“No use,” he said. “It would be inter­
cepted and likely do her a lot of harm. 
W e’ll try to communicate with her from 
Nogales—if we’re taken that far.

“Pete, this is the first time in my life 
that I was ever absolutely stumped. There 
just isn’t a thing we can do to head off 
that jackass of a major.”

It was well after nine before the loco­
motive finally clanged its way northward 
up the narrow valley of the Magdalena 
River. Joe and I disposed ourselves as 
comfortably as we could for a long and 
painful ride.

The city was not more than two miles 
behind when the train was jerked so sud­
denly to a standstill that we were all 
thrown out of our seats. Simultaneously 
from the thick brush along the river bot­
tom to the left of the track came a fusil­
lade of rifle and revolver shots that 
smashed the glass in the windows and 
pinged through the air above the cars. We 
slid to the floor among the cigarette butts.

“Bandits !”was the cry that arose along 
the length of the train, mingled with 
shrieks of terror from women and children 
in the coaches forward.

“Soldiers!” screamed the conductor, 
dashing into our car and dropping upon 
his stomach in the aisle. “P igs! Dogs! 
Cowards! Why do you not protect us ?”

Thus berated, the sergeant and his three 
privates crawled warily to the west win­
dows, peered out cautiously and began 
firing at random into the brush. Imme­
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diately all the fire of the bandits became 
centered on our car. The shooting of the 
soldiers grew more rapid, frantic.

“Our chance!” Joe hissed. “Leave the 
suit cases. Come on.”

D E F O R E  I realized what he meant he 
had dived awkwardly through the east 

window. I followed. Our guards paid 
not the slightest attention.

We charged up a steep embankment and 
into a thorny ocotillo cactus. Cursing fer­
vently, Joe bore to the right toward the 
lights of 'Magdalena. By virtue of my two 
good legs I soon took the lead. When­
ever he undertook to run with that wooden 
leg of his, Joe’s gait became a lumbering 
roll.

The firing slackened, then ceased alto­
gether. Still we could hear the excited 
yells of soldiers, passengers and train 
crew.

“Let’s get down into the thick cover,” 
Joe panted.

Again we turned to the right; we 
crossed the railroad and entered a dense 
thicket of batamotes. A cow path led 
us to the edge of the river, a mere brook 
at that season. Still keeping in the high 
brush, we sank down to catch our breath 
and consider what we should do next.

“Don’t see where we’ve bettered our­
selves,” I complained. “Guerra is already 
on his way to Nogales with our outfit. 
W e ought to have gone on and met him 
there and then sneaked back into Sonora.”

“Maybe you’re right,” Joe admitted. 
“But that would have thrown us too late. 
Maybe we can get another outfit together 
here. Senorita------”

He broke off as the thud of a horse’s 
hoofs on sand came to our ears. Some 
one was riding down the bed of the river.

“One of the bandits. I ’ll bet,” I mur­
mured. “Let’s take a look at him. Or it 
may be somebody looking for us.”

VI7E peered out between the batamote 
stalks. In the faint rays of the rising 

moon we perceived a lone horseman with 
a glowing cigarette between his lips. He 
pulled his mount to a walk and looked

about as though in search of some one or 
something. Then he turned his face so 
that the moonlight fell full upon it.

The horseman was General War!
Joe caught at my arm and whistled. 

Guerra stopped and then rode toward us, 
whistling the same note. We stood up.

“Hello, Johnny,” Joe greeted. “How 
much did you have to do with that 
holdup ?”

“Ah-h-h! I was afraid that I would 
have to hunt all night for you. When I 
saw you run up that bank I knew that my 
little trick had been successful, and I 
hoped that you would come to the river.”

“Say, did you stage all that ruckus just 
to give us a chance to escape?”

“Of course! What do you think? One 
man can shoot fast enough to sound like 
a whole platoon if he has plenty of 
cartridges and does not stop to take aim.”

“But how did you stop the train in the 
first place?”

“A few boulders on the track did that 
very nicely, my friends. The train was 
pulling up the grade very slowly so the en­
gineer had plenty of time to stop after 
he saw them. Ah, but if I had only had 
a man or two with me we might have 
made it a real robbery instead of a trick.”

Guerra sighed regretfully for the van­
ished opportunity.

“Where is the rest of the outfit?” I 
broke in.

“At the corral, still. We can be on our 
way in an hour. Here, Seiior Bonnair, 
take my horse.”

Joe scrambled into the saddle and we 
moved downstream with as little noise as 
possible. Soon we left the water. Guerra 
opened a gate in a pole fence and we 
waded knee-deep in lush alfalfa.

Five minutes of this and we were at 
the corral, feverishly at the business of 
saddling and packing. As our account 
had already been settled wre did not trou­
ble to awaken the hostler who snored in 
the adobe stable.

Guerra led us down a narrow lane be­
tween fragrant blossoming orange groves. 
W e splashed through the river and climbed 
to a rocky mesa where the fluted columns
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of orange-pipe cacti loomed ghostly in the 
moonlight’s silvery glow. Out of the 
darkness ahead materialized the Altar 
Mountains, jagged and forbidding, which 
we entered before daylight.

I RECALL the following day and night 
with a shudder. Not for years had I 

spent any time to speak of in the saddle, so 
I was soon chafed, sore, aching.

Joe was in no better case; in fact, he 
must have suffered far more than I did 
for one of his legs was wood, rubber and 
metal from the knee down. Obstinately 
he insisted that his wooden leg made no 
difference in his horsemanship, but I knew 
better.

Our first stop was at a cluster of shacks 
called Conejo. There was only one tiny 
store, that conducted by a half-blind Chi­
nese, but he had a small stock of Ameri­
can firearms and we bought a pair of re­
volvers to replace those the soldiers had 
taken. Then onward we pushed, over an 
obscure and tortuous mountain trail.

About all that Joe and I were able to 
do was to hang on in speechless misery and 
wonder how long it would be ere one of 
the dynamite-laden mules lost his footing 
and sent us all to kingdom come.

General War, howev'er, was haunted by 
no such fears. He gayly caroled his way 
between the towering Altar peaks while 
we simply gave our steeds their heads and 
followed him. Guerra was as merry as 
though bound for a wedding, a song ever 
on his lips.

“O f course we will beat Pecina,” he told 
us over and over. “This way is shorter 
than the one he has taken, and we can 
travel faster. Remember, the soldiers also 
have a train of mules.

“But we have no time to lose. An hour 
or so at each water hole to rest the ani­
mals and take a little food. The rest of 
the time we must hurry, hurry.”

Guerra carried through his program so 
well that early in the morning of the sec­
ond day we toiled to the crest of a black 
lava ridge and below us stretched Ciene- 
guita Valley. A waste of sagebrush, 
greasewood and cactus for the most part,
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but at that distance a sea of amethyst and 
mauve. Through the center meandered a 
green-fringed ribbon of silver that was 
Cieneguita Creek.

All this vast domain, said General War, 
had been held for generations by the De la 
Rosa family and had been its most produc­
tive cattle range. In the course of one ol 
Mexico’s revolutions all the cattle had 
been driven off and the De la Rosa re­
tainers harried out of the country.

The present head of the family had not 
the means to restock the ranch and it 
remained in undisputed possession of the 
Opatas, who tilled the fields and orchards 
by their own peculiarly primitive and in­
effective methods.

We took turns looking down into the 
valley through our only glass. Guerra 
pointed out the decaying adobe ranch 
buildings. A little farther up the creek 
was the Indian village, a collection of box­
shaped brush shacks and round tepees 
that looked like huge beehives.

A few squaws, children and dogs moved 
languidly among the dwellings. One lone 
horseman was driving a bunch of ponies 
into a corral. Nowhere was there any 
evidence of Mexican soldiers.

"But I knew we would beat them," said 
our guide. “The army travels slowly and 
Major Pecina will not be here until to­
morrow or the day after. Ah, my friends, 
we are going to have a very nice fight. 
I dreamed of a gray mule night before 
last, and that always means that I will 
soon be engaged in battle."

“Does it mean victory?” Joe wanted to 
know.

“Oh, no, not always. But what of that? 
There will be other battles to win if we 
lose this one.”

We slipped and slid down the mountain­
side, crashed through a tangle of cotton­
woods and willows and came to the stream, 
where the weary beasts drank deeply. 
Cautiously we proceeded toward the vil­
lage. It was no certainty that some zeal­
ous Opata would not pot us from ambush 
before we had a chance to explain the 
friendly nature of our mission, our desire 
to assist in protecting the sacred stone.
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fcJOTHING of the kind happened, how-
1 ever. Eventually we caught sight of 

a dozen or fifteen Indians, mounted on 
lean and scrawny mustangs, observing us 
from the summit of a sandy hummock.

I drew rein hurriedly, but Guerra mo­
tioned us forward. My heart was beating 
wildly but outwardly I remained as calm 
as my companions.

“Keep your hands in plain sight,” 
Guerra cautioned. “Don’t make a mo­
tion toward your guns. If you do, we 
will all die very quickly."

I needed no second admonition to avoid 
even the appearance of hostility. Slowly 
we plodded up the hummock. The In­
dians regarded us with unmistakable sus­
picion registered on their faces of scorched 
leather.

Most of them were undersized and 
stringy, though there were three or four 
large and powerfully built men among 
them. I had rather expected to see In­
dians in breechclouts and war bonnets of 
eagle feathers, for these Opatas had lit­
tle contact with whites, but they were clad 
in the blue overalls and coarse shirts that 
have robbed the red men in our own 
country of so much of their picturesque­
ness.

All were armed, their weapons ranging 
from bows and arrows to ancient muzzle- 
loading shotguns and modern repeating 
rifles. They looked as though they were 
perfectly able and willing to use them, too.

“Friends!” shouted Guerra in Spanish, 
sweeping off his sombrero. “We come as 
friends and with important news.”

This elicited only skeptical grunts. A 
wrinkled but stiffly erect old savage de­
tached himself from the rest and rode
forward to meet us.

“Ah, it is Juan Guerra,” he said, also in 
S pan ish , w hich  m ost o f  the O patas under­
stood. “And you have brought two grin­
gos to help you steal the black stone from 
heaven.”

General W ar laughed loudly at this 
blunt accusation. “I care nothing for your 
black stone,” he denied airily. “But I am 
a friend of the Opatas and come to warn 
you that a score of soldiers are on their

way from Magdalena to take it away from 
you.”

•The Indian wheeled and rejoined his 
tribesmen. An animated powwow ensued 
in their own guttural tongue, punctuated 
by much waving of hands. Finally the 
chief came back to us.

“You are indeed a friend if what you 
say is true,” he declared.

“ H a v e  I not ever been a friend of your 
people? What I say is true, as you will 
learn not later than to-morrow.”

“We shall fight, of course. They shall 
not take the black stone from us. It was 
sent to the Opatas direct from heaven 
and brings a message from the God of 
whom the priests preached to our fathers 
before the Mexican government banished 
the missionaries. Our medicine man, 
Diego, is now fasting and praying that 
light be granted him and he be able to read 
that message.”

“I am glad that you have decided to 
fight, Emilio. And we shall help you, I 
and my comrades, Jose and Pedro.”

The chief acknowledged the introduc­
tion with a prolonged inquisitorial gaze. 
At length he seemed satisfied and briefly 
invited us to accompany them to the vil­
lagê .

Upon our arrival there, a few minutes 
later, women, papooses, dogs, even chick­
ens, stood in the low doorways to stare 
at us with frank curiosity. A brush jacal, 
or open shed, and an adjoining hut were 
turned over to us.

We unsaddled: our horses and mules 
were led away to pasture. Emilio dis­
appeared somewhere. Soon several young 
squaws came lugging watermelons and 
muskmelons. a bag of dried jerked beef 
and an earthen olla full of a mysterious 
stew. The melons were excellent but we 
managed surreptitiously to feed the stew 
to the dogs.

Ourselves we fed on the provisions 
that we had brought along. Like polite 
hosts, the Opatas discreetly withdrew 
when we began to eat. Such courtesy was 
the usual thing among them, Guerra said.

“With this whole tribe of fighting men 
at our backs, we will ambush and defeat
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the Pecina party easily,” Joe prophesied. 
“But the Opatas sure do think a heap of 
their black stone.”

“We will never get it away from them,” 
I predicted gloomily.

“But at least wre won't let Pecina have 
it.”

A TOM-TOM sounded from a larger 
jacal down the way. Emilio reap­

peared to escort us to the council that had 
been called to consider ways to repel the 
invader. Over fifty warriors lounged 
about on the ground or sat on cottonwood 
logs.

Most of the discussion was in the Opata 
language, of which even Guerra knew not 
a word, but at intervals Emilio gave us 
its general drift. The consensus of opin­
ion seemed to be that the defenders should 
surround the sacred stone and give battle 
to the death.

General War, as a military man, was 
asked for his advice and he urged an 
ambuscade in a certain narrow pass sev­
eral miles back along the main route to 
Magdalena. In this he had the warm sup­
port of a tall, fiercely handsome fellow 
named Lorenzo, who was apparently a 
leader among the younger Opatas.

“No, that would not do,” Emilio dis­
sented. “Until we know for a certainty 
that they have come for the black stone 
we must not make war on the Mexicans.”

“It is a certainty,” Guerra countered 
hotly. “For what else would they come?”

“They mean no good to us, no matter 
what they come for,” Lorenzo put in.

But the counsel of Emilio and other 
older heads prevailed. The conference 
adjourned. We all got horses and fol­
lowed the chief up a sandy arroyo,

“W e’re going to see it, Pete,” Joe ex­
ulted. “The meteorite that’s worth a mil­
lion dollars. Oh, boy! And when I take 
it to her she’s going to forget all about 
my wooden leg.”

All that we saw, however, was a black 
point glistening above a high circular wall 
of rock that the medicine man and his as­
sistants had erected to protect the sacred 
object from profane eyes and hands.

The heavy, sultry air vibrated to a 
monotonous singsong and the rasping of 
holy prayer sticks. Diego was still pray­
ing for light that he might interpret the 
tidings from heaven.

Emilio said that we must go no farther, 
so we sat in our saddles and surveyed the 
scene. All about were strewn great boul­
ders of granite among which grew prickly 
yuccas and sotols.

“Not so bad, after all,” commented 
General War. “ Plenty of cover here. 
A good place for a surprise attack. I am 
sure now, my friends, that we are going 
to have a very nice fight.”

The chief posted half a dozen sentries 
around the inclosure and the rest of us 
returned to Oieneguita. From there he 
sent several scouts out on the Magdalena 
trail with instructions to lose no time in 
getting back with their report as soon as 
they located Pecina’s command.

A S  we lay on our blankets under the 
stars that night Joe and I discussed the 

situation from e v e ry  angle. We had little 
doubt that the Opatas, with the advantages 
of superior numbers and surprise on their 
side, would rout the Mexicans, but I could 
perceive no chance whatever for the ulti­
mate success of our venture.

“Everything that you say is dead right,” 
Joe conceded. “Just the same, we’ll find 
some way to accomplish what we’re after. 
Now there’s that medicine man, Diego. 
W e’ll have to meet him. A lot depends 
on the revelation that he gets.”

Some time in the night the scouts re­
turned with word that the soldiers were 
camped two leagues up in the hills. At 
dawn the village was seething with unac­
customed activity. Guns were oiled and 
polished, knives sharpened with meticulous 
care.

The Opatas were grim of countenance 
but light of heart. After long years of 
peace they were going again on the war­
path, supremely confident of victory.

Half an hour after sunrise the start was 
made for the field of battle. Every able- 
bodied male who had a firearm was in 
the tatterdemalion company; those who
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had only bows were left behind with the 
women and children.

“And to think that we're going out with 
a tribe of Indians to fight the whites!” I 
exclaimed. “When we came back from 
France we thought that we’d had enough 
war to last us the rest of our lives, but 
we’ve had nothing much else since. This 
is the third Mexican rebellion that we’ve 
been more or less mixed up in. It’s be­
coming a dangerous habit.”

The horses were left with a couple of 
boys half a mile down the arroyo from the 
meteorite and the remainder of the jour­
ney was made on foot. Emilio, Lorenzo 
and Guerra disposed the Opatas among 
the boulders on the south side of the black 
stone, the direction from which the enemy 
was expected. Beyond lay a flat mesa 
that stretched away to the base of the blue- 
and-purple Altar range.

“I shall wait out there and warn the 
soldiers that they must not approach 
nearer the sacred stone,” the old chief told 
us, indicating a palo-verde tree perhaps 
a hundred yards distant.

“You are crazy,” spat General War. 
“Wait until they are right on us and then 
kill them all. Why throw away all our 
advantage ?”

“They will not know that we are here 
in force,” Emilio contended stubbornly. 
“W e want no war with the Mexicans if 
it can be avoided, for they are many and 
we are few. After these more will come, 
and then more and more.”

He trotted out into the open and took 
his place beneath the tree. Joe and I 
crouched behind a granite slab and Guerra 
lay a few feet away, roundly cursing what 
he termed the idiocy of the chief.

Behind the wall the medicine men in­
toned a solemn invocation to Iitoi, Creator 
and Elder Brother of the tribe. The re­
ligion of the Opatas, we had learned by 
this time, was a strange combination of 
Christianity and the primitive worship of 
their forefathers.

We had not long to wait. Across the 
mesa floated a cloud of dust. With our 
glass we could make out the troopers, 
slouching along carelessly. We counted

twenty-two of them. At their head rode 
Pecina.

O M ILIO  arose and stood in their path, a 
pathetic little figure in a dirty white 

shirt that was unconfined at the waist and 
flapped in the morning breeze. He raised 
his hand. Pecina halted and looked down 
at him.

A brief colloquy ensued, Emilio motion­
ing earnestly in our direction and then 
toward the hills. Joe, who had the binocu­
lars at the moment, says that Pecina 
laughed contemptuously. Then he drew 
his revolver and casually shot the chief in 
the mouth.

With an oath Joe dropped the glass, 
seized his rifle, drew a bead, fired. Pe­
cina pitched off his frightened horse and 
sprawled over a white brittle bush beside 
his victim.

Guerra leaped to his feet and poured 
lead into the prostrate form of the major.

With demoniac yells the Opatas 
swarmed out of concealment, shooting 
wildly as they ran. Forgotten were their 
instructions to remain silent and hidden 
until the invaders were within fifty yards. 
Their chief had been wantonly slain and 
there was no room in their minds for any 
thought save vengeance.

The surprised Mexicans turned and fled 
in wild disorder, without firing a shot. 
One horse stepped into a badger hole and 
went down; his rider was immediately col­
lared by the swift-footed Indians. No 
other prisoner was taken.

The Opata mustangs were so far away 
and so inferior to the cavalry mounts that 
pursuit was useless. At any rate the mur­
derer had paid the penalty and the sacred 
stone was safe.

Silent and sorrowful, the warriors gath­
ered about their fallen leader. Both he 
and Pecina were quite dead. The blood 
that had gushed from their wounds had 
already sucked down into the thirsty 
earth.

“I .killed him,” boasted Johnny War. 
“The moment that he shot Emilio I shot 
him.”

Joe gasped with astonishment. “Let
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him claim the credit if he wants it.” he 
muttered. “Anyway, I guess I ’m even 
with that slimy coward. Just out with his 
gun and murdered that poor, inoffensive 
old savage as calmly as you’d swat a fly. 
I can’t feel a bit sorry for what I did.”

Three medicine men, wearing coyote 
tails and other barbaric trappings, came 
and carried Emilio’s corpse inside their 
inclosure. Pecina was stripped of his 
arms, his pockets rifled, his remains un­
ceremoniously dumped into a recess be­
tween two boulders and covered deep with 
rocks. If scalping was ever one of the 
practices of the Opatas it had been aban­
doned, as had the war dance.

Joe and I crossed to the prisoner, a lank 
private who trembled violently between 
two wrathful Opatas. He was amazed to 
see us and asked in broken English when 
and how he was to be killed.

“That we cannot tell you,” Joe replied. 
“Perhaps they will let you go, as you 
were not the one who shot their chief. 
Your comandante used very bad judg­
ment.”

“He was a fool. If he had not killed 
the old man we would have whipped these 
miserable Indians and carried the meteor 
across the border, where we would all 
have been reech, reech, reech.”

“O bo! So he thought that the stone 
was valuable?”

At that the Mexican shut up tighter 
than a clam. He had said more than he 
meant to divulge.

“Didn’t I tell you!” Joe chortled, clap­
ping his hand on my shoulder. “He meant 
to steal the meteorite and desert with the 
whole detachment. Probably picked his 
men with that very end in view. And the 
little girl— she knew.”

We slipped away, got our horses and 
jogged back to Cieneguita. The events of 
the morning had in no way improved the 
prospects for us. The soldiers had been 
repelled and probably would not attempt a 
counterattack, but as soon as they got 
back to Magdalena a punitive expedition 
would be sent against the Opatas. And 
when that expedition arrived, we wanted 
to be elsewhere.

From every hut arose a mournful wail, 
for the news of Emilio’s passing had trav­
eled ahead of us. Shortly before noon 
a procession, led by the medicine men, 
brought the body down to the village.

It was laid out in the dead chief’s own 
lodge and the protracted funeral rites be­
gan at once. Guerra went off with Lo­
renzo.

“And now to get hold of those medi­
cine men some way,” said Joe. “They’re 
pretty busy, of course, preparing Emilio’s 
soul for its journey into the next world.”

“What in the world do you want of the 
medicine men?”

“You’ll see,” was his enigmatic reply.

Q E V ER A L children, including two or 
three boys of fifteen or sixteen, found 

our jacal more interesting than the fu­
neral. They stood about, watching us with 
wide, wondering eyes.

Joe walked over to one of the youths 
and plucked a half dollar from his mat of 
coarse black hair. Quickly he turned and 
extracted a quarter from another tangled 
poll. Then he presented the coins to the 
amazed youngsters from whose heads they 
apparently came.

The Opata lads bit the silver and 
showed it to their fellows. Then all of 
them began to run eager fingers through 
their hair in search of buried treasure, 
chattering shrilly the while. One of them 
slipped away and soon several of their fa­
thers joined the group, grinning indul­
gently and unbelievingly.

Joe approached one of the men and 
pulled a peso from the pocket of his shirt. 
The others plainly expected him*to do the 
same for them but he turned away indif­
ferently.

“The white medicine man is tired of 
such childishness,” I said gravely. “Some 
other time he may show you some real 
magic. He will talk no more to-day ex­
cept with your medicine men.”

“Well done,” Joe approved as he with­
drew inside our hut. “You’ve got the 
idea, Pete.”

“Yes, but I was sure puzzled when you 
began to pull those parlor tricks. Haven’t



102 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

seen you do any of your Hermann the 
Great stuff since we were in hospital at 
St. Nazaire.”

"I didn’t expect ever to do it again, but 
it's sure coming in handy now.”

U A L F  an hour later the three medicine
1 men, very melancholy and dignified of 

countenance, called at the jacal. We shook 
hands and invited them into the hut, where 
they subsided upon our bed rolls. Joe 
gave them a cigar apiece.

After the smokes had been lighted, he 
absently reached out and drew a dollar 
from the ear of Diego, oldest and ugliest 
of the hideously tattooed trio. Two more 
dollars he found somewhere under the 
chins of Diego’s assistants. Then he 
coaxed a few nickels and dimes out of the 
air.

The medicine men sat with the coins 
in their hands and surveyed them with ill- 
concealed astonishment. Joe launched into 
a eulogy of the dead chief and a denuncia­
tion of his slayer.

From one subject to another the con­
versation rambled, Joe doing most of the 
talking and casually performing a few 
simple tricks with a handkerchief and 
pieces of string. He subtly let it be known 
that he was the most powerful medicine 
man that his country had ever seen, and 
added that he must soon return to his own 
people.

This seemed to cheer the Opata priests 
a lot. They were evidently glad to know 
that they were not long to suffer compe­
tition from the red-haired stranger.

“And what of the black stone?” Joe 
asked finally. “Do you know yet what 
message, it brings from heaven ?”

Diego regarded him between narrowed 
eyelids. “Not yet,” he grunted.

“Are you sure that it was from 
heaven ?”

“Sure!”
“But it was afire and very hot, was it 

not? Could it not have been sent by the 
devil to bring bad luck to the Opatas ? 
Their chief is already dead.”

Diego seemed startled and impressed by 
this notion.

“My magic tells me that the stone came 
from the devil and that the whole tribe 
will die unless it is removed at once,” Joe 
went on. “I would not advise any Opata 
to go near it. Its removal will be very 
dangerous, for the evil one is terrible in 
his anger.

"I believe, though, that I can weave a 
powerful spell and defy him. But it must 
be to-morrow, for not later than to-mor­
row night I start for my own land.”

Silent and thoughtful, our visitors de­
parted into the gathering darkness. They 
did not forget to take our silver with 
them.

“Joe Bonner, I ’ve got to take off my 
hat to you again,” I applauded. “Most 
of the time you’re a brainless wonder, but 
now and again you demonstrate that 
you’re an utter genius. It must be the 
genius of insanity.”

“It’s going to work,” was Joe’s pleased 
reply.

WA sat and smoked, listened to the 
funereal wailing, wondered what was 

going to happen next. General War came 
in late, joyously warbling an ancient Cas­
tilian battle song.

“The revolution is about to begin,” he 
proclaimed jubilantly. “Soon Mexico will 
have another president, a really strong 
man to 'rule her and make her the great­
est nation on earth.”

“What do you mean?” Joe snapped.
“These Opatas—the young men, at least 

—demand further satisfaction for the 
murder of Emilio. They are already 
talking of marching on Magdalena. To­
morrow they start to make the sacramental 
saguaro wine and when it is ready to drink 
they will take the warpath.”

“What do they think they can do, a 
mere handful?”

“Ah, but there are other Opatas in 
Sonora; this is only one small branch of 
the tribe; and all of them are very angry 
at the way the government has been taking 
away their farm lands and cattle ranges. 
They are determined to throw off the yoke 
of the tyrant at Mexico City. All the 
other Indians, as well as the peons, will
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fall in with them when the uprising 
starts.”

“Stuff! Don’t you encourage any such 
madness, Johnny."

Guerra was astir early the next morn­
ing and did not stay for breakfast with 
us. Soon he came racing back, boiling 
with excitement.

“The medicine men!" he sputtered. 
“They say now that the black stone did 
not come from heaven but that it is a 
curse sent by the devil and must be de­
stroyed at once or the whole tribe will die 
of a plague.”

“Yeah; and did they tell you anything 
else?”

“Yes, they said that you are a great 
medicine man yourself and that you have 
offered to defy the devil and undertake 
the removal of the stone.”

“That’s correct. I figure on doing that 
little thing, with your help.”

“Let us start at once. The sentries have 
already been withdrawn and no Opata 
will go near the meteorite. A stone that 
is worth a million dollars ought to be some 
sight, no?”

We saddled our horses and galloped up 
the arroyo. General W ar in the lead. Joe 
was humming some meaningless bit of 
A. E. F. doggerel and his face was flushed, 
his eyes feverishly bright. My own pulse 
was pounding away at a rate far above 
normal.

No one was about when we threw our­
selves off the horses and crowded through 
the narrow gate in the rock wall. There 
vve stopped stock-still to gaze at the sky- 
born wealth that lay before us.

\1 7 E  had expected to behold something 
majestic and imposing, but the me­

teorite scarcely fitted that description. It 
was merely an irregular cone that looked 
more like smelter slag than anything else. 
Its sooty surface was studded with wart­
like protuberances. Through the base it 
was perhaps twelve feet in diameter.

“Yes, it’s all of five tons,” Joe estimated 
judicially. “If it all runs like the sample 
Johnny found, it’s worth over a million 
dollars.”

“A million dollars!” Guerra whooped, 
“Viva la revolucion! It is financed."

“Hey? What the devil are you raving 
about ?"

“It is true, my friends. We already 
have the men. the Opatas, and here is the 
money needed to equip our army. Make 
your bow to the next president of Mex­
ico, Juan Guerra. You shall be members 
of my cabinet.”

“Johnny, you’re as crazy as a bat in a 
brewery. This meteorite belongs to Sefio- 
rita Francisca de la Rosa, for it is on her 
land. We have come to get it for her, 
and by gum, we’re going to get it! You’ll 
be given your fair share and I don’t care 
if you start forty revolutions then, hut 
you’d better forget it now.”

“Forget i t ! It is you who are crazy. 
This is our opportunity to make ourselves 
masters of Mexico. We are men of des­
tiny. This stone was indeed sent by God, 
but it was sent to Juan Guerra, liberator 
of his oppressed country.”

“You'll have to forget it. To-day we’ll 
plant a box of dynamite under this thing, 
sack as much of the fragments as we can 
transport, and duck across the border. 
Then we'll come back for other loads until 
we have it all.”

“But have I not treated you fairly? 
Did I not save you from being thrown out 
of Mexico? Was it not through me that 
you first learned of this fortune?”

“W e’ll grant all that, Johnny. But we 
can’t follow you in this lunacy you pro­
pose. There are only three of us on this 
expedition and you are overruled, two to 
one.”

“So I am overruled ?” Guerra screamed. 
“What of this?"

In the wink of a cat’s eye he had us 
covered with his revolver. We clawed 
desperately at our belts. An utter nausea 
of fear swept over me, for in our haste 
we had left our side arms behind. The 
rifles were slung from the saddles on the 
horses outside.

Tremblingly we elevated our hands.
“God forgive me for getting you into 

this, Pete,” 'Joe blubbered. “And that 
girl at Magdalena will never know that I
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did the best I could to help her. Good- 
by, buddy. See you over yonder.”

^^U E R R A  waved the automatic in our 
faces, ripping out a stream of Span­

ish invective so rapid that I caught only a 
word here and there. We pressed back 
against the black stone.

It tilted partly over.
“What the------”
Joe turned, inserted a toe under one 

edge and actually rocked the meteorite.
“All right, Johnny,” he said with a 

queer little catch in his voice. “Take your 
stone from heaven. I t’s all yours. We 
don’t want it.”

“You don’t want it?” Guerra obviously 
suspected a trick. “You don't want a mil­
lion dollars?”

“If you can get one dollar out of it, 
you're welcome. I t’s nothing but a cinder. 
If there ever was any metal in it, it’s 
burned out. Lift it yourself if you don’t 
believe that it’s lighter’n a feather pillow.”

General War approached gingerly and 
gave the meteorite a shove that moved it 
a foot out of position. Then he flew into 
a frenzy beside which his rage against us 
had been merely a mild pique. Bullet after 
bullet he discharged into the worthless 
clinker.

Deeply disappointed and at the same 
time vastly relieved, Joe and I went away 
and left him there, cursing and foaming.

The reaction was so intense that I could 
not at once climb upon my horse, but col­
lapsed under a cat’s-claw bush, totally 
unnerved. Never, not even with explod­
ing German shells covering me with 
French mud, have I felt so close to death 
as I felt that day beside the Cieneguita 
meteorite.

In another instant, I am convinced, that 
deluded visionary would have shot us both. 
Now his dreams of power were blasted. 
And we had risked our lives for some­
thing of no more value than the ashes 
from a kitchen stove. What an inglorious 
anticlimax to a treasure hunt!

“Joe,” I stammered weakly, “was there 
ever such a pair of absolute imbeciles as 
we are?”

“Never!” he agreed gloomily. “Still

LIE did not finish the remark. We went 
i 1 down to the village, caught our mules 
and packed everything that we had except 
the dynamite. General War was welcome 
to that, as well as to the pony that he rode.

Now that there was no longer any rea­
son for us to stick around Cieneguita, we 
could be well over the Arizona line before 
the expected punitive column came up 
from Magdalena or Hermosillo. That 
was one fight that we would dodge, at 
any rate.

Without waiting to bid good-by to 
Johnny and without explaining to the 
Opatas that we had decided not to remove 
their diabolic black stone, we drove the 
mules northward. Luckily most of the 
population was then participating in one 
of the endless series of funeral obsequies 
and few observed our departure. If ques­
tioned we would probably have made some 
promise to return later.

We knew that the desert lying between 
us and Ouitovaquita, on the border, was 
almost wholly uninhabited; also that wa­
ter holes were far apart. It would be a 
dangerous journey but we did not care to 
travel east or south and chance having to 
explain ourselves to the military or wan­
dering rurales.

To the west lay the Gulf of California, 
with no settlement along its shores for 
hundreds of miles. Yes, north was the 
way for us. In the course of our stay 
at Cieneguita we had asked careful ques­
tions about the route and felt sure that 
we would not go wrong.

A mile or so above the village we passed 
through a shaky barbed-wire fence that 
marked the boundary of the De la Rosa 
acres. The trail led us along the base of 
a gray dolomite butte and into a veritable 
forest of tree chollas among which cactus 
wrens twittered merrily.

Both of us were silent and preoccupied. 
Toe’s eyes were on the ground as though 
in search of something.

Suddenly he halted, dismounted and 
picked up a little black pebble by a young
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saguaro. He squinted at it, hefted it, 
passed it up to me.

IT  was a piece of meteoric iron exactly
the same in appearance as that which 

Johnny W ar had given us at Magdalena.
“What do you make of it?” I asked, 

mystified.
“Pete, of course you remember that 

Johnny said his chunk was only a frag­
ment that he picked up some distance from 
the main meteorite. We know that the 
meteorite must have come over about here. 
Well, this is another fragment.”

“But it’s heavy. How do you account 
for that?”

“My astronomy, meteorology, or what­
ever you want to call it is mighty sketchy. 
I know less about it than I do about keep­
ing out of trouble. But my theory is that 
the little pieces cooled off quickly before 
all the metal was burned up. The big one 
was so hot by the time it struck the earth, 
due to friction with the atmosphere, that 
there was nothing left but a lump of car­
bon.”

“Those sparks that we saw when the 
meteorite fell------”

“More fragments, likely. At least, a 
good many of them probably were.”

“Jpe, there must be thousands! W ow! 
Maybe we aren’t such hopeless imbeciles 
after all.”

We grabbed each other and did a clumsy 
war dance there among the cactus while 
the ponies and mules looked on in brute 
wonderment.

“But — but — gathering—’em—up’s— 
going—to—be—a job and a half,” I 
wheezed as we jigged hilariously.

“Never mind. W e’ll find ’em if it takes 
all summer. Remember, each one of W s  
six per cent platinum.”

I began coursing around like a bird dog 
and not fifty yards away came upon an­
other black chunk almost as big as my 
head. After a second spasm of mutual 
felicitations we sobered and got down to 
making definite plans.

For various reasons we did not want 
Johnny W ar or the Opatas to know what 
we had found, or even that we were still

in the neighborhood. Finally we decided 
to angle back to the creek and go on north 
until we found a suitable stopping place, 
then trust to luck that we would not be 
discovered.

We found the very spot we were seek­
ing in a dense mesquite thicket just back 
from the water. Here were plenty of 
mesquite beans and grass for our animals, 
so we made camp. After the heat of the 
day had passed we went scouting.

Our search that afternoon netted only 
half a dozen particles not much larger 
than marbles. When we went to bed we 
were feeling pretty blue.

The next morning, however, we found 
where a meteoric shower had fallen and 
set fire to a number of the chollas. Some 
of these pieces, though, were as completely 
burned out as the big stone.

Nevertheless, by night we had collected 
over seven hundred pounds, as near as we 
could guess, and that was all we cared to 
pack on four small mules across the blis­
tering Altar desert. As there were no 
more burned cacti outside that small area, 
it is unlikely that we left behind any con­
siderable number of fragments.

D A RLY  dawn saw us again on our way.
We climbed to a pass through a chain 

of red hills and looked back upon Ciene- 
guita, half a dozen miles away and queerly 
distorted by the heat waves that ascended 
from the floor of the valley. The village 
was calm and peaceful.

“All dear,” I shouted encouragingly. 
“Nobody following us,”

“All clear,” Joe called back from th t 
head of our little procession. Then h%, 
burst into song that made the slim white 
lizards at the trailside cease their bowing 
and blinking and scuttle for their holes.

“Joe, to whom does this stuff belong, 
anyway?” I asked that night. “It wasn’t 
on the De la Rosa land, but on the public 
domain. Maybe we ought to have staked 
out some mining claims after all.”

“Don’t be too technical, Pete. If we 
filed mine locations we’d have to declare 
what we found and it would be taken away 
from us by some hook or crook. Finders,
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keepers, is the only rule that will apply 
in this case.”

It looked that way to me so I said no 
more on the subject. Besides, I had my 
own private doubts as to our cargo being 
worth anything. That one fragment con­
tained platinum was no proof that they 
all did.

Neither of us mentioned Johnny War. 
We tacitly agreed that we were under no 
obligation to share our discovery with him,

The following day we crossed into the 
United States between Quitovaquita and 
Sonoita. There was no one to stop us, to 
ask our business, to inquire what we were 
bringing over the international line. We 
wouldn’t have known that the border was 
there had not the trail chanced to pass 
near an iron pillar marked “Republica 
Mexicana” on one side and “U. S. A.” on 
the other. Adequately to patrol his fron­
tier between Nogales and the Colorado 
River, Uncle Sam would require an army 
as large as the one he sent across the 
Atlantic.

'T 'H R E E  days later we were in Tucson, 
1 where we attracted no more attention 

than any two other prospectors out of the 
desert. We hunted up an assayer that I 
knew, took him into our confidence and 
asked him to make a few tests.

With the assayer’s consent we stayed 
right in his dusty little workshop while he 
crushed and ran the first sample. It was 
a tense moment when he lifted a shiny 
white button out of his furnace, applied 
to it certain acids, weighed it on a tiny 
scale, then fell to figuring on a scratch 
pad.

“Yes, it’s platinum,” he told us lacon­
ically. “Little less than five per cent.”

“Whoops!” Joe grabbed me in a bear 
hug and we essayed another war dance 
that shook a row of expensive glass re­
torts off a shelf.

“Never mind,” my jubilant partner re­
assured the alarmed assayer. “We’ll pay 
for your glassware. Where’s the tele­
graph office?”

“Turn the next corner and go two 
squares to your left.”

“Say, whom are you going to wire to?” 
I demanded suspiciously.

“To that girl at Magdalena, and tell her 
not to worry any more. My half goes to 
buy an interest in her hacienda and relieve 
her of her financial troubles. And then 
I ’m going to relieve her of all her other 
troubles by making her Mrs. Joe Bonner. 
Better come in on the deal, you old side­
winder.”

"Come in on the deal? What------”
"The land deal, I mean; not the girl.”
We persuaded the assayer to smelt our 

aerial ore right in his own plant. With 
his limited equipment the process was a 
slow one, yet it was anything but tire­
some to Joe and me. We stayed right 
there all the time, weighing each gleaming 
metallic button as it came from the fur­
nace.

When the smelting was all done we had 
seven hundred and sixty ounces of plati­
num, worth a trifle less than eighty thou­
sand dollars. We arranged for the sale 
of the metal through a banker who thought 
that we treated him very badly when we 
declined to sell him an interest in our 
mine.

“Joe, are you really serious about that 
Magdalena matter ?” I asked sadly as we 
left the bank.

“Serious? You bet I ’m serious! The 
way I look at it, we’re morally obligated 
to help her. It wasn’t her fault that her 
meteorite was burned out and all the 
platinum was somewhere else.”

“It wasn’t our fault, either. I don’t see 
where we’re under any obligation, moral 
or otherwise.”

“Say, that reminds me that I haven’t 
had an answer to my telegram. Hope her 
creditors haven’t foreclosed on her yet. 
Let’s get the Magdalena and Nogales pa­
pers and see if we can find out anything.”

Y \/E  stopped at a news stand, bought all 
the recent publications from Magda­

lena and Nogales, and carried them up to 
our room at the Santa Rita Hotel. They 
were full of news of the deepest interest 
to us.

La Vos del Pueblo had a badly dis­
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torted account of the “murder" of Major 
Pecina. A later edition announced that a 
troop of cavalry had been dispatched to 
punish the “cruel and bloodthirsty
Opatas.”

According to the Nogales Herald of the 
day before, the troop had already re­
turned to Magdalena. Its commander 
seemed to have been a man of some in­
telligence and judgment, for he had sent 
an emissary forward under a white flag 
and asked for a parley with the Indians.

From them he learned the circum­
stances of Pecina’s death, also that he had 
not been killed by a member of the tribe 
but by a renegade Mexican named Juan 
Guerra. Upon being arrested, Guerra had 
attempted to shift the blame to some mys­
terious red-haired American supposed to 
have fled across the border with a con­
federate. But the Opatas assured Colonel 
Carrillo that Guerra had indeed shot the 
major and then boasted proudly of his 
feat. Furthermore, he had exhorted them 
to make war upon the Mexicans.

For that crime, more serious than the 
killing of Pecina, Guerra would probably 
be executed. A private of Pecina’s com­
mand, held a prisoner, was willingly re­
leased. The much-discussed meteorite had 
turned out to be merely a cinder, shunned 
by the Indians, since the death of their 
chief, as a curse from the devil.

That was all.
“Well, there doesn’t seem to be any 

reason why we can't go back to Magda­
lena," Joe mused. “Pecina’s deportation 
order is as dead now as he is.”

A hopeless, helpless feeling came over 
me. Would my buddy never get over that 
Magdalena madness? I had hoped that he 
would forget the dark, languorous eyes 
of Francisca even as he had forgotten so 
many other eyes that at various times had 
enthralled his unstable affections.

“We have the money to buy her whole 
estate now if we want to," he went on. 
“It may be just the investment we’re look­
ing for. Besides, I ’ve got to go back and 
somehow prove to her that I ’m all man 
even though one of my legs is wood. 
Come on, Pete.”

Well, if Joe Bonner insisted on marry­
ing Francisca de la Rosa and settling down 
on a Sonora rancho, I ’d settle down with 
him.

This resolve cost me a severe wrench, 
for I realized that marriage would destroy 
to a large extent the more than brotherly 
intimacy that had existed between us since 
that far-away night when we first bunked 
under the same pup tent. It would bring 
to an end the roving partnership that had 
led us into so many strange places and so 
many bizarre adventures since Uncle Sam 
told us that he didn’t need us any more. 
Of course I ought to have been glad of 
that, for I had always opposed Joe’s ambi­
tion to embroil us in every fuss south of 
the border: but somehow I wasn’t any 
too cheerful.

/ “\ N  our way down we stopped between 
^  trains at Nogales and called on the 
banker who administered the financial 
affairs of the De la Rosa estate. All that 
Joe wanted, I knew, was news of Fran­
cisca, for all of his elaborate pretense that 
he wanted to talk business.

“W e’d like to go into that De la Rosa 
matter a little deeper,” he began.

“You’re too late, gentlemen,” the banker 
stated. “A deal for the sale of the entire 
property to an American syndicate has 
just been closed. She held off for some 
time, expecting to get money from a 
source that she did not disclose to me, but 
yesterday she came up and signed the 
deeds.”

“That’s too bad. Is she still in town?”
“No, she left last night for Hermosillo, 

where she is to be married in a few days 
to a childhood sweetheart. Vet^ fine 
young fellow, I understand. He has just 
returned from Madrid, where he was con­
nected with the Mexican embassy.”

Neither of us said anything until we 
were a square down the street. Then Joe 
started to whistle softly.

“Glad to see that you take it philo­
sophically, old chap,” I approved consol­
ingly.

“Philosophically? Pete, I'm tickled 
pink.”
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“Why, I supposed you’d be all broken 
up about losing that girl.”

“You’ve been letting that imagination 
of yours get out of hand again. Can’t I 
indulge in a little harmless flirtation with­
out you getting all flustered over my im­
pending doom? Don’t you realize that I 
consented to go back to Magdalena only 
because you were so dead set on buying 
her hacienda? You talked me into it.

