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ONE HUNDRED AND ONE BROADWAY 51

“and if I were this woman, I wouldn’t want
to do it either.”

“I dare say,” said O’Reilly, “that the lit-
tle lady wouldn't want to do it, if she
thought about it, but so long as sh: doesn't
think about it—--"

“Yes,” interposed Necrton
“After all, it's her afiair.”

“At any vate,” went on O'Reilly,
lets me out.”

Norton hesitated ior an iastant, then came

doubtfuliy.

“this

instantly to a decision, .

“Now, Mr. O'Reilly,” he went on, “what
about terms?  You're out the {ive thousand
that you paid to Lachenauer.”

O'Reiily waved his® hand.  “Forget it,”
ke returned, il hund it to the little lady
as an Easter preseat. I don't want a cent
of money---hend me vour litle assignment
there, myv hev-—-T'll do thie rest.”

Inzide of three minutes O'Reilly was once
more upon Broadway, mopping his brow,
ana ho\\mg right and left to a wondeun"
and appreciative populace.

At one o'clock Norton took Kitty Rivers
cut to lunch.  When they were seated he
handed her four bank books, together with
the unused drafis she had drawn upon them.

“Done,” hie told her, laving before her
O'Reilly’s assiznment r)f the contract.

“How much did it cost us, Dick?”

“Not a dellar,” laughed Norton.
money is intact.”

“And vor .r\”’

“Mine afzo,” said Norvton.

CIve tiked o Tresholm.” said the airl,
“He's positive e can et us the money that
we nud H\ s osure of it in fact.”

Sles “rpoken for.™ smiled Norton.
“Tn faci, l'\v i Uit wich Liehnau
& it :

“Your

Norion,
for (b

_sn_" roaposeien
ISRV THINGIR I

CVery
STE v re
mory: but i
e e waont on,
telli SO
haviny o 1(1

She nadded. fle L ew
vou didn't, 1 remcmber,

“Lichoaa & Motz knew samething that 1
bnt--they've  got something up  their
siceves,  For sove reason or other, this is a
time for rapid moves,”

“Dick,” she cried enthusiastically, “you're
swifter than all the rest of them together.
It will make us rich.”

:-.(;mml;ing that

.

" turned.

“And that counts—making us rich?”
queried Norton.

“What counts is the doing of it,” she re-
“It counts, even if it cleans us out.”

“It won’t clean us out,” said Norton. “un-.
less ~0mcthm~ wholly unforeseea should
he tppen

It won’t happen,” returned the
firmly, T know it won't—it can't.”

Imdid. That day the president went be-
fore Congress with his messa Four days
later the United States wus ut & state of war
with Germany. All bets wore off. Lichnau
& Metz immediately countermanded their
cffer to loan Norten the money that he
wanted. All other available sources of sup-
ply turned a deaf cur to his insistent re-
quests,  Morey intended to stay where it
was until it knew just where it belonged. It
was the one big bet--ready moncy——and
those¢ who had it couldn’t 1=t it go.

Norton faced XKiity in her kiichenetis
apartment in the kighties. FHe laughed for-

girl

iornly.
*Talk about swn:i moves,” he reinarked.
She nodded soizlv. “.\c'z]." she said,
“we've plunged—and jost.  Tachenauer will
want his poun:t of fech—7

Norton groaucd. “And Ll ke it, not
out of us, bhut out of O'Reilly.  And 1 as-
sared O'Reilly that 2'd see to it persen ‘.]1\
that this thing wert throu.a. Amdd Lach

enauer knew this ol ihe ti Licinau

¢, and

& Metz with their Germen monesy, ey
Luew ¢ all the time. 5nd fowith my nose
to the 5-"v1('\‘io‘w——x'm ain albwa in a
eroove—-1 dian't even read the sicns m the

that's all e
tities,  Titles 4:1(,11}‘;"

'1m~ S,

Tides

to e R
Thon L ¢
gasd,” he aicd
Cried,

ST U I Vo

bt “dm just

beginning (0 :'.An*.) Ol GF —I'm ro-
ing over the wp. fia .',;;. fonow Lai

Retlly’s lead. 1o vluft this

lhmj_, fmt to ihe

.“u\

* she queried.
simiy, vhut ics
R Trens now,”

set 1o (Io:.c about a w

“After that,” she cried, foriormiy. “the
deluge. And I got you into this.”
“I got you into it, you mcan,” he re-
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“Not so you can notice it,” said the
leader of the gang.

“In that case,” went on Norton,
call up the police.”

At the mention of the police, two or three
thugs moved uneasily. DBut the leader with
an oath reassured them.

“We got rights here—you  stick,” he
warned them,

The police captain came zround in per-
son. Norton explained the situation.  The
leader of the gang of thugs drew from his
poc ket a n;m-ut'm shect of paper.

“Now, cap,” he said, “thai’s why we're
here. If you got veur doubis, you can call
up that law firm there, and see for vour-
self.”

The captain called up Lachenauer and
got him at his office. He heard Lacherauver's
side of the story. He hung up the receiver
and bowed to Norton.

“Any way yeu look at it
the captain of police, “this

“I must

counselor.” <aid
seems to be a

case fur the civil courts. You got to 2o to
them. What can T dez”

“1TN lose my  tenunts,”  said  Norton.
“Thise men wan't let my tenants in to-mor-

row niorning when they 1 want these
men removed.”

The captuin shoak his head. T can'i see
what rivhis T got 1o intertore,” he said, it
all sifts down 1o that--its for the civit
cou iz, I there's violence. of coursg————"

“Thoere want be no orow.” said the leader
of the wover, 00l here to o stay,
that's ai

Narton bowed (o e
vighr, copiaia” he s
to oxhoust oy oremeiy,
dooy wWihen vea o ot ?

1 .

W

come,

W

copiain, CIts all
Tomerely wanted
YD vou close the
s el to ldl’ '

sl })‘1!1.{'.
ing the

ing in
Sll“ ik

The s R .

SN, L Norton, o the
gany. i e Chvery clear. Yon
are i vthe cepiov of the kalser of

domanded the chicf

thuyg. < bl docsn't he?”

“Admiitedhy T nracec il Norton, fyen
are in bis en Your craplovers Is at a
staie of war with this counay. Throvgh

you, e has invoeded my domain—threugh
you, he now commits un act of warfare upon
me. I am an Awmerican civizen. T shall de-
fend my rights-——my property. This is a

final warning. You have till ten o’clock to-
night. to leave the premises.  After thut—
good night.”

He left them, disappearing in the direc-
tion of the elevator. They set up a howl
of derision at hig retreat.

It has already been said that One Hun-
dred and One Broadway was an old-fash-
ioned office building of the vintage of the
nineties. It was a building of conventional
type. The front hall was broad. The stairs
to the second floor rose from it without turn.
The ground-floor ball, narrowed by these
stairs, procecded to a dingy recess at the
rear of the building. Here were the elevator
shafts.  Ground-tluor offices ranged to the
left of this long hallway. At the present
juncture there were lights ail along the hall-

way, lights in one of the elevitor cages,
lights in the front office, and lizhts at the-

head of the stairs. The gang, prepared for
a long vigil, made itself comfortable upon
the stairs-—that is, it did so until quarter to
ten o'clock. At quarter to ten there was the
faint tinkle of an electric bell nnd all the
izhts went out. The guang found it:-lf
plunged into darkness. Appalled, it left ihe
stairs, clustered itself once mere in the front
hail, and opened the from door of the buili-
ing. letting in the rain, bui letting in alio,

the faint reflection of street lichts op Bro:-1-
wuy.

down
'»\n‘r)-“.