“But you wouldn’t like it, Pete, tied 
down like that. In two months your feet 
would be itching again. You are an in­

curably restless spirit, born to ramble over 
the world hunting for meteorites and 
things like that.”

He was spoofing, of course. I didn’t 
care, though. A great load was lifted 
from my mind and a song of joy lilted in 
my heart. Joe was still my buddy, un­
hampered by feminine encumbrances. Al­
luring roads of adventure, not too smooth, 
stretched before us.

“Say, I ’m feeling a little restless my­
self,” Joe fretted. “Let’s go find a revolu­
tion or something.”

Another adventure story by Mr, Douglas in the next issue.

A  LOGICAL EXPLANATION

WH EN  Harry Maynard was a member of Congress from Virginia he was dis­
cussing oratory on one occasion with the late Cardinal Gibbons.

“Preachers,” said Maynard, “have the advantage over political speakers. 
It is a dreary and disheartening business to get up on the floor of the House 

to make a speech and see the other members reading newspapers, whispering to each 
other, taking a nap or drifting away to the cloakrooms. But preachers are not an­
noyed that way. When they go into the pulpit, their audiences listen attentively to 
every word they say.”

“Perhaps,” the cardinal said gently, “a reason for that is that the preachers are 
supposed to be telling the truth.”

wiiiiiiiMiiiiiiiiiiitiiiiiiml / CONVINCED AT LAST

CLYDE DAWSON, a prominent attorney of the national capital, formerly lived 
in Denver and was at one time president of the Colorado Bar Association. In 
those days he had a good friend who was a Scotchman and whom he good- 
naturedly kidded on the subject of the Scotch people’s extreme thrift, not to 

say “tightness.” The friend could not see the point and invariably argued at great 
length that the accusation of parsimony against his people would not stand.

One summer, after many years’ absence from the Highlands, he went back there 
for a vacation. Upon his return to Denver, he looked up Dawson and confided:

“Speaking of your charge that my fellow countrymen, the Scotch, are tight, 
Clyde: while I was in Edinburgh a few weeks ago, and while strolling through the 
streets, I took out a cigar to smoke but found that I had no matches. I stepped into a 
cigar store and asked for a light. The clerk told me that they did not furnish lights 
and did not give away matches but that they would be glad to sell me a box of matches. 
I left the shop; but, still wanting to smoke, I went into another and asked for a light. 
The clerk told me the same thing I had heard in the other store. I walked on and in 
the course of an hour tried four more shops, but they all answered alike: they didn’t 
give away a light but would be glad to sell me a box of matches. And, don’t you 
know, Clyde, I finally had to walk nearly two miles back to my hotel before I could 
get a light!

“And that has just about convinced me. I really believe at last the Scotch are 
tight!”



R e d  M a r i a
By Robert McBl air

Author o f  “Luck, ” Settin ’ Pretty," Etc.

Fish  K elly  w in s  a h o rse , a race , a bet, and  th e  last 
laugh . A  h u m an  an d  h u m o ro u s  s to ry  of N e g ro  life.

MR. W ASHINGTON JONES 
possessed the grand manner. He 
bowed deeply from the waist as 
he entered the red-plush ‘'settin’ 

room” of Mr. and Mrs. Fish Kelly's two- 
room quarters at No. 11 Queen Street. 
The sweep of his grass-green fedora was 
directed toward Mrs. Fish Kelly in a ges­
ture of obvious admiration. Mr. Fish 
Kelly—the husband in the case—did not 
seem to be pleased.

Mr, Jones was persona grata to the 
colored ladies of the town. He had ar­
rived in the splendor of a maroon suit, 
green hat, yellow cane and white spats 
only a month before. His beautiful brown 
eyes, his high-yellow complexion, smooth 
straight-black hair and wisp of mustache 
had made an impression at once.

His comely manners and Bermuda ac­
cent, coupled with a judicious impartiality 
in distributing his attentions, had kept his 
star in the ascendant. There was a cer­

tain mysterious glamour, too, in the fact 
that he seemed never to work and yet 
could keep always most radiantly attired.

Thus it was perhaps not surprising that 
the thin, tar-black Mr. Fish Kelly—ob­
serving signs of interest and pleasure on 
the part of his wife—should promptly 
have begun to pout his long dark lips and 
to bat his protruding eyes. Mrs. Fish 
Kelly and Mr. Washington Jones sensed 
the significance of these phenomena, and 
the atmosphere in the sitting room became 
somewhat overcharged with emotion.

Mr. Fish Kelly was heard to swallow: 
his pointed Adam’s apple reappeared 
above his high blue celluloid collar with 
something of a click. Mr. Washington 
Jones—habitually tactful—created a di­
version by drawing a blue envelope from 
some recess in his form-fitting suit.

“De 'surance money!” ejaculated Mr. 
Fish Kelly, his prominent teeth appearing 
as he reached forward. The teeth re­
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turned to obscurity as the envelope evaded 
his grasp.

“Reckon ’at’s my two thousan’ dollar, 
ain’t it?” Fish demanded, belligerently 
blowing out his cheeks.

“Dat question,” replied the high-yellow 
Mr. Jones, “is a matter of which I have 
no concerns. I were requested by de Vir­
ginia Insurance Company to deliver dis 
check to de lady who stands so becom­
ingly befo’ us.”

“She my wife, ain’t she?”
“Dat is as is,” returned Mr. Jones non­

committally. “I was requested to deliver 
de money to her, ’cause she is de one what 
took out de insurance. If  I recollecks,” he 
continued—brushing a beringed hand over 
his glossy straight-black hair—“de restau­
rant was set on fire by de carelessness of 
persons whom I won’t mention being as 
how it is possible dat even though one of 
dem is present dey may have been extin­
guishing circumstances.”

All R. JON ES stopped for breath, but he
1 could have continued without being 

interrupted. Fish Kelly was silenced by 
the memories that Mr. Jones’ eloquence 
had evoked. His thin, gangling, black- 
garbed frame relaxed; his lips pouted 
sullenly; only the regular appearance and 
disappearance of prominent white eyeballs 
relieved the stillness of his black face and 
clothes.

It was true that his negligence had oc­
casioned the burning up of the Fish Kelly 
Eat Palace, which had been his and Mace­
donia’s source of income. It was true, 
also, that Macedonia had been the one— 
at the solicitation of Mr. Jones—to place 
the insurance.

“De automobile what was burned was 
bein’ driv by de same pusson what I have 
mentioned of,” continued Mr. Jones, pur­
suing his advantage. “For dese reasons,” 
the high-yellow gentleman concluded, “I 
was requested to give dis here check to 
de lady.”

“Was you requested to make a speech 
while you done it?” inquired Fish Kelly 
bitterly.

"I can symtomize wid yo’ desire for si­

lence,” responded the slick-haired, slick- 
talking Mr. Jones. As he bowed himself 
from the room he continued to face its 
occupants—partly so as not to expose him­
self to Fish Kelly’s large impulsive foot, 
and partly that he might bestow upon Mrs. 
Kelly a final languishing glance.

He left behind him the elements of an 
explosion. Macedonia sat down in the 
red-plush chair near the window and ex­
amined the check with soft-brown eyes, her 
oval light-brown face aglow with, some­
thing more vital than the love of money. 
Then she raised her head and looked out 
of the open window upon the cobbled 
street that on the left ran for three blocks 
toward the white-folks’ section of this 
Southern seaport, and toward the right, 
after half a mile or so, changed to an 
oyster-shell road passing between prosper­
ous truck farms.

Fish Kelly had been her first beau, and 
she had married him. Fish—tall, thin, 
black and lugubrious—had appealed to 
her maternal instinct, and she had loved 
him rather for his humanity and faithful­
ness than for his brilliance.

But since the restaurant had burned, 
and two thousand dollars was on its way 
to her, Mr. Washington Jones had lavished 
upon her every evidence of regard. Her 
honest soul had seen no connection be­
tween his love and her money.

So elegant was his demeanor, so gifted 
his language, and so luminous were his 
beautiful brown eyes—no wonder her van­
ity, if no more, was stirred. He carried 
about him an aura of worldly polish and 
unlimited affluence. She looked up at 
Fish, pressed against the wall—a thin tall 
black figure with white-blinking eyes. The 
comparison was not favorable to present 
company.

“Fish.” she said, “how come you always 
wear such dark clothes ? ’Cep’n for dat 
red tie an’ blue shiny collar, you looks like 
de inside of a lump of coal. ’Nough to 
give somebody de creeps.”

Fish’s throat began to ache, and he swal­
lowed with difficulty. Macedonia had 
never said anything like that to him be­
fore. She had always thought black



RED MARIA 111

clothes went well with his black complex­
ion. Her comely oval light-brown face be­
came dim to him; he shifted from one 
foot to the other and blinked rapidly.

“I aims to change,” he answered in a 
strained voice.

“What you talkin’ ’bout?”
“I aims to git me a checked suit, an’ a 

green hat, an’ some shoes wid de hair on,” 
said Fish, warming to his subject. “If 
other married folks can be projeckin’ 
roun’, reckon I can too.”

“Who projeckin’?” demanded Mace­
donia sharply. She felt the faint stirrings 
of jealousy. Somehow, it had never oc­
curred to her that Fish could look at an­
other woman.

“I ain’t sayin’ nothin’ ’bout no names,” 
responded her husband. “I ’m jes’ sayin’ 
— watch me. Dat's all— ivatch me!” 

“S’pose you’re figgerin’ on spendin’ our 
good money on clothes ?” snapped Mace­
donia, somewhat illogically. “Left to you, 
me an’ yo’ baby would starve."

" Watch me,” repeated Fish Kelly. 
“Dat’s all I say. Watch m e!”

“You means you’d spend our good 
money on—you ain’t talkin’ ’bout no 
woman in particular; I know dat.” Mace­
donia felt that control of the situation was 
somehow slipping away from her. No 
one was more obstinate than the gentle 
Fish Kelly, once he was aroused. Her 
heart came a little in her throat as Fish 
maintained his silence. She strove for a 
diversion.

“Dat lease on de new restaurant place 
got to be paid for to-day,” she said. “Dis 
money come jes’ in time.”

Fish merely pouted his lips sulle.nly and 
blinked his prominent eyes.

“Dis is yo’ restaurant,” she continued, 
catering to his sense of importance. “An’ 
can’t nobody else tend to it. Us puts dis 
money in de bank an’ draws out a hundred 
to pay de landlord. An’ don’t you forgit 
to git a receipt.”

D IS H  covered the undulations of his 
kinky cranium with a felt hat a shade 

blacker than his skin and followed Mace­
donia out into the morning sunshine.

Across the street was the charred remnant 
of their restaurant. Fat sparrows hopped 
and chattered over the intervening gray 
cobbles; grass sprang greenly in the gut­
ters. Happy good-natured colored people 
shuffled leisurely over the uneven red­
brick sidewalk, or leaned on their elbows 
from upper windows and exchanged 
laughter with neighbors and passers-by.

The colored man without legs—drawn 
in a wheeled soap box by a white-bearded 
goat—hailed them cheerily as he rolled 
downtown after his newspapers. They 
passed Mr. Greenberg’s delicatessen, and, 
on the corner, Hammer John’s fragrant 
saloon.

On the opposite corner they entered the 
imitation-mahogany portals of the bank. 
Macedonia deposited the two thousand 
dollars to her account—Fish not having 
had the advantage of a reading and writ­
ing education—and drew out one hundred 
dollars, which she gave to her husband. 
“Give ’at to Mr. Moses, an’ git a receipt.”

“Where de money for my clothes?” 
Fish inquired as they went toward the 
door.

“What clothes ?”
“Dem clothes I gwine git. Dat’s what 

clothes.”
“You think I gwine give you money to 

go projeckin’ wid?”
“It half my money, ain’t it ?”
“You go on an’ git dat receipt.”
Fish had a wild thought of going up 

to the cashier's window and demanding 
some of his money, but the cold and intri­
cate appearance of the metal gratings re­
pelled him. Pouting his long lips, blinking 
his prominent eyes, he shuffled resentfully 
up the street, while Macedonia looked 
after him with the thought that perhaps 
it had been unwise to let him go off with 
a hundred dollars in cash while in that 
humor.

Fish turned at the next corner into 
Nicholson Street and shuffled up that 
dilapidated thoroughfare in search of Mr. 
Moses, who resided above the space that 
was to be refurbished into Fish Kelly’s 
New Eat Palace. His thoughts were not 
cheerful.



112 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

“We gits our money in, an’ starts set- 
tin’ pretty. Den what happens? Den she 
got to start makin’ eyes at dat high-yaller 
talky-talk. Married man sho’ have a hard 
time nowadays. Ne’ mind. Watch me 
when I gits me a new green suit, an’ a pair 
of dem natural hair shoes! ’At’s what I 
mean— watch me!”

“Hey, Fish!”
Fish Kelly jumped. The voice had 

been unnecessarily loud, considering that 
it was right at his elbow. He looked down 
into the monkeylike features of Jockey 
Johnson, whose diminutive figure was half 
concealed by an enormous white-felt hat. 
A diamond horseshoe pin was thrust into 
the bosom of his collarless green-silk shirt, 
and his pipestem legs, in plaid trousers, 
were curved like the wishbone of a 
chicken. He seemed out of breath.

“Is you deef?” he demanded. “Like to 
run my laigs off. Next time I starts after 
you I gits me a  horse.”

“How come all de runnin’?” Fish in­
quired. He felt that some new responsi­
bility was casting its shadow over him. 
“Thought you was down to Louisville?” 

Jockey Johnson looked cautiously about, 
unpleasantly confirming Fish’s suspicions.

“Ain’t dey somewhar we can go an’ 
talk?”

“I can talk right here,” said Fish de­
fiantly. He pouted his long prehensile lips 
and blinked. “How come you can’t?” 

Jockey lowered his voice. “Fish, dis 
here proposition got money in it. Mo’ 
money dan you ever heerd of. Not hun­
dreds. Thousands. Tens o’ thousands. 
Hundreds o’ thousands.”

“Nigger,” said Fish, “shoot it in de leg, 
yo’ arm’s all full.”

Jockey’s monkeylike face screwed up 
until his eyes were little pin points of 
light. “Dis ain’t no pipe, Fish. You come 
wid me. I gwine show it to you wid yo’ 
own eyes.”

This was rather more; than Fish’s curi­
osity could stand. He tried .unsuccess­
fully to adjust his lanky shuffle to Jockey’s 
foot patter as they crossed the street, went 
up a lane to the more-or-less-uninhabited 
oyster-shell road beyond it, and then cut

across lots toward a ramshackle wooden 
barn that leaned as if from fatigue against 
a sycamore tree in the corner of a weedy 
field.

When they reached the barn, Jockey 
Johnson took a key out of his pocket and 
unlocked the new nickeled padlock that 
glinted conspicuously against the rusted 
hasp and weather-stained dark pine boards 
of the barn’s decrepit door. He pulled the 
door outward and stepped inside. Fish 
peered after him.

’"THE floor of the inside of the barn, or 
shack, had been strewn with straw. 

Jagged edges showed where a board had 
been broken in the wall beneath the cob­
webby eaves of the roof, obviously to let 
in light and air. Silhouetted against the 
spear of sunshine that fell through the ob­
long opening, Fish saw the curve of a 
graceful neck and two small pointed ears. 
At the same time he heard a whinny, and 
the affectionate snuffle of the horse’s nos­
trils against Jockey’s extended hand.

“Ain’t she a beauty?” asked Jockey in 
a voice full of awe.

Fish stepped inside. He was no con­
noisseur of horses, but he could see that 
there was as much difference between this 
horse and the average horse you see on 
the street as there is between a violet 
and a cauliflower.

Her legs were slim and straight, taper­
ing off to the daintiest feet imaginable; 
her whole high-strung shining russet body, 
with its lean, rippling muscles, spoke of 
birth and breeding. But it was the eyes 
that told the story. Separated by a star­
shaped patch of white, they looked upon 
you with a sort of luminous intelligence 
that called forth the best in your nature.

They were the eyes of a princess of 
royal blood. No wonder Jockey John­
son’s voice had trembled with awe. Fish 
swallowed with emotion.

“Jockey,” he said, “a man in Richmon’ 
got a year for only stealin’ a bass drum. 
Come dey ketch you, you goes to jail from 
now on.”

“Law, Fish,” Jockey was holding the 
soft muzzle against his green-silk shirt.
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“I thinks too much of clis horse to steal 
it.” Fish somehow knew that he was tell­
ing the truth.

“How you git her ?”
“De owner give her to me.”
“No white man ever give a colored boy 

no horse.” Fish reversed his opinion of 
Jockey’s veracity. “De mos’ a boy ever 
got from a white man would be twenty 
years in jail.”

“Believe it or no,” replied Jockey. “You 
don’t know my white-man boss. Dis here 
horse was formed to win de Futurity. 
De boss bet his shirt on her, an’ at de 
start of de race she jes’ toss her haid up 
an’ down an’ wouldn’t start. Time she 
was whipped to a canter de race was over.

“De boss man face got so red it nigh 
burned his mustache. He say to me, 
‘Jockey, you want a horse?’

“I say, ‘Yassuh.’
“He say: ‘Dat horse is yourn, take her 

away.’
“ ‘Take her where?’ I asts him.
“ ‘Out of my sight,’ he say; ‘let me 

see dat horse or you again, an’ dere goin’ 
be two daid animals,’ he say.

“Dat’s my boss man all over. Oncet he 
was ridin’ a ottermobile an’ she broke 
down on him. A little colored boy was 
settin’ on de fence. De boss man say: 
‘Boy, you want a car?’ ”

“What you want wid me over here?” 
Fish interrupted Jockey’s apparently un­
ending flow of conversation. “You want 
to give dis horse to me?”

Jockey Johnson cackled loudly.
“Boy,” he said. “Dis here horse cos’ 

fi’ thousand dollars. I ain’t no white, 
man.”

“I ’ll say you ain’t,” Fish agreed, teeth 
gleaming white against black skin as he 
appreciated his own humor. “Den where 
all dis million dollars you was talkin’ 
’bout?”

Jockey’s monkeylike face screwed into a 
knot under the complications of his 
thought.

“Lissen,” he began. “I owes freight, 
an’ I owes feed bills; an’ I got to have a 
hundred dollars to enter dis here horse in 
de race what comes off Sad’dv, at de
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County Fair. All told, I needs two hun­
dred dollars. De purse at de race is fifteen 
hundred. You puts up de two hundred, 
an’ we splits de purse.”

"Dis here horse was given you cause he 
won’t git up an’ run. Den I pays you 
money for half intrus’ in de purse!”

“Laugh an’ show yo’ eegrance,” replied 
Jockey resentfully. “How come dat horse 
throw her haid an’ won’t run? ’Cause she 
love me, an’ dat white man don’t know no 
better dan make another nigger ride her.

“Dat’s how come. Dey’s good horses in 
dis here Sad’dy race, but dey ain’t a horse 
can nose her saddle if I got de laig up on 
her.”

Fish Kelly sank with disinterested lan­
guor upon the straw of the floor.

“Horses what is boun’ to win is what 
makes de bookies rich.”

“Fish,” said Jockey earnestly, coming 
nearer, “I gwine give you a chancet to git 
rich. Dis horse cost ft’ thousan’ dollars! 
She worth dat for breedin’, let alone 
racin’.”

I-IE  took a worn copy of a racing sheet
1 out of his hip pocket and pointed with 

a twisted brown forefinger at a paragraph 
circled by pencil marks. “Read da t! 
Come straight down from Man-o’-War.”

“Dat so?”
“Sho’ it so. Now listen. I ’s busted. I 

done borry’d all de money I can. Dat 
nigger, Y’ashington Jones, done promise 
to help me, but now he say he ain’t got 
no money.

“Now listen. You puts up de two hun­
dred what will git us in dis race, an’ I 
gives you half of de horse an’ half of de 
purse.”

“You say dat high-yaller Jones want to 
come in ?”

"He was want to take half Litres’ for 
fi’ hundred-, but I can’t wait for him to git 
de money.”

Fish’s prominent eyes gleamed whitely 
against the blackness of his thin features 
as he looked over the beautiful slim lines 
of the russet mare. He liked the idea of 
preempting Mr. Jones’ place.

“Which half does I git?” he demanded.
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“We ain’t goin’ to cut her up," snapped 
Jockey. “You gits half of all she earns, 
an’ half if we sells her. Ain’t dat enough? 
Horse like dis is liable to win fifty thou- 
san’ jes’ as easy as one.”

Fish slid his hand in his pocket. The 
feel of the crisp green paper money re­
minded him that it had been intrusted to 
him by Macedonia for the purpose of 
leasing the space for their new restaurant. 
He didn’t relish the thought of going back 
to her and explaining that he had bought 
half interest in a race horse, instead. It 
would.be better to have her consent in ad­
vance. He explained as much to Jockey.

“Come I don’t talk to her first, she 
make trouble. You ain’t married—but 
dat’s de way a woman is.”

“I waits here for you,” said Jockey. 
“Maybe I takes Maria for a workout. 
Don't be long.”

D IS H  rose to his skinny length, brushed 
the straw from his form-fitting black 

suit, put on his felt hat—a shade blacker 
than himself—and, with a straw hanging 
down over his retreating chin, shambled 
eagerly across the field and down the lane 
to Nicholson Street. As he turned to the 
right and shuffled toward Queen Street, 
however, his eagerness became somewhat 
dimmed by the pale cast of thought.

Macedonia was not the one to become 
immediately enthusiastic over race horses. 
She seemed to have, besides, a ongenital 
distrust of Fish’s most roseate ideas. The 
fact that this distrust was based largely 
upon experience did not serve to make 
Fish’s present mission the easier. “S’pose 
dat white man come an’ take dat horse 
back,” she would probably remark at once.

Although Fish could hardly have put his 
thought into words, he sometimes felt 
that Macedonia did not possess a suffi­
ciently sanguine temperament. He knew, 
however, that she had a shrewd eye for 
business, and felt that it was possible that 
the idea of buying half of a five-thousand- 
dollar horse for two hundred dollars would 
appeal to her.

As Fish turned into Queen Street his 
thoughts changed from the abstract to the

particular. About two hundred feet ahead 
of him strolled a green hat, a maroon- 
colored suit, white spats and yellow shoes. 
A twirling yellow cane confirmed the fact 
that he was gazing upon the rear of Mr. 
Washington Jones.

As if this sight were not sufficiently 
unpleasant, he was treated next to seeing 
Macedonia come out of Isham Walters’ 
wood and ice shop across the street, and 
cross the cobbles as if to intercept the 
radiant Mr. Jones.

Mr. Jones' green hat came off in a de­
testably graceful bow. Macedonia’s prim 
smile was heart-sickeningly happy. She 
stopped. Mr. Jones stopped. They 
chatted gayly. They wheeled, as with one 
accord, and strolled across the street to 
the Ice Cream Mansion.

Mr. Jones opened the rusted screen 
door of the mansion with a supple bow. 
Macedonia simpered and entered the cool 
and fragrant portals. Mr. Jones followed. 
The screen door banged shut behind them, 
disturbing a covey of flies.

Fish had a sick sinking feeling in the 
pit of his stomach. Macedonia’s smile re­
minded him of the way she used to look 
when he would meet her during their 
courting days. In just such a manner, 
too, would they once together have entered 
the Ice Cream Mansion.

Fish’s long lips trembled. His eyelids 
stung, and he drew in a tremulous breath.

“I cornin’ home to talk wid her, an’ she 
eatin’ sody pop wid another man!” Fish’s 
throat hurt him. “I ’ll show her! I ’ll go 
my way—she can go hern.”

He shuffled back over the course that 
he had come. At the corner he turned 
for a last hopeful look, but the screen door 
of the Ice Cream Mansion did not open,

IN SID E  the Ice Cream Mansion, Mr, 
1 Washington Jones led the way past the 
marble soda counter, laden with sliced 
watermelon and pies covered with mos­
quito netting, and chose a small circular 
table in the rear, adapted to a tete-a-tete. 
Macedonia’s tete-a-tetes had in the course 
of a rather prim life been very few. Her 
light-brown face became darkened some­
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what with color, her soft-brown eyes grew 
luminous and were almost maidenly de­
mure. Even her glossy black hair, dressed 
in a style reminiscent of the pompadour, 
seemed to hint that a tete-a-tete was an 
adventure.

“Sometimes,” began Mr. Jones softly 
after the proprietor had served them with 
two bubble-crowned beakers of frosted 
chocolate, “a man admires wid his eyes an’ 
don’t say nothin’.”

He took a deep swallow, wiped the foam 
from his pinch of black mustache, and 
sighed. Macedonia covered her confusion 
by diving after a floating island of ice 
cream with a long-handled spoon.

“Maybe he don’t speak,” spoke the 
light-eomplexioned Mr. Jones. “Maybe 
he jes’ plans to benefact.”

There fell a silence. “Has you ever 
’mired from far off?” inquired Macedonia 
demurely.

“I has, an’ does,” returned Mr. Jones 
with a voice full of emotion. He smoothed 
back his glistening straight hair with a 
jeweled hand and rested his beautiful dark 
eyes upon his companion. “An’ when I 
admires, I aims to benefact. I ask you,” 
he added, “who ’suaded you to take out 
dat insurance?”

“You did,” admitted Macedonia, with 
lowered eyes.

“Dat’s who did,” he agreed, moistening 
his full lips as he remembered the com­
missions he had received from the insur­
ance company. “Now I got somethin’ 
else nice for you. When I admires, I 
benefacts.”

“What ’tis ?” Her heart beat fast as 
she wondered quickly whether her posi­
tion as a married woman would permit her 
to accept the diamond ring or pearl neck­
lace that seemed implicit in Mr. Jones’ 
glow of beneficence.

“Oil stock!” said Mr. Jones in a dra­
matic whisper.

Macedonia started. Her light-brown 
hand paused in its spooned pursuit of an 
ultimate fragment of ice cream. Could it 
be that Mr. Jones was talking business, 
and not love?

“Dis ain’t like other oil stocks,” Mr.

Jones insisted. “Dis turns quick. I got 
a friend what is president of it. You 
buys two thousand dollars’ worth to-day; 
in two weeks you sells it for four thou­
sand. Two thousand profit in two weeks.

“Dat’s de way I does my friends. An’, 
bein’ as how it’s you, I goin’ to 'range 
it so you git your profits in one week. 
How’s dat? Next Monday. Dat’s me.”

A gleam of cupidity came into Mace­
donia’s brown eyes.

“Me an’ Fish was goin’ to put dat 
money in a rest’rant,” she replied inde­
cisively.

“Dat what he tell you,” replied Mr. 
Washington Jones, using an argument 
that he had often found profitable. 
“When I ’mires a woman, I plays straight 
wid her. But all husbands ain’t like dat.”

“You mean to tell me Fish Kelly got 
him a gal ?” A flash of primitive woman 
shone through Macedonia’s soft-brown 
eyes.

“All I sav is, if you craves money to 
spen’ on yo’se’f, you better make it vo'se’f. 
Dat liT brown I seen him wid is goin’ 
to ruin dat skinny black man’s money.”

Macedonia got up so suddenly that her 
wire-backed chair fell over backwards.

“Can you wait til! to-morrow mornin’?” 
she asked. “I plans to know mo’ by den.”

“I ’ll try an’ hold dis opportunity open 
for you,” graciously consented Mr. Jones 
as he paid for the ice-cream sodas out of 
his last half dollar. “But I ’vises you to 
ack quick.”

lUI ACEDONIA’S heart was pumping 
* hard as she told Mr. Jones good-by 
and went across the street to her home. 
To make two thousand dollars was one 
thing, but to lose her Fish Kelly was to 
have the foundations of life crumble be­
neath her.

Mr. Jones, with all his admirings from 
afar, did not appear to her as a satisfac­
tory substitute. Her heart sank as the 
hour for supper passed and Fish Kelly did 
not arrive. She was sick with jealousy 
when he finally came in, about eleven 
o’clock at night.

His manner seemed strange. He was
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sullen and resentful; his lips were pouted, 
and he continually blinked his prominent 
eyes; but he was also excited. Worst 
symptom of all, he refused to eat.

Hardly speaking a word, he undressed 
and climbed into bed. Macedonia pres­
ently went to bed too, but not to sleep. 
Her heart was beating so fast and hard 
that she thought it must burst. Her face 
was hot, her throat ached, and tears 
wetted her pillow.

Fish Felly, next to her, although asleep 
was not sleeping soundly. He tossed and 
muttered. Macedonia listened, with the 
keen hearing of love. All through the 
night she listened as he muttered excit­
edly.

Gradually the one word, “Maria," be­
came more and more distinct. And, just 
before dawn, she heard quite plainly: 
“Ain’t she a stepper! Ain’t she cute!
Maria an’ Fish Kelly. Clear de track. 
Bam! Dey're off!"

Her name was M aria! Macedonia 
buried her face in the pillow. The next 
morning at breakfast—drawn and hollow- 
eyed—she opened the attack.

“You got de receipt for dat rent?”
Fish Kelly thrust half a corn pone into 

his mouth in order to give himself time to 
think. He had paid Jockey Johnson one 
hundred on account, and he now needed 
another.

“I ’ll git it for you dis mornin’,” he re­
plied. Macedonia’s troubled heart was 
eased by hope. Maybe after all he had 
not been spending his money on Maria. 
She decided to delay judgment.

“You have it back here befo’ lunch,” 
she warned as Fish went out the front 
door.

Fish, like a moving segment of night, 
shuffled moodily over the uneven brick 
sidewalk of Queen Street, trailed  by a 
thin shadow not as black as his skin. Life 
had become no less complicated since the 
afternoon before. Unless he could rustle 
up the other hundred, Washington Jones 
was apt to come and buy the half of that 
horse for himself.

As Fish shuffled up the garbage-clut­
tered lane and crossed the oyster-shell

road, he could think up no reason for re­
questing a hundred dollars that Macedonia 
would find convincing. His lips suddenly 
pouted as he looked ahead, across the 
weedy field, and saw none other than the 
radiant Mr. Washington Jones leaning 
against the corner of the tired-looking 
barn, talking to Jockey Johnson, who lay 
on the grass,

“I jes’ tellin’ how you done outbought 
him,” said Jockey as Fish shuffled near.

“Dat skinny black nigger ain’t out- 
bought nQbodv,” retorted Mr. Jones. Fish 
was now a double obstacle in his path, and 
he regarded him with venom. “I don’t 
buy ’less a horse gwine win.”

“Who say dis horse ain’t gwine win?” 
Fish demanded.

“Why, it's a fi'-to-one shot! I ’d bet 
fifteen hundred to th'ee hundred,” Mr. 
Jones added with contemptuous grandeur, 
“ef I thunk you had de money."

“Ouch!” Fish ejaculated. “How come 
you kick me. Jockey?"

“Bet him, fool! Bet him !”
“Sho' I bets him,” said Fish, looking 

defiantly at Mr. Jones out of the corner 
of his eye. His heart sank at the thought 
of how—in a woman’s sight—Mr. Jones’ 
radiance must throw his own somber 
blackness into eclipse. “Could I jes’ git 
holt of de money an’ bet him,” Fish was 
thinking, “an’ be lucky—an’ w in!”

Against the optimistic glamour of all 
these ifs loomed the imminent fact that 
Mr. Jones was about to call his bluff.

“I don’t happen to have fifteen hundred 
wid me,” answered Mr. Jones, and Fish 
drew a breath of relief. “De race ain’t 
twill to-morrow. I meets you here in de 
mornin’.”

LJALF an hour later. Fish Kelly drifted 
1 1 into the Oueen Street sitting room 
and sat down in a dark corner, where he 
became almost invisible, except for the 
white of his eyes. Macedonia was seated 
by the window, sewing.

“You got dat lease?”
Jockey Johnson's agile mind, and Fish 

Kelly’s prehensile lips, collaborated in the 
following answer.
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“He want fo’ hundred nto’ dollars. He 
got to be paid for de whole year.”

“I ’ll go wid you an' pay it,” Macedonia 
announced, getting up.

They proceeded together along the 
sunny dilapidated street, and at the bank 
Macedonia gave Fish four hundred dol­
lars. As they traversed Nicholson Street 
she noticed that Fish had become strangely 
distrait, and had taken to rolling his eyes 
up each inviting alley.

She took his arm. But her attention 
was unexpectedly diverted. The elegant 
Mr. Washington Jones was strolling to­
ward them. Macedonia released Fish, 
patted her glossy pompadour and glanced 
down at her blue-serge suit.

“Miss Kelly, might I be so kind as to 
have a word wid you in private?”

This publicly displayed interest on the 
part of the radiant Mr. Jones—and while 
her husband was present—confused Mace­
donia. She tittered— turned to ask Fish 
if he would excuse her.

But the distrait Mr. Kelly had van­
ished.

Near by was a grocery store that had a 
rear exit into a devious alley, which again 
possessed fences capable of being expedi­
tiously skinned. Tears of mortification 
burned Macedonia’s eyelids.

“Come wid me down de street a min­
ute,” she requested, and led the way to 
Mr. Moses’ office. That eagle-featured 
gentleman confirmed her worst suspicions. 
Fish had not been near him.

“Like you say,” Macedonia admitted 
huskily to Mr. Jones when they were 
again on the street. “ ’At nigger runnin’ 
wild. You know dat gal, Maria, I hear 
him talkin’ ’bout when lie sleep?”

Mr. Jones batted his eyes in thought for 
a moment, then stifled a comprehending 
grin. “Sho’ I knows .her,” he answered, 
“an’ soon as you buys dis oil stock I gwine 
tell you how to handle dat nigger.”

“Will you, sho’ nuff?” Macedonia 
quickened her step toward the bank. Five 
minutes later she counted fifteen hundred 
dollars, in nice clean bills, into Mr. Jones’ 
yellow palm. “Now how I gwine handle 
him?” she demanded eagerly.

“Don’t be in sich a hurry,” protested 
Mr. Jones, putting the money in his 
pocket. “Can't you wait twill I benefacts 
you first?”

Bowing gracefully, he presented her 
with two thousand dollars’ worth of bright 
green certificates. “Dat’s fi’ hundred dol­
lars you done already got for nothin’,” he 
explained.

“Is I benefacted now?”
“I’ll say you is benefacted.”
“Den tell me how I------ ”
“De onliest way you gwine handle dat 

nigger is to bus’ him. When dey ain’t no 
money but a woman’s money,” spoke Mr. 
Jones out of his experience, “a man come 
home for his meals.”

“Dat’s right too. But how I gwine bus’ 
him ?”

“Don’t push me. What I was gwine 
say, 'at man riskin’ his money on a horse. 
Him an’ Jockey Johnson. You fix it so 
dat horse lose in de race, an’ Fish Kelly 
go bus’ sho’.”

“I don’t know nothin’ ’bout------”
“You git de key to de horse’s barn. 

Fish Kelly got it in his pocket, I reckon. 
You snitch it out to-night while he sleep. 
I waits for you in front of de Ice Cream 
Mansion, an’ den I ’ll show you how we 
does de res’.”

p iS H  did not come home until ten o’clock 
that night. Hopeful dreams, however, 

dammed the jealous torrent at Macedonia’s 
lips. Within a week she would be in a 
position of commanding affluence; and 
Fish Kelly, to-morrow, would be broke.

She did not even mention the four hun­
dred dollars that Fish had vanished with; 
and actually smiled at his puzzled look 
when he climbed frowning into bed. He 
slept soundly, however, and in the middle 
of the night Macedonia slid from bed, 
found a new key in his vest pocket, 
dressed hurriedly and stole silently out 
into the dark, deserted street.

Mr. Jones emerged from the shadow of 
a tree. They proceeded in silence down 
the street and across the weedy field to 
where they unlocked the door to Maria’s 
stable. It hurt Macedonia to hold the gen-
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tie horse’s head while Mr. Jones thrust a 
small sponge far up its nostril.

“Now,” Mr, Jones explained as they re­
turned, “I gwine bet against dat nigger to­
morrow. Gwine bet him fifteen hundred 
to th’ee hundred, jes’ to teach him he ain’t 
—jes’ to teach him to leave dat Maria gal 
alone. Major Braxton, at de track, gwine 
stakehold it for us. An’ I gwine come by 
an’ take you to de race, so you can see him 
lose.”

p I S H  was gone the next morning when 
Macedonia awoke. She donned a red 

dress reserved for gala occasions, and 
after breakfast sat down to await Mr. 
Jones.

Life smiled upon her. Fish would go 
broke, and she would be rich. Good-by, 
Maria, good-by. Noon came; one o’clock, 
two o’clock came—but Mr. Jones did not. 
At last, however, there came a knock on 
the door.

She opened it with a smile of relief, 
and was taken aback to see a burly red­
faced white man in a blue suit and derby 
hat.

“I am looking for a colored boy named 
Washington Jones. Do you know where 
he is?”

“No, suh, mister. He was cornin’ by to 
carry me to de races, but he ain’t shown 
UP-”

“How much oil stock did he sell you?” 
the man inquired.

“Oil stock? Two thousan’ dollars’ 
worth for fifteen hundred. Why, mister? 
Dey ain’t nothin’ wrong?”

“Nothing except that yellow scoundrel’s 
been selling bum oil stock to all the colored 
women in town.”

“Mister, you don't mean my money is 
gone! Come you ketch him, couldn’t you 
make him give it back? Couldn’t you, 
mister ?”

“There’d be so many claims against him,
I don’t imagine anybody would get any­
thing back.”

“Don’t look, mister. Here he come 
across de street now!”

“Keep right on talking," said the white 
man. “Where are you going?”

Macedonia was flying like a red comet 
down the street, not waiting for the satis­
faction of seeing Mr. Jones arrested. Fish 
Kelly had bet Mr. Jones three hundred to 
fifteen hundred on the race. If she could 
only get there in tim e!

“Mister, what time do de races begin?” 
she pleaded breathlessly of the street-car 
conductor when she scrambled aboard at 
Monticello Avenue.

“Be ’bout over by the time we get 
there.”

Macedonia was almost ill with nervous­
ness and remorse as the open trolley car 
bumped its leisurely way to the race track. 
She had criticized Fish, and extolled Mr. 
Jones. She had hurt Fish Kelly’s feel­
ings. _

This, and this alone, she was sure, had 
driven Fish to a romantic dalliance. More, 
she had intrusted their money to Wash­
ington Jones—and now it was gone for­
ever. Not satisfied with all that, she had 
crept forth into the night to trick the sim­
ple, trusting Fish Kelly.

“De Lawd he do right to punish me,” 
she murmured, biting her trembling lip. 
“But do Fish lose his bet, de punishment 
gwine drap on him an’ my baby, too. Oh, 
Lawd, does you he’p me jes’ a little bit 
dis time, I ain’t never gwine be a bad wife 
no mo’. Oh, Lawd, can’t you make dis 
here cyar go quicker?”

Even a Monticello Avenue trolley car 
must at length get somewhere.

I ITTLE boy! Hey, peanut boy! Does
you know has dey raced de race what 

Mister Fish Kelly was a-bettin’ on?”
“Can’t tell you dat. What was de name 

of de horse?”
“I don’t know de name of de horse!” 

Macedonia looked wildly about. Her prim 
c a re e r  had n ev e r in c lu d ed  ra c e  tra c k s . 
Hurrying pedestrians jostled her as they 
pressed through the crowd about the track.

Above, on her right, rows of white folks 
ascended in tier on tier of colorful scarfs 
and clothing, the sunlight now and then 
glittering on the glass of leveled binocu­
lars. Into the bewilderment of her mind 
floated a tenor scream.
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“Maria! Dere you is! Show ’em de 
palms of yo’ feet!”

On her left, standing on the back of a 
seat in a section massed with colored folks, 
Fish Kelly—a wild look on his thin black 
face—was waving his black felt hat at 
the track below.

Plunging through the crowd, Mace­
donia scrambled over the seated customers 
who blocked the ascending aisle and threw 
herself hysterically upon her precariously 
balanced husband. She and Fish landed in 
a complicated and bruised condition be­
neath the feet of four customers two tiers 
below.

“Fish!” she cried at the surprised and 
injured black countenance staring at her, 
“whar at is dat horse?”

Apparently Fish did not feel like being 
drawn into what might become a pro­
tracted conversation. With a few brief 
but convulsive efforts he managed to 
climb upward through the clothing and 
limbs of the ladies and gentlemen who 
covered them and to emerge into the upper 
air and sunlight. Macedonia emerged at 
his side.

Belligerent murmurs began to arise 
from dislocated ladies and gentlemen, but 
Fish Kelly heeded them not. And Mace­
donia realized the cause. Curveting rhyth­
mically toward the barrier—bandaged an­
kles leaping, hooded heads tossing, nine 
horses were tense for the start. From 
the crowd swelled suddenly a full-throated 
roar.

•‘They’re off!”
All but one. Its back obstinately curved, 

one horse was prancing sidewise, snorting 
temperamentally and throwing its head in 
the air. Left at the post.

“Fish, baby, will you ever forgib me?” 
Macedonia threw her arms about Fish’s 
neck. “I helped Mr. Jones put a sponge 
in yo’ horse’s nose! Fish, honey, I 
wouldn’t ’a’ done it ’less I thought you 
never loved me.

“I thought—honey, I didn’t know Maria 
was a horse! Fish, honey, we’s ruined 
now.” The tears streamed down Mace­
donia’s face. “Fish, it’s all my fault!”

Macedonia was aroused from her re­

morseful supplications by a tenor wail in 
her ear.

“M aria! Dat's my baby wid de green 
shirt on ! Show ’em, baby, show ’em ! 
Show 'em de palms of yo’ feet!”

Macedonia rubbed the tears from her 
eyes. On the last far turn, five horses 
were bunched in the lead. Three others 
followed them closely. Four lengths be­
hind, a hopeless horse straggled alone. 
But the jersey of the straggling rider was 
red—and Fish was cheering for green.

Now as the horses headed homeward, 
those behind were obscured by the dust. 
But the dark sweat-shiny bodies of the 
leaders were clear in the sunshine against 
the dun clay track. Macedonia recognized 
a monkey face on one of those leading 
jockeys. His cap and shirt were green.

A woman’s scream pierced the roar of 
sound.

“Dar he. Fish! See Jockey? She 
gainin’, Fish! She gainin’!”

Macedonia abandoned her husband. She 
maintained her balance by a grip on the 
necktie of the man beside her, expressed 
the tension of the moment by pounding 
on the feathered hat of a colored lady be­
low.

D U T  no one seemed to mind. Red Maria 
—t[ie iong shot, the russet mare with 

the bad record—had been with the leaders 
from the start, and now in the stretch had 
her nose at the favorite’s bridle. She 
gained an inch. Another. Her dilated 
nostrils crept forward—level now with 
the fleck of foam on the favorite’s bit.

Stride for stride, heartbeat for heart­
beat, the two thoroughbreds matched their 
bodies and their souls as they swept by 
toward the wire.

For a long time the judges consulted. 
And then, opposite first place, was in­
serted the number twelve.

“Maria done won!” Fish screamed.
“Fish, our money done come back! 

Does you forgib me, honey?”
The gleam of thirty-two white teeth be­

came slowly eclipsed by the shadow that 
fell over Fish’s perspiring ebony face.

“Forgib you for what?”
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‘‘Didn’t you hear what I tole you en­
durin’ de race?”

“What you tole me?”
“Didn’t you hear nothin’ at all what I 

said ?”
“Us foun’ a sponge up Maria’s nose 

dis mornin’. Too busy watchin’ how dat 
horse would run to be listenin’. What 
you done done now?”