The darkness and the rein, pouring
(‘;U(:ir"e in shecis, darnpened  their
They moved about in the dim pos-
- uncertainly, conversing in hushy
wondering,
ce minites (o ten there was another
far-off clectric Lell. Ligis
IR on-—briliinnt dizhts, haitbad by s
But they it : '

()f ihe

ol reiiel, \‘-.‘L'l‘!- AN
the fiont hallway of the |
Loy closed the frant "um
sterm. The Jeadler
rette, soted the pre ‘
on il fuer Hv ploked 1t o, L

e RYCEF TN Pt 1.

n qu licht of the
hﬂum p(.'_(,(l into the d
much carkness o prec ingo. The rear

ayowas Dlack the adjacent
Koothe stairway
black.,  The
o! mapgr in the air,
v measi—you have till ten?” he

fron:s nath

vy the
s —there was
hall-

offiess wire

wias bBlock. the floor
leaster waved the

1 . T
AONVE WIS

])it‘(‘i'

.
"C

fie was immediately answered. From the
blackness of the elevator shaft two guns
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at them bearskin chaps; cost him fifty dol-
lars if they cost a cent. Look at that nice
pink silk shirt, and them blue sleeve holders
with rosettes. Look at them tan Dboots, all
scrolled up with stitching, and them silver
spurs of hisn. Did you ever dress like that?
They ain't a one of you that ain’t if you'll
remember back when you was flying arcund
among the girls, and going to every broncho-
bustin’ contest and cvery Iourth of July
celebration you could get to. And every one
of you had on hats big ¢nough so that you
and your gal could both ride under if it come
on to rain. ‘They ain’t 4 man among you
that ain’t in his time dressed just like Alf
Arnold as he is to-day, and it was when you
was kids-—just like he is now.

“Now gentlemen, Alf Arnold is guilty.
He stole them herses and he was drivin’
them out of the country. And he meant to
sell ‘em and put the money in his pocket
an’ zo to every dern Dbronchobustin’ an’
every fundango an’ every celebration, an’
every gamblin’ hall and saloon dance he
could get to.

“And when he'd got it out of his system,
and run acrost the right kinda gal, he'd ’a’
settled down somewheres and become a re-
spectable memibzer of the community.  And,
now, if vou all think T done right—and I
know [ did—to fet that man go twenty years
ago, how ure you goin’ to vote about this
bey# ™

Before any one could repty Big Thompson
strode to the boy’s side and with one stroke
cut the rope hinding his arms.

“That's my vote, men,” he said.

“Nine, toou.”

“Same heve,”
others rising.

“Guess we'd Detter make it unanimous,”
said the foremzn of the Owl Creek cutfit,
“and call the taliy square up to date.” He
shuok huands with the bov, remarking sig-
vificantly, “sSo long, Arnoll. Good-by and
good Juck.” :

Thompson and the rest of the “jury” fol-
Iowed his lead.  And then, in a body, they
mounisd and gatloped away.

As e boy, aiveady started on a new
trail to a nev country, stopped his horse a
orient oa the divide to wave his wide-
Lrimmed Lt in farewell, Dalhart heard a
Liorse approaching behind him. It was his
foreiman, Martinez.

“Where'n thunder did you come from,
Pete?” Dalhart demanded, surprised.

chimed in half a dozen

K

“From de sheeps; dey all ri’, way eenside
de line,” the Mexican explained. “Tell zall
de men dey keep lookout. Den ride down
Cow Creek Canon fin’ w’at 'come you. T’ot
might-a be trovle weed you. Wath een
wood up dere een trees.”

“You was up there hidin’ among the trees
while I was givin’ ’em that talk, was you?”
Dalhart asked, grinning his appreciation.

The Mexican nodded sheepishly.

“Wath good for-a Arnol’, Meester Dal,
you see dat man rustlin’ dat calf. Dose men
hang him by de neck, else,” he added seri-
ously. “I di'n’t could tell dough, de one
wath guilty.”

“Couldn’t tell which one I meant, eh?
Well, to tell you the fact, Pete, that was just
the point,” Dalhart grinned dryly. “I
wanted to hit all of ’em that was guilty.
You see, all them fellers was old-timers in
a way, and in the airly days out here mean
wasn’t so derned particular whose calf they
put their brand on. It was kinda the cus-
tom to brand everything you come across
that wasn’t branded; and if it was branded
to run yeur brand over it till nobody could
make out what it was and put your own
brand on. All you needed to start in the
cattle business in them davs was a horse
and a brandin’ iron, and you was a fuil-
fledged cattleman. Why. I knowed two icl-
lers that started with a yoke of oxen and in
five years had ten thousand hcad of cattle.
That’s breedin’ cattle fast.”

“You di'd’'t niean nonc dem mens?” asked
the puzzled Martinez.

“None of 'em--but all of 'em,” Dalhart
replied. “Jest made up that story outa
wliole cioth. T was only fishing, an’ every
dern one of ‘em hit.”

The Alexican shook his head dubiously,
implving that it was a dangerous experi-
ment. Thev rode on in silence for a while.
Dulhart spoke again as they neared the
headquarie

“Nes, osir, they all took the bait, hook,
Iime and sinker, from the foreman of the
Ol Creek outit to old Big Thompson.™ he
weintoon. o Cvery oone of Temoas good es
admitted that in his time he'd used rope
an’ ring on other men’s stock,  And now
thiat we've got their numbers, Martivez, and
they ain’t so likely to make us any trouble,
why il the Teed looks good outside, T don't
tink you nced to be any too dern careful
if the sheep strays a little wayvs acrost the
line.”
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me. I'm all for peace. hut we've got to
down these devils first.”

It wasn't sade for either of us to stick In
that cave, so we cleared away the marks of
our occupation, and Lid our packs in a deep
crevice of the rocics Wake annouaced his
intention ol climbing the tower, while there
was still « faint aftergiow of light.  It's
broad on the top. and 1 can keep a watch
out (o sva if any light shows. I've been up
it before. 1 found the way two years ago.
No, I won't fall asleep and tumble off. I
slept most of the afternoon on the top of
Sgurr Vhiconnich, and I'm as wakeful as a
bat now."”

I wutched him shin up the face of the
tower, and admired greatly the speed and
neatness with which he climbed. Then I
followed the crevice southward to the hol-
low just below the platform where 1 had
found the footmarks. There was a big bowl-
der there, which partly shut ofi the view of
it from the direction of our cave. The place
was perfect for my purpose, for between the
bowlder and the wall of the tower was a nar-
row gip, through which I could hear all that
passed on the platform. 1 found a stance
where I could rest in comfort and keep an
eye thiough the crack on what happened
beyond.

There was still a faint light on the plat-
form, but suen that disappeared and black
darkness settled down on the hills. It was
the dark of the moon. and. as had happened
the night before, a thin wrack blew over the
sky hiding the stars.  The place was very
still though now and then would come the
cry of a bird from the crags that bulked
above me, and from the shore the pipe of a
tern or oyster catcher.  An owl hooted from
somcwhere up on the tower. That T reck-
oncd was Wake, so 1 hooted liick and was
answered.  We had established & means of
communication,

I unbuckled my wrist watch and pocketed
it. lest its luminous dial should hetray me:
and I noticed that the hour was close on
eleven. I hud already removed my shoes,
and my jacket was buttoned round the col-
lar 50 as to show no shirt. I did not think
that the coming viziter would trouble to
explore the crevice Bevond the platferm, but
I wanted to be prepared for emergencices.,

Then follovwed an hour of waiting. T felt
wonderfully  cheered and  exhilarated for
Wake had restored my confidence in human

nature. In that eeric place we were wrapped

round with mvster¢ like a cloak. Some un-
known figure was coming out of the sea, the
cmissary of that Power we hud been at grips
with for three years. It was as if the war
had just made contact with our cwn shores,
and never, not even when I was alone in the
South German forest, had T felt mysclf so
much the sport of a whimsical fate. 1 only
wished Peter could have been with me. And
so my thoughts fled to Pecter in his prison
camp, and 1 longed for another sight of my
old friend as a girl longs for her lover.

Then I heard the hoot of an owl, and
presently the sound of careful steps fell on
my ear. I could sce nothing, but I guessed
it was the Portuguese Jew, for 1 could hear
the grinding of heavily nailed boots on the
gritty rock. :

The figure was very quiet. It seemed to
be sitting down, and then it rosc and fum-
bled with the wall of the tower just beyond
the bowlder behind which T sheltered. It
seemed to move a stone and to replace it.
After that came silence, and then once more
the hoot of an owl. There were steps on the
rock staircase, the steps of a man who did
not know the road well and stumbled a little.
Also they were the steps of one without nails
in his boots.

They reached the platform and some one
spoke. It was the Portuguese Jew and he
spoke in good German:

“Dic vigelein sclweigen im Walde,” he
said.