Feminine intuition warned Macedonia 
that sometimes a married couple’s most 
important secrets are those known to only 
one of the pair. She kept the whole truth 
in reserve.

“I los’ our money, Fish. Put it in oil

stock wid dat good-for-nothin’ yaller nig­
ger, Jones. I done had him arrested—but 
dat ain't gwine do us no good.”

“You done had him arrested?” Fish’s 
face again was alight with the sunshine of 
white teeth and sparkling eyes. “Jes’ so 
you shet of dat yaller nigger, I ain’t carin’ 
what you lose. Does you love me?” 

“Fish!” Macedonia’s voice was trem­
ulous. “I ain’t never loved nobody else!” 

“An’ you gwine love me mo’ dan ever, 
too,” Fish predicted as he led the way 
toward the stakeholder and the purse. 
“ ’Cause now I can buy me a spinach-green 
suit, an’ a pair of dem natural hair shoes!”

GOSSIP OF THE GREAT

SPEAKING of Washington:
General Nelson A. Miles, who is now eighty-four years old and used to 

be a valiant Indian fighter, is a mighty golf player. On a pleasant day he 
goes nine or eighteen holes on the public links in East Potomac Park.

Senator Medill McCormick and Mrs. McCormick are authorities on Holstein cat­
tle. On their Illinois farm they concentrate on Holstein breeding and study the busi­
ness together.

When Chief Justice Taft was a candidate for the presidency, he had a million­
aire brother who helped along a lot with contributions to the campaign fund. Senator 
Underwood, prominent candidate for the Democratic nomination for president, last 
year, has a brother of the same kind who, they say, is willing to do the same thing.

The richest men in the United States Senate now are Couzens of Michigan, who 
got rich on Ford automobile stock, and Phipps of Colorado, who got his in Steel. 
Other very wealthy senators are McKinley of Illinois, W arren of Wyoming, Elkins 
of West Virginia, Stanfield of Oregon and Gerry of Rhode Island.

By way of variety in life work Senator Shipstead was a dentist, and Represen­
tative Schafer of Wisconsin a locomotive engineer.

Senator Ashurst of Arizona was born in a tent while his parents were on a 
trek from California to the section he was later to represent in “the most deliberative 
body in the world.”

Representative Mae E. Nolan, the only woman in this Congress, plays golf, and 
frankly says she does it for the purpose of keeping down her waistline.

In one year the garbage of the national capital brought $350,000 into the treas­
ury, showing that the housekeepers of the millionaire and official worlds in Washing­
ton live high and throw away regally.

There is a White House tradition that Thomas Jefferson introduced the use of 
finger bowls to this country.
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One Ring Too Many
By H . R. M arshall

“ S lic k e r”  M iller h its  o n  so m e th in g  n e w  in  th e  w a y  o f d isgu ises.

SLICK ER” M ILLER seemed quite at 
ease in the marble, mahogany and 
gold lobby of the Corn Market Bank. 
He might easily be taken for a suc­

cessful business man, one of that type of 
big, breezy individuals who radiate confi­
dence. His manner suggested Big Busi­
ness; his obvious bodily vigor and health 
indicated an easy life, free from money 
worries.

Even his clothes were in keeping with 
his latest pose. A soft Italian felt h a t; 
shirt, collar and tie, all of the same stylish 
shade of blue; an English tweed suit half 
covered by a sport topcoat, yellow pigskin 
gloves and quiet cordovan shoes made up 
his outer clothing.

He was an impressive, confidence-in­
spiring figure, was Slicker Miller, and he 
knew it. Nature had endowed him with a 
splendid physique which was just begin­
ning to protrude at the abdomen. His face 
was large, florid and handsome, except for 
his blue eyes.

They were unusual eyes, small and 
close set with pin-point pupils against the

palest of blue irises. He smiled easily, 
showing strong white teeth marred by too 
much gold.

A casual observer would judge Slicker 
Miller to be a self-made man of con­
siderable wealth, an energetic, capable in­
dividual, a little loud perhaps, but prob­
ably honest. This was just the appraisal 
the Slicker wished.

For a moment he glanced around the 
elaborate bank lobby, then sat negligently 
on the marble bench near the cashier’s 
desk to wait.

Behind the brass railing which fenced 
off his desk, Cashier McLeod was talking 
to a bank customer. As he talked, Slicker 
Miller studied him. Yes, he was the right 
man to whom to go—a nervous, over­
worked little fellow who would make his 
decision rapidly.

As he studied the cashier, Slicker Miller 
peeled the pigskin gloves back, revealing 
soft, white hands. On the second finger 
of his left hand was an extremely odd 
ring.

A modest diamond, one and one-half
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carats, perhaps, was set between two deli­
cate palm leaves, artistically fashioned in 
platinum.

The width of the ring was extraordi­
nary. There was purpose in that, too. 
Under the broad platinum leaves was ir­
regular red-and-white scar tissue; there 
the finger had the appearance of having 
been chewed.

'’P H  AT scar was a memento of the early 
days of the Slicker’s life—the days 

when he was beginning in the art of living 
by his wits. When liquor and gambling 
went hand in hand in San Bernardino 
County, California, the Slicker had made 
an easy if thoroughly dishonest livelihood 
in the barrooms and cowboy camps.

Once during his desert life a rattlesnake 
had sunk its fangs into the second finger 
of Slicker’s right hand. His treatment 
had been prompt and efficacious—a slash­
ing of his finger with his pocketknife, a 
sucking of the poison and the immediate 
application of chewed tobacco. But the 
little experience left a scar which Slicker 
Miller had had cause to regret more than 
once.

Mow, as he fidgeted with the ring, the 
scarred finger showed prominently.

The cashier was through with his cus­
tomer at last and the Slicker, hat in hand, 
stepped forward.

“Mr. McLeod?”
“Yes.”
Slicker extended his hand. “ Name’s 

Dutton.” he said. “R. A. Dutton.”
“Yes, Mr. Dutton”—with rising inflec­

tion. The cashier was fascinated by those 
unusual eyes; he stared into them, worn 
dering at the tiny black dots of pupils.

"I want just a moment with you. May 
I sit down?” The self-y-cleped R. A. 
Dutton lowered himself into the chair by 
the desk. “Mr. McLeod, I ’m just back 
from abroad. Been away two years. Be­
fore I went I put my money in bonds. 
You know how it is— feel safer that way.”

“Yes,” agreed McLeod fatuously. 
“Good bonds are good."

"Got back last week,” continued the 
Slicker. “Now I ’ve a chance to go back

in business and, believe me, it seems good. 
Just in a small way, understand, manufac­
turing a spotlight for automobiles. I 
need thirty thousand dollars but maybe I 
could get along on twenty-five. I brought 
my bonds to you, Mr. McLeod, hoping 
you would accommodate me.”

The Slicker pulled an envelope from hij 
pocket and handed it to the cashier, 
“There they are, forty thousand in A-l 
bonds—Pacific Gas and Electric, Province 
of Ontario, Big Four—well, look them 
over yourself. A nice, carefully selected 
list.

“That’s my collateral. I don’t want to 
sell; good bonds are going up every day. 
Will you advance me thirty thousand on 
them ?"

Cashier McLeod ran through the bonds 
rapidly. “They’re all right,” he agreed. 
“Will you leave them here until I check 
them up? You see, Mr. Dutton”—in­
gratiatingly—“you’re a stranger to us yet, 
though we hope to get better acquainted.”

The Slicker arose immediately. “Sure, 
sure,” he agreed with heartiness. “Take 
your time, Mr. McLeod. I don’t want to 
push you. I ’ll drop in again this after­
noon. Should I have a receipt?”

The cashier walked to the nearest col­
lateral cage and poked the bonds through 
the grating. “Issue a receipt to R. A. 
Dutton, please,” he ordered. “All right, 
Mr. Dutton, we’ll see you this afternoon.”

Slicker Miller-Dutton waited for his 
receipt, then walked nonchalantly from 
the bank. He was back at two o’clock 
that afternoon and Cashier McLeod sig­
naled to him to come to his desk imme­
diately.

“Mr. Dutton, I've talked this matter 
over with our Mr. Gorham. He suggests 
that you try to get along for a time on 
twenty thousand dollars. You understand, 
Mr. Dutton, the bonds are very good and 
all that, but money is tight right now.

“Besides, we think we are protecting 
our customers when we urge them to get 
along on as little as possible. If you need 
more later------”

Slicker Miller looked disappointed. 
But: “T hat’s all right, Mr. McLeod,” he
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said, “I understand that if I do need 
more later maybe you’ll raise the ante five 
or ten thousand dollars, eh?”

“Yes, probably,” agreed the cashier. “If 
you will just step to the collateral window, 
I'll have the note made out. Do you want 
the money in a certificate of deposit or a 
certified check?”

" I ’d rather have a certified check,” 
stated the Slicker. “I want to apply it on 
the purchase price of the business imme­
diately.”

Three minutes later Slicker Miller left 
the bank with a certified check for twenty 
thousand dollars in his pocket. He waited 
until the next morning to cash the check 
at a near-by bank. Then he returned to 
the collateral cage of the Corn Market 
Bank.

“May I see my collateral?” he asked the 
red-haired young man in charge, pushing 
his receipt into the cage. “I ’ve got a 
couple more bonds to add to it, just for 
safe-keeping. No sense in renting a 
safety-deposit box, not when the bank will 
keep the bonds for me for nothing, is 
there?” he added, winking good-natur­
edly.

The teller went to the collateral file and 
immediately brought back the Slicker’s 
envelope of bonds. “Shall I give you a 
receipt for the new ones and put them 
into the envelope?”

“Please.”
Slicker Miller waited until the teller 

had completed the receipt and added the 
new bonds to the others. “What were the 
numbers of those Ontario bonds? For my 
records. May I see them, please?”

Thoughtlessly the teller pushed the en­
velope forward. Suddenly the Slicker 
was seized with a paroxysm of cough­
ing, a violent uncontrollable spasm which 
p u rp le d  h is fa ce  a n d  w ra c k e d  a n d  tw is te d  
his body.

The teller, startled and fearful, watched 
Miller’s face turn blue and his eyes bulge. 
In a moment the paroxysm was over and 
the Slicker, tears running down his face, 
grinned weakly.

“That was a bad one,” he gasped. “I 
can remember those numbers now.” He

pushed the overstuffed envelope back to 
the teller and turned away.

But now up the sleeve of Slicker’s top­
coat were all of the bonds, and in the 
teller’s cage was an envelope stuffed with 
neatly folded varicolored paper.

/Y N C E on the street, Slicker Miller didn’t 
^  hesitate. He hailed the first passing 
taxicab and raced to the Pennsylvania Sta­
tion. Two hours later he was in Phila­
delphia. In a loft on Chestnut Street 
which he had used before, Slicker Miller 
changed his clothes to those of an ordi­
nary laborer.

Within another two hours he was in 
Atlantic City. In the pockets of his ill- 
fitting clothes were twenty thousand dol­
lars in cash and his original investment in 
bonds. Those bonds had stood Slicker 
Miller in good stead before and would 
again. Now he must lie low for a while.

Easy! It had been all so easy! Slicker 
Miller grinned to himself as he scorned 
the taxicabs and walked carelessly toward 
the sea.

Of course, the trick wasn't over yet. 
To-day, to-morrow or next week, the bank 
would find that it had been duped. Then 
there would be a furore, an investigation, 
a search for one Slicker Miller, alias R. 
A. Dutton.

Already the Slicker was wondering who 
would be assigned to the case. Maybe De­
tective Lieutenant Alvarado. The thought 
brought Slicker up short, made him wince.

Detective Alvarado! He had caught 
Slicker once before, had been responsible 
for that two years abroad—“abroad” be­
ing Sing Sing. Yes, Ramon Alvarado 
was a clever man and a dogged one. But 
this time—Slicker Miller shrugged his 
shoulders, then walked on rapidly as if 
a lre a d y  he w e re  p u rs u e d .

II.
I T ’S Slicker Miller,” declared Detective 
* Ramon Alvarado to Cashier McLeod. 
“Your description fits him to a ‘T.’ Par­
ticularly those queer eyes with the small 
pupils. He was let out last week; I guess 
I  should have been watching him.
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“Yes, I've known him for years," the 
detective continued. "Knew him in 
Mecca, California, first. Gambler and 
frisker. Then I came East on the Times 
dynamiting case, and stayed here.

“About a year later he showed up. 
Either he had been run out of California 
or was looking for bigger game.

"Remember the fraudulent Imperial 
Seating bonds about two years ago? He 
passed those. Cleaned 'up about sixty 
thousand dollars. I caught him finally and 
he got a two years’ stretch for it. But I 
never could find where he put his money. 
Hid it, and then bought those bonds which 
he snitched back from your teller.”

Cashier McLeod was drumming on his 
desk top nervously. “Can’t understand 
how------”

“No, it’s hard to understand how the 
Slicker gets by. But he does. By the 
way, did you notice a prominent scar on 
the second finger of his right hand ?” 

Cashier McLeod considered for a mo­
ment. “No,” he confessed, “I can’t say 
that I did. Seems to me he wore a pe­
culiar ring or something. Just a hazy 
impression. No, I didn’t see any scar.” 

“The teller didn’t notice it, either. Still, 
I know it’s the Slicker. Anyway, I ’ll look 
for him first.”

“But where will you start ?” asked Mc­
Leod curiously. “You haven’t any clews
as to his whereabouts or------"

“It’s an odd thing about criminals of 
Slicker’s class,” explained Detective Al­
varado. “They’re like animals in a way. 
Seem to have their lairs, some place to run 
as soon as they make a killing.

“The Slicker’s hiding place is Atlantic 
City. I don’t know why exactly. Guess 
he likes to be where there is glitter and 
wealth and show. Then he knows the 
place thoroughly. H e’s been a con man 
there so long that he’s familiar with every 
street and building, to say nothing of half 
of the people. Then it’s handy to New 
York and new skin games. Yes, if it’s 
the Slicker he’s run for Atlantic City.” 

Detective Alvarado arose. He was a 
tall man, as little like a detective as one 
could imagine; slender, with a long thin

face, big, dreamy black eyes and the car­
riage of a Spanish grandee. He might 
have been an artist, a poet or a wealthy 
globe-trotter—but a detective, never!

“I ’ll run down to Atlantic City, Mr. 
McLeod, and see if I can locate him. 
That’s where I got him before. Mean­
while if you hear anything, communicate 
with Chief Riley. He’ll be handling the 
local end of the case. Good-by, Mr. Mc­
Leod.”

Ramon Alvarado extended a thin white 
hand, then turned away, leaving Cashier 
McLeod wondering if he had been talking 
with one of the most famous detectives of 
the country or with an artist.

III.
CLICK ER MILLER took his exercise at 

dawn. It was safer that way: fewer 
people to recognize him.

Not that he didn’t feel safe! His dis­
guise, he flattered himself, was complete. 
No longer he looked the successful newly 
rich business man; rather, an ordinary’ la­
borer on his way to work. He had grimed 
his hands, allowed a stubble to grow on 
his face. His clothes were out of shape 
and soiled without being too-exaggerated 
evidence of poverty.

Yes, a hotel cleaner, a street workman 
or a common laborer, but a common la­
borer with forty thousand dollars’ worth 
of bonds in his inside coat pocket and 
twenty thousand dollars in his wallet. 
And on the second finger of his right hand 
was a ring such as a laborer never wore— 
a peculiar ring—two platinum palm leaves 
flanking a modest diamond.

Slicker Miller was considering the dis­
posal of his wealth as he walked down 
Kentucky Avenue toward the Boardwalk. 
He must hide it somewhere, that was cer­
tain ; it wasn’t safe to have it with him 
as proof of the New York transaction. 
When he started to Atlantic Citjy he was 
sure that he knew the place so well he 
could easily find a cache. But so far he’d 
discovered no place safe from lx>th rob­
bery and detection.

Now he was on the Boardwalk. He 
turned southward, pondering his problem.
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Suddenly he stopped, then dodged quickly 
into a doorway. Ahead of him was an­
other man, also evidently a laborer, a tall 
man with coal-black hair and the erect 
figure of a major-domo.

“Alvarado!” The name pounded in the 
Slicker’s mind. He was suddenly panic- 
stricken ; the thumping of his heart seemed 
to shake his whole body; he could scarcely 
breathe.

By force of will he concentrated his 
thoughts on the Japanese ware in the show 
window in front of him. Gradually hd 
regained his composure.

It probably wasn’t Alvarado after all. 
H e hadn’t seen the man’s face. Even if 
it were the detective, he hadn’t caught 
sight of the Slicker. Nervous, that’s what 
Slicker w as; nervous, and with a tremen­
dous fear of the New York detective who 
was responsible for the two years at Sing 
Sing.

He had had a warning. That was all. 
Probably it was fortunate. Now he would 
be more circumspect.

A moment later Slicker Miller stepped 
from the doorway and retraced his steps. 
He walked rapidly now, as if he were late 
for work. His intention was to return 
to his room in the second-rate hotel above 
a downtown bakery.

Yet the hotel was just such a place as 
Alvarado would watch. The Slicker hesi­
tated, then plunged ahead rapidly. At 
least he was safe as long as he progressed 
away from the detective. As he walked he 
must plan some ingenious scheme of con­
cealment. That Alvarado was not a man 
to be taken lightly.

True to form, the Slicker never thought 
of fleeing from Atlantic City. Perhaps 
experience had taught him that trains were 
dangerous places for criminals; more 
likely he felt safer in his own lair than 
in strange surroundings. No, he decided 
he’d find some way to hide right where 
he was.

A H E A D  of him on the beach, silhou­
etted against the gray Atlantic, Slicker 

Miller saw a beach comber. Momentarily 
the Slicker envied the man his freedom

from worries, then suddenly his little blue 
eyes narrowed.

He turned off the Boardwalk and made 
directly for the shore. The beach comber, 
a gray, bent old man, glanced up as the 
Slicker approached.

“ ’Lo,” said the Slicker. “Find any­
thing this morning?”

The beach comber appraised Slicker 
Miller cunningly. “Not much,” he stated. 
“ ’Spensive ring lost here yesterday. Look­
ing for it.”

“Do you find things often?” insisted the 
Slicker.

“Sometimes.” The man stepped into 
the low rollers, his back to Miller. Sud­
denly he uttered a little cry of pleasure 
and plunged his arm into the water, then 
hurried to the beach. “See,” he crowed, 
“see what I found!” He offered a ring 
for Slicker’s inspection.

Slicker Miller grinned broadly. “Yes,” 
he agreed. “Pretty good game, isn’t it? 
What will you sell it for?”

“Let you have it for ten dollars,” the 
beach comber said. “It’s probably worth 
two or three hundred. Looks like a real 
diamond to me.”

Slicker Miller made a noise as near a 
laugh as he ever allowed himself. “Yes, 
sir, great game,” he repeated. “Of 
course, I happened to see you drop that 
ring into the water before you grabbed it. 
The Five and Ten Cent Store’s best, eh?

“You drop it in the water; then when a 
sucker like me comes along, you find it 
and make a profit of nine dollars and 
ninety cents. Not bad.”

The beach comber began to protest 
feebly, but Slicker waved him into silence. 
“It’s all right, grandpa. Pretty good busi­
ness. Easy profits.”

“Not so damned easy,” grunted the old 
man. “Not at my age. The water's cold, 
gives me the rheumatism; my boots al­
ways leak and I can’t tell when a big wave 
will soak me. Not very often any guy 
will take a chance and buy any of this 
recovered jewelry.

“Once, though,” he added pridefully, “I 
found a real ring, worth a thousand dol­
lars it was, and another time I got a wrist
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watch. Sold it for eighteen dollars. Take 
in the crowded season now, in the sum­
mer time, the bathers are always losing 
things. Of course, mostly they ain’t never
found, but sometimes------”

“In reality, though, you make your liv­
ing finding and selling this ten-cent jew­
elry which you plant,” asserted the Slicker. 
“Gosh, that’s a great game. Clever.” 

Slicker Miller could appreciate the oc­
cupation. In a very small way it was sim­
ilar to his own method of making a living. 
But now he must get to business.

“I ’d like to get into the game myself,” 
he suggested. “Will you sell out to me?” 

“Sell out?” echoed the old man, amazed. 
“W hat’ve I got to sell?”

“Well, your boots and your stock of ten- 
cent rings and that rake. What do you 
want for the outfit?”

“Guess I won’t sell. Go buy your 
own.”

“I ’ll give you twenty dollars for the 
boots, the rake and half a dozen phony 
rings.”

“Twenty dollars,” echoed the old man. 
“Well—— ”

“It’s done,” asserted Slicker Miller, 
“and I ’ll give you my shoes in addition. 
Let’s go up under the Boardwalk and 
change.”

TPHE old beach comber wasn’t sure that 
1 he wanted to change, but he had met a 

personality stronger than his own. Obe­
diently he followed the Slicker under the 
Boardwalk where it extended over the 
sand.

“Where do you sleep at night?" asked 
the Slicker as he was changing his shoes 
for the beach-comber’s boots.

“Anywhere. Qenerally along here un­
der the walk. ’Tain’t bad, now. The 
sand keeps quite warm at night. Next 
month, though, in October, it gets cold. 
Then most generally I go downtown. If 
I have money enough I get a two-bit flop,
and if I haven’t------"

“Guess I ’ll sleep under the walk for a 
while, like you do,” declared the Slicker, 
“How’d it be if we kind of stick together? 
That’s the idea. You go get you some new

boots and some more rings and we’ll work 
along together.”

“All right,” agreed the old man doubt­
fully. “Only there’s too many beach com­
bers now.”

“Run along and get some boots,” or­
dered the Slicker. “I ’ll wait for you 
here.”

The old man departed, leaving Slicker 
Miller distinctly pleased with himself. 
But he didn’t allow himself much time 
for exultation. As soon as the old man 
was out of sight, he crawled far back in 
the darkness under the walk and began 
to dig in the sand beside one of the sup­
porting posts.

After he had hollowed an eighteen-inch 
hole, he took out his pocketknife. Rap­
idly he slashed at the side of the post until 
he had flattened one curve of it for a space 
of a foot high and six or eight inches 
broad. From his inside pocket he brought 
the bonds he had used in the Corn Market 
Bank deal. Carefully he wrapped them 
and the twenty thousand dollars from his 
wallet in his handkerchief. Then he placed 
them against the hollowed portion of the 
post and held them there while he refilled 
the hole with dry sand.

The incriminating bonds and money 
were hidden at last, hidden in a safe dry 
place, a place that wouldn’t be found until 
the Boardwalk rotted to pieces.

He was proud of himself, was Slicker 
Miller. Carefully he gathered the chips 
he had cut from the post and carried them 
fifty feet away where he buried them, too, 
in the sand.

When the old beach comber returned, 
Slicker Miller was lounging negligently on 
the sand under the walk.

“All fixed up, eh?” hailed the Slicker. 
“Say I ’m nice and comfortable here. I 
wish you’d do something more for me. 
My eyes aren’t strong enough to stand this 
ocean glare; they need some medicine. 
Here’s a dollar; you go to the nearest 
drug store and get me some atropine.”

“Atropine?”
“A-t-r-o-p-i-n-e. Can you remember 

that? Tell the druggist you want it for 
your eyes. Tell him a doctor ordered it.



ONE RING TOO M A N Y 127

Atropine. Can you remember it ? A two- 
per-cent solution. There’s a dime in it 
for you if you do it. I want a little snooze. 
Two-per-cent solution of atropine. Re­
member !”

Mumbling to himself, not understanding 
exactly what he was doing, the old beach 
comber departed again. While he was 
gone, Slicker Miller inspected his handi­
work. Yes, the bonds were safely hidden. 
Now if the worst happened and he were 
caught he’d still have his stake.

When the old beach comber returned a 
few minutes later, Slicker Miller was ap­
parently almost asleep. He aroused him­
self, however, long enough to take the lit­
tle vial the old man offered him. With 
great care he released a single drop of 
the atropine solution into each eye. Then 
he rolled over to doze.

An hour later he stirred, and again he 
dropped a minute amount of the atropine 
into his tearful eyes.

Already his orbs were changing. Gone 
were the tiny pupils in the pale-blue irises. 
Slicker Miller’s facial appearance was 
changed completely.

With the enlargement of the pupils, the 
eyes seemed totally different—coal black 
now and apparently of unusual size. They 
had the effect of softening his entire face.

Yet a third time, an hour later, he used 
the medicine. “Now,” he thought, “I ’ll 
look quite different-—for a few days at 
least. Alvarado—poof!”

That was his challenge.

D E F O R E  noon a new beach comber 
joined the others on the seashore—a 

big fellow whose eyes seemed all pupils 
and whose right hand bore a peculiar ring.

As he splashed through the water, 
Slicker Miller was communing happily 
with himself. “One place Alvarado will 
never look for me,” he crowed. “Me, 
Slicker Miller, a con man getting his tens 
of thousands every deal, down here work­
ing a snide game with phony jewelry for 
a few odd cents. Here, by gad, right in 
front of his nose, Alvarado will never see 
me—or if he does see me he’ll never know 
me.”

Slicker Miller took great gulps of the 
salt air into his lungs; he cocked his head 
and splashed happily ahead, trailing his 
rake. A great load had been lifted from 
the Slicker’s mind: he had a feeling of 
utter security.

IV.
TQETECTIVE RAMON ALVARADO 

stared out over the Atlantic. He was 
brooding his problem. He had not located 
Slicker Miller. For three days he had 
quietly (searched Atlantic City, watched 
the many hotels, scrutinized the loungers 
on the Boardwalk. He had thought that 
eventually Slicker must pass before his 
eyes.

Now he was beginning to doubt his suc­
cess. Surely if Slicker Miller were in At­
lantic City he would have shown himself 
by now. The Slicker was not a man to 
hide himself in a back bedroom for many 
hours. And if he had been such a man, 
there were not many back rooms which 
Detective Alvarado had not watched.

“Maybe he didn’t come here at all,” 
thought Alvarado. “Still, I ’d swear that 
this is his lair. W hat’s my next move? 
Guess it’s a matter of watchful waiting. 
Some time, somewhere the Slicker will 
show up.”

Still leaning against the popcorn stand 
just inside one of the open-front stores, 
Alvarado continued to ponder his problem. 
At the water’s edge in front of him, al­
most a quarter of a mile away, two figures 
were trailing rakes.

“That’s the life,” thought Alvarado. 
“Beach combing. Happy-go-lucky. Some­
times I envy------”

Suddenly Alvarado stepped forward. 
The physique of the foremost beach com­
ber kindled a spark in the detective’s brain. 
Foolish, of course, it was to investigate. 
But one of Alvarado’s characteristics was 
thoroughness. He’d stroll along the beach 
to get a closer view of that big man in 
front.

He crossed the Boardwalk and dropped 
down to the sand. The beach combers 
were working northward now, and Al­
varado followed.
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Slicker Miller saw the detective ap­
proaching. For just a moment he stood 
motionless in the knee-deep water. 
Slicker was paralyzed as a bird is para­
lyzed Itefore a constrictor.

Then he forced his faculties into ac­
tion. Gradually he worked his way out 
into the ocean until the water was almost 
hip high. There he stooped over and 
reached to the ocean bed, then straight­
ened.

Northward he worked his way slowly 
through the water. Detective Alvarado 
was on the shore opposite him now, study­
ing him keenly. But the Slicker paid no 
attention. For a quarter of a mile the 
two men walked. Slicker Miller in the 
water almost waist-deep and Alvarado on 
the l>each.

"H e’ll have to come ashore some time,” 
Alvarado decided. “The way he stays out 
there is suspicious.”

Still Slicker Miller worked ahead, 
studying the ocean bottom. Once more 
he stopped; his arm plunged into the wa­
ter. withdrew again, his hand holding a 
small object.

“Either the fellow is a good' actor,” 
thought Alvarado, “or he is actually find­
ing something out there.” Suddenly he 
grinned. “I believe he is playing me for 
a sucker. He’ll probably come ashore in 
a few minutes and offer me some phony 
jewelry.”

That was just what happened. A hun­
dred yards down the shore the Slicker, de­
termined to brazen out the encounter, 
angled to the beach. Detective Alvarado 
was awaiting him.

“Find anything?” asked Alvarado 
easily. His eyes were studying the figure 
in from of him. He was immensely dis­
appointed, was Alvarado. Not that he had 
re a lly  e x p ec ted  to find  S lic k e r  M ille r , b u t 
that he had held a strong hope.

Now he found that this man in front of 
him Itore no resemblance to the notorious 
confidence man, except in build. His 
clothes were soaked and in tatters; a long 
stubble covered his face: his hands were 
cracked and seamed from the salt water: 
and his eyes, the eyes which Detective Al­

varado had hoped to find the palest of 
blue with pin-point pupils, were black and 
seemingly all pupil.

“Want to buy these?” the beach com­
ber asked huskily. He offered the two 
rings in his left hand. “Look like real 
diamonds. Let you have them for ten 
dollars."

He was acting, was Slicker Miller, and 
doing it well. Every faculty was strained 
to meet the situation. Here he was face 
to face with his Nemesis, a man who had 
caught him before and who was now on 
his trail.

A false move meant captivity. But 
Slicker Miller was determined to make 
no false moves. His eyes, he knew, that 
most distinguishing characteristic, were 
totally changed by the action of the atro­
pine. Now it was a matter of brazening 
out the encounter, of throwing Alvarado 
off the trail. Once that was done he was 
safe.

“You’d better gamble on these rings, 
governor,” he suggested to the detective. 
His voice was barely a whisper; it sounded 
as if the constant wetting by sea water 
had given him a perpetual cold.

One moment more Detective Alvarado 
studied the beach comber, particularly the 
eyes with the great black pupils. Then he 
turned away. “No thanks,” he said over 
his shoulder. “Em wise to that game with 
the ten-cent rings.”

As the detective walked away, Slicker 
Miller drew a great sigh of relief. The 
sigh was checked midway. Detective Ra­
mon Alvarado had turned around and was 
coming back.

IT  was a forlorn hope which caused the 
1 detective to return. Belatedly, there had 
registered in his keen mind the fact that 
the beach  co m b er h a d  o ffe red  the rings 
with his left hand. It might be worth 
while to see the fellow’s right hand.

“Let’s see the rings again,” requested 
the detective.

“Sure, let you have ’em for eight dollars 
apiece”—pleadingly.

Again Slicker Miller was acting and 
doing it well; again he offered the rings
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with his left hand, but Detective Alvarado 
was studying the Slicker’s right hand. 
“That’s an odd ring you’re wearing,” he 
declared, pointing.

Slicker Miller rose to the occasion. 
Here was the real test. “Sure,” he said 
hoarsely. “Let you have it for ten dol­
lars. Looks like a real diamond, too.”

He was offering a ring which cost him 
three hundred dollars for ten dollars; tak­
ing the chance that his readiness to sell 
it would throw the detective off the track, 
keep him from studying that incriminating 
second finger on his right hand,

“Let’s see it,” the detective said, ex­
tending his hand toward the Slicker’s.

“Sure. I ’ll take it off.” Again the 
Slicker was playing the game. He tugged 
at the ring but it seemed to resist his 
efforts. Finally he put his finger in his 
mouth to jerk the ring off with his teeth.

“The salt water’s swollen my finger,” he 
mumbled. “Ouch! The damned thing cut 
me.”

He pulled his finger from his mouth and 
after it the ring. The second finger of 
his right hand, the incriminating finger 
with its scar tissue, was bleeding. Slicker’s 
teeth had scraped the top of it raw.

“Look at that,” the Slicker cried, ex­
tending the finger to Alvarado for inspec­
tion. “It was soft from the soaking in 
this damned water and the skin broke.

“Well, here’s the ring. Do you want it 
for ten dollars? Maybe it’s worth two or 
three hundred.”

Detective Alvarado needed only one 
glance to assure himself that the beach 
comber’s finger was not the finger of 
Slicker Miller. There was no red scar 
tissue on it, apparently. Blood oozed over 
its water-shriveled, whitened skin, but the 
red scar had been bleached. Carelessly the 
detective took the ring that was offered 
and just as carelessly returned it.

“No, guess not,” he said and walked 
away.

Behind him on the beach, Slicker Miller 
gazed ruefully at his lacerated finger, but 
there was a grin on his face, a smirk of 
satisfaction.

“W hew! That was a close one! But I
»A —POP.

fooled him and I ’m as safe now as if 
Alvarado had never seen me. Gosh, my 
eyes ache! I’ll be glad when I can stop 
using this atropine.”

Slicker Miller turned up under the 
Boardwalk to rest, confident that he had 
won the game whose stakes were arrest 
and imprisonment.

V.

IA C K A D A ISIC A L L Y , Slicker Miller 
continued to play at being a beach 

comber. He fancied he saw the tall, dig­
nified figure of Detective Alvarado occa­
sionally on the Boardwalk. But he was 
safe, was Slicker Miller; safe as long as 
he continued on the beach and under the 
Boardwalk. Any suspicion that Alvarado 
had ever had was allayed.

Still, it was safer to continue as he was. 
So he continued to plant phony rings and 
to find them, to offer ten-cent jewelry for 
sale for ten dollars. Periodically he made 
a sale; one ring even brought twenty-five 
dollars and he boasted of his accomplish­
ment to the other beach combers. That 
twenty-five-dollar sale had far-reaching 
consequences.

The Slicker was wading along the 
beach four days later when he saw three 
men approaching. Some instinct warned 
him that two of the men, at least, were 
police officers. Yet he had never seen 
them before nor they him, so he felt lit­
tle fear. Detective Alvarado was the one 
man of whom he was afraid.

“That’s the man." one of the approach­
ing party said, pointing to the Slicker. 
Instantly the Slicker recognized the in­
formant. He was the “sucker” who had 
paid twenty-five dollars for the ring two 
days earlier.

So that was i t ! The fellow realized he 
had been duped in buying the ring and 
had brought a couple of police officers to 
help him regain his money. Weli. the 
Slicker would repay him readily enough. 
He felt a great relief at the smallness of 
the charge against him.

“Come in here!” shouted one of the po­
lice officers, a short, burly man with flap­
ping ears and a button nose.
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“Sure,” responded Slicker, wading 
ashore.

“Come along to the station with us,” 
ordered the officer. “And come peace­
fully, too.”

“What’s the idea?” demanded the 
Slicker.

“You’ll find out soon enough.”
“This bird objected because he paid too 

much for a ring?” asked Slicker. “I’ll 
give him his money back if he gives me 
the ring. That’s fair enough, ain’t it?”

“Not quite,” said the police officer. 
“Come on!”

Scenting some mystery, but as yet 
barely apprehensive. Slicker Miller went 
unresistingly to the police station. Once 
inside headquarters he went straight to 
the desk sergeant.

“What’s the charge?” he demanded. “I 
offered to buy back the ring for what that 
bird paid for it. Isn’t that fair enough?”

“The man paid twenty-five dollars for 
it?” asked the sergeant.

“Yes.”
“And you will pay him back his twenty- 

five dollars ?”
“Yes.”
“I should think you would,” said the 

sergeant sarcastically. “Any one would 
pay twenty-five dollars for a two-thou- 
sand-dollar diamond ring.”

“Two-thousand-dollar diamond ring?” 
echoed the Slicker.

“That’s what I said. And any time a 
man sells a two-thousand-dollar ring for 
twenty-five dollars, that man needs some 
investigating.”

“But I found it in the water,” declared 
the Slicker. “I didn’t know it was worth 
anything. I thought it was one of the 
phony rings I had dropped in.”

“Our records show that that particular 
ring was taken from a room in the Tray- 
more two weeks ago,” declared the ser­
geant. “The charge against you is grand 
larceny.”

“But—but----- ” sputtered the Slicker.
“Search him,” interrupted the sergeant. 

“Then run him back to a cell.”
Slicker Miller was too astounded to 

protest more. Arrested he was, on a

charge of which he was totally innocent, 
but arrested nevertheless. Mentally he 
cursed the man who had lost the diamond 
ring in the ocean and then mistakenly de­
clared it was taken from his room.

Eventually, of course, the Slicker would 
be freed. But meanwhile he disliked 
spending his time in jail and feared an 
investigation of his actions.

Humbly he allowed himself to be 
searched; a few silver coins and a hand­
ful of cheap rings were brought to light. 
Then from a vest pocket came the bottle 
of atropine.

“What’s this?” demanded the searching 
officer. “Nitoglycerin?”

“No,” the Slicker protested. “It’s 
atropine for my eyes. See the label? You 
can ask the druggist.”

“Atropine!” repeated the desk sergeant. 
“That’s a funny thing for a man like you 
to be carrying. Anything else?”

Nothing more was brought to light, and 
Slicker was marched back to a cell. The 
irony of it all galled him deeply. To es­
cape cleverly with thousands of dollars in 
bonds and then be arrested for finding a 
ring in the ocean!

Then, optimistically, his mind seized the 
brighter side of the dilemma. At least he 
was safe from Detective Alvarado.

VI.
T W O  weeks and no success! Detective 

Alvarado was losing hope. Evidently 
Slicker Miller had not come to Atlantic 
City after all. The detective might as well 
return to New York. He hated to con­
fess his failure, but there it was, staring 
him in the face.

In the cheap rooming house he had 
chosen for his headquarters, the detective 
started to pack his suit case. Halfway 
through the operation he stopped. There 
was one further source of information he 
would investigate.

Yes, he would violate his usual pro­
cedure and appeal to the local police offi­
cers. Generally he was able to get along 
better without local assistance than with 
it. But this time he had failed. So be­
fore he left he would talk with the local
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officers and tell them to be on the look­
out for the Slicker.

At the station ten minutes later, Detec­
tive Alvarado introduced himself to the 
d e s k  sergeant. Quickly he explained his 
mission.

“Just want you to keep your eyes 
open,” he said. “The Slicker’s not here 
now or I would have found him. But he 
may drop in any time.”

The detective proceeded to describe 
Slicker Miller, emphasizing the peculiar 
eyes and the scar on the second finger of 
his right hand.

Alvarado made his farewell and started 
out, then, as an afterthought, “You 
haven’t picked up any unusual characters 
lately, have you?” he asked. “I ’m still 
looking for ‘Pete the Wop,’ ‘Sleepy Joe’ 
Benham, the Saari brothers, and a half 
dozen others. You haven’t any one on 
your register who would interest me?”

“No,” responded the desk sergeant. “It 
has been very dull; the usual number of 
drunks and some petty thievery. We 
have one man booked on a grand-larceny 
charge, but we’ve decided he’s innocent. 
Actually found a two-thousand-dollar dia­
mond ring in the ocean and sold it for 
twenty-five dollars.

“Rather a funny character at that. 
When we searched him we found a bot­
tle of atropine on him. That was four 
days ago. Say, Alvarado, you’d think that 
man was an atropine fiend. Back there in 
his cell, he cries for his atropine. Atro5 
pine—atropine—all day long!

“I'd give it to him, only I can’t figure 
why he needs it. He says the ocean glare 
hurts his eyes, but the jail physician can’t 
find anything the matter with him except 
pupil dilation due to the drug. That’s 
about worn off now, and the fellow still 
cries for his atropine.”

“Atropine?” repeated Detective Alva­
rado. “Say, let me see this prisoner. He 
sounds like an odd bird.” He turned to­
ward the cell block.

Slicker Miller grinned weakly as De­
tective Alvarado stepped into the cell. 
“ ’Lo, governor. Want to buy some rings 
to-day?” he asked.

Q E T E C T IV E  ALVARADO couldn’t 
resist one little crow of satisfaction. 

There in front of him was Slicker Miller; 
a Slicker with the old small, blue eyes and 
pin-point pupils; a Slicker dressed in the 
clothes of a beach comber and with a 
fresh gash on his right hand where the old 
scar had been, but undoubtedly Slicker 
Miller just the same.

“Hello, Slicker,” said Detective Alva­
rado. “That atropine game is a new one 
to me. Pretty clever, Slicker. Rather 
hard luck, though,” he confessed, “to get 
away with forty thousand dollars in bonds, 
to act as perfectly as you acted down there 
on the beach that day, and then be arrested 
for finding a diamond ring. Let’s see 
your hand. No, the right one.”

He was caught, was Slicker Miller, and 
he knew it. Obediently he held out his 
right hand. There, around the edges of 
the fresh gash on his second finger, the 
old scar tissue, whitened by soaking in the 
sea, was beginning to color vividly again 
in the dry atmosphere of the jail.

Detective Alvarado studied the hand a 
moment and then dropped it. “Yes, 
Slicker, hard luck in a way. But that’s 
how it goes with a life like yours. Will 
you demand extradition?”

“No,” said Slicker Miller wearily. 
“Might just as well face it and get it over 
with. You arrange the transportation and 
I’ll come.”

Suddenly he smiled feebly. At least he 
had added twenty thousand dollars to his 
stake. Hidden under the Boardwalk was
sixty thousand dollars in cash and secur­
ities.

That, at least, Alvarado would ngyer 
find. That would be awaiting the Slicker 
after he had served his second term in 
Sing Sing.
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( M a r t in  is th e  h e a d  p o r te r  o f  th e  Grand H o te l ,  Y o k o h a m a .)'

|

WHEN first your ship is docking 
In Yokohama town,

And customs men are blocking 
The gangway you go down,

There is a subtle art in 
Arriving on this strand,

Just give the word to “Martin,”
To Martin of the Grand.

Throughout the East he’s famous,
This canny little chap,

To travelers his name is 
Known all about the map,

So when you make your start in 
This cherry-blossom land, §j

Just slip your keys to Martin, jj
To Martin of the Grand. 1

— .mi...
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Yes, on your trip initial ■
And later journeys too, jj

Fret not with ways official B
Let Martin see you through. §g

The Oriental’s smart in jj v
Things you can’t understand, 1

You’d better trust to Martin, J
To Martin of the Grand.

His cheery face will greet ydu j§
Long ere you reach the slip, jj

And Martin's sure to meet you Jj
Before you leave the ship: I

So do not fret your heart in 
Vain worries, but command

The services of Martin, I
Hand all your stuff to Martin jj

Trust everything to Martin, jj
Efficient, smiling, bland; 1

And—slip some yen to Martin, |
To Martin of the Grand. *

-

I



You Can’t Keep
a Good Man Down

By Douglas N ew ton
Author o f "The Daring Adventurer, ” " The Water A’a ts,'’ Tic.

In  w h ic h  “ G rim y  D o u g ,” ch ie f en g in ee r o f th e  Olive Branch, d e m o n ­
s tra te s  an  in s tin c t and  ab ility  to  rise

THE undoubted and redoubtable oili­
ness of the clothes and person of 
Chief Engineer Douglas Dickson, 
known up and down the world and 

broadways as "Grimy Doug," had its dis­
advantages and led to mistakes.

"Shanghai" Ralph, of Pusskeepie, 
U. S. A., made one of the latter. Deep 
in the problem of how to get a full con­
signment of hands onto a hard-case packet 
with a reputation for man breaking, his 
squint eye lighted on Grimy Doug.

There is no reason to ask what Doug 
was doing in Shanghai Ralph’s bar. Doug 
often did roll, in his comfortable, thick­
set way, into such places. Under his en­
gine-room grease smudges and his placid 
calm his blue eyes had a passion for look­
ing upon life when it was raw.

It was very raw in Shanghai Ralph's. 
He had heard as much on many a voyage 
before, so that when the Olive Branch

to  th e  h ig h es t h o n o rs  in  a n y  sphere .

docked at Pusskeepie, on her way, coast­
wise, to Charleston, South Carolina, he 
strolled along to look at the place where 
all the bad boiler-room hands came from. 

It never occurred to him that he might 
look like one of his own black gang. It 
never occurred to Shanghai Ralph that 
he was of full-certificate rank. He sim­
ply saw Grimy Doug as a substantial sum 
subtracted in advance from pay. He 
winked at a big man, who immediately 
engaged Doug in conversation, leaned in­
dolently across his counter, and poured 
knock-out drops into Doug’s drink; then 
stood yawning, waiting for the inevitable 
effect.

p? OR this reason the skipper of the 
Olive Branch hurried round to lay in­

formation of a disappearance before the 
British consul a few hours later.

For this reason Grimy Doug awoke un­



YOU CAN'T KJLIiP A GOOD M AN DOWN 135

der the combined effects of a slush bucket 
and a boot toe about much the same time, 
and, with a head fit to split, gazed round 
upon quarters that were emphatically not 
his own quarters on the Olive Branch. A 
large, red, bony half Swede of unknown 
quality was applying more boot, and bid­
ding Doug show a leg and get down to the 
boiler room on time.

Grimy Doug blinked bitterly, took a 
cuff on the head that made its ache treble, 
stood up slowly, and hit the half Swede 
so hard that he fetched up spread-eagle 
on a bulkhead. The half Swede began 
to shout. Grimy Doug said: “Don’t! I 
don't want to hit ye again, and I do want 
information.”

“You scum!” roared the half Swede. 
“Do you want to be broken up? Do you 
want me to put you in irons?”

“A h !” breathed Grimy Doug. “So you 
c’n put me in irons. Y e’ll be officer rat­
ing?”

“You’ll learn it,” snarled the half 
Swede. “I'm second engineer on this 
ship."

“Then this is not ma ship.” said Grimy 
Doug. “I’m careful to select human be­
ings for me subordinates. But then I 
know it's not ma ship— it smells ill 
found.’

“You’ll be smelling something stiffer in 
a minute,” said the second engineer. 
“Don’t let’s have any more lip. This is 
the Angel o f Peace. I suppose you were 
too drunk when you signed on yesterday 
to remember the name."

Grimy Doug abruptly assessed the vile 
taste in his mouth. He remembered 
Shanghai Ralph's joint. “Ah, knock-out 
drops did it,” he thought, and aloud: “So 
I signed on this packet yesterday. What 
rating?”

“Fireman,” snapped the second. “Any 
other questions you'd like to ask?”

“Ay. Who’s your chief?”
“Well, of all the— his name’s Bolsen.”
“Na, I don’t know him.”
“Ye will soon,” stormed the second, 

“an’ it’ll be painful. He’s the worst 
man breaker on the Atlantic, an’ his pet 
form of exercise is knocking the stuffing

out of fat stokers who are work shy—-an’ 
here he is."

A GIGAXTIG man with a lowering face 
appeared. He looked his reputation. 

If ever there was a brute who enjoyed 
the simple pleasures of knocking the heads 
off big and recalcitrant firemen Mr. Bolsen 
was the man.

Grimy Doug’s blue eyes sized him up at 
once. A man of low intelligence, but of 
no mean capacity with his fists. Bolsen 
glared at the second engineer. He glared 
at Grimy Doug.

“What’s this, Largsen?” he bellowed. 
“A skulker? Why don't you beat the life 
out of the scum?"

“He has, sir,” said Grimy Doug softly, 
“an’ I ’m recovering. I was utilizing the 
moment of recovery to learn something of 
my whereabouts.

“I suppose it's no good mentioning the 
fact that I ’m a pressed man; that my own 
ship is lying way back in Pusskeepie har­
bor waiting for me?"

“No use at all,” snarled Bolsen. “Fact, 
it’s highly enraging to me—that means 
painful for you.”

“I guessed it,” sighed Grimy Doug. 
“No good saying that my rating isn’t ex­
actly fireman, either?"

“Not much," snapped Bolsen, regarding 
this thickset, dirty, and apparently simple 
fellow as a good butt for his jokes. “And 
what may be your rating—admiral of the 
fleet, or Washington senator?”

“Just chief engineer.”
“That’s unfortunate,” said Bolsen, pre­

tending to be taken aback.
“I’d already gathered that,” smiled 

Grimy Doug.
“Ruddy unfortunate." said Bolsen, with 

a wolfish grin. “You see, all our chief- 
engineer jobs are filled by me—a sort of 
life job, an’ I’m so healthy. And the 
second-engineer billet— why, Mr. Largsen 
has that, and he’s so healthy, too.”

“He might suffer a decline,” mused 
Grimy Doug, looking at Largsen dreamily.

“He might—and then you would get 
your chance. I might, too. between here 
and the Gulf of Mexico—and then that’d
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be another chance. But meanwhile”—the 
big engineer stepped nearer, and his as­
pect was truly slaughterous—“but mean­
while we are most powerfully healthy, 
most powerfully so, and don’t you ferget 
it, you little greaser.

“An’ what we say in our rude an’ pow­
erful health goes, or else our rude and 
powerful health wants to know the rea­
son why. Understand? We want no lip, 
sea-lawyering, or skulking from you. We 
want just work, an’ work, an’ again 
work!”

“I ’m a reasonable man,” murmured 
Grimy Doug, with his intense blue eyes on 
the other. “Work’s good enough for me 
—with, of course, a chance of promotion 
to that grade where my training will prove 
most useful.”

“Aye, you’ll get promotion,” grinned the 
chief, “if you show you have the capacity 
to take, and hold down, the job, an’ by 
way of test we’ll put you under ‘Bull- 
neck’ Edgar, who’s ganger of the watch 
just going on.

“If you can persuade Bull-neck that 
you are more fitted for his job than he is 
—it’s yours. Nothing could be fairer, 
could it?”

“Nothing,” said Grimy Doug with mild 
gratitude, blinking at their uproarious 
laughter. “I find that, on the whole, I 
have a natural inclination to rise in what­
ever sphere I find myself.”

T H E  two engineers were still laughing 
when Grimy Doug strolled forward to 

the boiler-room fiddley. His steady brain 
cleared with the brisk sea air, but his 
sense of the difficulties in the situation did 
not decrease.

He knew that he had been pressed, 
Shanghaied aboard a tough packet accus­
tomed to get its crew s in this fashion. 
That is, those in command would not pay 
the slightest attention to any protests nor 
trouble to consider what rank their forced 
hands held outside the ship.

He’d be held on this ship for the full 
voyage. It was no satisfaction to him xo 
know that they were going down the coast, 
and that presently the faster Olive Branch

would pass them on her way to Charleston. 
He knew that he could not communicate, 
and he felt certain that the Angel of 
Peace—what a sweet name for a packet 
like this!—would not call at any port be­
tween here and the Gulf. He’d have to 
stay aboard and endure what there was to 
endure.

And being a man of common sense, as 
well as grimy exterior, he recognized that 
to kick against the pricks was no way to 
make life endurable on a ship like this. 
The two engineers would only too will­
ingly seize upon any excuse to break 
him up.

“Violence,” he thought, “except in sea­
son, is of no avail. I must depend upon 
ma natural instinct for using ma not-in- 
conseederable abilities. Ah’ve an idea 
from the muscular manner o’ the officers 
what that may mean.

“Heigh-o, I must now undertake the 
first test o’ my gifts wi’ this Bull-neck 
Edgar. Bull-neck has an ominous sound!”

Bull-neck was, in fact, more ominous 
than his sound. He was one of those 
solid, massive men who seem just as deep 
through as they are across. He was, also, 
an undoubted man-eater. He had a stoker- 
mauling manner. He glared at Grimy 
Doug the moment that easy-going fellow 
turned from the ladder and faced him al­
most diffidently.

“Who an’ what the hell are you?” said 
Bull-neck in a voice like vocal murder. 
“You the skulker who’s hanging up my 
fires? Get busy, you tub of lard, before 
I take the hide off you. You’ve come 
down here to work, an’ work you do.”

“Oh, no, Bull-neck,” said Grimy Doug, 
with his friendliest smile. “I haven’t 
come down here to work. Not I. I ’ve 
come down here to take your job away 
from you.”

Even as he said that the two engineers 
were laughing as they walked the deck.

“Bull-neck!” bellowed the second. 
“He’ll knock the chump’s block off.”

“That’s why I mentioned him,” said 
Bolsen, with his wolf snarl. “Bull-neck 
will deal with his natural inclination to 
rise. Bull-neck’s a mighty pulverizing
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proposition to any man looking for pro­
motion.”

‘'He’ll batter that poor loon to pulp,” 
said the second.

‘‘He'll shove his fist right through him,” 
agreed Bolsen.

■‘It’ll be a massacre, sir. The only 
thing is, short-handed as we are------ ”

“Mmm, maybe you’re right. Better 
slide down to the boiler room, Largsen. 
Don’t stop Bull-neck too early, mark you 
—that feller has to learn who’s who. But 
directly the mauling approaches perma­
nent incapacity, call it off.”

“My idea exactly, sir,” and, chuckling, 
the second engineer made for the fiddley.

He returned twenty minutes later, a 
quieter and slightly bewildered man. Bol­
sen looked at him, snapped:

“Well, what about the man? Not out 
of action?”

“Oh, no, sir; he’s all right. Quite all 
right. Working. Working well, in fact.”

“You mean to say that Bull-neck------ ”
“The queer thing about it is Bull-neck, 

sir,” said the puzzled second. “Bull-neck 
was sitting on a heap of coal when I got 
down there, and a trimmer was heaving a 
bucket of water over him.

“An’ Bull-neck was feeling a face that 
looked as though it had met an active, 
combatant typhoon, and murmuring to 
himself: ‘What hit me? Have the en­
gines broken loose and hit me ? What hap­
pened to me?’

“I was beginning to ask myself what 
had, for Bull-neck is a very sad human 
sight, when a voice called out: ‘Bull-
neck, my lamby. Bull-neck, you great, 
bone-idle, skulking mountain, get to No. 3 
fire and get their quick—or I shall come 
and reason with you again.’ An’ Bull- 
neck suddenly seemed to remember—an’ 
got there quick.”

“You mean,” gasped Bolsen, “that that 
little, round, oily swab we just sent 
along------ ”

“I mean just hint,” said Largsen. “H e’s 
there, bossin’ the shift. How he did I 
don’t know, but the knuckles of his left 
hand are slightly split.

“H e’s there all right, anyhow; he came

up to me and smiled in that blue-eyed way 
of his, an’ said: ‘You see I followed out 
your wise suggestion, sir. I put the mat­
ter of my promotion to Bull-neck and he 
saw at once—well, almost at once— where 
a man of my talent should stand. You 
were entirely right, sir—or was it the 
chief ?—when you said that natural abil­
ity would tell.”

The engineers stared at each other for 
a few seconds. Then Bolsen said, in an 
angry roar: “By gum. I guess this is the
sort of man that needs a little particular 
attention from me."

“Well, I don’t know that I ’d interfere 
now, sir.” said the second. “He may or 
may not be the engineer he says he is, but 
I will say I never saw firing handled bet­
ter. H e’s got that squad working like a 
clock already, sir, and it’s clean furnace 
work, too, none of the bar-clinkering stuff 
that Bull-neck used to give us.”

I ARGSEN, conscious that Grimy Doug 
was in his watch, and that good firing 

meant less trouble with steam, was now 
all for making the most of his find. The 
chief engineer knew it. He leered at his 
second with a touch of anger— his watch 
would not be free of steam trouble—and 
growled: “Better be careful, Largsen. A 
feller so earnest after promotion as that 
will be taking your job next. You ain’t 
the best engineer I ’ve suffered, by a long 
chalk.”

Grimy Doug indeed was earnest after 
promotion. He had, as he said, the in­
stinct for rising in whatever sphere he 
was. as many a good man who had judged 
him merely by his oily clothes and 
smudged face had found to his cost. He 
firmly intended to go up— for reasons of 
his own—and he intended to use the con­
siderable cleverness that lurked under his 
gritty exterior to that end.

He worked as only he could at his job 
for two days as the Angel o f Peace floun­
dered her clumsy way along the American 
coast toward Charleston and the Gulf of 
Mexico. So excellent was his handling 
of his watch that the second engineer was 
beside himself with joy at his ability to
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steam to bell, while the first was hot with 
rage against his subordinate for it, and 
also for the fact that during his watch 
the stoking was so inefficient that his own 
steaming went to blazes.

Grimy Doug, a chief engineer himself, 
was not unaware of these emotions, and 
of the desire to get even with his second 
that must be raging in the chief’s breast. 
It was undoubtedly because of this knowl­
edge that he went into the engine room 
during one of his watches off—that is, in 
the chief’s watch—and was found there 
by the chief, talking sadly to a large but 
furious oiler.

“What the hell are you doing here?” 
asked Bolsen, eying him with calculation.

"Sorry, sir,” Grimy Doug murmured 
humbly. “Couldn’t help coming in here 
—professional interest, don’t you know. 
Thought there was something wrong, 
from the sound, with that spindle.”

The chief cocked his head, his eyes nar­
rowed. “Well, what’s wrong?” he 
snapped.

“This fool,” said Grimy Doug crisply. 
“Look at him, swilling all the caps with 
oil like a mutton-handed chauffeur.”

“H a!” breathed the chief, and suddenly 
he saw his way to get even with his cocky 
second by removing Grimy Doug to his 
own watch. “Think you could do bet­
ter? Think you could take and hold this 
bucko’s job?”

“I don’t think there would be any trou­
ble about that,” grinned Grimy Doug, ey­
ing the bucko. And the bucko immedi­
ately swelled his mighty chest. He had 
got his soft job in the way soft jobs were 
got on that packet, that is, by bashing the 
man who held it. He put down his oil­
ing can and backed to a clear space. 
“You ding well try to lift it,” he snarled.

Grimy Doug walked straight inside un­
der the right lead that the bucko loosed. 
Something happened violently in the mid­
ship region of the bucko. He grunted, 
lashed out with left and right, grunted 
again as a boom end seemed to kick into 
his ribs, dropped chin forward and took 
the sauciest uppercut that Bolsen had ever 
seen.

'T 'H EN  Grimy Doug was smiling pleas­
antly up into the chief's face. “That’s 

the procedure for taking over on this ship, 
isn’t it, sir?” he grinned.

“That’s it,” snapped Bolsen, thinking 
with glee of his outwitted second. “Carry 
on as oiler, and kick that dirt back to the 
boiler room when he comes to. He takes 
your place—if Bull-neck lets him.”

Largsen was none too well pleased with 
Grimy Doug’s uncanny knack of promo­
tion. He spoke his mind so violently on 
the subject of the chief’s dirty and under­
hand work that the seeds of a very satis­
factory hate of each other were duly 
sowed, and only the intervention of the 
captain saved the pair from battering 
each other’s faces.

The captain, having threatened to put 
them in irons and thus quieted them, de­
manded in the name of the infernal re­
gions what it was all about.

“As a matter of fact,” said the chief, 
when Largsen had told his bitter story, 
“this man Largsen talks of is a fully 
qualified engineer who is best employed 
in his natural capacity—as an engineer. 
Largsen is scared about the feller—thinks 
he’ll take his place.”

“That be darned for a story,” snarled 
Largsen. “I ’m signed on as second en­
gineer. Nobody c’n take my place.”

“You might become incapacitated,” said 
Bolsen, grinning. “From what I see of 
things it’d be quite easy for you to be­
come incapacitated.”

“Are you threatening me?” cried Larg­
sen.

“No—warning you,” grinned the wolf­
ish chief. “If anything happened to you 
I ’d take him on in your place.”

“Is he qualified, though?” asked the 
skipper.

“Yes,” snarled Largsen, with a venom­
ous look at his superior. “He’s a fully 
qualified chief engineer, sent us by mis­
take by Shanghai Ralph. Don’t forget his 
full qualifications, captain, in case the 
chief ever becomes incapacitated.”

The chief grinned at that. He was per­
fectly confident of his ability to look after 
himself.
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''jpHE second engineer became incapaci­
tated no later than the next day. Per­

haps the chief dropped a word which a 
wise man like Grimy Doug was not slow 
to understand, but the real cause of the 
second’s considerable ill health was a little 
misunderstanding about the tail rods.

The second engineer held different opin­
ions from the oiler. Also the second en­
gineer had decided that Grimy Doug’s un­
warrantable capacity for rising in what­
ever sphere he found himself had better 
be checked here and now.

Having experienced something of 
Grimy Doug's punch, he proceeded to en­
force his opinions with a rachet spanner. 
Doug, thick, bulky, and indolent though 
he appeared to the naked eye. somehow 
was not there when the spanner arrived. 
Instead, he was within jolting distance of 
Largsen’s midrib section—and he jolted.

He jolted hard with the right and harder 
with the left, and Largsen, who rather 
fancied himself as a scrapper, was as­
tounded that one so plump and circular 
should punch so hard. He danced back 
to clear, and took a ripping following left 
to the mouth as he went, and then a stubby 
smash over the breastbone that told him 
that Grimy Doug must weigh every ounce 
of thirteen stone and knew how to pack 
it into his punch.

The second stopped retreating at once, 
and for sweet safety’s sake fell into a 
clinch. Grimy Doug did not seem to mind. 
Two steel-faced fists kicking in with the 
regular and powerful beat of the ship’s 
piston rods pounded and crashed on Larg­
sen’s ribs.

In thirty seconds the second was pain­
fully aware that his ribs were so bruised 
that he would be in his bunk for weeks. 
In thirty-two seconds he was groggy and 
reeling clear, and Grimy Doug was fol­
lowing him, and very carefully and very 
accurately applying both fists to those 
places that meant rest and contemplation 
for long periods for the victim. '■

When he had deposited the groaning 
second in his bunk, Grimy Doug walked 
meditatively toward the chief engineer’s 
quarters. He had, that day, had a squint

at the chart, and he knew that Charles­
ton—where the Olive Branch must now be 
docked—was not more than a day and a 
night's steaming away. The whole object 
of his rapid promotion by intellect and 
fists lay in that fact.

He thought of this when he met the 
chief in the alleyway and solemnly re­
ported that the second engineer had been 
overcome by some sort of illness, or seiz­
ure, and would not be fit for duty for at 
least a fortnight.

Bolsen’s eyes, gloating at the downfall 
of the man he had come to hate, twinkled 
at him.

“Well, I sort of saw it coming on, Dick­
son,” he grinned evilly. “Oh, yes, I kinder 
expected it. an’ I ’d already arranged with 
the skipper that you’d take charge if any­
thing happened to poor Largsen.

“Lucky we had you aboard, ain’t it?” 
The grin was sly and significant. “For 
man is prone to indispositions, ain’t he?”

“Exactly what ah’m thinking at the mo­
ment, sir,” smiled Grimy Doug, gazing 
at the chief sympathetically.

“W hat’s that?" bellowed the chief.
“Ah’m thinking that you don’t look too 

well, yerseif, sir.”
“That’s it, is it?” snarled the chief. 

“Well. I ’ll show you how healthy I am.” 
And, man of action, he dived straight at 
Grimy Doug.

DOUG rather suspected he 
v“l would be a man of action. That was 
why he had tackled him in the close quar­
ters of the alleyway outside the chief’s 
cabin.

Men of action such as the chief de­
manded large, rangey spaces. Grimy 
Doug, on the other hand, from his build 
and compactness, was quite content with 
close quarters.

As the chief dived, Grimy Doug 
slipped his left drive, and his own left 
smashed home on the passing ear and 
hammered the passing head very hard and 
very cruelly against the steel bulkhead of 
the alleyway. Having dazed a man 
rather more than two stone above his own 
fighting weight, and so evened things up,
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Grimy Doug got in under a bunch of 
two hard fists that craved for long-range 
fighting, and did all he knew in the jolt 
and jab line.

He had no time for finesse or for pretty 
ring work. Bolsen was a killer with the 
distance and weight on his side, and given 
the chance, would fight wickedly to pre­
vent Doug’s natural ambition for promo­
tion from fructifying.

So Doug’s fists played a rivetter tune 
on the big man’s ribs, blocked anything 
that came slamming along, and occasion­
ally corrected Bolsen’s tendency to fight 
back with fine, up-snapping blows to face 
and chin.

Bolsen fought like a bear, but unfor­
tunately he had met just then a tiger. A 
tiger whose heart was set upon promotion, 
and whose natural instinct took him pow­
erfully and inevitably to his own old level 
as cock engineer of any ship he sailed on.

"W hat’s the good’’—left jolt-—“of hav­
ing”—right uppercut—“a full chief’s”— 
a bunging smash to the right eye—“ticket” 
—ditto to left—“if one can’t”—right eye 
again—“make the most of it”—left eye 
once more. “And, chief, I intend to use 
it here and now”—a seven-inch shift 
punch hard and true to solar plexus.

Grimy Doug thereupon gazed down 
upon the lumpy mass that had just now 
been a chief engineer.

“From the look of you,” he mused, 
“you have the air of a week in bed, and 
quite a lot of arnica and embrocation. 
Well, well, ambition caused the fall of 
angels—pity you should be the angels and 
me the ambition.”

i-J !•'. picked up the chief, deposited him
1 in his bunk, and went to the skipper 

to report the unqualified, if unexpected, 
illness, indisposition, and otherwise con- 
fined-to-bedness of the two ship’s en­
gineers.

“You scoundrel, you dog!” bellowed the 
captain. “This is your doing!”

“Mine?” echoed Grimy Doug in inno­
cent surprise. “How could that be? 
Apart from the fact that I illustrate the 
weel-known axiom or proverb, ‘You can’t

keep a good man under,’ I don’t see how 
you can blame me for anything.”

“I ’m a good mind to put you in irons,” 
snarled the captain. “By gum, that’s the 
thing I gotter do.”

“Of course, that’s as you like,” mur­
mured Grimy Doug, eying him medita­
tively. “Unless, of course, my natural in­
stinct for promotion would lead me to 
fancy myself fit to command a ship.”

“W hat!” shouted the skipper, backing 
away.

“But I think not. Engines are my 
forte,” murmured Grimy Doug, “and talk­
ing of them reminds me that at the pres­
ent moment the good ship Angel of 
Peace is wandering along yon sunny ocean 
without an engineer to attend to her en­
gines.”

“By gum, that’s it,” moaned the cap­
tain. “There’ll be nobody to look after 
the engines, for days.”

“Weeks,” murmured iGrimy Doug 
pleasantly. “Let me assure you from the 
state of the patients, it’ll be weeks. And 
they are very rackety engines—as you 
undoubtedly know. Of course, being 
fully qualified meself, I might let bygones 
be bygones and consent to give ye a help­
ing hand.”

The skipper glared at hirn furiously 
for a full minute. “You’d better do it, 
by gum,” he snarled at last, “and do it 
well. And somebody's going to pay for 
this.”

“Just what I said, skipper, when I 
learned I ’d been shanghaied. W e’re two 
minds wi’ but a single thought—but 
maybe with different intentions,” he ended, 
as with a twinkling smile he walked to 
the engine room, took over, and then paid 
certain careful attention to the crosshead 
gibs, which, he had already noticed, had a 
tendency to knock.

By the afternoon, twenty hours’ steam­
ing from Charleston, the crosshead gibs 
knocked themselves once too often. 
There were certain drastic and unpleas­
ant noises in the Angel of Peace’s en­
gine room, and a few minutes later the 
ship was lying dead and helpless on a lazy 
sea.
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COUPLE of hours later Grimy Doug, 
his round face more solemn than 

natural, his blue eyes twinkling through 
engine-room grease, was ignoring all the 
skipper’s ragings, threats, profanity, and 
promises of sudden death, and was saying 
calmly:

“Na, we canna carry on indeefinitely. 
I ha’ patched yon collection of old petrol 
tins and bike-tubing misnamed engines 
so’s they’ll carry ye a run of, say, twenty- 
five hoours—but beyond that it's a deadly 
bust and danger in your engine room. 
I t ’s a machine-shop repair, mon, an’ you’d 
better hit it out to the nearest port. What 
will that be?”

“Charleston,” snarled the captain.
“I guessed it would be,” grinned Doug. 

“For a man prone to slovenliness and 
dirrt my workings are remarkably accu­
rate.”

They tied up a couple of cables away 
from the Olive Branch, next day. Grimy 
Doug, without the slightest by-your-leave 
or word of farewell, calmly climbed the 

Another

engine-room ladder, crossed the deck, 
walked onto the quay, and rolled to the 
Olive Branch.

He did not trouble to discover if any­
body saw him go, and he did not care. He 
guessed that if the skipper of the Angel 
o f Peace went to law he had quite a lot 
of good law on his side, which said skip­
per would find painful.

He was welcomed with open arms by 
his messmates of the Olive Branch.

“Where in Heaven’s name have you 
been, Doug, and what in Heaven’s name 
have ye been doing?” cried his skipper.

“Been? Doing?” grinned Doug, eyes 
twinkling over smudges of oil. “Ah’ve 
been engaged on an interestin’, if unwill­
ing, experiment. I ’ve been provin’ to me- 
self an’ others that I ’m the original good 
man ye carrn’t keep under, an’ that it is 
a dangerous, not to say painful, thing to 
try an’ prevent a man of my parts and 
intelligence following out his natural in­
stinct to rise to the highest honors in 
whatever sphere he finds himself in.” 

Grimy Doug” adventure in an early issue,

THE HEART-BREAKING PLAY

HE is seventy-four years old, he has been in Congress thirty years, his days 
are full of politics, oratory and legislation, but nothing thrills him more than 
the memory of the moment when he broke a man’s heart with a quick throw 
to first base. He is Henry Allen Cooper, representative of the first Wisconsin 

congressional district, and the story came out when he received a book entitled “His­
tory of the World Tour of the Chicago White Sox and the New York Giants.” On 
the flyleaf of the volume was written: “Compliments of Ted Sullivan to Congressman 
Cooper, who broke the author’s heart by catching him off first base by a lightning 
throw in a game at Burlington, Wisconsin, between the Stars of Milwaukee and the 
Alerts of Burlington for the championship of Wisconsin.”

Sullivan, later manager of the St. Louis Browns, was captain and pitcher of the 
Milwaukee Stars, and Cooper was catcher for the Burlington Alerts. Sullivan, the 
first hitter up, got to first base by cracking out the first ball thrown for a single. 
Cooper, catching the next ball pitched, snapped it to first and nipped Sullivan sev­
eral feet off the base. He says he got the signal for the throw from his third base- 
man, proving that there was “inside baseball” in even those distant days.

That play discouraged the Stars. The Alerts won that game and the next, and 
the State championship, rode home in triumph in a four-horse wagon and were re­
ceived by a brass band and a battery of orators.
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K E N N E T H  A PPL EFIE L D .—Descendant of an aristocratic Kentucky family whose 
male members have been distinguished as soldiers, statesmen, and breeders of blooded horses. 
Kenneth inherits the prideful bearing, but neither the martial nor sporting instincts of his 
forbears. He is ambitious but sober; courageous but never foolhardy. In the course of his 
journalistic apprenticeship as a reporter on the Louisville L e a d e r  he has distinguished him­
self by his handling of a delicate and hazardous diplomatic mission between the hostile Mc­
Donough and Spencer clans in the highland region about Hemlock Town.

MARY LEE LORD.—A popular Louisville girl of aristocratic lineage. Dazzled by 
the eminence of Kenneth Applefield’s social position, his reputed wealth and his distinguished 
bearing, she falls in love with him. As the engagement advances, however, she is disillusioned. 
His sobriety, his aversion to spectacular rashness of any sort, repell her.

OTHER CHARACTERS.—Craig Smiley, whom Mary Lee Lord has rejected as a 
suitor, but retains as a courtier. Major Jerry Shane, a theatrical figure on the Kentucky 
tracks, a blue-blood prompt to admit his pride of race. Dorothy Shane, a serious-minded 
girl, the spiritual antithesis of her spectacular father. Captain Willis Blake, a Louisville 
lawyer with a fatal penchant for track gambling and a sincere love of good sportsmanship. 
Tom Bristol!, a newspaper telegraph operator by profession and a gambler by birth. Joe 
Applefield, Kenneth’s uncle; owner of a racing stable.

TH E STORY.—Kenneth Applefield, having stormed the heart of Mary Lee Lord easily, 
finds the fortress harder to keep than to take. Mary Lee makes it pretty plain that she 
wants a lover and husband with a high heroic polish—a man who will take the center of 
the limelight and walk there without blinking. Courage is not enough for Mary Lee. She 
demands courage that scintillates, courage that calls down the cheers of the gallery. She 
has been bred among sportsmen and sportswomen. It does not please her that Kenneth is 
apathetic toward the spectacular sport of kings and prefers to bend his energy to the sober 
career of molding public opinion. Little by little she stimulates Kenneth’s interest in track 
affairs.
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CHAPTER XVI.

T H E  D I S A P P O I N T I N G  K N I G H T .

TOM BRISTOLL did not invest his 
first week's salary in a railroad 
ticket to another town and another 
job. According to his capricious 

philosophy that would be as well done a 
bit later, and the horses were still running 
at Churchill Downs. In his judgment, he 
could use his small earnings to better ad­
vantage here than elsewhere, and if for­
tune smiled on him with such favor as 
he had known before, he need not go else­
where for work or, for that matter, trou­
ble himself about work at all.

His winnings had always started from 
small beginnings, and at first he would 
play cautiously—very cautiously indeed. 
But he must hold himself more austerely 
in check. He must never chance his whole 
capital recklessly on one event, however 
confident he might feel that this time he 
had outguessed the “iron men.” Ac­
quaintances who met him on the street 
saw him wearing good clothes, and need 
not know that his wardrobe was reduced 
to a single suit, and that his more valu­

able possessions all 'Yeposed, for the time 
being, in pawnshops. He was eating at 
cafeterias and begrudging each half dol­
lar spent for food, and more than once he 
borrowed small sums from Kenneth Ap- 
plefield. .

But when the spring meeting closed and 
Tom Bristoll's pockets were still unchafed 
by the milled edges of many coins; when 
the lure of large possibilities out there 
to the south of the city gave way to empti­
ness and void, Tom’s feet smarted to be 
away—and the old wanderlust possessed 
his soul. Once more Kenneth contributed 
a small loan, and saw the picturesque char­
acter flitting into the limbo of his accus­
tomed absences.

Kenneth, sitting before his typewriter, 
or hurrying about on his news assign­
ments, alternated between peaks of exalta­
tion when Mary Lee smiled, and depths 
of despair when her mercurial nature 
drew the blinds of ephemeral displeasure 
across her violet eyes. She had seemed 
to forget entirely the episode of his fail­
ure to measure up to her spirited require­
ments when he had declined to ride The 
Cherub. Indeed, it is doubtful whether a
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night’s sleep had not obliterated from her 
mind the whole circumstance that had mo­
mentarily estranged them. So much for 
the kaleidoscopic quickness of a tempera­
ment that is constantly shitting and alter­
ing its pattern of present thought!

Now, nearer concerns made that inci­
dent seem already remote to both of them. 
Mary Lee, with her mother, was sailing 
late in June for four or five months of 
European travel, and her lover was mov­
ing heaven and earth to have his two 
weeks of vacation fixed within such dates 
that he might be with her in New York, 
and wave his farewell from the pier as 
her steamer stood out to sea.

It was a catastrophe to have her go, 
but his youth sought to turn the clouds 
inside out and .make them present their 
silver linings to the eye. There would be 
a fortnight together in the East, and the 
bleak future, after that, could be faced 
when it arrived.

The dates so fell that during that time, 
at “The Newmarket of America,” the 
handiest of the three-year-old division 
would meet to do battle in the Belmont 
Stakes. Kenneth remembered with a 
sense of wonderment that he had ever been 
indifferent to the things that come to pass 
on the race course. Mary Lee, with her 
electric enthusiasm, had galvanized his 
tepid interest into an eager keenness. She 
talked sagely of weights and track condi­
tions and the relative abilities of jockeys, 
and just now—though there was always 
the depressing realization that the colt 
Kenneth was relegated to inactivity—she 
was seeking to convince her lover that St. 
Francis in the Shane colors would lead the 
way home in the notable fixture of the 
Belmont Park program.

“Cousin Jerry has explained it all to 
me, Ken dear,” she argued valiantly. 
“The boy who was up on St. Francis in 
the Derby threw away the race. He took 
too much out of his mount in the earlv 
stages and then let him get bumped about 
until he sulked and chucked the whole 
thing.”

She paused and added disdainfully: 
“Everybody knows that The Bolt had no

right to win. It was a pure fluke. He 
happened to drop into a lucky spot there 
on the rail where there wasn’t any inter­
ference. He had been rated back while 
the rest were burning themselves up. so 
he got through and lasted just long enough. 
It wasn’t a true-run race—that Derby/’

Kenneth smiled.
“I expect you’re right in thinking that 

The Bolt ran a better race than he knows 
how, that time,” he acceded. "He hasn’t 
quite the class to repeat the performance 
—but he has more than St. Francis at 
that. Comet Light will be at the post in 
the Belmont, and Comet Light figures to 
roll home at a gallop.”

l/'E N N E T H  had registered at a cheaper
v  hotel than that in which Mary Lee and 

her mother had their habitation in Man­
hattan. Though his colleagues spoke of 
him as “the millionaire cub,” his purse was 
slenderer than he could have wished. His 
father had supplied him with vacation 
funds, but less lavishly than the son had 
hoped. It was his need that violets and 
orchids should appear at Mary Lee’s door 
each morning, and that the character of 
her entertainment should be such that she 
should remember it during several months 
abroad.

Because of this nicely calculated regi­
men of economy, Kenneth felt a stab of 
foreboding when his telephone rang one 
midnight as he sat, still in evening dress, 
and he recognized the voice of Tom Bris- 
toll. The lover had been contentedly di­
gesting in his mind the glories of the eve­
ning just ended; an evening of dinner 
over shaded lights with an orchestra just 
far enough away, of several hours in a 
theater, and finally—in the taxi—of his 
lips pressed on the lips of Mary Lee, and 
of her arms impulsively clasped about his 
neck. He yearned for no interruption.

How did Tom Bristoll get here? How 
had he discovered that Kenneth was at 
this hotel ? What did he want ?

But as he stammered into the phone, 
Tom himself was answering at least one 
of these unexpressed inquiries.

“I saw you on the Avenue this after­
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noon, riding on top of a bus with Miss 
Lord,” came the information. “And later 
I met Major Shane and he told me where 
you were stopping. What are you doing 
now ?”

“I was just going to bed,” came the 
prompt reply.

“You can do that any time,” laughed 
Bristoll. “I want to see you. Will it be 
all right if I jump down there right 
away?”

“Why,” stammered Kenneth inhos­
pitably, “it’s pretty late, isn’t it?”

“Getting early again now,” retorted the 
other. “I ’ve got to see you for a moment. 
I won’t keep you up long.”

“Oh, all right,” came the grudging as­
sent.

I / ’EN N ETH  hung up the phone. Tom 
Bristoll had had his taste of riches and 

had soon gotten down to the dregs of pov­
erty again. He was a gambling mono­
maniac with a greed for big money, and 
for months he had been on his uppers. 
Kenneth had been willing enough to make 
small loans there in Louisville, but here 
he needed to guard and stretch his funds. 
Only a fool could fail to guess that this 
urgency of Tom Bristoll’s had, as its driv­
ing power, his desperate need of making 
a touch. Tom would willingly give any 
friend his shirt—but he rarely had a shirt 
to give, and meanwhile he was equally 
willing to borrow one.

Kenneth was debating how he could de­
cently refuse such importunities when the 
phone rang again, and in answer to the 
announcement from the desk he said 
shortly, “Send him up.”

The frown was still on his face when he 
opened the door on the smiling face of 
Tom Bristoll, telegraph operator, plunger, 
and adventurer at large.

The visitor did not look seedy, but then 
he never looked seedy. He wore the one 
good suit in which he had sat at the wire’s 
end in the Leader office, and his engaging 
face was wreathed in its boyish and naive 
smile.

“All dolled up in the soup and fish, eh?” 
observed Tom. “Here you are swanking 

10A—POP.

around New York with the prettiest girl 
in captivity—and dispensing largess to
florists, confectioners, and------”

“I ’m not,” interrupted Kenneth ungra­
ciously seizing his cue. “At least I can’t 
last long at it. The pace is too strong for 
me, and my dimes are getting lonesome.” 

Tom, who still stood by the door, ran 
a hand into his trousers pocket and 
brought it carelessly out with a roll of bills 
as thick as a policeman’s nightstick. The 
one that showed had a yellow back.

“My clairvoyant soul whispered some­
thing of the sort,” he announced with a 
grin. “It struck me that cavaliering such 
a lovely lady about this man’s town might 
make inroads on the good old hoard. 
That’s why I insisted on seeing you to­
night. I came to settle what I owe—and 
if you want to borrow a few hundred, 
just name your sum.”

Kenneth’s eyes widened in astonish­
ment, and his visitor laughed.

“Oh, I got you from the moment I 
heard your voice,” he declared amiably. 
“You were wondering how you could turn 
down the insistent touch—and you couldn’t 
spare it.”

“Things seem to have taken a good turn 
—for you,” volunteered Kenneth lamely, 
and Bristoll nodded.

“I got to St. Louis and located a pool 
room,” he said. “The place was pinched, 
but I folded my tent like the Arab while 
they were loading up the patrol wagons. 
I ’d gotten a start and I ’ve gathered in a 
few pickings here and there.

“I ’m living at the Waldorf, and a very 
decent Fifth Avenue tailor is working for 
me overtime. I want you and Miss Lord 
to have a party with me. How about 
lunch at the Plaza and motoring out to the 
track for the Belmont Stakes ? That's 
day after to-morrow.”

“But, man,” expostulated Kenneth, 
“what are you? A maharajah? That 
party would cost nothing short of a young 
fortune.”

Tom waved his hand in a gesture of 
negligent grandeur. “Let it be inscribed 
on my monolith,” he murmured, “that I 
was a good fellow when I had it.”
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'T 'H E  papers on the morning of the great 
* race carried one note of doleful regret. 

The weather was perfect, the field was 
one that promised a royal struggle-—but 
a damper was cast on the finality of the 
result because of an absentee.

In the Kentucky Derby, the East had 
sent its champion to join issue with a 
native champion. Joe Applefield’s Ken­
neth had been accounted worthy to match 
strides with the heralded Comet Light—• 
and Kenneth had not been able to start. 
Now, the West came to the East, but 
again its outstanding representative was 
unable to face the flag. Without Ken­
neth, asserted the turf analysts, Comet 
Light would not be truly facing his most 
formidable peer.

It was true that Comet Light had been 
defeated in the Derby by an outsider, and 
that outsider would again be under colors 
to-day—but hardly twice in succession 
could such a break in racing luck occur 
as would make The Bolt victor over the 
pride of the East. The first victory had 
been by inches, after the favorite had set 
a killing pace for all the rest. The jockey 
had been overconfident and careless. To­
day, added the form critics, Jimmy Earle 
would use better judgment in piloting his 
mount and the story would have a differ­
ent ending.

In the Derby, too, the rivalry of East 
and West had promised a duel of riders 
as well as colts. Now, again, the fresh­
water pilot from Kentucky would wear 
silks, but to-day he would be up on The 
Bolt—and it was agreed that The Bolt 
was a youngster who had had his lucky 
fling and who must now drop back into 
the more mediocre setting to which he be­
longed.

Mary Lee and Kenneth devoured these 
discussions, and mourned a little over the 
misadventure which robbed them of a 
proprietary interest in the race. What a 
white-hot fever of excitement would have 
gone with them had Applefield silks pa­
raded to the post with such high regard 
for their starter as these newspaper items 
indicated would have been his right.

“As it is, we can only root for an out­

sider again,” lamented the girl as they 
left their luncheon for Tom Bristoll’s 
hired car. “We haven’t really any per­
sonal interest.”

“We might have had,” suggested the 
boy shyly. “They run the Syosset Stee­
plechase to-day, too—two and a half miles 
for gentlemen riders—and Major Shane 
offered to get me a mount.”

“Why didn’t you accept?” demanded 
Mary Lee eagerly. “I ’ve never seen you 
in silks. I ’d give a year of my life if I  
could ride a steeplechase.”

Kenneth smiled deprecatingly. “I ’m a 
stranger here,” he said, “and it looked 
like a grand-stand play to me. Besides, 
I can’t ride well enough for that com­
pany.”

Mary Lee looked off along the sunny 
canon of the Avenue and said nothing. 
For a moment Kenneth read in her eyes 
that same old disappointment for a knight 
who showed no eagerness to enter the 
lists.

'P O  Major Jerry Shane, of Kentucky, 
such an occasion as the running of the 

Belmont was a day set in gold upon the 
calendar. In his own State, though ac­
counted a picturesque figure, he was taken 
more for granted. Here, heralded by re­
porters, who had fallen into the habit of 
treating him as a personage, he found 
himself pointed out and heard his views 
flatteringly quoted. The ceremonious 
manner of the elderly gallant, smiled at 
as an overstressed affectation by his fel­
low Kentuckians, passed among strangers 
at its face value for a survival of the 
chivalric attitude.

As the major moved about the lawns, 
with a gardenia in his lapel, he wore his 
years with a jaunty ease that achieved the 
debonair, and those to whom he was 
pointed out seldom failed to turn for a 
second look.

“The Bolt? Yes, madam, I quite agree 
with you,” Major Shane was saying im­
pressively to a richly caparisoned dow­
ager as Kenneth, Mary Lee, and Tom 
Bristoll passed by on the lawn. “His vic­
tory in the Derby was a sheer bit of
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luck, scarcely to be looked for a second 
time, I owned him as a two year old, but 
I disposed of him as lacking in real class 
when I weeded out my string.”

Watching the great race course fill with 
its sparkling throngs, fill yet remain spa­
ciously free from crowding; looking out 
across the green plush of the field and 
the embroidery of the flower beds to the 
blue Westchester skies, Mary Lee stood 
with her breath coming fast and the vio­
lets on her bosom rising and falling to a 
palpitant excitement.

The first race she hardly saw. The 
second, which was the steeplechase for 
amateur riders, calling out a field of four, 
made her almost forget the great feature 
which was to follow later. She stood 
with such rapt attention as might have 
been seen in the Coliseum of gladiatorial 
days as the timber toppers plunged at the 
stiff barriers of the infield course, launched 
themselves over, and came pelting on 
again.

She wondered how Kenneth could have 
persuaded himself to watch that race 
from the ground when he might have been 
in the saddle, flying at those fences. But 
as horses and riders approached the wings 
df each jump, she held her breath and her 
hands clenched themselves, and when two 
starters went down, hurtling their riders 
over their heads, she gasped and did not 
breathe again at all until she saw the ama­
teur jockeys roll clear and come up to their 
feet, shaking the dirt from their silks.

Then again in the Keene Memorial her 
interest lapsed, because excitement could 
not maintain such concert pitch without 
relaxation, even though splendid babies 
were doing two-year-old battle over what 
was, for them, the trying route of five and 
a half furlongs.

After that the crowds set out to the 
paddock, and under its patriarchal trees 
she saw the aspirants for the greater 
crowning being led around, blanketed and 
keenly pitched, their high-strung sinews 
twitching under sleekly polished coats. 
She stroked St. Francis’ muzzle and 
wished for the colt Kenneth, and she 
looked at Comet Light, the much vaunted,

and passed by The Bolt with a cursory 
disdain.

The saddling bugle had blown its ad­
monitory fanfare and the post call had 
been sounded.

Onto the lightning-fast track, shining 
like a toy shop with fresh paint on fence 
and stand and announcement, boards, its 
green background and its flawless over­
head blue, paraded seven of the finest 
three-year-old colts that the breeding 
plants of the continent could send out to 
battle.