The answer came from a clear authorita-
tive voice:

“Warte nur, bald ruhest du auch.”

Clearly sume kind of password, for sane
men don't talk about little birds in that kind
of situation. It sounded to me like indif-
ferent poetry.

Then followed a conversation in low tones,
of which 1 only caught odd phrases. 1 heard
two names—Chelins and what sounded like
a Dutch word Terwagne. Then to my joy
I caught Ilfenlein and when uttered it
scemed to be followed by a laugh. T heard
too a phrase several times repeaterd, which
scemed to me to be pure gibberish.—Dic
Stubenvigel verstehn, Tt was spoken by
the man from the sca. Apd again the word
Waldvigel.  ‘The pair scemed demented
about birds.

Jor a second an clectric torch was flashed
in the shelter of the rock, and I could see a
tanned bearded face looking at some papers.
The light disappeared, and again the Por-
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Macgtllivray nodded.

“Well, we're in for it this time.
issued instructions?”

“Yes, With luck we shall have our hands
on him within an heur. We've our net round
all his haunts.”

“But two hours’ start!  It's a big handi-
cap, for you're dealing with a genius.”

“Yet I think we can manage it. Where
are you bound foi?”

I told him niy voonss in Westminzier and
then to my old at in Park Lane. “The
day ol disguises i3 past. In half an hour
Pll be Richivd FHannav, It be a com-
fort to uet inio uniform agzein. Then T
look up Blenkiron.”

He grinnad. 1 gather veu've had a
viotous time.  We've had a good many anx-
ious messazes from the nortn about o cer-
tain Mr. Brand, T eouldn’t discouraze our
men, for 1 fancied it might have zpoiled
vour game. L heard that Lt night they lad
lost touch of vou in Beadiield, so T rather

expected to see vou here to-day. Eficient

hody of men the Scoich police.”

“Lispecially when they have various en-
thusiastic amateur helpers.”

“S02" he wadd. Yes, of course. They
would have. But 1 hope presently to con-
gratulate vou on the success of your mis-
sion.” :

“TIl bet vou a pony vou don't,” 1 caid.

“T never bet on a professional subject.
Why this pezsimism?” ’

“Only that 1 know our gentleman better
than you. 1've been twice up against him.
He's the kind of wicked that don’t cease
from troubling till thev're stone-dead. And
even then 1'd want to sce the bodyv cre-
mated and take the ashes into mid-ocean
and scatter them. 1've got a feeling that
he’s the biggest thing vou or T will ever
tackle.” :

CHAPTER XIL
THE VALLEY OF TIUMILIATION.

Have vou

T collected some bageage and a pile of
newly arrived letters from my rooms in
Wesiminster, and took o taxi to my Park
Lane ilat. Usually T had covne back to thut
old pluce with a great feeling of comfort,
like o boyv fram school wii ranges aizout his
rocin at home, and examines his treasures,
I used 1o Jike to see my hunting trophies on
the wall and {o sink into my own armchair.
But now I had no pleasuce in the thing. 1
had a hath, and changed into uniform, and
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that made me feel in better fighting trim.
But I had a horrid conviction of abject fail-
ure, and had no share in Macgillivray's
optimism. The awe with which the Black
Stone gang had filled me three yvears before
had revived a thousandfold. Perzonal hu-
miliation was the least part of my trouble.
VWhat worried me was the sense of being up
against  something  inhumanly  formidable
and wise and strong. I believe I was willing
1o own defeat and chuck up the game.
Among the unopened letters was one from
Peter, a very bulky one which I sat down
to read at leisure. It was a curious epistle,
far the longesi he had ever written me, and
its size made me understand his loneliness.
He was still at his German prison camp, but
expecting every day to go to Switzerland.
He <aid he could get back to England or
South Africa, if he wanted, for thev were
ciear that he could never be & combatant
again: but he thought he had Dbetter stay
in Switzerland, for he would he unhappy in
England with all his friends fiehting. As
usual, ke made no complaints, and seemed
to be very grateful for his small mercies.
There was a doctor who was Kind to him,
and sonie good fellows among the prisoners.
But Peter’s letter was made up chieflv of
reflections. He had always bLeen a bit of a
philosophier, and now in his isolation, he
had taken to thinking hard aad poured out
the results to me on pages of thin paper in
his clumsy bhandwriting., I could read be-
tween the lines that he was having a hard
fight with himself. He wus tryving to keep
his courage going in face of the bitterest trial
he could be called on to face—a crippled old
age. He had always known a good deal
about the Bible, and that and the ' Pilorim’s
Progress’™ were his chief aids to reflection.
Both he took quite literally, as if they were
newspaper reports of actual recent events.
He mentioned that after much consideration
he had reached the conclusion that the three
orcatest men he had ever heard of or met
were Mr. Valiant-for-Truth, the Apostle
Paul, and a certain Billy Stiang who had
been with him in Mashenaland in 62, Billy
I had often heard about: he had been Petir’s
hero and leader till a lion got him in the
Biaavnberg,  eter preferre:dl Valiant-for-
Truth to Mr. Greatheart, T think. because
of his =uperior truculence. for bheing very
gentle himself he loved a bold speaker.
After that he dropped into a vein of self-
examination. He regretted that he fell .far
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client of his that should by all rights have
been dead and bLuried a full week; and then
1 saw another queer thing happen.

They'd rigged one o' tiwse big Chinese
scales—a balance beam and two iron bas-
kets hanain’ from it —to a hook overhead.
The fat Chinaman got into one o the
baskets and squatted there, still smokin’ his
cigar; Gaspar Littlejohn threw open the lid
of a big sandalwood chest that was standin’
close by and started fillin® the other basket
—and the weights that he used was gold
coins.

I watched that bald-headed little lawyer
handiin’ the yellow stuff and every now and
then he’d look over his shoulder with his rat
eves glistenin’ as if he was afraid of some
one gettin® by that guard at the door and
breakin’ in. But the fat Chinaman didn’t
scem to be afraid of anything. He was
pufin’ away very contented on his cigar,
with a smile on his face that never changed
but once.

That was when they got to the end of
the weighin’.  Gagpar Littlejohn had laid
on the last handful of double eagles; it
brought down the basket on that side.

“Enough,” says he.

The fat Chinaman looked at the pile for
a long time. I could see his lips move as
if he was countin’ to himsell: he looked at
the sandalwood chest where there was still
more yold, and he hove a big sigh. Then
he got off the scales. The two of them stood
there talkin’ for a minute or so very quiet,
and then Littlcjohn took the gold from the
scales and laid it into another chest. He
spoke to the Chinaman again, and they went
together to the door. The lawyer opened it,
and I saw the two Chinamen who'd been
standing guard outside close in, one on
either side of the fat man, and start away
with him. .

“Well, cap'n,” says Gaspar Littlejohn,
“what manner of a viy'ge?”

T told him how things had went, and then:
“Who is that Chinaman?” says I. "Twas
not my habit to he askin’ him questions: 1'd
2> heen a very husy man if I'd bothered
my head with all the queer things that came
up along of my business dealin’s with him;
but this time it had been too much for me.

“That man,” he says, “'is Quong Tuck.”

Now Quong Tuck was the richest mer-
chant in Chinatown, accordin’ to common
report, worth a good half a million dollars
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at the very least, and mebbe twicet that
much. And he had been one of the foremost
in puttin’ u price on the head of Little Pete,
the king of the highbinders.

I didn’t ask Gaspar Littlejohn any more,
for as I've told ye I had better sense than
to put too many questions about the things
I saw happenin’ around me, but I got the
money to pay the hands and 1 went about
my Dbusiness.

Now it is curious, when once ye've seen a
man to take notice of him, how ye will run
acrost him afterward. Did ye ever think
o’ that? Ye may have met him a hundred
times before, passin’ him on the sidewalk,
never knowin’ him amongst all the others;
but once something has happened that
makes ye take a good lock at him, some-
thing that brings his face to your atten-
tion, ye won’t ever miss it when ye cross his
course next time. That’s the reason, of
course, but the result always does seem
cueer—as if ye'd never come a-nigh this one
partic’lar person until the time when that
thing happened, when he walked into your
part of the world, ye might say.

So it was with this fat Chinaman, Quong
Tuck. I'd heard of him, Lord knows how
many times, but I'd never laid eyes on his
face that 1 could remember until the eve-
nin’ when T saw him shot down. Durin’
the next two wecks 1 met him twice on the
street. He was walkin’ down the sidewalk,
smokin’ the usual big fat cigar, lookin’ as if
he hadn’t a thing to worry about; but there
was two Chinamen in front of him and two
behind, and amongst them my friend with
the clove chin that had grabbed me by the
collar in Gaspar Littlejohn’s door. So I
knew that old Quong Tuck was travelin’
with a good-sized bodyguard.

One day, not long afterward. I noticed a
crowd in front o’ one o’ those buildin’ walls
which are covered with red papers all
marked over with Chinese writin’; and it
was plain to see that there was somethin’
bigger than usual in the bulletins. T -got
sight of a young China boy that had been
steward on the schooner the summer before,
a ULrisk lad that had gone to the public
schools and knew English.

“Sam,” T says, “what’s makin’ all the.
talk?” )

He showed me one red paper slip, so
bright and clean that I could see it had
been pasted there durin’ the past twenty-
four hours. )
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knife,” declared Bert Fisher, “could have
hacked him up that way. It's not an ordi-
nary knifing job because the cuts are too
ragged.”

“Qucer he didn’t use a gun, with two of
’em handy,” mused Olal Evenson. “It’s
mighty funny that during all that strugglin’
he didn’t draw.”

“A\ couple of lynx, now,” suggested a
weather-beaten old trapper, ©if they had kit-
tens hid around under the shack, could hev
done fer him that way. Ii them damn cats
go fer a man at all, they do it up good an’
plenty. T vec’lect when we found Red Bill
Shea up on the Kegewik. Seems like he put
up in an ol’ camp where a brood of lynx
kittens was hangin’ out. The cl’ pair just
chawed ‘im to tatters.”

The lynx theory proved untenable. Care-
ful search of the cabin failed to reveal any
evidence of young animals.  Portions of the
flvor were ripped up unavailingly.  An im-
promptu coroner’s jury returned a verdict of
“death from cause or causes unknown,” and
becuiuse it was mid-July the voung govern-
ment engineer was. buried back in Walking
Turtle.  Customary calm descended upon
the Crazy Owl wilderness, and save for an
occasional whispered surmise that Jack the
Moose misht know more about the affair
than he told, the incident lapsed into the
past.

At least two persons in camp, however,
found their thoughts haunted by the mem-
ory of that stark figure sprawled out on
the bloody floor of Ghost Cabin. One of
-them was Al Parres, now proprietor of the
Paradise TLodge dance hall. The other was
Arrold Lennon, government engineer, and
bosn companion of the slain man.

Parres had Lieen among the first to arrive
upon the scene after Sheriff Ellison himself.
He ascisted in searching the cabin and beat-
ing the surrounding forest arca for trails,
Back in Paradise Lodge he summcened old
Buck SGonyeaux to consultation.

“Remember when they found McRae up
there on Crazy Owl?” he asked.

The wizened little Trenchman nodded
vicorously.  “Sure t’ang,” he responded.
“McRae, she was sure chew up lak hal, eh?”

“Do you remember the skull—the head?”
persisted Parres.

“Sacredam! Ees shine lak these silvaire,
¢h? Weeth zee hair, he’s gone, oui! Meb-
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beso, McRae, don’ be eat by wolf, eh?
Mebbeso——"

“The tecth,” snapped TParres incisively.
“Do you remember if there were any gold
ones? I don't give two whoops about the
hair!”

The little trapper pondered at length.
“Dose teet’, she ain’t none gol’,” he finally
asserted. “Two—tree, mchbeso, she’s break
off short. Oui, in zee fron’, t'rce, she's
one!”

“All right,” said TParres casually. “Go
out and tcll Dave I said you could have a
pint of redeye. I just asked because I heard
gold teeth were bad luck. And McRae was
sure unlucky!”

After the old trapper had pattered out
Parres stared at the lithographed calendar
on the farther wall. “Thrce teeth gone,
eh?” he muttered aloud, after a habit of
men much alone. “Well, I guess I could tell
a few of the boys just where he lost ’em,

L2l

too.

Receipts were falling off in the Paradise
Lodge. Walking Turtle’s boom was on the
wane. Even the good claims were pinching
out and the others, of whom their owners
had entertained great expectations, were es-
tablished failures. One by one the experi-
enced sour doughs and crass chechahcos
who had poured in when rumors of the big
strike went forth, began to assemble their
belongings and hit the trail.

The proprictor of Paradise Lodge spent
more and more tirc in his little office. He
drew map afier map of the Crazy Owl Val-
ley, annotating each with mysterious crosses,
triangles and dotted lines. These he studied
at length, then carefully destroyed. One
morning the early-rising patrons of the place
remarked his absence. He had donned his
corduroy trail togs and struck out for Ghost
Cabin.

His scrutiny of the desertedl shack, upon
arrival, was most remarkably casual. It
presented the scene of chaos that had been
left by the sheriff’s posse. Boards torn up
in that hurried search for lynxes still lay in
disorder about the floor. Dust was thick
over everything. It covered the battered
table and Dbloodstained floor with a gleam-
ing gray mantle and almost obscured the
natural hue of the aged and battered moose
head. Desolation was written large over the
scene, augmenting the weirdness of its
strange associations. '

































A bttt Futl

NOW that the war is over it is time to stop

lighting. Unless we want to set back
the hands of the clock to 1914, we must
dctermine to makeé this new world which is
arising from the ashes of the old, a Dbetter
place to live in.  Whether or not you fought
in the army, you have now a duty, equally
important. It is to maintain and pass along
to the people about you the spirit of fair
play, of broad-minded toleration, of hu-
manity and charity. It was for these things
that the war was fought. It is your duty
to see that they flourish. You are young—
in spirit at least. Whatever you are—busi-
ness man, engineer, lawyer or doctor, you
have your place in the great organization of
life. It is your privilege to take part in the
greatest period of human advance we have

ever known.
: g g

HERL are groups of men in this country
who would like to see the whole fabric

of our society shattered to bits. All the
Bolsheviki are not in Russia. There are,
perhaps, employvers of labor who have not
learned the lessons of the last four years.
There is a philosophy of hatred held by
those who recognize only the most elemen-
tary type of labor as useiul and who would
seize everything for the bencfit of the man-
ual laborer. The worst thing we could have
here would be the rise of a snirit of class
feeling. In the past we have been gloriously
free from it. We have been socially and in-
dustrially as near a democracy as has ever
existed on any large scale.  We all helonged
to one great class—American citizens. We
must maintain and strengthen that spirit.
We must remember that any work—whether
it is breaking rock or acting in a moving-
picture show—that contributes to the happi-

ness or comfort of mankind, is equally hon-
orable. It is nonsense to imagine that the
enly man who works hard is the man who
works with his hands. Our civilization was
created by the brains of a comparative few,
working through the hands of many. It is
equally foolish to consider the manual
worker as being made of diiferent clay. In
all essential things of manhood and human-
ity, the fireman in the engine cab and the
millionaire in the special car are Dbrothers,
Whatever changes in law may seem neces-
sary to mect new conditions, we must re-
member that the square deal, toleration and
sympathy are the really essential things.

g9

E think that as time goes by, the arts—
literature cspecially—will come to

mean more and more to humanity. We can -
imagine—and with a good Dbasis for our
imagining—a world much easier to live in
than the world we know to-day. When we
consider how dreadful a creature the ancient
man-ape was, and how great the progress
has been since he foucht and feared in a
world of horrille violence, we have grounds
for the highest hcpes.  Some day science
will reach out and harness the tides, will
reach up and set the limitless energy of the
sun to work in the service of mankind. The
struggle for existence will pass. People will
fear starvation in that day no more than we
fear wild beasts to-day. Greed and avarice,
the legacy of a grimmer time, will die out.
There will be contention, ambition, hope and
struggle, but on a higher, sunnier field. The
human mind will be set frec and find a hun-
dred new sympathies and activities. Every
cne will have the urge to work, not from
the fear of hunger, but from the desire of
