St. Francis had been lucky, for the 
drawing of numbers had given him the 
rail position. Comet Light trod just after 
him, Jimmy Earle confidently perched 
over his withers with knees high and body 
swaying to each movement as if it were 
part of the horse under him. Then fol­
lowed the others, The Bolt plodding along 
at the tail of the queue with as business­
like a stride as if he were being sent out 
to fetch the milk or the mail. Astride him 
was the Kentucky boy, Johnny Forrest, 
new to these parts but much heralded by 
men who had seen racing distant from 
the metropolitan circuit.

As that field paraded, there was a sort 
of sigh in the multitude that looked on— 
a sigh for the absentee, because without 
him in that company, whatever the result 
of the race, there would be dubious voices 
raised to assert, “Yes, but if Kenneth had 
been there it might have been another 
story,”

CHAPTER XVII.
T H E  H A R D  B L O W .

A T  the post there was some delay when 
**■ the field had lined up under command 
of the starter. Something wheeled and 
kicked, and those jockeys within range of 
its heels maneuvered their mounts out of 
the danger zone.

The multitude waited nervously till the 
webbing snapped skyward and the red 
flags swooped down. The classic journey 
of a mile and three furlongs was under 
way. At the outset, it was a repetition of 
the Derby. It was Comet Light that 
showed at the front of the eruption, and
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it was St. Francis that ran on his flank 
with the rest following.

But to-day Jimmy Earle was remem­
bering a bitter lesson. He had been criti­
cized for tossing away that earlier race 
by burning the great heart out of his 
mount in the setting of too early and too 
furious a pace. Now, he appraised the 
situation and eased up the favorite until 
Major Shane's black youngster had shot 
into the lead—and though the star jockey 
lay dose, he held the public’s choice under 
double wraps and even dropped for a 
while into third position. The boy on St. 
Francis saw what he was being asked to 
do—to cut the speed pattern and hold his 
own in the dizzy pace of the finish as well, 
and he, too, eased back and let his mount 
run second.

The field was divided into two sections 
now; those three in front, and, two lengths 
back, a close-bunched quartet, trailing. 
Around the far turn and into the stretch 
they swept in that same order, and then 
two of the first division began to waver 
and shorten stride.

The consumed pacemaker, charred to a 
cinder of exhaustion, was first to toss up 
his tail in distress, and the Shane starter, 
St. Francis, dizzy now and reeling on his 
feet, abandoned the torture of the ordeal. 
From the rear section something moved up 
with relentless, businesslike determination. 
He passed the tiring pair and set sail for 
Comet Light, who now winged on alone.

The stands came to their feet howling 
in wild incredulity, yet with that willing­
ness of exhortation that pays tribute to 
an amazing performance. Could it be that 
the Kentucky Derby was to be reenacted 
here at Belmont Park? Could it be that 
the despised fluke horse that had been 
victorious there was here to be recrowned ?

Jimmy Earle went furiously to the bat 
with the favorite, and the favorite re­
sponded with gallant *and great-hearted 
courage—but the open gap of daylight at 
his rump was shortening, and Johnny For­
rest, in a whipping finish, was overhaul­
ing the leader and biting out a visible 
piece of the margin at each stride.

Fifty yards from the wire those two

were running nose and nose. The head 
that was down with the rise and fall of 
the leap was the head in front. The muz­
zle that was up was the muzzle behind.

Now they were matching heart for 
heart and courage for courage in the hot 
duel of endurance that burns along the 
last sixteenth.

Jimmy Earle's whip and Johnny For­
rest’s whip seemed to swing up and down 
as if one hand wielded both, but in the 
final twenty yards Comet Light reeled no­
ticeably in his stride and The Bolt drew 
authoritatively away—this time to cross 
the wire with a full length of victorious 
margin.

The howls that went along the rail were 
a chorus of thunders, and when they had 
finally dwindled, an elderly colored man, 
standing against the fence, hurled his hat 
into the air and wheeled to face the grand 
stand with a wild light of challenge in his 
eyes.

“A boss may do that once by luck,” he 
fallowed at the top of his lungs. “No 
hoss can’t do it twicet without he’s all 
boss. I'll tell the world he can’t!”

Then the negro, who had once been for 
a short time the owner of this often-sold 
colt, wheeled and walked away. The fire 
that blazed in his eyes attested that, for 
the moment, he had forgotten he was no 
longer owner and proprietor of The Bolt.

I / ’EN N ETH  left his own hotel the next 
morning to breakfast with Mary Lee 

at hers. With the absorption of theatri­
cal people after an opening, they were por­
ing over the papers, ripping them open to 
the racing news and casting the rest away.

There, in that accuracy of analysis 
which is always possible in backward 
looking and rarely achieved in prophecy, 
they read the verdict of the experts that 
the Violett stable had in The Bolt the 
prince royal of the three-year-old divi­
sion, and that the mighty Comet Light had 
bowed to a be^er horse. These experts 
discussed their theme with more elabora­
tion, but in the end the consensus of turf 
opinion was precisely what tiie elderly 
negro had bellowed out under the judges’
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stand yesterday. “A hoss may do that 
once by luck. No hoss can’t do it twicet 
without he’s all hoss!”

Said one scribe:
Comet Light was not disgraced in either race. 

Each oi the great events was run close to record 
time, and in each he was so close to the front 
that the time hung out was to all intents and 
purposes his as well as the winner’s. It was less 
that he was a disappointment than that another 
colt proved himself greater. Certainly, after 
ratifying in the Belmont his declaration of great­
ness in the Derby, it is too late to fling at The 
Bolt any such untenable charge as that o f being 
a luck horse. He is a great colt—one of the 
greatest. Indeed, so far as the record shows, 
he is the greatest that this season has offered in 
his division.

They laid aside that paper and took up 
another. Its tenor was the same. The 
deriders of yesterday were the eulogists 
of to-day.

Mary Lee bent forward. “Listen,” she 
commanded. “Here is a word for the ab­
sent. This man says:

“There was just one regret to be associated 
with the Violett colt’s brilliant victory. Kenneth, 
which was proclaimed and accepted as a won­
der horse before a bad leg threw him out of 
training, was not on hand to have his say. There 
will be those a-plenty to declare that his presence 
would have scrapped yesterday’s form sheet and 
rewritten it. However, it must be remembered 
that this colt was one whose public acceptance 
stood not on a record of races won, but on the 
legend that in training workouts he had played 
hob with track records and toyed with time. It 
is to be hoped that the so-called supercolt will 
be brought back to soundness and come to the 
races—and that the two will meet. But until 
that day dawns, Kenneth’s superiority is one 
based on words and unproven claims—while The 
Bolt’s flag is raised to the masthead and nailed 
there. Now for the Queens County Handicap! 
If Mr. Violett’s youngster captures that, his 
glory is secure.”

The boy sat stirring his coffee and look­
ing across the table at the flushed face of 
the girl. There was worship in his eyes 
and a pain in his heart because the vaca­
tion days were ending, and after to-mor­
row, when her steamer sailed, there would 
be an empty and dismal fog wrack of 
loneliness lying ahead.

“They haven’t a kind word for poor St. 
Francis,” lamented Mary Lee. “If they

speak of him at all it’s to say he’s run­
ning in the wrong races and that he be­
longs with the selling-platers.”

Kenneth nodded. “And the worst of 
it is,” he admitted, “they’re quite right.”

IT  was a day of sparkle and zest with
flawless skies, but Kenneth rose with a 

tightness around his heart and a lump in 
his throat.

With the sailing of the Mauretania 
this morning, it seemed to him that the 
bottom must drop out of life and leave it 
void; that over the empty water back of 
the liner’s wake would rise the bleak 
words, “Ichabod, thy glory is departed.”

He was so heavy of spirit that he found 
it hard to summon an aspect of gayety 
for the farewell hour, and this he regret­
ted because the girl’s eyes were a-sparkle 
with the gladness of expectancy.

On board the liner they found a little 
scrap of deck that was almost hidden— 
though that was hard of achievement be­
cause it seemed that more couples were 
searching for just such refuges than the 
designers of the big boat had been able 
to provide. Already the whistle was blow­
ing its “all-ashore” warning, and Mary 
Lee gave Kenneth both her hands. 
“Hurry, Ken,” she urged nervously. 
“They’ll be pulling in the gangplank in a 
minute.” She paused and her voice melted 
into impulsive tenderness. “It won’t be 
long, dear, you know.”

“Not for you, dearest,” he answered 
huskily, in spite of his resolution. “I t’s 
going to be splendid for you, of course. 
But for me it will be long—desperately 
long.”

Their eyes met, and then the girl was 
clinging to him, with her lips to his. He 
was almost crushing her, and then, as he 
felt with mortification that his eyes were 
unaccountably misting, he bent his head 
again and buried his face in the violets 
she wore.

'T W O  weeks after the Belmont had been 
* decided, the Queens County Handi­

cap was run at Aqueduct, and because 
of a slight ailment, Comet Light had to be
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withdrawn. But The Bolt faced the flag, 
and after the mile had been traveled he 
had stepped into the chalk semicircle from 
which the winning jockey salutes the 
judges.

Of that race one of the press writers 
made a brief summary: “The Bolt, under 
the heavy impost of one hundred and sev­
enteen pounds raced the mile in one thirty- 
seven flat. He had his field reeling and 
strung out at the end of seven furlongs, 
and from that point home he galloped as 
he pleased and was plainly eased up.”

Of the lame Kenneth, by Bombay out 
of Annie Laurie, hardly a turf critic now 
spoke. Then when to the Queens, the 
lately despised Violett colt added the lau­
rels of the Latonia Derby—though this 
was a race run on Kentucky soil—the Ap- 
plefield claimant for glory was entirely 
forgotten. His name was no longer 
evoked even as a memory.

While such great fixtures as the Derby, 
the Belmont and the Queens are starry 
classics of the turf, the turf cannot sub­
sist by classics alone. In those more 
numerous races that drop down the scale 
to a lesser importance, horses with less- 
exalted names must play their less-exalted 
roles. Often, too, colts that have started 
their careers with glowing promise gravi­
tate by the sifting process of competition 
to these humbler grades.

Major Jerry Shane had clung to his 
belief in the picture horse that had carried 
his silks in the Derby when all other trust 
in that colt had shamefully wilted and 
died. At length even his confidence shriv­
eled, and though the name of St. Francis 
appeared on the starting card often 
enough, it no longer appeared in company 
with great competitors. He had found 
his level in cheap fields of selling-platers, 
and even there he was yet, in his three- 
year-old form, a maiden. X o  brackets 
signifying victory stood to his credit in any 
company, and the handicappers, yielding 
to a contagion of contempt, were giving 
him more and more concession in the 
weights, which are supposed to make de­
mocracy safe for race horses.

At Latonia, though the season was still

young. St. Francis was a discredited beast, 
beaten by all sorts and conditions of rivals 
and utterly scorned by the students of 
racing form.

On the day of the Latonia Derby, he 
started at a mile in cheap company, and 
for the fifth successive time trailed home 
disconsolately in the ruck.

D E R H A P S  Major Shane’s temper had 
become whetted to edginess by disap­

pointment. Perhaps chagrin blistered him 
because his early prophecies returned now 
to reflect on his judgment as a horseman. 
Be that as it may, when the colt was 
being led back from this inglorious finish, 
and when he saw the erect figure of Willis 
Blake standing near with a quizzical ex­
pression in his steely eyes, the major was 
less than cordial in his greeting.

Blake eyed him for a moment, and then 
the pupils smiled while the lips refrained 
from bending.

“I still venture to believe, major,” com­
mented Blake amiably, “that The Bolt is 
a better colt than St. Francis.”

“There are many judges of horseflesh, 
sir,” came the curt retort with no yielding 
to any spirit of pleasantry, “whose judg­
ment is unimpeachable when it operates 
on hind sight.”

Blake stiffened a little at the frigid tone 
and the unresponsive spirit. His steely 
eyes hardened and engaged, for a moment, 
those of his old, though not his intimate, 
acquaintance. Between the two men 
flashed a dawning gleam of enmity, the 
sort of enmity that may spring to quick 
life between adversaries who share the 
quality of unbending egotism.

“My judgment was not expressed after 
the fact—but before it,” observed Blake 
frostily as he turned on his heel.

IT was casually enough that Craig Smiley 
1 told Kenneth as they met on the street 
one afternoon: "I'll be saying ‘so long’
for a while, old top. I ’m off for a few 
weeks abroad."

Kenneth gulped as if he had taken a 
blow on the point of his jaw.

“I expect you’ll see Mary Lee,” he
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other favored him with that darting smile 
of his out of birdlike eyes.

“Now I shouldn't wonder if I did,” he 
exclaimed with the whimsical pretense of 
greeting a new idea. “They say that if 
you stand long enough in front of the 
Cafe de la Paix, you’ll see every one you 
know. I ’ll try to stand there long enough.”

Kenneth went on rather sick at heart. 
That particular vicissitude was one which 
it had not occurred to him to forecast, and 
as he turned it around in his thoughts it 
acquired fresh menace from every angle 
of view. Craig Smiley could make him­
self rarely companionable among the op­
portunities of European "travel, and to the 
young man who must wait here at home. 
Europe became a stage so set that any man 
needed only its environment to play the 
successful lover.

But why should he wait here at home? 
After all, why should not a family, which 
set store by the elegancies of life, give its 
only son the advantages of a little foreign 
travel; of a brief opportunity to polish his 
provincialism with Continental contacts? 
He had interests over there that needed 
watching, and this evening he would 
broach to his father— for lie had no mother 
—the matter of an early sailing. He would 
explain how urgently the call sounded to 
his heart, and his father, whose own heart 
was generous, would doubtless agree with 
him.

He finished the news assignment upon 
which he had been engaged when that 
chance meeting with Craig had spoiled his 
day, and started back to the Leader office.

But when he entered the city room its 
chief glanced up under his green eye 
shade, and then rose rather hastily. There 
was unaccustomed solicitude in the manner 
of the city editor that made his speech 
awkward, and that carried to the young 
reporter a premonition of disaster.

“I’ve been trying to get you, Apple- 
field,” said the local boss, coming away 
from his desk and taking Kenneth by the 
elbow. “The Old Man wants to see you.”

With an almost funereal soberness Ken­
neth was conducted to the sanctum door

and pushed gently through it. On his ap­
pearance there, the editor in chief also 
came to his feet.

“You must brace yourself for bad news, 
my boy,” he said with the same clumsy 
concern that had been apparent in the 
outer office. “I ’m sorry.”

“What is it ?” demanded Kenneth, and 
the editor cleared his throat, picked up 
and laid down again a pair of desk shears.

“Your father has had a violent and 
sudden attack,” began his informant.

"How bad ?” The words came husk- 
ily.

“About as bad as------”
“You mean—he’s—dead?”
The chief nodded his regretful affirma­

tion.
Kenneth stood for a moment staring 

to the front, then he said blankly: “I must 
go home.”

TTHE funeral was over, and in the house, 
which had been occupied by his fa­

ther and himself alone, a lawyer and his 
Uncle Joe Applefield sat with him in con­
ference. There had been much talk, and 
as he had listened to it, first with a numbed 
sort of disinterest, certain things had be­
gun to develop; amazing and unsuspected 
things.

Now the attorney made a deprecating 
gesture.

“That’s how things stand, my boy,” he 
summarized. “You are your father’s sole 
heir, but the estate seems so involved that 
you inherit next to nothing. Perhaps, 
though, your father had explained his cir­
cumstances to you?”

Kenneth shook his head.
“I had always supposed,” he said 

vaguely through the giddiness that seemed 
to befog his mind, “that we were reason­
ably rich. W e lived that way. Father 
hated economies.”

“There you have it,” the attorney en­
lightened him. “The community thought 
the same thing. Even I thought so. Your 
father hated economies—and he had about 
reached the end of the principal.”

He paused, then added: “Your Uncle 
Joe, here, has the farm and the horses.
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It seems, though, that these things have 
proved rather a liability than an asset and 
your father came often to his support, in­
deed------” The lawyer looked at Joe Ap-
plefield, and Applefield nodded.

“Practically all I have,” he corroborated 
bleakly, “could have been foreclosed upon 
by your father—can be foreclosed upon 
by you, as his heir, if you see fit.”

“Not at all. Don’t worry.”
Kenneth felt that he was talking in the 

disjointed idiocy of nightmare. It had 
come without warning, and he felt very 
much as a prize fighter might who clings 
to the ropes and seeks to keep the light 
from going out and his legs from buckling 
under him.

“I ’ve been hoping from year to year 
------” began Joe and broke off.

“Yes, Joe was always—hoping,” added 
the lawyer dryly.

That evening Kenneth sat in the house 
which except for himself was quite empty. 
He had been trying to think. What he had 
supposed to be his circumstances, Mary 
Lee had also taken for granted. Plainly, 
instead of going to Europe, he must write 
her a letter. Clearly decency demanded 
that he tell her candidly how he had 
shrunken and shriveled in eligibility as a 
lover—how threadbare had become his de­
sirability as a husband.

Why in Heaven’s name had he been 
raised to think of himself as a young 
aristocrat with an easy future assured? 
Why had he not been told the naked truth 
and allowed the opportunity of shaping 
himself to meet it?

He had said he wanted to stand on his 
own feet. Well, now he must either do 
that or fall flat. His family had been too 
proud to economize; too proud to admit 
the truth. Now the truth insisted on full 
recognition and it was not pretty to look 
at.

He must write his letter to Mary Lee. 
He went into the library where there were 
paper and pens. At the edge of the desk 
a hideous fear of all life in its abrupt 
alterations assailed him. It had changed 
between two suns as lunacy changes a hu­
man being from dignity to ugliness.

He sought to brace himself. He won­
dered if praying would help, and he closed 
his eyes but no words suited to prayer 
would shape themselves.

Courage, that was what he needed? 
With a half savage passionateness he 
found himself exclaiming, half in suppli­
cation and half in rebellious despair: 
“God, give me guts!”

Then he sat down and began his letter.

CHAPTER XV III.
“ d i s m i s s e d  f o r  c o w a r d i c e . ”

'T 'H E  grand stands at Latonia look across 
* a center field with a bridged lake and 

a formal garden. For background, there 
is a line of Ohio River hills whose green 
caps, in the afternoon light, catch a reflex 
of blue from overhead skies.

Like all lovely spots where sportsmen 
follow the lure of chance, one finds, too, 
those infesting parasites, the sports, to 
whom the fevered hope of getting some­
thing for nothing is the essence of the 
game.

Two such chronics stood one afternoon 
at the edge of the shed where the pari­
mutuel machines were doing active busi­
ness with a shouldering crowd of betters. 
These small-calibered, but deeply devoted, 
gamblers wore the dismal faces of men 
who have been outguessed in their racing 
judgment.

“What do you like in this next, ‘Bis­
cuits ?’ ” inquired one in a husky voice, and 
the other, whose face wore a pallor sug­
gestive of drug addiction, shook his head 
dubiously.

“I t’s at a mile and a sixteenth an’ the 
track’s dull,” came the deeply preoccupied 
response, as the speaker thumbed his tat­
tered volume of form sheets loosely bound 
together and bearing the official “dope” on 
every horse and every race for weeks and 
months back.' “This here St. Francis of 
Jerry Shane’s startin’ an’ he’s in mighty 
light—for a Derby colt runnin’ with a 
bunch of skates. I wonder if this might 
be his day.”

The first habitue jerked his head dis­
dainfully.
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“That hound won’t never have no day,” 
he announced curtly. “He’s like the damn 
four-flusher that owns him. He can’t do 
nothin’ but show hisself off. If  you was 
to stick a peacock feather in his tail he’d 
strut hisself to death.”

“Easy! Watch your step,” cautioned 
the pallid one in an excited whisper. 
“There’s Shane standin’ right behind 
you!”

The user of careless similes started and 
wheeled with perturbed eyes, but the turf­
man, whose repute was that of a man 
swift and resolute to punish impertinence, 
stood with the preoccupation of one who 
had palpably heard nothing, and after 
moving a few paces farther away the 
gambler continued:

“Look back over them dope sheets 
you’ve got there, Biscuits. Do you see 
anything in St. Francis’ last five outs that 
shows where he’s got a license to trim any 
man’s horse? He started out as a Derby 
colt and he’s slid downhill till he runs with 
skates, but he ain’t never found no field 
cheap enough yet to suit him.

“He ain’t never been in the money, has 
he? He ain’t even been knockin’ at the 
gate. You call this a bunch of cheese 
hounds—but Spartan ain’t no dog. He’s 
as good as in now. Here, let me show you 
the classy race he run his last time out.”

“Maybe Spartan’s a racy tool, but I 
don’t like his agent,” came the objection. 
“That jock couldn’t ride a merry-go-round 
for me.”

“All right,” the argument was waxing 
hot, as is likely between men able to back 
their judgment only in words. “I reckon 
you do like the yegg that’s up on Shane’s 
starter. That boy’s so crooked he sleeps 
zigzag. He’d bump off his crippled grand­
father for two-bits.”

The man who was still industriously 
thumbing his tattered volume of authority 
smiled cunningly.

“That’s the reason why I like St. Fran­
cis,” he made confidential admission. “I ’ve 
got a hunch that Shane’s been runnin’ him 
back there at the tail end on purpose. 
Shane’s foolish—like a fox. If  he wins 
to-day, he’ll cash in at thirty to one, or

better. Maybe this is the soft spot that 
bird’s been waitin’ for.”

At this credulous line of reasoning the 
other laughed raucously. “Simps will be 
simps,” he observed as he took his leave.

YVTIEN the bugle sounded post call and 
the field of mediocrities paraded, 

Willis Blake sauntered to the place he had 
selected on the stairs of the grand stand 
near the judges’ kiosk, and as he watched 
the starters, identifying with a practiced 
eye their numbers and colors, he absently 
shuffled in his pocket a half dozen tickets 
he had bought on the favorite, Spartan. 
He told himself accusingly that he was a 
fool.

Spartan certainly figured on form to 
lead that field all the way—to win handily 
and at his pleasure. Still the odds would 
be small, and Blake felt uneasily that he 
had risked more money than he could 
afford to lose. He was an inveterate gam­
bler, but usually a cautious one. This 
time some quirk had seized him, and he 
stood to be seriously crippled H a  single 
race went wrong.

But it was not in the nature of Willis 
Blake to cry before he was hurt—or after­
ward either, for that matter. Now, he 
only shrugged his shoulders and waited.

A S the barrier was sprung, Spartan was 
away with boltlike speed forging into 

the lead, and St. Francis was at his rump. 
In spite of his forlornly disgraceful record, 
Shane’s colt never failed to get away wing­
ing from the post. Rarely did his nose 
fail to show in the van at the start—but j 
this is not the end of a race that is judged 
or rewarded. It was after some furlongs 
of fast going that the superb-looking crea­
ture was wont to curl like a shaving and 
let his spurting courage subside. It was 
when something looked him challengingly 
in the eye and measured stride for stride 
with him that his stamina collapsed. So 
Blake only smiled dryly when he saw the 
black thundering along, lapped on the 
leader, as the field swept for the first time 
past the stand.

But when they had straightened into the
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back stretch, and when the boy on Spartan 
had shaken him up sharply—when in spite 
of that, St. Francis passed him as if he 
were hitched, not only Willis Blake but 
several thousand others looked on in 
amazement. When the hitherto undis­
tinguished St. Francis breezed three 
lengths to the front, and from that point 
on proceeded to make a show of his field, 
romping home an easy and unextended 
winner, that amazement gave way to some­
thing like indignation.

“If it was anybody else but Major 
Shane,’’ muttered one of the men in the 
press stand, “a reversal of form like that 
would call for an investigation.”

A fellow scribe nodded. “If St. Fran­
cis had been improving—if he’d been 
knocking at the gate, it would be differ­
ent.” He paused, then added: “Shane’s 
above suspicion, of course—but maybe the 
jockey isn’t. Maybe the stewards will 
have something to say to him.”

The confirmation of results did not go 
up at once on the board, and when the 
boy, who Tiad worn the Shane silks, un­
saddled to weigh out, the crowd noted that 
he was summoned into the presence of the 
judges where his face told of an uncom­
fortable interview. Major Jerry Shane 
pushed his way toward the kiosk, and the 
crowd, that had played the favorite, gath­
ered below excitedly bellowing: “Dis­
qualify him!^ The race was fixed!”

Neither the officials, looking down from 
their elevation, nor the owner of St. Fran­
cis, standing on the ground level, paid the 
slightest attention to this mob outcry, and 
after a few moments the discomfited 
jockey strode down the steps, the bell 
tapped and the numbers swung up on the 
board—with that of St. Francis confirmed 
as the winner. There was nothing tan­
gible upon which to base a disqualification, 
but it was a fishy-looking race.

Slowly, Willis Blake strolled down from 
his place on the grand-stand stairs. 
Thoughtfully, he tore up and scattered to 
the winds a handful of cardboard scraps 
—the fragments of unredeemable tickets 
purchased from the “iron men.”

The next morning over his breakfast.

Blake gave the sporting page a casual 
perusal, and he was not surprised to find 
a note announcing that Jesse Combs, the 
jockey who had brought home a winner 
in St. Francis, had been soundly admon­
ished.

The colt was saddled from the stable of Major 
Jerry Shane, and this fact was sufficient assur­
ance that he has always gone to the post in good 
faith. None the less, there was such a startling 
contrast between yesterday’s performance and pre­
ceding fiascoes as was hard to reconcile with logic. 
The officials felt called upon to cross-question 
the jockey, and to warn him that his future per­
formances will be keenly scrutinized.

It was not for misconduct in the Shane 
cap and jacket that Jesse Combs was set 
down and sentenced to watch the races 
from the ground for the rest of the sea­
son. Yet that punishment befell him a 
few days later when a charge of criminally 
rough riding was preferred and sustained 
against him, and the boy had friends who 
asserted that there was rank injustice in 
the treatment.

“It was really the St. Francis race 
that did for Jesse,” they argued, “but the 
stewards didn’t have the nerve to bawl 
Shane out, so they laid for the kid and 
got him on a pretext”—which was of 
course an accusation without color of jus­
tice.

But a day or two later Willis Blake met 
the boy on the race-track lawn. Jesse, 
having no business that kept him a pris­
oner in the jockey room these afternoons, 
stalked disconsolately about the paddocks 
and betting sheds, willing to rehearse the 
saga of his persecution to whoso would 
lend ear.

“Give my record the once-over, Captain 
Blake,” appealed Jesse aggrievedly. 
“You’ll see I’ve brought as many mounts 
into the money as any other apprentice 
riding in the West. I’ve ridden as straight, 
too. Now, just when I ’ve got a chance 
to get out of the apprentice class and cop 
me a good contract, they hand me this 
raw deal. They don’t say a word to the 
man that owned St. Francis—and what­
ever I did, I did on his orders.”

“If you can show me that you’ve been
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unfairly treated,” Blake told him coolly, 
"I’ll undertake to get your case reviewed. 
If you got what was coming to you— I 
won’t.”

The jockey shook his head. “They all 
quit when it comes to making Major Shane 
sore,” he said. "He’s got the whole blame 
outfit bluffed and buffaloed.”

“He hasn’t bluffed me yet,” was the 
quiet response. “But as far as that goes 
neither have you told me anything defi­
nite.”

The jockey caught excitedly at his 
sleeve. "Say,” he declared in a passionate 
whisper, “if you mean that—if you ain’t 
afraid of this gentleman bad man, this 
fine old Southern fire-eater, believe me, 
captain, I can spill an earful—and I’m 
game to do it.”

l/T N N E T H  APPLEFIELD was going
*" through these first days after his per­

sonal cataclysm in a groggy sort of daze. 
He carried himself straight enough and 
normally enough to escape further com­
ment from those he met than the black 
band on lu’s sleeve justified. But until an 
answer came to the letter he had sent over­
seas, he must endure a purgatory of.bleak 
suspense.

Dorothy Shane had offered him a sym­
pathy which might have helped except that 
against Dorothy he was harboring a 
grudge. He told himself that this draw­
ing away from the girl was because she 
had been unjust in her estimate of Mary 
L ee; because she had attributed to his ideal 
a flaw of fickleness which loyalty required 
him to resent.

ly iE A N W H IL E , though nothing was 
being printed on the subject, there 

were ’’grapevine” intimations about the 
sporting desk of brewing antagonism be­
tween Major Shane and Willis Blake, and 
one day on the street, Kenneth met the 
captain and paused to speak to him.

Blake had begun to express his sym­
pathy, and with a shrinking of shyness 
from a discussion of his own misfortunes, 
the boy seized the first decent opportunity 
to divert talk to a less-embarrassing topic.

“What’s this I hear, captain,” he in­
quired, “about your taking up the cudgels 
for Jesse Combs?”

“It’s hard to answer that, because I 
don’t know what you’ve heard,” was the 
smiling response. But even as he smiled, 
the lawyer’s eyes hardened, and he went 
on in a tone of chilled sternness. “It’s not 
so much the jockey I’m interested in. As 
near as I can make out he pulled several 
races with Shane’s colt before winning the 
one that stirred up the officials. He’s 
crooked, I expect.”

'  “But I hear you’re trying to have him 
reinstated ?”

“I’m trying to have the responsibility 
placed squarely where it belongs. Dis­
honest jockeys are not as rare as they 
should be. It’s when a dishonest jockey 
rides for a dishonest owner, and when that 
dishonest owner can still pose as a pillar 
of society, that the good repute of the 
turf is threatened.”

“You don't mean that you suspect Ma­
jor Shane?”

“My boy,” the tall man spoke almost 
softly, “many people suspect Shane. The 
point is, that the man carries a legendary 
repute which no one seems anxious to 
challenge. He is one of those individuals 
about whom a myth has grown up. If he 
had been a little figure, his entries would 
have been refused by this time and he 
would have been stinging yet under his 
well-deserved rebuke.”

“Why, captain,” Kenneth stammered, 
“you astonish me. Surely Major Shane 
stands above suspicion both as to his hon­
esty and his courage. No squarer or 
braver man ever walked in shoe leather.”

“Major Shane,” came the uncompromis­
ing retort, “is a counterfeit and a wind­
bag. He is both a crook and a blustering 
bully. I myself found that hard to be­
lieve, and I did not believe it until I ran 
this thing down.

“I found that Shane intentionally lost 
race after race with this horse until the 
odds were tremendous. Then he sent him 
out to win, and won a fortune. The boy’s 
conduct, first and last, was in pursuance 
of orders from his employer.”
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The accuser paused, then continued : “I 
don’t say these things with the light malice 
of a scandalmonger. 1 state them after 
such investigation as will enable me to 
prove them.”

“This is a shocking story,” declared 
Kenneth Appiefield blankly. “And with­
out intending any disrespect to you, sir, 
you must let me put myself on record as 
saying I don’t believe a word of it. Of 
course," he made haste to add, “I shall 
treat it as confidential.”

Blake smiled with a wintry gleam of 
the eyes.

“I dare say you will, my boy.” he an­
swered deliberately. “Newspapers are ex­
tremely shy of libel suits, and properly so. 
But I place no obligations of secrecy on 
you—none whatever. I mean to run Jerry 
Shane off the turf—because I object to 
men who abuse their positions in respect­
able society. I dislike horsemen who 
manipulate their stables as chattels of 
greasy dishonesty.”

“But, sir,” Kenneth laid an impulsive 
hand on the arm of the taller and heavier 
man, “if this came to Major Shane’s ears, 
a personal collision would result. It 
couldn’t be avoided.”

“It has come to his ears,” said Blake 
dryly, “and he’s pretending he hasn’t 
heard it. I mean to make him abandon 
that pretense.”

“You must be mistaken about that. If 
any rumor had reached him, you’d have 
heard from him like a shot.”

Blake’s lips set themselves straighter. 
“Then perhaps you’ll do me the kindness 
of seeing that he has a report of our con­
versation?” The speaker paused and the 
smile in his eyes was bitingly ironic. 
“Shane is reputed to be a fighting man. 
isn't he? Isn't it even rumored that he 
can draw quick and shoot straight, and 
that he holds his honor very sacred?

“There are Kentuckians who don’t rel­
ish the swaggering bravado of these pro­
fessional Southerners. He has postured 
about the country overlong. Now, let 
him show some of his highly advertised 
qualities—or leave the stage. When I ’m 
through with him, I trust no horse of his

will be allowed to start on a respectable 
race track—and I ’ll be glad to have you 
tell him that."

Kenneth shook his head.
“I ’ll have no hand in it, sir,” he declared 

with emphasis. "I believe you’re misin­
formed. and I know that if you hew to 
this line there'll be a clash. I ’m afraid 
it will end in bloodshed.”

Blake shrugged his shoulders. “It will 
end in showing up a faker,” he asserted. 
“If I’m wrong. I'm prepared to bear the 
consequences of my mistake.”

“I hear Blake is blackguarding me right 
and left,” the major made casual comment 
to Kenneth a day or two later, “but I hope 
my name is secure against slander from 
such a source.” He paused, then added: 
“I’m going to give him rope enough to 
hang himself, but I ’m not overlooking the 
matter. I've got to take my stable East 
now, and I haven’t time to stop and quar­
rel with cheap detractors.

“When I come back, I’ll consider an 
apology— if it’s respectfully offered. Un­
less it’s forthcoming and satisfactory, then
------” Once more the major paused and
smilingly shrugged his broad shoulders. 
“Well,” he concluded smilingly, “he’ll have 
to be taught his lesson.”

A S  Kenneth waited for an answer to his 
‘ letter, he swung pendulumwise between 
extremes of emotion. Sometimes he 
yielded to the despair of feeling that he 
was like his namesake colt, who had stood 
on the threshold of victory only to drop 
out of all competition. In other moods, 
he felt sure confidence that the news of 
his misfortunes would mean nothing more 
to Mary Lee than deep regret and 
strengthened loyalty.

Of this condition of spirit, his colleagues 
in the city room saw little. He did his 
work with energy and a growing ability, 
and he carried himself with an outward 
show of quiet assurance.

At length the envelope came to his office 
desk bearing a French stamp and a Paris 
postmark. Kenneth thrust it ' into his 
pocket, and it burned there with a hot ex­
pectancy of fear and hope until he could
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close the door of his own library to read 
its sealed verdict alone.

Its beginning was affectionate and full 
of sympathy for his bereavement, and 
through several sentences the suspense of 
his heart remained taut and unenlightened. 
Then came a reference to his offer to re­
lease her.

I want you to try to understand me, Kenneth 
dear. And above all I don’t want to hurt you, 
but if you loved me as I thought you did you 
couldn’t offer to give me back my promise. You’d 
m a k e  me keep it whether or no. Your not doing 
that makes me realize that after all we haven’t 
honestly and truly known each other. If you 
had the iron in you I thought you had—for all 
your self-accusations of timidness—you’d see in 
this blow only a thing to make you hit the line 
harder, and if you saw that, the poverty wouldn’t 
matter much. Maybe I’m all wrong. Maybe 
you’re too big and courageous and generous for 
me to understand, but if that’s true, Kenneth 
dear, then I’m too small for you. The trouble 
is that we don’t see the courage that is the soul 
of life as the same thing, and that’s the one 
matter people can’t agree to disagree about. 
Please don’t think that being poor makes any 
difference. It doesn't. It was the tone of your 
letter that opened my eyes. That was a tone of 
surrender.

There’s another thing I haven’t spoken of until 
now, because I wanted you to have the whole 
of my feelings from first to last—but just as 
I’ve come to see that you and I didn’t really 
know, each other, so I’ve come to see, too, that 
Craig and I didn’t really know each other either 
until lately. We do now and we are in love 
with each other. I don’t think he has your in­
tellect or your lofty ideals, Kenneth dear, but 
he and I see things alike. W e like to think of 
living as a splendid adventure, and we don’t like 
to test every chance to find out whether or not 
it’s worth taking. We just want to take those 
chances as they come—together—in our stride.

I hope you won’t hate me for this letter or 
this decision. I was always honest with you, or 
if I wasn’t, it was because I didn’t know myself. 
I’ll always love you, Kenneth dear, but I’m not 
in love with you as I thought I was. I f  we had 
to find that out, it’s better that we did it in time 
to  avo id  sh ip w reck .

Kenneth let the page drop from his 
hand and sat staring at the wall.

“ ‘A  tone of surrender,’ ” he repeated 
in a dead voice. “She gave herself to me 
—and I didn’t have the strength to hold 
her!” He picked up the unfinished sheet 
but the characters on it seemed to dance

fantastically before his eyes so that he 
could make nothing of them.

“You’re the hell of a hero." he made 
bitter self-appraisal. “You deceived the 
clan chiefs, but you couldn’t persuade the 
two persons that matter—a girl and your­
self. You’re dismissed for cowardice in 
the face of the enemy.”

CHAPTER XIX.
“ t h e t a w a y "  c o r x e t t .

'T H E R E  were yet two more pages in that 
round hand, which Kenneth knew so 

well, and which heretofore had been a 
sign manual of love, but those remaining 
pages were still too blurred to read. They 
were not blurred by tears for Kenneth’s 
eyes were as dry and as hot as the cinders 
of an expiring fire. It was his brain that 
seemed smudged and stunned, and as he 
lifted the page again, its lines became a 
mass of wavering hieroglyphs.

After a time, though, the dizzy chaos 
of his brain steadied a little and his eyes 
refocused. He took up the letter and fol­
lowed it doggedly to its end.

I didn’t answer at once. Kenneth dear, because 
I wanted to take the whole matter into my very 
inmost thoughts and study it out fully. It meant 
so much to both o f us. Of course, Craig had 
been making love to me. You know he was in 
love with me before I met you. He was fine 
and honest about it. He said this was the para­
mount issue of his life—those were his own 
words, and that just as you had been in your 
rights in trying to win me away from him, so 
he was within his in fighting to the very steps of 
the altar—those were his words, too.

And then I saw that I’d made a mistake all 
this while, and that to go on with it would be 
as unjust to you as it was to him. I tried not to 
think too much of myself.

Kenneth laid the letter down again. 
This reading seem ed to be, in a spiritual 
analogy, much like rolling a wheelbarrow 
of stone. He had to stop at certain inter­
vals and let the palpitant violence of his 
heartbeat subside with rest.

Craig isn't rich. Indeed, he isn’t as rich as 
we thought you would be. If we were to be 
married, he urged, we could never again afford 
to take a wedding trip like this one. We could
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never again see all the wonderful new things to­
gether as we can now. I stood out against him 
for some time because I wanted to talk to you 
face to face, first—and I wanted a church wed­
ding at home. But he carried me off my feet, 
and after all it seemed foolish to wait. So we 
have been very quietly married. He sends you 
his best regards, and we both hope that when we 
get back home we will see a great deal of you.

She signed herself Mary Lee Smiley, 
and what small endurance the loser had 
been able to maintain through the body of 
the missive seemed to collapse abjectly at 
the unrelieved spirit jolt of the signature.

There was nowhere any longer a Mary 
Lee Lord!

It would have been a relief, perhaps, 
had the young man, who had been unwit­
tingly bemused by his romanticism, been 
able to fly into a just and robust rage. 
But disillusionment did not at once come 
to bis aid. He was not yet ready to call 
upon so grim and ungracious a support.

He could not so swiftly rearrange his 
whole fabric of allegiance into a realiza­
tion of the shallow hypocrisy of those 
self-justifications. He did not recognize 
that Mary Lee’s one and only controlling 
reason had been her inability to face life 
with a man who had dropped from ease 
to poverty. To this deciding factor, she 
was now giving other and prettier names.

In his defeat, he was ready to accept the 
girl's judgment of him, as an estimate no 
more cruel than the fact, and in his mis­
ery, the only hate that survived the ruin 
of things, was a hate of self. That he 
had been too fair for her appreciation, 
he did not even tell himself—though the 
effort to he fair to her had dictated his 
letter.

About the walls of the library hung a 
number of family portraits; portraits in 
Revolutionary blue and buff, in Civil War 
gray, in stocks and old-fashioned collars. 
They all looked down on Kenneth out of 
eyes that were cbaliengingly bold, quietly 
overbearing, fully self-sufficient. Si­
lently, all these forefathers said, in the 
light of their eyes and the twist of their 
lips: “No doubt hut we are the people!”

Their descendant looked back at them as 
one who had forgotten their language, as

an heir become unaccountably alien to 
their self-assured traditions.

How long he might have remained there 
in that fashion, had he been left unin­
terrupted, there is no way of guessing. 
The doorbell had rung repeatedly and in­
sistently before he heard it with any sense 
more informative than his ears.

'T 'H ER E was no servant in the house 
to-night, and finally he roused himself 

and went heavily to the front.
Joe Applefield came in, and the younger 

man nodded to him in a dazed fashion. 
For a while Joe talked to ears that heard 
him yet made nothing of his speech. Then 
Kenneth realized that he must shake him­
self into a more responsive mood and give 
answers. Vaguely, he realized that his 
uncle was talking business and that he was 
talking with a heavy spirit.

“So whatever I have is really yours,” 
the older man was saying. “This season 
promised, at its beginning, to wipe out all 
the debts and to bring the estate back to 
solvency and profit. In the colt we named 
for you, we seemed to have the horse we 
had been seeking for all these years—a 
Sysonby or a Man-o’-War. With the 
Derby and the Belmont, we should have 
reaped a fortune—and then the colt went 
wrong."

Kennetli w as trying to focus his 
thoughts.

Suddenly he rose eruptively to his feet, 
and with clenched fists, began pacing the 
floor in a transport of blind fury.

“I was ambitious once,” he declared 
with the pathetic absurdity of the young, 
speaking of a year ago as though it were 
the Old Stone Age.

“I wanted to go in seriously for journal­
ism. I wanted to try to be another Wat- 
terson, writing editorials that shaped opin­
ion. There at the office they made fun of 
me. They pretended to think that I was 
going to buy out the paper and run it.”

“Did you think you could do that?” in­
quired the uncle gravely, and the boy an­
swered passionately:

“I hated to hear that sort of talk be­
cause it made me absurd. It made me
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appear a teacher’s pet—but I thought that 
if I made good, the family would get be­
hind me financially—and give me my 
chance,”

“The family had nothing to get behind 
you with, my boy, except a fine collection 
of traditions. The family was run to 
seed. For some years now, it’s been floun­
dering along trying to keep up appear­
ances.”

Kenneth paused in his pacing and faced 
his uncle with a white face and a passion­
ate indignation.

“What appearances?” he demanded. 
“Why couldn’t proud people be honest? 
Why should every instinct in them make 
them agonize and strain to show the world 
a false front?”

“Why,” countered Joe Applefield 
lamely, “does any man try to live up to 
the standard of his fathers? We had al­
ways been prominent. We had been law­
yers and turfmen. The name stood for 
something in Kentucky.”

“Turfmen!” Kenneth shot the word 
out as if he were spitting it out of his 
life. “Breeders of the one kind of do­
mestic animal in the world that has no 
value except ac the plaything of gamblers! 
It would be as sensible to boast that for 
generations our blue blood has been dedi­
cated to the manufacture of roulette wheels 
—or dice for crap games.”

He broke off, and his uncle stood there 
with the air of a man who finds himself 
addressed in a language which he does 
not know, and which he had not supposed 
any gentleman would employ.

“Now we’re bankrupt,” went on the 
younger Applefield, still swept on the 
freshet of his vehemence. “We’re broke 
and we can’t pay out. Why don’t we 
scrap this whole damned outfit that has 
ruined us? Why don’t we sell the stal­
lions for whatever they’ll bring and put 
the mares to foaling mules? Why don’t 
we set out the pastures and paddocks in 
tobacco? As for me, I ’m everlastingly 
done with race horses and I ’m done with 
flaunting a false pride because we’ve been 
a line of glorified gamblers.”

Kenneth broke off, and his uncle stood

looking at him with contracted brows. At 
length, he said slowly:

“Your father and I understood each 
other. It seems that you and I don’t. 
You stand in your father’s place now, and 
you have the power to foreclose on me. 
Unless you do that, I certainly shan’t sac­
rifice the plant. I believe that by next 
season, or even at the end of this, Ken­
neth will be sound again, and that he’ll pay 
us out. I believe he’s the best three year 
old in the world—when his legs are right. 
I ’d like to carry the experiment to its end, 
but of course you have the veto power.”

The boy dropped into a chair and cov­
ered his face with his hands. His finger 
ends pressed his temples, and at last he 
looked up.

“I guess I was carried away, sir,” he 
said penitently. “I guess I don’t know 
what I ’m saying. Go ahead and follow 
your own judgment. As for me, I haven’t 
any.”

rP O  the Empire City track and to Sara- 
1 toga went the horsemen and the 

horses, and as the season progressed, two 
names stood out above all others. The 
Bolt seemed invincible, whether the track 
were fast and firm or heavy and holding. 
Whether the distance were short or long, 
whether he ran all the way in front or 
came from behind, he met and ran to 
dizzy defeat everything of his own age or 
older that matched its speed and heart 
against his own. And with a separate 
schedule of engagements on the Canadian 
and other tracks, Comet Light was almost 
paralleling that spectacular record. Ex­
cept for the drubbings he had received 
from Violett’s champion, Comet Light en­
countered no rival that succeeded in forc­
ing him to extend himself, or to come 
home driven out. The clamor for a fresh 
meeting between these two rose urgently 
from partisan groups, and though the 
thing seemed often impending, it had not 
yet come to pass.

When Kenneth saw the reports of these 
races run far away, he turned from the 
columns that chronicled them as a man 
turns from a subject which is wrapped up

159
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with bitter thoughts. He had been kin­
dled out of indifference for such things 
and fanned into a flaming enthusiasm for 
them by Mary Lee, and to him the turf 
had been a spirited and appropriate back­
ground for her own vital gallantry.

Now, the institution with all its corre­
lations was to his mind a house in which 
a tragedy had happened and he hated it. 
He could not explain these feelings at the 
office where he was a part of the sporting 
staff, or escape the waves of discussion 
that rose to flood tide out of a remark­
able racing season.

Other years had produced mighty 
horses. Long ago, there had been Hermis 
and Sysonby and Colin. More lately, 
there had been a Man-o’-War. These 
were outstanding names linked with as­
tonishing achievements, but this year had 
both its Bolt and its Comet Light. Never 
before had there been a champion so dis­
tinguished, which, none the less, a large 
and partisan group believed must surrender 
his laurels if only once again he faced the 
barrier in the company of the runner-up.

“That’s easy talk,” growled Robinson 
from the litter of his turf editor’s desk in 
the Leader office. “They’re yammering 
for a meeting, but I notice that while they 
yammer they always see to it that no such 
meeting takes place. Comet Light’s a 
grand three year old, all right—just so 
long as he doesn’t hook up with The Bolt. 
Then he’s a trailer.”

It was a season of match races when, 
to draw together fields of ultrainterest, 
associations vied with each other in hang­
ing out prizes of unprecedented munifi­
cence.

Across the sea, Parchment had won the 
British Derby, most historic of all racing 
fixtures. Beyond the channel, Gaulois 
had captured the Grand Prix and swept 
the French tracks clean, and with the turn­
ing of the leaves to autumnal fire, racing 
ardor girdled the globe like a fever.

Meanwhile the lesser atoms of the or­
ganism were functioning in their lesser 
fashion. Major Jerry Shane, campaign­
ing a string of a dozen fair starters, was 
showing a balance in the credit column

of his ledgers, but one of his colts, which 
bore the name of St. Francis, was being 
spoken of in the press as “that grand and 
inglorious in-and-outer.”

Now an in-and-outer, in the parlance 
of the track, is a horse whose off days are 
bewilderingly set over against his on days. 
The in-and-outer is highly temperamental. 
He syncopates the scale, and to the nor­
mal uncertainties of racing, adds yet other 
uncertainties. In to-day’s race such a 
horse may pick up his freight and carry 
it with the speed and stamina of a stake 
winner. In the day after to-morrow’s 
event, when money rolls in on him on the 
strength ofc his last performance, he may 
disreputably trail a pack of dachshunds. 
He may be the creature of moods and the 
despair of an honest owner, or he may be 
the craftily manipulated tool of a weazel- 
witted gambler, building by repeated de­
feats the chance of a killing on the day 
when he is sent out to win.

Shane openly cursed his erratic posses­
sion and candidly told his friends that St. 
Francis was a good horse to leave un­
backed, but back in Louisville, while other 
devotees of the race course poured over 
the doings of Parchment, Gaulois, The 
Bolt and Comet Light, one man meticu­
lously kept a scrap book on the doings and 
misdoings of St. Francis, and that man 
was Willis Blake.

There are human in-and-outers in the 
racing business too.

Z ^N E  morning toward the tag end of a 
hot and dusty August when Kenneth 

went dully through the door of the city 
room and hung his hat on its peg, he saw 
by the telegraph operator’s desk a broad 
back which he knew.

He winced at the sight because he had 
last seen Tom Bristoll when for both of 
them there was more zest and triumph to 
life, and he shrank from the possibility of 
questions.

Yet he went over and shook hands, and 
the face that looked up held no trace of 
the lugubrious. Also, its lips shaped no 
embarrassing inquiries. On the contrary 
it smiled with its boyish winsomeness and
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seemed to accept the fortunes of war in 
-''"The order of their coming.

Back at his own desk, Kenneth found 
hie philosophy challenged by this man, so 
perversely constructed that he seemed to 

--"'-'-^nake and abide contentedly by his own 
code. One now and again met men who 
had been poor and who had become rich. 
One more frequently met those who had 
been rich and had become poor. In both 
classes an organic change seemed to be 
worked by the change of circumstance.

In Tom Bristoll alone was there no 
such change. When he was up he was all 
up, indulging every whim and scorning 
every economy: learning no lesson of the 
husbandry of his resources; treating life 
as though a gilt-edged security and guar­
antee stood behind its opulence. When 
he was down, he went contentedly on, mak­
ing no complaint, seemingly knowing no 
discontent—merely waiting with serene 
confidence for the next wave to lift him 
and float him again.

When in an interval of mutual leisure 
the two found themselves chatting with 
crossed arms, Bristoll volunteered: 
“There’s big news to-day.”

“W hat?” came the listless inquiry, and 
the plunger’s eyes gleamed.

“The International Match Race has 
been definitely arranged to be run here at 
the Downs. Such a race has never been 
undertaken before. The winner takes 
down a cool hundred thousand—and the 
championship of the world.”

“Is that so?” Applefield answered be­
cause an answer was expected. He had 
no residue of interest in such things.

Bristoll nodded.
“Think of it,” he exclaimed. “Here on 

this track, over the mile-and-a-half route! 
The starters will be Parchment and Gau- 
lois and The Bolt and Comet Light—and 
any others that want to pay an entrance 
fee of twenty-five hundred for the honor 
of being walloped and humiliated by roy­
alty.”

Kenneth knew that he was receiving 
great news in advance of a less-favored 
public. The edition carrying that an­
nouncement was not yet on the streets. It 

11A—POP.

left him cold, and he glanced at the office 
clock.

“I t’s lunch time,” he suggested. “Won't 
you come out with me and have a bite to 
eat ?”

J T ’S throwing good money after bad, 
1 sir,” objected Kenneth disconsolately, 
and his Uncle Joe looked at him with the 
eyes of injured pride.

“Perhaps you are right,” he acknowl­
edged. “But I still have a few shreds of 
credit left. I can raise the entry fee on 
my personal note, and if the thing should 
go through, my problems and yours would 
be solved.”

“Mine?” questioned the younger man 
miserably. “All the king’s horses and all 
the king’s men couldn’t do that, sir, I'm 
afraid.”

“I can raise the entry fee,” repeated 
Joe Applefield stubbornly, “and to show 
you that I ’m not venturing into the thing 
without faith, I ’ll say that I mean to raise 
a thousand more—and to bet it on Ken­
neth for you and me.”

“Do as you like, sir,” advised Kenneth. 
“But please leave me out of it. I ’m sat­
isfied with our present ruin. You’re run­
ning a cripple against the four greatest 
colts in the world, ridden by the four 
greatest jockeys in the world.”

Seeing how the face of his uncle, who 
had been his father’s dependent, fell, the 
younger man was at once smitten with 
self-reproach. He felt that he had been 
ungenerous and churlish, and he forced 
the smile that had formerly been so en­
gaging—when it flashed impulsively.

“You must forgive me, Uncle Joe,” he 
made apology. “I t’s not that I want to 
hamper your judgment or to seem a crape 
hanger. I'm just out of sympathy with 
a game that hasn’t paid. It seems to me 
bad business for men who need money 
desperately to compete with those who are 
able and willing to spend twice the value 
of a stake to win its glory. The 'sport of 
kings’ is no game for beggars. They're 
your horses, of course—but I can’t let you 
borrow to bet for me.”

“They are my horses only in a technical
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sense,” the unde made candid avowal. 
“The debt to you would swallow them, and 
without your consent, I don’t feel that I 
can go deeper into debt—even in an effort 
to get through and out on the other side.”

“Then you have my consent, sir. I ’m 
not a damned mortgage shark, only you 
must let me argue with you. It eases my 
mind.”

The elder Applefield nodded his head.
“If I fail this time, I ’ll sell out,” he 

said. “I ’m only asking one chance more. 
But perhaps I ’m not quite the fool you 
think me, Kenneth—and have the right 
to think me. The colt that’s named for 
you will be a dark horse.

“This spring he was conceded to be one 
of the two most promising three year olds 
in training. He went wrong. He’s been 
completely forgotten. But he’s sound 
again and he runs as fast a mile and a half 
to-day as any of these champions has ever 
shown. If he doesn’t break down before 
he hits the stretch, he’ll give a good ac­
count of himself.”

“Who can you get to ride him?” in­
quired Kenneth pointedly. “Forrest will 
be up on Comet Light, jimmy Earle will 
be piloting The Bolt. England sends 
O ’Shaunessy, who’s held the pigskin lau­
rels over there for ten years. France 
sends Riley, who was the best we had 
until he went abroad. Is there a boy left 
who can ride with them?”

The turfman smiled.
“There’s one” he said. “I ’m going to 

have Kenneth ridden by a lawyer, but it’s 
a lawyer who’s been riding him and who 
knows him.”

Kenneth looked at his elder kinsman 
with a commiserating wonderment, but Joe 
Applefield went tranquilly on.

“ ‘Thetaway’ Cornett is going to have 
the mount on Kenneth,” he announced, 
and added nothing to the climax of that 
information.

If it had been possible for the nephew 
to whip his dead interests into rebirth, 
the announcement would have been 
enough to stir excitement.

Thetaway Cornett was a boy from the 
Cumberland hills who had blazed his way

across the turf firmament like a comet, 
who had ridden to the premiership and 
studied law while he rode, ancLwho had 
retired with a name secure in its greatness. 
It was a name which stood in the same 
roster with those of Garrison and Archer 
and Sloan. Jimmy Earle had headed his 
profession until Cornett came. He had 
ridden at his rear until Cornett retired, 
and now again he was America’s first 
jockey.

Kenneth repressed his own lack of faith 
to some degree, but not entirely.

“So it’s a double comeback you’re try­
ing to stage,” he said. “A horse that 
looked good once and that went wrong 
twice, and a jockey who was once the 
greatest in the world—but who for sev­
eral years hasn’t had his feet thrust home 
in racing irons. Can he get down to the 
weight ?”

“No, he’ll be overweight,” admitted the 
owner of the forgotten Kenneth. “But 
overweight of Cornett isn’t dead weight 
by a jugful.”

CHAPTER XX.
T H E  S T A R T  O F  T H E  I N T E R N A T I O N A L .

JJA V E  you dropped your advocacy of 
Jockey Combs, sir?” inquired Ken­

neth one day when he met Willis Blake on 
the street. “And did you come to see that 
you were mistaken after all in your opin­
ion of Major Shane?”

The lawyer shook his head, and though 
his face retained its composure there was 
an uncompromising and metallic glint in 
the eyes.

“The gallant major is absent at pres­
ent,” he made quiet response. “But time 
will bring him back to us. From all in­
dications, there will be quite a bit doing 
when the gates open at the Downs this fall. 
An international flavor will be imparted to 
our local sport. The whole turf world 
will be present or accounted for—and to 
the general interest, I ’ll endeavor to con­
tribute my widow’s mite.”

“You mean you’ll attack Major Shane 
—then ?”

“Attack isn’t quite the word perhaps,”
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Blake made amiable correction. “But I 
mean to unmask the major. I haven’t 
been able to follow the races East, but it’s 
before an Eastern audience that this re­
splendent gentleman has most vainglori- 
ously strutted.

“Well, that audience should have a 
quorum here when The Bolt hooks up 
with the champions of the British Isles, 
the continent and our native land. That 
would seem the proper time to turn the 
spotlight on the major before his admirers, 
wouldn't it?"

“Good God. sir," pleaded Kenneth. 
“You’re forcing a disastrous issue. A 
mouse would fight it he were crowded that 
far—and Major Shane isn’t a mouse.”

“ No, I admit he isn't a mouse, but 
neither am I." The tone grew serious. “I 
am not setting out recklessly to blacken 
an honorable name. I happen to love 
clean horse racing—and when I fire my 
opening gun, I'll have the proof ready. 
It won’t be a skirmish It will be a finish 
fight.”

Kenneth shook an apprehensive head, 
and the captain smiled gravely.

“There’s one thing that troubles me, 
though,” admitted the lawyer. “I t’s a con­
flict of dates,’'

“How is that, sir?’-
“ Of course, I must see the big race. A 

man has only one such chance in a life­
time. Also, I must present my charges 
before the Jockey Club, but just about 
that time I ’m due up in the hills—for a 
special term of court at Hemlock Town.”

“Hemlock Town," repeated Kenneth as 
a shadow of painful memories crossed his 
face. “I was there once.”

The lawyer nodded. It was almost 
pathetically evident that this man, whose 
youth had held a promise of splendid at­
tainment, was going out of his way to 
refer to a legal employment. It was as if 
he were anxious to impress the young re­
porter with the idea that he was not wholly 
briefless.

“Two men who were feud leaders there 
and who have made peace.” explained 
Blake with dignity, "have been conducting 
a sort of clean-up campaign. Having

buried the hatchet, they want to inculcate 
a sounder respect for the law, and I've 
been designated as special prosecutor.”

KJEW S and gossip of the turf in those
'  days of approaching autumn over­

flowed the confines of sporting columns 
and spilled their tidings into first-page 
headlines. Photographs and biographies 
of the foreign colts and their jockeys were 
spread voluminously to the eye and eagerly 
assimilated.

In order to adjust themselves betimes to 
a new climate and to recover edge after 
any possible ill effects from a sea voyage, 
Parchment and Gaulois crossed the At­
lantic several weeks ahead of schedule, 
and their quarters at Belmont Park, po­
liced and guarded as if human royalty 
were billeted there, became a Mecca for 
excited sight-seers.

Back on his home track in Kentucky, 
where he had won his first prestige and 
waited now to match his undefeated pow­
ers against the superchampions of Eu­
rope, The Bolt munched his oats and went 
out for daily gallops nicely calculated to 
hold his fettle but not to dull or stale its 
razor-edged keenness.

At Jamaica, where a loyal coterie of ad­
herents continued to believe that he needed 
only his chance, Comet Light was answer­
ing all training questions to the satisfac­
tion of his handlers. To those who had 
accused this colt of warily side-stepping 
conclusions with The Bolt, the horse was 
now ready to give his answer. He would 
not only meet The Bolt and carry pound 
for pound with him, but he would also 
meet those two challengers that Europe 
said were better than anything American 
soil and American training could send to 
the races.

Then while prognostications ran rife, 
while turf writers and photographers 
worked overtime, the Westchester Racing 
Association waxed fretful. The biggest 
and richest of races was going to the 
smaller organization in Kentucky. Sen­
timent had carried it to the home State of 
the colt that had lured these overseas rivals 
by his fleetness and greatness of heart.



164 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

But compared with the “Newmarket of 
America,” Churchill Downs was a small 
plant and the greater establishment felt in­
jured.

C O  Belmont Park hung out a magnifi- 
^  cent purse and invited the now accli­
mated foreigners to meet in a prefatory 
combat with whatever American colts 
cared to accept the issue. Wrote the dean 
of metropolitan turf scribes:

This proposal was at first regarded as taking 
the wind out of the big feature already arranged. 
It was argued that either the French or the 
English horse would, in effect, be eliminated from 
consideration before facing the flag for the race 
he had come across the ocean to run. But the 
management met and overcame these objections 
with resource and sound logic. The match race at 
the Downs would be over the full Derby route 
of the mile and a half. It will call for stout 
staying qualities as well as fleetness of foot. 
The event proposed here is at a mile only. For 
horses trained to the longer journey it might 
almost be called a sprint. Also, the colt that 
leads at the end of eight furlongs need not be he 
who would show at the front when twelve had 
been covered. For the big issue, each of the 
starters will require a stiff workout under his 
girth before he faces the flag, and what better 
tightening up could be given than this mile at 
Belmont?

So the extra match race was run, and 
though a hundred thousand men and 
women rushed the gates, and though the 
roads to the course were black all morning 
with motors and brown with dust, only 
three horses were led out when the bugle 
blew.

Comet Light alone of American horse­
flesh had faced the issue, but that sur­
prised no one. He was on the ground, and 
for the stable that sheltered The Bolt, 
to ship their colt East and ship him back 
again within the week would have been 
unexpected folly. The holder of the 
crown could afford to wait on his own 
battle ground.

If it had been supposed that the pre­
liminary battle would detract from the 
later one and deflate it of its interest, that 
supposition was abundantly and gloriously 
given the lie.

For when the multitude that breath­

lessly watched that conflict burst into its 
throat-tearing pandemonium as the trio 
came down the stretch a sheer mania of 
excitement thundered in their outcry.

It was Comet Light that showed ahead 
by a short neck, after all—America’s sec­
ond choice, her runner-up. But a neck 
is not an undebatable margin of victory, 
and what capped the amazement of the 
racegoers was a secondary feature. The 
British and the French colts crossed the 
wire so absolutely and evenly linked into 
a two-horse team that the judges were 
unable to split them apart and pronounced 
it a dead heat for the place.

E ST A B L ISH E D  upon that spectacular 
^  foundation, the day of the Churchill 
Downs match dawned with a violet haze 
of Indian summer along the horizon.

The flags lifted to a languid breath of 
breeze, warm after a morning that had 
held a hint of frost. Crushed and trodden 
upon, yet unharassed, because a festival 
spirit stirred them, the scores of thou­
sands milled and elbowed in slowly chang­
ing patterns of kaleidoscopic color.

Undertones like the buzzing of number­
less swarms of bees competed with the 
overtones of blaring bands. Faces that 
were strange to the town and faces that 
were not native to the continent mingled 
with those that had been seen here, spring 
and fall, for decades, and that would be 
seen here while life quickened them.

Any individual must be lost in such a 
human massing, but now and then, here 
and there, in the pink of dress and the 
perfection of debonair manner, one 
glimpsed the straight shoulders and the 
erectly borne head of Major Jerry Shane. 
This was his world, and to-day other 
worlds had come to it. They were visi­
tors and he was to the manner born.

Perhaps he carried himself a trace the 
more unbendingly because he knew that 
out of these thousands there were some 
hundreds who had heard his honor as a 
sportsman blatantly assailed. If that were 
true, his appearance gave the lie to all 
accusations. It was as if Major Shane 
felt that to-day his State was host to the
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world, and as if he himself was the 
symbol and representative of his State.

Kenneth Applefield, wandering on the 
clubhouse lawn, came upon Dorothy stand­
ing quietly and alone. There was an al­
most cryptic light of amused pride in her 
eyes as they dwelt on her father, who 
had become the center of a group a few 
paces away.

“Ken,” said the girl with a simple sin­
cerity, “I hope this is your day. I hope 
the colt that’s named for you makes 
amends for every past disappointment.”

Kenneth tried to answer her smile with 
his own, but it was a forlorn attempt.

“He might as well have been left in 
his stall, Doctor Dot,” he answered. “No 
horse could be expected to frame a come­
back after such long idleness—and in 
company with the pick of the world!”

The young man’s eyes were resting ab­
sently on Major Shane, and abruptly their 
lackluster weariness quickened into ap­
prehension. He glanced quickly at the 
girl as he wondered if she, too, had seen 
that Willis Blake, towering a head’s height 
over the crowd, was strolling deliberately 
in Shane’s direction.

Kenneth felt sure that this was the first 
time the two men had come so nearly into 
physical contact since Blake had assumed 
his role of implacable accuser. It was 
the first time the pair had met since the 
lawyer had begun pursuing the horseman 
with relentless denunciation.

Only a day or two before had Shane 
returned to Kentucky, borne on the tide 
that had set toward to-day’s race. Those 
who knew him, and who knew his enemy, 
had predicted an explosion.

Shane himself, engrossed in his talk, 
had not yet seemed to see the other man, 
but Kenneth realized that Dorothy had. 
Her eyes were on the figure that moved 
at an unhurried pace toward her father— 
and Kenneth, whose own nerves had an­
swered to a startled flurry of foreboding, 
saw that her color did not change and that 
her fine, dark eyes betrayed no sign of 
heightened emotion.

But that must be just the Shane self­
containment under stress.

Others were less composed.
With an unostentation that was almost 

as marked as panic, men in the immediate 
vicinity began falling back as far as the 
crowd would permit. If current rumors 
were to be credited, there was an ugly 
possibility of gun play in the spot where 
they stood—and they preferred standing 
elsewhere.

Willis Blake himself moved imperturb­
ably forward, and when he and Shane 
were ten feet apart their glances met and 
engaged.

On the face of neither was there any 
expression of admitted recognition. A 
quick blaze of white-hot anger flared in 
the eyes of the major. A biting chill of 
irony smiled from those of Blake. For a 
moment each stood with the air of a man 
saying, “I t’s up to you,” and then Blake 
strolled on by and was lost in the crowd.

IKENNETH drew a deep breath of relief 
that seemed to loosen taut nerves, and 

belatedly he realized what Dorothy had 
been quicker to perceive. In such a crowd, 
neither of these men could have behaved 
otherwise since neither was an irrespon­
sible bully imperilling the safety of by­
standers by his abandonment to anger. 
That would have been the conduct of gang 
fighters and gunmen. Each of these two 
had eyed the other and each had silently 
said, “We can wait.”

Finally, the preliminary events had been 
disposed of. There would be an interval 
of a half hour before the international 
starters paraded to the post, and the anx­
iety to see the young contestants in the 
paddock made a maelstrom of its gates.

Dorothy and Kenneth had been fore- 
sighted enough to go there before the lasv 
race, gaining places of vantage in advance 
of the mob. Now, the first of the thun­
ders began to roll. The British colt was 
being warmed up, and the identifying 
number on the arm of his exercise boy 
as he cantered through the stretch, set the 
echoes crashing. Before they had fully 
subsided, they rose again to fresh volume, 
and this time it was for the pride of 
France.
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There was a breathing space after that, 
but when, close together, The Bolt and 
Comet Light went rocking by, it seemed 
that the solid roar of a few moments ago 
had been, in the measure of comparisons, 
a feeble and perfunctory greeting.

Dorothy looked up and smiled her sym­
pathy without words, because the noise 
had begun to dwindle as a fifth colt came 
galloping along, and at the sight of him it 
had no rebirth. Dorothy’s companion was 
staring gloomily at this last unheeded thing 
as it passed the stands unacclaimed—an 
afterthought, an extra. It was the Apple- 
field colt, Kenneth, which last spring had 
been vaunted as a world beater, and the 
man he had been named for observed 
grimly:

"He doesn't get much of a hand, does 
he ?”

But Kenneth turned just then—and for­
got the colt. He forgot what he had been 
saying— what he had been thinking.

There, within arm’s length—and mil­
lions of miles away in all but physical 
measurement— stood Mary Lee and her 
husband.

It was the bride who recovered herself 
the more instantly from the surprise of 
the encounter, and wrho thrust out her 
hand with a beaming cordiality.

What gorgeous eyes she had, thought 
the discarded lover.

“Kenneth!" she exclaimed joyously. 
“And D ot! This is wonderful meeting 
you both here twenty-four hours after 
getting home."

/"'RAIG stood a shade awakwardly in the 
^  offing, awaiting greater leisure to make 
his salutations.

“We hurried back for the big race," ran 
on Mary Lee buoyantly. “You know, 
we'd seen Gaulois run at Longchamps, and 
we wanted to raise our two weak voices 
against the thousands that would be root­
ing for The Bolt.”

Kenneth nodded blankly. He felt as if 
his legs were about to collapse and he 
wanted to get away hurriedly and steady 
himself.

“Doctor Dot,” he suggested weakly,

‘T’ve got to get to the colt’s stall now. 
Would you mind going back to the club­
house with Mary Lee instead—and 
Craig?”

'T'HERE by the stall where the Apple- 
field colt stood stamping nervously, 

the younger Applefield met his unde. To 
Kenneth the whole world on this day was 
a wavering, confusing, uncertain night­
mare.

Dizzily, he heard the clean, full-throated 
summons of a bugle, and out of the jockey 
house came spilling a bunch of boys in 
tack and silks.

There were jumbled words of introduc­
tion and he found himself clasping the 
hand of a man— for he was not a boy— 
who wore the sky-blue jacket with white 
polka dots that was the livery of his un­
cle’s stable. In the eyes of the jockey, as 
they steadily met his, was a quality from 
which his own stunned mind seemed to 
draw a transitory sense of comforting re­
assurance.

“I’ve heard of you, sir,” said Thetaway 
Cornett. “Cal Spencer has yarned about 
you. But we’re here for a horse race.” 
He laughed confidently, and then added: 
"Let me tell you something. This is stall 
four. It’s from this stall that I rode to 
my first victory—and my last. Here’s 
hoping.”

“Boys up!" came a shout from outside, 
following the bugle’s blare of post call, 
and Kenneth saw his uncle taking the 
booted heel of the jockey in his hand and 
pitching him lightly to the saddle. He 
saw Cornett gathering and knotting his 
lines. Then he saw the starters for the 
world’s most important race being led out 
and heard the mighty howl of reception 
from lawns and stands.

Kenneth himself watched that race from 
the paddock inclosure. The crowd had 
already ebbed there, and only a few hun­
dred spectators remained in that less con­
gested spot.

With brows studiously contracted but 
with thoughts that strayed waywardly, he 
watched the field as ft tripped mincingly 
out
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'T 'H E  Britisher had drawn the rail posi­
tion, and the great O ’Shaunessy be­

strode him in the English fashion of a 
straighten back and less hunched shoulders 
than our boys use. He rode in a jacket of 
red and green bars, with a quartered cap. 
His stirrup leathers, too, looked long and 
his knees swung low.

Behind him came The Bolt, who had 
drawn second place from the rail, and who 
carried the number two on his saddle 
cloth. His colors were easy to distinguish 
—unbroken white. Over his withers 
crouched Jimmy Earle, his kneecaps al­
most level with his pommel, his hands 
wrapped on his lines close to their bit 
rings, and as he turned out through the 
track gate, the outpouring of sound swelled 
as if hell were assaulting heaven.

Third was the Frenchman, ' with silks 
of midnight blue and white, and on him 
went a boy who had made his fame on this 
side of the water and capitalized it on the 
other.

Then Comet Light danced daintily along 
with Johnny Forrest in the pilot house, 
jacketed in green and black. Last and 
least, forgotten and despised, trudged Ken­
neth under the guidance of a jockey clad 
in sky blue and white polka dots—a jockey 
whose name had lapsed from daily use 
but not from history, Thetaway Cornett, 
who had been reinstated for this occasion 
after having left a conquered turf behind 
him.

Five starters make an ideal field for a 
true-run race. There are enough to fill 
the eye and to afford the varied elements 
of contest, yet not so many as become un­
wieldy at the post. These five marched 
past the kiosk of the judges with as sedate 
a dignity as though every thoroughbred in 
the quintet knew that he was offering 
his head for a crown.

There was no impish fretfulness, no 
fractious fighting at the bits. It was as 
if each and every young veteran of the 
lot was content to make his fight along 
those twelve heart-trying furlongs, and 
wary to squander no ounce of treasured 
strength in advance.

At the half post where the webbing was

stretched, they wheeled circumspectly and 
lined up. Toward the barrier, they walked 
heedfully, twitching in each overstrung 
nerve, yet decorous of manner. Each of 
those five jockeys, all past masters of their 
art, sat with feet thrust home to the instep 
in the irons and with pulses tuned to a 
hair-triggered alertness.

“Come up quietly, boys,” urged the 
starter, with his finger crooked on the bar­
rier trigger, and with an unaccustomed 
deference in his voice. “This is too big 
a race to start wrong.”

The five came forward quietly—tip­
toeing as if on compressed springs.

Evenly lined, they approached the web­
bing and the webbing went skyward. The 
red flags swooped down and a voice 
howled: “Go on !”

NJO captiousness could have complained 
of that get-away. Five horses started 

in perfect alignment, but three strides past 
the starting point this was no longer true.

It was The Bolt that showed ahead now, 
his white silks flapping like a flag at the 
front of a charge. Earle was holding him 
wrapped, mindful of the long trip that 
lay ahead, and back of him, locked as they 
had been at the finish of their last race, 
came the Frenchman and the Briton.

Bringing up the rear, nose and nose, 
with the knee of Forrest almost rubbing 
the knee of Cornett, came Comet Light 
and Kenneth.

The watches showed fast going. This 
was no race in which any starter could 
afford to hang back for the purpose of 
letting another forge the pace. A world’s 
championship was in the making and each 
competitor must give all he had.

Past the stand, the first time, with a 
half-mile run, swept the field with positions 
unaltered. The Bolt still led the way. 
The English Derby victor and the Grand 
Prix champion pelted dose behind as if 
a double yoke were set on their steam­
ing necks. Just at their rumps came a 
second pair, with legs that went forward 
and back as if moved by a common set 
of muscles and a single heart—Comet 
Light and Kenneth.
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CHAPTER XXI.
KENNETH WINS.

C TA N D IN G  in the paddock, Kenneth 
Applefield looked on. He would have 

laughed at any man who had told him 
that even for the space of two or three 
minutes on this day his attention could 
have been so enthralled by a horse race 
that he would have forgotten himself, for­
gotten his problems, forgotten even to take 
out and focus his binoculars.

Yet now he stood as if a trance held 
him.

"By Heaven,” he muttered. “Kenneth's 
sticking close to the pace for a field like 
that—but there’s a long way to go yet.”

As the five thundered by and the stands 
rose and thundered back, Thetaway Cor­
nett, who was returning for one day to an 
excitement that had once been his life, 
leaned low over the neck of the Applefield 
starter and talked quietly to his. horse.

“They say you’re an outsider, son,” the 
jockey exhorted. “You’re bucking the 
class of the world. Show me what you 
can do now, son. Show me!”

Around the turn that entered the back 
stretch, The Bolt led the way. The for­
eigners still fought stride for stride be­
hind him, but as the field straightened out 
they failed to creep up for any gain. It 
seemed they were keyed to their supreme 
limit when they clung close behind this 
colt that had dazzled and conquered the 
American turf.

With Comet Light it was another story. 
He had so far been in the rear and now 
Forrest let out a reef and vigorously shook 
him up.

With instant and gallant response he 
went forward, and across the infield came 
the howl of recognition as it was seen 
that Parchment, Gaulois and Comet Light 
were running even, just back of The Bolt, 
with only the unconsidered Kenneth in the 
rear.

Then came the confusion of the far 
turn and the turn into the stretch. There 
the glasses gave a less-clear picture, jum­
bling everything into an obscurity of vi­
sion. This is the succession of instants

when judgment must pause and wait for 
the field to straighten out—and it is the 
time when startling rearrangements some­
times occur.

Thetaway Cornett, riding behind the 
procession, had not yet fallen into the de­
spair of thinking of himself as a camp 
follower. Under him he felt the vibra­
tion of a power as yet untested, and now 
as they swept around that last turn the 
leader and the three followers bunched 
at his back swung a shade wide, leaving 
a gap on the rail.

It was a constricted gap through which 
a horse might barely squeeze, but through 
it—if anywhere—lay victory. Raising his 
whip for the first time, driving home his 
steel-shod heels for the first time, too, Cor­
nett lifted the head of the Applefield colt 
and seemed to hurl it forward.

“I t’s through that hole or not at all.” he 
shouted. “Go to it, boy!”

He felt one knee scrape the rail and one 
scrape a boot, but he knew that he was 
moving up.

His ears, keenly receptive in spite of the 
lesser sounds that volleyed about him— 
sounds of hoofs and leather and wind and 
straining—caught a new note from the 
galleries. It was a note of incredulous 
acclaim for a newcomer, and now four 
horses were running like a cavalry front, 
nose and nose, neck and neck, shoulder 
and shoulder—The Bolt, Parchment, Gau­
lois and Kenneth, with Comet Light 
pounding along like a footman just behind 
his masters.

Jimmy Earle, O’Shaunessy, Riley and 
Cornett, the four plu-perfect craftsmen 
of the pigskin, were pumping their whip 
hands so close that they almost flailed each 
other, as down the smooth straightaway 
of the stretch came the three horses that 
had won the greatest races of the year— 
and one that had been thought great and 
been forgotten.

Cornett was lifting his mount with the 
hand ride that had once been famous. His 
bat was rising, falling, rising in a perfect 
rhythm. The other three boys were doing 
the same, two of them looming up stiffly 
erect—as judged by American standards—
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the other huddled low over knees close to 
his own chin.

I T  was up to the horses now. Not one
but was having the best that could be 

given him of jockeyship. Not one 
but was being held straight and true and 
driven to his uttermost resource.

It had come down to the final test of 
heart and courage, of breeding and stam­
ina. The lungs in those great barrels were 
under such stress as a boiler must with­
stand when it strains under a full head of 
steam. Foam flecked their necks and 
shoulders. Sweat drenched their withers 
and flanks. The legs pounded on reso­
lutely against the temptation to falter and 
totter to a reeling stagger and a shortened 
stride.

There was still a sixteenth more.
On the rail where Kenneth was making 

his race, the steel and rawhide was falling. 
Cornett, glancing sidewise out of the tail 
of his eye, found himself looking into 
the eye of Jimmy Earle. He -almost fan­
cied he could feel Earle’s hot breath on 
his cheek.

There were only twenty yards left, and 
Cornett and Earle, with set teeth and 
straining arms, were lifting and throwing 
their mounts. The Frenchman and the 
Britisher were already behind—then the 
Applefield colt seemed to strain an inch 
forward—another inch.

Was it soon enough? Cornett was not 
sure. He knew the wire had been passed. 
He knew he was riding in front, but 
whether he'had been there soon enough he 
could not tell.

When the horses had been throttled 
down and ridden back, Thetaway Cornett 
looked at the chalk circle where the win­
ner stands.

To-day it should have been traced in 
gold—and it was empty! He raised in­
quiring eyes and a smiling judge nodded 
to him and beckoned him into its charmed 
exclusiveness.

For once Cornett slid from his saddle 
with a brain smudged by emotion. For 
once his legs buckled and wabbled under 
him, and he steadied himself by a head

thrust against steaming ribs as he sought 
to loosen the stubborn buckles of his 
cinches.

l/ 'E N N E T H  A PPLEFIELD  slipped 
*■ through the gates of the race-track in­

closure, and walked away from the direc­
tion of town. After that finish and that 
result, it was no longer possible for any 
man wearing his name to move quietly or 
keep to himself. About the colt’s neck 
was being hung a gigantic garland of hot­
house roses—and there was no longer a 
Mary Lee Lord to want a flower from it 
for thrusting into her bridal bouquet.

Kenneth had no wish, just now, to be 
mobbed by frenzied well-wishers and con- 
gratulators. The intoxication of that lit­
tle time of racing had died out and left 
him to other and less-spirited memories. 
It was splendid, of course, that his uncle 
had seen all his fetterings of debt and 
anxiety cut away at a dean stroke, and 
had found himself secure on the elevation 
toward which he had been vainly clamber­
ing through years, but as for himself, the 
nephew felt it was a tragically tardy tri­
umph.

It didn’t matter now—because it was 
too late for such things to matter—but it 
would be interesting to know what might 
have happened had this race been run a 
few- months earlier. Would Mary Lee 
have awakened with the same fullness of 
conviction to an appreciation of Craig that 
had not come to her before, even though 
she had known him for years and had 
once dismissed him as a suitor? Would 
he himself, with no need for making, 
quixotic offers of release, have stood out 
convicted of a craven spirit? won­
dered, but he could come to no ex c lu ­
sion.

He tramped a long way into a country 
of small market gardens where even the 
autumnal glory failed to cover up a cer­
tain tawdry dejection of existence. To 
the life of these dingily painted frame 
houses set among truck patches, all the 
large, artificial excitements of the racing 
plant a few miles distant were as foreign 
as Jugo-Slavia. More so, for some of
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these people had ancestral links with Jugo­
slavia.

Dusty and bone weary, though still 
fretted by a restlessness which exertion 
had not burned away, Kenneth returned to 
his house that evening. His uncle was 
being toasted, he guessed, at the club. 
He was sitting with men who were the 
moguls and potentates of the racing world 
and accepting from them right well-earned 
tributes.

'T H E  fall meeting had yet some days to 
run, but its greatness was over and the 

rest was anticlimax. Willis Blake could 
now go to his mountain term of court 
without regrets. He had seen the race. 
Also, he had preferred his charges against 
Shane, and for a little while, though in 
rude surroundings, he would be clothed 
in the professional dignity of a State’s 
attorney.

Shane, too, was no longer seen about 
the track. His string had been shipped 
to the farm for a let-up of rest while there 
was yet nourishment in the pasture blue 
grass, and until he was called before the 
stewards he preferred letting the track do, 
as well as it could, without him.

But back at the telegraph operator’s 
desk in the office of the Leader, Tom Bris- 
toll still transcribed from the wire to the 
typewriter. This period of adversity was 
proving stubborn and protracted. He had 
fancied the French horse, and had said so 
too emphatically with money. The “iron 
men’’ had once more outguessed him and 
now he was his less splendid self.

One afternoon, just before the last edi­
tion went to press, Kenneth stood by 
Tom’s desk. The operator tore from the 
machine a half sheet of paper and handed 
it to Applefield.

“That’s a rather startling bit of news 
about a man we both know,’’ he said. 
“Take a glance at it before I shoot it over 
to the news desk.”

Kenneth took the sheet and his eye was 
caught by the date line: “Hemlock Town, 
Kentucky.”

But the body of the item was more ar­
resting.

The Honorable Willis Blake, who is acting 
as temporary prosecuting attorney at the special 
term of court here, was shot to death at the edge 
of town this afternoon by an unknown assassin. 
Though Captain Blake has been vigorously prose­
cuting a number of minor offenses, he has not, 
so far as is known, aroused any deep enmities, 
and the cause of the tragedy remains shrouded 
in mystery. Investigations are on foot, and 
Sheriff Cawley has telegraphed to Lexington for 
bloodhounds.

So Willis Blake was dead— murdered! 
Kenneth could not forget the little touch 
of pride with which this impressive man, 
fitted by nature for preeminence, had an­
nounced his temporary appointment to 
minor office. This had been the fee that 
came from that short-lived preferment. 
Some hoodlum, inflamed by “blockade 
liquor” and smarting under prosecution 
for a petty offense, had avenged himself 
from ambush.

T H E  reporter found his thoughts going 
back to that locality and that people 

with all the tarnishing of time rubbed 
away to brightness. He seemed to see the 
old courthouse standing back from the 
twisting street, and to hear the voices of 
Cal and Don ringing from the steps before 
its scarred and battered door.

Unpleasantly, too, when his imagination 
groped instinctively for the type of man 
who could be chargeable with such a crime 
as this, the features of Tom Monk rose 
before his eyes. He saw that scowling 
face, in memory, as it had glared at him 
across the room of Don McDonough’s 
house, when Monk had sought to slip out 
with his rifle, only to be whistled back, 
doglike, by his master.

Willis Blake, who had walked through 
life definitely facing every adversary, had 
fallen before a cheap grudge bearer who 
presumably would never have ventured to 
meet him  eye to eye—and as the indirect 
result of this thing, the clash that Ken­
neth had dreaded between Blake and a 
man who would face him had been obvi­
ated.

That was the one phase of the affair 
which Kenneth could not regret, but the 
Drice of its attainment was too high. Willis
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Blake had been a gallant fellow who, when 
life had faded from brilliancy to drabness 
and when men smiled behind his back, 
had still walked with a high chin. Now, 
he was murdered.

Kenneth went over and sat down be­
fore his machine, and as he absent-mind­
edly stared at its keyboard, the Old Man 
came up behind him.

The editor held in his hand the same 
half sheet that the reporter had already 

To be concluded in the next issue o f T:

seen, and he laid it down by the type­
writer.

“Blake’s been murdered." he said 
crisply. “You know the place where it 
happened. You know Spencer and Mc­
Donough. They can put you in the way 
of getting the facts—and I want the facts. 
This is the sort of outrage that must be 
fully avenged by the law. I think there’s 
a  train to-night. Get it and run down 
this story.”
; P o p u l a r , on the news stands May 20th.
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GONE ARE THE DAYS

THE Grand Duke Michael, unde of the late Czar of Russia, lives the melancholy 
life of a political exile in France. It is melancholy because he has willed it 
so, for it is his solemn pleasure to mourn for the dead empire of which he 
was once a glittering ornament. Stately, taciturn, somber, few of those who 

knew him in the days of imperial prosperity would believe that this is the same '  
debonair aristocrat who once drank twenty-seven bottles of champagne between three 
and eleven in the morning, to win a bet, and then proceeded, straight as a ramrod and 
dignified as a deacon, to preside at a review of troops. Nowadays he frowns on all 
frivolity.

Possibly he has the revolution which drove him from the genial follies of his 
younger days into voluntary asceticism to thank for the fact that he is still alive. For 
at one time he was such a consumer of forbidden spirits that his physicians despaired 
for him.

On one occasion he complained of violent stomach pains.
“Hepatic colic," diagnosed his doctor. “Your highness must give me his word to 

empty the wine cellar.”
“Hum!” grunted the Grand Duke Michael. “That’s pretty stiff. How soon must 

it be done?”
“Twenty-four hours, your highness.”
“Twenty-four hours! That’s going to be hard—hard. Well, I ’ll do it. Come 

back to-morrow and see for yourself.”
The doctor returned the next day. The grand duke's cellar—several hundred 

bottles of rare old vintage, it contained—was not yet empty. But the stock was going 
fast. As fast as the bottles were carried up to him, Michael was emptying them down 
his throat.
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A WILD CAT’S GENEALOGY

GENERAL SMEDLEY BUTLER, known as the “Wild Cat of the Marines,” 
the man who, as director of public safety, on leave from his marine-corps 
duty, cleaned up Philadelphia, is famous for the amount of work he can get 
out of his men. He works so hard and fights so fearlessly that the men 

know he never asks of them anything that he won’t do himself. This fighting phe­
nomenon, by the way, comes from a long line of peace lovers and war haters, 
Quakers. His Quaker father is a member of Congress from Pennsylvania and for 
years has been one of the leading Republicans on the House committee on naval 
affairs.



Hunting the Giant Bildik
By Percy Waxman

Author o f * 1'Hunting the Mountain Skrim ,"  and other stories.

In  a  p re v io u s  s to r y  o f a  n im b le  an d  n o is y  N im ro d , M r. W a x m a n  g av e  us 
so m e th in g  n o v e l a n d  s t im u la tin g  to  lau g h  o v e r . H e re  is so m e  m o re  o f h is 
lu d ic ro u s  p e n c ra f t,  r e la tin g  a n  a b su rd  a d v e n tu re  in  A frica . In  th is  fie ld  o f h u m o r 
w e  th in k  W a x m a n  has fe w  equa ls .—T h e  E d i t o r .

THE old Hindu saying "Tikka  
gharry nulla cliunga sindh” (liter­
ally “Fate her tricks doth strangely 
play”) was never more abundantly 

substantiated than in the fall of 1923 when
I happened to pay a secret visit to British 
East Africa in search of a cargo of Miv- 
venwort. That in itself was unexpected 
enough, but the romance of even that un­
canny experience was completely over­
shadowed by my extraordinary hunting 
expedition which resulted in a Giant Bildik 
(Pcncllibus Ragusa) falling to my gun.

Even to this day, in spite of the fact 
that the mounted head of the beast is on 
my dining-room wall, I cannot help think­
ing how queer it is that a home-loving, 
middle-aged manufacturer of knit goods 
should happen to be the only living white 
man to have shot and killed a Giant Bildik. 
The bare notion that I should ever live 
to see—much less kill—a Giant Bildik was,

prior to 1923, beyond my wildest dreams, 
firstly, because I had never even heard of 
the animal and, secondly, because it was 
generally believed that they had been ex­
tinct for a decade.

In the fourth volume of Paget’s “Mem­
oirs of a Trekker” (Boden & Co., Man­
chester, 1884, 6 vols. 84 /-) he refers to the 
government report of the Guffy expedi­
tion into Mombassa in 1826 when no 
fewer than four  Bildik hides were secured, 
but it is worthy of note that this was 
twenty-three years before the gickleberry 
blight swept over East Africa and de­
stroyed the only food the Goomle ante­
lopes could feed on ; and thus by wiping 
out these pretty creatures utterly did away 
with the only prey of the Giant Bildik 
itself!

As I have already intimated, I do not 
pose— or rather, did not, prior to 1923—- 
as a Lompi Shikar (mighty hunter), so
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that not the least interesting part of my 
almost incredible narrative is the explana­
tion of just how my unexpected triumph 
came about.

I mentioned, if you remember, at the 
beginning of this story that I had orig­
inally gone to British East Africa to buy 
a cargo of Mivvenwort and as perhaps 
some of my readers may not be familiar 
with the intricacies of certain phases of 
the knit-goods business it may be as well 
to elucidate a little.

To make matters perfectly clear, then 
let me say that before crude cotton is 
brigged with the teasled woolen fleeces at 
the mill, in ord.er to reenforce the woof 
before weaving commences, the process 
known technically as “smulling” is put in 
operation. Now, one of the perennial 
difficulties of our business is to secure 
enough gelatinous extract of Mivvenwort 
for this vitally important smulling process 
and in all my thirty-five years’ experience 
I have never known the market to be so 
empty of that precious product as it was 
in the fall of 1923.

Quite by accident one day while I was 
waiting for a shave, I came across an 
article in a magazine on “The Primitive 
Practice of Entsagen in Nairobi” in which 
it was mentioned that the Mivvenwort 
crop had been unusually large that season. 
The instant I read that casual reference 
to Mivvenwort an idea flashed upon me. 
Why not visit the source of supply and 
perhaps corner the entire market? Why 
not combine business and pleasure and 
visit Nairobi ?

KJ O sooner did I decide to take this step 
than I ran, unshaved, out of that bar­

ber shop and began secret preparations for 
my voyage. First of all I took pains to let 
it leak out among the trade that I was 
going to California on a selling trip. Then 
I made my will, turned in my car, bought 
a complete Oriental traveler's kit, secured 
my passports, and in less than thirty-two 
days after reading that magazine article I 
stepped off the P. & O. steamer Olaf at 
Barassi.

From Barassi I took one of the native

klumfas to Yekt, the central port for the 
Mivvenwort export trade. When I 
reached that fly-blown spot, with charac­
teristic American speed that utterly took 
the British, Portuguese and Malay ship­
pers off their feet, I contracted for the en­
tire year’s crop in something less than 
eight minutes and at a figure exactly forty 
annas per rel less than I had expected to 
pay!

Then I found, to my dismay, that the 
return boat for Aden was not due to ar­
rive for eleven days, so you can imagine 
with what joy I accepted the hospitable 
offer of His Excellency Sir Rapson Spit- 
tlebooth (the resident general of the dis­
trict) to be his guest at his patba (literally 
kuki or sap pa) four hundred miles in the 
interior where, he informed me, all kinds 
of big game still abounded in spite of the 
drought, snakes and missionaries. It took 
a three-day trek to reach Punta, where we 
were met by excited hordes of ivakamba 
(native chiefs) in regulation mufti, ears 
pierced and everything, who kept dancing 
around our escort beating their lilkups and 
exclaiming in shrill head tones: “Bwana 
Bildik wok dek Bildik.”

I asked Sir Rapson Spittlebooth what 
their song of welcome meant and he told 
me that they were trying to let him know 
that a Giant Bildik had been seen in the 
vicinity, but that he didn’t believe a word 
of it. He told me he had spent twenty- 
one years in Africa and had never yet seen 
even the sporran of one of the beasts. 
The ivakamba, however, so persisted in 
their story that they had actually seen a 
Bildik that Sir Rapson, to quiet their 
fears, told them that I was a great game 
hunter newly arrived from Dolla-rubi 
(literally Money Land, the native name 
for America) and that the very next day 
I would hunt the Giant Bildik and relieve 
the anxiety of the village.

At this, the entire tribe salaamed and 
greeted me with loud cries of “Asboi, 
azboi!” (mighty one). Not desiring to 
spoil Sir Rapson’s opinion of my country­
men, I did not dare ask any further ques­
tions, but the reader can imagine the con­
sternation I felt when I discovered that
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Sir Rapson was not joking when he told 
the ivakamba (natives) that I would start 
off on safari (quest) the following day to 
hunt the Bildik.

Sleeping that night was a matter of con­
siderable difficulty, due no doubt to the 
strange beds. Very early the next morn­
ing, while the stars were still shining, Sir 
Rapson and I, with a few hundred beaters, 
set out in a couple of dahs completely cov­
ered with netting on account of the elo 
flics. In order not to arouse the hermit 
gazelles, poolas, lions, cheetahs, zimps and 
other carnivora known to frequent that 
particular section of the country it was 
decided that Sir Rapson was to drive his 
dah southward while I was to drive mine 
to the east and we agreed to meet at eight 
bells for tiffin back at the starting point 
of the safari, if we could find it. He very 
kindly allowed me an escort of fifty bear­
ers, one snootie, a mamba leader, two gun 
carriers, six fire poodahs and a bell ringer 
in case of danger. Added to this retinue 
was my personal guide, Guaso, a huge 
Somali who knew three or four fractured 
words of English.

\1 /E L L , as soon as we reached the hin­
terland, Sir Rapson and I parted 

company and I began making my way to­
ward the sun, as Guaso informed me that 
the Giant Bildik always feeds in the cool 
of the morning with his eyes away from 
any glare. We made very slow progress at 
first as I, of course, was not accustomed 
to crawling on my stomach through miles 
of tall spear grass while red ants fed 
freely upon my person. Needless to say, 
I was in a very excited state of mind and 
the proximity of Guaso bearing two .303 
Clabbersley interlocking rifles carelessly 
pointing my way, by no means added to 
my nonchalance. It was a monotonous 
Irek broken now and then by a pause to 
retrieve small reptiles from my underwear 
or to repair more or less acute damages 
to my epidermis.

After a two hours’ squirm we reached 
the very heart of the jungle and I was 
suddenly awakened from a gorgeous nap
by Guaso yelling to me, "Ttnpshi! Tmpshil”

(There! There!) and on a slight knoll, 
not one hundred feet away from where we 
were hiding behind a clump of bongo trees, 
stood the queerest-looking mammal I had 
ever laid eyes on. It had the body of a 
large gilse, though its facade extended 
farther: its head was like a colossal rottin 
with something of the lion, too, about 
the ventricles; it stood exactly eleven feet 
high and swung its curious double tail 
with a graceful motion, killing the cow 
birds resting on both right and left flanks 
at one and the same time.

My heart beat like a stock ticker as I 
beheld this behemoth. All of a sudden it 
raised its head down the wind as if it 
scented either Guaso’s presence or my 
own, and I’m inclined to think the odds 
are in Guaso’s favor, judging by my own 
nose’s reaction to the swarthy fellow. As 
the pungent odor of my six-foot Somali 
reached those gaping nostrils, the Bildik 
gave a roar that sounded for all the world 
as if an entire year’s output of static had 
suddenly been released in that jungle.

On he came straight toward us, roaring, 
screaming, crashing through the brush­
wood. Fascinated I stood, hypnotized and 
helpless as a bird in front of a vampire 
snake. I couldn’t have fired at the brute 
for all the money in Wall Street.

At last, just as the Bildik was within 
thirty yards of us, I was suddenly inspired 
to give vent to an old college yell, and 
dropping everything I had in my hands I 
ran rapidly forward to take up another 
position. Guaso, still carrying the rifles 
at a dangerous angle, fled with me. I 
didn’t even turn my head until we had 
arrived well over a mile away from where 
we had been hiding.

T H E N  and then only did I venture to 
reconnoiter, and what a sight greeted 

niv eyes' The Bildik was frantically 
champing up and down in a circle just 
where I had been standing not five minutes 
before. In fact that beast was roaring 
with helpless rage on the very spot I  had 
so recently vacated. I saw him try to lift 
first one foot, then the other and then sink 
back as if he were floundering in a quick­
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sand. He acted as one caught in a trap 
and could not make the slightest headway.

At first I could not fathom the mystery 
of his helplessness. Why did he not 
move? Just what was it that held him 
captive? At last it dawned upon me! In 
my precipitate haste, as I told you, I had 
dropped everything I was carrying and 
had utterly forgotten that among my pos­
sessions was a large sample of gelatinous 
Mivvenwort.

It was in that that the Giant Bildik was 
hopelessly stuck. Nothing on earth can 
extricate anything animate or inanimate 
that is once enmeshed in that deadly glue­
like substance. Bidding Guaso remain 
where he was, out of danger, I boldly took 
one of the .303s from him and rushing 
boldly back to where the Giant Bildik was 
bogged, I shot the beast right behind its 
metso and down it toppled instantly, with 
a crash.

At that, pandemonium broke loose. My 
beaters, carriers, guides, bearers, and fire 
poodahs began singing their triumphant 
ho7ca as they danced wildly around my 
kill. The bell ringer then started to per­
form and soon the whole jungle rever­
berated with such a medley of noises that 
Sir Rapson Spittlebooth came trekking

along in great anxiety, fearing the worst 
for me. Imagine his utter astonishment 
to discover me sitting on the left rump of 
my “bag” (sporting term for one’s kill) 
calmly reading the latest market report on 
knit goods that I happened to have in my 
pocket. The natives prostrated themselves 
in front of me and bestowed on me the 
title of Tutnba Timiba—the highest honor, 
Sir Rapson told me, ever given a Rotarian.

we finally had time to examine 
“the terror of the jungle” we found it 

measured twenty-six feet from the cribri­
form plate to its hind swisher. The hide 
stretched completely across two and one 
half erms (rough native calculation), the 
double tail alone measuring several ysos. 
The meat, when cut up, weighed three 
tons, which I divided among the boys.

Little needs to be added to this bare 
recital as the scientific record is already 
bound in the annual reports of the Royal 
Society while the commercial aspect of the 
case was very ably treated in a recent issue 
of The Knitters’ Review and Buyers’ 
Guide. I only hope that what I have here 
written may inspire some other members 
of our great industrial centers to venture 
forth and do likewise.

SUPERB PISTOL PLAY

Br i g a d i e r -g e n e r a l  d a i n g e r f i e l d  p a r k e r  of Washington, teiis the
story of how “Wild Bill” Hickok, the famous scout and killer of “bad men” 
back in the ’sixties, shot two men to death simultaneously.

The men were enemies of Hickok, who was then serving as sheriff of a 
Western frontier town, and one advanced upon him in front while the other closed 
in on him from behind. Hickok, as cool as a cucumber, shot the one in front and 
in the same moment, aiming by means of a mirror that was in front of him, shot 
the one behind him without turning around. If  he had tried to take time to turn 
before shooting, he would have been killed.

On another occasion in 1868 or 1869 General Parker saw Hickok at Fort Harker, 
and the scout proposed that, as the weather was severely cold, they have a little re­
freshment. As they talked, the general commented on the fact that Hickok looked thin 
and run down.

“I ’m not surprised,” Hickok replied simply. “An enemy of mine put some 
powdered glass in a drink of whisky I took with him, and it raised the deuce with



Macumber Combs the Air
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The Great M acumber p icks up a radio c lu e  and averts a tragedy.

THE telephone at best is an untrust­
worthy instrument; and the Rever­
end Doctor Jerome Stivers, more­
over, had been agitated to the point 

of absolute incoherence when he rang up 
the Rawley and poured his troubles into 
my ears.

In the circumstances, since Macumber 
has since elected to make humorous capital 
of my report to him that evening, I am 
impelled to offer these straightforward 
and valid observations at the very outset. 
They are to be taken neither as an apology 
nor a defense. Merely— they explain.

It was shortly after eight thirty when 
the phone conversation— if conversation it 
can he called— was concluded. The Great 
One came in not more than five minutes 
later, filled with the exuberance he seems 
always to breathe in with the winter air.

“Nippy night,” he remarked, dropping 
his overcoat over a chair and sending his 
Stetson sailing for a fair fall onto its peg 
on the distant rack. “I suppose that 
you've------"

What the supposition was I have yet 
to learn. He broke off suddenly, and his 
eyes narrowed as he regarded me.

“Give me the news, lad!” he com­
manded. “Something’s in the wintry 
wind. You’re looking your solemnest!” 

“A friend of yours,” said I, “happens 
to have got himself into a sort of solemn 
situation. And he’s looking to you to pull 
him out. It’s Stivers.”

“Eh?” The sharpness of Macumber's 
tone was gratifying. “You wouldn't be 
meaning the dominie, youngster?"

"But I would. Doctor Jerome Stivers 
is the man, and the mess he’s got himself 
into is hardly one to make merry over. As 
near as I ’ve been able to gather, the doctor 
has lent himself to a bit of gavety that’s 
come to grief. He had strayed into a stu­
dio party. Imagine that!”

The announcement failed to impress the 
Great One as I had anticipated it would.

“My imagination’s not baffled,” said he, 
blinking. “There are studios—and stu­
dios. Xot all studio parties are of the Hoi-
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lywood and Greenwich Village ilk, regard­
less of all the ideas you may have plucked 
out of the daily pinks. Doctor Stivers 
might with perfect propriety have------”

“His party this evening,” I interrupted, 
"appears to have been a hectic one. I be­
lieve the place was raided. At any rate 
the words ‘outrage’ and ‘police’ kept re­
curring in Stivers’ burble.

“Also, I understand, some enthusiast 
present made what is known in the ver­
nacular of the wide studioless spaces as a 
gun play. Whether this preceded or fol­
lowed the arrival of the police, I ’m sure 
I can’t------”

I paused and listened. An elevator had 
stopped down the corridor. The passen­
ger it had discharged was coming toward 
our door, and coming with a rush. His 
pace was a dogtrot.

“That should be the doctor now,” said
I. “Get the details from him—if you can. 
I wish you better luck than I had.”

I HAVE made worse guesses: Stivers it 
was. He gasped a greeting to Macum- 

ber and collapsed, panting, into a light 
chair that creaked and swayed under his 
plummeted weight. Immediately he 
launched into exposition; but his early 
words, muffled by the handkerchief with 
which he dabbed at the perspiration cours­
ing down his cheeks, came thickly.

A swift expression of concern passed 
over the Great One’s face. I t  vanished 
with a reassuring improvement in the ar­
ticulation of our caller, due in some part 
to the dropping of the drenched handker­
chief and in another part to a regaining 
of breath.

“I ’ll have the fellow up on charges!” 
was the first comprehensible utterance of 
the Reverend Doctor Jerome Stivers. 
“I ’ll have him before the commissioner. 
He—he as much as insinuated that I was 
under the influence of liquor!”

“Inconceivable!” murmured Macumber. 
“A policeeman, was it?”

“A little man clothed with too large an 
authority,” snapped the clergyman, the 
purple growing brighter in his cheeks. 
“What they call, I believe, a desk lieuten- 
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ant. I have his name. He’s not heard 
the last of me.”

The Great One delivered himself of a 
cluck of commiseration.

“Surely you’ll not tell me, dominie,” 
said he, “that you’ve been subjected to the 
indignity of arrest.”

Stivers stared at him.
"How’s that? Arrest? Who said any 

such thing? You’re remarkably obtuse, 
Macumber. I had this Lieutenant Larkin 
on the telephone; he happened to be the 
officer in charge when I called police head­
quarters.

“The man didn’t seem to find me intel­
ligible. Naturally, I was unstrung. He 
could have made allowances, instead of 
suggesting that I take a nap and call 
again. When one has just had a pistol 
thrust under one's nose—has stood all un­
prepared on the brink of eternity------”

The Great One's eyes widened.
"Aye!” he ejaculated. “The party did 

get rough!”
' Party!” echoed Stivers.
“Archie tells me you were in some stu­

dio, and------”
“That's quite right. It was in our stu­

dio that the outrage occurred. The 
KTOM studio, you know. Surely you re­
call the liberal donation you made toward 
the apparatus last year.”

“It had slipped my mind. That radio 
business, you mean?”

“Precisely. For the last eight months 
we've been broadcasting nightly programs 
of music and inspirational talks from our 
neighborhood house. From seven o’clock 
until------”

Doctor Stivers had use for his hand­
kerchief again. He was perspiring afresh.

“A disturbing thought has come to me,” 
he groaned. “Our broadcasting hours are 
from seven to eight thirty. But to-night, 
after all the excitement, and due to it. I 
—I'm afraid I forgot to sign off. Heaven 
knows how many people may be waiting in 
vain for KTOM to continue.”

“From what I ’ve heard of the radio 
public,” smiled the Great One, “the mail 
should bring you a fair estimate to-mor­
row. Dismiss the question until then,
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dominie. In the meantime, I ’d thank you 
to tell me what was this in the air to­
night.”

“I can’t,” remarked Stivers obliquely, 
“decide whether the man is a lunatic or 
a scoundrel. Not for the life of me. But 
he’s one or the other, and I owe a duty 
to the public at large. He must be found, 
and placed under the kind of restraint 
best suited to his case. Sane or insane, 
he’s a menace.”

Macumber dug with his pipe into the 
depths of the tobacco jar.

“You’ve not told me whom you’re talk­
ing about,” said he, “and yet if yours 
were another profession, dominie, I ’d offer 
to wager you that there’s a connection be­
tween this person and the pistol lately in­
troduced into your interesting conversa­
tion.”

“There is. A totally unexpected con­
nection. When he produced the weapon 
it was—well, as if I were now to draw a 
packet of playing cards from my pocket. 
Or a flask.”

“Preposterous!”
“Nevertheless, the analogy is a fair one. 

Farwell is also a man of the cloth—or 
so he has represented himself to be. But 
after all that has come to pass, I doubt 
that any Reverend Fowler Farwell exists. 
I mean to say, I don’t believe the man 
owns the name he claimed.”

“From which I gather he’s not an ac­
quaintance of long standing.”

“Until Friday last I never saw him— 
nor heard of him. But he was an ex­
tremely personable man, and I had abso­
lutely no reason to suspect he was not what 
he said he was.

“Farwell—false or not, it’s the conven­
ient name to use—came to me at the neigh­
borhood house and introduced himself. 
Just one week ago to-night, that was. He 
said he had heard much of the good work 
being carried forward under the banner 
of KTOM, and asked if he might not be 
present during the broadcasting of one of 
our programs.

“It was then nearing seven, and I was 
only too pleased to invite Farwell into 
the studio. He manifested a high degree

of interest in the apparatus, and seemed 
rather enthusiastic in regard to my talk 
and the singing of our quartet.

“ ‘It is the most marvelous of privi­
leges, doctor,’ he said, ‘to speak thus to a 
great unseen congregation; to send golden 
words, as it were, winging into the Infi­
nite. What I have seen and heard here 
this evening has been the inspiration of 
a wish.

“ ‘I should like to share this boon with 
you—yes, and in some part, at least, the 
burden of expense, A proposal has al­
ready taken definite form in my mind. 
May I ask you to hear it and consider it ?’

“For a half hour after we had signed 
off Farwell sat with me in my office, which 
adjoins the broadcasting studio. He told 
me that he had considerable private 
means; had, in fact, resigned from a har­
assing charge in Ohio on his inheriting 
of a substantial fortune a couple of years 
since.

“At KTOM, as you may imagine, we 
are often pressed for funds to carry on 
the work; but I was really more impressed 
by Farwell’s earnestness than by his offer 
to defray a portion of the broadcasting 
cost. Before we parted I had agreed that 
talks to be delivered by him should be­
come a regular feature of the KTOM pro­
gram.

“I assigned to him the period from ten 
minutes after eight until twenty after. A 
too short time, of course, for anything like 
a well-rounded sermon; but you must 
realize, Macumber, that even seconds have 
an exaggerated value on the air.

/~ \N  the following night—Saturday— 
Farwell was with us. It seemed that 

he feared to trust himself to speak extem­
poraneously, for when his turn came at 
the microphone he brought out a type­
written script and read from it.

“His discourse, for what there was of 
it, struck me as excellent. It was, how­
ever, inconclusive. That is to say, it ended 
most abruptly. It was the sort of thing 
which one would have expected to run 
to sixthlies and seventhlies.”

“Without setting up as a higher critic of
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pulpit oratory,” remarked the Great One, 
“I ’d call the abruptness excusable.”

iHOCTOR JEROM E STIVERS ig­
nored the interpolation.

“This sudden termination—this biting 
off, as one might say,” he continued, “was 
characteristic of the several sermons read 
by Farwell before the microphone. Mark 
that, please. There is an explanation, 
which I shall shortly reveal.

“On Sunday night, owing to technical 
difficulties in the way of putting our regu­
lar services on the air, we do not broad­
cast. But on Monday and Tuesday and 
Wednesday nights Farwell put in an ap­
pearance at the studio, and spoke. And 
on each of these nights, before leaving, he 
insisted on giving me a ten-dollar bill as 
his personal contribution to KTOM.

“He was not one to linger. After that 
first evening it became his practice to bid 
us good nigh;- immediately after his time 
at the microphone had elapsed.

“A wire came to the studio on Wednes­
day night just after I had announced the 
concluding number of the program. It 
was from a listener in Englewood, New 
Jersey. The exact text I cannot recall, 
but the telegram ran something like this; 
‘Farwell fragments very good. Why no 
credit to Van Cliff?’ ”

ACUMBER repeated the name.
“Van Cliff? Doctor Herman van 

Cliff, did he mean, dominie? Dead, isn’t 
he?”

“He has passed on,” said Stivers softly. 
"But he left behind him a great series of 
sermons that will never die. My own li­
brary contains two volumes of them. In 
the second volume, acting on the sugges­
tion of the telegram, I found the sources 
of Farwell’s genius.

“The man had lifted bodily from Doctor 
van Cliff’s work the paragraphs which he 
had palmed off upon us and our radio 
public as his own. At least he had per­
mitted us to infer that his remarks were 
original—which amounts to the same thing.

“It was a rank imposture. I resolved 
to have a frank talk with Farwell at our

next meeting. Perhaps, though, I should 
not have made a direct issue. Up to that 
time, you must understand, he had con­
ducted himself in an irreproachable man­
ner.

“But as it transpired, I did not see Far- 
well again until this evening. Last night 
he did not appear. Instead, I was waited 
upon by a most unprepossessing person 
who explained that Doctor Farwell could 
not be with us, and said he had come in 
Farwell’s stead.

“This substitute called himself Doctor 
Dingley. He was a tall, spare man, in an 
ill-fitting frock coat, and it struck me that 
his eyes and his general cast of counte­
nance were singularly hard for one of our 
calling. That was truthfully my first im­
pression of the man, I assure you; and 
I was shocked to detect an unmistakable 
aroma of drink about him as he walked 
with me into the studio.

“I was in something of a dilemma— 
was tempted, indeed, to deny him the 
privilege of the microphone. But in the 
stress of announcing and directing the 
program I had to put the problem from 
my mind.

“While the self-styled Doctor Dingley 
had certainly been indulging in liquor be­
fore coming to the studio, there was noth­
ing in his earlier actions to indicate he 
had indulged to excess—granting, for the 
moment, that the merest taste of the stuff 
is not morally and legally an excess. He 
kept to himself; took a chair in an out-of- 
the-way corner, lighted a cigar and enter­
tained himself by reading and rereading 
the typed sermon script with which Far- 
well apparently had armed him.

“We are usually, as I have indicated, 
most punctilious in adhering to the time 
schedule at KTOM. But circumstances 
last night were extraordinary. It seemed 
to me desirable, if the thing could be done 
without too great unpleasantness, to drop 
the Farwell proxy talk off the program.

“A telephone call from a lady in Brook­
lyn suggested an opportune way. Mr. 
Glauber, the tenor of our Fourteenth Pres­
byterian choir, was just concluding a most 
stirring rendition of ‘The Palms,’ and the
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lady on the wire earnestly urged that we 
prevail on him to give an encore number.

“It was then within two minutes of the 
beginning of the period allotted to Far- 
well. By allowing the encore it occurred 
to me that I might, by seeming oversight, 
absorb the ten Farwell minutes into the 
musical program, and then dispose of the 
Dingley person with an explanation and 
some perfunctory apology.

“With me to think was to act. I whis­
pered to Mr. Glauber and the accompanist 
and stepping to the microphone announced 
that by specially telephoned request the 
gentleman who had been heard in ‘The 
Palms’ would sing ‘There Is a Green Hill 
Far Away.’

“As I turned away to give place to Mr. 
Glauber, I found myself facing Dingley. 
His watch was in his hand, and his expres­
sion was most unpleasant. He spoke with 
force but not with dignity.

“ ‘Your friend,’ he said, ‘can rest his 
pipes a while. This is our time, and I ’m 
taking it. Fair is fair, and orders are 
orders.’

“Whereupon, rudely elbowing aside Mr. 
Glauber and myself, the impossible Ding­
ley took a position before the microphone 
and began to read so rapidly from the ser­
mon script that his words tumbled one 
over the other.

“There was nothing to do but permit 
him to proceed. When he had finished 
the reading—well within his time limit— 
I made vigorous remonstrance. But Ding­
ley was again in a good humor; quite mel­
low, in fact.

“ ‘Wouldn’t change watches with you,’ 
he said. ‘Yours must be off. If there’s 
any damage, put it on the bill. Good 
night, all!’

“After that disgraceful episode I was 
resolved, as you may be certain, to have 
no further dealings with Farwell. Indeed, 
I somehow had a feeling that I should see 
no more of him. But at eight o’clock this 
evening he walked calmly into the studio, 
and greeted me as cheerily as if nothing 
could possibly have happened to estrange 
us.

“My one response was cold. At once I

reported the condition and conduct of the 
man he had sent to represent him. Far- 
well appeared deeply distressed.

“ ‘Poor Dingley,’ he sighed, ‘is a strange 
combination of strength and weakness. It 
grieves me to hear that he has turned 
again to the cup. Some time I must give 
you the man’s history, doctor. Surely 
when you know the facts your heart will 
go out to him as mine does.’

“I shook my head and reserved com­
ment. My mind had been made up be­
yond possibility of compromise. But I 
was still rather curious in regard to the 
borrowed sermons. I asked Farwell 
whether he had used them before or had 
written them especially for radiocasting.

“He walked blindly into the trap.
“ ‘Oh,’ said he, ‘they’re random thoughts 

I ’ve been dashing off from day to day. 
I ’d like to hear your opinion of them, 
doctor.’

“ ‘Are you sure of that?’ I asked, look­
ing him full in the eye.

“Farwell’s expression underwent a swift 
change. Something curious—challenging 
—came into his direct gaze.

“ ‘Let me hear i t !’ he rapped out.
“Then and there I accepted the chal­

lenge.
“ ‘If plagiarism were a capital offense, 

Farwell,’ said I, ‘you’d need go no farther 
to hang yourself. What your game may 
be, or how you expect to profit by it, I 
can’t fathom; but you’ve brought discredit 
on KTOM and on yourself.

“ ‘In your preachings you’ve been crib­
bing right and left from Herman van Cliff. 
If it’s your intention to continue putting 
his words on the air—which in itself, I ’ll 
grant you, is a 'laudable enough project—• 
I must request that you make arrange­
ments with another broadcasting station.’

“I expected, of course, a denial or an 
explanation. Farwell offered neither. He 
met the charge with a broad smile.

“ ‘We’ll thrash that out later, doctor,’ 
he said. ‘Just now there’s hardly time. 
I ’m not counting on using more than two 
of my ten minutes this evening. There 
are only a few words I wish to say.’

“I held firm.
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“ ‘Not one minute, and not one word, 
Farwell,’ I told him. ‘Our revised pro­
gram doesn’t permit of it. I ’m sorry, but 
that’s the situation.’

“Some of that singular hardness I had 
observed in Dingley’s eyes came into Far- 
well’s.

“ ‘You’ve cut me out of my time— to­
night?’ he demanded.

“ ‘You are not on the program,’ said I.
“ ‘In that case,’ snapped Farwell, ‘the 

program will have to be changed again!’
“ ‘Impossible,’ I said; but I must con­

fess that even between the syllables of the 
word my voice lost that finality at which 
I had aimed.

“Farwell, as I spoke, had reached un­
der the skirt of his coat. Suddenly I 
found myself looking into the mouth of a 
pistol!’’

A N  ejaculation of astonishment came 
**■ from the Great Macumber.

“And this was in the studio, dominie?”
Stivers nodded.
“It was. But none of the others pres­

ent realized that I stood there in their 
midst with one foot literally in the grave. 
Oh, there was murder in the man’s eyes, 
Macumber!

“My first thought was that I had a 
maniac to deal w ith; and after I had sent 
a desperate glance about the room the situ­
ation developed as all the more horrifying.

“Farwell and I had been conversing in 
low tones in a corner remote from the mi­
crophone. The person nearest to us was 
the operator. He was busy at his appara­
tus, of course, and had seen nothing.

“Mr. Glauber was listening in at the 
receiving set we keep tuned with our own 
station, so we may be assured that all 
goes well. The rest of the singers were 
grouped at the piano with their backs to­
ward us. As quickly as it had taken shape, 
I abandoned the thought of making an 
outcry. I felt, altogether, that it would 
be best to humor Farwell.

“ ‘There’s no need to excite yourself,’ 
I said, as soothingly as my own agitation 
would permit. ‘No matter what you wish, 
you will not find me unreasonable.’

“Farwell slipped the hand that held the 
pistol beneath the breast of his coat.

“ ‘I t’s nine minutes past eight now,’ he 
whispered. ‘When that violin solo’s over, 
just you march to the microphone and an­
nounce that old Doctor Farwell is the next 
batter up. Otherwise------’

“ ‘I ’ll do it,’ said I. ‘Consider that you 
have my promise. You may speak as long 
as you care to.’

“ 'I told you two minutes would be 
enough for me,’ said Farwell. ‘That goes. 
But tricks don’t go. Not a word to any­
body, understand!

“ ‘When you’ve made the announce­
ment, I want you to stand by me—-stand 
where I can see you. If you make trou­
ble, say your prayers first!’

“The fact that Farwell had whisked 
his weapon out of sight scarcely lessened 
my uneasiness. Discretion dictated that I 
obey him implicitly. My nerves were al­
ready in a ghastly state, and my heart was 
pounding so violently that I feared it might 
be permanently affected.

“Far from seeking any way to turn the 
tables, I was obsessed by worry lest Far- 
well suspected me unjustly of an attempt 
to betray him and act overhastily. That 
he would shoot me down without hesita­
tion I was in no mood and in no position 
to doubt. And I do not doubt it even 
now.

“It was only by a supreme effort that I 
held my voice steady when I stood at the 
microphone a moment later. But control 
it I did, and no one was the wiser when 
I had announced Farwell.

“But when the announcement was made, 
the last of my strength was gone. Far- 
well’s hand remained beneath his coat— 
clutching the pistol, I knew. I grew giddy 
before his sinister stare. I felt myself 
about to faint, and dared not give way.”

IM ACUM BER’S finger tips drummed ?
1 tattoo on the table.
“I can appreciate your feelings, Doctor 

Stivers,” he said. “Please don’t harrow 
yourself needlessly by bringing them to 
mind. What of Farwell? What was his 
swan song from KTOM ?”
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Stivers regarded the Great One re­
proachfully.

“Can't you understand, Macumher, that 
my thoughts were less on Farwell’s words 
than on------ ’’

“Aye; but these must have been words 
worth hearing— words to remember. Else 
why should the man have been so set on 
airing them?’’

The clergyman shrugged.
“It would be idle,” said he, “to attempt 

to account for the vagaries of a diseased 
mind. I can tell you only that it was 
another sermon—a very short one and a 
ragged one—which Farwell broadcast
from KTOM to-night.

“I cannot even give you the exact text, 
but to me there was a shuddering implica­
tion in the source. It—it was from E xo­
dus!"

Macumher sighed.
“It’s to be regretted,” said he. “that a 

full transcript of the gentleman’s radioed 
remarks isn’t available: for the problem 
is a pretty one. But go on with your story, 
dominie. W e’ve brought Farwell to the 
microphone—and then?”

"He was as good as his word. Within 
the couple of minutes he had comman­
deered the man had concluded his talk 
and gone swiftly out of the studio. So 
abrupt was his termination this evening 
that the discourse was altogether point­
less.

“Before I could realize it was possible 
for me to breathe freely again Farwell had 
vanished. Never have I heard a more wel­
come sound than the hurried clatter of his 
footsteps on the stair.

“Mr. Glauber, noting my pallor and 
alarmed by it, came solicitously toward me.

" ‘You are ill, doctor,' he said.
“ ‘We stand in the valley of the shadow,’

I gasped. ‘Lock that door! If Farwell 
returns, deny him admittance as you value 
your life!’

"Then I rushed into the office, locked 
that door too as an additional precaution, 
and snatched up the telephone. It was my 
misfortune to get the man Larkin on the 
wire. Failing to make him grasp the situ­
ation I thought of you, Macumher. as a

friend and neighbor to whom I could look 
for advice. You have had more dealings 
with violent men than I ; you have a flair 
for the inexplicable. I ’ve not forgotten 
your amazing accomplishment in that 
Reinitz business. With all this in mind,
I called the Rawley and------”

“And gave my able young assistant,” 
smiled Macumher, “an opportunity to ex­
ercise his extraordinary deductive facul­
ties. But so far as advice is concerned, 
Doctor Stivers, I ’m not sure you stand in 
immediate need of any.

“I believe that the incident— in its rela­
tion to you, at any rate—is closed. Far- 
well won’t be likely to be giving you any 
further trouble. On the contrary, he’ll 
rather be avoiding you.”

The clergyman passed a trembling hand 
over his forehead.

“I wish I could think so,” he said dubi­
ously. "Yet if the man is demented, as 
certainly it would seem, how can I know 
peace? Might not his disordered brain 
entertain an idea of returning?”

“Tush!” cried the Great One. “Regard­
ing his object I’m as deep in the dark as 
yourself, dominie; but unquestionably your 
Doctor Farwell suffers from the same 
form of dementia that afflicts the quick 
brown fox. Be certain he’s had his 
money’s worth out of KTOM and is 
through with you.

“But if it would give you comfort to 
have the police on the lookout for him, by 
all means get them busy. The youngster 
here will be pleased to run down to head­
quarters with you. There’ll be profit in 
his company, for you’ll find he knows the 
ropes.”

II.

OLIVERS, too strongly on his dignity to 
be discursive, transacted his business 

with the police with unexpected celerity, 
and in less than an hour after our depar­
ture for headquarters I vyas back at the 
Rawley. I brought news with me.

“Doctor Stivers,” said I. “had an even 
narrower squeak to-night than he realized. 
The radio-mad Farwell was a patient in 
the Lewiston State Hospital until ten days
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ago, anyhow—and they had him ticketed 
there as a homicidal case.”

“Stuff!” hooted Macuniber.
“The story of the escape was printed 

in the newspapers,” I reminded him. “It 
came back to me when they spoke of it 
at the detective bureau. The descriptions 
tally.”

“Yes?” chuckled the Great One. ‘‘And 
who would Dingley have been, then?”

“I give up,” I confessed weakly. ‘‘The 
doctor didn’t mention Dingley to the po­
lice. He telescoped his tale of terror into 
a two-minute narration for their benefit. 
How do you account for the man, maes­
tro ?”

Macumber resumed his pacing of the 
rug, his hands thrust deep into his pock­
ets.

“For many months back,” he said after 
a little, “I ’ve been looking to find the 
radio hooked up wv.h rascality. Now the 
thing has come to pass—and thanks to 
Stivers we’ve an inside track.

“The man who called himself Farwell 
was of course using KTOM to convey in­
formation to some confederate—some one 
he couldn’t reach in any other manner. 
Last night, I fancy, a more pressing busi­
ness interfered with his visit to the studio, 
so he dressed up Dingley and sent him. 
You recollect that Stivers remarked the 
poor fit of Dingley’s coat, lad?”

“I do,” I admitted. “But what mean­
ing might have been concealed in the 
preachings of Doctor Herman van Cliff 
I can’t conceive.”

The Great One halted his march and 
cast an impatient glance toward me.

“To resurrect a word that was born of 
the war and perished with the peace,” said 
he, “Farwell’s sermonizing was camou­
flage. A few interpolated words, innocent 
enough in themselves, would have turned 
the trick handily.

“It was altogether a neat conception. 
KTOM was selected by Farwell, I fancy, 
because it struck him it would be compara­
tively easy to pull the wool over the eyes 
of its unworldly management.”

“With Stivers’ station closed to him,” I 
observed, “it shouldn’t be hard to pick up

Farwell’s trail. I don’t suppose there are 
more than a dozen or two broadcasting 
studios, at the outside, in the city. By
keeping in touch------”

‘‘You’re wrong there!” cried Macumber. 
“Depend on it, lad, that Farwell’s done 
with broadcasting. His actions this eve­
ning were proof of that. It would have 
been a last message he was bent on get­
ting over—and a vital one. It stands to 
reason. So our task’s not to find Farwell 
himself, but the one with whom he was 
communicating.”

I  COULDN’T restrain a smile.
“If you can suggest some method of 

tracing a call made by radio,” I remarked, 
“you’ll have accomplished a greater marvel 
than the wireless itself.”

The Great One wagged his head soberly. 
“I ’m sure it’s simpler than it sounds.” 

said he.
“Your man might be a thousand miles 

away.”
“No; not more than fifty miles. I can 

be positive about that.”
“How so?”
“I ’ve been using the telephone on one 

matter and another during your absence, 
lad. Fifty miles is the broadcasting radius 
of KTOM—the limit. I t’s not, thank the 
Lord, one of the powerful stations.”

“I still see no cause to be sanguine.” 
“You don’t, eh? Think over the prob­

lem carefully, youngster. It was no whim, 
we may be certain, that led Farwell to 
make use of the radio. The expense, the 
bother and the risk would all have argued 
against it in the ordinary course.

“Men of the Farwell type, we’ll assume, 
are likely to take the easiest way in all 
things; it is that disposition which turns 
them to crime. Thus we may safely argue 
that Farwell’s friend, though not more 
than a half hundred miles from us, is 
somewhat peculiarly situated. That is to 
say, he’ll not be accessible by telephone or 
by telegraph.”

I offered what occurred to me as a dis­
tinctly practical suggestion.

“How about a letter, maestro? Surely 
• there’s no place within fifty miles of New
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York—within the metropolitan district— 
where mails aren’t delivered.”

“Quite right,” admitted the Great One. 
“But this business of Farwell’s would 
have been urgent. In witness of that I 
refer you again to his conduct at KTOM 
to-night.

“It was such as to suggest urgency, 
wouldn’t you say? No, a letter would not 
have done, regardless. I ’ve wasted no 
time in speculation along that line.”

A/l ACUMBER nodded toward an atlas
^which lay open on the table at his side.
“Now and again,” said he, “we read that 

the police are ‘combing the city’ for some 
one particularly wanted at headquarters. 
The picturesque phrase means no more 
than that they have embarked on a thor­
ough and methodical search; and method 
would apply just as well in a combing of 
the air.

“You’ll note that on this map of south­
ern New York I ’ve drawn a rough circle 
around the fretwork that indicates the po­
sition of the city. Call the penciled line a 
cordon. Our man’s inside it, for only a 
freak of radio would waft KTOM ’s waves 
beyond—and Farwell, surely, would not 
have been depending on freaks in any such 
imminent enterprise as his must have been.

“In which direction shall we look? To 
the north we have Westchester and a slice 
of Connecticut; to the west, Newark and 
suburban New Jersey; to the east and 
south, Long Island, Staten Island, Sandy 
Hook and the salt-blue sea.”

I echoed the Great One’s last word— 
fairly shouted it.

“The sea! That’s the answer, maestro! 
It must have occurred to you.”

“Aye, it did,” said Macumber placidly. 
“At the very first ; even before I ’d turned 
to the atlas.”

“If your theory’s right—if Farwell 
really had a message for some particular 
person—everything’s explained. His 
friend is on a vessel somewhere off the 
coast.

“I t’s a ship of the rum fleet, of course. 
No mails, no phone, no telegraph wires 
out there—and KTOM has been employed

as some kind of bootleggers’ intelligence 
station. Stivers will faint when he hears 
tha t!”

"PH ER E have been times when I ’ve seri­
ously questioned the quality of the 

Great One’s sense of humor: the prospect 
of Doctor Jerome Stivers’ consternation 
seemed to hold no ludicrous appeal for 
him. He regarded me with unimpaired 
solemnity.

“The single-track mind------” said he—■
and then the sentence thus begun was in­
terrupted by the jingle of the telephone 
bell.

It was the hotel office calling, announc­
ing a visitor.

“Some one named Bernard wants to see 
you.” I reported.

“Have him brought up,” directed Ma- 
cumber. “It's a young fellow on the 
Sphere—a reporter friend of Billy Race’s. 
Did I tell you I ’d had Billy on the wire 
while you were downtown with the 
dominie?”

“You didn’t.”
“I phoned the Standard to learn what 

sort of power KTOM had, and when I ’d 
finished with the radio man I had the 
operator switch me over to Race’s desk 
He’s the Standard’s night city editor now, 
you know. There was a little matter in 
the news I wanted to consult him about.

“It was at Billy’s suggestion I got in 
touch with Bernard. That fierce rivalry 
of the press that we read about doesn’t 
seem—ah, there’s his tap!”

I opened our door to a tall, dark, alert­
eyed youth whose gaze swept from me to 
Macumber and then came almost rever­
ently to rest on the green-labeled bottle of 
MacVickar at the Great One’s elbow.

Macumber followed his glance and 
grinned.

“Not the least of my magic,” said he, 
“is that by which I evoke these excellent 
speerits in days of drought. You enjoy 
a nip, do you, Mr. Bernard ?”

The eyes of the young man from the 
Sphere clung to the MacVickar.

“If that label means what it says,” he 
avowed with enthusiasm, “you can’t whis­
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per an invitation so low that I won’t hear 
it.”

The Great One shook his head sor­
rowfully.

“I'm afraid,” he said, "that the last drop 
has been poured.”

He shook the bottle, and then with a 
rueful smile held it neck down. Empty 
it was.

“I’m sorry, my boy. Ah, badly disap­
pointed, are you? We can’t have that— 
not if we must call upon speerits of an­
other sort to replenish the MacVickar!”

Macumber picked up a glass from the 
table and struck it sharply against the side 
of the bottle. When he passed it to the 
astonished journalist a miracle had tran­
spired; in the glass a fluid which gave off 
an aroma not to be counterfeited had ma­
terialized.

“A bit of ice and a little soda for Mr. 
Bernard, lad!” cried the Great One. “And 
while you’re at it, glasses for ourselves. 
What has been done once can be done 
again. So-o! You see!”

The reporter sniffed suspiciously at his 
Scotch and soda and then tossed down half 
the contents of the magical glass at a gulp.

“No smell of brimstone—and no taste 
of it, either,” he said. “That’s a trick I 
wouldn’t mind adding to my own reper­
toire, professor.”

“I ’ll explain it to you some day,” smiled 
Macumber. “Just now I ’m afraid we 
haven’t the time to spare. You phoned to 
them up above?”

“Yes; a half hour ago.”
“W e’ll have the cooperation I sug­

gested ?”
“A paper with a half million circula­

tion,” said Bernard, “usually gets all kinds 
of cooperation. Don’t worry. We own 
the place for the night.”

“Any mention of the circumstance that 
I had called?”

“Gleason said he’d heard from you. 
Wouldn’t tell me more than that, though.”

“That’s good! Evidently my warning 
took root. I begged him to keep his own 
counsel. Whispers travel fast and far in 
his domain, and it would take only a word 
to upset our plans.”

The Sphere’s young man restored his 
empty glass to the table.

“By the way, professor,” he remarked, 
“you haven’t let me know exactly what the 
program is.”

“Why, I don’t believe I have!” grinned 
the Great One ,and caught up his hat. 
“Shall we be going?”

III.
IN  Times Square, at the Rawley corner, 
1 the Great Macumber chartered an au­
tomobile. It was not one of the ordinary 
snub-nosed taxis in which he usually rum­
bles about town, but a sleek and long- 
hooded motor which might, except for an 
inconspicuous “For Hire” placard, have 
been a private car.

I didn’t catch the directions which Ma­
cumber gave to the driver, nor was he 
pleased to reveal our destination when he 
climbed into the tonneau beside me. 
Young Bernard sat on the front seat with 
the chauffeur, and thus my project of 
gently pumping information from him en 
route was nipped.

Twice we were flagged by traffic police­
men, for the Great One evidently had 
made it clear that we were in a rush. It 
was well we had the Sphere man along; 
he had some sort of badge at sight of 
which the bluecoats waved us on.

Our way lay north. In half the time 
a lumbering metered cab would have taken 
for the journey we had put the boulevard 
lights behind, flitted through Yonkers and 
were racing over a twisting and hilly road 
from which I could see now and again 
the twinkling of reflected lights awash in 
the Hudson.

Over the hill road we traveled for the 
better part of an hour. It was close to 
midnight when we whirled into a little 
town, coasted down one last steep hill and 
drew up beside a gate in a lofty and 
gloomy granite wall.

Beyond the gate were buildings of the 
same gray stone; long, ugly buildings with 
long slits of windows curtained in steel. 
Before Macumber spoke I knew where we 
were. A half dozen times I had had a 
view of the old prison from the Albany
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boat, and the sight was not one easily for­
gotten,

A chill passed over me as the gate 
swung in and we entered a flag-floored 
courtyard. Within the walls that inclosed 
us were no less than a dozen men who but 
for Macumber would not have come here, 
caged and vengeful men who might now 
be looking down on us from the dark em­
brasures.

Not more than a hundred yards from 
us, certainly, were the Cardelli brothers— 
the three who had sworn the vendetta and 
who must be counting the days now that 
freedom lay ahead within the year. Safe 
under lock and bar they might be, these 
brothers of the blood and the rest, but 
there was no comfort in the thought of 
their proximity.

IT seemed we were expected. There were 
1 lights in the administration building 
directly ahead; a bulky man in civilian 
clothing rose from a desk to greet us.

Macumber held whispered conversation 
with him. Later, as we followed a uni­
formed guard along a corridor that led 
farther into the prison, the Great One ex­
plained :

"That was Gleason, the warden. You’ve 
heard of him, lad-—the ‘golden rule’ chap?”

I answered him with a question.
"Where are we bound for now? Why 

didn't Bernard come with us?”
“The party is yours and mine from now 

on. lad,” replied the Great One. “Our 
friend is going to keep the warden com­
pany. As for our present destination— 
this appears to be it.”

The keeper had opened a door and 
switched on a light. We stood in what 
seemed to be a sort of storeroom.

"You’ll take a big size, sir,” said our 
cicerone, eying Macumber. He went delv­
ing into a closet, and I saw that the Great 
One was removing his coat.

“Peel, lad,” he said. “If you’d be com­
ing with me you’ll have to dress the part!”

In another moment Macumber bowed 
before me transformed, his own proper 
clothing exchanged for shapeless and 
shoddy garments of the convict drab. He

stood by, grinning, while I followed his 
example.

“Your hair's a bit long to be entirely in 
character, youngster,” he said critically, 
“but I ’ll chance you in the dark. Aye, but 
you’ve the makings of a bonny felon!"

Then, before I could speak, we were 
under way again. We passed out of the 
corridor into the night, and traversed an­
other dim courtyard under a sky whose 
stars had been blotted out by clouds. Rain 
was beginning to fall in spattering big 
drops.

T T IE  guard led us into one of the squat 
buildings: up a flight of narrow steel 

stairs; along another corridor lined with 
gratings. Wre were not the only ones on 
the move at midnight. A silent group 
passed us in the close way; falling, as did 
we, into single file when we met.

There were two men in the uniform of 
the guard, two in the drab. A light shone 
on the face of one of the prisoners when 
we were abreast and I perceived, with 
something of a shock, that he was no older 
than myself. Crime had not set its mark 
on him. He had a decent and a clean 
look.

Instinctively I set him down as a first 
offender, and I was still moralizing on the 
system which flings such men into the 
abyss with no attempt at salvage when we 
came to our journey’s end.

We had arrived at a grating which stood 
open. Macumber gripped my arm and 
shoved me into the blackness beyond it, 
following along. The grating swung to 
behind us. and the footsteps of the guard 
—gone from us without a word—-grew 
faint in the distance. We were alone in 
the prison cell.

I stretched out my arms. On either 
side my fingers touched stone; and from 
the stone a chill sweat was oozing.

“Cheerful diggings!” whispered the 
Great One. “Would you care to be a per­
manent guest?”

“I’d rather be dead,” said I.
“You may think so, lad— now. But I 

fancy you’d make another choice if the 
alternatives were squarely before you. W e
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cling to life at the last, no matter how 
dismal. All of us.”

I expected an explanation, and waited 
for it. None came.

“Aren’t you depriving me,” I asked 
after a little, “of a constitutional right?”

“W hat’s that?”
“Is it proper procedure to lock a man 

in a cell without letting him know the 
reason ?”

“You are here, dear lad,” murmured 
Macumber, “as a material witness. Let 
that he sufficient for now. There’s a bunk 
on your side which you may locate by 
sense of touch, as I ’ve found mine. Rest 
upon it, and talk no more. All about us 
are men who sleep none too well at best. 
They must rise early. Be good enough 
to consider them.”

The bunk was hard. But neither that 
fact nor the cold tempted me to make use 
of the blanket that lay upon it. I pushed 
it onto the floor and stretched out.

What light there was came from a far­
away electric lamp at the end of the cor­
ridor. After a time, when my eyes had 
accustomed themselves to the gloom, I 
could make out the figure of Macumber 
opposite me.

For the thousandth time I marveled at 
the man. Quite as comfortably as if it 
were his own bed in which he was lying, 
he had dropped into a doze.

To me the situation was unutterably op­
pressive, all but terrifying. I smarted un­
der a sense of outrage. In sleeping while 
I lay awake and alone, not knowing what 
was to come, it seemed to me that the 
Great One was guilty of a species of de­
sertion.

Sounds of heavy breathing filled the 
darkness. Somewhere along the cell tier 
a man dreamed and cried out. A neigh­
bor growled a sleepy “Can it!”

At intervals footfalls came to my ears, 
mostly in the distance; and then, at last, 
steps that approached. They impressed 
me as stealthy steps. I heard them on 
the stairs, in the corridor of our tier.

The darkness within the cell deepened. 
Some one stood at the grating, peering in, 
cutting off the light from below. Macum­

ber still slept. I felt the cold more acutely. 
For a moment the figure in the corridor 
was motionless, tensely listening. Then 
came a whisper.

“Lambert! Hey, Lambert!”
The Great One stirred.
“Hullo!” he answered drowsily. “What 

is it?”
“Get up 1 Come here 1 I can’t holler 

what I ’ve got to tell you.”
I had thought at first that -the man out­

side was one of the keepers; now I saw 
that he wore the convict livery. He 
stepped back, and I had a glimpse of his 
face as the light fell momentarily upon it.

It was a face infinitely more evil than 
the mere listing of such ugly components 
as an undershot jaw, high flaunting cheek 
bones and tiny darting eyes set deep and 
close against a twisted nose can imply.

Again the face pressed on the grating. 
The whisper became a wheedle.

“Lambert! You hear me? Get up! 
That’s a good feller!”

Macumber was rising. He yawned and 
stretched.

“Well, what’s the trouble?”
“Come here—up close!”
I saw the Great One move forward— 

and then I saw something else. I would 
have cried a warning, but horror froze the 
shout in my throat.

The man of the evil mask had been 
holding one hand behind him. The hand 
had moved, and light had shimmered on 
steel.

Another pace would take Macumber to 
the grating. The figure in the corridor 
had a new outline; the shoulders had 
lifted.

I managed to get out one word.
“Knife!”
A bigger sound drowned my voice—a 

crash oT steel on stone. The cell door had 
flown open. There was a scream; on top 
of it a wail.

“My arm! I t ’s broke!”
Then the rapid steps of men running, 

and pandemonium along the tier. Lights 
blazed on. They blinded me. I saw only 
a blur. The Great One’s voice came to 
me out of it.
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“A bad hour to be troubling the doctor, 
warden, but I believe the man needs him. 
I feared he meant mischief with the 
knife!”

D E R N A R P  took a seat facing Macum- 
ber and me on the early-morning train, 

city bound, and balanced a sheaf of copy 
paper on his knee.

“Now, if you dori’t mind,” said he, “I ’ll 
do my duty by the Sphere. Casualties 
first, please.”

“Suggers,” replied the Great One, “has 
a compound fracture of the right wrist— 
as I knew before the doctor did. The 
jujutsu stroke I was impelled to use on the 
fellow is always a bone breaker. My own 
scratch is nothing—a mere pin prick on 
the shoulder.”

The reporter chewed at the end of his 
pencil.

“Gleason,” he complained, “wouldn’t tell 
me how much information your prize 
beauty yielded when you questioned him 
in the office.”

“Then I ’ll tell you that Suggers ‘came 
clean.’ Pie mentioned two names, and the 
New York police are looking for their 
owners now. But please don’t print that, 
Bernard, until the arrests have been made. 
For your private information, the two 
have recently used the aliases of Farwell 
and Dingley.”

“How about Lambert?” was Bernard’s 
next query.

“An officer should be on his way from 
town now with the habeas-corpus writ. 
Lambert will be coming down a train or 
two after us—and I doubt he’ll ever be 
going back.

“Suggers’ confession alone would clear 
him from the last suspicion of complicity 
in the Michelham murder. The man’s as 
innocent as we are. Except for a funk 
brought on by damnably crooked legal ad­
vice he’d never have made a plea of 

-guilty.
“He never was given a chance to tell 

his own story; and he was made to be­
lieve that the case against him was so 
strong that he would surely be sent to the 
chair if he stood trial. So he swallowed

a sentence of twenty years to life in si­
lence.”

Bernard leaned forv'ard eagerly.
“Lambert told you what happened— 

that night?”
“He did,” nodded Macumber. “He 

owed Michelham considerable money lost 
at cards, and went to him to confess his 
inability to make settlement in full. He 
was in the building when the shot was 
fired.

“Lambert took the report to have been 
the back fire of a passing motor, and con­
tinued to climb the stairs. As he reached 
the second landing a man rushed past him 
—and that man, Lambert says, he is cer­
tain he would know again. But at the 
time, not guessing what lay ahead for 
him, he kept on.

“The door of Michelham’s apartment 
stood open. Lambert rapped, waited a 
moment, and then walked in.

“Michelham lay sprawled on the floor 
with a revolver at his side. Lambert was 
stooping over the man when he heard be­
hind him the command ‘Hands u p !’ It 
was a neighbor of Michelham’s, and by 
him Lambert was held prisoner until the 
police arrived.

“Within an hour Attorney Felix Gold- 
sinder had projected himself into the case. 
He came to Lambert unsolicited and vol­
unteered his services. When he had heard 
his client’s story he warned him not to 
repeat it to the authorities. The safe 
course for Lambert, he said, would be to 
refuse to answer questions.”

The Great One packed his pipe and held 
a match over the battered bowl.

“That was the beginning of an amazing 
conspiracy,” he went on. “I make no 
direct charge against Goldsinder, mind, 
for that is exclusively the affair of the 
district attorney and the Bar Association.

“But, between ourselves, I ’ve not the 
smallest doubt that the lawyer all the way 
through was acting coldly and mercilessly 
in the interest of another client than Lam­
bert—the man whom Lambert had seen in 
the apartment-house hall. That man, I 
have reason to believe, is a member of a 
certain close-knit underworld organization
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from which Goldsinder receives a hand­
some annual retainer.

“The rest, Bernard, I don’t need to tell 
you. Lambert, knowing he could not be 
placed in jeopardy again, wrote to this 
lawyer friend of his in Seattle. The 
friend came East, and began the investiga­
tion which resulted yesterday afternoon 
in the granting of the habeas-corpus writ 
for Lambert.

“With the Seattle lawyer’s first appear­
ance at the district attorney’s office, the 
real slayer of Michelham and those shield­
ing him knew there was something in the 
wind. They are far-sighted men, incred­
ibly shrewd and unscrupulous. They 
were resolved that Lambert never should 
talk—shouldn’t live to point out the man 
he had seen running through Michelham’s 
hall.

'T 'H E R E  were men in the prison on 
whom they could bank to commit any 

sort of crime for pay, inside or outside 
the walls. One of them was a trusty— 
Suggers, of course.

“Suggers was acting as night electrician 
at the penitentiary. He had the run of 
the place between darkness and dawn. 
And with Suggers there was a means of 
communication that defied walls and gates 
and bars—a means surer and safer than 
through bribery of guards.

“He was known to have access to the 
warden’s radio set. It was he who had 
installed it. He had convinced the war­
den he was a radio expert, as indeed in 
a sense he was. At almost any time he 
could be at the instrument, under pretense 
of adjusting it.

“Tentative arrangements, as you already 
know, were made with broadcasting station 
KTOM on the outside. A time was set. 
On the monthly prison visiting day— 
which was the day following the KTOM 
deal—Suggers had a caller. The situation 
was explained to him.

“If certain things came to pass, he was 
told, it would be made well worth his 
while to put Lambert out of the way. 
Each night, precisely at ten mniutes past 
eight, he was to tune in on KTOM. His

cue would come to him, if it came at all, 
at the beginning of an otherwise meaning­
less sermon.

“The quotation of a text from Exodus 
would mean that the district attorney had 
been persuaded to reopen the Michelham 
case, that a writ of habeas corpus had been 
issued—that Lambert must die before it 
had been delivered at the prison.”

O ER X A R D  halted his scribbling. He 
looked up from his notes.

“Professor,” he cried, “it’s unbeliev­
able!”

“Aye,” said Macumber grimly, “but 
the confession of Suggers is back there in 
black and white. I'm not going beyond 
it.”

“But surely the crime must have found 
him ou t! A murder in prison------”

“No,” broke in the Great One, “the 
crime would not have! found him out. 
Suggers is a deeper schemer than he looks. 
He had been promised ten thousand dol­
lars for his professional services upon 
Lambert.

“He could afford to be generous. There 
would have been men to swear that Lam­
bert had talked despondently; men to 
swear he had confessed his guilt in the 
Michelham case to them; others*to swear 
that he had smuggled the knife from the 
prison kitchen to his cell. Even his own 
cellmate had been won by Suggers. The 
verdict must certainly have been suicide— 
and the Michelham matter must have been 
closed for good!”

The reporter lighted a cigarette and 
leaned back against the cushion.

“What a yarn!” he murmured devoutly. 
“The unbeatable beat! But do you know, 
professor, the most astonishing part of it 
all is the way in which 3'ou traced the sig­
nal through thin air from KTOM up the 
river.”

T 'H E  Great One frowned, as if struck 
suddenly by some unhappy memory.

“No,” said he, “it’s not that which will 
make the episode of KTOM stand out 
among others in my memory. The thing 
was simple, if one looks at it with a prac-
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tical eye. The radio messages, obviously, 
would have been intended for somebody 
not to be reached in the ordinary way.

“At once I thought of a man on a ship. 
Almost immediately I visioned a man in 
a prison. Somehow that second concep­
tion struck me more forcibly.

“On speculation I put in calls for the 
three penitentiaries nearest to New York. 
In two of them there were no radio in­
stallations, and my idea lost a bit of its 
savor. But Gleason had a radio set. He 
told me of his electrical wizard, the trusty, 
Suggers.

“I wracked my mind for any item in 
the day’s news which might prompt the de­
livery of so urgent a message into the 
prison as this one which had been put on 
the air at pistol point. None came to 
memory. I went through the papers again, 
more carefully; and I found an obscure 
paragraph which had escaped me earlier. 
It hinted at developments in a case I had 
considered closed—the granting of a writ 
in behalf of Lambert.

“It was the Standard I called first, for 
Billy Race is my good friend. There I 
learned that the waves from KTOM 
would be ineffective more than fifty miles 
from the studio, and my hunch that a 
sword of Damocles overhung Lambert 
was strengthened.

“I asked Billy Race what he knew about 
the Lambert matter.

“ ‘Damned little.’ he said.

brewing, but the Sphere seems to have the 
story bottled up.’

“Then he gave me your name. What 
more need I say, Bernard? I called you, 
explained as much to you as I thought 
necessary and asked you to use your influ­
ence with Gleason to win me admittance 
to the prison and an audience with him.

“You did your part nobly, and the beat 
is yours by right. Good luck to you with 
it, youngster, and may a bonus dangle at 
the end of your string at the week’s end!”

JT VHE reporter’s teeth closed again on 
the pencil end.

“I can’t imagine the story being better,” 
he said after a moment. “But you haven’t 
told me everything, professor,”

“Aye,” protested the Great One. “I 
have! What else could there be?”

“You suggested there was something be­
yond your beautiful deduction—beyond 
even that bang-up battle of jujutsu against 
steel—that would make you remember this 
case. Come on, now! Be kind! What 
was it ?”

Unhappiness illimitable came again to 
the face of the Great Macumber. There 
was a disturbance in his larynx, and when 
he had conquered it he turned to me.

“Lad,” said he bitterly, “why could you 
not have dismissed that car when we 
walked into limbo? Can ye guess what
the r-robber charged me for five hours’ 

‘Somethin's waiting time?”
Another stary of the Great Macumber in the next issue.

DRESSING THE PRESIDENT

ONE of the indispensable perquisites of the presidency of the United States 
is a valet. When Air. Harding went into the White House, he protested: “I

never thought I ’d have a valet wished on me! But, if I ’ve got to have it, I 
guess I ’ll do it.” He had not been in the White House twenty-four hours be­

fore the valet, greatly grieved by the width of the stripe worn on the trousers of 
formal dress in Ohio, abolished or demolished the garment and got others on a hurry- 
up order.

As a matter of fact, the valet is absolutely indispensable to a president, who has 
to be dressed with absolute fidelity to the prevailing fashion and has not the time to 
bother his head with such matters. The valet sees that he goes forth from the 
White House properly garbed on every occasion.
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T*H E PO PULA R,” writes F. W. Cam- 
1  eron, of New York, “is certainly mak­

ing history these last few months in the 
story-telling line. Have followed its ad­
vent since the first number and while 
magazines may come and may go T h e  
P opular is destined to go on forever.

“Your ‘Chat’ in to-day’s number makes 
a hit with me. By all means give us the 
longest and best book-lengths you can 
secure. I am looking forward to Stac- 
poole’s new story with interest. ‘Temescal’ 
was a wonder—thanks to Knibbs. ‘Sel- 
wood of Sleepy Cat’ was one of the best. 
Marshall’s last is a winner and Buck is 
in a class by himself.

“Here’s what I would like to see—and 
you are running pretty near to form. A 
crackajack book-length every issue. Two 
splendid serials. I never read ‘shorts.’ 
Novelettes, in the making, are usually 
spoiled, for the themes are not properly 
worked out. Seemingly authors have a 
story in their system, they want to get it 
out, and they usually spoil it by trying to 
tell too much in a limited way. So novel­
ettes seldom make a hit with me. The 
same goes for the short story.

“With the hundred and one fiction 
magazines on the market. T h e  P opular 
towers over them all. The women char­
acters woven into your stories add zest 
without being the mushy type. The heart 
thrills originated by some of your authors 
are immense. See that your stories always 
include lovable women characters without 
bordering on the out-and-out love stories 
as featured in some magazines. That’s 
all. Good luck!”

^l^ITH Mr. Cameron’s idea of the ad-
v visability of having a complete book- 

length novel in every issue we are in 
hearty accord. It shall be done to the 
best of our ability. We know of no bet­
ter way of giving a reader his or her 
money’s worth in a magazine—and that is 
what we are trying to do. month by month 
and issue by issue.

As for running two serials—is that such 
a good suggestion? What do you think 
about it? Yes, we mean you, the person 
who is reading this page at this moment. 
Do you want more serials or don’t you? 
Is one serial enough or would you prefer 
to have none at all? W rite in and tell us 
about it. We want to hear from you as 
an individual. We ourselves have a feel­
ing that one serial is enough—even in as 
big a magazine as this.

* * * *

M  OVELETTES and short stories?
A '  Sometimes after reading a bad speci­
men of either one we have felt as Mr. 
Cameron seems to feel. But never for
long. We have read too many great novel­
ettes and great short stories ever to con­
demn them as a class. To every story 
told there is a certain just and inevitable 
length. If it is told in less or more words 
it is spoiled by just so much. And some 
stories demand five thousand words for
the proper telling, some twenty thousand, 
some seventy thousand. We have often 
said to authors: “Tell your story, tell it 
just as well as you know how. The length 
will take care of itself. Don’t try to pad
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it, don’t leave out anything of interest. 
Never mind the length.”

Speaking of novelettes, can you forget 
some of those that Chisholm has written 
for us recently ? And how about the short 
stories Knibbs has given us?

+ ❖  5ft

ALSO, speaking of Henry Herbert 
Knibbs, we take great pleasure in tell­

ing you now that the next book-length 
novel to appear complete in the pages of 
T h e  P opular is his work and some of 
his best. “The Riding Kid from Powder 
River” and “Temescal” were great stories, 
but we ran them serially. The new novel 
is just as good—but you are going to get 
it complete in the next issue—a full, two- 
dollar book, unabridged. The name of 
the book is “The Sungazers.” It is a 
romantic story of the West, of life in the 
open, of youth and love and thrills and ex­
citement. There are Western stories of all 
sorts and we have read most of them. 
Some are good, some bad, some indiffer­
ent. The good ones are about the best 
stories of any kind being written to-day. 
This new long novel, “The Sungazers,”

belongs on the shelf with the superlatively 
good books. It is helpful, it frees the 
spirit, it thrills and stimulates. It has in 
it that charm and essence of poetry that is 
part of Knibbs and that places him in a 
class by himself.

By this time Mr. Cameron, whose letter 
opens this chat, has read Stacpoole’s com­
plete novel and knows that in that issue 
we have delivered the goods. This issue 
it is Francis Lynde. In the next issue it 
is “The Sungazers,” by H. H. Knibbs— 
complete in the one issue. Does that sound 
like delivering the goods or doesn’t it?

* * * *
\S ^E R E  there no novel at all in the next 

issue it still would be worth the 
money. There is Holman Day with his 
rollicking story of the North Woods. 
There is Harwood Steele with his Indian 
tale of western Canada, there is Ernest 
Douglas with his stirring yarn of Mexico. 
There are Van de Water, Buck, McNutt 
and Rohde—all at their best.

But perhaps you would like it better if 
there were fewer short stories and more 
serials. At any rate, please let us hear 
from you.

S ta te m e n t o f th e  O w nersh ip , M an agem en t, 
e tc ,  req u ired  by th e  A ct o f C ong ress  o f 
A u g u st 24, 1912, o f T H E  PO P U L A R  
M A G A Z IN E , pub lished  sem im onth ly , a t  
N ew  Y ork , N. Y., fo r  A pril 1, 1925.

S ta te  of New York, C ounty of New York <ss.)
Before me. a  N otary  Public, in and fo r the S ta te  

and county  aforesaid , personally  appeared  Ormond G, 
Sm ith, who. hav ing  been duly sw orn according to 
law , deposes an d  says th a t  he is  P resid en t of S tre e t 
& Sm ith C orporation , pub lishers of T he  P opulab 
M a g a z i n e , and  th a t  the  follow ing is, to the best of 
h is  knowledge an d  belief, a tru e  s ta tem en t of th e  
ow nership, m anagem ent, etc,, of th e  afo resa id  pub­
lication  fo r th e  date  shown in the  above caption , re­
quired by th e  A ct of A ugust 24, 1912, embodied in 
section 443, P o sta l Law s and  R egulations, to w i t :

1. T h a t the nam es and  addresses of the  publisher, 
ed itor, m anaging ed ito r, and business m anagers are  : 
P u b l i s h e r s ,  S tre e t & Sm ith C orporation , 70-89 Sev­
en th  A venue, New York, N. Y .: e d i to r ,  C harles A. 
M acLean, 79 Seventh A venue, New York, N. Y. ; 
m a n a g in g  e d i to r s ,  S tre e t & Sm ith C orporation , 79-89 
Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y .; b u s in e s s  m a?i- 
a g e r s ,  S tre e t & Sm ith C orporation , 79-89 Seventh 
Avenue, New York, N. Y.

2. T h a t th e  ow ners a r e : S tre e t & Sm ith Cor­
po ra tio n . 79-89 Seventh Avenue. New York. N. Y., a 
corpora tion  composed of Orm ond G. Sm ith , 89 Sev­
enth  Avenue, New York, N. Y. ; George C. Sm ith, 89 
Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y .; A nnie K. Sm ith,

89 Seventh Avenue, New York. N. Y. : George C. 
Sm ith , J r .,  89 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y .; 
C ora A. Gould, S9 Seventh A venue, New York, 
N. Y .; Ormond V. Gould, 89 Seventh Avenue, New 
York, N. Y.

3. T h a t th e  known bondholders, m ortgagees, and
o th er security  holders ow ning or holding 1 per cent 
o r  more of to ta l am ount of bonds, m ortgages, or 
o th e r  securities a r e :  None.

4. T h a t the  tw o p a rag rap h s  nex t above, giving 
the  nam es of th e  ow ners, stockholders, and security  
holders, if  any, contain  no t only the  lis t of stock­
holders and security  holders a s  they  appear upon the 
books of the  com pany, bu t also, in cases w here the 
stockholder o r  secu rity  holder ap p ears  upon the  
books of the  com pany a s  tru s te e  o r  in any o th er fidu­
ciary  re lation , the  nam e of th e  person o r 'co rp o ra tio n  
fo r whom such tru s te e  is ac ting , is  given ; also th a t  
the said tw o p arag rap h s con tain  s ta te m e n ts  em brac­
ing affiant’s fu ll knowledge and belief as to  th e  c ir­
cum stances and conditions under which stockholders 
and security  holders who do no t appear upon the 
books of the  com pany as tru s tees , hold stock and se­
cu ritie s in a capac ity  o th e r  th an  th a t  of bona fide 
ow ner: and th is  affiant h as no reason to believe th a t  
any o th er person, association , o r  co rpo ra tion  has any 
in te re s t d irect o r  ind irec t in th e  said stock, bonds, 
or o th er secu rities th an  a s  so s ta te d  by him.

ORMOND G. SM ITH , P residen t, 
of S tre e t & Sm ith C orporation , publishers.

Sworn to and subscribed before me th is  26th  day 
of M arch, 1925. F ran c is  S. Duff, N o tary  Public 
No. 183, New York C ounty. (My com m ission ex­
p ires M arch 30. 1925.)
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I - V  FEB RUARY OF T H I S  YEAR 
(1924) my third baby was born. 
Three months later found me 
with constipation, headaches and 
just dragging around—and three 
small children. I decided some­
thing had to be done. I started 
taking Ffeischmann’s Yeast, a 
cake morning and night. In a 
few weeks I was able to stop the 
use of cathartics; headaches and 
backaches were gone; and I had 
plenty of energy. I felt like a 
different woman.”

M r s . M a r i e  T .  G a r d n e r ,
G le n c a rly n , V a.

T ou  I \ n o w  £ uch  P eo ple—
Full of a new zest and joy in living. Read their 

remarkable tributes to this simple fresh food

NOT a “ cure-all,” not a medicine in any 
sense—Fleischmann’s Yeast is simply a 

remarkable fresh food. The millions of tiny 
active yeast plants in every cake invigorate 
the whole system. They aid digestion—clear 
the skin—banish the poisons of constipation. 
Where cathartics give only temporary relief, 
yeast strengthens the intestinal muscles and 
makes them healthy and active. And day 
by day it releases new stores of energy.

Eat two or three cakes a day before meals: 
on crackers—in fruit juices or milk—or just 
plain. For constipation especially, dissolve 
one cake in hot water (not 
scalding) night and morning.

Buy several cakes at a time 
— they will keep fresh in a cool 
dry place for two or three days.
All grocers have Fleischmann’s 
Yeast. Start eating it today!

Let us send you a free copy of 
our latest booklet on Yeast for 
Health. Health Research D ept.
Z-16. T he Fleischmann Co.,
701 Washington St., N ew  York.

t/S  F a m o u s  F o o d  f o r  h e a l th -  
s ta r t  e a t in g  i t  today

‘"As a  c h i l d  I h a d  developed acne  o f  th e  face, 
w hich  b ec am e ch ron ic  n s p ite  o f  m ed ical care 
a n d  good h y g ien e . O u r fam ily  d o c to r  adv ised  
try in g  F le isc h m a n n ’s Y e a s t I  to o k  i t  reg u ­
la rly  for six  m o n th s . . M y  face c lea red , I 
lo s t th a t  th in , pa le  look , a n d  w as ab le to  con. 
tin u e  w ith  m y w ork a t  college ”

Miss R o s e  C o o p e r m a n ,  B ro o k ly n , N .Y .

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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J o r  E c o n o m ic a l  T r a n s p o r t a t i o n

V A L U E
i

Chevrolet provides a fine appearance— 
construction  ty p ic a l  o f  the highest 
priced cars— durable Duco finish—latest 
im provem ents  in design and eq u ip ­
m e n t .  H e re  q u a l i ty  and  c o m fo r t  
are com bined w ith g rea t  econom y.
C H EV R O LET M O T O R  CO M PA N Y , D E T R O IT , M IC H IG A N  

DIVISION OF GENERAL MOTORS CORPORATION

The Touring Car

$ 5 2 5

Roadster— * 5 2 5  
C o u p e -  * 7 1 5
C o a c h — * 7 3 5  
Sedan — $8 2 5
Commercial 
C h a s s i s  —
Express
Truck Chassis J - 5 C
A l l  p r ic e s  f . v . b .  F l in t ,  M ic h .

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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. . .  J  o r  th e  re q u ire d  p e rfe c tio n  
in  m y  fin ish ed  w o rk , th e  s m o o th  sp eed  
a n d  c le a r  i m p r e s s i o n s  o f  m y  E a s y  
W r i t in g  R o y a l T y p e w r ite r  a re  in d is ­
p en sab le .

“Compare the Work” 

TYPEWRITERS

a .

. . . Secretary to C. A. Whelan, President of 
the United Cigar Stores Company of America— 
the largest retailer of cigars and cigarettes 
in the world, operating over 1200 stores and 
1800 agencies.

R oyal T ypew riter Company, Inc., 316  B roadw ay, N ew  York  
Branches an d  Agencies the W orld  Over

G y ,  .......................i .................. — g ft0

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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$ 1 0 0  f o r  a  n a m e

M arlow e sang “ th e  topless tow ers  of Ilium .” 
I sing th e  top less tu b es of M ennen. I  w an t a 
good nam e for th e  new  non-rem ovable, non- 
refillable, non-leakable device th a t now  makes 
the M ennen Shaving Cream  container as 
inim itable as its contents.

O thers have tried  to  denatu re  the  capri­
cious cap. M ennen has abolished it.

Ju s t m ove the  M ennen knob a  qu arte r tu rn  
and a  hole m agically appears. A fter you’ve 
squeezed ou t enough cream , ano ther quarter 
tu rn  closes the  hole as tight as a drum . N o 
th reads to  engage, no bo ther of any  kind.

I t ’s a  knock-out — as far ahead of o ther 
sealing devices as M ennen Shaving Cream 
is ahead of th e  procession.

W e ’ve called th is  new  patented  feature 
“th e  p lug-tite  top.” W e  w ant a be tte r name. 
If you can suggest one w e like, w e’ll send 
you a hu n d red  dollars; If  m ore than  one sub ­
m its  th e  w inning nam e, each one will get 
the cen tu ry  check.

T o  everyone w ho  sends a suggestion w e’ll 
mail a  com plim entary  tu b e  of M ennen Skin 
Balm , th e  cooling, healing after-shave cream  
th a t’s frag ran t and greaseless.

L e t m e hear from  you. Contest closes Ju ly  
first. U se th e  coupon, if it’s handier.

U S E  R e x  a l l  9 3  H a i r  T o n i c  to
keep yqur ha ir h e a lth y —to m ake it 
glisten and  shim m er. U se it  for fall­
ing h a ir  and  dandruff, also w hen  you 
have a sham poo. Sold only at Rexall 
D rug Stores.

T H E  U N IT E D  D R U G  C O M PA N Y  
BO STO N

Picture-Play
Magazine

The B est
M agazine o f

the Screen

On sale at all 
new s stands

P ric e , 2 5 c  p e r  c o p y

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Instant action! Unfailing power! And the 
greatest dollar for dollar battery value!

FOR R A D IO —Prest-O - 
L ite  R a d io  B a tter ies  a rc  
s tan dard ized . T h e  Brest- 
O - L i t e  R a d i o  C h a r t ,  
fe a tu r ed  by  d ea lers  every­
w here, w ill show  you  the  
battery  th a t su its  you r set.

C e r t a in l y , there is  a big differ' 
ence in batteries. You'll realize 
it once a Prest-O-Lite Battery 
powers the electric system of your 
car. Not only in the quick, live 
response at first. But after months 
and months of service, the same 
dependable power is there. The 
same eager power that spins the 
coldest motor; that keeps your 
lights bright, and your horn loud 
and cheerful!

And there is a big difference in 
the price too. Standard Prest'O 
Lite Batteries sell for only $15 .5 0  
and up—truly amazing values 
when you consider that there is no

better battery built at any price.
Think of these differences 

when you buy a battery for 
your car. Get a Prest-O-Lite 
—a battery that bears the 
approval of the world's largest 
electro-chemical battery re­
search laboratories—that is 
initial equipment on a growing 
list of America's famous cars— 
and that is serviced by one of 
the largest organizations known 
to motorists. Ask, especially, to 
see the new Prest-O-Lite Super- 
Service Battery.
THE PREST-O-LITE CO., Inc.

INDIANAPOLIS, IND.
New York San Francisco

In Canada: Prest-O-Lite Company of Canada, 
Ltd,, Toronto. Ont.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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4  o u t  o f  5
D e n ta l statistics sh o w  
th at four o u t  o f  every  
five o v er  40—and th o u ­
sands you n ger, t o o —are 
v ictim s o f  d readed  Pyor­
rhea. W ill  you  escape?

Pyorrhea starts in the 
gums—not the teeth

That’s one outstanding fact 
everybody should know. And 
i f  everybody did know it, the 
number of Pyorrhea's victims 
would be greatly reduced.
Once Pyorrhea secures a firm 
hold, pus pockets form, gums 
become weak and flabby, the 
teeth loosen and fall out no 
matter how white and sound 
they may be.
Fortran's For the Gums con' 
tains just the right proportion 
of Fortran's Astringent, as 
used by the dental profession 
in the treatment of Pyorrhea.
It protects and preserves the 
gums, and keeps them in a firm, 
pink, healthy condition. If you 
don't care to discontinue the 
tooth paste you are now us­
ing, at least brush your teeth 
and gums once a day with 
Fortran's. All druggists; 35c 
and 60c in tubes.

Formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D. S. 
Forhan Company, N ew  York

R rhatfs
FOR THE GUMS'

More than a tooth paste
—it checks Pyorrhea

The Cow 
Women
A Western Story

By George Gilbert
s s s

Big, stanch Ed Fraser, a ranchman 
with a most lovable and lovely daugh­
ter, decided to try matrimony a sec­
ond time, to the satisfaction of his 
enemies and the consternation of his 
friends.

You will like Ed and his daughter. 
You won’t like Brazos Kingston, wily 
as a fox, and slippery as an eel, who 
managed to live without working, but 
you will be mightily interested in his 
actions.

Price, $2.00 net

CHELSEA^. HOUSE
79̂ (59 SersnthQxe. r̂ u/

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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R elief in  . 
O ne <fc 

Minuie %

CORNS
Make this test! See how instant and complete 
is your relief with Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads. 
They stop the cause—friction and pressure. 
No method so safe, quickly healing and abso­
lutely antiseptic and scientific as this. At your 
druggist’s or shoe dealer’s.

—---------------------------  UIIU I C I I U U
For Bunions For Callouses

T r y  th i s  t r e a tm e n t .  See h o w  in s t a n t ly  i t  s to p s  p a in ,s o re n e s s ,  
i r r i t a t io n  a n d  s o o th e s  a n d  h e a ls  th e  d e e p e r  t i s s u e s .

JDS Scholl's 
'L ino-pads

Put one on—the pain is gone

Stop Using a Truss
STUART'S PIAPAO*

e r e  different from  the
_____  » P A 0 S

_____________rom  the  tru ss ,
being medicine applicators 
m ade se lf* adhesive pur* 
poseiy to  hold the  distended 
m uscles securely  In place. 
No straps, buckles or sprinfl 
attached — cannot slip, so  
cannot chafe o r press against 
th e  pubic bone. Thousands 
have successfully trea ted  
them selves at hom e w ithout 
h indrance from  w ork—m ost 
obstinate cases conquered.

S oft a s  velvet—easy to apply—Inexpensive.’

ttftcri Fie-SJnB* 
Cold Midi). UrudPrtc.

Awarded
Gold Medal and Grand Prix . Process of recovery is  
natural, so  afterw ards no  fu rth e r use fo r trusses. W a 
prove it by  sending Trial of Piapao absolutely r n p p  

W rite nam e OB Coupon and  send TODAY. ■ I I  L B
Piapao Co. 633 Stuart Bldg., S I Ionia, Mo.
N am e............ ...................................................
A ddress.................................................................
R eturn m ail wQl b ring  F ree  Trial Piapao.

10 C T S .  W I L L  B R I N G  Y O U -
A  W O N D E R F U L L Y  IN T E R E S T IN G  BO O K , w r i t t e n  by  th e  
T ra in e r  o f  M any  o f th e  W o rld 's  G re a te s t  S tro n g  M en. I t  te lls  
you—H o w to  D evelop  —V it a l i t y ,  E n e rg y , E n d u ra n c e , M u sc le  
an d  N erv e  S t re n g th , P e r f e c t  P h y s iq u e —I t  te lls  th e  w eak . 
H ow  to  g ro w  s tro n g —I t  te lls  th e  s tro n g . H ow  to  g row  
stronger—It tells how to develop strong Lungs and H e a r t- I t  tells 
how to gain powerful muscles and vigorous digestion—It is a PRAC­
TICAL GUIDE TO GOOD HEALTH. STRENGTH and V IG O K -It 
tella in plain language, SIMPLE METHODS tha t ANYONE can easily 
follow—It  contains 60 Half-tone illustrations of Giants of Strength 
—ALL FOR ONE DIME. Send stamps or coin today for a copy of 
this marvelous Book revealing my astonishing discoveries about rebuild­
ing the Human Body, during more than 25 years’ experience as 
America’s Foremost Physical Culture Instructor.
PROF. H. W. TITUS, 105  E a s t 1 3 th  S tr e e t ,  N. Y „ D ept. A12

\  perfectly  cut, guaranteed, bine w hite, fiery d 
— na is se t in an 18 K ara t white gold cup; % Ka: — 
size. L a tes t design, hand engraved mounting.

10 DAYS* FREE TRIAL
We ta k e  all chances—if you are not satisfied a t  the 
end of ten days fo r any reason whatsoever, re tu rn  
the diamond ring to  us and your deposit will be re­
funded to  you. Send only $2.00, and receive this gem 
ume steel blue w hite diamond ring  exactly as illus­
tra ted ; m a  handsome g ift box charges paid. A legal 
guaran tee bond as to  quality and value accompanies 
each ring. A fte rten  days* tria l pay balance $6.46a month 

i fo r  twelve months. Price only $ 7 9 .5 0 .

MB?

NO RED TAPE — NO DELAY
Order N ow ! T h is  offer i s  lim ite d . I t  m a y  never appear  
aga in . D o n 't  delay . J u s t  send  $2 .00  as a deposit. I f  you wish 
to  return the  diamond ring after tria l, your deposit will be 

refunded. FREE BOOK OF GEMS
Most complete Jewelry Catalog ever issued 

of Diamonds; Watches and Jewelry— new­
est designs a t  low est pr ices .
A  fa ll year to pay on everything 

you order from our TWO 
MILLION DOLLAR STOCK.

A ddress D ept. 1333. Est. 1S95

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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GEORGETTE MACMILLAN
has written a cook book

No woman, married or single, likes to confess that she cannot cook. 
In fact, most women pride themselves upon their ability to prepare food 
that is at once wholesome and dainty.

Miss MacMillan who is well known to all readers of L ove Story 
M agazine, has spent years in learning how to cook, and having reached 
a high degree of proficiency, she now wishes to impart her knowledge 
and all of her recipes for the preparation of delicious food to as many 
of her readers as possible. Hence, she has arranged for us to place

THE MARVEL COOK BOOK
within the reach of every one's purse.

I S  C E N T S
When ordering by mail add 4 cents to cover the cost of packing and 

postage.

S T R E E T  &  S M I T H  C O R P O R A T I O N  
7 9  S e v e n th  A v e n u e  N ew  Y o rk  C ity

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements


