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T H I S  I S  T H E  O N L Y  T W I C E .  A

Talks W ith  1  op-Notch Readers
By B U R T  L. STANDISH

THROUGH THE HOOP
H A T  a writer o f fiction shouid 

bother his head about fact does 
not occur to many who offer the 
products o f their typewriter to 
magazines. Yet the yam spin­

ners, who make a success o f it, know that 
the story which fails to ring true is in dan­
ger— quite likely to frost the reader, instead 
of entertaining and delighting him.

It follows that wage workers of the pen, 
and typewriter, cultivate a sense of reality; 
otherwise they might not be able to meet 
gasoline and chauffeur bills, and be obliged, 
in summer, to write in a garret instead of 
at sea on their private yachts.

To please the public of to-day, it is not 
enough for the fictionist to have a vivid 
fancy; he must— up his sleeve, perhaps—  
have a high respect for fact 

He must remember, now and then, 
that life has laws, and that the breaking 
of them is apt to spoil the story.

» •

WE receive letters complimenting T op- 
N otch authors on the fidelity of their 

stories to the particular phases of life or en­
deavor which they picture.

I can’t say that compliments of this sort 
would be merited in the case of every story 
we publish. Letting fancy rove, unreined 
by fact, makes an enjoyable bit of reading 
occasionally.

Readers who take the pains to write that 
this or that author has given a true ring to 
his tale, sometimes have an idea that the 
narrator must have passed through experi­
ences similar to those set forth.

While this is gratifying to the author—  
because it tells him he has done his work 
well— it is not always in accord with the 
facts.

Following is a letter, from England, o f the 
sort I have in mind;
Editor of  T op-N otch Magazine.

D ear  Sot: Your April ist issue is now
being sold in London, and I have been 
tempted to sample it. I have at the mo­
ment o f writing only read Roland Ashford 
Phillips’ yam “ Beyond the Stage Door,” and

after such a rollicking story, I am convinced 
that the remainder o f the issue will be 
“extra.”

It is positively certain that Mr. Phillips 
is one of the few who can write as well 
about the stage as he can write fiction. He 
is undoubtedly an ohl-school actor. He is 
thoroughly well versed in the theatrical rou­
tine in every form. I am myself at present 
rehearsing in a big dramatic production, and 
can thoroughly appreciate his moods as dis­
played by “Jerry.” Only those who have 
been through the hoop can be instilled with 
the real nervousness and excitement before 
the rise of the curtain on the “ first night” 
as Mr. Phillips portrays.

I say, in conclusion, that I hope to see some 
more from either Mr. Phillips’ pen, or some 
more theatrical yarns in your issues. It is 
a pity we do not get more of them! Good 
luck to you. Yours in enthusiasm,

H orace Douglas,
126 Drummond Road, Southwark Park, 

London, S. E.
We have had several letters from profes­

sional folk about this theatrical story, and 
each correspondent has noted that the author 
evidently knew his way about behind the 
curtain. And this is so; yet Mr. Douglas is 
mistaken in thinking the author an “old- 
school” actor. Mr. Phillips is not even an 
old-school writer. He is a worker in the 
newest school of fiction:

The kind that does not let its love of 
romance and color blind it to the laws of 
life and art.

a r
IN  a way Mr. Phillips has been through the 
* hoop of theatrical experience. He has 
studied his subject, and to that study he has 
brought sympathy and understanding. He 
has been about the theater much, has written 
for the stage, and many of his friends are 
actors.

In other words, he is rightly equipped for 
this branch of his work— the production of 
theatrical tales. He goes through the hoop 
as every writer of stories ought to go 
through it, if he would hit the mark.

It is the same with other T op-N otch writ­
ers— Mr. Lebhar, Mr. Terhune, Mr. Dor- 
rance, for examples. And many are the 
hoops they go through to give you the stories
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that impart such rich entertainment and de­
light

3*
IT  occurs, of course, that some setting for 
* a tale, while inviting to the author who 
lives in New York, is too far from Broad­
way to permit of his being on the spot; and 
there are experiences which, enticing as they 
may be to the story builder, are utterly be­
yond his personal range. So he is obliged 
to enlist the aid of others.

Instead of going through the hoop 
himself, he does the next best thing: 
He consults somebody who has been 
through.

I don’t say this is always a safe course— 
that it yields the best effects. Yet it is re­
markable what splendid stories the author, 
who knows his art, sometimes evolves from 
scenes that he has not visited.

A S honorary editors of T op-N otch, I feel 
that you will be interested in this some­

what shoppy talk. The making of a story, 
of course, is not so interesting to most peo­
ple, as the reading of it; and yet, from your 
letters, I know that you are keenly alert to 
all that concerns the quality of the maga­
zine you read.

The following letter from D. E. Stout, of 
Philadelphia, is a specimen of the attention 
some readers give to the details of editing:

As an honorary editor of T op-Notch, I 
have the following criticisms to make: Give 
us less yellow margins and more of the 
painting and drawing on the cover page. If 
the publishers care to spend the money, cov­
ers by Lyendecker, Stitt, De Foe, Kline, 
et cetera, would be appreciated more by the 
readers of T op-N otch than any other maga­
zine.

The table of contents can be improved by 
listing the stories in the order they appear 
in the magazine and reversing the order of 
the serials, having the new appear first, and 
the one dosing last

The “Dreams and Their Sequels” depart­
ment lacks interest to a majority of the 
readers. Dreams—daydreams at that—have 
no place in a magazine printing red-blooded 
action stories. Ask the honorary staff.

The T op-N otch—and all Street Smith 
magazines—advertisements can be improved. 
This is something that the publishers should 
look into.

Every reader of T op-N otch gets his 
money’s worth. The stories have been stead­
ily improving for a long time; keep it up.
I will not discuss them, but will say I am 
satisfied, but will not be contented until you 
reach the notch at the top.

In the May number talk, you speak of 
Baker winning the pennant by a home-run 
drive. It was the world’s championship you 
will remember, if you stop and think.

Mr. Standish, your "Lefty, of the Big 
League" is the poorest story you ever turned 
out. It is not true to life. I will not go 
into detail unless you call on me as honorary 
editor to do so.

I would be pleased to know whether or not 
my suggestions meet with your approval. I 
have made no mention of “Mechanics” and 
“Shop,” but it is my opinion that the space 
could be used to better advantage for stories.

I have one more suggestion to make. It 
is that you start a letter department in T op- 
N otch. Readers like to know what other 
readers have to say about the magazine. 
They also like to know a little about the au­
thors, whether Jones is an explorer and in­
tends going to Alaska for story material; or 
whether Brown is writing a series of stories 
about 'fetjbos for the magazine, and other 
little personalities and intimacies. The chat 
could be combined with this department, and 
placed in- the body of the magazine. Will 
you let me know your opinion about this? 
You have my best wishes for the success of 
yourself ana the magazine.

dK
I STAND corrected about the “pennant.” 
* It should have been “world’s champion­
ship,” of course.

The “Mechanics” and “Shop” departments 
have been modified. The eight pages hitherto 
divided equally between the two departments 
are now given to one under the head of 
“How to Make Things.” And that head, 
I think, tells you just what the modified de­
partment is going to be, if you have not seen 
for yourself; the change was made in the 
July mid-month number.

“Dreams and Their Sequels” have been 
dropped for a time.

Mr. Stout suggests that we start a letter 
department, “that readers like to know what 
other readers have to say about the maga­
zine, and like to know a little about the au­
thors.”

This suggestion, an excellent one, has 
been anticipated, we think, for soma 
time, by these talks with you and the 
printing of your letters.

MP
VT OW and then we get a letter that con- 

’  tains no criticism—just a plain expres­
sion of approval or admiration. This decla­
ration of “love at first sight" is made by a 
reader in Salt Lake City:
Editor of T op-N otch M agazine.

I had never read a T op-N otch until the 
March 15th issue, and I can say it was “love 
at first sight” It is my style from cover



ti* <•••,< r Therf wire slisr.s« that at- 
rt acted m> on th* .:'-'.er « l that
:’ ' no. li’ni rl«'\ «rre "W.tiud in Salt Lake” 

„ m'A venal hi Hurt I. Standish, my 
.rite writer, it n. t full "f advertise- 

i!i»"Ts, like m*»t rn.ic;=zins, and I would 
a j 'k  to and from w■ rk in • rder to get a 
Toi h ’I ■ urs itr y  mi!;.,

lo..| •. H yde.
( ’ .. .1 the J hn Hyde in ' Tfr.e Garden of 
. enture )

From John McDermott, of Denver, Colo., 
v.e have this:
Editor of Tor-NoTCH M agazine.

Dear Sis: I have just finished your splen­
did serial, ‘‘Lefty o’ the Big League.” and 
as I have never seen a letter from Denver 
in your columns, I take the liberty to tell you 
it is without doubt the best baseball story 
1 have ever read, and I have read some good 
ones from your pen. I do not like serials 
where the story is about baseball, as I am 
too impatient; the others I let run on until 
1 have all the copies, then I start and read 
them. I am waiting eagerly for the next 
baseball story, by you, in T op-N otch.

a r
D  Y working overtime, I have managed to 

write a sequel to “Lefty o’ the Big 
League” in season for the present number. 
It is a serial, and, from the present esti­
mate of its length, will run through five 
issues—four more after this.

Besides the second installment of my serial, 
you will have, in the next issue, a story of 
strange baseball interest, by James French 
Dorrance. It is called “Lucky in Lincoln,” 
and the scene of it is that pleasant Nebraska 
city.

This is one of the actual-place stories we 
have been publishing, and, I think, a particu­
larly good one. Certainly it gives you the 
local air of Lincoln.

There Is politics in that air, you may 
be sure. How could it be otherwise?

The Presidential Candidate is there, and in 
this story, yet it never could have happened 
but for the great national game.

dK

A  REFRESHING summer story, by Albert 
Payson Terhune, is one of the many 

agreeable features of the next T op-N otch. 
It is a tale of tilting on Lake Michigan, off 
Mackinac Island. You will see the knights of 
the muffled lance, mounted on spirited canoes, 
charge each other in fierce yet sportful com­
bat A unique tale which you all will enjoy.

Another complete novelette for the next 
number is a railroad story, by J. Aubrey 
Tyson—an odd tale in many respects, and

clever. It is called “On the Rail at No­
where,”

CM

THIS letter, which speaks of some stories 
published many months ago, as well as 

some of the recent ones, is from Ferdinand 
Davis, of Newark, N. J.:

And as for the writers that contribute to 
T op-N otch’s large store of stories, Gar­
net Warren, Barry Wolcott, Albert Pay#6# 
Terhune, and Bertram Lebhar are the fotgsp 
“stars,” and rny favorites. And ‘The Dice 
of Destiny,” “The Tricolored Sins,” “Beyond 
the Stage Door,” and the “Camera Chap” 
tales are all prize stories.

When I read “Beyond the Stage D oor," I 
could fairly imagine I was back on dear old 
Broadway amid the bright lights. Keep up 
the good work. A story from your pen is 
welcome? Well, more than that; it is a 
bonanza.

We are glad to be able, in this issue, to give 
you the opening chapters of a serial by the 
author of “Beyond the Stage Door.”

It is a tale of the theater—the longest 
one on that theme Mr. Phillips has 
written.

I think you will find it the equal of his 
last theatrical story. It is broader in its 
scope than “Beyond the Stage Door,” for 
it takes you not only into the vicissitudes 
of Rialto life and the terrors of the re­
hearsal, but along with the actors into the 
life of a stock-company town.

This is one of the longer serial novels 
for which there has-been such a demand; it 
will run through four issues.

a *
jP  ROM Mr. Sinclair Snyder, author, of 
* South Kortright, N. Y., we have this:
Editor of T op-N otch M agazine.

I wish to say a word in appreciation of 
T op-Notch. I think it is all to the good.
I see some of your readers want you to cut 
out the continued stories; I say no. Keep 
on with the serial novels, but make them 
longer.

The serials are not in danger. That ques­
tion was settled by T op-N otch readers long 
ago. Since it was decided by an overwhelm­
ing majority that the serial novels are 
among our most popular features, a question 
bobbed up as to the length they ought to be.
It looks as if most readers would like to see 
them somewhat longer than in the past; and, 
acting upon this belief, we shall give you 
some serials long enough to run through 
five and six numbers.
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(A COMPLETE NOVEL)

CHAPTER I.
THE TIP FROM ENGLAND.

2 HE big city room of the New 
| York Buzzard was fast filling. 
I Reporters were drifting in for 
I their afternoon assignments. 

The paper-littered floor, the 
paper-strewn desks, the noise o f many 
voices, the pur o f  ticker and telegraph 
instruments, the jangle o f  phone bells, 
the occasional yells o f “ Copy 1”—all de­
noted to the outsider an atmosphere o f  
disorder.

As a matter o f  fact, these elements 
were details in the best organized and 
most carefully ordered institution on 
earth—an up-to-date metropolitan news­
paper office.

A  president might be shot, a railroad 
iB

train or a steamboat might smash out 
a hundred lives. Wall Street might turn 
upside down— the facts in each casualty 
would cause no dismay or confusion 
here. The story’s multiple “ ends" 
would be untangled swiftly; it would be 
whipped into shape, and, in an unbeliev­
ably short time, ready for the waiting 
public.

But just at present there was no such 
“ big story” to gladden the city editor’s 
soul, or to rouse to fever heat the dor­
mant spirit o f  work frenzy in the crowd 
o f seemingly lazy men who were loung­
ing about the great room.

It was what is known as a "dull day.”  
Newsjof a sort there always is, in New 
York. But news for whose collection 
or elaboration & man may gladly toil 
with every atom o f  his energy for
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twenty-four hours on a stretch was woe­
fully absent.

Schenck, the city editor, was glancing 
disgustedly over the list his assistant 
had so laboriously laid out for his con­
sideration.

“ Nothing in sight?”  he asked.
“ Like a rainy day in Frog Hollow,”  

replied the assistant gloomily. "On a 
day like this, on the ‘Rube’ paper where 
I used to work, the editor used to print 
‘News are Scarce’ at the head o f the 
local column.”

“ And a dozen high-salary men loafing 
about, and the space men glaring at me 
like dogs at the butcher wagon,”  sighed 
the city editor.

Sidney Burns, the Buzzard’s  Wall 
Street man, strolled in, and crossed to 
the city editor’s desk. Now Bums, by 
all precedent and routine duty, should 
not have been north o f  Wall Street for 
another two hours at the very least, and 
at sight o f him the city editor stared in 
displeased wonder.

Bums, impervious to the glare at 
which a cpb reporter’s knees would have 
knocked together like castanets, con­
tinued his advance, and dropped uncere­
moniously into a chair at Schenck’s side.

“I ’ve left Ellis on the job down 
there,”  be observed, nodding vaguely in 
the general direction o f Wall Street. 
“ Nothing’s going to break loose. If it 
does he has orders to phone you, and 
hold it down till you can send some 
one.”

"But what's-?---- "
“ I've got a tip on something that 

looks big, if we can land it. I didn’t 
like to phonej for the central down at 
that exchange has been known to give 
away good stories; and this will look 
good, as a beat, if it pans out.”

“ What is it?”
“ I got a letter from my kid brother 

half an hour ago. He’s doing a walk­
ing tour o f England. He says he was 
at the Pink Line offices last week, and 
saw Porter Rinehart’s valet go in there 
and engage the state suite on the A t­
lanta for her next westward trip.”

Now, to the ordinary hearer there 
was absolutely nothing in this common­
place information to cause Joe

Schenck’s relaxed body to stiffen into 
sudden and keen attention. But to any 
man who had kept his fingers on the 
pulse o f the world’s news, the statement 
carried an infinite amount of signifi­
cance:

Porter Rinehart— big, grim, sphinx- 
like— was known through Wall Street, 
and through the world at large as "The 
Steel Czar.”  At his whim—and he had 
many— financiers danced like mani­
kins. At a nod he could boom or smash 
promising stocks.

Mighty was Czar-Rinehart, and much 
to be feared. He and his mortal finan­
cial foe, Hiram Kay, had in their fre­
quent strife crushed small investors and 
lesser financial magnates as two charg­
ing bulls might trample the denizens of 
an ant hill.

So when, .six weeks earlier, Porter 
Rinehart had suddenly thrown over all 
business cares, and, at his physician’s 
positive orders, gone abroad for a whole 
year to recruit his supposedly shattered 
nerves, Wall Street had drawn a long 
breath o f relief.

Fot a solid year the capricious czar 
would keep his fingers out o f the finan­
cial pie. This meant many a night’s 
sound sleep for insomniac speculators. 
For word had gone forth that Rinehart 
was not only to be away for at least a 
year, but that during that space he 
would not take so much as passing in­
terest in the Wall Street game.

If Sidney Burns’ news that the czar 
was returning homeward were true, the 
situation became, to say the least, star- 
tling.

It was quite natural that so capricious 
a man as Rinehart should change his 
plans, but his every movement .at home 
or abroad was the subject of extensive 
press notoriety. And no whisper o f his 
proposed return to America had reached 
the newspapers on either side o f  the At­
lantic.

Hence, if he were returning, he was 
doing so in the profoundest secrecy. 
And that, with such a man, could mean 
but one thing—a sudden and tremen­
dous coup o f some sort in Wall Street.

Wherefore, the city editor—whose 
news instinct told him all these things,
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without the trouble o f  reasoning any o f 
them out— sat up straight, as though he 
bad been all at once galvanized. He 
stared open-eyed at Burns.

“ You’re sure that your brother------ ”
he began.

"Yes. He’s a level-headed chap, even 
If he’s only just out o f college. He 
traveled for a couple o f days on the 
same train on the Continent with the 
Rinehart party, and he saw the valet 
talking in a whisper to the agent after­
ward— probably telling him to keep 
mum about the trip.”

“ That could be arranged easily 
enough,” said Schenck. “ Rinehart’s the 
heaviest stockholder in the Pink Line. 
The Pink Line people would obey him 
as implicitly as his own servants. Hold 
on!”

He pulled a sheaf o f papers from a 
pigeonhole o f his desk, selected one, and 
glanced over it. It was the passenger 
list o f the Atlanta.

“ No use,” said Burns. "His name’s 
not on the list; I ’ve looked. The At­
lanta’s due to-morrow morning.”

“ W e’ll find out then; and so will 
every other paper in town,”  grumbled 
the city editor.

“ I think,”  said Burns quietly, “ we 
could find out sooner.”

“ How do you mean ?”
“When I got the letter I figured 

things out. I guessed that if he’s really 
coming home secretly he won’t want 
every ship-news reporter to see him at 
Quarantine, and publish the fact that 
he’s at home. Whatever surprise he 
may mean to spring, he’ll want to get 
on land and consult with his lieuten­
ants first.”

“ But—;— ”
“ I think that’s why he chose the A t­

lanta instead o f  one o f  the faster boats 
on the other lines. His word will be 
law on the Atlanta. He’ll be allowed to 
leave the vessel at any point he wants

“A  tug?”
“ Nojdiis yacht, the Gazelle. He left 

her over here, you remember. I tele­
phoned to one or two chaps I know, who 
are in touch with such matters. I found 
out the Gazelle has been hurriedly put

into commission, and is to leave port to­
day some time.”

“ What l''
“ Ostensibly bound for Charleston to 

pick up a Southern relative of Rine­
hart’s for a health cruise.”

“ She’s going down to meet the At­
lanta, and------ ”

“ And take Rinehart off, run him up 
to New York, land him quietly, and let 
a waiting auto whisk him off to some 
house that he’ll use as his headquarters 
till he’s ready to spring his mine.”

A  pile o f “ flimsy”  was laid on the 
city editor’s desk by a copy boy, who 
had just opened and pasted it. The city 
editor, as he listened to Burns, was me- 
chaMp&lly glancing over the yellow 
sheets.

“ Here,”  he grunted to the waiting 
boy, singling out a page from the rest, 
“ this is telegraph copy. Take it right 
over to—— ”

He paused. His eyes were riveted on 
the damp yellow sheet.

“ I guess you’re barking up the wrong 
tree, Bums,” he said disgustedly. 
“ Here’s an A. P. cable report from Cap 
Martin o f an interview given out, from 
his villa there, to an Italian reporter, by 
Porter Rinehart. Given this morning, 
too. This morning! Doesn’t look much 
as i f  he would be within a day’s journey 
o f New York, eh? That was a grand 
tip o f yours, all right, Burns, The only 
trouble with it was that it wasn’t true. 
That’s the trouble with all best stories 
that float in here. All they lack is 
facts.”

CH APTER II.
THE HUNT.

'T 'H E  city editor swung his swivel 
* chair around to face his desk 

again. That action, in every newspaper 
and business office, has but one mean­
ing; “ The interview is ended.” And it 
was Bums’ place to submit meekly to 
the wordless decree.

But Burns at best was. not submis­
sive. And just now his worst enemy 
could not have applied the term to him. 
Instead of moving away, he stood his 
ground.
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“ I ’ll back my brother’s tip," he said, 
“ against all the ‘flimsy- dispatches ever 
coined. That’s just the trick old Rine­
hart would play to throw Wall Street 
off the track. To-morrow morning, 
while they were reading his cabled in­
terview from Cap Martin, he’d be read­
ing it himself— in New York City; and 
laughing to think how he'd gulled the 
public into believing he was four thou­
sand miles away.”

“ Too thin,”  commented Schenck.
“ Yes? Well, I ’ve a hunch it isn’t, 

and I want to play that hunch."
“ Fve no men to spare on a wild-goose 

chase. That cable settles it.”
“ To-morrow’s my day off. Will you 

let me begin it now ?”
"Going to swim out to meet the A t­

lanta t "
“ Perhaps. I f  I don’t make good it’ll 

cost the paper nothing. If I land what 
I go for, you won’t kick at my expense 
bill, and I think I can see my name on 
the bulletin board with the old man’s 
compliments and the notice that I ’ve 
snaked a one-hundred-dollar prize. Can 
I play my hunch— at my own risk?”

“ Oh, chase along!”  growled the city 
editor testily. “ I ’ve wasted too much 
time already on this cock-and-bull 
story.”

Choosing to take this ungracious fare­
well as a form o f  assent to His applica­
tion, Sidney Bums walked briskly out 
o f the city room and out o f  the build­
ing.

He hurried to his rooms, where he 
speedily changed from the well-fitting 
business suit he was wearing into a set 
o f old tweeds. The tweeds formed a 
disreputable outfit; the more so because, 
since Bums' last fishing trip, they had 
been wrapped around a lot o f  wireless- 
telegraphy paraphernalia which Sidney 
had long'ago bought and on which he 
had often practiced at odd moments un­
til another fad had driven “ wireless” 
from his brain.

Clad in the rumpled garments he 
made his way to a wrecking company’s 
office, and there chartered a tug for 
twenty-four hours.

He was well known at the company’s

office, for more than once when he had 
been on “general work”  he had used 
one o f their tugs on business for his 
paper.

“ Is McPherson’s tug busy ?”  he asked. 
“ I f  not, I’d like that. Mac and I are 
old friends. He’s about th^only cap­
tain you've got who knows how to obey 
a newspaper man’s crazy orders with­
out arguing.”

Luckily McPherson and his tug were 
both disengaged. And at dusk—after 
several hours o f  telephoning, question­
ing, planning, and. giving an outline o f  
his instructions to McPherson— Bums 
boarded the tug John Q. Bartholf at 
South Ferry, and set out upon his “ wild- 
goose chase.”

Now, to the average man, the upper 
and lower bay are merely two large 
and boat-strewn bodies of water con­
nected by the Narrows. But to a tug­
boat captain they are as Main Street in 
his home town.

He not only knows their channels and 
currents, but he knows their denizens. 
He has as many gossips, friends and 
enemies, and sources o f  information 
there as he has on his own block.

And it was in this capacity now that 
McPherson proceeded to make himself 
decidedly useful. His tug took erratic 
courses. First she would run alongside . 
an incoming tug from the lower bay, or 
a tramp steamer that was lumbering up 
from beyond Sandy Hook.

Again she would put in casually at 
Quarantine and at other points along 
the eastern and southern shores of 
Staten Island.

And everywhere McPherson would 
ask questions; questions that meant lit­
tle to his hearers, and not very much 
more to himself. But when he reported 
the replies to Sidney Burns, who was 
lounging on the leather cushions of the 
pilot house in front o f  the red center 
stove, that young man ever nodded in 
pleased approval.

The gist o f all the replies, in brief, 
condensed itself info the following 
news:

The steam yacht Gazelle had passed 
through the Narrows at five that after­
noon. On passing Sandy Hook, she had



BURKS, THE NEWS TRAPPER 5

stood offshore, and had begun a some­
what senseless series o f maneuvers.

She had first gene out to sea for a 
few miles, then had steamed back and 
forth as though patrolling the mouth o f 
the lower L\v.

“ It's simple,” said Burns. “ The A t­
lanta’s  due at her dock at seven to­
morrow morning. But she’s liable to 
be several hours ahead o f her schedule. 
And the Gazelle dare not go far out to 
sea, for fear o f  missing her in the dark. 
So she’s moving back and forth on the 
line the Atlanta's got to cross. She will 
keep that up probably till the liner ap­
pears. I think we’d better move on, 
Mac.’’

The tug drove her brown nose into 
the dirty, ice-cold March waters, and 
puffed merrily southward.

As she passed the hook, McPherson, 
according to orders, rang for half speed. 
But at Burns’ next command he balked.

“ Douse my lights?”  gasped the cap­
tain, with a river sailor’s true horror o f 
such a breach o f  law. “ D’you want me 
to lose my license, and get fired, and 
have the company soaked for a fine, be­
sides ?”

“ Mac,”  was Burns’ calm reply, “ I 
don’t want any o f those things to hap­
pen to you. In fact, such a triple trag­
edy, combined with the death o f some 
dear friend, would come close to spoil­
ing the whole day for me. Just the 
same, I want those lights out.”

“ But s’posin’------ ”
“ I ’m not supposing; and you mustn’t, 

either. It’s bad for the nerves. And 
maybe we’ll both need all the nerves 
we’ve got before daybreak. So cut out 
the supposition, and do as I say.”

“ But-------”
“ Listen, Mac. You've been tempo­

rarily promoted. For the moment you 
are no longer a mere employee o f  the 
Sutherland Wrecking Company. You 
are in the honorable employ o f the New 
York Buzzard—morning, evening, and 
Sunday editions; sworn circulation ap­
proximately the same as actual circula­
tion ; the finest advertising medium and 
cleanest news sheet in America. If you 
doubt it is all that, I refer you to our 
own ads. Now, don't you see how this

alters your status! You’re under the 
Buzzard’s order.-., and I am the Buz­
zard’s niouthpiece. If you gel into trou­
ble with the harbor police, or whoever 
it is that acts a- bogy man for disobedi­
ent tugboat captains, the Buzzard will 
see you through. And the line of trou­
ble that a New York newspaper can’t 
get a man out of. or into, has yet to 
be invented. The Buzzard’s  paying for 
this tea party, and all you've got to do 
is to mind orders. Out with the lights.” 

“ Oh, all right!”  grumbled McPher­
son. “ If you put it that way. I s’pose 
if I don’t, you’ll write me up in the pa­
per. And I ’d as soon be fired as guyed 
by all my crowd. But it’s a rank thing 
to ddl"

“ No one will know. There’s nobody 
snooping around out here to see if 
you’re keeping the lights going. At 
worst, any passing vessel can only re­
port that a tug with no lights was cruis­
ing around.”

“ But what’s the use ?”
“ On a black night like this, a craft 

carrying no lights, and lying as close to 
the water as we are, is invisible a few 
rods away.”

“ But what’s the fun o f being invis­
ible?”

“ The fun? Do you think we’re a 
floating comic supplement ? I’m looking 
for the Gazelle, as I told you. When 
once we pick her up I want to keep her 
in sight till she meets the Atlanta; that 
may be hours. And if, during all that 
time, her skipper sees a solitary tug 
dogging her, he’ll be suspicious, and try 
to throw us off. The Gazelle’s  got the 
speed to do it, too, for all the swiftness 
your tugboat boasts. So I don’t want us 
to be seen.”

Still complaining, McPherson trans­
mitted the unusual command to his 
scandalized crew. And, with not a light 
showing, the John Q. Bartholf took up 
her search for the yacht. For an hour 
the tug cast about on the trail o f black 
water like a hunting dog. Then, not a 
mile away, the lighted counter o f  the 
Gazelle flashed into view.

With a hurried yank of the wheel, 
McPherson sheered off. Then the game 
o f  cross-purposes began in sober earnest.
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CH APTER III.
THE CHASE.

'T 'H E  yacht— white, trim, beautiful la 
* her clean, low lines— ranged at 

half speed along her chosen beat. And 
the unseen tug— dingy, squat, asthmatic 
— paralleled at a safe distance the Ga­
zelle’s every move.

The March night was black, and, out 
there at sea, bitterly cold. Bums, young 
and strong as he was, could hardly keep 
his teeth from chattering. In the stuffy 
little pilot house his knees were almost 
roasted by the overhot stove; and his 
hack, against the warped window cas­
ing, was well-nigh frozen. There are, 
taken all in all, far pleasanter refuges 
on a blizzardly night than the pilot 
house o f a river tug.

At last, from high above the yacht, a 
shower o f blue-white sparks flared and 
sputtered in a haltingly rhythmic suc­
cession.

“ Gee!”  exclaimed McPherson, at the 
wheel. “ What’s that?”

“ Her wireless, o f  course. I didn't 
know she carried an outfit. But I might 
have guessed it. Financiers are always 
wild to keep in touch with their offices, 
even when they’re on a pleasure cruise.”  

“ But what’s she signaling, I won­
der?”

“ She isn’t signaling. She’s evidently 
just picked up a message, and she’s an­
swering it. A  message, most likely, 
from the Atlanta; the most natural 
thing in the world. The man on board 
the Atlanta is telegraphing to find if his 
yacht’s ready for him to make his get­
away. I wish I could read that mes­
sage the yacht’s operator is sending.” 

“ Why can’t you ?”  asked McPherson. 
“ Last time you took a cruise with me 
you were all worked up about wireless. 
Said you’d bought a practice outfit, and 
were studying it all out.”

“ I was, but I’m not now. It took up 
too much time, so I dropped it. I 
learned to ‘send’ fairly well. That’s the 
easiest part o f  telegraphy, you know. 
Any one can learn to send a message, 
after a fashion, in a few months’ study. 
But when it comes to ‘receiving’—that 
means reading a message— it’s ten times

as hard. I never could get the hang o f  
it, somehow. Full speed ahead, old 
man 1”  he broke off abruptly.

The Gazelle had wheeled, and was 
making off at a goodly pace, straight 
southeastward. McPherson rang for 
full speed, and, guided by the yacht’s 
stern lights, gave chase.

“ She knows where the Atlanta is,”  
hazarded Bums, “and she’s off to meet 
her. Lucky ‘she isn’t hitting a hotter 
pace 1 Can’t you feed a speed ball -to 
this old hulk o f  yours, Mac ? She’ll be 
out o f  sight pretty soon.”

“ What if she is? W e’ve got her di­
rection, and we’ll pick her up when she 
slackens. See? She’s easing down al­
ready.”

The yacht had indeed slowed per­
ceptibly. A  few minutes later she rode 
motionless, save for the swell o f the 
ocean.

The tug edged up closer and closer, 
until McPherson dared risk no nearer 
approach,

“W e’re almost stumbling over her 
now,”  he declared, in answer to a re­
monstrance from Bums. “ I f  they had 
eyes in their heads, or a decent pair of 
ears among ’em, they’d know we were 
here. I s'pose, though, they aren’t ex­
pecting any evening visits from tugs, so 
far out to sea as this. Look !”

Out o f the inky blackness far in front 
o f them leaped a blur o f light. And at 
the same instant a rocket roared upward 
into the black sky from the yacht, show­
ering the night with a trail o f golden 
sparks.

“ The Atlanta!”  cried McPherson. 
"And the Gazelle’s  signaling her.”

The oncoming blur o f  light resolved 
itself speedily into something that 
looked like a partially illuminated sky­
scraper.

On dashed the great liner, bearing 
down upon the two lesser craft like 
some gleaming, shapeless phantom o f  
the darkness.

“ She is slowing,” reported McPher­
son. “ She’s going to lay to in a minute. 
From her direction she’ll stop about a 
hundred yards to starboard o f  the Ga­
zelle.”

“ Good!”  exclaimed Bums, jumping
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up; his discomfort forgotten in the glow 
o f excitement that all at once pos>e.-i se< 1 
him. “ Bring around to the other -ide 
o f the Atlanta—the side farthest from 
the Gazelle. Run u- up close alongside. 
Close, mind you! '

“ She’s liable to swamp us 1”  com­
plained McPherson, a- he prepared to 
obey.

“ She’ll do nothing o f the sort. Get 
as near as you dare before she stops. 
Then the instant she slows down and 
stops, run in close to her. I want to get 
aboard. When I do, you can back away 
to a safe distance, and wait till I sing 
out for you to come in again and take 
me off.”

“ Take you off? How in thunder 
could I do that ?”

“ I don’t know yet. It’ll be time enough 
to think about that when I’m ready to 
get off. Just now I ’ve got to get 
aboard.”

“Aboard ? But------ ”
“ Did you think I came all this way 

just to look at the Atlanta from a dis­
tance? I believe there’s a man on bbard 
her who is going to be transferred by 
boat to that yacht. It’s too dark for me 
to see him unless I get aboard the At­
lanta. It will take several minutes for 
the boat to row to the Gazelle, and to 
come back again— longer if she has to 
make another trip with his luggage,. 
Arid those minutes mean my chance. 
It’s more leeway than Fortune gives to 
many a man in this queer game we call 
life.”

The tug was well under way. Mov­
ing forward unseen in the darkness, and 
unheard above the churning o f the 
water around the liner’s keel, she came 
close alongside, just as the Atlanta 
came to a ponderous rolling halt.

Under the liner’s stern ran the tug. 
The watch and all others who chanced 
to be awake on board the liner were evi­
dently on the other side, forward, 
watching the yacht. It was practically 
certain that all o f  the passengers were 
in their staterooms. Six bells sounded, 
rhythmic and loud.

“ Three o'clock!”  murmured Bums, as 
he clambered to the roof o f  the pilot

house and crouched there. The puffers 
swished against the liner’s side, and the 
tug came to a standstill.

The task o f reaching the lowest deck 
o f the great ship from the pilot house 
o f the little tug wa» no easy one, you 
may be sure; but Bums had considered 
his difficulties well. There were no 
ports open, and the reporter could think 
o f but one way to get aboard.

Under his whispered directions, a 
man o f the tug’s crew climbed to the 
top o f the pilot house with a coil o f 
rope in his hand. Fortunately there was 
but a slight roll to the ship as she lay; 
and with his eyes fixed on the flag­
staff at the stem, which was canted 
backWard at a slight angle, the sailor 
poised himself and gauged the dis­
tance.

“ Mustn’t miss it, old man,”  cautioned 
Burns. “ The first throw may attract 
some one’s attention.”

Presently, as the big vessel steadied 
for an instant, the sailor drew back his 
shoulder and arm and hurled the rope 
coil high over the stern rail, athwart the 
inclined flagstaff.

Burns caught his breath anxiously, 
and gave the man’s shoulder a congratu­
latory whack as the coil spun out in the 
air and fell back, with the rope safely 
over the strongly braced foot o f the 
staff.

In a moment the sailor was holding 
the two ends o f the rope steady, and the 
reporter was swarming up. hand over 
hand, thanking his lucky stars that he 
had not neglected athletic training. It 
was a tedious pull; but soon he was at 
the level of the deck; and with a gasp 
o f relief he let go the harsh rope and 
caught the rail. No one was in sight 
on the deck as he climbed over; and he 
turned and waved a signal to the man 
below, who promptly gathered in the 
rope, leaving no evidence o f the secret 
boarding o f the vessel.

As he did so a roll o f the liner sent 
the tug sheering off a full dozen yards 
from the Atlanta’s side.

“ I’m in for it now!”  mused Bums, 
scrambling to his feet. "There’s no way 
out.”
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CH APTER IV.
T R A C K E D  D O W N .

A ROUND the narrow lower deck Sid- 
ney raced at top speed, seeking the 

first opening that would take him to the 
farther side. Unnoticed, unobstructed, 
he hurried on. And, in an incredibly 
short time, considering his lack o f fa­
miliarity with his surroundings, he 
gained the starboard deck of .the A t­
lanta.

There he stopped short in his tracks 
at sight o f a tableau directly in front o f  
him. There was nothing very thrilling 
in what he saw, yet at the sight he 
glowed as might a runner at sight o f  the 
coveted goal.

There, under a bunch o f electric 
lights, stood a little group o f men be­
side a “gate gap" in the rail. One thin, 
wiry personage in gorgeous uniform 
was evidently Captain Hardenburg, o f 
the Atlanta.

A  little behind the captain several 
seamen were working over a pile o f  lug­
gage that strewed a portion o f the nar­
row floor space; and, directing these 
workers, was a solemn-faced function­
ary whom Bums recognized as Kramer, 
Porter Rinehart’s valet, major-domo, 
and genera! handy man.

But to these people and these details 
Bums gave scarcely a glance or a 
thought. He instinctively noted and 
tabulated their presence with a trained 
newspaper man’s subconscious faculty 
o f  observation.

His eyes were fixed on a big man, 
muffled in an ulster, who stood by the 
rail, in conversation with the captain.

Disguising as were the bulky great­
coat and the low-pulled tweed cap, 
Burns knew the big man. There could 
be no mistaking that rugged face and 
the booming, rough voice.

It was Porter Rinehart— the magnate 
who was at that hour supposedly slum­
bering peacefully in his villa in the dis­
tant Riviera.

Porter Rinehart, whose secret return 
to his native land meant a coup of some 
sort that would send Wall Street into 
wild, hysterical commotion, and might 
spread disaster to thousands o f specu­

lators and investors, stood there before 
the eyes o f the man who sought him;

The first impression that flashed into 
Sidney Bumsf mind was one o f tri­
umph. He had “played his hunch” to 
the limit, and he had won. He had 
backed his judgment against that o f his 
superior in office, .and he had proved 
himself in the right.

Then came a rush o f the keen joy so 
familiar to every working journalist, 
and so inexplicable to an outsider—the 
delight of knowing he was going to 
score for his paper a tremendous “ beat.” 

An accommodation ladder had been 
run over the side. At its foot lay a 
boat, her crew waiting for the descent 
o f  their master. Captain Hardenburg, 
usually a monarch aboard his own ship, 
was listening to Rinehart’s parting 
words with the deference an office boy 
might show to the dreaded "boss.”

But Bums did not stop to dwell on 
these things. His mission was accom­
plished. It now remained for him only 
to get back to his tug unobserved; and 
for that tug to carry him at full speed to 
New York with his precious “ beat.”

He was too late, o f  course, to catch 
even the latest edition o f the morning 
Buzzard', but his story would be in am­
ple time for a spread in the first edition 
o f the evening issue. And, as the even­
ing Buzzard’s first edition was always 
on the street by nine-thirty a. m;, the 
news would be in ample time for the 
opening o f  the stock exchange.

Grimly Burns smiled at thoughts of 
the flurry the story would create^ Even 
as lesser beasts o f  the jungle scatter to 
cover at sound o f the approaching lion’s 
roar, so would Wall Street scurry to 
protect itself against its returning ty­
rant’s onslaught. And for once not 
only Wall Street, but the small investors 
as well, would be on time. For once 
the lion’s mighty paw swishing down 
upon its prey would find -that prey safe­
ly out o f reach. A  fifty-doilar-a-week 
reporter would have outwitted a man 
worth more than fifty million dollars, 
and saved his fellow men from the loss 
o f  millions upon millions o f  dollars.

The adventure had been almost tame; 
there had not been one break in its sue-
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cessfu! achievement; but Bums knew he 
would feel safer aboard the tug, so he 
silently stepped backward, preparatory 
to retracing the way he had come.

One stealthy backward step he took, 
and— his heel struck against a heavy 
portmanteau that formed part o f Rine­
hart’s luggage.

Burns lost his balance, and sprawled 
headlong on the deck.

CHAPTER V.
A TIGHT SQUEEZE.

A T  the clatter o f Burns’ fall, and the 
n  overturning o f  the big portman­
teau, Rineheart and Captain Harden- 
burg whirled about like guilty boys 
caught robbing a candy counter.

’You told me you’d fixed it so no pas­
sengers could get down to this deck to­
night !”  snarled the financier, as he 
caught sight o f Bums’ tweed-clad figure 
scrambling up from the planks.

“ 1 did, sir,”  quavered Hardenburg, 
“ I gave strict orders to- — ”

A  wordless, bull-like roar from Rine­
hart cut short the reply. Bums was on 
his feet once more, and the electric light 
clearly revealed every feature o f his 
face.

He had interviewed— or tried to in­
terview—Rinehart a dozen times in his 
Wall Street career. And the Czar had 
an almost uncanny memory for faces. 
The sight o f a reporter at that time and 
place was to Rinehart what the sight o f 
a charging cordon o f  police would be to 
a housebreaker.

No one knew better than the financier 
the enormous power of the press. At a 
glance he divined the cause o f Burns’ 
presence. Without at all knowing how 
the reporter had chanced to board the 
Atlanta, Rinehart understood that 
Bums’ recognition o f him meant a 
deathblow to his greatest financial plot.

But Porter Rinehart had risen to his 
height in the financial world by his 
power to think and act with unbeliev­
able quickness. Before his lips had 
closed from the involuntary cry o f cha­
grined fury he had turned upon Cap­
tain Hardenburg, and in an undertone 
had rattled out a swift order.

The captain, with true seamanlike 
promptness, shouted at once to the men 
who were crowding up:

“ Catch hold o f him! He’s a stow­
away 1”

Bums had already turned to bolt. As 
he did so he ran into the arms o f a stal­
wart deck hand.

Then several interesting things hap­
pened at the same time. Rinehart, fol­
lowed by his valet, bolted clumsily down 
the accommodation ladder into the wait­
ing boat. Bums, with a skill born of 
old days on the football field, wriggled 
free from the deck hand’s grip. Cap­
tain Hardenburg, with three men at his 
back, flung himself upon the reporter.

Bdrns jumped back against the wall.
"Hands o ff!”  he cried. “What do 

you mean by treating a passenger like 
this?”

“ You’re no passenger,”  retorted the 
captain, pausing in his onslaught. 
“ You’re a stowaway.”

"I ’m not, and you know I ’m not! If 
I  were, I ’ve money enough to pay my 
passage. If you lay a hand on me------ ”

“Don’t bluff!" broke in Hardenburg. 
“ I know your game, and you can’t work 
it aboard my ship. Will you .give up 
quietly, or must I have you overpowered 
and put in irons?”

“ There is no need for that,”  said 
Bums. ‘T il go with you to New York, 
and when you dock in the morning you 
can have me arrested and sent to a 
magistrate’s court. That will settle any 
question o f my guilt in boarding your 
ship.”

“ You’re not going to land in New 
York in the morning, young man,”  re­
turned Hardenburg. “ You’ll stay 
aboard my ship until—*—”

“ Until Mr. Rinehart gets a chance to 
spring his Wall Street trap? I get the 
idea. I’m to be locked up here and for­
gotten till it’ s too late to publish the 
story o f Rinehart's secret return. Then 
I’m to be released with apologies. And 
if I bring suit against you and your 
steamship line, Mr. Rinehart will cheer­
fully pay the bill. It’ll be well worth it 
to him. Is that the idea?”

From the blank look on the captain’s 
tanned face, Sidney knew he had de-
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scribed the situation with absolute ac­
curacy

It would be easy to overpower him, 
lock him into a stateroom, and keep him 
there under guard for days; indeed, un­
til such time as Rinehart was willing to 
appear in public. Then, with specious 
explanations and a comfortable sum o f 
damage money, they would let him go.

There would be no redress o f a sort 
that could harm Rinehart. The finan­
cier was chief stockholder in the Pink 
Line Steamship Company. Aboard the 
company’s boats his word was law.

“ Well,”  resumed Burns disconsolate­
ly, “ you’ve got me where you want me. 
I take it you don’t want a row that will 
wake the passengers and set them to 
asking inconvenient questions. That’s 
why you haven’t tackled me yet; and 
why you won’t, except as a last resort. 
There are too many o f you for me to 
fight. You’d have me down and in irons 
before I could strike a blow. I may as 
well yield gracefully.”

Hardenburg’s face showed his pleas­
ure at this philosophic attitude o f his 
prisoner.

“ That’s better,”  approved the captain. 
“ If you’ll come along quietly you won’t 
be harmed, and we’ll make you as com­
fortable as we can.”

“ Thanks!”  meekly responded Burns, 
stepping forward from his position 
against the wall. “ I don’t relish the 
chance o f a beating when there’s noth­
ing to be gained by it. But o f  course 
you understand I ’ll bring suit against 
your company ?”

As he talked he walked forward to­
ward the captain, an ingratiating smile 
on his lips. Hardenburg made a sign 
to the sailors who stood near. One on 
each side they quietly closed in on the 
reporter.

As the nearer o f the two reached out 
to seize his shoulder, Burns darted for­
ward, and his fist caught the unprepared 
captain full on the point o f the jaw , 
felling him to the deck.-^

Before any o f  the rest could grasp 
the situation, or could reach him, Bums 

'  had leaped upon the rail.
“ McPherson!”  he yelled, with all the

power o f his lungs, “ around this side! 
Stand by to pick me up!”

A  sailor grabbed for his ankles. With 
a backward kick that sent the man stag­
gering, Sidney Burns sprang clear of the 
rail, and outward into the blackness of 
the night.

He heard confused shouts from the 
deck behind him. He heard the splash 
o f a boat’s oars somewhere in the dark. 
He saw, far ahead, the gleam of the mo­
tionless yacht’s lights.

Then, with an icy shock that bit clear 
to his brain, the waters closed over him.

Down he went— down, down— 
through the freezing cold of the black 
ocean. The chill struck him numb and 
helpless. And down he sank into the 
depths o f the Atlantic.

CHAPTER VI.
ON THE FACE OF THE WATERS.

A F T E R  what seemed an interminable 
plunge, Burns felt his numbed body 

rising. Striking out with all his Yorce, 
he shot upward. While rising from a 
dive in very cold water, on a dark night, 
it is no easy thing for a swimmer to 
know the exact moment when his head 
rises above the surface. And Burns 
miscalculated. He drew in his breath 
an instant too soon. The icy, sicken- 
ingly salt water gushed into his throat 
and nostrils, causing him to suffer the 
agony o f strangling.

Involuntarily he opened his mouth, 
and drew in a great, gasping breath; 
and, by great luck, his mouth by this 
time was above the water. He shook 
his eyes clear o f the stinging brine, and, 
treading water, looked about him.

Just behind him rose the high bulk of 
the liner. His water-deadened ears 
could even now catch the sounds o f 
commotion on her lower deck.

“ They’ll send the boat after me,”  he 
thought dully. “ My only hope is to 
give them the slip, and get back to the 
tug.”

Swimming silently and swiftly, he 
sought to round the stern o f the Atlan­
ta, and through the dense gloom to 
catch sight o f the tug.

McPherson, he was certain, must
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have heard his shout. In that case the 
tug would doubtless be already upon her 
way around the liner. And for Bums 
to continue his effort to reach the A t­
lanta’s farther side would be mereljr a 
suicidal game o f blindman’s buff, which 
must lead to his missing the tug entirely.

So he made haste to alter his course, 
and swim outward toward the point 
where, in his detour o f the liner, Mc­
Pherson would probably appear.

Burns was still wearing the thick win­
ter suit and heavy shoes he had donned 
for the trip. The inhaling o f the water 
into the windpipe and lungs had caused 
so much pain and coughing that he was 
well-nigh exhausted. Moreover, in div­
ing, his head had come in contact with 
some fragment o f floating wreckage 
which made him see stars, and left his 
head dizzy and throbbing.

Bums summoned all his will power 
and his trained muscular strength to off­
set these drawbacks. Blindly, instinc­
tively, he swam onward, his sense o f  di­
rection half lost in his mad effort to 
keep afloat and in motion.

Swimming on his side, low in the 
water, with the long “Australian”  
stroke, his face was awash more than 
half the time. And the big, oily rollers 
broke again and again over his head, 
buffeting, blinding, dazing him. Yet he 
kept on, with hopeless, grim determina­
tion. His every faculty now was cen­
tered on fighting off the numb drowsi­
ness that crept ever closer and closer to 
his aching brain.

This struggle kept him far too much 
occupied to allow him to plan new direc­
tions of search for the tug. Vaguely he 
believed he was probably somewhere in 
the general radius o f the semicircle Mc­
Pherson must make in rounding the 
liner. He dared not stop swimming, 
and try to float or tread water in an ef­
fort to locate the tug. Such cessation 
o f violent movement would, he knew, 
give the cold and weakness too good a 
chance to cramp his muscles or attack 
his brain.

And now his wiry strength was gone. 
As each roller swept over him he rose 
more and more feebly to the surface. 
A  glaze filmed his eyes. He could not

distinguish between the blackness o f the 
water and the lesser gloom o f the 
clouded skies above.

“ It can’t last more than a minute 
longer,”  he told himself dazedly. And 
mind and body were too far gone to 
take more than dull mental note of the 
fact.

Then, as his left arm pushed weakly 
outward for another stroke, his fingers 
struck some lumpy, rough, swinging ob­
ject. And, with the instinct of the 
drowning, he brought forward his other 
hand, grasping and dinging to the ob­
ject. Even in his bewilderment and 
fatigue, he knew what he had found, 
before his tired eyes penetrated the 
darkness and told him his whereabouts. 
The swinging object he had accidentally 
touched, and which he was now grip­
ping, was a “ buffer,”  such as is susr 
pended from the sides and bow quarter 
o f a tugboat, to fend off the shock and 
grinding o f contact with docks and other 
craft.

“ The tug,”  he muttered to himself; “ I 
ran into it through pure luck. Another 
half minute and I’d have been too late.”

He tried to rise from the water and 
bring himself up, hand over hand to the 
tug’s deck, but he might as well have 
attempted, in his weakened state, to 
scale the front o f the Singer Building. 
At best, he could barely retain his grip 
on the rough rope buffer, with the pitch­
ing o f the tug and the roll o f the sea.

Burns cleared his throat, and tried to 
shout. “ Mac 1”  he wheezed faintly. 
And again, little louder, yet with all his 
waning strength, he croaked: “ Mac 1”

He beard steps just above him. A  
man was passing along the low deck. 
Burns raised his lost voice into a rasp­
ing, weak cry. Twice, three times he 
called.

Then the steps slowed down. “ Hel­
lo !”  called some one just above him.

“ Throw me a rope f”  panted Burns.
The steps receded. The voice spoke, 

and another voice replied. Then there 
were two sets o f footsteps, that drew 
near and halted above Bums’ head.

“ Now!”  called one o f  them.
Something struck Sidney on the 

shoulder with a force that nearly
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knocked loose fus weak hold on the 
buffer.

He knew it was a rope, but he could 
not catch it. The voices above spoke 
impatiently, and a moment later the 
rope fell again. It was a noose. This 
time it dropped over Sidney Burns’ 
head, and fell slack about his shoulder.

Loosing one hand from the buffer, 
Burns thrust his arm through the slack 
o f  the noose.

“ Haul away!”  he panted.
The noose grew taut, about his neck 

and on one side, and his left armpit on 
the other.

There was a hauling and grunting. 
He felt himself slowly rising out o f the 
water. Burns was too weak to help in 
his own rescue, and by sheer strength 
the two above hauled him up like a sack 
o f  grain; up out o f the water, butnp- 
ingly along the hull and to the rail.

Even in his daze, Sidney wondered 
that the side o f  the tug should be so 
high, from deck to water line.

Then, as they reached for him with 
their hands, and hauled him up onto the 
rail, something cleared his dizzy brain 
with a shock that sent his feeble heart 
to hammering quickly again.

The incident that caused this shock 
was seemingly trivial. Yet to Burns it 
meant everything, and it had the star­
tling effect o f a dash o f ice water in the 
face o f  a fainting man.

As his two rescuers pulled him up­
ward toward the rail top, Burns’ limp 
hand had chanced to brush, along the 
side o f  the rail. Now, as every one 
knows, a tugboat is built for utility, not 
for useless beauty. And her sides, 
pieced by scupper holes, go straight up­
ward to the top o f the low guard rail 
that incloses her narrow little deck or 
“ runway.”

But Burns had felt beneath his half- 
numb fingers an ornamental rope or 
metal lattice work that ran from deck to 
rail top. No tug that he knew of— cer­
tainly not the John Q. Bartholf—car­
ried such ornamentation.

And that passing touch told him 
everything. It was not the tug against 
which he had blundered. It was the ' 
yacht, Gazelle, her buffers out, to guard

against any chance contact with the lin­
er’s sides, in that choppy sea.

“ I might have known 1”  he muttered. 
“ I might have known when I caught the 
buffer. For she’s standing still, and the 
tug would be moving. It’s all day with 
me now, I guess. Talk about ‘out o f  
the frying pan and into the fire’ !”

He could have laughed aloud in sheer 
hysterical chagrin at what he had in­
advertently done. By his perilous leap 
into the sea he had hoped to gain the 
tug, and thence to be rushed to New 
York or to the nearest long-distance 
telephone. Now, on board Porter Rine­
hart’s own yacht, his last chance was 
gone. He was as the woodsman who, 
flying from the lion, rushes blindly into 
the brute’s very den.

“ Well, I played it for ail it was 
worth!” he told himself.

But the thought gave him scant com­
fort. To a man o f  his caliber, the word 
“ failure”  is too harsh to be softened by 
even the best excuses. Meantime, he 
had been lifted from the rail down onto 
the deck. And he leaned against the 
rail, gasping, two white-clad yachting 
sailors supporting him and staring down 
in frank amazement. The men did not 
ply him with questions or raise an 
alarm. They saw he was fighting for 
breath and strength, and they were 
content to hold him in this fashion until ■ 
they could determine whether he could 
walk or must be carried. Sailors, in 
moments o f  stress, are not overtalka- 
tive.

Burns’ eyes swept the dim-lit deck. 
Then they focused themselves on a 
scene that made them bulge with sud­
den incredulous dismay. A  short dis­
tance to the left, the main saloon was 
situated, and one o f  its paneless corner 
windows was obliquely facing Burns.

The saloon was brilliantly lighted, and 
showed an apartment furnished with a 
mingled simplicity .and richness that is 
impossible save in the somewhat rare 
instances where taste and great wealth 
are combined. But it was not the ap­
pointments o f  the big, low-ceiled room 
itself that caught Burns’ quick attention, 
and held him Spellbound. The tall, nar­
row window revealed but a slice o f  the
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room, like a black-framed and too-bril- 
liantly illumined picture.

In the center of the "picture” were 
two figures—men. Evidently one o f
them had just entered the salon. The 
other was rising from the table to greet 
him. Each man's face wore a smile o f 
cordial welcome. As Bums looked, 
their hands met in a hearty clasp.

That was quite enough for Burns. 
He dared look no longer, lest the new 
fixity o f  his seemingly aimless gaze 
might draw the notice o f  the sailors who 
held him. But the one glance had told 
him everything.

The man who had entered the salon 
was Porter Rinehart, newly arrived 
upon his own yacht. And the guest 
who had risen to greet him in so friend­
ly a fashion was Hiram Kay, reputed 
to be Rinehart’s bitterest Wall Street 
foe.

The two men meeting here, by ap­
pointment—ont at sea, privately, at dead 
o f night— the two who were reputed 
such deadly enemies that they had not 
spoken to one another for years! In 
financial circles each o f them was for­
ever fiercely seeking the other’s ruin. 
Yet now— —

“When thieves fall out,”  mentally 
quoted the amazed Burns, “honest men 
get their due. But/’ he added to him­
self, “ when two such men as Rinehart 
and Kay shake hands, Heaven help hon­
est men and lesser crooks alike in the 
financial world. It meant a tremendous 
slaughter—the biggest in the history o f 
Wail Street!”

CHAPTER VII.
A NEW FIGHT.

A MOM ENT earlier Sidney Burns 
had believed that his fight was 

hopeless. He knew his last card was 
played— that he was in the hands o f the 
enemy, and that his chances o f freedom 
or for communicating his news, during 
the next week or so, were hopelessly 
slim. He had played for high jour­
nalistic stakes. And he had lost, 
through no fault o f  his own.

But now, at the sight he had seen 
through the saloon window, all his fight­

ing spirit came back to him with a rush. 
He knew what that sinister tableau 
meant. For years, the mighty Rinehart 
and Kay interests had been at war with 
each other. That war had been the sav­
ing o f many an investor. And the com­
petition engendered by it had meant a 
livelihood to thbusands o f workers all 
over the land.

There could be but one meaning to 
the scene in the saloon— Rinehart and 
Kay had secretly patched up their dif­
ferences, and were merging or allying 
their interests.

To prevent the public and Wall Street 
from learning o f  this alliance early 
enough to protect themselves from the 
ensuing crash, the financiers had met by 
stealth, and were doubtless even now 
perfecting their plans to reap boundless 
wealth and power from the ruin they 
were about to cause.

The whole plot had been splendidly 
worthy o f both men’s cunning. Rine­
hart had gone to Europe, presumably 
broken down in health, leaving the field 
to his foe. Then, privately returning, 
he was now meeting that friend-foe to 
outline with him the last details o f their 
campaign.

In no less private place could a per­
sonal meeting o f  the two supreme finan­
cial powers have been arranged with­
out being ferreted out by the press or 
by Wall Street agents. The mere ru­
mor o f such a meeting would have gone 
through the world like lightning, and 
would have spoiled the plunder plan. 
Rinehart and Kay had devised this ab­
solutely private method o f  getting to­
gether. They would doubtless perfect 
their arrangements, land in New York 
separately, at dawn, and, under cover, 
spring their coup.

And Sidney Burns, newspaper man, 
alone held the key to the huge, menac­
ing situation. He held it. And the 
yacht held him. As soon as Rinehart 
should learn o f his presence on board, 
the reporter was certain to be locked 
somewhere safe out o f  reach, until the 
crisis should be past. He might even 
consider himself lucky if he were not 
tossed overboard.

But fear was farther from Burns’
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heart just then than was any other emo­
tion. Even his journalistic instinct for 
the “ beat” o f the year was not upper­
most in his brain. He found himself, 
oddly enough, conjuring up the picture 
o f a countless army of men, women, 
and children— from the Wall Street 
operator to the wife o f a railroad sec­
tion hand— who must face hunger and 
the dread o f  a indefinite poverty in or­
der that this scheme o f  two magnates 
might be consummated.

The thought infuriated him. The 
helpless thousands were like sheep be­
fore the butcher. And he, Burns, whose 
story could have' forewarned and saved 
them, he was bottled up, a prisoner 
aboard this yacht— at the mercy o f  men 
who, when their financial interests were 
at stake, had no mercy.

In time o f  stress the trained brain 
does its thinking—and its planning-— 
with incalculable speed. The fighting 
rage had scarce begun to tingle in 
Bums’ chilled veins before he had 
mapped out the next step in his seem­
ingly hopeless fight. He could plan no 
farther ahead than that single “ next 
step.”  After that, chance must direct.

He had scanned the dark face o f the 
nearer waters for a glimpse o f the tug. 
Were it within sight he intended to at-> 
tract McPherson’s attention, then tum­
ble overboard again, and trust to luck 
to keep afloat until McPherson should 
pick him up. But the tug was nowhere 
to be seen. Even the bulk o f  the liner 
loomed up very dimly; and the boat re­
turning to the yacht with Rinehart’s 
piled-up luggage was a scarce-visible 
blot on the ocean. Burns was forced 
to fall back on diplomacy.

“ Who are you?” one o f the sailors 
was asking him for the second time. 
“ Did you tumble off the Atlanta?”

“ Yes,” panted Burns. “ I did. But I 
got here.”

“What? You were swimming for the 
yacht Gazelle f ’

“ I didn’t fly here, did I?”  asked 
Bums, in cross weariness. “ I was with 
Mr. Rinehart, and-------”

He paused as if for  breath. Thus far 
he had told the exact truth, though with 
full “ intent to deceive.”  But he was

doubtful just "what next to say. The 
sailor who had questioned him saved 
him the trouble.

“ H ’m l”  chuckled the man. “ Tum­
bled overboard tiying to get aboard the 
boat with him, and then swam over in 
this bitter cold weather, instead o f wait­
ing for the next trip?”

“ I didn’t want him to know I’d fallen 
into the water. I don’t like to be 
laughed at.”

“ Rather take a chance at drowning, 
hey? Queer tastes you’ve got. Y ou ’re 
one of his new foreign secretaries, I 
suppose?’

“ I ’ll be fired or made a laughingstock 
if he finds out,”  chattered Burns, in the 
throes o f a chill. “ Don’t tell him.”

“ Won’t he miss you and ask?”
"B y that time my clothes will be dry, 

and he’ll think I came in the second boat 
trip, along with the luggage. Listen: 
I’ll give each o f you men five dollars if 
you’ll smuggle me to some warm place 
where I can dry my clothes and get the 
chill out o f  my bones; and if you’ll keep 
your mouth shut.”

As he spoke he fished from his 
trousers pocket, with shaky fingers, a 
small and very wet wad o f bills. He 
peeled two fives from the slender, 
soaked roll, and handed them to the 
quite willing sailors.

“ It’s easy money,* said one o f the 
two, catching the question in the other’s 
eye. “ W-ho’s to know? W e’ll take him 
to the galley. He won’t give us away. 
And no one else is going to.”

Half supporting, half guiding the 
chilled reporter, they piloted him for­
ward. A  minute later they were in an 
overheated little room that smelled heav­
ily o f  food.

“ It’s the old man’s secretary,”  the first- 
sailor remarked to a man who was fuss­
ing over something on an electric range. 
“ Fell overboard on the way from the 
'Atlanta, and doesn’t want the old man 
to guy him about it.”

“And,” continued Burns, again draw­
ing out the depleted, soggy wad o f  
money, and separating another five-dol- 
lar bill from it, which he tendered to the 
man at the range, “ I ’ll give you this for
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something warm to drink, and the privi­
lege of staying here till I'm dry."

The man proved even more amenable 
to reason than had the two sailors. He 
made Bums discard hi- soaked clothes, 
hunted out for him a white linen stew­
ard suit, which he helped him put on; 
then hung the wet clothes in the heat, 
and bustled about, preparing a pot o f 
hot coffee and a hasty lunch.

The warmth of the room sent new 
life into the tired reporter. The hot 
coffee braced him, and cleared his brain. 
The hot food seemed to take the fatigue 
and numbness from his sore muscles.

At length, warm, his hunger satis­
fied, deliciously comfortable, he leaned 
back in a big deck chair. Clad in his 
ill-fitting white garb, he realized that he 
was once more something like his usual 
agile, resourceful self. His youth, his 
trained strength, the clean, busy life he 
had led, all aided in his swift recovery.

For fifteen dollars—most o f the 
money, by the way, that was left in his 
pocket—he had averted pneumonia, and, 
in the damp cold before dawn, had 
found snug quarters. Yes, and he had 
done more. Much more. For now that 
the first step was safely taken, the next 
lay plain before him.

The yacht had got under way, and 
was on her journey to New York. By 
sunrise probably she would be at her 
dock. All that remained for Sidney 
Burns to do was to remain quietly and 
comfortably where he was until she 
should dock. Then, unnoticed, he could 
stroll ashore, get to the nearest tele­
phone, call up the city editor o f the 
Buzzard’s evening paper, tell his story, 
and go home to bed. The story would 
be in time for the first edition. It would 
be for sale on the streets by half past 
nine. The news would be all over 
America before noon. Long before the 
Rinehart-Kay bomb would be ready for 
its poverty-dealing explosion.

And, for the second time that night, 
Burns was aware o f a feeling of snug 
satisfaction that his labors were so com­
fortably and satisfactorily ended. That 
he had risked death and imprisonment 
for the sake o f a “ story”  no longer im­
pressed him. He was not the first, nor

the thousandth, newspaper man to take 
similar risks.

It was all in the day’s work. And the 
day's work was done. Already he could 
hear the congratulations o f his fellow 
reporters. He could hear the tale of his 
exploit told in future years to cub re­
porters and outsiders. In his relief and 
ease he half dozed. A sharp, crackling 
sound above his head made him sit up 
with a start.

“ What’s that?”  he demanded of the 
man at the range, who seemed in no way 
interested or excited by the sound.

“ The wireless,”  was the reply. “ The 
wireless coop's right on top of the gal­
ley, Operator’s in there sending some 
message for the old man, I s’pose. Or 
else getting one.”

Burns sank back into his former 
pleasant drowsiness, lulled by the 
smooth, swift motion of the yacht. But 
he was not to enjoy his ease much 
longer. The galley door flew open. 
Burns glanced over his shoulder. At 
sight of the man whose figure blocked 
the threshold, the reporter spun around 
again, his back to the door, his head 
bent forward, to avoid recognition.

CHAPTER VIII.
T H E  U N M A S K I N G .

IN  that quick, unnoticed turn of the 
1 head, Burns had seen that the man 
at the galley door was Kramer, Rine­
hart’s valet and factotum. Also that 
Kramer was in no very good humor. 
He held a slip o f paper in his hand, and 
he was scowling.

“ Mr. Rinehart wants these messages 
sent aft to him as fast as they are re­
ceived,” said he. “ There’s another one 
coming now, and I have to wait for it. 
Here, you steward!”  he went on, and 
shaking the apparently sleeping Burns 
by the shoulder o f his white duck coat. 
“ Take this message aft to Mr. Rinehart. 
He’s in the saloon.”

The mistake was natural. Burns, in 
his borrowed steward uniform, had been 
mistaken by the valet for the real article. 
Apparently in cold weather, the warm 
galley was a favorite lounging place for 
tire Gazelle’s stewards.



16 TOP-NOTCH MAGAZINE

To refuse to carry the message, or to 
seek to hide would at once arouse 
Kramer to look more closely at the 
pseudo steward. So Bums, getting 
slowly to his feet, with one arm across 
his face, as if rubbing the sleep from his 
eyes, took the slip o f paper surlily 
enough, stumbled awkwardly past the 
valet, his raised arm still shielding most 
o f his face, and gained th,e outer deck.

As he passed out he noted a grin on 
the face o f  the man at the electric range, 
and he understood it. The man doubt­
less thought Rinehart’s own secretary 
was going dressed as a steward, at a 
mere valet’s command, to deliver a wire­
less to their employer. And he sup­
posed the joke was on Kramer.

“ Know who that chap is that you just 
treated like a messenger boy ?” he heard 
the man ask Kramer.

Burns waited to hear no more. He 
was not eager to have the valet follow 
him out to investigate. Along the deck, 
toward the stern, he sped with the slip 
o f paper. He would deliver it, and then 
seek some hiding place, where he might 
remain until the yacht should dock.

He had no especial fear that Rine­
hart or Kay— both o f  whom knew him 
well by sight— would recognize him' as 
he entered the saloon. Both would be 
deeply immersed in business. And 
neither would stop to scan the features 
o f a white-clad steward who chanced to 
come in with a message. Indeed, his 
servile uniform rendered him practi­
cally as safe as the famous “ Invisible 
Man.”

He stepped into the saloon with no 
show of hesitation. Rinehart and Kay 
were seated side by side at a small table, 
facing the door by which he entered. 
The table was littered with papers; over 
these they were bending, lost to all the 
outside world.

The battered canvas deck shoes with 
which Burns had replaced his own 
water-logged boots made no noise on 
the rug-strewn hardwood flooring. He 
walked directly to the table, and laid 
down the telegram in front o f Rinehart. 
The financier glanced carelessly up from 
the document he was reading, grunted, 
took the telegram, and. together with

Kay, became absorbed in its contents. 
Bums turned noiselessly to leave the 
room. He had gained the door when 
Rinehart called hjm back.

“ Here!”  said the financier, scribbling 
something on a pad, tearing off the 
sheet, and handing it to Burns. "Tell 
the operator to rush that.”

Burns took the telegram from him, 
and again started for the door. He 
reached it, a second too late.

In the threshold appeared Kramer, 
strangely excited.

“ Mr. Rinehart!”  exclaimed the valet, 
“ I leam there is a man on board who 
pretends to be your secretary* and—  
He broke off, in alarm, as Bums came 
TSfce to face with him under the strong 
glare o f the arc lights. Bums leaped 
forward toward the door whose thresh­
old Kramer filled. But the valet in­
stinctively slammed it behind him. M o­
mentarily trapped, the reporter wheeled 
about.

Rinehart and Kay had risen to their 
feet, attracted by the valet’s cry." With­
out knowing it, they were blocking with 
their bodies the exit on the far side o f 
the saloon.

“ Kramer,”  thundered Rinehart, 
"what do you mean by breaking in upon 
us like this? I - -----■”

He stopped short. Burns had tried to 
slip past the valet, to gain the deck. 
Kramer had seized him. Before Bums 
could shake the fellow off, Rinehart had 
seen his face— seal and recognized it.

With a wordless growl of wonder and 
wrath, the big financier flung himself 
forward, and gripped Burns by the 
shoulders just as the latter was tearing 
free from Kramer.

"Kay 1”  yelled Rinehart. “ Look, man! 
Look! Do you know who this is?”

The other financier, who had in won­
dering disgust beheld his great colleague 
demean himself by mixing into what 
seemed a servant’s squabble, let his 
glance fall on Bums. For a second Kay 
looked carelessly at the tall young fel­
low whom Rinehart and the valet had 
grasped, one on each side. Then a light 
o f amazed recognition spreajl across the 
onlooker’s leathery and seamed face.

“ Good Lord!”  he gasped. “ It’s— it
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can't be— it’s that reporter fellow from 
the Buzzard! It s Bums! And in that 
get-up! What will these reporters do 
next?”

His tone was one o f amused con­
tempt. And it stung Porter Rinehart to 
fresh rage.

You don't seem t * realize,”  snarled 
the latter, "what his presence here 
means. He ha- come to get his paper 
an account o f our meeting.”

Then the truth dawned upon Kay. 
“ What are we going to do?”  he howled. 
“ Oh, throw him overboard, can’t you ?”

And now, even in the excitement of 
the moment, a long-vexed question was 
forever settled to Bums’ satisfaction. 
For years, newspapers and Wall Street 
gossips had mooted the question as to 
which was the greater man— Porter 
Rinehart or Hiram Kay—the lion or 
the fox. Now the problem was forever 
solved for Burns. For, while Kay was 
trembling and yellow with fear at the 
chance of their mighty plot’s exposure, 
Rinehart was his usual savage, resource­
ful, controlled Self. No whit more con­
fused, in spite of his rage, than if a fly 
had buzzed past his ear. ,

“ Well, young man!”  he remarked, 
turning on Bums, who, wasted no 
strength or energy in useless struggle, 
but who stood calmly facing the situa­
tion.

“ Well, Mr. Rinehart,”  coolly replied 
Bums.

“ Donfc a pretty smart trick, haven’t 
you?”  pursued Rinehart, his anger 
merging into a grin o f approval o f  the 
reporter’s fearless attitude.

“ I think so, sir,” modestly answered 
Bums. “ The luck’s been against me
twice. But perhaps the third time------ •”

“ Perhaps,”  assented Rinehart. “ And 
perhaps there’ll be no third time. Could 
you swim from here to shore? The 
nearest land is a matter of some miles,
I believe?”

“ No,” admitted Bums. “ I couldn’t.”  
“ That complicates matters for you.”  
“ Really, Mr. Rinehart,”  protested 

Bums, with an air o f easy confidence he 
was very far from feeling, “don’t you 
think a bluff like that is a bit insulting 
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to my intelligence ? You’re not going to 
throw me overboard."

"X 'oF  queried Rinehart.
“ No," quietly asserted Bums. “ Too 

many
“ Witnesses r"
“ Aboard your yacht—aboard the At­

lanta— aboard the tug that brought me 
here; in my own office, too. Try some­
thing else.”

“ You’ve got pluck,” grudgingly ad­
mitted the financier.

“ I've nothing on you in that,”  pleas­
antly countered Burns; “ though,” with 
a glance at the trembling Kay, “ I can’t 
say so much for your new ally.”

“ Ally?” quavered Hiram Kay. 
“ Ally? ' You’re all wrong, young man. 
Mr, Rinehart and I nye at cross-pur­
poses in every business relation. Our 
meeting here to-night is by the merest 
chanoe, and has absolutely no financial 
significance. I - -----”

“ Oh, shut up, Kay!”  growled Rine­
hart, in disgust. “ The man’s not a born 
fool. He’s smelled the whole thing 
out. I don’t know how, but he’s done it. 
And we can’t sidetrack him. All we can 
do now is to keep him where he can't 
blab until it’s too late for blabbing to 
do any good.”

“ I f  an honorarium— merely a present 
to offset his expenses—— ” suggested 
Kay,

Rinehart glanced at Bums, then 
shook his head.

“ No use,”  he commented. “ If he’d 
scowled at you, or tried heroics, there’d 
be some hope that he’d accept. But he 
just grinned when you offered the bribe. 
We can’t get him that way. That’s the 
trouble with the newspaper; boys. Not 
one in a hundred o f  them has sense 
enough to take easy graft that comes his 
way.”

“ Perhaps,”  suggested Bums easily, 
“ we may prefer self-respect to what 
you call ’sense.’ You see, we’re work­
ers, not financiers.”

“ W e’re not here to discuss scribbler 
ethics,”  said Rinehart impatiently. “ The 
point is, you’re on my yacht And we’ve 
got to find some way o f shutting your 
mouth. As you say, we can't very well 
throw you overboard, though there are
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worse solutions to the problem. You 
won't be wise and accept cash to be 
quiet. I suppose, if we let you go, you 
won’t give your parole to keep your 
mouth shut?”

“ His parole!”  broke in Kay, aghast.
“ Are you going to risk------ ”

“ No," grunted Rinehart, with another 
keen glance at Burns, ‘T m  not. I don't 
have to. He won’t give it. I f he would, 
I'm enough o f  a judge o f men to take 
the chance. Well, there's one thing left. 
W e’ll have to lock him up,”

“ May I remind you,”  suavely inter­
posed Burns, “ that we’re living in the 
twentieth century— not in the twelfth ?” 

“W e are just now at sea, and the sea, 
knows no difference in centuries. I'm 
going to have you locked in the strong 
room, Mr. Bums. When we land, in 
an hour or so, I ’ll send the yacht to .sea 
again for a week’s cruise, and you will 
still be aboard. It’ll be a nice little out­
ing for you.”

“ And a nice little damage suit for
you,"

“ I'm willing to pay the freight. The 
heaviest damages any court would grant 
you wouldn’t be one per cent o f what 
I ’d lose if I let you go ashore to-day 
with the secret you’ve got hold of. I 
think that’s all. We’ve work to do be­
fore we reach the dock, and I’ve already 
wasted more time on you than you 
could pay for with a year’s salary. 
Kramer, phone for the skipper.”

“ One minute!”  broke in Burns, show­
ing his first sign o f emotion. "I know 
I ’m a lunatic to try to talk to you people
o f mercy. But-------’ ’

“ Son,”  drawled Rinehart, in heavy 
disgust, “ I ’m disappointed in you. And 
my confidence in my own power to size 
up men has had a setback. I didn’t think 
you were the whining sort.”

“ You don’t suppose it’s mercy for 
myself I’m asking, do you?”  flashed 
Bums. “ But perhaps I ’m asking some­
thing even more useless and foolish. 
You two men have framed up a deal 
that is going to stagger Wall Street, and 
shake the finances of the whole country. 
Am I right?”

“ Well,”  drawled Rinehart, “ since you 
can’t make any use o f the knowledge, I

don’t mind' telling you that you aren’t 
overestimating the deal. But—— ”

" That’s  what I waht mercy for."
“ What business o f  yours-------”
“ It's as much my business as it was 

the business o f  the man who saw the 
Johnstown dam breaking, to gallop and 
warn the people below. This deal o f 
yours will wreck good men’s fortunes. 
It will make beggars o f  men who have 
toiled a lifetime to lay \jp a little for 
their old age. It will throw people out 
o f  work from New York to San Fran­
cisco. It means poverty, misery, crime. 
It means the crying o f a thousand hun­
gry children, the starving o f weak 
women, the turning o f honest toilers 
into suicides or vagrants. It is for this 
army of innocent people that I'm beg­
ging mercy. It’s for these people I've 
gladly risked my life to-night, in the 
hope I might warn them in time. You 
may not have thought o f that side o f the 
case before. T o  yoji this is just a Na­
poleonic coup that will make you world-
famous. But to them------ ’’

“ Son,”  interrupted Rinehart gravely, 
“ this is finance, not ping-pong. A  
grown man can’t stop breathing just be­
cause every breath kills a lot of innocent 
microbes. And it’s the same in finance. 
W e -— ”

“ With one difference. I f  there’s jus­
tice on earth or in heaven, I believe 
these human ‘microbes’ you are plan­
ning to crush will hang about your 
necks like millstones, for all eternity! 
Oh, I’m a fool to talk this way. I know 
it. And I was doubly a fool to try to 
find a spark o f  humanity in granite.” 

“ You surely were. Now that you've 
said your little piece, we’ll get back to
work. Kramer, phone for------ ”

The valet, at his employer’s first 
word, stepped to the wall telephone. 
The same instant Bums had sprung 
forward. Catching the unprepared 
Rinehart about the body, the reporter 
flung him bodily away from the thresh­
old, and tore open the closed door. But 
Rinehart, with Kramer and Kay, leaped 
at him. Burns was too quick for them. 
Slamming shut the door in their faces, 
he gained the deck. He heard shouts 
from the salon. An answering cry and
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the padding o f  feet came from some­
where behind him.

lUindiy the reporter raced forward
along the white deck. And, a~ he ran, 
the lias!i and spitting o f the wireless 
overhead brought to hi - w hirling brain 
a desperate plan.

CHAPTER IX.
"W IR l-.L J li# ;/'

C ID X 'E Y  BURNS ran at full speed 
^  toward the Ijow of the Gazelle. 
Behind, he heard the saloon door open. 
He heard the cry o f  Kramer, and, min­
gling with it, the bull-like roar o f  Por­
ter Rinehart. * From all sides, men 
were scurrying in response to that dou­
ble call. In another minute at most the 
reporter must be cornered and caught.

Then it was that his desperate, seem­
ingly insane idea occurred to him. 
Dashing past the galley, he reached the 
ladder ieading up to the wireless coop 
above it. Up this short ladder he scram­
bled. At the top he stopped just long 
enough to uncouple it and draw it up 
after him as the foremost of his pur­
suers stretched out a hand to seize it.

With a mighty effort, Burns lifted 
the ladder, and laid it athwart the low, 
flat roof o f the coop. None below could 
see what he had done with it, as an 
angle o f the galley roof cut him off mo­
mentarily from view. Then he stepped 
noiselessly into the coop itself. Amid 
his paraphernalia, like a spider at its 
web, a young man was seateef at the 
table, manipulating, with one hand, the 
“key” ; while with the other he held a 
telegram he was sending.

Sidney Bums did not wait for the 
operator to glance up. He caught the 
man by both shoulders, jerked him up 
from his chair, whirled him about, 
thrust him through the doorway, then 
closed and bolted the door behind him. 
The whole maneuver o f evicting the 
operator had consumed less than two 
seconds. And, as the operator, a slen­
der, smallish man, was wholly unpre­
pared, it was a feat that called for no 
particular strength or cleverness. Burns 
wasted none o f  his tense faculties in lis­
tening to the yells o f  the astounded

operator, who was banging frantically 
at the heavy, locked door, nor to the 
confused clamor from below.

He slipped into the operator’s chair, 
and seized the “ key.1’ He blessed now 
his partial knowledge o f wireless, and 
blamed himself that he had not per­
fected himself in it. Still he hammered 
away at the key ; he flashed forth his 
call. Over and over again with inex­
pert fingers that shook with excite­
ment he sent out the summons,

“ Sea Gate i> the nearest station,” he 
thought. “ That's probably where the 
call will be picked up.”

The ousted operator had stopped 
banging at the door. Above the crack­
ling 'fef1 the electricity, Burns could 
hear him in talk with the men below. 
He could not get down. And they could 
not yet get up.

For the moment Burns was safe. He 
pounded out his signal frantically. 
Again and again he sent the call. At 
last he felt he had established his con­
nection. Then slowly, painstakingly, 
his inexpert fingers began to spell out 
the message that had subconsciously 
formed itself in his brain. So eager 
was he, so concentrated upon the work 
in hand, that he was oblivious o f all 
about him. As he worked he did not 
even hear another ladder strike against 
the galley roof, the climbing o f frfet 
upon its rungs, the renewed beatiqg 
upon the door that shook the whole 
coop.

Laboriously, Sidney Burns was send­
ing this message:

Buzzard, New York: Rinehart and Kay 
aboard Gazelle on way to New York. Secret 
alliance. Bubns.

Having thus dispatched his bulletin, 
he prepared to follow it up with is 
much of the story itself as he might be 
permitted to send before the coop 
should be stormed.

The initial strain o f  sending the mes­
sage that should warn the public was 
past. And, the load off his shoulders, 
Burns’ concentration slackened. Then, 
as externals once more commanded his 
interest, he noted several things: First, 
the assault on the door had ceased. Sec­
ond, there had been no attempt to smash
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the porthole glass, nor did any faces 
appear there. Third, most important 
and incomprehensible o f  all, he now 
observed that the key he was pounding 
gave forth a flat, dead note in-response.

And in a moment he understood why. 
Yes, and he understood why the assault 
had ceased. The operator, or some one 
else, from outside had disconnected the 
wireless apparatus, and thrown it out of 
gear.

Burns was now playing upon a 
"dummy" key. How long had he been 
doing so ? Had all the precious bulletin 
been dispatched before the apparatus 
was tampered with? When had the 
cracking, crisp note o f the key changed 
to that flat tone? Had he been too ut­
terly absorbed in his task o f sending to 
observe the change the moment it had 
occurred? Or had the outfit been mere­
ly thrown out o f gear at the instant he 
began to send the story that was to fol­
low the bulletin?

In any case, he could do no more. 
The apparatus was "out.”  For tele­
graphic purposes it was now so much 
scrap metal. N o wonder the attack on 
the door had ceased! They had him 
penned up safely enough. He would do 
no more harm to their plans. He was 
powerless.

But had he failed? Or, in spite o f  his 
present helplessness, had he succeeded 
in flashing forth the all-important warn­
ing that should set the world on its 
guard?

CHAPTER X.
THE FIGHT.

D U R N S , wondering, hoping, fearing, 
rose to his feet, and stepped to­

ward the door. As though his move 
was a signal, a resounding crash rever­
berated through the coop. The door 
burst open, its lock flying off and clash­
ing to the floor.

Outside, Burns had caught a mo­
mentary view o f four seamen on the 
narrow space between the coop and the 
eaves of the galley roof. Two on a side, 
they were still gripping the piece of tim­
ber that had served as a battering-ram 
to burst in the door.

They dropped the beam, and, leaping 
in through the threshold, flung them­
selves upon the reporter. His first im­
pulse was to offer no useless resistance. 
He could stand no possible chance o f  
victory in that cramped space against 
four stalwart men. Nor could any one 
mortal. Even should he by a miracle 
hold the coop against them there were 
plenty o f men below to reenforce their 
rush.

So Burns, as he saw them drop the 
timber, and make for the doorway, was 
minded to surrender and to save his 
strength for such future emergencies as 
were sure to arise ere the adventure 
should be finished. But, with instant 
swiftness, came a thought that revolu­
tionized his peaceful program, and sent 
the blood dancing jubilantly through his 
veins.

He understood all at once why Rine­
hart had sent these men to seize him. 
Had the wireless been thrown out o f  
gear before the bulletin was sent, then 
Burns' continued presence in the coop 
could have done no harm. It would 
have been as good a place as any to 
incarcerate him. And Rinehart would 
not have wasted men on a struggle that 
could achieve no purpose. That was 
not Rinehart's way. He would simply 
have barricaded the coop door from the 
outside, and left Bums in there until 
the Gazelle should have docked at New 
York, and put out to sea again with the 
captive on board.

Why, then, was Rinehart ordering 
this spectacular assault? There could 
be but one logical reason. The bulletin 
had been flashed forth before it had oc­
curred to any one to silence the wire­
less. The bulletin had been sent in 
safety. Even now it -was perhaps being 
telegraphed from the Sea Gate station 
to New York. In a few minutes it 
would be in the Buzzard office.

And Rinehart wanted to get at the 
wireless apparatus in time to send a sec­
ond and false message in Bums' name 
that should offset the first. In that 
case every minute o f  delay was worth a 
fortune. And Bums resolved to pro­
long that delay as far as one man pos­
sibly could.
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He sprang to the open, narrow 
threshold, resolved to hold it against his 
foes as long' a* he might. The first sea­
man wa* met hv a Ictc-haWf Wow on the 
jaw that sent him -pinning back against 
the nearest o f hi- fellows. The man 
against whom he wa> filing lost his bal­
ance under the impact, seized the first 
man in an instinctive idea o f saving him­
self, and, together with him, sprawled 
headlong on the galley roof, barely 
averting a double fall over the edge to 
the deck below.

But Bums had no time to observe the 
effect o f  his Wow. The two others were 
already upon him. The narrowness o f 
the threshold was his momentary salva­
tion. Standing just within it, free to 
move at will while the action o f  his two 
foes was ludicrously hampered by the 
cramped space, he tut out viciously and 
cleanly.

The fusillade o f his blows held the 
others in check. Fkw^ely they rushed 
the doorway, only to be met and ham­
mered by those ever-present fists. On 
face and bodies fell the thud o f  his 
blows. Once, twice, he cleared the 
doorway; but always before he could 
pause for breath, hi; opponents were 
back again, slugging, smashing, reaching 
for him with furious clutches in the 
hope o f dragging him forth from his 
place o f  vantage, or o f landing on him 
some mighty, unskilled blow, that 
would knock the fight out of him.

Defended as was Bums’ position, and 
strong and agile as he was, and gifted 
with the deft prowess of a veteran 
boxer, he could not wholly escape harm. 
A glancing swing on the forehead jerked 
his head backward and broke the skin. 
It landed too high to daze or weaken 
hkn, but the blood from the abrasion 
began to trickle down into one o f his 
eyes, annoying him, and ifbarring the ac­
curacy o f  his vision.

A  clutching, hairy hand had caught 
the left shoulder o f  his duck coat Be­
fore he could shakj? off the hold, it had 
tom away a hand nil o f  the white cloth. 
A  chance blow landed just over the 
heart, sickening him. Another he had 
caught on his right forearm in so unfor­
tunate a fashion as to numb his arm mo­

mentarily from vvrlht to shoulder. Yet 
he was giving two smashes for every 
one that reached him.

The joy o f battle was upon him. Not 
only for himself and his paper wa-; he 
fighting, but for the thousands for 
whom he had made w  vain an appeal to 
Porter Rinehart. I f  he could bold off 
these men long enough for his message

The two fallen sailors were on their 
feet again, and had joined their two 
comrades. For an instant more the 
fight waged, the assailants by their very 
force o f  numbers hampering each other. 
On the deck below, a line o f highly ex­
cited men were standing far out against 
the raily and leaning backward to watch 
the progress o f the battle. Advice, en­
couragement, and ridicule were heaped 
upon the luckless attacking party.

Bums, his lungs bursting, his breath 
coming in irregular gasps, his muscles 
sore and unresponsjve, continued by ter­
rific effort to hold his own. These 
sailors were rough-and-tumble fighters, 
not boxers. The rough-and-tumble 
water-side fighter has, as a rule, only 
one really effective blow. And that is 
what is known as a “ swing.”

Now, a swing is a tremendously e f­
fective blow when successfully deliv­
ered. But, not only does it leave its 
striker’s body wide open to attack, but 
it cannot possibly be delivered when its 
object’s body is protected by the sides 
o f a narrow doorway. Thus, Burns, 
standing just within the coop, profited 
vastly by the protection o f the wooden 
threshold sides. And he thanked his 
stars that none o f  these men against 
him was a clean, straight hitter.

Still, at best, he knew he could avoid 
their wild blows and their efforts to 
drag him forth but a minute or so 
longer at best. Once let them push past 
the threshold, and into the room, and 
he would be as helpless in their hands as 
a new-born child. In the coop they 
would simply fall on him, bear him 
down, and overpower him. The con­
fined space that now was his ally would 
then become his ruin.

Vaguely he wondered why no reen­
forcements were sent from below. Then
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he realized that not more than four men 
at most could operate with any ease in 
so small a place. More would simply 
be an added handicap. Now Rinehart’s 
deep, booming voice called up from the 
deck :

“ Give back there!”
The assailants ceased their attack, and 

withdrew a pace, leaving Burns pant­
ing and weak.

"Don't try to beat him down!”  
shouted Rinehart. “ It'll take you a year. 
Bunch together, and rush the doorway. 
Don’t hit. Don’t let his blows stop you. 
Form a wedge and push in. He can't 
stop four o f you. There’ll be a few 
smashes, and then he’ll have to give 
back. Get in there, now 1”

It was sane advice. It was horribly 
practical. It was, in fact, what any one 
with better sense than a yacht sailor 
would have planned from the start. In­
deed, Burns had wondered why the men 
had not done it. So long as they mere­
ly struck and clawed at him, and gave 
him scope to strike, he had been able to 
hold his ow n ; but if, in compact wedge, 
the four should drive forward against 
the doorway, and through it, his utmost 
strength could not stem the onset o f 
four bodies. As easily stop a motor 
car’s onrush.

The sailors, who stood in mortal fear 
o f their employer— a fear that easily 
overbalanced their aversion to Bums’ 
fist blows— did as they were bidden. 
The largest o f  the quartet stood in front. 
A  second man stood close behind; both 
hands on the leader’s shoulders. The 
remaining two brought up the rear, each 
clutching one o f the shoulders o f  the 
men in front o f them.

It ifras a forVnidabie array. No one 
man could block such a rush. Yet 
Bums braced himself to do his best. 
And, as he did so, an idea came to him 
— belated, and, indeed, too late for use 
—that turned him cold with self-con­
tempt at his own stupidity. It was, in­
deed, the first blunder he had made that 
night. Being merely an alert and sorely 
overtaxed newspaper reporter, he was 
not all-wise.

He realized now that he had not been 
saving time, but wasting it. The sud­

denness o f  the first attack on the door 
had left him but one plan-—to-hold o ff 
the foe as long as possible, and to  give 
his message full chance to reach its des­
tination before it could be counter­
manded or contradicted. It had been 
an impulse. And Bums saw now how 
foolish it had been.

If, instead o f  holding the door, he 
had had sense enough and presence o f  
mind enough to wreck the wireless ma­
chine on the table behind him— to wreck 
it past repair—no countermanding mes­
sage could have been sent forth. His 
warning would have gone out, and noth­
ing could recall it.

Bums could have wept at his own 
stupidity. But this was no time for 
senseless repining. Like a catapult the 
human wedge hurled itself in through 
the battered doorway. But Bums did 
not stay to meet its attack. Turning, as 
his foes rushed, he snatched up the stool 
at the operator’s table, swung it above 
his head, and, with all his remaining 
strength, crashed it down toward the 
wireless machine. But the blow never 
reached its destination. As Bums was 
delivering it, strong arms seized him 
from behind, pinioning his arms. The 
chair flew from his grasp. He tumbled, 
fighting, to the floor, buried under a 
weight of struggling bodies.

CHAPTER XI.
T H E  L A S T  H O P E .

"PH  ERE was a chance for a highly 
1 dramatic and equally useless strug­

gle, there on the littered floor o f  the 
coop. But Bums was not a fool. He 
did not risk injury fo f the sheer joy o f 
a fight. Like D ’Artagnan, he fought 
only when fighting would forward his 
plans.

And just now he could see no pos­
sible good that could arise from his con­
tinuing to battle, prostrate on the floor, 
against four husky sailors who were 
above him. So he lay quite still. He 
had done what he could. And he had 
failed. Except for that one lapse in 
forgetting to put the apparatus out o f  
order, he felt he could not justly blame 
himself for any o f the night’s mishaps.
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He had striven to rectify his blunder 
by wrecking the wireless, and his chair 
blow had missed its mark. Nothing 
remained but surrender. And he did 
not care to add a useless beating to the 
ignominy o f that surrender.

Finding he did not resist, the sailors 
dragged him to his feet, pinioned his 
arms behind him, and ran him out onto 
the roof o f the galley. Gray dawn was 
visible above the Long Island shone, and 
in front the irregular skv line o f lower 
Manhattan stood against the paling 
heavens like a monstrous and hideously 
uneven set o f  teeth.

Unresistingly, Burns let his captors 
shove and haul him down the new lad­
der that had been found and placed 
against the side o f the galley in place of 
the ope the reporter had lifted away. 
Burns at last stood on the deck, weary, 
sick, miserable; a strong sailor grip­
ping him on either side, a ring o f men 
about him. In the center of that human 
ring Porter Rinehart faced his captive.

Bums, at sight o f the man who had 
conquered him, straightened up, and 
grinned cheerfully at the financier.

“ Well, Mr. Rinehart,” he observed, 
“you said there'd be no third time. But 
there was. And a decidedly lively time, 
at that. Now for the fourth, eh ?”

Rinehart’s grim face lines melted into 
an answering grin.

“ I said you had pluck,”  he vouch­
safed, “and you have. Enough to stock 
a whole office. I said there’d be no 
third time. It was one o f my few 
prophecies that go wrong. But how 
was I to know you understood wire­
less?”

A  new hope leaped into Burns’ heart. 
So long as he could engage Rinehart in 
talk, just that long could he postpone the 
order to countermand his wireless mes­
sage. And, despite pain, utter fatigue, 
and dizziness, he bent all his tired en­
ergies to this new species of fight.

“ You made a great jnistake, Mr. 
Rinehart,”  he said, with a glib insolence; 
“a mistake no man who calls himself a 
leader o f men can afford to make. You 
left something to chance. And in do­
ing that you also underestimated an op­
ponent. The men who have made good

in any line, from pugilism to empire 
building, have done so by never under­
estimating an enemy's power, and 0Jr 
never leaving one tiny detail of their 
plans to the mercy of chance,”

He was talking almost at random; 
anything to gain time; and it thrilled 
his worn-out mind and body thus to be 
pitting his powers against those o f 
America’.' foremost financial magnates. 
It was a unique and enthralling form of 
warfare

“ Thanks 1”  rejoined the financier dry­
ly. “After sixty years o f studying my 
fellow man, it is a real privilege to be 
corrected by a cub o f a scribbler. But 
you are quite right in your double re­
buke, Salomon the Wise. I did leave 
something to chance. And I did under­
estimate you. I won’t do either in fu­
ture. Take one or two long breaths o f 
this good sea air, for it’s the last out­
door atmosphere you’ll breathe for the 
next week or so.”

“ Please translate.”
“ I am going.to have you locked into 

a very comfortable but very strong 
cabin. Your meals will be served to 
you, and you can send to the library for 
any books you need. And thert, in that 
same cabin you are going to stay while 
we land, and while the yacht puts out 
to sea with you again. I-------”

Crack— crack— crack— crack! Siss!
Overhead sounded the sputter and 

hiss of the wireless. For all his self- 
control, Burns for the moment could not 
keep the look o f chagrin out of his face. 
Rinehart noted the look, and smiled.

“ It was well thought out,” approved 
the financier. “ It might not have oc­
curred to the average young man to 
keep me chatting here in order to gain 
time, and perhaps to make me forget in 
the alluring charm o f his conversation 
the fact that a fifty-million-dollar deal 
hangs on my correcting a certain wire­
less message. But perhaps you have 
also made the blunder o f  underestimat­
ing an opponent.”

Burns stared upward. Dimly, through 
the coop’s open door, the wireless 
operator could be seen bending over 
his keys. And now the reporter under­
stood. The moment the coop had been
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emptied o f  the combatants, the appara­
tus had been put in shape, and the oper­
ator had resumed his duties.

“ And you actually thought I was so 
taken up with listening to your gabble 
that I forgot real things ?”  snorted 
Rinehart. “ Why, when you were hold­
ing the door in that Porthoslike fash­
ion, I was writing the message that oper­
ator’s sending now. He was in the coop 
by the time you were out o f  it. You’re 
listening and trying to catch what mes­
sage he’s sending, eh? I’ll save you the 
trouble. Here’s the copy o f it.”

The financier handed Burns an old 
envelope. Scrawled on its back were 
the words:

Bussard, New York: I was fooled. Two 
men on passing yacht looked like Rinehart 
and Kay. So I sent word. Later I ran 
alongside and found they were, strangers. 
Sorry for mistake. No sign of Rinehart on 
Atlanta. Busk s.

“Forgery 1” gasped Bums.
“Anything you choose to call it. It’s 

forgery, just as self-defense is assault 
and battery. But you can put it in the 
bill as forgery, if you like. I ’ll pay.”

“ This is where you score, I suppose,”  
muttered Bums.

“Yes. You dared to pit your brain 
against mine. You did only what thou­
sands o f cleverer men have done,”  re­
joined the financier, “ and you haven’t 
failed any more lamentably than they 
did."

“ I haven’t failed yeti”  declared 
Bums. "A  game isn’t over till the last 
card is played. And the last card in this 
sorry game won’t be played till your 
yacht puts out to sea with me aboard. 
Perhaps not then.”

“ Still matching your wits against 
mine. A  featherweight against a heavy­
weight.”

“ Not quite. For this time the feath­
erweight’s got right on his side.”

“ You read that in a book. If you’d 
read further you’d have come across 
Napoleon’s maxim that Providence is 
on the side o f the heaviest artillery.' ”

“ I wonder if he thought o f that at 
Waterloo?”

“ Well,” answered Rinehart, catching 
the purport o f the seemingly simple

question, “I  haven’t had my Waterloo 
yet. And I'm not going to. Though 
you came near to giving it to me. Look 
here, Bums, you’ve eaten up nearly an 
hour o f  the time o f two men whose time 
is worth more than you’ll ever earn. 
Chase!”

He beckoned to several sailors, who, 
under the skipper's direction, were evi­
dently awaiting Rinehart’s signal. They 
stepped up to Bums. The latter of­
fered no resistance. It would have been 
more than nseless. Escorted by the 
skipper, and preceded and followed by 
three or four sailors, Burns made his 
way through sundry short passages to a 
small deck cabin.

“ Sorry to keep you shifting about,”  
said the skipper, civilly enough, “ but 
the strong-room lock's out o f kilter. 
It’s being fixed now, and an extra bolt 
screwed on the outside o f it. As soon 
as it’s ready— in five minutes or so—  
well take you there. Meantime I think 
this cubby’s strong enough to hold you. 
The porthole’s clamped shut, and I’ ll 
have two men on guard outside the 
door.”

CH APTER XII.
A T E R R I B L E  W O R D .

\1U1TH this comforting reflection, the 
* ’  skipper left Burns m the little 

cabin, closing the door behind him, fas­
tening it securely from the outside, and 
posting a couple o f  seamen in the nar­
row passageway.

Bums looked drearily about him. 
But for an iron cot, the cabin was un­
furnished. The porthole was o f thick 
glass, and was screwed shut In such a 
way as to defy the efforts o f a novice 
like himself.

Even should he be able to open it, the 
aperture was barely large enough for 
his face to peer through. It offered 
absolutely no chance for even a child to 
wriggle out o f  it.

Bums nevertheless crossed to the port­
hole, and stared gloomily out through 
the thick glass. Dawn was reddening 
the whole sky. The slopes o f Staten 
Island rose to the left Thus Bums 
knew his temporary prison was on the
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port side o f  tife yacht, and that the Ga­
zelle was rapidly approaching the upper 
bay.

In a pitifully short time Xew York 
would be reached. Rinehart and Kay 
would quietly debark at the yacht’s dock, 
and, unnoticed at that early hour, would 
be spirited away in their automobiles. 
The Gazelle, as soon as she could be 
coaled and provisioned, would put out 
for Bermuda or elsewhere, with himself 
aboard; a helpless, ridiculous prisoner.

And this was the twentieth century—  
the era o f law and order and o f the 
rights o f  the plain people. Rinehart 
was riding over all these rights. And, 
at most, the penalty the financier must 
eventually pay would not effect him as 
deeply as a five-dollar fine would affect 
the average man.

Across Bums' wretched reflections 
crept an outside influence. His star­
ing, half-unseeing eyes were gazing ab­
sent-mindedly at some object that struck 
them as vaguely familiar. Then he 
brought his senses back from introspec­
tion, and concentrated them on the ob­
ject at which he had been unconscious­
ly looking.

It was a tugboat, chugging along, 
northward, through the Narrows. The 
yacht was still a little behind the tug, but 
was forging rapidly ahead. The tug 
was in the main channel; and, with the 
obstinacy o f his class, her captain was 
not turning out one inch for the oncom­
ing pleasure craft. Consequently, the 
Gazelle, after almost running down the 
impudent little plebeian of the water­
ways, was- beginning to sheer off slight­
ly to starboard.

Nevertheless, the two vessels were far 
closer together, because o f the tug cap­
tain’s obstinacy, than is regarded as cus­
tomary or even safe by those who tra­
verse the waters. It was not the fact »£ 
the tug’s mere presence or nearness that 
had brought Burns back to everyday 
thought. It was something familiar 
about the stoop-shouldered figure at her 
pilot-house wheel. The reporter stared 
open-mouthed for an instant. Then his 
jaded faculties sprang all at once into 
mad action.

He sprang to the iron cot. It was.

screwed to the floor. But, as he seized 
it, he felt the white-painted “ headrail”  
turn in his hand. The worm of its screw 
was evidently worn smooth. A  half- 
dozen frantic revolutions uncoupled it at 
one end. A  mighty wrench tore the 
short, thick bar wholly free of the rest 
o f  the cot frame.

Whirling the bar aloft, Burns struck 
with all his force at the thick glass o f 
the porthole. A  jagged “ star”  appeared 
in the porthole’s center. Under the sec­
ond arm-jarring blow, the glass shiv­
ered, and splintered.

Thrusting his face to the irregular 
opening through which the stinging, 
fresh-drawn wind was already rushing, 
Burns shouted at the top o f  his voice:

“ Mac! McPherson!”
The stooping figure at the tug’s wheel 

turned. The door o f  the wheelhouse 
was open, and the distance between tug 
and yacht was short.

“ Mac!" screamed Burns frantically, 
sticking his hand through the opening, 
with a suddenness that cut his wrist 
cruelly against the broken glass edge, 
and waving his white-sleeved arm.

McPherson’s eye caught the gleam of 
white. He flung open the window be­
side the wheel. Once more Burns’ face 
was at the porthole.

“M ac!” he yelied. “ Run ashore at 
Quarantine, and phone the Buzzard o f ­
fice in my name that Rinehart and Kay 
are aboard here.”

“ What?” bawled McPherson.
Bums repeated his words in a voice 

that strained his lungs and vocal cords 
to the breaking point. The wind was 
stiff, and while the voice dearly reached 
McPherson, the words were blurred and 
meaningless by the time they stmck his 
ears.

The yacht was creeping forward. In 
another minute or so she would have 
left the tug behind. Bums saw the fu­
tility o f getting his meaning to McPher­
son. The tugboat man recognized him. 
That was plain. Also he was evidently 
thunderstruck at sight o f his temporary 
employer in such a place.

Having cruised around the incoming 
Atlanta for an hour, in the hope of get­
ting a word from Bums, the tug's cap­
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tain had decided that the reporter was 
going to stay aboard the liner, and he 
had started back for New Y ork  without 
him.

Bum s abandoned the usele s attempt 
to make himself understood. Bar in 
hand, he turned toward the door. The  
two men on guard outside must, he 
knew, have heard hi- yells. But as his 
face had been at the porthole opening, 
they probably had not caught his words, 
any more clearly than had McPherson. 
H e was resolved they should hear him 
now. His lips almost against the not 
overthick door panel, he shouted:

“ F ire !”
Again and again he shrieked the 

monosyllable that to every sailor, 
whether on yacht, merchantman, or war­
ship, is the most terrible word in all 
the language:

“ F ire !”
The tw o men on guard outside the 

door had heard the sound o f smashing 
glass. They had heard unintelligible 
cries, as though o f fright. And now 
that those same frantic cries resolved 
themselves into the word o f dread, they 
completely lost all presence o f  mind. 
One of-them  raced of? to tell the skip­
per. The other, with fingers that fum ­
bled with fear, unbarred the door o f  
the cabin, where the blaze was supposed 
to be raging.

The knob was scarce turned when 
Burns had jerked open the door, and 
had sprung out into the passage, upset­
ting the panic-stricken sailor in his head­
long dash. A long the passageway B um s  
raced. H e came to a passage that
crossed the first transversely. W heeling  
into this he collided with the running 
skipper. A  tap o f the iron bar on his 
stiff yachting cap laid the skipper 
sprawling, uninjured, but knocked clean 
off his balance.

Over the fallen body leaped the re­
porter. In another bound he had
reached the port deck.

"M a c !”  he yelled again.
And once more McPherson saw him.
“ Stand by to pick me u p !”  cried 

Bum s.
Whether or not hi- words could be 

heard by the tug captain, this time, he

did pot know. Neither did he care. H e  
had gained the deck. A  shout from  a  
sailor told him his presence was dis­
covered. Rinehart gave a quick order. 
There was a concerted rush toward him. 
His back to the rail Sidney Burns 
whirled like a wild cat at bay.

Above his head he brandished the fo r ­
midable iron bar. A t sight o f it, the 
men instinctively checked their rush. 
Rinehart drew from  his pocket a re­
volver and leveled it.

“ B lu ff!”  sang out Bums. “ Once  
more, there are too many witnesses.”

And as the men, recovering from  
their momentary hesitation, pressed for­
ward toward him, he dropped the bar, 
vaulted the rail, and dropped into the 
water.

C H A P T E R  X III .

I N  T H E  V O R T E X .

D U R N S , as he dropped overboard, 
u  drove one foot sharply against the 
side of the yacht, to give himself an 
outward impetus; for the Gazelle was 
moving fast, and he had no desire to 
be drawn into her vortex and be slashed 
to death by the whizzing propeller.

The instant he touched the water he 
struck out with all his strength. 'W ith  
awkward, powerful, quick-beating 
strokes he thrashed his way forward.

Strong as he was, and skillfully as he 
had forestalled the power o f the boat’s 
suction through the bay, he was caught 
in the vortex, drawn beneath the sur­
face, and then whirled over and over 
twice in the foaming, bubbling wake.

Even in that breathless, blinding buf­
feting turmoil he still fought. And in 
a moment the suction slackened. Bum s  
rose to the surface, and shook the water 
from his eyes. H e had calculated on 
two things to aid him. And those two  
things had happened. The yacht had 
been under high speed; and for a space 
no order to reverse the engine had been 
given.

Thus the Gazelle was already a hun­
dred yards ahead. Through his water- 
filled ears B um s could hear dully the 
jangling o f  the bell that ordered the en­
gine to a standstill.
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The second thing on which Burns 
had reckoned was that McPherson, on 
seeing him jump, would instinctively 
bring the tug to a halt. That is river- 
man impulse. A n d  a tug stops quickly 
— far more quickly than a high-power 
yacht

A s he fought his way forward 
through the wake, B um s saw the tug 
stop, turn slowly, and start toward him, 
before the Gazelle could shut off her 
speed. H e  swam feebly but joyously 
toward the tug.

The water was cold to the point o f  
numbness. A n d  he was exhausted by 
his strenuous night. Y et, unlike the or­
deal o f  his earlier swim, he had now no 
horror o f  darkness and o f uncertainty 
to drag him back.

The tug was near. H e need only keep 
afloat to be picked up by her. And keep 
afloat he did. But as he saw the Ga­
zelle swing about, beyond the tug, he 
took fresh strokes with all his remain­
ing strength to reach his goal as quickly 
as possible.

The tug came up. McPherson had 
left the mate at the wheel, and with an­
other man was waiting to haul Burns 
aboard. A s  the reporter was lifted over 
the low rail, McPherson burst into a 
volley o f excited, wondering questions. 
But Bum s cut him short.

“ Q u ic k !" cried Sidney. “ Run us in 
to Quarantine dock as fast as you can. 
Don’t stop for anything.”

Accustomed to the vagaries o f his 
dripping and chattering passenger, M c­
Pherson rasped out the necessary order 
to the mate, and the John Q. Bartholf 
chugged merrily shoreward toward the 
near-by group o f Staten Island build­
ings.

“ Y ou  left your watch on the bench in 
the deck house,”  said McPherson. “ It 
must have tumbled out o f your pocket; 
but let me keep it for you till your 
clothes dry,”  he added, as Bum s ab­
stractedly took the proffered timepiece, 
and thrust it into the pocket o f his torn 
duck coat.

“And now,”  went on McPherson, as 
the reporter evidently did not heed or 
hear the suggestion, “ even if you don’t 
mind spoiling a good watch by getting

it wet, maybe you won’t spoil my brain 
by keeping me guessing, about what’s 
been happening to you ? W hat in blazes 
have yoth------■”

“ Afterward, old man,”  interrupted 
Bum s. “ I ’ve got too much else to do 
now, to waste time telling stories. Run 
me ashore at the Quarantine pier, and 
wait for me.”

“ But that hobo outfit o f clothes--------”
“ Here we are!”  exclaimed Bums.
The tug had rounded alongside the 

pier. Before she came to a stop Burns 
had leaped to the dock, and was run­
ning shoreward as fast as his legs would 
carry bjffy. H e must reach a telephone 
at once.

H e dared not tiy  the Quarantine 
phone, or arty near it, for the Gazelle 
was already warping in to the pier, and 
her master had influence enough and 
money enough to checkmate him even 
now, or to pull him away from the in­
strument by main force.

In newspaper work he had visited 
Quarantine, and he knew the lay o f the 
land. Up the hill, behind the govern­
ment station, lies the village o f Rose- 
bank. There, he was certain, he could 
find a telephone. So, nerving himself 
to his utmost flagging power he ran, 
groggily but fast, up toward the village. 
H e did not turn to look behind him. 
H is business lay ahead. And he would 
gain nothing, he knew, by turning to see 
if he were pursued.

U p the hill and into a street o f the 
village he staggered. There, a few  
yards ahead, hung the sign for which 
his eyes and mind had been straining. 
In front o f a little barber shop it hung 
— a dark blue-and-white sign, with a 
lettered bell on it.

A  yawning man was pulling the cov­
ers off the barber chairs as B um s, 
lurched into the shop. H e saw the 
bpoth at the rear, and, without a word, 
made for it.

The telephone was o f the automatic 
sort, in which a coin must be dropped. 
Bum s reached into his pockets— and 
turned faint. Here, at the very goal, he 
must fail, it seemed, for, in the bor­
rowed white duck suit, there was o f
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course not one penny. Bums could have 
cried aloud in his stark desperation.

He left the booth, and turned toward 
the barber with some vague idea o f 
making a harrowing personal appeal to 
the man for enough money to telephone. 
The barber was eying the unkempt, 
water-soaked figure in open alarm. And 
Bums did not size him up or his present 
state o f  mind as conducive to generos­
ity. Then, with the ever-shifting alert­
ness o f  the born reporter's mind, an 
idea came to Bums. Drawing from his 
pocket the watch McPherson had re­
turned to him, he advanced upon the 
barber.

The latter backed away, and glanced 
furtively at his razor case.

“ This watch is gold,” said Burns. “ I 
want to hock it with you. Take it. 
Give me a dollar in small change.”

The barber, more than ever certain 
that he had to do with a lunatic, made 
a dash for the door. But Bums had an­
ticipated, from the fellow's face, some 
such move. In an instant he had the 
terrorized barber by the collar. He 
plunged his free hand in the barber’s 
right trousers pocket, drew out several 
silver coins, stuck his watch in the 
pocket, then propelled the squealing 
barber through the doorway into the 
street, locked the door behind him, and 
ran hack to the telephone booth.

Probably every reporter, after eating 
Welsh rabbit or lobster, has at some 
time dreamed that he was calling up his 
office with an important story, and that 
he could not get the telephone connec­
tion. And now, with Sidney Burns this 
nightmare seemed about to come true. 
To his overstrained nerves it seemed an 
eternity before the Buzzard telephone 
operator replied to his summons, and 
put him in touch with the city editor o f  
that paper’s evening edition.

“ Hello, Mr. Stoddart 1”  hailed the re­
porter. “ This is Bums— Sidney Bums, 
o f the ‘morning.’ "

“ Bums!" came the indignant reply. 
“ V’ e received two wireless messages 
from you a half hour ago, contradicting 
each other, and—— ”

The reporter in a few quick sentences 
explained the situation. The city edi­

tor shouted an order. In another min* 
ute Burns was dictating notes o f  his 
story to Ulman, the Buzzard’s  star re­
write man.

Tersely, quickly, marshaling his facta 
as a skilled general might marshal his 
army, Bums shot into the transmitter 
the chief points o f  his strange narrative. 
When the main facts were related, he 
paused to interject:

“ By the way, Ulman, if any one 
phones or telegraphs or calls in person, 
in my name, to correct or deny this yam, 
remember to pay no attention to him. 
I -r ----- ”

Smash!
The flimsy glass o f the barber-shop 

door broke. A  hand, thrust in, turned 
the key, and flung open the door. At­
tracted by the noise, Bums turned to 
behold what seemed a million men rush­
ing into the shop. In the van was the 
gesticulating, gaping little barber, a 
sleepy policeman at his side. Just be­
hind were several yacht sailors, Porter 
Rinehart with them.

“ Rinehart's here to choke me off 1" he 
called, through the transmitter, “ and a 
cop is here to arrest me for assault and 

"battery. Phone down to some one to 
get me clear.”

He hung up the receiver just as the 
policeman’s hand fell on his shoulder.

Paying no heed to the officer, Burns 
glanced at Rinehart, who was making 
a dash for the booth.

“ No use, Mr. Rinehart,”  he laughed, 
staggering a little on his shaky legs as 
he spoke, “ I ’ve rung off. And I ’ve told 
them not to take any denial, no matter 
if------ ”

Burns paused. The look on the great 
financier’s face sobered and momentar- 
iljLsilenced him. The “ Steel Czar”  stood 
for an instant, struggling for self-mas­
tery. And to Burns, who now read the 
usually inscrutable granite mask like a 
printed page, never had Porter Rine­
hart seemed so great a man as at that 
moment when he was fighting a winning 
battle for control over his own brute 
self.

This mighty deal was to be the climax 
o f  his Napoleonic career. It had in­
volved many millions o f  dollars, and
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such power â  tew men may hope to 
wield. And a mere newspaper reporter 
had ruined it all! Yet he wa? recover­
ing, almost in a breath, from the shock.

Slowly the heavy, grim, unreadable 
mask settled down again on Porter Rine­
hart’s stone visage. And slowly he 
turned from the booth and looked Burns 
in the eye. He seemed about to speak 
to the reporter. Then evidently he 
changed his mind. Beckoning the po­
liceman, he asked curtly:

“You know who I am?”
"Yes, sir. Yes, indeed, Mr. Rine­

hart 1" prattled the obsequious officer.

’ ’You are about to arrest this young 
man:"

"Yes, sir.”
“ Let him go.”
Despite the barber’s protest, the po­

liceman stepped away from Bums.
“ Heavyweight and featherweight,” 

muttered Rinehart, half to himself. 
“ The featherweight wins, for the first 
time since the David-Goliath mill. It’s 
been mi interesting duel, Mr. Bums, and 
you’ve fought well. But never try it 
again. Miracles don’t happen twice, 
when Porter Rinehart is on the other 
side.’ ’

— ------------------------------------------------------ --------Jr-rn

What Did Patsy Get?
D A T S Y , me boy,”  said Farmer O ’Reilly sternly, “ where’s the donkey and cart?”  
* Patsy had just returned from market minus the said vehicle and its steed, 
and it was plain by his distressful countenance that a tale o f  woe was to be 
unfolded.

“ She’s been at her thricks again,”  he said, “and about halfway home she 
stood still as a prison wall, and rayfused to budge an inch,”

“ Didn’t ye coax her ?"
“ That I did, wid a thick stick; but ’twas no use at all, at all, and—at last------”
“ Well, what did ye do ?”
“Lit a fire under her.”
“ Ah, well* 'twas the only way. ’Tis an obstinate baste she is.”
"Aye, and an artful. For what she did was to move on a couple o f  steps 

and then stop again, and niver budge till the cart was burned up. An’ she’s there 
yet, laughin’ at the j'oke, begorra \”

Just in Time
|Vf OW ,”  said the fussy old gentleman, putting one o f the biggest strawberries^ in 
1 ’  his mouth, and picking up another, “ what is the sense o f having that sign 
Tead: ‘Fresh strawberries for sale’ ? Don’t you see that ‘Fresh strawberries’ 
tvould be enough ? Don’t you suppose that everybody knows they are for sale ?”  

“ I dunno,”  answered the fruiterer’s assistant sarcastically; "some people seem 
to think we're giving them away.”

And the old gentleman put the berry back in the basket.

Chickens of Royally
IT  was the Dowager Queen Alexandra who started the vogue in England for 
* chicken farming. At Sandringham, her majesty has some o f the best fowls in 
the world, and there is still a keen rivalry between Queen Alexandra and her 
brother, the king o f Greece, in regard to white “ silkies.”  Lady Derby is another 
great fancier whose name is well known at the shows. So is Mrs. Paderewski, 
wife of the famous pianist. Lady Derby has the finest collection o f Orpingtons 
in England. The young American Countess o f Craven, daughter o f Mrs. Bradley 
Martin, has expended a fortune on her chicken farms. There is scarcely an 
aristocratic chicken family in the world o f  which she has not a specimen.
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CHAPTER I.
THE SECRET.

AN AGER TIM  DOLAN  was 
giving his final instructions in 
the dressing room before 
sending his charge upstairs to 
meet Jimmy Jones in the 

ring. “ Watch him in the clinches,”  he 
counseled anxiously. “ This Jones man 
is more or less of a fox. There is a bit 
o f a mystery about him, too ; he wins 
all his fights by the knock-out route. 
But that isn't All— he always slips the 
haymaker over as he’s breaking out o f 
a clinch. It’s almost uncanny. Watch 
him the second he gets an arm free!"

Earl Renshaw, the thumbs o f his 
dumsy gloves thrust into the drawing 
string/at his waist, listened attentively. 
“ I’ll be careful not to get caught on- a 
sleeper,”  he said.

“ But I haven’t explained the funniest 
part o f  it yet,”  Dolan added, hesitat­
ing. “ Well, I’ve heard some ugly, lit- 
sinuating stories about this same Jones. 
They allege that sometimes the other 
boy drops without even being hit. And 
that means he quits cold. The faking 
generally starts right after Jimmy Jones 
has whispered something in his ear. 
Nobody has ever overheard what he

says. Oh, he’s a cute one! But as long 
as you keep away from him you’ll be 
safe.”

Earl colored slowly, thoughtfully 
teetering on his heels. “ You mean that 
he’ll try to buy me off?”  he asked sud­
denly, looking up.

“ Something o f the sort,”  confessed 
his manager bluntly; “he’s been sus­
pected o f that.”

Young Renshaw silently swathed 
himself in his maroon bath robe with 
the drab sunflowers on it. “ Glad you’ve 
warned me, Tim,” he said shortly, not 
without a veiled grimness. “ Let’s go 
up.”

At a nod from the manager, the sec­
onds came clustering around. About 
their beloved fighting machine they 
formed in solid phalanx, escorting him, 
a sweatered bodyguard that would pro­
tect him from the stares o f the public. 
Renshaw walked quietly in the midst 
o f them, the hood o f his dressing gown 
about his ears. His raven hair, rakishly 
mussed, bobbed like a black plume o f 
battle. Tim Dolan brought up the rear, 
industriously puffing a vile cigar.

Thus the little procession crawled up 
the winding stairs. Up above, the main 
floor o f the Stadium Athletic Club was 
packed to suffocation. Everybody was
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either talking or smoking. Earl saw 
bodies stretch and necks crane, and saw 
himself being pointed out. He listened 
in disappointment, then his ears turned 
pink, and a glow suffused him down to 
his canvas fighting shoes. Yes, they 
were cheering, him belatedly as he 
threaded his way down the aisle. After 
all, Renshaw wa‘ a novice still. He 
would get used to the cheers by and by.

But he gave no further sign that he 
was immoderately pleased at the hom­
age. H e kept his eye intently on the 
ring. It should hold no terrors for him. 
It had never yet been the scene o f  the 
death o f any o f his hopes. For let it be 
understood that Earl Renshaw was a 
rising young boxer, who had his eye 
on the lightweight title—nothing less. 
This Jimmy Jones, despite all his adroit 
little tricks, he simply considered as a 
stepping-stone, and that was alt the re­
spect he held him in.

He had his choice o f corners— not 
that it mattered materially. Jones was 
right behind him, climbing through the 
ropes with a secret smile that Earl 
thought he could fathom. Renshaw 
rested his elbows on his knees, and 
leaned far forward on his stool curious­
ly. Diagonally across the ring from him 
Jones was moving laboredly about, like 
an invalid. But Renshaw wasn’t de­
ceived. He knew that with the shed­
ding o f his bath robe his opponent’s ap­
parent weakness would fall from him 
like the dressing gown itself. Jimmy 
Jones was evidently one of those fight­
ers who believed in conserving his en­
ergy.

When the bell rang Earl remembered 
what his manager had told him. He 
kept warily off, circling like a crouching 
wolf, one arm stiffened before him, head 
lowered, eye trained along that arm like 
a sharpshooter’s along his rifle. Jones 
opened his arms invitingly, but Earl 
only shook his head tantalizingly and 
backed off. His adversary’s face was 
innocently blank as he began to chase 
Renshaw along the ropes, pawing and 
lunging for a hold.

Renshaw, however, kept his guard 
unceasingly active, and through that 
round and the next Jimmy Jones

couldn’t once get inside it. Between 
bells he stared indignantly over at Earl 
while his seconds sponged him and sent 
him, reeking with water, back into the 
fray. He seemed positively hurt that 
Renshaw wouldn’t let him fall upon his 
neck.

But sooner or later a clinch was in­
evitable. Renshaw was backed into a 
comer, and Manager Dolan jumped to 
his feet, and yelled a warning up 
through the ropes a fraction o f a sec­
ond too late. Jimmy Jones' arms were 
winding themselves affectionately 
through Earl’s armpits in such a manner 
that ReflfShaw was helpless to loosen 
the grip with a punch. The boxers 
struggled around the ring, giving the 
impression that they were dancing, and 
the crowd began to whistle waltz music 
derisively.

Jimmy Jones’ head hung limply, con­
tentedly over the other’s wet shoulder. 
Earl yanked and heaved and wrestled 
to no purpose. The referee would step 
between them at any second now, and 
pry them apart. It was then that Ren­
shaw must bring all his vigilance to 
bear. That was the moment that Tim 
had been at great pains to warn him 
about. Well, he was primed for any 
rough business that Jimmy might at­
tempt. He decided to husband all his 
strength for that second, and hung on, 
too. The crowd rose and hooted.

And when the catcalls were at their 
height, Earl Renshaw distinctly heard a 
whisper.

“ Twenty dollars if you topple over 
for the count the next time I put a glove 
on you!” he heard, as clearly as he 
expected to hear the crack of doom. 
“ Quick! Squeeze my left arm if it’s 
all right! Here comes Mac to break us 
out o f this.”

Instantly Earl Renshaw's relaxed 
muscles stiffened. So this was the spe­
cies o f boxer Jimmy Jones was! He 
didn’t have any deadly punch, after all. 
He liked to make a sure thing o f it, and 
thought that every man had his price. 
Tim had been unerring in his suspi­
cions. No wonder Jones wanted to 
clinch as soon as possible. The secret 
o f his long list o f  lightninglike knock­
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outs was out. It all flashed through 
Renshaw’s head chaotically. Then a 
vast rage welled up within him at the 
gross insult he had been offered. This 
crooked young fighter would smudge 
his clean record. He would, would he?

By a superhuman effort he tore his 
arms free, ana shoved Jimmy Jones 
bodily from him. His expression was 
one o f revulsion. It was as if he could 
no longer bear the contamination of 
such close quarters with a fellow o f his 
type.

Jones partially lost his balance, stag­
gering wildly on his heels. Earl was 
after him ferociously. Then his glove, 
taking aim, swished.

Jimmy Jones’ head turned sideways 
with the terrible impact, and it seemed 
as if his neck must snap. He sprawled 
to the canvas and lay there, white and 
still, under the glare o f the arc lights. 
Those lights blinked once as if at the 
sudden termination o f it all. Next time 
Jimmy Jones would be more careful 
whom he attempted to bribe.

CHAPTER II.
JIMMY JONES’ SISTER.

\W H IL E  Renshaw was taking his 
shower and rubdown Jones, none 

the worse for the obliterating blow he 
had taken squarely on the point o f the 
chin, came over in undershirt and 
trousers. The dressing rooms at the 
Stadium Athletic Club were not exclu­
sive. In fact, they were nothing more 
or less than one big room with little 
doorless alcoves built against the walls. 
The shower was over in a secluded 
corner. The cold spray had cooled the 
angry Renshaw off considerably. He 
nodded impersonally at Jimmy Jones, 
and glanced curiously at the out­
stretched hand, palm open.

"What are you doing that for?”  he 
asked slowly, not quite understanding.

The crooked young boxer laughed 
awkwardly, self-consciously.

"“No reason,” he said, in a not un­
pleasant voice, “ except as a token o f 
apology— if you’ll accept it. I made a

mistake up there in the ring. Sometimes 
I pick out the wrong fellow. Then I 
always Apologize.”

Earl stared at him, thunderstruck. 
“ That’s very nice o f you!”  he com­

mented sarcastically, at the same time 
marveling at the fellow’s brazen nerve.

“Look here, Renshaw, you don’t want 
to judge me too hastily!” Jones threw 
out his tape-wound hands in a gesture 
o f appeal. “ This is a serious business 
with me—mighty serious. I ’m taking 
the shortest cut I know o f  to the 
title.”

“ You ought to be proud o f  your busi­
ness ability, then,”  observed Renshaw 
scathingly. “ That was a very cute trick 
you tried to pull on me.”

Jimmy Jones flushed painfully. “ Pm 
not through explaining yet,”  he declared 
patiently. “ In justice to myself, you’ve 
got to hear my excuses. Pm after that 
title hot-foot. I ’ve admitted that al­
ready. Well, if I can afford to remove 
opposition by paying the other fellow to 
step aside, where’s the harm? I f  I can 
buy that belt it’s just like investing so 
much money in bonds, isn’t it ?’ ’

“ Very logical, Jones, but a rotten 
method o f getting there!”

“And I ’ve got the best little sister in 
the world, Renshaw,”  Jimmy went on 
impulsively, at a tanget. “ She’s got a 
beautiful voice, but our folks are poor, 
and it costs money to have that sort o f  
thing put in shape. I ’ve heard that 
study abroad is the proper caper. Why, 
I ’d do anything for Arabella! I want 
to save enough to be able to send her 
over to Paris. It’s going to break her 
heart if she can’t go, just about. I’m 
the hope o f  the family—my boxing, I 
mean. But-she's getting older every 
year, and the longer the delay the harder 
it’s going to be for her to learn. I ’ve 
got to get a quick reputation, and I ’m 
not hesitating about taking long and des­
perate chances.”

Earl was silent, generously endeavor­
ing to put himself in the other's place.

“ It isn't fair to the rest o f  us,”  he 
finally announced, shaking his head re­
gretfully. “ It’s taking a low, under­
hand advantage. No, Jones, no matter
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vhat the provocation, you can't make 
jlack white, and every time you attempt 
t you're kidding your conscience— that’s 
ill. Jones, it’s chaps like you who make 
ihe respectable portion o f  the commu­
nity look askance at our profession. 
I You ought to be boycotted by all the 
Iclubs, from the Stadium right down the 
line!”

Jones seemed more disappointed than 
ashamed.

“ All right, Renshaw,”  he said, some­
what stiffly; “ if you want to preach, 
don't let me stop you. But I’m thinking 
of the end, not the means. I’m satisfied 
that it’ll all work out for good.”

“ You’re easily satisfied, then,”  Earl 
returned, starting back for his dressing 
eubby-hole. But halfway there he halted 
irresolutely. “ Oh, Jones,”  he called, 
over his shoulder, “ I hope Arabella gets 
her Paris trip, at that l She’s a mighty 
nice girl.”

And thereby hangs another part o f  
this tale. Earl Renshaw wasn’t sure, 
but he felt fairly certain he knew this 
same Arabella, for whom her brother 
was sacrificing his self-respect to bring 
her dearest ambition to fruition. But 
her last name happened to be Titus, 
not Jones. Still, Renshaw knew that 
Jimmy Jones was only a ring name. It 
rolled off the tongue nicely, and per­
haps Jimmy’s family didn’t exactly rel­
ish the notoriety o f letting all the world 
know that a professional pugilist was 
a member o f  the eminently respectable 
Titus household. And there were other 
reasons why Arabella Titus must be 
Timmy Jones’ sister. The Arabella that 
Earl knew sang; she was poor, and. 
when Renshaw had sought to vindicate 
his calling in her eyes she seemed Con­
fused. Yes, now that he recalled the 
incident, she had actually blushed guilt­
ily.

From all o f  which it may be gleaned' 
that the honest-fighting, clean-living 
Earl Renshaw harbored a certain lik­
ing* for Arabella Titus around the re­
gion o f his heart. He had met her at a 
picnic, and they had walked together 
under the trees, hunted four-leafed 
clovers, and sat out on deck in the 
moonlight all the way back to the city, 
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on the noisy, bunting-dressed excursion 
boat.

The girl had invited him to call on 
her, and now he took the opportunity to 
settle the question o f  her relationship 
to the young boxer whose sense o f 
brotherly obligation was somewhat 
warped,

“ Miss Titus,”  he said casually, “ have 
you a brother they call Jimmy Jones?” 

“ Yes," she answered, so low he could 
hardly hear her. “ Should I have tol&- 
you ? I don’t know why I didn’t—truly. 
You couldn’t have thought any the less 
o f us. Yqp're a—a boxer yourself. But 
mother— well, we’d hoped Jimmy would 
pick out a more artistic career.”

“ It's artistic enough,”  Earl said, in 
quick defense. “ You’ve got to be clever 
to get along in this trade.”

The girl’s eyes were averted. “ That’s 
what Jimmy says,”  she murmured gen­
tly. “ I ’ve always believed, in spite o f 
mother’s teaching, that one business was 
as good as another. It's not so much a 
man’s work as the way he performs it 
that counts heaviest with me.”

Renshaw’s eyes gleamed hopefully. 
He realized that he admired the girl very 
much. “If  it came to picking a hus­
band, now------ ”  he began constrainedly.

“ But I don’t want a husband.”  she 
said bluntly, feeling that it was her duty 
to set him right on that score. “ I’Ve got 
other ambitions for myself.”

“ Oh 1”  was all he said.
Arabella’s face was alight with the 

vision o f her dreams. “ I want to be a 
great singer!”  she said ecstatically. “ I 
went to be able to hear my own voice 
soar up and up and up. And just to 
think o f  hearing the applause ripple, 
swell, and burst into pandemonium, and 
know that it's all for me— for what I ’ve 
done! I’ve laid awake nights wonder­
ing how I ’d feel when they recalled me 
and I saw the usher hurry down the 
aisle, hidden behind the stacks of flow­
ers, the ribbons fluttering. I f  Jimmy 
can get it for me I want my taste o f 
fame. Perhaps I'll be quickly disillu­
sioned. I want to find out about that 
part, too. Do you think me heartless ?”  

“ No,”  he said frankly. “ You’re still 
the best little girl in the world.”
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CHAPTER III.
THE CHAMPION’S WHIM.

D U T  Renshaw wasn’t the young man 
u  to sit around and mope over what 
couldn’t be. He had his work to do in 
the world, his own ambitions to accom­
plish.

He applied himself rigorously to his 
ring work. Tim Dolan watched him 
shrewdly. There was no appeasing his 
thirst for fame. It seemed to consume 
his waking hours as with a fire, and he 
went to bed completely fagged. And 
through it all he kept his gloves spot­
less o f taint.

There came a day when he could 
climb no higher. Across the rung of 
the ladder on which he stood was writ­
ten in letters o f gold the magic, signifi­
cant word: “ Champion.”

He attained that height in a Cali­
fornia ring pitched not very far from 
Oakland. But, after all, it was an 
empty sort o f an elation that welled up 
in his breast as he stood, arms akimbo, 
above the motionless form at his feet, 
while the referee tolled off the terrible 
count o f ten, and the arena rocked with 
the yells o f  the frenzied crowd. Even 
in the first flush o f  it the victory was a 
hollow one. It lacked something. He 
wasn’t getting out of life what he 
wanted chiefly. He wanted Arabella 
Titus, and when a fellow wants a girl 
nothing else really matters.

Now that he was the champion, Ren­
shaw found that he was the busiest o f 
all the boxers. He toured the country 
as a vaudeville attraction. His picture 
stared back at him from the sporting 
pages. Wistfully he hoped that Ara­
bella might hear o f him through her 
brother. Patiently, persistently he had 
struggled upward, until to-day he was 
the best man at his weight in the uni­
verse. It was work well done. And 
one day the phampion hunted up Jimmy 
Jones purposely to ask him a question 
that bothered him.

Jones was still knocking around the 
clubs from pillar to post, a fourth-rater. 
He was doomed to the rank and file o f 
the great horde o f mediocre boxers, and 
Renshaw had some difficulty in locating

him without stumbling into Arabella at 
the same time.

The champion heard that Jones was 
carded to fill one half o f the opening 
bout at the Stadium Athletic Club, and 
went around there secretly. He slunk 
into a dark corner, and breathed a sigh 
o f relief when none of the crowd 
seemed to recognize him. He was just 
a trifle weary o f being shoved protest- 
ingly up into the ring, and posing in 
the flare o f  the arc lights. Nowadays 
he was tolerant o f  the homage that was 
being showered upon him. This cham­
pion was a shrewd enough observer o f 
human nature to see that to-morrow a 
new idol would rise above his own pros­
trate form. He would be forgotten just 
as Newcomb, the young fellow he had 
wrested the title from, was forgotten. It 
was the way o f  the game.

Earl watched Jimmy Jones through 
the rounds. He looked like a little old 
man up there, shuffiing-bis feet wearily 
over the canvas, his face seamed with 
the wrinkles o f worry. Renshaw 
watched him closely. The summit o f 
his ambition that night seemed to be to 
stay the limit. He acted discouraged 
and bitter.

When Earl hailed him afterward in 
the dressing rooms, from behind, he 
turned slowly.

“ How are you, Renshaw?”  he said 
listlessly. “ They couldn’t keep a good 
man like you down, could they? I ’d 
like to congratulate you. With me it’s 
turned out differently.”

The lightweight** eyes narrowed. 
“ What’s happened, Jimmy? The old 
nerve gone. What’s killed it off?”

The other didn’t seem to know pre­
cisely how to explain. “ I can’t seem to 
remember when it started,” he con­
fessed slowly, “ The strain sort o f  got 
too great. I was fighting along about 
every week, and no matter how many 
o f  ’em I knocked out, there was always 
more to take their places. Why, it got 
so bad I used to see ’em jumping 
through the ropes in my sleep, and com­
ing for m e! It was like trying to beat 
the breakers back with a pair o f boxing 
gloves. And I never could win out 
fairly.”  His face grew bitterly whimsi­
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cal, reminiscent “ Renshaw, I never 
realized before what a lot o f  tough guys 
there are in the world! I haven’t got 
the punch or the footwork that will lift 
me out o f the ruck o f  the class. I'm a 
fourth-rater. That’s all there is to it.”

“And Arabella?”  questioned Earl 
anxiously.

A  look o f  positive pain replaced the 
rueful humor.

“She’s still praying for the luck to 
change,” he sighed. “ I f  it wasn’t for 
her I wouldn’t mind so much. I can 
earn enough with my gloves to keep us 
from starving, and that’s something. 
But that little girl— well* she cries her­
self to sleep almost every night. She 
wants that year abroad, studying her 
music, just like a kid wants a hobby­
horse. And she’ll never get it, now that 
I can’t give it to her 1”  He choked mis­
erably.

“That’s too bad 1”
“But that isn’t the worst,”  Jimmy 

Jones went onjiercely. “ I’m ashamed 
to look her in the face. She wouldn’t 
approve o f what I’ve stooped to for her 
sake. And I don’t blame her, either. 
I’ve been thinking a good deal about 
what you said to me that night right 
here in the Stadium. You're right, Ren­
shaw. It’s a fine thing to be able to 
dare any man to find a Haw in your past.
I can’t do that, and I ’m paying. I ’m 
paying in suffering!”  He ceased speak­
ing suddenly as some one came up to 
speak to Renshaw.

A lightweight star can’t remain for­
ever unknown where men o f the padded 
gloves congregate. A lowly second had 
spotted Earl, and whispered hoarsely to 
a fellow worker. And the champion 
was compelled to retreat laughingly up­
stairs to escape being lionized.

It was just as well he left when he 
did, for he had a few instructions to 
give Tim Dolan, his manager, that 
couldn’t wait until morning. He knew 
that he would sleep better for getting 
them off his mind. Tim would surely 
raise a protest, but that wouldn’t get 
him anywhere. Renshaw always saw a 
thing through.

He found Dolan in his shirt sleeves, 
at his fiat uptown, brown derby perched

on the back o f hi- head. This was 
Tim’s quaint idea o f getting all dressed 
up for the evening. H e had worn his 
hat so assiduously in the house that he 
was very bald on account o f it.

“ Tim,” began Earl, well-nigh bash­
fully, for some reason not yet apparent, 
“ I'm tired o f loafing, i want some 
action. I'm getting rusty. Tim, I want 
to put my title up, and fight to retain it. 
Match me up with some one, will you ?”

Dolan pursed his lips thoughtfully. 
“ There’s Gaskett, Kid Willetts, Andy 
Gooch, Larry Malone,” he tolled off 
musingly,‘/checking the names on his fin­
gers as he went along. “ We won't have 
to rope and tie any of those boys to get 
them into the ring with you. I’m all 
twisted sideways from dodging them 
now. Which one’s challenge shall I ac­
cept?”

“ None of them,” declared Earl 
sweepingly, with quick, startling deci­
sion.

The manage seemed mildly surprised. 
“ Then who------ ”

“Jimmy Jones is my meat!”  The 
champion thumped his fist into his palm: 
“Get into communication with the man 
who’s handling his interests, and bind 
the match.”

It wasn’t like the mild-mannered Earl 
to give orders this way, and Tim Dolan 
stared speechlessly.

“ But you whipped him once,” he final­
ly contrived to articulate protestingly. 
“ You were a novice then. He’s not in 
your class any more, Earl. The bout 
will be a joke. And the real good men 
who’ve been howling their heads off for 
a chance at your belt will call you a 
stallfer. It will look as if you were tak­
ing on this lemon to crawl out o f a 
match with one o f them.”

Renshaw nodded as if he knew all 
that for himself, without -being told all 
over again. “ That’ll be all right,” he 
assured his manager evasively.

“ But what's the idea ?”
“ Tim, that’s none of your business,”  

the champion said easily, with a decep­
tive smile. “ And there's something else 
I want you to attend to for me, now 
that we’re on the topic. I want you to 
see to it that Jones gets all the conces­
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sions— the long end of the purse, the 
big half o f the films. You’ve got to let
his manager rub it in on------ ”

That was too much for Dolan.
“ Earl, Earl, wake up!”  he shouted, 

getting tight hold o f his charge, and 
shaking him. “ Come out o f it, man. 
You’re trying to commit suicide.”

"No, I ’m not,”  said Renshaw tran­
quilly. “ W hy, Tim, you don’t under­
stand half o f this 1 Some day I may be 
able to tell you. You've got to trust 
me. And let me tell you this, you mer­
cenary hobo: This is the proudest mo­
ment o f my life! .Go out and do as I 
tell you, or— I’ll take the bull by the 
horns and manage my own affairs. 
There’s a good fellow, Tim!”

Tim Dolan grumbled and argued and 
pleaded for half an hour longer, and at 
the termination o f  that period Earl Ren­
shaw indulgently said good night and 
went home. He hadn’t backed down an 
inch.

CHAPTER IV.
T H E  W H I S P E R .

IN  the days that followed sensations 
* came thick and fast in sporting cir­
cles. Tim Dolan bowed his proud head 
to the dictates o f Earl Renshaw, light­
weight champion o f  the world. He must 
humor the headstrong young fellow in 
this wild whim, because there was noth­
ing else for him to do. The champion 
was in the mood to discharge him to­
morrow, and take the bit between his 
strong white teeth all by himself. And 
the loyal manager felt that his place was 
by the irresponsible Earl’s side in this 
hour o f  his temporary aberration. So 
Tim shook his head sadly, and allowed 
himself to be imposed upon outrage­
ously.

The first ’ sensation came with the 
making o f the match; the second when 
Jimmy Jones knocked the champion into 
slumberland with a single blow!

\nd right here it is b o  more than 
right that the reader should be let into 
a little secret about that affair when a 
lightweight championship unexpectedly 
changed hands. It wasn’t Jimmy Jones 
who had done the whispering in one o f

the clinches. It was Earl Renshaw who 
talked in undertones. Just what he 
whispered not even the referee was near 
enough to overhear. But it lent a 
strange confidence to the fists o f  Jimmy 
Jones, all the same. It was practically 
Renshaw’s undoing.

Tim Dolan rose excitedly to his feet, 
and stared with unbelieving eyes at the 
champion’s limp form lying face down­
ward on the canvas. And when he real­
ized that in truth the calamity had 
come to pass, he gritted his teeth in de­
spair. He was mortified, and couldn’t 
trust himself to speak to Earl just then. 
So he hurried out into the cool night air 
to walk off his spleen. Behind him he 
left the frenzied spectators standing on 
their chairs, everybody talking at once. 
Jimmy Jones’ blow had stunned them 
all.

Earl dressed calmly. And when his 
camp followers came trooping down­
stairs with their condolences, he was 
brief with his thanks. Nine out o f ten 
o f  them expressed their opinion that it 
was a chance blow that had turned the 
trick against him, but he never breathed 
a word o f excuse for himself.

He spoke quietly to the reporters, and 
next morning the papers bristled with 
his statement. Jones, he said, through 
the medium o f the press, had won on 
his merits. Renshaw admitted that 
Jimmy' was the best man at the weight. 
At the end o f the interview he re­
marked that he was going away for six 
months to recuperate.

Without another word to anybody, he 
went directly home. He was up early, 
and about his packing. He wanted to 
get off somewhere where the inquisitive 
Tim Dolan couldn’t wheedle him into 
damaging admissions. And he wanted 
to give Timmy Jones a clear field to 
make his little pile. With a foxy man­
ager directing his business affairs, Ara­
bella Titus’ brother ought to be able to 
get together a modest little fortune be­
fore ever he trod resin again.

He whistled, a little weakly, it must 
be admitted, as he tossed his clothes into 
his trunk. But he wasn’t sorry about 
whaft he had done with his eyes wide 
©pen. The landlady came to the door,
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and informed him that a lady wished to 
speak with him in the parlor. He went 
downstairs, wondering.

A young girl was standing in the 
doorway, lie  rubbed his eyes, and 
stared foolishly at her.

But she had her slim arms out­
stretched to him the way she held them 
out that other time, when she wanted 
her dreams to come true.

“ Earl Renshaw 1“  she was saying 
softly, with a woman's wonderful ten­
derness, “ I ’ve come here to tell you that 
—that it was a splendid sacrifice— the 
way you gave Jimmy the championship 
last night! He's told me ah about it, 
and I ’ve hurried here to— to thank you. 
But if you did it so that Jimmy could 
afford a musical education for me,”  she 
continued naively, “ it’s— it’s all wasted.

Truly! I ’ve changed mv mind about—  
about wanting to go t.> Parri."

Still he could wily stare incredulously.
“ W hy?” he gasped, with all the in­

aneness o f  his slow-thinking sex in a 
crisis like this.

“ Because, Earl, I ’ve learned to— to 
care for—for somebody,”  Arabella fal­
tered, “ Everything seem« different to 
me now.”

But Earl Renshaw wasn’t quite so 
slow that he let that admission pa-s. 
The next second she wa- wrapped in his 
arms, crimson to her pink little ear>

That’s about all there is to the story 
except that six months later the hus­
band o f  Arabella Renshaw regained his 
championship crown; and brother 
Jimmy, best man at the wedding, was 
the first to congratulate him..

A  Puzzling Question
IT  became the solemn duty o f justice to pass sentence on an aged man for 
1 stealing.

“ It is a shame that a man o f your age should be giving his mind up to 
stealing. Do you know any reason why sentence should not be pronounced 
on you according to the law ?”

“ Now, judge,”  was the reply o f  the aged sinner, “ this is getting to be a 
trifle monotonous. I would like to know how a fellow can manage to please 
you judges. When I was only seventeen years old I got three years, and the 
judge said I ought to be ashamed o f myself, stealing at my age. When I was 
forty, I got five years, and the judge said it was a shame that a man in his very 
best years should steal. And, now, when I am seventy years o f age, here you 
come and tell the same old story. Now, I would like to know what year o f  a 
man’s life is the right one, according to your notion.”

New Leaf Turned to Gloom
JIAANY witty letter writers have made effective points by starting a sentence 
 ̂ 1 on one side o f the paper, and finishing on the other. One celebrity always 

replied to letters asking for subscriptions in this way:
“ Sir : I feel highly honored by the application you have made to me, and I 

beg to subscribe”— here the reader had to turn the leaf— “ myself your very obedi­
ent servant,”  et cetera.

The Last Straw
L I A L : “ Have you stopped calling on the girl with the silk blouse ?”  
* 1 T om : “ Y es; it’s all over in that direction.”

“W hy? Father object?”
"Bless you, no! And I had nerve enough to dodge all her hints about pop­

ping the question also; but the last time I called she had the sign ‘Do it now’ 
stuck on die center table. That floored me, and I ’ve quit.”



(A SERIAL NOVEL)

THE OPENING CHAPTERS. 
Condensed for those who have not 

read them.

CHELMSFORD, a wealthŷ  artist—the 
man who tells this story—is visiting at 

the house of Lawrence Arnett, when the 
latter kills an old rival and enemy, Arnold 
Bentley, in a pistol duel. Arnett’s friend, 
Randolph Carisbrooke, is accused of the 
murder, and he persuades Arnett to let him 
face the charge, as Arnett’s invalid wife 
could not survive such a shock as the arrest 
of her husband would cause, and Carisbrooke 
feels certain that he can escape with a light 
sentence on the plea of self-defense. Arnett 
has three times saved the life of Carisbrooke 
at the risk of his own, and Carisbrooke 
claims the right to offer his now in return.

Chelmsford goes abroad, and eighteen 
months have passed when he returns to 
Tennessee, bringing with him his niece, 
Diana Hardeman. Chelmsford has heard 
nothing of the murder case during his ab­
sence, but as he and Diana are journeying to 
the mountain bungalow of the girl’s father, 
Thomas Hardeman, a mining magnate, they 
meet Carisbrooke on his way to the State 
convict camp, where he is to serve a two- 
year sentence, having been convicted of man­
slaughter.

There is a slight railway accident, and Car­
isbrooke protects Diana from injury. The 
girl recognizes him as the man who offended 
her some years before by objecting to his 
younger brother’s paying court to her, on ac­
count of the low origin and brutal nature of 
her father. She is secretly glad to hear that 
he is how a convict, but Chelmsford is re­
gretful, knowing that Carisbrooke will be at

the mercy of Hardeman, who has great po­
litical influence, and is allowed to make use 
of convict labor at his mines.

The Duke of Winton, who has been a suit­
or for Diana’s hand during her stay in Eu­
rope, comes to visit at the palatial Harde­
man bungalow, and the ambitious Hardeman 
encourages his suit with enthusiasm. 
Chelmsford keeps in touch with Carisbrooke 
by affecting to seek models for his painting 
among the convicts, -and the two men have 
several conferences. Chelmsford counsels 
Carisbrooke not to resent the slights that are 
put upon him, as he only lays himself more 
open to the brutality of fee prison-camp 
warden.

CHAPTER XII.
A N  E A S I E R  J O B .

SROM the window of the prison 
shanty I could see my brother- 
in-law progressing slowly to­
ward us. He was detained 
by more than one convict, 

who pressed up to ask favors, and prob­
ably got them, according to the flattery 
shown.

In a Napoleonic way, Thomas Harde­
man was far from unkind to under­
lings. He strolled along, smoking a 
big Havana, listening with evident good 
humor. Presently he dismissed them 
all, and came bnskly to the room we 
occupied, entering it without the formal­
ity o f a knock.



A KXIGIiT OF TENNESSEE y>
I looked up and nodded a*- he came 

in, though I heartily wished he had 
stayed at the bungaW .

He came up to the easel, ignoring 
Carisbrooke. "Got your model, eh?” 

"Yes, he has precisely the figure I 
want for-the center o f my next forest 
scene."

“He looks out o f drawing to me,” 
retorted Hardeman drawlingly, glanc­
ing over Carisbrooke with the studied 
contempt o f a man determined to have 
reprisals. “ I ’ve seen many a black with 
a better figure than his. But you know 
what gets the public.”

“ It’s a matter o f  proportion,”  I ex­
plained, as I saw Carisbrooke’s face 
grow calmly expressionless. “We paint­
ers have to go  by certain laws. Mr. 
Carisbrooke happens to fit them.” 

“There are no misters among con­
victs. He’s number four hundred,” 
growled Hardeman.

“AH right,”  I murmured.
"Could none o f  the others do as 

well?” inquired Hardeman sourly.
“ No,”  I said truthfully; “he makes 

such a model as we don-’t find once in 
ten years.”

“That so? Well, then, you’ll need 
him constantly. And you can’t paint 
him in the mines. I’ve an idea for 
keeping him out. Thought I’d induce 
Meacham to make turn a trusty.” 

Carisbrooke’s face softened at the 
word. My heart leaped with pleasure 
to think how much more generous 
Hardeman was than I had supposed 
him.

“ Fine and dandy!” I answered en­
thusiastically. “ Meacham could let him 
drive one o f the teams in the morn­
ing, and let me have him in the after­
noons.”

“Oh, I ’ve an easier job for him than 
that, Chelmsford.”  Then to Caris­
brooke: “ You’d be willing to take the 
oath, my man, that you won’t escape?” 

Carisbrooke answered quietly:
“I should be glad to take it, to get 

the chance o f  working on a team, 
or something outside. I would be a 
fool to escape— my sentence is so 
short.”

Thomas Hardeman surveyed him 
leisurely, then drawled:

“ Driving is too rough work for a man 
o f your descent. I want you for a 
house servant in my kitchen and dining 
room."

I whirled round on my seat. I might 
have guessed that from under this ap­
parent kindness a thrust would come.

A  flood o f scarlet ran up Caris­
brooke’s finely proportioned neck and 
into his face, clear to his forehead. 
It receded, but it left his eyes shining 
with r h e  answered slowly:

“ I might have known that was the 
sort o f  offer a cad like you would 
make.”

“ Come, come, Hardeman,” I inter­
rupted hastily, as my brother-in-law was 
about to speak, “ give him something 
better than that. Mining is a man’s 
work. Don't ask him to take anything 
less dignified-”

A  long puff floated out from Harde­
man’s cigar.

“ Didn’t know a convict had anything 
to do with dignity,”  he drawled.

“ I say, Hardeman,”  I exclaimed, “ the 
man’s in your power— be merciful,”

Carisbrooke stepped forward. A  less 
fearless man than my brother-in-law 
would have shrunk back before the in­
creasing anger blazing in Carisbrooke’s 
eyes, before the involuntary shutting 
o f Carisbrooke’s right hand. But 
Thomas Hardeman didn’t know the 
meaning o f the word fear.

“ I don’t want his mercy,”  Carisbrooke 
said, in low, controlled, but none the 
less furious tones. “ Neither his mercy 
nor his dirty jobs. I came here as a 
prisoner o f the State to do a man’s work 
for the State. He can’t make me a 
trusty unless I choose to make myself 
one.”

Thomas Hardeman laughed. “ It 
won’t be long, number four hundred,” 
he muttered, “ before you will be ready 
and glad to wait on me at the bun­
galow.”

Turning on his heel, he left the room, 
and went coolly across the grounds to­
ward the large gate, the warden and sev­
eral guards dancing deferential attend­
ance on him.
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C H A P T E R  X I I I .

I N  T H E  D U S T .

Y I /H IL E  waiting for Diana to accept 
’ ^ or refuse him definitely, the Duke 

o f  Winton interested himself in every­
thing around him. He and Diana rode 
horseback daily. She made a beautiful 
picture in her graceful divided skirt, the 
lines o f her lovely figure harmonizing 
with those o f  the horse in a way to 
gratify any artist’s eye.

Her horse was a satin-coated gray, 
confident in carriage, sure-footed as an 
antelope, and keenly appreciative o f  the 
little hand that guided him so skillfully 
and sympathetically.

I can’t say that the duke looked well. 
He was able to ride any horse with 
surety and pleasure, but he slouched in 
the saddle. He looked just as ugly there 
as he did everywhere else, and just as 
undistinguished. Watching those two 
go off together one morning, I thought 
how superbly Carisbrooke would have 
sat Winton’s handsome black gelding; 
Carisbrooke, who at that moment was 
laboring by the side o f his negro “ bud­
dy”  for the sake of those two young 
lovers fighting for love and life in the 
Italian world o f  sunshine.

Winton and Diana came back glowing 
from their ride, and manifested enor­
mous appetites at lunch. Winton an­
nounced that they had been exploring 
the mines. The interior workings o f 
the mines were very new and interest­
ing to him. He was evidently anxious 
to discuss them, but there were inter­
ruptions, and little was said until that 
evening after dinner, when we fore­
gathered on the piazza.

It was the loveliest o f  evenings. 
Hardeman had just returned from a 
fresh victory at a directors’ meeting. 
It seemed he had spoken no mpre than 
truth when he said everything was com­
ing his way. He listened with defer­
ence to Winton’s somewhat naive com­
ments on the State mine.

Diana was swinging in a Mexican 
hammock. Winton was gently keeping 
the hammock in motion, while gazing 
adoringly at her. Yet, in spite o f  Win­
ton’s humility, in spite o f  the way

Diana had snubbed him, there was an 
undercurrent o f  belief in him that she 
was surely his— that their wedding was 
only prettily deferred. For it was hard­
ly possible for him to believe that in 
the end she could refuse such a title as 
his.

Winton betrayed this to me in several 
subtle ways. And Thomas Hardeman 
naturally shared Winton’s belief that 
the granddaughter o f  the illiterate Eng­
lish undergardener could not afford to 
refuse that delectable title.

Winton was, in his way, rather lov­
able. If he was ugly and lacked pres­
ence, his manners were quite perfect, 
and he had led a clean life. He was 
good at nearly all outdoor sports, and 
had a very pleasant command o f small 
talk. What is still more important, he 
could turn a compliment.

But to-night Diana listened to him 
vaguely. Her face in the white moon­
light was rather grave and troubled, 
as if she were haunted by some dis­
turbing memory.

Finding her unresponsive, the duke 
was wise enough again to turn his at­
tention to Thqjjaas Hardeman.

“ Saw rather a fine thing to-day in 
that mine, don’t you know,” he ob­
served.

My brother-in-law looked up with the 
interest he always showed in any re­
mark o f Winton’s.

“What was that, duke ?”
“ I was interested in the men, don’t 

you know, and in watching them work. 
Some o f those fellows can certainly 
make the stuff tumble down. And in 
one room was a tall, splendidly built, 
dark-eyed white man working with a 
negro. And the black had a beastly at­
tack o f rheumatism, so the white man 
was doing all the black man’s work to 
keep him from being punished, don’t 
you know.”

Thomas Hardeman sneered. “ And 
boasted to you o f  his philanthropy, I 
suppose ? ’

“ Not at all! The white fellow never 
said a word about himself, and tried to 
make the black fellow hush because the 
black fellow was praising the white fel­
low, don’t you know. Called him ‘Marse



A KNIGHT OF TENNESSEE 41

Randolph,’  and said the white man used 
to own his—the black fellow’s—people. 
The nfgro looked badly used up, don’t 
you know.”

“ It was all put on,”  asserted Harde­
man.

“ Really?”
“ I know the nigger. Biggest liar and 

the most consummate actor in the camp. 
Four hundred was breaking the regula­
tions in doing that nigger’s work, and 
they both knew it.”

“ Still, it was by way o f being awfully 
decent on this white man’s part.”

“ I don’t see it. He ought to listen to 
what the warden tells him about that 
nigger. Four hundred was aiding an 
infraction o f  •discipline, and he knew 
it.”

“ But the white fellow was uncom­
monly decent to do it,”  reiterated Win- 
ton obstinately.

I saw Diana send him an approving 
glance. For myself, I wished Winton 
had kept his mouth shut about Caris- 
brooke and Carisbrooke’s kindness. A  
certain uneasiness stirred in me. It in­
creased when Thomas Hardeman pres­
ently excused himself, went into his 
telephone booth, and.closed himself in.

Diana apparently shared my uneasi­
ness. She stirred uncomfortably in her 
luxurious hammock, then said a little 
impatiently to Winton:

“ I wish you’d kept quiet, Snooks, 
about that Incident with Mr. Caris- 
brooke.”

“ Mr. Carisbrooke? I didn’t meet any 
Mr. Carisbrooke, Miss Diana.”

“ The man who did the negro's work 
is Randolph Carisbrooke. He belongs 
to one o f the oldest families in America. 
He’s a gentleman, in there for two years 
for manslaughter—not murder, you 
know. And it just happens he— he an­
gered dad very much. And—and dad 
rather has it in for him, you know. And 
*—and, although I personally dislike 
Randolph Carisbrooke exceedingly, still 
I don’t want dad to be getting him into 
any difficulty. And—and every ijme
he’s brought to dad’s notice there may 
me fresh trouble for— for Mr. Caris­
brooke.”

Winton whistled softly. “ Oh, I see!

I ’m awfully sorry, don’t you know, I 
mentioned Mr. Carisbrooke. Shan’t do 
it again.”

But it was too late to remedy the 
matter, as I learned after Diana and 
Winton had said good night. For as 
soon as Winton disappeared Thomas 
Hardeman, pulling at his inevitable ci­
gar, said slowly:

“ I ’ve got a line on that infernal 
Carisbrooke through infraction o f rules 
to-day. It’s just what I want.”  

“ Thomas,”  I returned, with a touch 
o f  angen “you carry your desire for re­
venge too far.”

“ Don't be a fool, Chelmsford. I  
haven’t had any revenge yet,” retorted 
my brother-in-law dryly.

“ Good Lord, the man’s in the very 
dust.”

"Not dust o f  my making. That’s the 
State’s work. What I’m going to do is 
bit and bridle him with my harness. I ’ve 
been scorned and insulted beyond words 
by this fellow. I’ll never rest satisfied 
till this high and mighty descendant o f 
all the Carisbrookes is waiting on my 
table like a lackey— understand ?”  

“ You’ll never make him do that.”  
“ Oh, yes, I will. I’ve handled various 

kinds o f men, Chelmsford. I under­
stand ’em better than you do. Now I 
mean to have Carisbrooke in my kitchen 
before the sun sets again, and you’re 
the man to look after this for me.”  

“ Excuse me 1 I’ll have absolutely 
nothing to do with your dirty work, 
Thomas. Carisbrooke was and is a 
kind o f  friend o f  mine, though we had 
only a short acquaintanceship. I ’d 
rather do him good than harm. I ’ll 
never execute any commission o f  yours 
against him, Thomas.”

“ Don’t be so quick with your nevers,”  
snarled Hardeman. “ People usually do 
what I want— you will, too. Listen.”

I listened— for nearly twenty minutes. 
“ You are an infernally cold-hearted 

devil!”  I exclaimed.
“ I ’m no devil. But any game I play 

— whether it’s love or hate—I play it. 
Now, will you do what I want in the 
morning, or shall I get somebody else?”  

“ I ’ll do what you want,”  I  said re­
luctantly.
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CH A PTE R  XIV.
THE CALL OF THE HUMBLE.

THE fun rose on a fair morning. I 
got up early, and had coffee and 

toast with Thomas Hardeman an hour 
before Winton or Diana thought o£ 
waking. I had little appetite for break­
fast, and my brother-in-law was the 
most temperate o f  men at the table. He 
held that to put an extra ounce o f food 
in the stomach for pleasure was to dam­
age that most wonderful piece o f  ma­
chinery, the body. Certainly his rugged 
health well carried out his theories, 
while Winton, who was both epicure 
and gourmand, was already complaining 
o f  dyspepsia.

The meal was soon over. Thomas 
Hardeman went to his office, and I, la­
menting the complication which had 
brought Carisbrooke to this place, went 
to the State stockade.

As I approached it, it might have 
been some little white-painted Swiss vil­
lage, so far as scenic effects went And 
outside the stockade walls the mountain 
flowers smiled and flung spots o f ravish­
ing color along the path, their petals 
still dew-kissed into translucent beauty.

Then I passed through the large gate, 
admitted by the guard, and into the 
presence o f one o f  life’s grimmest sides. 
As I expected, the whole force o f  con­
victs was lined up to watch the matter 
in hand. They were not shackled, for 
they were directly under the shbtguns 
o f  the guard on the walls.

The men were rarely shackled until 
they were to leave the stockade for the 
mine.

They were divided into two bodies, 
a couple o f hundred being on each side 
o f  the central square.' In this square 
the whipping post was planted, and near 
it stood Carisbrooke’s negro buddy, 
Jim. The negro’s hands were tied in 
front. He was bare to the waist, his 
shoulders shining in the early sun.

The negro looked shrunken and 
drawn; his face was a mask o f fear and 
misery.

I came quietly up behind the west line 
o f  convicts, and slipped among them, 
where I could watch unobserved. Thej|

paid almost no heed to m e; their whole 
attention was centered on the coming 
punishment o f  their fellow prisoner.

Near the negro the warden was stand­
ing, his legs apart, a stogy in his mouth, 
and a whipping strap trailing from his 
right hand. He was waiting. For whom 
was evidenced by the arrival o f Caris­
brooke, who was brought np by a dep­
uty. Carishrooke was, like the other 
convicts, unshackled. He came strid­
ing up, his face flushed with anger; 
but when lie addressed the warden his 
tone was well controlled.

“ Don’t punish the boy, warden,” he 
said hurriedly. “ I was glad to help 
him out. He was utterly unable to do 
his task.”

He regarded the warden anxiously. 
The latter returned his gaze contemptu­
ously.

“ Who made you judge here o f what 
a black is or isn’t able to do?”

“ I am in position to know because I 
am working with the man.”

“ Yes, boss, Mr. Warden, suh,” ex­
claimed the terrified Jim, “ he sutney do 
understan’ my case, suh!”

“ You know just about as much about 
blacks, four hundred,”  drawled the 
warden, “ as you do about how to keep 
outer trouble— which is nothing at all!”

Stepping close to the warden, Caris­
brooke said something in a low tone. 
His listener gulped, swallowed hard, and 
with difficulty recovered his poise of 
just indignation.

“ Bribin’ me don't g o !”  he exclaimed 
loudly. But I could detect the effort 
the refusal cost, and judged Carisbrooke 
must have offered several hundred dol­
lars. The warden, however, had wis­
dom enough to know that no man can 
profitably serve two masters. He was 
already “ grafted” by Hardeman.

At a sign from him; the negro was 
promptly fastened to the post. Caris­
brooke protested passionately.

“ You are whipping him for a mere 
nothing! The fell measure o f  the stuff 
was dug out. The State isn’t a penny 
the worse. It was no real infraction o f 
discipline. Because I happened to do 
a sick negro’s task doesn’t mean that 
every other convict will be double tasked
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by his mate. Be reasonable, warden! 
Be just!”

'"That’s enough from  you, four hun­
dred,” the warden said roughly.

“ I  will promise never to do his task 
again,”  urged Carisbrooke.

“You’ll do as you are told; that’s 
what you’ll do. And you’ll never dig 
another pickful for this black, unless 
you want him half killed.”

As the warden spoke, he wheeled to­
ward Jim, lifted the whipping strap, 
and brought it across the negro’s shoul­
ders.

I have seen some unpleasant things 
in my travels; I have heard the cry o f  
mortally wounded men, the wailing o f 
women for their dead; but never in the 
course o f  my existence have I heard a 
howl o f such anguish, despair, and 
agony as Jim let out when the first tap 
of the strap struck him. The negro’s 
voice is always a fine vehicle for wails. 
Full, passionate, chorded to wild and 
hopeless supplication under trouble, it 
can carry at the owner’s pleasure a bur­
den o f such woe as would make the for­
tune o f  any actor who could achieve 
such use o f the human voice.

Through the gurgling o f his scream 
ran the wild appeal of the Southern- 
bom negro to the man whose father had 
been a kind o f  god to his slaves:

“ Marse Randolph! Save me, Marse 
Randolph! Oh, save me!”

Just so had Jim's negro daddy once 
appealed to Randolph Carisbrooke’s own 
father in a time of great peril, and the 
elder Carisbrooke had answered it by 
deliverance. Perhaps Randolph Caris­
brooke remembered this; perhaps it was 
only the effect o f the desperate call o f 
the weaker race to the strength o f the 
warm-hearted superior white; an ap­
peal which, to a slave holder’s son, car­
ried a claim utterly inexplicable to those 
not trained in the South’s patriarchal 
ideas.

Its effect on Randolph Carisbrooke 
was instant, and utterly disastrous. 
Under that cry, his reason went where 
reason goes when impulse surges into 
control. He sprang toward the warden, 
his eyes glowing like fire.

“ Drop that whip!” he sfiouted, in

tones as harshly commanding as though 
he were himself in authority. “ Drop it, 
you dog!”

The warden wheeled, and struck at 
Carisbrooke with the whip; the blow 
went wild. Carisbrooke'delivered an 
uppercut which stretched the warden 
flat on the ground o f  his own camp.

CH APTER XV.
A DOUBTFUL ALTERNATIVE.

sooner had the warden fallen than 
two'deputy wardens, a guard, and 

three trusties hurled themselves on 
Carisbrooke, who naturally went down 
nearly as promptly as the warden had 
done. When the representatives o f  or­
der dragged him to his feet again, he 
was handcuffed and breathing hard 
from rage and struggling.

The warden by this time had risen 
also. His left eye was bruised, and 
from the way he rubbed the back o f his 
head the contact with the ground must 
have raised a bump o f unpleasant size.

He stalked up to the handcuffed Ca­
risbrooke, and glared into his face with 
eyes grown absolutely wolfish as he 
choked out:

“ You fool! I ’ll make you pay for 
this, Mister Carisbrooke!”

Carisbrooke returned his glare by the 
high, steady look which was always 
such an exasperation to those on whom 
he used it. The warden fairly danced 
with fury.

“ You won’t hold your nose in the air 
like that when I ’m done thrashing you !”  
he cried. And then to his deputy ward­
ens: “Turn the nigger loose, and tie 
up Mr. Four Hundred for fifty lashes.”

Carisbrooke fell back a step. His 
color receded until he was ghastly white. 
A  sudden horror utterly beyond words 
leaped into his handsome eyes. I saw 
instantly that this highly organized, im­
pulsive man had actually never con­
ceived that he could be beaten as the 
common prisoners were. He had been 
careful to keep every law, careful to do 
his tasks; he had been silently obedient 
in all things to the authority at hand—- 
except in the one slight fault, if fault 
it could be called, o f digging a sick
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man's task. He had trusted to his per­
fect service and his own proud knowl­
edge o f  his social standing to protect 
him. O f course, if he had stopped to 
think at all before he struck down the 
warden, humiliating that official in the 
very face o f  his men, he would have ap­
preciated what he was bringing down 
himself. But up to the time o f Jim’s 
wild and frantic appeal Carisbrooke had 
conceived his own good work held him 
immune from the whip, and after Jim’s 
cry he had not reasoned about anything. 
Now, quite too late, he saw what was 
before him. Only those comprehending 
to the full Randolph Carisbrooke’s pride 
o f  birth and his haughty personality 
could even approximate the extent o f 
the loathsome humiliation which pun­
ishment by the whip meant to him.

From white, a slow tinge o f gray 
crept into his skin. He seemed on the 
verge o f fainting. I was just about, 
against my judgment, to go to him, 
when, with a desperate effort, he re­
covered himself.

The negro— Jim— was promptly re­
leased. He scuttled into his jacket, and 
Bed like a scared rabbit into the ranks 
o f his fellow prisoners, where he ef­
fectually concealed himself from view.

Carisbrooke spoke to the warden, in 
tones so thick and choked that they were 
barely distinguishable:

“ If you touch me just once with that 
whip o f yours, I ’ll kill you, if I have 
to choke you with my bare hands 1”

The low, fierce sincerity o f his 
phrases made me shiver. There was no 
question but tjiat he meant every word 
o f it. The warden, however, was not 
to be frightened out o f his revenge.

“ No, you won't. my buck,” he said 
coolly. "Y ou ’ll not get a chance to hurt 
me. I know your kind, and I ’ll have 
you watched. And just you do a little 
listening. I meant to whip you, any­
way. But you’d have had only ten 
lashes for digging that task against posi­
tive orders. Now you’ll get full fifty—  
and it ought to be a hundred.”

He nodded to his men. They were 
about to lay hands on Carisbrooke when 
I stepped forward.

“ One moment, warden,”  I interposed,

and pressed on him a note in Thomas 
Hardeman’s handwriting.

The warden took it brusquely. While 
he read it, I looked at Carisbrooke. He 
turned on me eyes whose desperation 
was more eloquent than words, and 
from his Ups fell the first appeal for aid 
that had ever passed them.

“ Chelmsford,”  he said, in a low voice, 
“ help me!”

I put my hand on his shoulder, but 
I said nothing. When the warden had 
finished the note, he was red with exas­
peration. “ I  ought to have my rights 1” 
he sputtered.

“ Will you give me a few words alone 
with Mr. Carisbrooke, or not?”  I de­
manded sharply.

“ I—I------ He gulped hard, then
said with difficulty: “ I reckon so!”

Running my arm through Caris­
brooke’s, I led him off to the room 
where I painted. Once we were alone, 
I lost no time in coming to the point.

“ Carisbrooke,”  I said hastily, “ there’s 
just one way to save you from this, 
and it’s a hard way.”

He searched my face, but he said 
nothing. I hurried on :

“ My brother-in-law sent mg here this 
morning to watch this affair. He knew 
what was about to be done. He told me 
to say to you before you were touched 
that if you would take oath as a ‘trusty,’ 
and work in his kitchen and dining room 
you would not only escape this punish­
ment, but he would promise you abso­
lute exemption from any touch o f the 
lash while you were in his service.”

Still he looked into my face, and said 
pothing.

I went on : “ Here’s a copy o f the note 
he sent the warden by my hands. I ’ll 
read it to you :

“If the convict four hundred, otherwise 
Randolph Carisbrooke, will come to me as a 
bouse trusty, release him without fail, un­
punished, into Mr. Chelmsford’s hands. See 
that you do not underany conditions touch 
him with a whip. But if he refuses the offer 
Mr. Chelmsford brings, take it out of the 
convict as much as you like. I shall be done 
with him.

“ You see,”  I continued, “ whether you 
had struck the warden or not, you would 
have been beaten, anyway.”
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"I see. Hardeman played this whole 

h'and to drive me into what he wanted.” 
“ That may be. My brother-in-law 

pretty well owns this fellow Meacham, 
and so you are absolutely in his power. 
If you don’t accede to his terms-—what 
Is before you this morning is only the 
beginning o f  even worse. You have 
kiade a deadly enemy o f  that warden. 
You will be lashed and maltreated con­
stantly ; will be Meacham’s football. 
And you’ll fjet no chance to kill him."

“ I f  Thomas Hardeman gets me into 
his service, will be keep his oath that I 
shall be exempt from any physi<al pun­
ishment?”

“ Yes. I’m sure o f  that.”
Carisbrooke began slowly pacing up 

and down the room. Then he halted.
“Could you save Jim from any fur­

ther beating for this particular offense ?”  
“ Pm sure I can. I ’ll have the warden 

let him alone until he hears from Thom­
as Hardeman, and I’m reasonably sure 
I can get this favor for you. Hardeman 
is lavish with his money when he has 
an end to attain. He’ll fix Meacham on 
any thing to gain you.”

Carisbrooke gave a hard little laugh. 
“Your brother-in-law is no slouch as 
a chess player. He has me cornered 
where service as his white slave actually 
looks like salvation. There’s only one 
way I could defeat him—kill myself. 
But that’s cowardly. Moreover, it 
would burden Arnett cruelly. He’d al­
ways be thinking it was his fault.” 

Again he began slowly pacing up and 
down; then turned to me with a grim 
smile.

“ But why am I delaying you here as 
if I had any choice?”  he said. “ There’s 
nothing left but to take Hardeman’s 
offer.”

CHAPTER XVI.
A PASTY OF THREE.

I TNDOUBTEDLY the play on great 
^  human emotions makes up the 
varying interests o f  life; but I am one 
o f those who do not care to swim in 
the fiercer currents, and the ocean o f 
Thomas Hardeman’s apparently bound­
less hatred for Carisbrooke was incom­

prehensible to me. I either forgive my 
enemies or forget them; generally the 
latter, as it's less trouble.

But Hardeman wished neither to for­
give nor forget. And none o f us was 
likely to forget, with Randolph Cari>- 
brooke calmly waiting on the dinner 
table.

The negro in the kitchen did the 
cooking, but the last o f  the Carisbrookes 
was taught to set the tables, serve the 
meals, and wash the dishes.

Hardeman had accomplished the in­
credibly: He had rounded out a re­
venge far superior to killing his man. 
But success is a mysterious thing; it 
never contains quite the elements we ex­
pect. Unfortunately for Hardeman’s 
perfect satisfaction in his triumph, the 
transferred prisoner bore his enforced 
humiliation with such quiet self-poi^f, 
such unaffected, unprotesting, and dig­
nified obedience to the curt orders given 
him, that there was lacking the flavor 
which a cringing attitude on his part 
would have given to Hardeman’s vic­
tory. v

Whatever Carisbrooke’s sensations 
may have been as he brought in food 
for us and served around the table, he 
bore himself with a cool self-possession, 
a decorously masked contempt that 
threw us all drolly into the wrong.

The swift, vindictive glances Harde­
man sometimes shot at him when he 
was leaving the room, the red light 
growing stronger in Hardeman’s eyes, 
began t6 prove to me that there would 
be trouble ahead. All this affected my 
appetite. It is a serious mistake to bring 
a “ situation” into one’s dining room; it 
interferes with digestion.

For the presence o f Carisbrooke trou­
bled three out o f  the four o f  us very 
seriously. When Diana found what her 
father had accomplished in driving Ca­
risbrooke into his personal domestic 
service, it is only just to her to say that 
she was nearly as humiliated as Caris­
brooke himself. She was able to com­
prehend at once that Thomas Harde­
man’s excessive use o f his power over 
his enemy had put hen father in the 
wrong, and had preserved, not de­
stroyed, Carisbrooke’s dignity.
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She also perceived that she must not 
show Carisbrooke the least kindness in 
her father’s presence. She saw how his 
hate o f his prisoner waxed with the pos­
session.

Carisbrooke’s self-poise, his cool 
calm under many drawled insults 
brought the relations between him­
self and Thomas Hardeman into some­
thing like a daily duel o f personalities 
in which the impregnable self-control 
o f the insulted continually brought him 
off victor. When Hardeman was called 
away on business for a week, I found 
it a relief.

Winton alone had remained untrou­
bled by the addition o f Carisbrooke as 
a servant. The very afternoon o f Har­
deman’s departure, while Diana, Win- 
ton, and myself were lounging in the 
living room, Winton commented good- 
humoredly on our acquisition.

“ Mr. Hardeman tells me,”  he said to 
Diana, who was sitting on the leather- 
padded divan, supported by a mass o f  
cushions, “ that this fellow Carisbrooke 
elected to come here as a house Servant 
in preference to working in the.mine. 
Fellow makes a good enough servant, 
but he can’t be a gentleman, or he 
wouldn’t have changed his pick for a 
dishpan.”

Diana’s eyes blazed. “ Daddy 
shouldn’t have given you that impres­
sion, Snooks," she said impulsively. 
“ He had no right to. I'm going to tell 
you the whole truth.”

“ Diana!” I cautioned.
“ Yes, uncle^ I ’m going to play fair.”  

She turned again to Winton. “ When 
daddy offered Mr. Carisbrooke this 
place at first, Mr. Carisbrooke was fu­
rious. Then daddy------ ” She halted,
and choked over saying what her fa­
ther had planned against the helpless 
man in his power. At last she found 
some cloak for the circumstance, and 
continued: “ Daddy had—had— such
pressure put on Mr. Carisbrooke at the 
stockade that Mr. Carisbrooke was driv­
en—at what you might call a pistol’s 
point—to take this place up here.”

"I see! When between the devil and 
the deep sea-------”

“ That's not civil, Snooks.”

“ Choose the deep sea,”  Winton con­
tinued hastily. “ It’s a compliment to 
call a man the deep sea. Because your 
father is like that, you know— calm 
sometimes, and sometimes by way o f 
being perfectly resistless.”

Diana laughed. “ You got out o f  that 
very well.”

An hour later Winton had wandered 
off downtown into tfie mining settle­
ment. He was given to prowling about 
a bit on his own account. Diana re­
mained on the divan, dipping into a pile 
o f  recent magazines, and I went to my 
studio.

It was a well-lighted room which 
Hardeman had thoughtfully reserved 
fo r  me. I got my things together, and 
went in search o f  my model. This was 
the first time I had felt it wise to use 
him since the episode at the stockade. 
For if by any manner o f means I be­
trayed to Thomas Hardeman my intense 
sympathy for Carisbrooke, it would be 
Carisbrooke who would pay, add plen­
tifully.

He had finished his dishes, and was 
busy polishing the great walnut dinner 
table.

He had thrown aside his striped jack­
et. His sleeves were rolled to his shoul­
ders, leaving bare the muscular beauty 
o f  his white, powerful arms. Under 
the easy strength o f  his well-shaped 
hands, the wood was shining exquisitely, 
throwing up at him a clear reflection 
o f  his gravely handsome face.

He turned his head as I entered, and 
smiled cheerfully at me.

“ Good piece o f  wood,”  he said. 
“ Rather wonderful what a variety na­
ture hJfc made in woods. It would be 
a job to make post oak shine like this 1” 

“ Woods are as various as people. 
Put up your polishing doth, and come 
sit to me, Carisbrooke. You know, Har­
deman said you might any time I wanted 
to paint.”

“ I ’ll be glad enough to come.”  He 
dropped his polishing cloth into a draw­
er, and went with me. When we reached 
the studio, I made him take an easy- 
chair.

“ We’ll have a drink first,”  I said, bus-
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i!y attacking the contents o f  my cellar- 
ette.

“ Ill get some glasses,”  he murmured, 
somewhat ill at ease.

“ No, you won’t; I ’ll do the waiting 
this time. And I— —”

A light rap on the door interrupted 
me.

“ Enter!”  I called, and Diana entered. 
“ May I watch you phint ?” she asked, a 
little timidly.

I nodded, rather wishing she had kept 
out.

“Mint juleps?”  she inquired lightly. 
“Let me mix them, will you?”

“ N o; I like to mix my own. Go get 
me the glasses,”  I said.

She went. She came back with three 
lasses on a silver tray. When I had 
lied them, she carried the tray first to 

Carisbrooke, who accepted his glass 
with grave thanks. The three o f us 
drank together, although Diana • took 
only half o f  hers.

Setting down her glass, she came 
slowly toward Carisbrooke, who had 
risen on her entrance, and had remained 
standing.

“Mr. Carisbrooke,”  she said, a little 
fearfully, “ there’s something I want to 
say to you.”

“There is nothing you could have to 
say,” he returned quietly, “ to your fa­
ther’s servant, unless you have some 
order to give me.”

She understood the cut, and flushed. 
But she persisted: "Yes, there is some­
thing else. I want to say to you that 
I am very, very sorry that you have been 
dealt with so hardly. It—it—in a way 
—almost justifies what—what you 
called us. But—but I’d like you to 
know that if— I could have had my way 
things would have—been different for 
you. I tried to make my father see 
with my eyes, but he— he hates you in­
tensely. And he is a man of very fierce 
emotions.”

Carisbrooke’s face softened slightly 
over her anxious air as he answered 
slowly:

“ It is really kind o f you to care at all 
what my opinion o f you or yours may 
be. And I believe what you are saying 
about yourself, because I could not,

from my work in the dining room on 
the silver, help overhearing what you 
said to the Duke o f  Winton concerning 
my having been forced into this posi­
tion. There are not many women who 
have your sense o f  fair play. I know 
it cost you much to say what you did 
to the duke, because your father has 
shown you only the better side o f him­
self.”

Although she was over medium 
height, she had to look up to him as 
they stp^d together; she in her white 
linen gown, with its apparently simple 
but costly embroidery; he in his convict 
stripes.

As he paused, she said anxiously: 
“ The worst o f it is, Mr. Carisbrooke, I 
cannot do anything for you. The very 
influence I have with my father would 
turn to ashes if I interceded for you.”

She used the wrong word. His face 
settled into his usual grave and slightly 
scornful composure. “ Before you dis­
tress yourself over that,”  he said cut­
tingly, “it might be well to discover if 
I desire any intercession. The affair is 
purely between Mr. Hardeman and my­
self.”

Her eyes suddenly filled with hurt 
tears.

“ It’s not necessary to— to speak to 
me like that," she faltered, “ when you 
know that I am humiliated to death over 
the insults put on you. No-=rno matter 
what you did— or what you called us, 
as soon as you were in our power we 
should have been too generous to take 
advantage o f you.”

He folded his arms, and looked down 
keenly-at her, his dark eyes searching 
every line o f her high-bred, beautiful 
face.

“ Miss Hardeman,”  he said slowly, 
“ the phrases o f that unhappy letter are 
most unfortunately engraved on the 
minds of all concerned. In regard to 
your father, I wish to say absolutely 
nothing. But in regard to yourself, 
I want to statepfeinly that when I used 
the terms I did in relation to you, I 
wrote what only my ignorance begot. 
Now that I have seen you, now that you 
have shown me something o f the beauty 
o f your soul, I wish to apologize humbly
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and absolutely for having ever, even in 
my ignorance, used such a term concern­
ing youu You more than justify my 
brother Arthur’s effort to win you. He 
was the more unfortunate in that he 
didn’t succeed.”

Diana’s face grew lovely with relief.
“ Thank you, Mr. Carisbrooke,”  she 

said simply, and held out to him a small 
right hand.

He hesitated a moment, but the charm 
radiating from Diana scattered his re­
serve to the winds. He took the little 
fingers in his.

At this point I posed Carisbrooke 
again, giving him a seat on a kind o f 
dais. Diana ensconced herself in a com­
fortable armchair, and I began to paint,

CH APTER XVII.
I N  A N E W  L I G H T .

see Carisbrooke in a new light. In my 
brief acquaintanceship with him at Ar­
nett’s rooms. Carisbrooke had been 
friendly, but not much inclined to con­
versation. It now seemed that he was 
one o f those men, who, under the proper 
stimulus, can be little less than brilliant.

As though to prove to Diana that he 
had not only meant his apology in good 
faith, but that he also appreciated her 
desire to screen him, he yielded com­
pletely to her efforts to draw him into 
conversation.

It developed that he knew Europe in 
a very broad, unusual way; that they 
had mutual acquaintances abroad; that 
he had a keen and witty perception o f 
Continental life and its humorous side; 
that he had also had his share in Rus­
sia o f somewhat perilous adventures. 
Carisbrooke told his adventures mod­
estly, but instead o f afflicting one with 
Wintofi’s dry-as-dust mode o f describ­
ing incidents in which he had partici­
pated, Carisbrooke gave a vivid picture 
which sketched out the episode in vivid 
coloring.

Diana listened with increasing inter­
est When Winton returned and added 
himself to our number, she was openly

vexed. She evidently feared Caris- 
brooke would go back into his shell.

This he didn't do. He continued his 
conversation with her, Winton being left 
hopelessly in the rear. The latter lis­
tened with amazement, then interest, 
then with a smothered resentment.

When Carisbrooke had gone back to 
his dining-room work, Winton turned 
to Diana with a touch o f  boyish pettish­
ness.

“ Don’t spoil that fellow,”  he said, “or 
you’ll have him getting too uplifted and 
too impudent to wait properly on the 
table.”

Diana gave his grace o f  Winton a 
hard little stare, and lifted her eye­
brows. “ I thought I explained to you 
that Mr. Carisbrooke is a gentleman ?" 
she said.

“ A  gentleman in an infernally queer 
position,” muttered Winton,

“ You know he was forced into it," 
continued Diana, with somewhat too 
elaborate politeness. “ And what makes 
you think that you are here to regulate 
my behavior to any one?”

Winton was alarmed. “ Don’t get 
huffy,” he said hastily. “ If I said any­
thing rude, I ’m sorry. Let's be friends, 
Diana. What do we care about quarrel­
ing over a stupid convict ?”

“ I’d rather you called him Mr. Caris­
brooke.”

“ Before your father?”
She flushed. “ No. You know dad 

won’t allow him called anything but 
four hundred.”

“ I know it. He makes even the ne­
groes call him four hundred.”  Winton 
laughed. “ One o f  the blacks called him 
‘Mistuh Fo' Hundred’ yesterday.”

“ I think it did the negro credit.”  
“ Your father didn’t think so. He 

blew the negro up like the deuce.”
Diana frowned.
Winton stared hard at her. “ Did you 

know this Mr. Carisbrooke before he 
went to jail ?”

“ I did not.”
“ Did you know any o f  his people?" 
“ I knew his brother Arthur— his 

younger brother,”  returned Diana calm­
ly. She added maliciously: “ I was half 
engaged to Arthur once.”
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“ Half engaged ?”
“I changed my mind at the last mo­

ment, and wouldn’t marry him. It’s a 
way I have o f doing.”

Winton turned red. But such 
speeches only exasperated him afresh 
into a determination to have, at all costs, 
this girl who so frequently made him 
feel she might, in spite o f  his usual 
certainty, leave him in the lurch, after 
all.

“ What’s become o f  this Arthur?”  he 
inquired stiffly.

“He married—and died. He was aw­
fully delicate—not strong and handsome 
like his elder brother.”

“ A man couldn’t look handsome to 
me in convict stripes,”  sneered the pro­
voked and scowling Winton.

“ I thought only climbers judged peo­
ple by their clothes ?”

Winton glared. “ Are you goin’ on 
takin’ me up like that?”  he growled, his 
wits having played out in the match.

Diana instantly became gracious: 
"Why, o f  course, we’re just funning 
with each other—aren’t we, uncle?” 

“ Certainly,”  I said dutifully; but un­
comfortable thoughts were in my mind. 
How wise had Thomas Hardeman been 
in bringing this prisoner into his house­
hold ? And what effect' would his prox­
imity have on a girl like Diana, who 
could no more help tormenting men and 
playing them against each other than she 
could help breathing? Was she about 
to indulge her coquetries on Carisbrooke 
out o f sheer cruelty ? Was she playing, 
after all, for a revenge so subtle that 
her father’s was child’s play beside it?

The peace o f  the afternoon vanished. 
Nor did it return that week, although 
I painted diligently, and Thomas Har­
deman remained away.

Diana persisted in coming into the 
studio. This exasperated the duke into 
coming also. Afternoon after afternoon 
Diana sat and drew out my model, who 
answered her brilliantly, and developed 
a kind o f  careless gayety. Quick to re­
mark and take offense at Winton’s cold 
manner, he ignored the duke unless the 
latter directly addressed him. If Win- 
ton did speak to him, Carisbrpoke re­
plied with a courteous reserve in his 
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voice that carried a steel*point, am! this 
began to annoy Winton keenly.

I saw with some dismay that I was 
likely to have another pair o f  mental 
duelists on my hands, and I didn't enjoy 
the prospect. I could notblamet't aas- 
brooke. It was impossible for him to 
stoop to curry favor with any man. The 
one appeal which he had ever made was 
that single low “ Help me, Chelmsford!” 
in the stockade grounds.

Winton was not an excessively clever 
man, biif he possessed a high, jealous 
temper; he had been sharply spoiled by 
adulation since his boyhood, and he was 
passionately in love.

He was quite able to perceive that if 
Diana had been properly in love with 
his coronet, she would have tempered 
her coquetries to a far more judicious 
use o f  her charm and power. She 
might not have done so much with 
Carisbrooke if he had not overheard her 
impulsive defense o f  him to Winton. 
This made him sure o f  her- sincerity—• 
which I was not.

I could not believe that Diana could 
think one moment even o f  a convict as 
a possible conquest. The thing was in­
conceivable, considering her position 
and her rather cynically expressed am­
bitions. I could only think that she who 
had begun to make amends to a man 
very bitterly used had now carried the 
matter into a very reprehensible desire 
to conquer by her charm this reserved 
and proud man.

Something o f  the kind I hinted to 
her, whereat she grew openly furious.

"Winton put you up to that!”  she 
cried. "He’s always scandalously jeal­
ous, although we are not engaged yet. 
But I  did suppose I might, at least, be 
allowed to lighten the burden o f an un­
happy prisoner.”

“ You are carrying it too far, Diana. 
You will have Carisbrooke in love with 
you.”

“ No danger o f  that 1”  she exclaimed, 
with a bitter little laugh. “ He feels he’s 
a captive prince in the house o f utter 
barbarians. Every line o f  him shows 
it.”

“ Why, Diana------ ”
“ Randolph Carisbrooke sees the real
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heart o f  things,”  my niece went on 
steadily. "He belongs to that queer 
class o f  people in the South who love 
or hate people for what’s in them in­
dividually. Our money produces ab­
solutely no effect on him. But if he 
had found us measuring up to his stand­
ards, that would have affected him. 
Daddy’s power does not move him; but 
if daddy could only have seen his op­
portunity he could have crushed Mr. 
Carisbrooke into the ground by gener­
osity. As it is, daddy has done every­
thing he could to prove us the veneered 
savages Randolph thought we were 
when Arthur wanted to marry me.”

I glanced at her uneasily.
“ Snooks thinks,”  she went on, “ that 

he can overawe Randolph by his coro­
net, Snooks knows very well that we 
Americans are sometimes slavish admir­
ers o f titles. Anything for an assured 
social position in the top ranks! But 
Randolph Carisbrooke never dreams of 
valuing any title but one, and that’s 
'thoroughbred.' Once a horse or a man 
is a thoroughbred, he knows very well 
that no broadcloth or tinsel are needed 
for that man— or that woman.”

“ But, Diana, you are thoroughbred.”
“ Am I? How do I know? I am 

my father’s daughter 1”  She gave a hard 
little laugh. “ I tell you,”  she added, a 
little fiercely, “ that Randolph Caris­
brooke, in his convict stripes, pities me!”

“And you’ll make him pay for his 
pity,”  I thought. “ Why the deuce 
couldn’t Thomas Hardeman let Caris­
brooke alone?”

I repeated this query to myself when 
Thomas Hardeman returned the follow­
ing Saturday, fresh from another suc­
cessful deal. Yet he had scarcely got 
into the house before he was calling 
for ‘ four hundred, ’ and giving Caris­
brooke orders in a tone more contemptu­
ous than he had ever before affected.

Carisbrooke obeyed him with the 
same cool aloofness o f manner he had 
shown before, but with an increase to 
match Hardeman's own rudene^ The 
mental duel was snatched up before 
Hardeman had more than kissed his 
daughter, and in the very midst o f  my 
brother-in-law’s triumphant return he

was incensed that he, who could control 
financial destinies, could not drive into 
Carisbrooke’s eyes the cringing servility 
he so often exacted from other men in 
his path.

T o add .to the general electricity in 
the atmosphere, Winton was in the ugli­
est o f humors. As Diana had said, he 
was really o f  a very jealous disposition. 
And he was also a gentleman born, who 
knew far better than Hardeman that 
no humiliations heaped on a prisoner 
can lessen that prisoner’s actual stand­
ing; that it is only what a man seeks 
under the exercise o f  his free will that 
enables his occupation to honor or dis­
grace him.

Knowing this, and unable to guess, as 
I  did more keenly than ever, that Diana 
was playing for a subtle revenge on 
Carisbrooke, Winton was growing into 
a mood far beyond Diana’s conception. 
One rainy afternoon this came to an 
acute head— came with a volcanic cli­
max which, could Diana and I have 
foreseen it, should have been averted at 
any cost.

CHAPTER XVIII.
THE DUKE CONDESCENDS.

/" 'A R ISB R O O K E  had been set to 
clean out the living-room fireplace. 

He had a couple o f  buckets and a small 
shovel, and was quietly taking out the 
ashes, for we had light fires quite fre­
quently. This done, he was to polish 
the brass andirons.

Winton, Hardeman, and myself were 
in the room, smoking. Hardeman was 
telling us the details o f  his trip. Diana 
was busy giving the cook some orders.

Presently the phone rang. Hardeman 
answered it, shutting himself into the 
booth.

Winton rose, and went to the fire­
place to get a match from the mantel­
piece. Whether purposely or not—I 
don’t know—he dropped his unlighted 
cigar in the ashes.

Carisbrooke, who was kneeling at the 
hearth, rescued it, and handed it up to 
him.

Winton took it, and the devil en­
tered fully into him with the taking.
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"Thank you, my man,”  he said, took 

the cigar, put it between his teeth, thrust 
his free hand into his trousers pocket, 
brought up a handful o f silver change, 
and held the tip out to Carisbrooke with 
a manner as coolly assured as though 
he honestly believed he was dealing with 
a flunky,

My own cigar almost dropped from 
my fingers.

Carisbrooke started up. He put dQ w n  
very delicately on a chair the shovel he 
had been using, and he extended his 
right hand.

"Put your tip there,”  he said.
"Get yourself something nice, don’t 

you know,” said Winton condescend­
ingly.

H e1 dropped the silver pieces into 
Carisbrooke’s apparently ready palm, 
unwarned by the curious smile on Caris­
brooke’s lips, or the equally curious glit­
ter in his eyes. But as Carisbrooke’s 
hand clenched on the silver I sprang up 
and came toward them.

I came too late.
Carisbrooke flung the handful o f 

coins hard into Winton’s face.
“ When you want to offer me an­

other tip,”  Carisbrooke said, in a low 
tone, "by all means do >

Y\ inton did not waste any time say­
ing anything, fie  had staggered back 
from the impact o f  the coin-. Recover­
ing himself, he rushe 1 in blind fury at 
the man he had insulted. I knew the 
duke was a trained boxer. England 
very rightly considers boxing an im­
portant part o f a boy’s education. But 
I also knew that Carisbrooke^ father 
had had the same idea, and I wasn’t 
surprise Ho see Winton encounter an 
uppercut which sent him flat to the 
rug.

At the sound o f  his fall Thomas Har­
deman hurried from his phone booth.

“ What’s happened?”  he cried loudly.
As he spoke, I became for the first 

time aware that Diana was in the room, 
and that she might have been there un­
observed for several minutes.

TO BE CONTINUED.

The next section o f this serial will 
appear in the September T op-Notch, 
out August ist. Back numbers may be 
obtained of news dealers or the pub­
lishers.

The Rebuke Elegant
jT 'OU NT JAUBERT had attacked Marshal Soult with a number of epigrams, 
^  and the marshal, meeting him at a reception o f the Court o f Louis Philippe, 
turned his back upon him just as the count was coming forward to speak to 
him, and this in the presence o f  thirty people.

“ M. le Marechal,”  said Jaubert quietly, “ I have been told that you consider 
me one o f your enemies. I see with pleasure that it is not so.”

“ Why not, sir?” demanded Soult.
“ Because,”  said Jaubert, “ you are not in the habit o f  turning your back to 

the enemy.”
The marshal held out his hand, and the count’s success was complete.

Faithful Accuracy
A SPINSTER, Miss Cocker by name, and her niece who bears the same 
4“  cognomen, went, one evening, to a reception at the house o f  a friend. 

“ What name, please?” inquired the footman.
“ Miss Cocker,”  answered the elder lady.
“ Miss Cocker, too,” joined in the niece hurriedly.
Whereupon the man o f plush and buttons opened the drawing-room door, 

and, with all the dignity o f his profession, ushered them into the midst o f  the 
company with the convulsing announcement:

“ Miss Cocker and Miss Cockatoo!”



BH E Y  might have known it, for 
hadn’t old Mammy Dinah, 
their colored oracle, declared 
that she had seen it all in the 
black sow’s ear? “ Gwine ter 

be somethin’ doin' in Plainsboro, eh? 
Weill”

Obadiah Silvers, proprietor o f  the 
Majestic Hotel, was meditating on the 
startling prophecy, when, looking over 
his spectacles, he beheld something. He 
roused himself, and presently was look­
ing straight at a tall and sleek stranger 
who had suddenly entered. He was 
neither fat nor lean, but rather well 
proportioned. His dress, too, was the 
costume o f  “ a gentleman.”  A  polished 
silk hat glistened on his head; a long 
frock coat hung in a graceful sweep 
from his shoulders; from his patent- 
leather shoes to the big diamond in his 
immaculate shirt front, he was the living 
exponent o f  a clothing advertisement. 
His features were strong, but rather 
benevolent looking. His general ap­
pearance was that o f a man who had 
seen a lot o f  the world and had come 
in contact with its different sides.

The stranger was addressing Obadiah 
with an air o f  familiarity: “ I beg your 
pardon, my dear sir, but are you the 
plenipotentiary o f  this gastronomic es­
tablishment ?”

Obadiah stretched himself to get a 
better look. Here was a proposition 
different from anything he had ever 
met. A  stranger o f this type was new 
to  Plainsboro. Not that the place was 
completely isolated, for it was a thriving 
little town in its way, but, owing to its 
being situated about two miles back 
from the main line o f  the railroad, the 
guests at the (Majestic were limited. A  
drummer stopped over occasionally, but 
the majority were automobile parties 
who happened to be passing through, 
and selected the Majestic as a last re­
sort.

Obadiah scratched his head, and con­
fusedly sputtered out: "I  don’t quite 
ketch your meanin’."

The stranger adjusted a pair o f  gold- 
rimmed glasses to his nose.

“ Ah, 1 see,”  he said, as he gazed 
through them at Obadiah. " I  will be 
more explicit: I was asking if you were 
the proprietor o f  this magnificent ho­
tel?”

“I reckon I am,”  replied Obadiah, as 
his chest swelled. It was the first time 
any one had ever called the Majestic 
“ magnificent.”

“ I wish to know your rates per 
week,”  resumed the stranger, “ as I in­
tend staying here for an indefinite pe­
riod. I ’ve often heard o f  this beautiful
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town and your famous hotel, and have 
oecided to reside here for a while. Now, 
my dear sir, what are your terms?”  

Obadiah began to comprehend. In 
other words, he was taking notice, for 
“ terms”  sounded like money, ̂ n d  that 
was his weakness. But here was a 
predicament. Before him was a man 
who wished to become a guest, and the 
man had money— it was written all over 
him. But what was he to charge? The 
usual terms were eight dollars per week, 
but that certainly wouldn’t do for a 
man o f this stamp. The limit must be 
raised. Figures o f  all sizes loomed be­
fore him. He selected what he thought 
would be about safe, and stammered: 

"Ten dollars a week.”
“Ten dollars per week?”  questioned 

the stranger, as he wiped his gold- 
rimmed glasses with a purple silk hand­
kerchief. “ Astounding! Miraculous! 
How can you possibly do it ?”

Obadiah's knees seemed to be trying 
to force themselves through the coun­
ter. “ I reckon I could go a trifle cheap­
er,” he gasped out, thinking he had 
spoiled his chances for a guest by rais­
ing the price.

"Cheaper?”  continued the stranger. 
“Why, my dear sir, I don't see how you 
exist on a price like that! I have paid 
as high as fifty dollars per week in the 
city, and I ’ll venture to say that the 
food wasn’t any better, if as good, as 
that which you serve here. Now, as 
to your terms—well, I just couldn’t ac­
cept them. My conscience wouldn’t let 
me; it would seem like taking milk from 
an infant. Here”—he pulled out a roll 
o f bills that made Obadiah’s eyes bulge 
■—“ I’ll increase your price to twelve dol­
lars, and pay you two weeks’ board in 
advance. There you are, my dear sir—  
twenty-four dollars, and two 'extra, for 
good measure, making twenty-six in 
all.”  He stepped over to the desk, and 
placed his signature upon the book; then 
he turned to Obadiah again. “ Pardon 
me, sir, pardon me; I had almost for- 
gottej^to ask your name.”

The astonished proprietor was trying 
to collect his scattered senses.

“ Obadiah Silvers,”  he feebly gasped. 
“ Delighted to meet you, Mr. Silvers.

Delighted, I assure you.”  He extended 
his hand. “ Allow me to introduce my­
self. You will find my name upon the 
regiMcr there.”  Leaving two suit cases 
upon the desk, he slowly walked from 
the hotel. Ten minute^ later, while the 
stranger had gone for a stroll up the 
main street, the bewildered Obadiah 
took occasion to glance at the register. 
After wiping the dust from his spec­
tacles, he was able to make out the fol­
lowing name scrawled half across the 
page:

“ C. U. Gumming, Where, Ala-km” 

CH APTER II.
AN ARABIAN NIGHT.

A W EEK passed. The stranger’s pop- 
ularity increased by the hour. He 

was the sole topic o f  conversation 
throughout the town. His gracious 
manners and gentlemanly bearing had 
lifted him high on the wave o f rural 
approval. The Ladies’ Aid Society o f  
one o f the churches discussed him at 
their weekly meeting, and unanimously 
voted him “ perfectly lovely." The fre­
quenters o f the Majestic bar awaited his 
coming with moist lips, for it was the 
signal for quenching their thirst, as he 
never failed to say r  “ What you going 
to have, gentlemen ?”

The usual gossip was forgotten in the 
excitement o f keeping track o f  his 
movements. He spent his money freely 
whenever the occasion presented itself. 
He treated the boys when he met them 
in the leading store, and he went to 
church on Sunday, and dropped a two- 
dollar note in the collection plate. It 
doesn’t take a fortune to create a stir 
in the ordinary small town, and he was 
truly conscious o f  it. The more he 
spent the more he seemed to have. His 
generosity was unprecedented in the an­
nals o f Plainsboro history. The editor 
o f  the Weekly Gazette risked a guess, 
and proclaimed him a multimillionaire 
who was looking for a desirable site to 
build a palatial summer home.

It was the evening o f  the tenth day 
after his arrival. In the “ sittin’ room” 
o f the hotel, a number o f the leading 
citizens were holding a discussion re­
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garding the new sensation. They had 
been there a half hour perhaps, when, 
just in the most critical part o f  their 
debate, the door opened, and the subject 
o f their remarks walked into the room, 
looking as though he had just stepped 
forth'from  the proverbial bandbox.

“ Good evening, gentlemen. A  de­
lightful evening,” he said, smiling, as 
he lifted the tails o f his coat and seated 
himself. “ You seem busily engaged this 
evening. Were you discussing the mer­
its o f  your favorite politician, or hold­
ing a town meeting? In either event, I 
trust I am not intruding?”

No one spoke. The citizens crossed 
their legs, and squirmed rather uneasily, 
each waiting for another to say some­
thing. Finally Obadiah broke the dis­
agreeable silence. He reddened, then 
stammered:

“ Well, I ’ll tell you what we was a- 
doin’, an’ you’re welcome t’ join us, fer 
you might kinder lighten us up a bit 
on th’ subject. It’s like this: We was 
all a-settin’ here an’ sayin’ ’mong our­
selves how generous you’ve been t' 
everybody, so we got t’ guessin’ how 
awful rich you must be.”

His frank statement was received 
with approving nods and a chorus o f : 
"That’s jest it f”

Mr. Cumming laughed heartily; then 
he smiled in that irresistible way o f his.

“ Well, I haven’t any objection to your 
remarks regarding me, for I suppose my 
actions have created more or less won­
der since my arrival in your beautiful 
and friendly town. If you think you 
would care to hear my history, I cer­
tainly don’t mind telling you. But' be­
fore proceeding, however, I suggest that 
we have something to drink and smoke 
— it will promote good-fellowship. Mr. 
Silvers, will you oblige us by bringing 
a bottle o f  your very best; also a box 
o f your A-one dgars?”

Obadiah hastened to comply. Then, 
after the “ preliminaries” were over, and 
the cigars all going, Mr. Cumming blew 
a funnel-shaped cloud o f smoke toward 
the ceiling, and commenced.

“ Years ago,” he said, in a voice that 
seemed to possess a magnetic power 
impressive with its truthfulness, “ my,

ancestors accumulated a vast amount o f 
money. It was handed down from gen­
eration to generation, increasing with 
the years, until it came to my father. 
He, being o f  a roving and extravagant 
nature, decided to put it into circula­
tion. He traveled all over the world, 
leaving a trail o f  gold in his wake, until 
he grew tired o f  seeing and doing the 
same old things over again; then he set­
tled down to rest.

“ During one o f  his resting periods he 
met my mother, and they were married. 
She was a quiet woman, and it seemed 
that he had become entirely broken o f 
his wild and roving habits. They lived 
happily together until I was eighteen 
years o f  age, and then a fit o f  roving 
seized him again. My mother tried to 
persuade him to stay, but it was use­
less. And as she wouldn’t accompany 
him, he went alone. He was gone two 
years, and when he returned he was 
brought home dying.

“ He had been dead but a short while 
when my mother followed him, and I 
was left the sole heir to his vast for­
tune. It had decreased considerable 
through my father's extravagance, but 
there was still a large amount left. A  
few months later I became o f age, which 
made me wealthy and my own master.

“ Inheriting some o f his disposition to 
wander, I drifted West with the tide o f 
humanity which was rushing there dur­
ing a gold fever. There was no need 
o f my trying to increase my fortune, for 
I was left sufficiently well cared for, 
but my love o f  excitement drew me on, 
and I followed the procession.

“ I fell in with an old miner who had 
heard o f  great possibilities in Alaska, 
and, he being filled with the thirst for 
gold, and I with the love for adventure, 
we collected supplies and a pack mule, 
and pushed on toward the new gold 
fields.

“ After a month or two o f hardships 
and toil, we arrived along the Yukon. 
Not knowing where we were— for we 
had lost our bearings— we decided to 
camp till the weather abated. The win­
ter had come upon us sooner than we 
expected, and here another grim reality 
faced us. We were alone in an un­
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known wilderness, away from all signs 
o f habitation, and our camp supplies al­
most gone— scarcely enough to. last one 
man a week. Gentlemen, our tortures 
were almost unbearable. No matter 
where we looked, we saw nothing but 
snow and ice. Not a sign o f  life seemed 
to exist anywhere: We were the only 
visible living objects; two men and a 
mule.

“ Another week passed. Our pro­
visions were completely exhausted. W e 
were nearer dead than alive, and starva­
tion facing us! We realized that some­
thing had to be done quickly, for a 
man hates to starve. What were we 
to do? There was no game anywhere 
upon that vast plain o f  ice and snow, 
and eat we must. We were almost driv­
en to despair when we happened to 
think o f  the mule. It was our last re­
sort, so we killed him, and divided the 
portions between us. We deeply re­
gretted this, for he had shared our hopes 
and fears, and it seemed almost l>ke 
killing and eating a brother.

“ A few days later, and we were again 
confronted by the same appalling situa­
tion ; we had eaten the last o f the mule. 
We broke camp again, and pushed off, 
for better a death » f  trying than one 
o f giving up all hope. For hours we 
traveled on through the biting cold. A  
little farther—a mile more— and then 
we were through. Here was the end. 
We staggered, almost crawled, to what 
looked like a mighty wall o f  snow, and 
fell, played out, against its icy sides.

“ As our combined weight struck it, 
the sides gave way, and we landed to­
gether in a heap, both sprawling into a 
sort o f  tunnel. We jumped to our feet, 
and clutched each other in surprise. For 
what we had thought was only snow 
proved to be a cavelike opening in the 
rocks. W e struck a light, and looked". 
Heaven! We were saved! The place 
was a big, roomy cavern, and filled with 
thousands o f  strange birds that had 
taken shelter tjjere. It filled us with 
new life.

" We killed a couple o f  the birds, and 
ate them raw, even while they were 
warm. Striking another light, we gath­
ered a pile o f  dried moss and bones

which had collected there, and built a 
fire. As the bla/e illuminated the place, 
the sides seemed t.» be reflecting back 
the glare. We stepped c lw r , and then 
-—the cave seemed to hi- dancing mid 
jumping at us. Its sides w ne [tiled 
with veins o f gold! The floor of the 
cavern was strewn with nugget- o f  gold 
the size o f  baseball-.. There at our feet 
lay the wealth o f a mighty kingdom.

“ The sight o f  so much gold crazed u: 
for a time, and we forgot that we were 
alone m a' strange locality. We thought 
only o f the gold and the fact that we 
were saved. As the days passed and the 
excitement from our luck abated some­
what, we took a more serious view o f 
the situation, and planned what we 
would do when the winter began to 
break. At length the weather moder­
ated, and we decided that one o f us 
should start back for new supplies and 
tools to work our mine. We drew lots 
to decide who should go, and my part­
ner was selected.

“ Now, right here, gentlemen, comes 
the most wonderful part o f  my narra­
tive. Within six months from the time 
we discovered our find the camp o f 
Where— which was the name we had 
given it— became the goal for thousands 
o f  fortune hunters. We, o f course, had 
staked out the largest claims, but all 
around us were others giving signs of 
wealth. Wherever a  pick was struck 
the earth yielded its yellow treasure.

“ The little settlement o f  Where grew 
in size and importance, each day bring­
ing new faces and signs o f civilization. 
And now it is a thriving town, with its 
mines still giving forth their precious 
metal. Ours, however, are the richest 
o f the lot; their output has made my 
partner and me millionaires many times 
over. Even now he is back there look­
ing after our interests, while I, filled 
with my inherited desire for wandering, 
am spending the money as my father did 
before me. And why shouldn’t I? No 
matter how I may squander it, I will 
not feel the loss. T o  every dollar I 
leave in my wake there are hundreds 
still coming to me from my interests in 
the mines. I  can never spend one-half 
o f  my income, and have no near rela­
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tives to leave it to. In my room at this 
moment are mine bonds worth thou­
sands o f  dollars, simply a burden to me. 
Ah, gentlemen, you know not the trou­
ble and trials that come with too much 
gold! T o  me it is but a load o f  care, 
bearing me down with the years, which 
at my death will be left for the courts 
to fight over.”

He gave a pathetic sigh, then rose 
wearily from the chair, amid the star- 
ing-eyed and gaping-jawed auditors. 
Spellbound they sat from the effects o f 
his narrative. Replacing his silk hat 
upon his head, he bade them a good 
night, then strode toward the door, He 
had scarcely reached it when the editor 
o f  the Gazette was suddenly seized with 
an idea.

“ Excuse me,”  he said nervously; “ but 
I ’d like to make a suggestion.”

Mr. Cumming paused. “ Certainly, 
sir, certainly; and I would be delighted 
to hear it.”

The editor fumbled his cigar. “ Well 
— er— I suggest that maybe you 
wouldn’t object to offering a couple o f  
the bonds you mentioned for sale at a 
certain price. Now, I for one would be 
willing to invest, providing you didn’t 
make the price too high.”

“ Me. too 1”
“ An’ m e!”
“ So would I ! ” chorused the rest o f  

the party.
Mr. Cumming gazed at the floor in a 

meditative attitude.
“ Friends,”  he said, “you have cer­

tainly presented the subject to me in a 
new light. The idea never occurred to 
me before.”

"As you said a while ago,”  resumed 
the editor, becoming encouraged by his 
hesitancy* “ you'd never miss them; and, 
anyway, they’re only a burden to you !”

Mr. Cumming gazed into space again. 
“ Your suggestion presents a problem to 
me, and one that I can’t at present de­
cide. You see, I don’t need the small 
amount they would bring. However,
I will consider the matter to-night, arid 
in the morning give you my decision. I 
widi I could do so now, but that is al­
most impossible at this time, for I must 
give it careful consideration. Good

night, gentlemen, and pleasant dreams.” 
Then he passed through the doorway.

Lopg after he had gone the men sat 
there pondering the events o f  the even­
ing. In their ears sounded the clink o f 
gold—-the whisperings o f  opportunity—  
while the very air seemed to rustle with 
the swish o f  flying mine bonds.

CHAPTER III.
AN ACT OF CONDESCENSION.

^PHE morning sun had scarcely 
* peeped before the vicinity o f  the 

Majestic show’ed signs o f  activity. The 
hotel had its doors open, and Obadiah 
was busy putting the chairs back in 
their accustomed places. He had just 
finished the work when some o f  the citi­
zens who had been there the night be­
fore came upon the scene. The editor 
came first, and following came the 
others in twos and threes.

“ Good morning, Obadiah!”  he ex­
claimed, as he leaned up against the rail­
ing. “ You seem to be busily engaged 
to-day. Expecting more new board­
ers?’^

Obadiah assumed an air o f indiffer­
ence. “ No, not in particular; but it’s 
best t’ have things in shape, fer they’re 
liable t’ drop in at any time. It’s things 
what you ain’t expectin’ as what hap­
pens nowadays, y ’know.”

“ That’s true,”  answered the editor, as 
he looked around at the others who had 
taken their places by the rail. “ Now, 
who ever expected that Piainsboro 
would be honored by having such a 
great man as is now in our midst? It’s
my candid opinion that-------”

“ Good morning, gentlemen! I 
thought I was the first upon the scene, 
but I see you have preceded me.”

The group turned about. Mr. Cum­
ming was standing in the doorway, 
while the big diamond in his shirt front 
caught the beams o f  the morning sun. 
Then, without waiting for them to start 
the subject which he knew was pre­
dominant in their minds, he started it 
himself.

“ Well, friends,”  he said, “ I ’ve been 
considering your proposal, and have de­
cided to give you a chance. I have
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come to the conclusion to distribute a 
number o f  the shares among you, ‘Live 
and let live’ is my motto. I will leave 
them where they will be appreciated 
rather than have others fighting over 
them at my death. Now, I haven’t 
enough o f the shares with me to go 
around to all, so, to be fair and honor­
able, giving every one an equal chance, 
I am going to offer them at a nominal 
price As you know, I don’t need the 
small amount they will bring; it's simply 
a business form.

“I have but a few o f the shares with 
me—perhaps a dozen or so ; I can’t tell 
exactly, for I have never taken the trou­
ble to count them—and these I am going 
to offer at a price within the reach o f  
all. They consist o f but two denomi­
nations—one-thousand-dollar shares and 
five-hundred-dollar shares. A  one- 
thousand-dollar share will bring you an 
income o f not less than one hundred dol­
lars a month—perhaps more—accord­
ing to the rise and fall o f the gold mar­
ket A share o f  this denomination will 
cost you but two hundred dollars. The 
five-hundred-dollar shares draw almost 
a quarter o f their face value each 
month, and these you may obtain for 
one hundred dollars per share. Now, 
friends, I leave it all with you, for, as 
you know, I am not compelled to dis­
pose of these. It's simply for your own 
accommodation. This is an unparalleled 
chance for you to advance to riches. I 
am doing it just to show my apprecia­
tion o f your kindness to me since com­
ing among you. It is merely a token to
remember me by-------”

“ I'll take one o f  the one-thousand 
shares 1”  interrupted the editor.

“ Me, tool”  exclaimed one o f the 
others.

“ Make mine three, right now 1”  sput­
tered Obadiah.

Mr. Gumming raised his hand to quiet 
the rising tumult.

“I congratulate you, friends, on your 
good business judgment. I see you are 
not mfen to let an opportunity pass. 
Now, regarding the transfer o f  these; 
let me see.”  He drummed on the rail­
ing as he meditated. “ I won’t be able 
to attend to them this morning, and this

afternoon I’ve arranged to go driving. 
How will this evening suit you— say, 
at seven-thirty?”

The citizens nodded their heads in 
approval. “ Very well,”  he resumed. 
“ Then we understand each other. Some 
time during the day I will sort them 
over, and have them ready for you by 
evening. It's so long since I saw them 
I scarcely know what they look like; 
however, I will try to have them ready 
for you.”  Graciously excusing himself, 
he started toward the dining room for 
breakfast.

CHAPTER IV.
A M I S S I N G  H A N D .

T ONG before the appointed time the 
hotel contained a multifarious as­

sortment o f citizens. They who had 
made the suggestion earlier in the day 
had collected the necessary capital, and 
were ready to invest. As was natural 
under the cirCtrmstajices, the news was 
too good to keep, and they had given 
the tip to a few near relatives and 
friends. The result was that the crowd 
o f  would-be speculator's had increased 
tenfold.

At about a quarter o f  eight Mr. Cum- 
ming appeared at the side door with a 
large roll o f paper under his arm. He 
was attired in his usual dignified black, 
but instead o f  the one bright diamond 
which always gleamed from his shirt 
front two now threw their rays o f fire. 
His finger also was adorned by one o f  
marvelous brilliancy. Surely his ap­
pearance was jn keeping with his great 
generosity.

After a few preliminary remarks rela­
tive to the transaction, he opened the 
roll, and spread it upon the desk. In­
stantly there was a swaying o f bodies 
and a craning o f  necks. And no won­
der. The documents were enough to 
arouse curiosity. In color they resem­
bled huge twenty-dollar gold certifi­
cates. In each corner the figures 
"$i,ooo”  seemed to be trying to step 
out from the papef. A  large red seal 
and ribbon hung from the bottom, and 
in the center was a picture o f  a gold 
mine in full operation.
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“ There, friends, are the shares,”  he 
said, as he dramatically waved his hand 
toward them. “ I thought I had about 
twelve with me, but I ’ve discovered 
twenty-five. They are all the one-thou- 
sand-dollar shares with the exception o f 
one. Lucky indeed is the man who 
steps from thi£ room to-night with one 
o f  these shares in his possession. But 
you all know why I am doing it— just 
to show my appreciation o f your good- 
fellowship. Now, I wish to relieve my­
self o f  this responsibility. Let us pro­
ceed. Here is a one-thousand-dollar 
share; two hundred dollars takes it. 
.Who wants it?”

The words had scarcely left his lips 
before Obadiah rushed forward. “ Givo 
me two o f  'em !”  he screamed, as he 
waved four crisp one-hundred-dollar 
bills in the air.

The crowd surged forward, all eager 
to be in front. The usually quiet room 
was turned into a miniature stock ex­
change. They shoved, they pushed, they 
yelled and fought. Cries o f  “ I’ll take 
one!”  and “ Save one for m e!”  filled 
the room. Mr. Gumming stopped, and 
raised his hand to quell the tumult, but 
it was useless; the fires o f speculation 
had taken control.

Quickly placing Obadiah’s name in 
the blank space, and affixing his own 
signature at the bottom, Mr. Gumming 
transferred the share to him.

Deacon Combs came next, and wanted 
four shares, but, owing to the limited 
number, he was allowed but two. The 
excitement increased, and the number 
o f shares decreased. The last one had 
been handed to its fortunate possessor, 
and Mr. Gumming stood behind the 
desk gazing at the money-mad crowd. 
Stepping upon a chair, he clapped his 
hands for silence. After a number o f 
attempts, he succeeded in getting their 
attention. Speaking in that command­
ing voice o f  his, he said:

"Friend:-, the excitement has been 
m tc than I expected, or even dreamed 
of. Jt has demonstrated vour superior 
business ability—-the faculty o f  taking 
advantage o f  opportunities. I admire 
your spirit; I am becoming enthused 
with it myself—so much so, in fact.

that I hdve decided to stay here among 
you, and make your delightful town my 
home. My one regret is that I haven't 
more shares with me— at least, enough}’ 
to go around. Let me see, you now 
have scattered among you just twenty-* 
five shares. Let the fortunate ones 
raise their hands, till I count them.”

The hands were raised, but when 
they were counted there were but twen­
ty-four shares accounted for. He 
counted them again, but the number 
remained the same.

“ That’s strange,”  he said reflectively. 
“ I could have sworn that I brought them 
all down with me. Then there must be 
another one still in my room. It is the 
five-hundred-dollar share; does any one 
want it?”

A  thicket o f  hands were raised, while ‘ 
the room fairly echoed with a chorus of 
voices; “ I'll take it!" “ Save it fer 
me!”

“ Excuse me a moment,”  he said, as 
he started from the room. “ It is cer­
tainly somewhere about, for I am posi­
tive I had it before I came down,”

Five minutes went by. Then ten. 
The crowd became restless. Obadiah 
opened the hall door, and called out: 
“ Mr. Camming!”  But no answer. Sur­
prise, anxiety, doubt, and alarm showed 
upon the faces o f  the crowd.

Deacon Combs suggested that he and 
Obadiah go to the room. Acting upon 
the suggestion, they went, and tried the 
door, but found it locked upon the in­
side. Exchanging glances in which 
were expressed similar meanings, they 
combined their strength in an onslaught 
upon the door. The lock was not as 
strong as they had expected; it gave 
way with a rush, and they landed to­
gether in a heap on the floor o f the 
darkened room.

The deacon quickly jumped to bis 
feet, and struck a light. As the flame 
illuminated the room, they both stood 
speechless, for Mr. Cumming had dis­
appeared from sight. Obadiah rushed 
over, and raised the curtain from the 
window at the back o f  the room. The 
window was wide open, showing a hasty 
departure by the way o f  the rear porch.
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A  JO K E  TH A T  WAS LOST.

CTOR a moment they stood silently gaz- 
1 ing out into the summer night. As 
their eyes became accustomed to the 
darkness, they observed a commotion at 
the rear o f  the yard— a swaying o f  
several bodies as if in combat Rush­
ing from the room, the deacon dashed 
in upon the crowd below, and told them 
of the discovery, while Obadiah ran on 
toward the kitchen, and secured a lan­
tern. Quickly lighting it, he ran on 
down the yard toward the scene o f  con­
flict, closely followed by the crowd o f 
speculators.

Arriving there, they were met with 
a surprise not down on the evening’s 
program. Lying on the ground, and 
tangled among the weeds and tomato 
vines was Mr. Cumming, in a rather ill- 
used state, with the editor o f the Ga­
zette astride o f  his shoulders, and the 
town constable hastily binding his arms 

.with a clothesline. It was a spectacle to 
go down on the front page of local his­
tory.

The crowd o f  excited citizens formed 
a circle as the constable finished the job 
and he and the editor proudly rose to 
their feet, and then led their prisoner 
back to the Majestic.

The room which but a short while 
before had been the scene of the pris­
oner’s financial victory' was now turned 
into a chamber o f  defeat. This was ac­
centuated by the angry and excited citi­
zens, who were growing more unruly 
as the realization o f  the imposition 
flashed upon them.

The prisoner tried to regain his old 
composure. “ Friends, this is an out­
rage!”  he exclaimed. “ There has been 
a grave mistake.”

“ Yes. there was a mistake,”  excitedly 
declared the editor, as his chest swelled 
with pride. “ A  grave mistake, and you

made it by not trying another point for 
your escape. But fortunately for the 
welfare o f the community, we came in 
here by the back way instead o f the 
front------ ”

"H ow did it happen ?”
“ How’d you an’ the constable know 

about it?”  interrupted some o f the 
crowd.

“ It’s easily explained,”  replied the 
editor proudly. “ I merely used my rea- 
soning. ppwers. This afternoon I got to 
thinking over that story o f  the mine up 
in Alaska, and it sounded like too much 
money to me. Then, too, I couldn’t fig­
ure out why a man with so much wealth 
should stop in an out-of-the-way place 
like this.

“ While I was thinking it all over, I 
happened to see in one o f the exchange 
papers at the office where a man of this 
type was headed this way, and swindling 
the communities by this same scheme, 
so I came to the conclusion that this was 
the man. As there is a reward of about 
five hundred dollars for his capture, I 
got the constable, and we were just com­
ing to stop that sale o f ‘mine bonds’ 
when we happened to see him jumping 
from that back window. He put up 
a good fight, boys, but the power o f the 
press and the law combined was a little 
too strenuous for one o f  his retiring dis­
position.”

Mr. Cumming smiled, in full posses­
sion again o f his coolness o f manner 
and smoothness o f  speech.

“ I suppose you will want your mon­
ey back, gentlemen?”  he said quietly, 
“ Really you ought not to require that. 
Haven’t I given you an equivalent? 
Who besides myself ever enabled you to 
say ‘There has been something doing in 
Plainsboro’ ? It may never happen 
again.”

But the joke did not get over. It 
only caused the constable to tighten his 
grip on the prisoner.

What Might Have Been

JUDGE: “ The sentence o f the court is that the prisoner be confined in prison 
the remainder o f his natural life.”
Prisoner: “ But, your honor------ ”
Judge: “ Not another word, sir, or I’ll give you four years more.”
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CH APTER I.
MYSTERIOUS ACTIONS.

BNE day early in April a lone 
passenger alighted at East 
Whitney from the forenoon 
accommodation train from 
New York City. He stood 

upon the station platform for a few 
moments, sniffing the salt air from Long 
Island Sound, then picked his way 
across the tracks and entered a waiting 
depot hack. He directed the driver to 
proceed to the best hotel in the village.

“ That’ll be the Central House, mis­
ter,' chuckled the driver, as he picked 
up his reins. It’s the best hotel, as 
u ell a- the v, or t, ’cause it’s the only one 
in t“ v.n."

A ride of about five minutes’ dura- 
ti"ii Iin,>\;i*ht the occupant o f  the hack 
to the three-storied ivn den edifice
v, hi’ h -i-n i;-l Ea t Whitney - its onfy 
horrrlr;, and tavern.

A'i hat are your via* g o ? "  the pas­
senger inquired, ns he alighted. and 
ifir ‘hi a hand into his trousei > picket.

“ 'Hunt tv, eniy vein-— Harin' that yrttj 
didn't hart- no haggage."

“ (i-vt a r:gar for yoursvT with what’s

left over,”  suggested the passenger, as 
he handed the man a coin, and started 
to turn away. But the driver had a 
question to ask.

“ If it ain’t no offense,”  he muttered, 
“ be you Chinee or Jap ?”

“ I have the honor to be a native o f 
China, my friend,” -gravely returned the 
fare, in the purest o f  English. “ By the 
way,”  he continued, “ if you can hunt 
me up a horse and a light conveyance o f 
some kind, I ’d like to have you drive me 
around town for a few hours after din­
ner.

“ I ’m Moy Ku, o f New York,”  the 
nattily dressed visitor explained to the 
hotel landlord, after the driver had 
agreed to call. “ I ’ve come to town for 
a brief stay—dinner, a drive, and sup­
per. I ’ll return to the city by the New 
London boat to-night. I wish to lease 
a building for a countryman o f mine by 
the name o f Sing Yup. He wishes to 
open a laundry here in town.”

“ Ife’ii never make a livin’ at it if he 
doe- open up.” volunteered the land­
lord. "You vce. {his i- mo-t’v a fLhin’ 
and lob-ter in' village, and the boys all 
Wear flannel -Inns. The wive- do the 
wadiin' and ironin'; arid outside o f  the
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druggist, myself, and the Fishers & 
Fanners Bank people, nobody in town 
wears white shirts and collars ’cept o f 
a Sunday.”

“ Do you know o f a building o f any 
kind for rent ?”  asked the visitor, undis- 
jnayed.

“There’s a vacant store right in town, 
that used to be used for a fruit stand,”  
the landlord answered, "And there’s 
Widder Knowles’ place on the edge o f 
town—a little two-storied cottage with 
a hedge ’round it.”

Dinner over, Moy Ku entered the 
Waiting buggy, and was driven around 
town. He shook his head at the vacant 
store on the main village street, but ex­
pressed himself as being satisfied with 
the Knowles’ cottage on the beach near 
the edge o f town. The widowed owner 
had long since left the locality, to reside 
with relatives, but the keys were secured 
at the bank.

A  lease for a year was drawn up. The 
Chinaman paid a quarter’s rent in ad­
vance, and deposited a round sum with 
the bank, to be levied upon in case o f  
jlamage to the property.

After a hearty supper at the Central 
House, the visitor was driven to the sta­
tion in ample time for the “ boat train”  
to New London; but, instead o f board­
ing the Sound steamer for the metropo­
lis, Moy Ku took a seat in one o f  the 
drawing-room cars o f  the Shore Line 
Express. Three hours later he reached 
New York, and was swallowed up by 
the after-theater crowd in the vicinity 
of the Grand Central Station.

Several days after Moy Ku’s visit to 
East Whitney, a strange Chinese in na­
tive costume appeared in the village. In­
troducing himself at the bank as Sing 
Yup, he received the keys o f the cottage. 
A fair-sized bill of goods was ordered 
from the general store and paid for in 
cash.

Sounds o f hammering and sawing 
issued from the Knowles’ cottage for a 
day or two, although no one in the vil­
lage was in a position to say who the 
carpenter was, or what work was being 
done.

Finally, after a new red sign had been 
affixed over a doorway on the street slide

o f  the house, Sing Yup opened for busi­
ness. The laundry seemed doomed to 
failure, however, for, after three weeks 
had passed, the housewives o f East 
Whitney figured that Sing Yup had not 
taken in enough money to pay for the 
tobacco he smoked.

I f  the Chinaman himself was dissat­
isfied He tittered no complaint. Com­
placently he smoked his long pipe, and 
walked the village streets with no sign 
o f  worry upon his bland countenance.

“ Mebbe so bimeby business come 
good,”  he was heard to observe at the 
general store one day, after one o f  the 
clerks had expressed his regret that 
East Whitney was not “a cuff-and-col- 
lar town.”

CHAPTER II.
T W O  S E N S A T I O N S .

the weather grew warmer Sing 
Yup invested in a small, flat-bot­

tomed skiff, and the townspeople were 
fast growing accustomed to the sight of 
the Chinaman fishing for cunners on the 
edge o f the channel, when an event oc­
curred which overshadowed the petty 
affair o f  the new laundry.

Tom Bates, the freckled ne’er-do-well, 
returned to town with pockets full o f  
cash, driving a gray, high-powered au­
tomobile, which he claimed was his own 
property.

About five years before, after a 
happy-go-lucky existence as lobsterman, 
clam-digger, and eeler, Bates had sud­
denly disappeared from East Whitney. 
Some o f the village gossips had it that 
Tom had shipped on a coaster. Other 
rumors circulated around town from 
time to time to the effect that he was in 
Florida, Jamaica, or Mexico.

No one knew for a certainty just 
where he had been; and, as the big fel­
low was unmarried, and had no living 
relatives in East Whitney he considered 
that it was his own business, and kept 
his own counsel.

His first act after returning to town 
was to drive his car up to the bank, 
where, to the unbounded astonishment 
o f the cashier, the former dam-digger 
deposited a round sum o f money.
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“ I don’t want any interest on it,”  said 
Bates. “ Just take it and keep it for me. 
I ’ll add a bit to it now and then, and 
when I want a thousand or so for 
spendin’ money I ’ll call on the bank.”

He then drove up to the Central 
House, engaged the best vacant room in 
that hostelry for permanent occupancy, 
but, to the surprise o f the proprietor, 
refused to join him at the bar.

“ I turned over a new leaf about three 
years back,” he informed the landlord. 
“ Booze and I had a failin’ out. I ’m 
takin’ a long vacation now, and you’ll 
find me a liberal customer, without 
liquor enterin’ into the proposition. I ’m 
a different Tont Bates from the one 
you used to know.”

Bates found temporary shelter for his 
car under a shed adjoining the shop o f  
the local blacksmith. He was on the 
point o f  constructing a garage at his 
own expense, when he learned that a 
small bam in the rear o f  the Knowles' 
property was vacant. An inspection o f  
the bam showed that it would answer 
his purpose. The Chinese laundryman 
was agreeable to letting it at a nominal 
monthly rental, and the owner’s agent 
offered no objection after Tom had ob­
tained the consent o f  the fire-insurance 
company, and paid an additional pre­
mium.

An open tonneau arrived by freight, 
and was stored in the loft o f the barn, 
but Tam seamed to be contented with 
the closed limousine body o f  his car, 
apparently being either too lazy to ex­
change the closed body for the open one, 
or else indifferent to the comfort o f  old 
cronies whom he took out for spins.

Quizzed by every inhabitant o f East 
Whitney as to how he had made his 
money, and where he had been, Bates 
found no opportunity o f  escaping from 
his tormentors save when he was upon 
the road with his car. Finally, in a 
spirit o f  desperation, he permitted the 
news to leak out that he was a part 
owner o f a Mexican platinum mine, 
that he was taking a vc&r's vacation, 
that he Objected to further questioning, 
and that lie had no idea o f marrying 
within the next ten years.

This information satisfied the gossips

in a measure, and within a fortnight: 
after his arrival in town Tom was left 
to follow his own inclinations, Which 
consisted mostly o f  wild rides at top 
speed at all hours o f  the day and night 
A  few o f the villagers mustered up 
courage enough to accompany him once, 
but none o f them could be induced to 
take a second trip. The freckled mine- 
owner had an unpleasant habit o f  tak­
ing corners with two wheels in the air; 
and at the expiration o f three weeks it 
became town talk that Tom was a very 
reckless driver, whose death might be 
reasonably looked for at any moment.

About this time East Whitney was 
treated to another sensation. The only 
son o f  “ Old Man Adams," the “ Lobster 
King,”  came up the bay in command o f  
his father’s well-known schooner, the 
Eva, After the schooner had dropped 
anchor in the lower harbor, the young 
man was rowed ashore by a pair of, un­
communicative black men, one o f whom 
picked up a heavy canvas sack, and fol­
lowed his young master, while the other 
remained by the yawl.

Making his way to the bank, Stephen 
Adams treated the cashier o f  that insti­
tution to his second surprise o f the 
season. Barely pausing to exchange 
greetings, the young man gave a word 
o f command to the black man. The lat­
ter dumped the canvas sack upon the 
oaken counter, and then departed with­
out a word. One vigorous slash with 
the blade o f  a pocketkmfe, and a flood 
o f  golden coin burst forth.

One o f the coins fell upon its milled 
edge, and rolled to the cashier’s side o f 
the counter. Reaching the edge, it clat­
tered to the floor at the feet o f  the as­
tonished official.

“ Great Scott!” he exclaimed, when 
he had found his tongue, “ What does 
all this money mean. Steve ?”

“ It means that I've just got back from 
a little treasure-hunting expedition,”  ex­
plained the young man, with a laugh, 
“ There ought to be exactly thirty thou­
sand in American gold in that pile. It's 
not in a very convenient form, but I 
can't help that. It s a part o f inv share, 
and I have to take it just as I get it,”

“ And you want us to have it changed
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into paper, I suppose,”  suggested the 
cashier, as he proceeded to arrange the 
coin in symmetrical stacks.

“ Not at all,”  answered the owner o f 
the gold. “ I want you to accept this on 
deposit. If I find myself in need before 
I leave port, I ’ll draw on you.”

“ But about the interest,”  faltered the 
cashier. “ I  don’t see how we can pay 
our regular rate. The demand for loans 
is—

“ I don’t want a penny o f  interest,”  in­
terrupted young Adams. “ All I ask o f  
you is that you will take good care o f  
my money, and say nothing to anybody. 
I don’t want you to say a word about 
treasure hunting, either. I have my 
own reasons for asking your silence. 
Some day I’ll explain it all to you.”

"But where have you been since your 
father died?”  asked the cashier, unable 
to restrain his curiosity. “ And how did 
you come into possession o f the Eva? 
We all understood that she was sold to 
pay your college expenses.”

“ It’s a  long story, Mr. French,”  be­
gan the young man. “ It’s true about the 
schooner being sold about three years 
ago, but father left a little mining stock 
that was thought to be worthless at the 
time o f his death. You all overlooked 
it. It picked up in value, then jumped 
way above par. The day I was gradu­
ated I sold the stock for a good round 
sum. I was attached to the Eva, and, 
instead o f returning to town, I traced 
her to Norfolk, and purchased her. 
Then I took a course in navigation, and 
now I make my home on the schooner, 
cruising about as I please.”

Waiting until he received a bank 
book, and was informed that the amount 
was correct, the young man left the 
bank, and joined his negroes. A  few 
townsmen idling about the dock recog­
nized him. Greeting them briefly, and 
promising to make them a more ex­
tended visit on the following day, he 
sprang into the yawl, and grasped the 
tiller ropes. The negroes lay to their 
oars with a will, and, after a thirty-min­
ute struggle with a head tide, the yawl 
crept under the taffrail o f  the snug little 
sixty-tonner.

About the hour o f noon on the day

following, the chambermaid o f the Cen­
tral ""House reported to the proprietor 
that Mr. Bates was still asleep, and must 
have been out nearly all night, as she 
had been unable to obtain admission to 
his room to put it in order.

She made a similar report the next 
day; addj'as the acetylene headlights of 
the gray car had been seen flashing 
along the New London turnpike some 
hours before dawn, the hotel man made 
up his mind that Tom Bates had either 
fallen ofit the water wagon, or had 
found some potent attraction to the 
westward o f East Whitney.

CHAPTER III.
WHITE PAINT.

IF  I hadn’t known you since you was 
* a baby, I ’d say this was mighty fishy 
business, Steve.”

Stephen Adams gazed at the speaker 
somewhat reproachfully, but held his 
peace. From her post at the window, a 
girl glanced at the two men from time 
to time. As the voice o f  her father rose 
to an angry pitch, she trembled for the 
future plans o f the man who loved her.

“ I think you do me a great injustice, 
Mr. Sprague,”  quietly objected the 
young man. “ If idle town gossip leads 
you to believe that I have a large 
amount o f money at the bank, surely 
that’s no reason for you to assume that 
I’ve come by it in a dishonest manner. 
It’s been understood all these years that 
Grace and I were to marry when we 
grew old enough. The time has come. 
I am old enough, and she’s old enough. 
I ’m in a position to support her prop­
erly. My purpose in coming here this 
morning was to obtain your consent to 
our marriage this fall. I ’m sailing at 
daybreak, and I want an answer before 
I go.”

“ You don’t deny that you’ve got a 
lot o f money deposited at the bank that 
you can’t explain?”  Reuben Sprague 
looked searchingly at the younger man.

“ I most positively deny that I have 
any enormous sum at the bank. I am 
willing to admit, however, that I have 
some money to my credit at the Fishers 
& Farmers’. How or where I got it is
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my own affair. I don’t mind saying that 
I earned every penny o f it with the 
Eva."

Sprague gazed out o f  the window 
o f his living room at the trim outline o f 
the little schooner, less than a hundred 
yards distant- For some moments he 
looked, then shook his head slowly.

“ It's pretty hard for me to doubt you, 
Steve,” he finally said. “ I knew your 
father before you. I knew you pretty 
well up till the time you went away 
from here to college. Colleges and city 
life make changes. You’ve been away 
from us now for three years or so. 
Your father died a poor man. Now you 
come sailin' back here, a rich man, ac­
cordin’ to village ideas. You admit that 
you’ve made more money in these last 
two or three years than your daddy and 
I made durin’ our lifetime, but you re- 
fuse to explain your method. You’ve 
also been seen skylarkin’ around with 
Tom Bates in his automobile. Tom just 
returned to town with more money than 
he could’ve come by in an honest way 
and------ ”

“ Mr. Sprague,”  interrupted Stephen, 
“ you’ve no right to speak that way o f 
Tom. Simply because you are ignorant 
o f how he has made his money, the fact 
that he spends it to suit himself gives 
you no license to roast him behind his 
back. It’s very unfair.”  Steve’s gray 
eyes flashed indignantly as he spoke. 
Half unconsciously he clenched his fists; 
then, remembering that he wa  ̂address­
ing t mare’* father, he picked up his hat, 
and rose to go.

"Sneakin’ of rights, I want you to 
know that I ’ll speak as I like in my
o«n huu-e, Steve Adams!' The old 
man stood up and roared out his ulti­
matum. "I've got a right to ray girl, 
too. Even if die wa-n't under age, she’d 
do as I tell her to. You can’t have 
Grace if you won't explain, and you can 
put that in your pipe and -moke it

The last words were hooted at the 
top of his voice, for the younger man 
had fled from the house after a glance 
into the tear-dimmed eyes of the girl. 
Entering his yaw! at the dock. Steve was 
rowed out to the E v a , where he shut 
himself up in the cabin, after giving

orders for all to fee in readiness for an 
early start at high water the next morn­
ing.

Shortly after dark, a sharpie grazed 
the side o f the Eva, and a folded note 
was handed to the negro lookout. He 
lost no time in taking it to his master 
below. It bore no superscription, but 
contained a message o f  cheer, for its 
contents read:

D earest Steve; I will be of age in De­
cember. We must wait until then. I not 
only love you, but trust you completely. Al­
ways yours, Grace.

Just before dawn upon the morning 
following the Eva stole softly away 
from her anchorage. While two black 
men were catting and fishing the anchor, 
a third busied himself in coiling up the 
halyards. Stephen Adams was at the 
wheel, and, after the schooner had 
threaded the narrow passage at the en­
trance o f  the lower harbor, he called 
for his binoculars.

The sun was just rising above the 
waters o f the sound. Long and earnest­
ly he looked behind him. As the sun 
crept higher, and dispelled the mists o f 
the morning, he saw what he had been 
looking for. It was a tiny handkerchief 
waving from a second-story window 
three miles away.

As Montauk Point was rounded, Cap­
tain Steve turned over the helm to one 
o f  his negroes. The course was then 
changed to south-by-east, and two hours 
later the blue hills o f Long Island melted 
into the gray line o f the horizon.

As the wind hauled from the west­
ward to the northward, the fore and 
mainsails o f  the black schooner were set 
wing-and-wing, and her single gaff-top­
sail spread. Slipping over the water 
like a yacht, the little craft steadily ate 
its wav southward, while the black crew 
made all snug, as if in preparation for 
a Eng cruise.

For ten days the little schooner kept
to her course, bearing somewhat to the 
eastward in avoid live Gulf Stream. 
Variable weather was encountered, but 
the wind held lair, and tljc E v a  had 
long since crossed the mo-t southerly 
o f  the usually traveled transatlantic 
steamship lanes. Few sails had been
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sighted during the last day or two, as 
the schooner'- position was far off­
shore.

Early in the morning, upon the elev­
enth day out, Captain Steve came on 
deck, and glanced aloft. A  light breeze 
was blowing. Off the port beam the ris­
ing sun, scarcely an hour high, was 
mounting steadily into a cloudless sky. 
Skipping up the shrouds, the com­

mander gained the maintop, and un- 
dung his binoculars. For fully ten 
minutes he swept the horizon through 
his powerful glasses, before descending 
to the deck.

“ Call all hands, Manuel!”  he ordered 
he black lookout perched on the fore- 
astle head.

The man sprang to obey the com­
mand. He roared some gibberish down 
the tiny companion hatch, and three 
■woolly heads appeared, followed by 
their owners.

“ Get the fore hatch off, and those 
dories out o f sight l”  was the next order. 
“ You go for’ard and help 1”  Steve 
added; addressing the negro at the 
wheel.

Taking the helm himself, the captain 
saw the tarpaulin removed from the 
fore hatch? Lashings were cast off 
from the two nests o f dories, and the 
boats slung below.

“ Down with the galley 1”  ordered the 
captain, after he had seen the last dory 
disappear below the hatch coaming.

Knocking off sundry cleats in the in­
terior o f the cook’s galley, Manuel gave 
a signal, and the roof was lifted off. 
The sides followed the roof down the 
fpre hatch, and after the stove had been 
slung below, and the grating unscrewed 
f  rom the deck, no trace o f the galley re­
mained save a few inconspicuous holes 
in the deck planking.

Turning over the ftelm to one o f  his 
seamen, Captain Steve again mounted 
the shrouds into the maintop, and swept 
the horizon with his glasses. Neither 
sails nor steamer smoke appeared. Slid­
ing down a backstay, he relieved the 
man at the wheel, and gave more orders.

Cleats were knocked off the main 
hatch, and tlw  tarpaulin removed. A  
spar was sent up on deck, followed by a

5B

smaller one. The Eva luffed up, and 
the headsails were dropped. Springing 
to their work with a will, the black sail­
ors ran out a flying-jib boom. A  gant- 
line was rigged, and a tapering foretop­
mast sent aloft and stepped. Stay- and 
martingale followed as if by magic. A 
handy-wily was rigged on the foretop­
mast-stay, and attached to the windlass. 
The black men manned the brakes and, 
after a few heaves, the stay was taut­
ened in such a manner that both the 
fore and maintopmasts were sprung 
forward at a rakish angle.

A  new gaff-topsail was sent aloft, and 
bent to the spar. A  flying jib was 
rigged in a trice; then, sail by sail, the 
worn and stained canvas o f  the Eva 
was replaced by new sails o f  spotless 
duck. This work accomplished, the 
four negroes rested lor a brief space, 
while the fifth prepared a meal for all 
hands upon an oil stove in the cabin.

After a hasty lunch, work was re­
sumed. A  half barrel o f  white paint 
was broken out o f  the stores. A  stage 
was rigged over the side, and, while two 
o f  the negroes placed a second stage in 
position, a third filled a patented spray­
ing attachment with the white paint, and 
handed it to the men on the first stage.

Sweeping the sides of the Eva from 
the copper at her water line to her rail, 
the black men worked rapidly. The 
compressed air hissed through the 
sprayer, and the paint, thinned to the 
proper degree, completely covered the 
old coating o f black.

From time to time, as the men were 
working at the water line, Captain Steve 
brought his helm up, and kept the Eva 
off a few points. As the light breeze 
blew directly athwartship, the schooner 
heeled perceptibly to the leeward, thus 
baring the copper on her weather side, 
and giving the painters an opportunity 
to make a neat job.

As fast as the men worked their way 
along one stage, the men on deck had 
the second stage in position. They 
seemed to know exactly what to do, and 
needed no urging from their captain.

One side finished, the Eva was put 
about on the other tack and the work 
resumed. Finally, the la-t plank hav­
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ing been covered with a coating o f im­
maculate white, the stages were taken 
inboard. The exterior o f  the cabin and 
the companion hatch over the forecas­
tle then came in for attention.

While the paint hardened, the old 
sails were stored away, and everything 
made snug. The deck was then 
scrubbed and holystoned. Rings o f  
brass were affixed over the visible cabin 
ports, and all the bright work polished.

Lastly, a boatswain's chair was slung 
over the stem, and Manuel took his seat 
in it, with a canvas bag slung around his 
neck. Giving up the helm to one o f the 
seamen, Captain Steve leaned over the 
taffrail, and personally superintended 
Manuel’s operations. One by one, the 
galvanized iron letters forming the 
words, "Eva, N ew  London ”  were un­
screwed from their position, and placed 
in the canvas bag, while letters o f  equal 
size, but o f glittering brass, took their 
places. After the last letter had been 
affixed, a brushful o f white paint was 
handed to the negro. Carefully touch­
ing up the new paint surrounding the 
brass letters, he finally handed up his 
brush, and smiled at the captain.

“ Let the watch go below now, Man­
uel,”  ordered the captain. “ You take 
the wheel while I  get some sleep. Call 
me as soon as the first star appears, or 
in case it gets thick.”

Descending into the cabin, the o p -  
tain threw himself, fully dressed, into 
his berth. He did not dare to trust 
the vessel entirely to his negroes, but he 
had stood more than his share o f the 
night watches, and was in need o f  rest.

CH APTER IV.
T H E  Y A C H T S M A N .

I T  seemed to Steve that he had scarcely 
4 closed his eyes for more than a few 
minutes, when he heard Manuel’s voice 
calling him. Taking a sextant from its 
case, ne went on deck. There was no 
change in the weather, and several stars 
were visible. The negro lookout was 
softly crooning a lullaby; otherwise no 
sound could be heard save the ripple o f 
the water under the forefoot o f  the 
schooner.

Waiting until the North Star ap­
peared, the captain took an observation, 
and then went below to work out his 
position. He was a rapid figurer, and 
soon ascertained the approximate lati­
tude. Producing a North Atlantic track 
chart, he laid off a new course, and then 
returned to the deck.

“ West-sou’west, Manuel!”  he bade 
the man at the wheel.

The order was promptly obeyed. All 
hands were called, and a pull or two 
taken at the sheets. The black cook 
then prepared a hearty supper o f  bacon, 
potatoes, and corn bread.

Having eaten hik fill, Captain Steve 
sent the crew below to their supper. A  
fresh lookout was then posted, the re­
mainder o f the crew instructed to turn 
in, and with her captain at the helm to 
stand the first half o f the night watch, 
the schooner slipped swiftly through the 
water in the direction o f the Bahamas.

Several days later, the operator on 
duty at the wireless station maintained 
by the naval authorities at Key West 
flashed the following message to the 
secretary o f the navy at Washington:

S ec-N av,  Washington: White schooner
yacht; double topmasts, passed Key West 
offing noon to-day headed west Displayed 
letters B-B-M-R and then spelled out name 
and home port as A da, of New Berlin. She 
asked commercial wireless station here by 
means of code flags to report her passing by 
wire to the Herald, M cD on ald , W. O.

Tossed about in the rough waters of 
the Gulf, and handicapped by head 
winds, it was fully eight days after pass­
ing Key West that the white schooner 
dropped anchor in the harbor o f  Vera 
Cruz.

The gaskets had scarcely been tied 
around the sails before a launch put out 
from the mole and headed for the 
schooner. A  few minutes elapsed, and 
Captain Steve found himself cordially 
greeted by the Mexican health and 
revenue officials. They knew the Yan­
kee captain weft, and wished that more 
like him would honor the port o f  Vera 
Cruz with an occasional call. Such 
visits were the forerunners o f generous 
fees and fat tips.

It mattered not that the commander
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o f the white schooner was in bad stand­
ing with his own consul for various rea­
sons. The papers o f  the Ada, o f  New 
Berlin, were all that could be asked o f  
any yacht, as far as the Mexican au­
thorities were concerned. I f  her com­
mander chose to sail at unseemly hours, 
surely that- was his own' affair. He 
never came into the harbor with sick­
ness or contraband goods aboard; and i f  
he sailed away with contraband or yel­
low jack aboard, it was a matter which 
concerned the United States consul and 
his superior officials at Washington.

The greetings over, Captain Steve led 
the way into the cabin for a friendly 
glass. A  bottle of Irish ginger ale served 
to quench his own thirst, but before he 
accepted their invitation to a ride to the 
quay in their launch, two bottles o f iced 
champagne and one o f French cognac 
had been consumed by his guests.

Giving instructions to Manuel to ad­
mit no one aboard the schooner under 
any pretext until he returned, the cap-: 
tain boarded the launch; and as'lhe lat­
ter approached the stone quay o f the 
Aduana National, the first to wave a 
greeting was Thomas Bates.

“ Been here five days,”  chuckled Torn, 
as he gripped the bronzed hand o f  the 
captain in his own freckled paw. “ This 
is no place to talk, though. Specials are 
as thick is flies around here.”

He waved his hand compreheasively 
at the group on the quay, and called a 
carriage. Driving to a plaza near the 
cathedral, the man finally pulled up be­
fore a cafe which boasted o f  artificial 
ice and fresh limes. Taking their seats 
at a corner table, out o f earshot from 
the nearest customer, the friends were 
served with cooling drinks, and pro­
ceeded to discuss their affairs.

“Left East Whitney as soon as I  saw 
the report in the Herald,”  began Tom. 
“ Your old friend, the Falcon, is cruisin’ 
around outside. There’s two or three 
strangers in town that run into the con­
sul’s office two or three times a day. 
The Yoshida arrived at Manzanillo last 
Saturday, five days behindhand. That 
makes up for your bein’ overdue; 
There’s no yellow fever in town, but it's 
a poor place to hang around, and I ’m

missin' the rides in my car. Every-1 
thing's lovely, and I ’m go in’ back with 
you by the water route.”

“ How did you leave everybody in 
East Whitney?" asked Captain Steve, 
setting down his glass with a nonchalant 
air.

“ Cdfne to think o f  it, I've got a letter 
for you,”  replied Tom, as he felt in an 
inner pocket. “ It’s from a young lady. 
I  didn’t tell her just where I expected 
to meet you, but hinted to her that it 
was more than likely that I ’d run across 
you in the near future.”

Stephen Adams slit the envelope with 
the blade o f  his knife, but had scarcely 
finished perusing the letter from the girl 
he loved when two Americans in linen 
and Panama hats entered the cafe, and 
seated themselves at a near-by table.

“ As I  was sayin’, captain. I think it’s 
about time we were movin’ along,”  sug­
gested Tom, with a pointed glance at the 
newcomers.

Placing the letter in his pocket, Steve 
arose, and followed his companion out 
o f the establishment.

CHAPTER V.
I WITHOUT CLEARANCE.

D O U R  days after the conversation ih 
* the cafe, the white schooner was 
ready to sail. Her captain and owner, 
resplendent and cool in a suit o f white 
duck, was driven to the United States 
consulate to have his papers attended 
to.

“ It’s useless for you to ask me for 
clearance, sir,”  declared the perspiring 
official, as the papers were extended to 
him. “ The only condition under which 
I ’ll give you clearance is that you sub­
mit to me a sworn manifest. After that 
I'll go aboard your schooner, check off 
your crew, and see what you’re carry­
ing.”

"But I can’t submit to that,”  objected 
Captain Steve. “ I have a yacht’s papers 
here, made out in the name o f  the Ada, 
o f  New Berlin, Florida, They’re per­
fectly regular and, I assure you, genu­
ine in every particular. I ’ve a clean 
bill o f  health from the local quarantine 
officials here; and under the law I don’t
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need any manifest, as we’re not sup­
posed to carry cargo, I ’m the owner 
and master o f  the Ada, and if I don't 
feel inclined to let you come on board 
and prowl around you’re not going to.” 

“ Captain,”  put in the consul sharply, 
"you’ve made a number o f  trips out of 
this port during the last two years. Al­
though Pve had my suspicions about 
you and your schooner, I’ve given you 
clearance to Kingston, Port Au Prince, 
New Providence, and other West In­
dian ports. You've never showed up at 
any o f them. You’ve had your last 
clearance from me unless you comply 
with my instructions, so you may as 
well waste no-more time.”

Calmly folding up his papers, and 
thrusting them into a side pocket, 
Stephen Adams removed a cigar from 
his mouth. Leaning over the flat-topped 
desk o f the consul, he placed his face 
within two feet o f  the official counte­
nance.

I’m going to sail within two hours, 
sir!”  And the gray eyes narrowed a 
trifle as he concluded: "Without your 
clearance!”

"Impossible t”  stormed the consul, 
startled out o f  his official aplomb. 
“ Why, you’ll be no better than a pirate 
without my stamp on your papers. You 
can’t enter any United States port with­
out it.”

“ Then I ’ll keep away from port— like 
the Flying Dutchman ”  laughed Steve, 
as he quitted the consulate.

“May I inquire where you intend sail­
ing?”  asked the consul, as he followed 
the young man to the door.

Steve paused. He thought for a mo­
ment, then, with a sober face and seri­
ous manner o f  speech, he made reply.: 

“ I think I ’ll run up toward the Azores 
for a spell. I’ll cruise for a few weeks, 
and try to get some bluefish before I see 
you again. Good morning, sir. “

But the consul retreated within doors 
with a snort, not deigning to return 
the parting courtesy. Dispatching his 
Mexican clerk to an address near by, 
he busied himsel f for the next half hour 
with a code book and telegraph blanks. 
At the expiration o f that period, his 
clerk returned with two American gen­

tlemen, and a lengthy conversation en-' 
sued.

The captain o f the Ada proceeded to 
the quay, where he found Tom await­
ing him in the yawl.

“ He refused me clearance this trip,” 
commented Steve, as he took a seat in 
the stem, and the negroes gave way.

“ I don’t see what you waste timet 
around the consulate for, anyhow,” 1 
grumbled the freckled man. “ You don’t, 
need his stamp for our business.”

"I  can’t resist going around there,” ! 
chuckled the captain,- tossing his dgari 
butt into the oily waters o f  the harbor. 
"T o tell the truth,”  he continued, “ my\ 
sole purpose in visiting the consul was 
to tease him. I want to see what theJ 
state department can do. He’ll make a 
kick at Washington, of course,”

“ It’s a big game—this one o f buckin’ 
the whole United States government,” 
observed Tom.

"Commerce and labor has been after 
us for two years,”  said Steve. "The 
treasury department and the navy for 
a year. Now we’ll have the state de­
partment stirred up. It seems to me 
we ought to figure out some way o f get­
ting the agriculture, interior, and war 
departments on our trail, then we’ll have 
something to boast of.”

The side of the schooner gained, the 
yawl was quickly hoisted on the davits 
and swung inboard. The black crew 
manned the windlass and hove short on 
the anchor until the cable was up and 
down. Gaskets were then cast off the 
mainsail and foresail, and nothing re­
mained to be done but to await the ap­
proach.of a towboat

By noon the Ada was in tow o f a 
wheezy Mexican tug. When well below 
the fortifications, Captain Steve ordered 
the towline cast off, and, with all her 
sails set and “a bone in her teeth,”  the 
white schooner stood off to the east- 
iva rrf.

Save for the fact that half o f  her 
main hatch was off. and a pair o f  can­
vas ventilators rigged with outstretched 
wings guyed to the shrouds, the white 
schooner presented the same appearance 
as she did the morning she dropped an­
chor in tile harbor of Vera Cruz,
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With Manuel at the wheel, the 
schooner heeled to the breeze, and 
slipped along merrily over the sparkling 
waters o f the Gulf. Captain Steve, with 
Tom Bates at his side, was surveying a 
black dot to the southward. Suddenly 
he handed his binoculars to Tom.

“It looks like our old friend,”  he com­
mented.
• Tom looked through the glasses for 

some time without replying. The dot 
seemed to change its shape, and a 
smudge of black smoke stained the hori­
zon.

“It’s the Falcon, all right,”  observed 
Tom, without removing the glasses from 
his eyes. “ She don’t Care how much 
coal she burns, either, if she can catch 
you within three miles o f United States 
soil.”

“ I understand she was recently hauled 
out at Key West, and had her bottom 
scraped and painted, and her engines 
overhauled,” said the commander.

“That won’t do her any good,”  de­
clared Tom. “ Nothin’ short o f a tor­
pedo destroyer can catch up with us 
unless we want ’em to.”

“ Nor’east-by-east!”  the captain called 
out to the helmsman, after a glance 
aloft.

“ If the wind holds'this way we can 
nail her to the course,”  he remarked, 
after he had seen his command obeyed. 
“And do you know,” he continued, 
“ speaking of torpedo destroyers, I verily 
believe that the government will send 
one after us some day. I ’m not a hog. 
TvVo more trips will satisfy me. De­
cember will see my last trip. It’s good 
work, and it ought to go on, but it’ll have 
to go on without me.”

“ There’s goin’ to be a weddin’ in East 
Whitney about the first o f the year, 
ain’t there?” asked Tom, a grin spread­
ing over his face.

“ I wouldn’t be surprised,”  admitted 
the captain. "I think we’ll have enough 
by that time to keep the wolf away. 
That - my reason for giving up this 
business. I ’m heart and soul for it, but 
I don’t intend to have any government 
people separating me from my wife, 
once v.e arc married. That deposit at

the bank stalled the tongues a-wagging. 
I was a f->ol to show off so.

“  Vou take the deck, Tom," went on 
Captain Steve. “ I’m going bdow for a 
while to look things over. If the Fal­
con creep? up within three miles of u- 
before I get through, call me up.”

CH APTER VI.
CLEAN HEELS.

LANCING astern from time to 
time, Tom Bates paced the 

weather side o f the deck, whistling a 
lively tune. Within an hour, however, 
his whistling suddenly ceased. The 
craft astern was overhauling the schoon­
er rapidly. The single funnel and grim 
outline o f the cutter could be distin­
guished with the naked eye.

Tom strode to the cabin companion 
Hatch, and hailed the master.

“ They certainly made a good job o f it 
in Key West,” said the captain, after he 
surveyed their pprsuer. “ She’s doing 
fully three knots better than she did last 
trip. She must have been very foul. 
Guess it’s about time to shake her. 
W e’ve only about two hours before sun­
set. O f course, she can’t lay a finger 
on us outside the three-mile limit, but I 
don’t want her trailing along after me.”

Calling for one o f the negroes to fol­
low him, the captain selected a hand­
spike from a small rack at the foot o f 
the mainmast, and disappeared down 
the hatchway. A  few minutes later the 
sound o f some muffled explosions came 
faintly to the deck. As these sounds 
died away, they were succeeded by a 
strident, hummifig sound, as o f  a thou­
sand electric fans working in one room 
The vessel quivered in every timber. In 
the pantry adjoining the pabin, the china 
rattled upon the naked boards o f  the 
safety shelves.

Shivering from keel to truck, the Ada 
fairly bounded forward, leaving in her 
wake a creamy wave which threatened 
to bury'the bra-- letters upon her stern.
Slowly but sorely she drew awav from 
her pursuer, although her outraged hull 
creaked a noisy protest against the heavy 
strain put upon it by the powerful gaso­
line auxiliary.
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For over two hours the race con­
tinued, until darkness permitted Steve 
to shut off his engine. Then the course 
was altered slightly, and one o f the 
watches sent below for needed rest. 
Tossing pennies to see who would stand 
the first night watch, Tom won the toss, 
and elected to stay on deck.

“ A  thousand-horse-power engine’s too 
heavy for this schooner,”  he observed, 
as the captain was about to go below. 
“ You don’t need so much speed; be­
sides, some day she’ll be shook up so 
hard that the whole bottom’ll drop out 
o f  her.”

“ I have an idea that she’ll do for two 
more trips,”  said Steve.

He glanced into the lighted binnacle, 
to see that the little vessel was on her 
proper course, then left the deck, satis­
fied with his day’s work. He was to be 
called at midnight; and thereafter six- 
hour watches for the balance o f the voy­
age had been agreed upon.

At daybreak there was not a sail in 
sight. The wind still held fair and the 
schooner kept on her course. For four 
days and nights the Ada ate her way 
to the eastward, until a blur on the 
southeastern horizon warned her master 
that the coast o f Yucatan was not far 
away. Bearing up slightly to the north­
ward, the schooner kept off, and in due 
time crossed the Yucatan Channel.

Pleasant weather and fair, strong 
breezes were the rule; and aided by 
these, the white craft hugged the Cuban 
coast, and cleared the Bahamas within 
fifteen days o f her departure from 
Vera Cruz. Her master then headed 
for the swiftest part o f the Gulf 
Stream; and. still helped by fair winds 
and the six-knot ocean current, the Ada 
made a record voyage northward.

A  fortnight later, when well to the 
eastward o f Cape Hatteras, a new 
course wa- laid. The schooner sheered 
directly to the ea-t. and sailed for a day 
and a night.

When well out o f  the usually traveled 
transatlantic and coasting tracks, the 
galley was brought up from the hold and 
set in place. The new sails were un­
bent anti carefully stowed away. The 
foretopmast was unstepped and sent

down, and the flying-jib boom taken in. 
Martingale and stays were coiled up and 
laid away for future use, and the work 
o f bending the old sails accomplished.

The paint sprayer was again called 
into play, but upon this occasion black 
paint was used. The dories were hoisted 
on deck, nested, and lashed; and, last 
o f all, the brass letters were detached 
from the stem o f  the schooner, and let­
ters o f galvanized iron affixed in their 
places.

This accomplished, the schooner, once 
more the black, single-topmasted Eva, 
o f New London, bore up to the north­
ward, and was headed for Montauk 
Point, while its crew doffed their linen 
sujts, and donned habiliments more in 
keeping with their role o f fishermen.

A  few days later the Long Island 
coast hove in sight. Montauk Light was 
rounded at night, and as the rising sun 
peeped over the distant outline o f  Block 
Island, Captain Steve took the helm o f 
the Eva, and steered her between the 
jaws o f the Ticklers at the narrow en­
trance of East Whitney’s lower harbor. 
A  few minutes afterward the anchor 
was let go from the cathead, and the 
sails dropped.

The black schooner, snubbed by the 
cable, slowly swung to the tide, and o f  
its occupants two at least were at home 
again. The captain ordered the yawl 
to be put over the side and manned. 
Shore clothes were brushed and donned, 
and within an hour Captain Steve was 
at the general store ordering a stock o f  
fresh food for his men.

It was quite early in the morning, and 
but one customer was waiting to be 
served. Curiously enough, it happened 
to be Grace Sprague; and as the bronzed 
hand o f the master o f the Eva pressed 
hers, she gazed into his eyes and bade 
him welcome home.

“ I ’m very sorry, Grace,”  he said, 
speaking in a low tone. " I  can’t ex­
plain at present, but as far as I’m con­
cerned I'd like to give up the sea now. 
It's impossible, though. My word has 
been pledget! to make two more voyages.
If all goes well vvc’li be together by the 
first of the year. W e’ve waited so long 
now, wc may as well wait until then.



FORBIDDEN CARGO 71
I ’D speak to your father again some 
day.”

At this juncture a shuffling atep was 
heard in the doorway, and Sing Yup 
shuffled in to make a purchase. Glanc­
ing carelessly at the Chinese, Steve ac­
companied the young woman to the 
doorway, and helped her into her buggy. 
He paused for a word with her, but 
when he reentered the store the laun- 
dryman had departed.

In the meantime, Tom Bates was 
overhauling the gray car. Filling the 
cylinders with kerosene, he then drained 
them, and inserted fresh spark plugs. 
He turned over the engine, and was re­
warded by finding it in perfect condi­
tion. He opened the bam door to its 
widest extent, and, after backing out 
o f his extemporized garage, proceeded 
to the Central'House to see about his 
old room.

He found it unoccupied, but did not 
deek his bed until long after sunrise 
upon the day following. He claimed 
that automobiling was far more desir­
able at night, on account o f the hot 
weather. Singularly enough, however, 
in spite o f  the warm weather, he still 
clung to the closed limousine body, and 
suddenly ceased his night rides after the 
first three nights following his return.

CH APTER VII.
THE STAS OPERATIVE.

A HEATED discussion was going on 
“  in the private office o f the attorney- 
general at Washington. There seemed 
to be a lack o f  unanimity among the 
cabinet members present, and the head 
o f the department o f  justice had been 
asked to referee the dispute.

“W e’ve looked up this schooner,”  the 
tall secretary o f  commerce and labor 
was saying, “and we find that, in so far 
as her papers are concerned, everything 
is regular. She was built at Newport 
News three years ago for a man named 
Bowman. He claimed to hail from 
New Berlin, Florida, and paid the build­
ers cash. The schooner was named Ada 
at the time o f  her launching, and papers 
were issued in that name. I’ve had this 
man Bowman investigated, but all that

is known o f him in New Berlin is that 
he has a hundred dollars or so on de­
posit at the local bank in that town, but 
is otherwise practically unknown.”

“ But we don’t care a fig about the 
building o f  the schooner,”  observed the 
secretary o f the treasury, tapping his 
gold-yimmed glasses upon the polished 
surface o f the attorney-general’s mas­
sive desk, as if to emphasize his re­
marks. “ What we want to know is 
what she carries out o f Vera Cruz, and 
how she gets by our lookouts along the 
coast. There’s no question about her 
effecting a landing at some point. What 
I ’d like to know is, where ?”

“ Why don’t you use your secret-serv­
ice men on the case ?”  put in the dapper 
secretary o f  the navy.

“ It’s not a counterfeiting case,”  was 
the reply. “ Congress has stipulated that 
the secret service is to be used chiefly 
for the purpose o f guarding the presi­
dent and running down counterfeiters. 
I ’ve had two of my best special agents 
at Vera Cruz for some time, however. 
They have satisfied themselves that the 
white schooner is engaged in some illegal 
traffic, but haven’t been able to learn 
anything definite.”

“ You’ve taken pains to have the 
schooner followed?”  inquired the attor­
ney-general.

“ That’s just what brought us over 
here to you,”  declared the head o f the 
treasury. “ I’ve had the Falcon on de­
tached service in the Gulf of Mexico for 
the past ten months. She’s the fastest 
cutter we have on the Atlantic side. She 
has given chase to this schooner upon 
three different occasions, but without 
success. The schooner has some kind 
o f  a gasoline plant aboard that she 
brings into play when pressed too close­
ly. The commander o f  the Falcon has 
estimated the schooner’s speed to be 
about eighteen knots per hour. The 
best the Falcon has ever done is four­
teen and a fraction. Now, what I want 
is that a naval dispatch boat or cruiser 
be assigned to the case. The secretary 
differs with me.”

"But there is absolutely no precedent 
for such action,”  asserted the secretary 
o f  the navy. ',LInder the law, I have
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no right to assign a vessel for such a 
purpose. I’ve helped you in every pos­
sible manner by means o f the wireless 
stations and the North Atlantic Squad­
ron. They all have instructions to keep 
an eye open for this suspicious craft, 
and to wire the particulars in case she 
is sighted. She’s never been sighted 
north of the Bahamas, as I understand 
it, and it’s my impression that you are 
all barking up the wrong tree.”

The official paused to help himself to 
water. No one present seemed to have 
any comment to offer, so he continued:

"Even in the event that a swift vessel 
followed this craft, it would be useless. 
Her commander is no fool. I f he had 
a contraband cargo on board, he’d cer­
tainly not attempt to make a landing 
with another vessel on his trail. He 
would cruise around outside the three- 
mile limit until his water and provisions 
were nearly exhausted, and then seek 
refuge in a foreign port— or return to 
\ era Cruz. In any event, unless you 
show me that this man has been guilty 
o f piracy, the case is not within the 
jurisdiction o f  my department, and I ’m 
confident that the attorney-general will 
uphold me in this contention.”

All eyes were centered upon the head 
o f the department o f  justice, who was 
toying with a paper cutter, and seemed 
buried in thought.

W hat do you suspect this schooner 
o f carrying?”  he finally asked the secre­
tary of the treasury, who seemed to be 
the one most deeply concerned.

"No one can say.” was the reply, ac­
companied by a shrug. “ It may be 
either gold dust, silver and copper matte, 
opium, or Sumatra leaf tobacco. There’s 
a duty on the ore and metals which 
would make them worth smuggling. 
China sends considerable opium to 
Mexico,  Most o f it is prepared for 
sm king purpose.', and sooner or later 
reaches the Cubed States through secret 
channels, it b forbidden to import it 
under the provisions • f the new law, 
and every [«-unu nl it that reaches New 
York pay* the smuggler-. ;i profit of ap­
proximately twenty > M l a i A s  for the 
Sumatra tobacco. I've learned that Ant­
werp studs more or less o f it to Mex­

ico through Vera Cruz. Sumatra leaf 
tobacco in the shape o f wrappers is sub­
ject to a duty which means a five-dollar 
bill in the pocket o f the' smuggler for 
each pound landed, and no other single 
item on the tariff schedule gives me 
half so much trouble.”

The attorney-general pondered for a 
few moments, then rang for his chief 
clerk.

“ Send for Mr. Forrest, at once,”  he 
directed his right-hand man, as the lat­
ter answered the summons.

A  few moments later the chief o f the 
bureau o f investigation entered the pri­
vate office, and glanced interrogatively 
at his superior.

“ Mr. Forrest,”  began the attorney- 
general, going directly to the point, 
“ what operatives have we whom we can 
spare for a month or two? I want a 
good man to proceed to Mexico at 
once.”

“ Briscoe is in the city, sir. He worked 
on the sugar investigation and the pen­
sion frauds,”

“Just the man!”  exclaimed the head 
o f  the department o f  justice. “ Can he 
be reached at once ?”

“ I know just where to phone for him, 
sir,”  was the reply. “ It ought not to 
take him over five minutes to get here.”

“ Send for him at once.”
As the door closed behind the chief, 

the attorney-general turned to his dis­
tinguished callers.

“ Gentlemen,”  said he, “ the secretary 
o f the navy is right This matter is not 
within the jurisdiction o f  his depart­
ment. The case seems to be too deep 
for the special agents o f the treasury, 
and the secret service cannot be em­
ployed. But I will lend you a man who 
will get to the bottom o f this mystery 
in short order. I pay him five thousand 
a year and his expenses, for it has been 
my experience that good secret agents 
cannot be obtained for four or five dol­
lars per day. Briscoe is my star opera­
tive. He never fails to get what he goes 
after.”

Giving his attention to a pile of docu­
ments at his elbow, the attorney-gen­
eral employed the next few' minutes in 
mechanically affixing his signature to
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l some o f them. He had signed his name 

barely a score o f  times, however, when 
the swinging door leading to the outer 
office opened, and a smooth-shaven, 
lark-ctanplexioned individual o f  me­
dium stature entered and stood before 
him

“ Briscoe,”  began the attorney-general 
abruptly, "how long will it take you to 
get ready to go to Mexico?”

The man glanced at his watch, It 
lacked a quarter to one.

“The Southern Palm leaves the Union 
Station at one-thirty, sir,”  he answered, 
adding: “ I've had my lunch.”

“Very good,” said the attorney-gen­
eral. "You will proceed at once to Vera 
Cruz. A  white schooner flying the 
American flag is due there sooner or 
later this month. Her name is the Ada, 
and her master is known by the name 
of Bowman. There is reason to believe 
that some mischief is afoot. Two five- 
dollar-a-day special agents o f  the-treas­
ury department have been at Vera Gruz 
for some time without tangible result. 
You will use your own judgment as to 
whether you will work with them or in­
dependently. Report to me by wire as 
soon as you have learned anything o f 
importance. Should you discover any 
violations o f the law, you will wire me 
for warrants—that is, if the trail leads 
you into United States territory. How 
are you fixed for money f”

" I ’ve a little under three hundred on 
my person at the present moment, sir. 
In all probability I ’ll need more.”

"Go at once to the chief clerk, and 
have him draw up a memorandum 
voucher for a thousand. Bring it to me 
for my signature, and then present it  to 
the disbursing derk without delay.” 

“ Very well, sir.”  The operative 
turned upon his heel, and left the room.

CHAPTER VIH.
TO HIS SATISFACTION.

the conductor o f  the Southern 
Palm snapped his watch shut, and 

signaled the enginenmn, Operative Bris­
coe, without baggage, walked calmly 
through the gate at the head o f  the plat­
form, and swung himself aboard the

moving Pullman coach at the rear. 
Aside from a toothbrush hastily pur­
chased on his way to the train, a gov­
ernment travel warrant, and an official 
letter o f  identification, his pocket- were 
empty; but in a money belt strapped 
around his waist he carried the sinews 
o f  war.

An hour’s wait at Atlanta afforded 
him an opportunity to bathe and obtain 
a change o f clothing. New Orleans pro­
vided him with additional traveling 
paraphernalia, and by the time Briscoe 
set his watch back thirty-six minutes at 
the International Bridge, the Mexican 
customs officers at Nuevo Laredo found 
him in possession o f  a normal amount of 
baggage.

Thirty-six hours later he found him­
self in the City o f Mexico, with but 
thirty minutes in which to catch the 
Short Line’s evening express to the 
coast. The following afternoon he 
reached Vera Cruz, and, with wilted 
linen and hair full o f cinders, sought a 
small hotel which commanded a view o f 
the harbor.

Bright and early the next morning, 
after an evening spent in looking around 
the city on his own hook, Briscoe put 
in an appearance at the consulate, and 
borrowed one o f the Spanish-speaking 
clerks attached to that office. Then fol­
lowed a weary round o f visits to railway 
and steamship officials. From ware­
house to warehouse, Briscoe proceeded 
with his interpreter, looking over in­
voices, checking and verifying ship­
ments. He took nothing for granted, 
and always insisted upon looking over 
the documents himself.

Three days o f careful inquiry satis­
fied him that not an ounce o f Sumatra 
tobacco had come into Vera Cruz within 
the past year but what could be legiti­
mately accounted for by local cigar 
manufacturers. He also ascertained 
that no metal or matte had been shipped 
to the coast from the interior within the 
recollection o f  any railroad official.

Leaving instructions at the consulate 
in case the Ada should come into port 
during his absence, he then proceeded 
by rail to Manzanillo, where he spent a 
week in studying the opium situation.
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1 ty means o f  petty bribes and strenuous 
efforts, Briscoe learned that a consider­
able quantity o f  the drag was coming 
into Manzanillo direct from Hongkong 
by the monthly steamships o f  the Toyo 
Kisen Kaisha Company.

Satisfied that most o f  it was being re­
shipped to Guaytnas to be smuggled 
across the border in the vicinity o f  No­
gales, and that very little opium, if any, 
was finding its way eastward, Briscoe 
returned to Vera Cruz.

There he made himself known to the 
special agents, and for their benefit told 
them what he had learned while in 
Manzanillo; but otherwise he kept his 
plans to himself, and devoted^his spare 
time to making friends among the na­
tives along the water front.

Through the medium o f  unlimited 
drinks o f cheap cognac, Briscoe was 
soon in possession o f a ring o f  unsteady 
admirers and adherents, most any o f  
whom would have cheerfully committed 
murder at his bidding. He devoted par­
ticular attention to the boatmen o f the 
port, and few indeed were the muggy 
nights when he failed to put in an ap­
pearance at one or more o f the cafes 
aiong the water front.

It was mid-October when Briscoe ar­
rived at era Cruz. November was 
half over before the white schooner 
came into port, and anchored off the 
quay. The operative learned o f  her 
arrival before the black crew had had 
time to tie up her saib He waited for 
her captain to be rowed ashore; then, 
after engaging a boat, was rowed out to 
the schooner. He made no effort to 
board her, as the special agents had once 
nearly had their head.' cracked in the 
attempt.

Ordering the boatman to row slowly 
around the A d a . ilriscoe looked the 
schooner over thoroughly from her cut­
water to the letters on her stern. Baf­
fled in his attempt to gain any useful 
knowledge of the vessel by her appear­
ance, he ordered the boatman to row 
ashore.

Later in the day he managed to obtain 
a sent in a restaurant patronized by the 
captain of the A d a . The latter was en­
joying a steak, and as the government

man took a seat at an adjoining tabi^ 
the sailor frankly returned his gaze.

An hour before sundown, accom­
panied by the clerk from the consulate 
Briscoe proceeded to the water front, 
and enlisted the services o f  a numbe# 
o f boatmen. From dusk until dawn half 
o f  the men haunted the quays nearest, 
the Ada’s  anchorage, while the other# 
took to their boats, and circled leisureljj 
around the schooner at some little dis­
tance away from her.

Taking up his station in a convenient 
groggery, Briscoe awaited results, Be- 

* fore the sun rose he made a startling 
discovery as to the nature o f  the schoon­
er’s freight, but the great mystery—her 
destination— still remained unsolved.

Snatching a few hours sleep, the 
operative then posted himself at his 
window, a pair o f  powerful field glasses 
in hand. -Not a move was made on 
board the white schooner that escaped 
the watchful eyes o f Briscoe. He was 
now on his mettle, resolved to exhaust 
every resource in the attempt to learn „ 
the schooner’s destination.

Late in the afternoon one o f the black 
men threw some rubbish over the side 
o f the Ada, Briscoe perceived some o f  
it afloat, drifting away with the sluggish 
tide. Immediately seized with a fresh 
idea, he hastened to the quay, and was 
rowed out to a spot where he saw some 
o f the floating objects.

A  few empty tins bearing the labels 
o f  well-known American packers were 
impatiently returned to the waters o f  
the harbor after a cursory examination. 
He was about to give up for the time 
being, and was on the point o f ordering 
the boatman to row ashore, when he per­
ceived the lid o f  what had apparently 
been a cracker box floating a short dis­
tance away.

He laid hands upon the dripping ob­
ject, hauled it aboard, and turned it
over. A tag was tacked to that side 
o f the lid, and, after scrutinizing the 
writing upon it, he glanced hastily at 
the schooner to see if his actions were 
being observed. A negro was lounging 
upon the forecastle head, but his eyes 
were turned in another direction. 

Removing the tag from the lid, Bris­
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coe placed it in his pocket, and was set 
ashore. His exertions had been re­
warded. The key to the problem was 
safely in hand, for, in spite o f  its salt 
bath, the tag still bore the legible ad­
dress :

Captain Stephen A dams, 
Schooner Eva,
East W jitney ,

Conn.
The next forenoon the Ada sailed. 

Her master entirely ignored the consul 
upon this occasion, and left Vera Cruz 
in excellent spirits, ignorant o f the fact 
that the star operative o f the department 
of justice was hot on the trail. It was 
to be the last trip,- and Captain Steve 
was not expecting any trouble aside 
from a storm or two, and some bitterly 
cold weather.

As the white schooner disappeared 
in the offing, Briscoe proceeded to the 
telegraph office, and penned a dispatch 
to the attorney-general. It ran as fol­
lows :

Justice, Washington, D. C .: W ork com­
pleted in Vera Cruz to my satisfaction. W ill 
report to you in person by earliest train. 
Borrow for month’s work Gup Jong from 
Chinese bureau and have batch of warrants 
in blank ready for me. Briscoe.

Waiting until he had been assured 
that his message had been wired on, the 
operator returned to his hotel, and made 
preparations to leave town by the even­
ing train.

CHAPTER IX .
T H E  Y E L L O W  F A C E .

TPOM BATES and Sing Yup were en- 
■* joying a quiet chat in the laundry 

establishment of the latter. It was a 
cold evening in late December, and Tom, 
knowing that it was to be Captain 
Steve’s last trip, was discussing the for­
mation of a new alliance.

“ Captain Steve ought to get here 
’most any day now,”  observed Tom. 
“ It’s too bad he’s goin’ out o f  the busi­
ness. You people’ll never find a man 
like him.”

“ Cap'n Steve, velly fine man,”  re­
marked the Chinese, as b& continued 
making a series o f  Chinese ideographs

in India ink upon the page o f a large 
manila ledger.

He glanced up at Tom as he spoke, 
and smiled in a genial manner. Tom 
was on the point o f speaking, when sud­
denly, to his utter amazement, the ex­
pression upon the laundryman's face 
changed; "t The smile disappeared as if 
by magid, the lips straightened into a 
thin line, the eyes narrowed, and the 
yellow hand moved to a drawer which 
Tom knew held a loaded revolver o f 
large caliber.

Sing Yup was not looking at Tow, 
however. His gaze was centered on 
some object behind the freckled man. 
Turning his head, Tom was just in time 
to obtain a fleeting view o f  the cause o f 
the Chinaman’s alarm.

Framed by the wooden panels o f the 
front door of the Knowles’ cottage, a 
yellow face appeared for an instant, and 
was then hastily withdrawn. It was un­
questionably the face o f  an Oriental, 
yellow as saffron, the upper lip drawn 
back in such a manner that the front 
teeth were bared to the gums. A  livid 
-scar extended from the lobe o f the right 
ear to the corner of the sneering mouth. 
It was a face, once seen, never to be 
forgotten.

“ Gup Jongl”  snarled Sing Yup, as he 
grasped the revolver, and attempted to 
gain the doorway,

“ Not so fast, Sing!”  objected Tom. 
His tall form barred the way, his pow­
erful hands seized the laundryman by 
the arms.

“ There’ll be no murderin’ done while 
I ’m around,”  went on Tom. “ I f  Gup 
Jong is on the trail, I s’pose the game’s 
up, but you’re not goin’ to kill him if I 
can help it. Hand over that gun 1”

Mastering his emotion, Sing Yup re­
linquished the revolver. Slipping the 
catch, Tom promptly broke the weapon 
and ejected the cartridges. He then 
tossed the revolver carelessly behind the 
counter and buttoned up his heavy 
ulster.

“ I s'pose this matter leaked out 
through some o f your fightin’ tongs 
down in the city,”  he said. “  ’Twas too 
good to last. The only thing we can 
do now is to save Steve and destroy the
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evidence. This Gap Jong can’t hurt uS 
v. ith the evidence out o f the way. I ’m 
goin’ out to the barn to get the car 
ready. While I ’m doin’ that, you pour 
a lot o f  kerosene all over everything 
upstairs. You get out what property 
you positively need, and when you hear 
my car at the door, touch a match to the 
oil, and get aboard the car. Then we’ll 
drop over to New London and figure 
out how we can warn Steve.”

Waiting until he saw Sing Yup dis­
appear up the stairway, bearing a five- 
gallon can o f  oil, Tom shrugged his 
shoulders, and strode out to the porch. 
The night was clear and starlit. A  light 
snow had fallen, adding to the bright­
ness o f  the scene, and as Tom looked 
toward the village he saw a figure dis­
appear in the shadow o f the Central 
House, and a sound o f stamping feet 
wa- borne to his ears as the figure ap­
parently gained the veranda o f  the 
hotel.

Proceeding to the barn, Tom cranked 
up the gray car, lighted the lamps, and 
adjusted snow chains to the rear tires. 
He then drove to the door o f  the cot­
tage, and softly sounded the horn. Sing 
emerged, muffled to the eyes, and en­
tered - the limousine without a word. 
Tom let in his clutch, and pressed his 
foot upon the accelerator pedal. The 
car responded with a leap, and tore 
through the main street o f  the village at 
t  ip .-[■ced.

At the top o f  a hill, some two miles 
west o f East Whitney, Tom shut off 
hi- power, and brought the car to a halt.
Looking bellittd. he perceived two long 
tongtits o f dime -booting upward from 
the doomed building, add heard the 
choreh bell summoning the volunteer 
tire fighter:-.

"It's pretty tough to have to set a 
hud-bn on tire." muttered Tom. as he 
proceeded on hi- wav to New I-on don.
“< S:K-ts we can stand the damages, 
though, if it’- gain’ to save our hides.”

\n hour later Tom sat in otic of the 
hv-f rooms of the Wilson House. Sing 
Yup had been instructed to wait for 
orders at a local Chinese laundry, and 
the gray car had been put up at a ga­

Moodily gazing over the lights o f 
sleeping New London at the icy waters 
o f Long Island Sound, Tom pondered 
as to the best course to pursue. Gup 
Jong, the government spy, was on the 
case; that was evident. Strangely 
enough, the appearance o f the China­
man was made upon the third day sub­
sequent to a new arrival at the Central 
House—a smoothly shaven, dark-fea­
tured individual, who let it be under­
stood that he was looking for a site for 
a lobster cannery.

For fully an hour Tom thought over 
plans for warning his partner, then, 
knowing that nothing could be accom­
plished that night, he went to bed. He 
had formed a plan, however, which he 
resolved to put into execution the fol­
lowing day. It seemed to be the only 
hope.

The office o f  the Scott Wrecking 
Company had barely been opened the 
next morning before Tom Bates put in 
an appearance.

“ I want to charter one o f your small 
tugs,”  he informed the office manager, 
goingf directly to the point.

“ For how long a period ?”
“ Maybe two days— maybe ten days, I 

can’t tell,”  explained T on . “ It’ s this 
way,”  he went on, “ I want to be set on 
board a craft that’s due off Montauk 
’most any day now. It’s important that 
I see her skipper before he docks. I ’ve 
got a commission that means big money 
to him. All I want is for you to give 
me a small tug that’ll set me aboard, 
and then take me off after a few min­
utes. You’ll have to furnish a double 
crew, that ain’t afTaid o f  cold weather, 
so'- we can stand watch and watch day 
and night. There won’t be any towin' 
to do— jvt.-t stand off and on between 
Montauk Point and Watch Hill.”

The manager mused for a few mo­
ment-. and gazed out o f  htS window to­
ward the Thames.

’Tl! let you have the Q ttT ck ftep  with 
a double crew for two hundred and 
fifty dollars,”  he finally informed his 
visitor. "She's able to stand any 
weather you’ll he apt to run into off the 
point. You pay the money in advance 
and keep her five days if you need her.rage.
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If you're more than five days on the 
job you'll pay fi$ty dollars a day. How 
does that strike you ?"

For answer, Tom produced his wal­
let, and laid three yellow-backed bank 
notes upon the manager’s desk.

"She’s got steam up now,”  went on 
die latter, as he took up the money. 
"If you want her right away, I ’ll drum 
up the extra men, and you can leave the 

*:r at the foot o f  Bank Street in an 
>ur.”
So saying, he turned to the safe, and 

was about to pull out the cash drawer, 
when Tom interrupted him:

"Never mind that extra fifty, friend; 
you keep that for yourself on one con­
dition— 1 don’t want this deal adver­
tised. I ’ll wait at the pier.”

“ I see,” chuckled the manager, as he 
winked at Tom. “ It’s some freight or 
charter scheme. I'm as mum as a mack­
erel, and much obliged to you. I’ll have 
the Quickstep ready in no time, and not 
a soul in the city will know where she’s 
bound to.”

The man was as good as his word, for 
by the time Tom reached the pier, after 
visiting Sing’s new quarters for the pur­
pose o f giving him instructions, he 
found the little tug in readiness. After 
a hurried introduction to the captain, 
Tom assured himself that the coal bunk­
ers of the Quickstep contained a suffi­
cient quantity of fuel to last for eight or 
ten days according to his plan, which 
was barely to maintain steerageway 
while on the lookout at night, and to 
drift along just outside o f  Montauk 
Point during the daylight watches,

Tom boarded the tug, the lines were 
cast off, and within the space o f two 
hours New London lay far behind them, 
and the lighthouse at the extreme east­
ern point of Long Island loomed big on 
the starboard bow. Once on the sta­
tion, Tom ordered the tugboat captain to 
have all hands maintain a sharp lookout 
for a black, single-topmast schooner o f  
about sixty tons burden. A  zest was 
added to the task o f  the men by Tom’s 
offer o f a fifty-dollar bill tQ the first one 
to sight her.

For three days and nights the Quick­
step alternately steamed at slow speed

and drifted along the fairway between 
Montauk Point and Watch Hill. Al­
though the weather continued cold, the 
winds were light, and the sea remained 
comparatively calm.

The morning o f  the fourth day 
dawned, and Tom, who had been on the 
lookout hWhself for the greater part o f 
the night, was snoring upon the leather- 
cushioned bench in the pilot house, when 
the mate o f  the tugboat touched him 
upon the shoulder.

“ I guess the schooner you’re lookin’ 
for's about two mile ahead o f  us,”  the 
sailor volunteered as soon as Tom had 
opened his eyes.

Seizing the binoculars, which hung 
beside the helmsman, Tom lowered a 
window sash, and brought the glasses 
to bear upon the sail ahead.

"It's the Eva," he shouted to the 
mate, after a hurried look. “ Call your 
captain now, and get some steam on this 
packet! I want you to meet her and set 
me aboard as quick as you can.”

The jingle bell sounded in the engine 
room o f the Quickstep. The engine 
seemed to spring into life. The pumps 
sobbed a fresh note; and the propeller, 
which had barely been revolving, shook 
the tug from nose to overhang bqfore it 
settled into its rhythmic, full-speed 
throb. The clang o f the slice bar and 
the ring o f the shovel over the fireroom 
floor floated up through the speaking 
tube into the pilot house.

The captain entered and took the 
wheel. Larger and larger loomed the 
schooner ahead, until Tom  could make 
out the muffled-figure o f Stephen Adams 
at the schooner’s helm.

“ Run in as close as you can, cap,”  
directed Tom. “ I’m goin' to hail him.”

Grasping a megaphone which hung 
within reach, Tom took up a position at 
the open window sash. The Quickstep 
swung around jn a wide circle as the 
polished spokes o f the wheel flew 
around in her captain’s hands; and a 
few minutes later the tug was a cable’s 
length off the weather quarter o f the 
schooner, steaming ahead at half speed.

“ Hallo I The Eva!" roared Tom.
“ Hello yourself! That you, Tom?”  

came back against the wind.
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“ That’s m e! Luff up! I ’m cornin’ 
aboard!" shouted Tom.

Waiting until he saw the Eva’s helm 
put down, and her sails shiver, Tom 
stepped into the Quickstep's round-bot­
tomed tender, and a single oarsman soon 
laid him alongside the black schooner. 
Grasping a backstay, Tom swung him­
self on board, and the two friends 
clasped hands.

CH APTER X.
UNLOADING CARGO.

. I T ’s all off,” declared Tom Bates, as he 
1 followed Stephen Adams into the 
cabin. “ Gup Jong and another govern­
ment spy are in East Whitney waitin’ 
to grab you. Sing Yup spotted Gup 
Jong prowlin’ around the laundry, and 
wanted to kali him. I prevented him, 
and we took the car and went to New 
London, after settin’ fire to the cottage. 
She’s burned down to the ground, so 
that part o f  the business is all right. 
W e can p^y for the cottage. I char­
tered one o f the Scott tugs, and came 
out here to warn you. How many are 
you bringin’ up this trip ?”

“ Fii tv-one.” replied Captain Steve, 
who was doing some hard thinking.

■That’ll be about twenty thousand, 
after payin' expense-,”  observed Tom, 
after a moment's calculation.

“That part o f it doesn’t worry me,”  
said .Steve, "It's the landing that we 
have to figure on.”

I've pot that all schemed out,”  de­
clared lorn. "Have you got plenty 
o f  water and gasoline:"

"We’re carrying water esotigh tor a 
fortnight more, and gasoline enough for 
a hundred-mile run.”

"You know the Sound pretty well up 
to Hart Island?”

Captain Steve nodded,
"Here's tin* plan, thi n." went on Torn. 

“ I'm goin' hack aboard the tug. As 
SOun as wc-'rc a mile or two away, get 
your engine gom\ and run bv Flam 
island, down the Sound, past Flushing, 
to a point on the fiats- just off North 
Reach. Anchor there, and wait for me 
ami the ear. Ill have everything ready 
in the city, and’ll fetch Moy Ku and

Sing along to help ou t North Beach is 
very quiet this time o f  the year, and 
the ice hasn’t made alopg the shore yet 
in any part o f the Sound. When you 
get rid o f the load, you can let those, 
black fellers go, and I’ll help you t* 
work the Em  back to East Whitney. 
On the way back we’ll get all those 
spars, canvas, and white paint over the 
side. Then we can sail into East Whit­
ney, and laugh at Gup Jong and his 
friend.”

“ The plan seems feasible,”  said Steve, 
as he smiled in approval. “As far as 
the spars and other stuff are concerned, 
though, you needn’t worry. They all 
went over the side ten days ago—papers 
and all. At the present time not a shred 
o f stuff or an ounce o f material is 
aboard that doesn’t belong here—except 
the freight.”

Leading the way to the deck, Captain 
Steve shook Tom by the hand,

“ So long, then, for about ten hours,” 
murmured the freckled man, as he low­
ered himself into the Quickstep’s ten­
der.

Boarding the tug, Tom directed the 
captain to put back to New London 
without delay. The tug’s nose was 
pointed to the northwest, and, after an 
hour’s run, during which a fair tide 
aided them, the deck hands o f the 
Quickstep made fast to the New Lon­
don pier.

Paying his bonus to the mate, Tom 
dambered up the spiling, and hastened 
to the garage for toe gray car. Pick­
ing up Sing Yup, he muffled himself for 
the cold, long drive, and proceeded west 
as fast as he dared drive.

At New Haven he paused long 
enough to obtain a hot drink and replen­
ish his gasoline tank. At Bridgeport he 
halted the car to telephone ahead o f 
him. and as he approached the city lim­
its o f Greater New York, he perceived 
a taxicab waiting by the roadside.

Putting on his brake, Tom halted the 
gray car abreast of the taxicab, just as 
Moy Ku stepped forth and handed some 
money to its. driver. Buttoning up his 
far-lined overcoat, the Chinese greeted 
Tom with a warm smile and a hearty 
handshake, then took a seat beside him.
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Turning into Third Avenue, Tom 

drove down that thoroughfare as fast 
as the traffic permitted, and finally 
tamed into Pell Street. A  council o f  
war followed in the headquarters o f  the 
“Six Companies,”  and as Moy Ku and 
Sing Yup entered the limousine o f  the 
gray car at dusk, lookouts were posted 
at every entrance to the Chinese quar­
ter.

Tom headed for the Queensboro 
Bridge, and made good time to the de­
serted summer resort o f  North Beach, 
where the car was left in the shadows o f  
a roller-coaster structure near a boat­
house. Fortunately for their purpose, 
the moon was not due to rise until an 
early hour in the morning, and the stars 
were obscured by clouds which seemed 
to promise a storm.~

Not five rods from where he stood, 
Tom saw the riding light o f  the Eva; 
and within the space o f a few minutes a 
dory bumped gently against the side o f  
the floating dock o f  the boathouse.

“ Saw your headlights three miles up 
the road,”  were Captain Steve’s first 
words. "Here are six boys in this 
boat, and Manuel’s sculling off* with five 
more. That makes eleven for your first 
trip. You’ll then have just forty more 
— ten to a load— five trips in all.”

“ Tell the boys they’ re in America, 
Sing,”  ordered Tom. “ Tell ’em to pack 
themselves into that limousine, and hold 
their tongues until I open the door. 
They’re goini to have a swift ride with 
drawn curtains.”

The erstwhile laundryman approached 
the side o f the dory and muttered some 
words in a guttural voice. The effect 
was magical, for what seemed to be a 
bunch o f sacks huddled upon the grat­
ing o f the dory resolved itself into a 
half dozen young Chinese, intent upon 
liberty and the pursuit o f happiness in 
a land forbidden to them by the terms 
o f the Chinese exclusion act.

Keeping vithin the shadows o f the 
building, Sing led them to the gray car, 
where they had not long to wait before 
they were joined by five more o f then* 
countrymen from the second dory.

" I ’m going to douse my riding light,”  
was Captain Steve’s parting word, as

Tom mounted to his seat. “ Make the 
trip as quickly as you can, and we’ll 
have each batch ready for you behind 
the boathouse.”

The chained tires o f  the gray car bit 
into the roadbed, the car bounded for­
ward, and in an instant its acetylene 
headligtiijs were flashing up the road in 
the direction o f  the city.' Moy Ku and 
Sing Yup remained behind, and the next 
hour was employed in ripping up the 
bunks in the main hold o f  the schooner. 
Lumber, matting, and telltale bedding 
were thrown overboard, while Captain 
Steve paced the deck and maintained a 
sharp lookout for Tom's headlights.

In the meantime Tom was threading 
the crowded Bowery at low speed. 
Turning into Mott Street, after a sig­
nificant nod from a Chinaman on the 
comer, he drove to an Italian undertak­
ing establishment on the outskirts of 
Chinatown, and, after a short wait, a 
stable door was thrown open, and the 
car disappeared from view. A  few mo­
ments later a group o f Chinese slowly 
strolled by the building, and an ob­
servant onlooker might have noticed {he 
door open a trifle as the group was aug­
mented by a muffled figure or two.

With the first load out o f the car and 
in safe hands, Tom backed out o f the 
stable, and lost no time in hastening back 
to North Beach. An hour and twenty 
minutes had been consumed by the 
round trip. His second load was in 
readiness, and the trip was made with- 
out event.

The fourth trip had been nearly com­
pleted, when a rear tire gave out as he 
was crossing Canal Street. A  friendly 
policeman, little dreaming o f  the con­
tents of the limousine, stood by with one 
o f the side lights while Tom put on a 
fresh tire. Delayed for twenty minutes 
by this mishap, it was two o ’clock in the 
morning before he backed out o f the 
undertaker’s stable for the last time.

He was marly exhausted by the men­
tal and physical strain o f the night’s 
work, and breathed a sigh o f relief as 
he drove the gray car into a public 
garage and telephoned for a taxicab to 
take him to North Beach.

Shortly after three the taxicab
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reached the deserted summer resort, and 
after paying the driver and tipping him 
liberally Tom ordered him to wait for 
some passengers. Manuel and the other 
members o f  the black crew were paid 
off, and given a handsome bonus and a 
free ride to the city.

Moy Ku and Sing Yup volunteered to 
accompany Captain Steve upon the short 
voyage to East Whitney. They desired 
to witness the discomfiture o f  the gov­
ernment agents when they came to board 
the schooner, and were also desirous of 
making good for the burning o f  the cot­
tage.

The volunteer crew manned the wind- 
la ' o f the Eva in high spirits. They 
then tailed onto the halyards with a will, 
and got the sails up. Tom Bates and 
Sing Yup went below in order to ob­
tain a few hours’ rest, while Captain 
Steve and Moy Ku took charge o f af­
fairs on deck.

Eastward sped ' the little schooner, 
heading directly toward the rising sun. 
The troubles o f  her master were appar­
ently over, and all seemed to be plain 
sailing ahead; but had any o f the four 
on board known o f  the whereabouts o f  
Gup Jong during the greater part o f the 
previous night, the E -a  would not have 
been headed toward East Whitney.

Guided by the schooner’s name, and 
the address on the rag, Operative Bris­
coe had soon managed to obtain a cor­
rect description o f the Ei a from an un- 

-.ting villager. The burning o f the 
laundry an f the flight o f  Sing Yup told 
him that his prey had taken alarm, and 
he immediately dispatched his Chinese 
aid to the metropolis to learn all that 
was possible of the plot and its various 
details.

So well did ' u:p tong ncceed in his 
mb-ion that, long heiote the Ez j had 
lime to appear e,.;T Fii.-£ Whitney, the 
Chinese spv made the pnirney by rail, 
and related to Briscoe w hat he had seen 
with his own eyes while secreted oil 
the frosted t ab-mv of a jtvss house over­
looking the undertaking establishment. 
Furthermore, he had followed several 
of tite parties o f smuggled coolies, and 
knew exactly where to lay hands upon 
then:.

Operative Briscoe complimented Gup 
Jong on his acumen. He considered 
the case to be ripe enough for action, 
and as he had his warrants in his pocket, 
he was prepared to close in ana serve 
them as soon as the Eva should appear.

CHAPTER XI.
E X P L A N A T I O N S .

‘T 'H E  schooner had scarcely been an-
* chored in the lower harbor before 

she was boarded by a skiff from the 
Spragub dock, close at hand.

“ Saw you cornin’ up, and thought 
we’d come aboard, Steve,”  remarked 
Reuben Sprague, as he swung himself 
on board the Eva, and helped his daugh­
ter to mount the rail.

“ You’re both very welcome, I ’m 
sure,”  returned Steve, with a glance at 
Grace which assured her that she was 
doubly welcome.

“ It’s—it’s like this, Steve," said the 
old man, as he fumbled with the painter 
o f his skiff. “ Grace won’t give me any 
peace till you explain about that money. 
She understands that you’re givin’ up 
your trips, that this is to be the last one, 
and that you’ll explain all. She sighted 
you an hour ago, and made me row her 
out here to see if you were ready to 
talk. If you ate, why, I ’m ready to lis­
ten.”

“ If you’ll all come down below, where 
it’s a little warmer, I ’ll be glad to give 
you the whole story.”  So saying, Steve 
led the way to the cabin.

“ Never mind letting go that mains’l, 
Tom,”  he called over his shoulder. “ I 
want Moy Ku and you below. Let Sing 
watch the deck while we’re in the 
cabin.”

His guests seated around the cabin
table, the young captain commenced his 
story. "Mr. Sprague." he began, ‘ 'per­
mit me to introduce Mr. Moy Ku, my 
friend and classmate. lie  comes from 
a very obi Chinese family, ills father 
is governor of the Lhinese province 
of Su->ung, and he happens to he a 
nephew of the present Chinese ambas­
sador at Washington."

Reuben Sprague nodded; Mov Ku 
I to wed to the father and daughter.
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“I might also add,”  continued Steve, 
“that my friend was graduated from 
Yale at the head of his class. His time 
among us is to be short, as I understand 
he is soon to return to China to take 
his father’s place in charge o f a prov­
ince with several millions o f inhabitants.

“Moy and I grew to be great friends 
at college. His skin is yellow, but his 
heart is white. Naturally, he has the 
interests of his people at heart. He ridi­
culed our Chinese exclusion act from 
the time of our first meeting, pointing 
out the fact that the United States could 
no longer be considered a free country, 
inasmuch as it passed a law making this 
country a forbidden land to men of his 
race and color. He showed me that one 
of our greatest educators— former 
President Eliot, o f Harvard University 
—was heart and soul for the unre­
stricted admission o f the Chinese. He 
quoted some of our greatest thinkers in 
a similar strain. In short, he won me 
over to his way o f looking at the Chi­
nese proposition.

“ About that time,”  he continued, “my 
father sold the Eva in order to help 
me out with my university expenses. 
Shortly afterward— as you know—he 
died. Having been practically brought 
up on the water, and being fond of ad­
venture, I was ripe for a proposition 
which Moy made me. He offered to 
furnish funds for the purchase o f the 
Em, that he might set me up in the 
coolie-running business. He pointed out 
that Mexico was full o f  Chinese who 
were willing to pay from three to six 
hundred dollars a head to have them­
selves conducted to the Chinese quarter 
o f any large American city. The busi­
ness offered excitement— to say nothing 
of big money. I agreed.

“ I took a three months’ course in 
navigation, and purchased the Eva. I 
then got in touch with Tom Bates. W e 
found the schooner to be too old to be 
seaworthy, and otherwise unsuitable for 
the coolie traffic, so Tom and I took her 
just off the Long Island coast below 
here one dark night. We scuttled her, 
and then made shore in her yawl, with 
her registry papers and iog book. That 
was all we wanted o f  the old Eva.

6B

“ Then, with fund provide! by rise 
Chinese Six Cninpunto .  we had (lit , Id.* 
built along the Iva's old line- - - -rut- 
model, same rig, with the exception of 
a foretoprna t and an extra bit of jib 
boom. You are now on bend of the 
Ada, built at Yew Berlin, Florida. I 
had spepql water tanks built into her, 
as well as a powerful gasoline engine, 
which has helped u - to show clean heels 
to almost any craft o f her size—barring 
a torpedo boat or racing launch. With 
.two sets o f genuine papers on board I’ve 
been able to sail as the Ada or mas­
querade as the Eva, just a- I pleased. 
A  coat o f white paint, with the fishing 
dories and galley out o f the way, a fore­
topmast set up and new canvas bent, 
makes a big change in the look of a 
schooner, with a new name on its stern.

“ I picked up a black crew o f ex­
whalemen in New Bedford. They were 
Portuguese Islanders from Bravo and 
Fayal. Only one o f  them— Manuel—  
could speak English. Then Moy Ku got 
Sing Yup to start a fake laundry not far 
from the beach at the lower Aid o f At­
lantic City. We loaded up with Chi­
nese at Vera Cruz and Tampico, and 
mad^ several trips to Atlantic City, 
changing the schooner’s color and rig­
ging during each voyage. Sing Yup hid 
the Chinese in a bunk room over his 
laundry until opportunity offered to run 
them up to New York by train, in 
bunches o f twos and threes,

“ Finally, fearing that the life-savers at 
Atlantic City knew, or suspected, some­
thing o f our operations, we began to 
realize that a change in the program 
was necessary. Thereupon we made 
arrangements to run the smuggled 
coolies directly into the heart o f New 
York’s Chinatown. Tom Bates bought 
a big automobile, and Moy Ku hired 
the Knowles cottage for Sing Yup. An­
other fake laundry was started up, and 
Atlantic City abandoned. A carpenter 
from New York wa engaged to build a 
series o f bunks on the upper floor o f  
the cottage. When he finished. Sing 
Yup laid in a stock o f  mattresse? and 
bedding, awl was then in a po-ition to 
care for from forty to fifty Chinese 
until Tom could run them into the city,
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“ The appearance o f the gray car with 
the limousine body in the streets of 
Chinatown acted automatically. It was 
a signal for dozens o f lookouts to be 
posted, and enlisted the aid o f  hun­
dreds o f pairs o f sharp eyes. Although 
Chinatown has its tongs and warring 
factions, the residents all work together 
when the evasion of the exclusion act is 
concerned.

“ Now, as for the gold which I fool­
ishly deposited in the local bank, it rep­
resented my savings from the Atlantic 
City operations. The Six Companies 
have an Oriental habit o f paying their 
debts in gold coin— a custom which I ’ve 
persuaded them to abandon, since large 
sums in gold are bulky, and cause talk.

“ There’s very little to add to the story. 
I’m through with the business for good. 
As it is, we’ve had a very close shave, 
for even now the government men have 
an idea o f what we’ve been running into 
East Whitney. O f course, they can’t 
prove anything, for the cottage has been 
burned, together with all the telltale evi­
dence in«the shape o f bunks, bedding, 
and utensils. O f course, we’ll have to 
make good the loss to Mrs, Knowles.

“ As I said before, I'm through with 
the work, although others may carry it 
on, I don’t see that there’s anything 
disgraceful about it. I ’ve been offered 
large sums o f money to run cargoes o f 
opium up here from Mexico. I could 
make more money in a year at that 
work than I could spend in a lifetime.
I wouldn't touch it, though, for it’s 
dirty work, and would tend to perpetu­
ate a great evil.”

Stephen Adams paused. His eyes 
sought those o f  the girl he loved. Then 
he turned to Reuben Sprague, and went 
on :

T love Grace, sir, and want to make 
her my wife. That'1- the reason why 
I ’ve given you this explanation. It’s 
a!-n my reason for getting out o f this 
coolie traffic. O f course, it'- illegal, and 
means a stiff fine and a year o f impris­
onment in the event of detection. But 
I ’m through now, and the government 
people have no evidence against me. 
I ’ve got enough money put by to— —”

“ Stop!” cried Reuben Sprague, at this

juncture. “ I don’t want to hear an­
other word about your money. It’s 
dirty money!" The old man pointed * 
bony forefinger at the Ada’s  master, as 
if to emphasize his statement.

“ It don't make any difference how far 
you try to justify your actions by sayirf 
that this ain’t a free country,”  continued 
the speaker. “ We made the laws bar- 
rin’ these Chinese out o f the country 
’cause they don’t mix with us any more 
than oil and water. Laws are laws, and• 
the man who runs afoul o f ’em oughj® 
to pay the penalty. Money!”  Reuben 
Sprague snorted in disgust, “ Mone* 
can’t buy Grace. On the other hand, 2$ 
you came to me with empty pockety 
but with a clean record and conscience* 
there’s no other young man I’d rather 
have for a son-in-law. I knew there was 
something crooked about this business 
from the very first. I’ve had my say 
now, and I ’m gain’ ashore. I ’ll keep, 
your secret. Grace is o f age. I can’t 
stop her from marryin’ who she pleases. 
But there’s one thing that I want you 
to understand— if she marries you and 
shares in that crooked money, she’s no 
daughter o f mine. I’ ll disown her 1”

“ But, Mr. Sprague, if-—
A loud cry from the deck, and the 

sound o f slatting canvas interrupted 
Captain Steve. Springing to the com­
panionway, he gained the deck, followed 
by the others. A  stiff breeze had sprung 
up from the southeast, and Sing Yup 
was struggling with the mainsheet in an 
effort to check the swinging mainsail.

“ W e’ll have to drop the mains’!, 
Tom !”  cried Steve, as he jumped to the 
throat halyards.

He was on the point o f casting off the 
coil o f line from its’ belaying pin, when a 
yawl bumped into the schooner’s side, 
and Operative Briscoe sprang aboard, 
closely followed by Gup Jong and two 
other men.

CHAPTER XII.
T H E  N E T  C L O S E S .

V O U I L  all remain just as you are!’1 
* Briscoe cried to the surprised com­

pany, “ With the exception o f  the 
young lady and the ok I gentleman, 
you’re all under arrest!”
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"On what charge?”  sang out Tom, 
winking slyly at Moy Ku.

“The illegal landing o f  Chinese 
coolies.”

“Suppose you search the vessel before 
you make any arrests,”  suggested the 
captain o f the pseudo Em.

The government man laughed, and 
felt in his overcoat pocket for the war­
rants. “I ’m not going to make any 
search,”  he declared. “ I know the 
whole game. My side partner here ran 
down the Chinatown end o f the case,

< and by this time your fifty odd passen­
gers have been rounded up by the Chi­
nese bureau. W e’ll hold them as wit­
nesses against you before we deport 
them. The game is up. I ’m Briscoe, o f  
the department o f justice. This is Gup 
Jong, of the Chinese bureau, and the 
others are U. S. deputy marshals.”

Grace paled as she eyed the warrants 
and listened to the government man. 
She stepped to his side, and was on the 
point o f addressing him, when an in­
terruption came in the shape o f a hoarse 
cry of pain and alarm.

Sing Yup had leaped upon Gup Jong, 
and was choking him. Moy Ku, stand­
ing nearer to the struggling men than 
any o f  the others, sprang toward them, 
but at this juncture a gust of wind 
caught the heavy mainsail on the out­
board side of the leech. The ponder­
ous boom swung around with a crash, 
and the three Chinese were swept over 
the schooner’s low rail into the icy 
waters o f  the harbor.

“ Stand by, Tom !”  cried the captain, 
as he cast off the painter of the Sprague 
skiff, and threw himself into it. The 
yawl, manned by the government men, 
followed, and within the space of ten 
minutes the wet and shivering trio were 
borne into the schooner’s cabin.

“ If any of those men had drowned, 
you’d have had their deaths on your 
conscience, too,”  declared Reuben 
Sprague, as he arose from his seat on a 
locker, and beckoned to his daughter. 
‘There’s no use o f  talkin’ .”  he con­
cluded, as he eyed the prisoners and 
government men, “ honesty is the best

policy—the vnly one; and darn my eyea 
if I'm sorry they caught yuh."

A  murmur of surprise ran around 
the courtroom a> Stephen Adams 
pleaded guilty on fifty-one count-. The 
penalty for each smuggled coolie being 
a year o f imprisonment and a fine o f a 
thousand dollars, matters looked serious 
for the prisoner. Tears gathered in the 
eyes o f  Grace, and rolled down her 
cheeks unheeded. Stem and uncompro­
mising, her father sat by her.

“ The court’s sentence,”  announced the 
judge, “ is that the prisoner at the bar 
will serve one year o f  imprisonment at 
hard labor on each count, in addition to 
a fine o f fifty-one thousand dollars.”

Grace clutched the arms o f  her chair; 
her senses seemed to have deserted her. 
It was practically a sentence to life im­
prisonment.

“ But,” went on the judge, his well- 
modulated tones clearly audible in the 
most distant corner o f  the room, "in the 
event that the prisoner will, within 
forty-eight hours, pay the fine in full—  
fifty-one thousand dollars— the court 
will provide that the prison sentence 
shall run not longer than five years. In 
other words, if the fine is paid in full 
within the period of time specified, the 
prisoner may be a free man five years 
from to-day.”

“ It’ll mean sellin’ the Ada to make up 
the fine,”  Tom Bates whispered to 
Steve. “ You won’t have a penny left.”

But if Stephen Adams heard him, he 
gave no sign. He was looking across 
the courtroom, full into the tear-stained 
but smiling face o f the girl he loved. In 
her gray eyes there welled up a message 
for him—a message that read: “ You 11 
come out o f prison a penniless man, but 
I'll wait.”

He smiled slightly,'and nodded, then 
turned to the freckled man at his side.

“ Tom,” he said, “ I’m going to pay the 
fine. Reuben Sprague is right. It 
doesn't pay to follow a business that is 
against the law. I'm through.”

The other prisoners, who pleaded 
guilty as accessories to the fact, were 
sentenced to serve five years each, with­
out the payment of fines.



g s s g o T H I N G  is more annoying to 
the experienced swimmer than 
to see somebody crawl slowly 
down the steps into a bath, or 

"  lower himself gently from the 
bank o f a stream. This is especially the 
case when a man or boy who does it 
can swim well. He has no lack o f con­
fidence once he is in the water, but he 
dreads the first plunge. Sometimes the 
water, let us say, is rather cold, and he 
will feel the temperature with his foot

r I:.;. 1. i
fir-:, then -? rink back and hesitate.
S •!!.< )ini. - !i i- i-ecause he is afraid o f 
hr ting the »  ator -ard

In .my sa-v, h -Is v, - him to i-c nerv- 
O ', an-] iii.ii is . ne "f the rir'M things 
you have ge« M fvant not to be in aqua­
tic spgttSi,

The great tiling i- not to hesitate at 
first. l-mdrc>- „  quickly a- ever you 
can, and then, without thinking, run to 
the bank and jump in. feet foremost. 
It is a good plan to pinch your nose

with the fingers o f one hand, otherwise 
the water is likely to shoot up inside it, 
and cause an extremely disagreeable 
sensation. Throw out your arms as 
your feet touch the water, and that will 
give you support, and you will not even 
go completely under unless you have 
jumped from a place higher than the 
water’s edge.

Another way o f entering the water 
without diving is to take a long run, and 
jump as high into the air as you can 
from the end o f  a springboard. As you 
do so, lift up your knees, and clutch 
them with your hands, as in Fig. I. In 
this way your body is made into a com­
pact mass, which hits the water with a 
great splash.

Two or three days of these exercises, 
will nerve you to try to learn a real dive.

I .V learning to dive it is much better to 
1 choose a regular swimming pool 
than to start this pretty branch o f the 
art in a river. The reason for this is 
that you are able to get a straight and 
level send-off, and so pay attention to 
the position o f your feet. Once you 
have learner! to dive scientifically it will 
come naturally to you. whether it is 
from a springboard, a rough rock, or 
grassy bank.

The chief mistake usually made by 
beginners in diving is to direct the body 
downward. On the contrary, you should
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< try and shoot yourself outward over the 
water like an arrow.

Hold yourself straight, with your 
hands at your sides, and let your body

spring forward with bent knees, raise 
your arms quickly on a level with your 
shoulders— see Fig. 3— with a loose, 
easy motion, and bring them together 
again over your head as you touch the 
water.

The chief art in diving is the knack o f  
bending your back so as to enter the 
water nearly at right angles, and with­
out making a huge splash. Sometimes 
you will see the most experienced swim­
mers quite unable to plunge in properly, 
and they will often make a splash as 
they go into the water for the reason 
that they have never taken the trouble 
to learn diving scientifically.

Naturally, every one has a little re­
luctance to dive from a height for the 
first time. It is better to begin learn­
ing from the level o f the water. Allow­
ing your b "iy  to fall forward is also 
unpleasant for the first time or t tvo, but 
you will M'on gain confidence. The 
great thing remember i- to keep all 
the mu~4es taut and firm, just relaxing 
those at the knee- v. hen you bend them 
to get y o u r  spring.

Having, once learned the plain,

straightforward dive, vou will be able 1<> 
vary it in numeral wa v

You should, Imvvwim, be very cfm tn 
o f  yourself before you attempt any high 
diving.

In order to avoid striking the bottom 
o f  a pool when divihg, you should, a* 
you ent&Fthe water, try to curve your 
back. This action brings you to the sur­
face again almost immediately, nor can 
you thus go very deep.

I f  you have at your disposal a spring­
board from which to dive, the fun is 
greatly increased. You take a run up 
the board, which, by the way, should 
always be covered with matting, jump 
at the end, and so get an extra send-off 
into the water from the board as it 
bounces back.

Do not bend your knees as you hit 
the water in any kind o f  dive. It is 
this fault, in fact, which generaly causes 
the ungainly splash which so spoils the 
appearance o f a dive to the spectators 
and its pleasure to yourself.

A F T E R  learning to enter the water 
properly, the swimmer should fa­

miliarize himself with the various 
strokes in swimming.

It is comparatively easy to swim on

(Fig. S.)

your side once you have gained con­
fidence in the water. If you can use 
this stroke smoothly and evenly you will 
find it a very fast one, and you will be 
able to move through the water at a 
great rate. Indeed, it is the stroke for 
pace.

You lie on your side in the water, 
fling up y  >ur right arm over your head, 
and >om>p the water with your hand at 
it' farthest reach. a> in Fig. 4. Pull 
back }our arm evenly near to your face
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and body until your fingers are straight 
along your leg again. The head should 
be half submerged the whole time; 
often, indeed, you will find that pace can 
be improved by holding it right under

(F ig .  4.)

the water, and bringing it up at every 
other stroke in order to breathe.

The action o f  the left arm is differ­
ent. It will, o f  course, be right under 
you. Bend it up at the elbow, and strike 
forward in the ordinary way, and bring 
it back smartly but without a full sweep 
through the water beneath you. That 
would only slacken your speed.

The movement o f your legs should be 
something like that when riding a bi­
cycle, if you can imagine pedaling in a 
position parallel to the ground. The 
work is mainly done with the right leg. 
Bend the knee up toward your body, 
and kick it away from you. Your left 
leg should move downward a little, and 
move up again to meet the right leg at 
the end o f  the stroke— see Fig. 5.

I f you can make these four different 
movements work evenly together, the 
combined action should shoot you 
through the water at a considerable 
speed. The best o f the side stroke, 
apart from fast swimming, is that it is 
a complin change from the breast 
stroke, so that it is a great relief to 
turn over onto jour ride. You use quite

different m u s c l e -  in t h e  main, so that 
those that v.tri tired before can rest for 
a while.

A common mi-take to which almost 
every beginner i:t swimming is liable is 
to hurry Iiis movements. This applies 
no k"> to the «fde >troke than to any 
other. It toil hurry the action of arms 
or legs before you have learned it quite

perfectly, you will only make yourself 
easily tired, and your pace will not im­
prove at all. The great thing to remem­
ber is to use your head as well as your 
limbs, and to think all the time how best 
you can make your stroke perfect.

'T ’HE so-called trudgeon stroke is one 
4 o f the most popular, especially for 

medium distances in racing. It may not 
be guite so fast as the side stroke, but 
it is less tiring on the whole.

The first position that you- should as­
sume is lying flat on the water, practi­
cally on your face; if anything, you 
should be a little inclined to the left. 
Your legs should be stretched out 
straight behind you, and your arms in 
front, the palms o f your hands a little 
scooped and turned slightly outward.

The action o f the legs should be up 
and down in the water. This action is

sometimes called the “ scissors kick,”  as 
the movement is not unlike the opening 
and shutting o f  a pair o f  scissors. If 
you are on your left side, let us say, you 
should bring up the right leg with an 
unbent knee, just as though you were 
walking, then let the left leg meet it, 
bending it only at the knee, and not at 
the hip— see Fig. 6.

In order to make the arm stroke ef­
fective you should roll your body over 
from side to side, according as you re­
quire to use the left arm or the right. 
The stroke in question is an overarm 
one, and each arm works alternately. 
You should bring your arm out o f the 
water with the elbow slightly bent, 
plunge it in again as far as you can 
reach over ynur head, and finish with a 
digging motion, scooping the water 
away beneath you. In this stroke you 
should remember one most im|>ortant 
thing, and that is to bring your arm 
right up over your head, and not at all 
to the side, as Ynotvn in Fig, 7 .
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Another thing to bear in  mind is that 
you must have your face under the 
water most o f the time. At the end o f 
each stroke let your mouth come just

out o f the water to get a breath o f air, 
and then empty the lungs through the 
nostrils under water. This comes quite 
easily after a little practice.

In the trudgeon stroke you should 
move the arm first— that is to say, the 
right arm, if you are starting on your 
left side. Follow that with the opening 
of the legs for the “ scissor kick," shut­
ting the legs as the right arm finishes the 
stroke. Then use the other arm, ^nd as 
that begins to scoop the water beneath 
it, begin again with the first arm.

is important that you should master 
the art o f floating on your back as 

soon as you have learned swimming and 
diving. The reason is this: Should you 
at any time be called upon to save life 
by swimming a long distance, or should 
you be upset in some boating accident 
and have to swim to a far-off shore, you 
will find that in smooth water you will 
be able to rest yourself wonderfully by

■Fig. '

turning over occa-i finally onto your 
back and floating, or swimming in that 
position. In fact, one o f the approved 
methods in life-saving is carried out by 
the back stroke, without the use o f  the 
arms.

Float first, then learn to swim in the 
“ back" position. T o do this you must 
first have the most perfect confidence in 
the water.

Having this confidence, you should

turn over on your back, keeping your 
legs straight out ari8 ymu- amis ex­
tended at right angles to your body. 
The whole success o f your effort to float 
depends upon one thing really, and that 
is the holding o f the head well back in 
the water.!" You should let the water 
cover your ears, and, in fact, only just 
leave the mouth and nostrils free to 
breathe through.

Floating will rest you, but you will 
find that you can swim really fast on 
your back. You strike out with your 
legs and start the arm stroke just over 
or behind your head. Shoot out your 
arms as far as they will reach, and then 
sweep them back through the water to 
your sides— see Fig. 8.

As can easily be imagined, this move­
ment will send you along at a Consider­

ate- 9.)

able pace. The arms act just like two 
oars in a boat, which drag back the 
water, as it were, with irresistible force.

When you have learned this it is a 
good plan to practice swimming on the 
back without the aid o f  your hands, 
which you can either hold straight down 
at your sides or on the hips— see posi­
tion in Fig. 9.

Sometimes in order to make a good 
pace on your back over a short distance, 
you can submerge your head now and 
again. Let it sink right under just for a 
few strokes, then come up for a breath 
o f air.

Among the fancy strokes that you can 
practice on your back is one by which 
you can propel yourself forward, 
though not at a great rate. For this, 
keep your feet well together, the head 
tlirawn back as before, and keeping 
your hand' at your sides use them as 
paddles. “ Scoop” the water away, »o 
to speak, by pulling at it, and you will 
find that you will move along slowly but 
surety.

The concludin'! section o f  this article 
wilt appear in the next issue.



FORMER CHAPTERS.
Summed up briefly for those who have 

not read them.

FRANK HAWLEY, the camera man s i  
the New York Sentinel, is ordered by 

his physician to go to the Catskills for a 
long rest. He obtains leave of absence from 
his editor, Toro Paxton, and goes to the 
mountain bungalow of a friend, near the 
small city of Oldham.

Being interested in police systems he drops 
in to pay a visit to the Oldham chief of po­
lice, and finds the latter sound asleep at his 
desk in such a ridiculous attitude that he is 
persuaded to take a snapshot of him. The 
chi' f a vakts when the picture is taken, and 
angrilj pursu s Hawley into the street The 
Camera < )w.< takt- refuge in the offices of the 
Oldh ni • fl:. i, and discovers that 
the editor is I r ■! Carroll, one of his old 
nev 'i.iier friends. Carroll is fighting the 
corrupt | Iitical gratters of Oldham, and as 
the rhief • f p i. •. is one of his worst foes, 
H lu'-y permits Hr-i to publish the snapshot, 
with :tr i .’ ir. ri.il string forth that Oldham’s 
p..;i.:c skip «h:V the t.Ain is at the marcy 
< s l/pry' r' Mid 'T- "ks.

Cuit/.r Cnic. • f the t iMfcam Daily Citron- 
/i.V '..'hoe is a reporter on the. New 
York t::y .V, ;,.c. nr'd a bitter enemy of 
I *..i • ■ nfers with Chief Hodgins
j,t»l ■ rrupt p H t i ' a n |  gets a city 

pa-.-cd -lukin:- it a misdemeanor 
tjki: i'iit'jr>s i:t j|>; ..ity streets wiifsout a 
;;V j-crnt:$.

Haw 1rv ncsivts a telegram from the 
eSi-t-T mi tfci> Now York iYnfine.’. ordering 
him to \.k a picture of the Oldham city- 
ha ) !h sets out on a motor cycle to obtain

the picture, but Is warned by Melba Gale, 
niece of Editor Gale, of the Chronicle, and 
sweetheart of Fred Carroll, that the telegram 
was a fake, prepared by the Gales, to entrap 
him,

Hawley obtains a small, cheap camera at 
a toy shop, takes out the film, and substitutes 
a jack-in-the-box, which will spring out when 
the camera is opened. He then pretends to 
take a picture of the city hall, and is arrested 
and locked up. Hodgsns and the younger 
Gale open the camera in secret, discover the 
hoax, and immediately procure a film, and 
take a real picture of the city hall, which 
they have developed at once. Hawley is 
taken to the court, and is astonished when 
the negative he has never seen before is 
offered as evidence against him. He is about 
to be sentenced for violation _ of the law, 
when he discovers that the city-hall clock 
shown in the picture proves that the snap­
shot was taken several hours after his arrest, 
while fie was 1 eked in a cell. He explains 
to the judge that he is the victim of a frame- 
up, and is immediately discharged with apol­
ogies.

CH APTER XIV.
A MAD UNDERTAKING.

HE Camera Chap watched the 
puzzled face o f  the Bulletin's 
editor as the latter pondered 
on his rash proposal. “ Do I 
get the job, Fred?”  he in­

quired eagerly. “ May I consider my­
self a regular staff photographer o f  the 
Oldham Daily Bulletin?"
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"You may not,”  Carroll replied em­

phatically. “ You reckless Indian!”  he 
added, with a laugh. “ Do you think for 
a minute that I’m going to listen to such 
a proposition ? This stunt that you pro­
pose is the wildest idea that has ever 
taken shape in that harum-scarum brain 
of yours. I f  I thought that you were 
tired o f liberty and had a feverish long­
ing to spend the next six months in jail, 
I might be willing to consider your o f­
fer. But I have no reason to believe 
that such is the case.”

Hawley grinned. " I  have no desire 
to go to prison, and no intention o f 
going there if I can possibly keep out,”  
he declared. “ But really I don’t see any 
reason why the venture should have 
such a disastrous result.”

“ You don’t, eh?”  rejoined Carroll, 
with an ironical laugh. “ I suppose if 
that chair you are sitting on were a keg 
o f dynamite you'd see no particular dan­
ger in drumming your heels against its 
sides. Do you suppose you could go out 
taking snapshots on the highways o f 
Oldham in defiance o f the new anti­
camera law, and keep out o f the clutches 
o f the police? You might possibly get 
away with the first picture, although 
even that is doubtful; but you’d surely 
be nabbed on your second attempt,”

“ Why are you so sure o f that?” Haw­
ley inquired.

“ Why am I sure o f it? Why am I 
sure that a man who couldn’t swim 
would drown if he were to jump over­
board from the hurricane deck o f a 
liner in mid-Atlantic on a dark night? 
Because, my reckless young friend, my 
common sense enables me to foresee 
dearly what would happen in both cases. 
Our friend, Chief Hodgins, would stay 
awalre night and day in order to take 
advantage o f  such a grand opportunity 
to get even with you. Every policeman 
o f  the Oldham force would have in­
structions to bring you in, alive or dead. 
My esteemed contemporary, the Gkron- 
icle, would publish a full description o f  
you, refer to you as ‘the camera bandit,’ 
and appeal to all good citizens to aid in 
your capture. The whole city o f Old­
ham would be on the watch for you. 
What chance would you have?”

A  sparkle came to the eyes o f the 
Camera Chap. “ By Jove, Fred, that’s 
an alluring picture you’ve painted!”  he 
exclaimed, with great enthusiasm.

“ Alluring?” repeated the other depre- 
catingly.

“ Yes*" I hadn’t figured that it would 
be quite as exciting as all that. But 
I have no doubt the conditions will be 
just as you’ve pictured them, and I can 
see that I’m going, to have even more 
fun than I expected.”

“ Fun! Do you mean to say that you 
could get any fun out o f  a situation o f  
that sort?”

“ Why, o f  course," Hawley replied 
simply. “ Think o f  the sport o f  taking 
snapshots in the face o f  such difficul­
ties ! Think o f the fun o f dodging those 
fellows! The greater the danger, you 
know, Fred, the more fascination there 
is to the picture game. There’s nothing 
in taking snapshots which require no 
risk.”

T o some men who did not know 
Frank Hawley these words might have 
sounded suspiciously like bombast; but 
Carroll knew well that the New York 
Sentinel’s  star camera man was no brag­
gart, and that what he had just said 
simply and truly expressed his view­
point regarding “ the picture game.”

“ But, apart from the good time I 
shall have, think what a-great thing this 
snapshot campaign o f mine will be for 
the Bulletin." the Camera Chap con­
tinued earnestly. “ I predict a big boom 
in your paper's circulation, Fred, as 
soon as I get started. The more I ’m 
denounced by the police and the Chron­
icle, the more eager people will be to 
see the pictures taken by ‘the desperate 
camera bandit.’ Bulletins will sell like 
hot cakes, Fred, and your coffers will be 
full o f  real money. For Miss Melba’s 
sake, as well as your own, you’ve got 
to accept my proposition.”

In spite o f himself, a wistful expres­
sion came to Carroll’s face. He realized 
the truth o f what Hawley said. He had 
every reason to believe that snapshots 
taken under such conditions and pub­
lished daily on the front page of the 
Bulletin would greatly increase the sale 
o f  that paper.
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He had I wen furnished a striking 
proof of this a few days earlier, when 
tie h;ul published those snapshots show­
ing Chief of Police Hodgins asleep at 
his desk. There had been a big rise 
in circulation that day. Papers had sold 
as fast as the newsboys could hand them 
out. lv.cn body in Oldham had appre­
ciated the joke on the fat chief o f  police 
and nisi i d  to procure copies o f  those 
amusing pictures. And the very next 
day the sale o f  the Bulletin had fallen 
off, showing Carroll conclusively that it 
was Hawley’s snapshots alone which 
had brought about that sudden and all 
too transient wave o f  prosperity.

Therefore the proprietor o f  the Bul­
letin was sorely tempted now by the 
Camera Chap's offer; but, putting his 
own interests aside, he shooj^his head 
in emphatic negation.

"I admit that it might help our cir­
culation along, old man,”  he began; “ but 
you see------ ”

“ It would probably bring you a lot o f  
advertising, too,” Hawley broke in. 
"Kvafly, Fred, I shouldn’t be at all sur­
prised if this camera campaign resulted 
in a bunch o f  nice fat advertising con­
tracts for the Bulletin.”

I doubt that/’ said Carroll. “ It is 
true that increased advertising generally 
follows increased circulation; but it 
wouldn't in my case. As I told you the 
other day, most o f  the big advertisers o f  
this town are connected in some way or 
other with that bunch o f  grafters the 
Bulletin is fighting, and they wouldn't 
advertise in our columns no matter what 
figures our circulation books might 
show.”

"Maybe th e y  wouldn't,” the Camera 
Chap rejoined; "but there are lots o f  
others who would. 1 wasn't thinking 
about the local advertisers. I have in 
mind the big concerns—the breakfast- 
food people, the purveyors of potted 
ham, canned soups, cocoa, arid mixed 
pickles; the manufacturers of safety 
razors, automobiles, spacing soaps, 
ready-made clothing, et cetera. That’s 
i he kind of advertising well get £or 
your sheet, Fred,"

Carroll laughed grimly. "Don’t you 
Suppose I've been utter ail those people

already? Thefe’s nothing doing with 
any o f  them. I ’ve called personally on 
those whose advertising offices are in 
near-by cities, and spent a small fortune 
in postage stamps corresponding with 
the rest Not one o f them could be! 
made to see that it would be to his 
advantage to advertise in the Oldham 
Bulletin”

“ O f course not,”  exclaimed Hawley; 
“not while your circulation is as low 
as It is at present Naturally they've 
no desire to throw their money away. 
But wait until we’ve boosted the Bul­
letin’s  circulation sky-high. Then we 
can talk contracts to them, and I ’ll 
wager they’ll be ready enough to listen.

“So, you see, Fred,”  he added laugh­
ingly, “you really can’t afford to turn 
down my application for the position 
o f staff photographer on your esteemed 
paper.”

CHAPTER XV.
A DETERMINED STAND.

&JEVERTHELESS, I’m going to turn 
■* ’  it down,”  Carroll declared firmly. 
“ I  won’t hear o f  your doing this thing. 
I ’m not going to have it on my con­
science that I was the cause o f  your 
being sent to jail. It's no use arguing 
with me, old man; I positively refuse to 
let you run this risk on my account.” 

“ Very well,” said the Camera Chap 
quietly. “ O f course, I have no desire 
to press my services on you if you don’t 
want than. But I shall go ahead with 
this camera campaign just the same. 
The pictures will make an interesting 
addition to my scrapbook.”

"You crazy Indian 1 Surely you don’t 
mean that

"I  certainly do. I f  you think I ’m 
going to mbs all this fun just because 
you won't give me a job on vour paper, 
you’re very much mistaken. O f course,
} should greatly prefer to have the snap­
shots published in the Bulletin. I really 
think that they’ll be worth publishing. 
But since you can't sec it that way, I 
suppose ril have to be satisfied with 
adding thorn to my private collection,’1' 

Carroll glanced seardmigly at his 
friend s face, and was convinced o f his
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earnestness. Then, with a laugh, he 
extended his big hand

“You win, old fellow,”  he said. 
“Since you're determined to go ahead 
anyway, I’d be all kinds o f  a fool if I 
were to fail to take advantage of this 
opportunity. The chances are about a 
million to one that you’ll be nabbed and 
thrown into jail on your first attempt; 
but if by a miracle you should succeed 
in getting any pictures, I'll be tickled 
to death to use them in the Bulletin

“Good boy!” exclaimed Hawley joy­
ously. “That’ll be much more satisfac­
tory to me than pasting them in my 
scrapbook. And now that I ’m a full- 
fledged member o f your staff, Fred—  
beg pardon; I should say boss—have 
you any instructions for me ? Any par­
ticular picture assignment you wish me 
to go out and cover?”

“Oh, no; I shall not give you any as­
signments. I’ll leave it entirely to you 
to select your own subjects. Anything 
will do. No matter what the snapshots 
may be—even if it’s only a picture o f 
an electric-light pole— the extraordinary 
circumstances will make it o f  sufficient 
value to be worth a place on our front 
page-”

“ Very good,”  said Hawley; “ I am 
inclined to agree with you that it will 
be the best policy to give me a free 
hand. But I assure you,”  he added, 
with a chuckle, “ I have no intention o f 
snapshotting such uninteresting sub­
jects as electric-light poles. The kind 
of pictures 1 intend to go after will have 
a little more life to them than that. In 
fact, I have an idea now for a group o f 
snapshots which I think would be o f 
great interest to the Bulletin’s readers. 
If I can put it across I think it will 
make even more o f a hit than those pic­
tures of the sleeping police chief.”

"What’s the idea?”  Carroll inquired, 
with a little more eagerness than he was 
desirous o f manifesting.

The Camera Chap drew his chair 
nearer, and lowered his voice almost to 
a whisper: “ Do you remember, Fred, 
that stunt the Sentinel pulled off sev­
eral years ago, when we were roasting 
the New York police department? I 
mean those automobiles filled with re­

porters which the Sentinel sent out one 
night to tour the entire city and count 
the number o f cops who were loafing 
instead o f  patrolling their beats?”

“ Do I remember it I”  exclaimed Car- 
roll, with a reminiscent chuckle. “ I 
should stay I do! It was just after I 
joined the Sentinel staff. I was one of 
the reporters assigned to the story. I 
shall never forget that automobile ride. 
We rode a hundred blocks, and in all 
that distance only encountered one po­
liceman who was conscientiously attend­
ing to business. The expose the Senti­
nel published the next day created a 
whopping big scandal, and resulted in 
the biggest shake-up in the history o f 
the New York police department.” 

“ That’s right,”  said Hawley. “ Well, 
what’s the matter, Fred, with pulling 
off something on those lines right here 
in Oldham? I ’ve got a hunch that this 
city isn’t being patrolled any too well 
during the night hours. With a lazy, 
incompetent fathead like Hodgins at the 
head o f the force, it’s>£ pretty safe 
guess that there isn’t much discipline 
among the rank and file. A  tour of the 
city by night probably would reveal 
some interesting facts about the Old­
ham police department.”

Carroll nodded vigorously. “ You bet 
it would. You are quite right in sup­
posing that the cops o f this burg are 
a pretty punk lot. The great majority 
o f  them got their appointments to the 
force by political pull, and— well, as you 
can readily imagine, they’re not by any 
means the best material that could have 
been found for the job. Yes, your 
suggestion is a mighty good one, Haw­
ley, old man. I deserve to be kicked 
for not having thought o f it myself long 
ago. An expose of that sort ought to 
sell a lot o f Bulletins.”

“ Sure it would!”  declared the Cam­
era Chap enthusiastically. “ I'm glad 
you approve. Thought you'd look at it 
in that light. Guess there’s no sense in 
wasting any time,”  he added. “ I might 
as well get busy this very night.”

The proprietor o f the Bulletin looked 
at him in astonishment. “ You get busy? 
Why, what is there for you to do, old 
man ? This’ll be a reporter's task. Pic-
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ture-;. o f  course, will be quite out o f  the
question.”

'Oli, will they, though?” chuckled 
Hawley. “ I don’t agree with you there. 
The pictures. will be the main feature o f 
this expo$A O f course, well! have a 
story, too— a couple o f  columns or so 
o f  reading matter to go with the snap­
shots— but, with all modesty, I think 
I can say that it will be my camera 
which-will give the people o f  Oldham 
the most graphic idea o f what the po­
lice force is doing while the town slum­
bers.”

“ Nonsense!”  Carroll expostulated. 
“ This will be at night. How can you 
take pictures------

“ How can I? ”  Hawley interrupted. 
“ What a peculiar question! Surely, my 
dear Fred, you must be forgetting all 
about the existence o f  a Certain com­
pound called magnesium powder.”

“ W hat!" cried Carroll, almost rising 
in his chair. “ Man alive! You don’t 
mean to say you’d be insane enough to 
attempt to take snapshots on the streets 
o f Oldham by flash light ?”

The Camera Chap grinned at his 
friend's display o f  horrified amaze­
ment.

“Oh, yes, I ’ll have to use flash-light 
powder, o f  course,”  he answered, “ I 
don’t know o f  any other way o f  taking 
pictures at night; and we positively must 
have those snapshots,”

C H A P T E R  X V I .
.\ s i g h t ’ s w o r k .

D A TR O LM A N  JOHN HICKS, o f  
* the Oldham police force, was a 
fairly vigilant guardian o f the law— in 
the daytime. But when his turn came
to do night duty, which happened regu­
larly evcr\ second week, he always felt
drowsy, no matter h»nv- much sleep he 
Look by day ty prepare himself for his 
nocturnal vigil,

"Which goes to show that night work 
ain’t the right thing for a man,’ ’ Mr. 

'Hicks was in the habit o f complaining 
to his intimate friend. “ It’s against 
nature. The daytime was made for man 
to work in, and the night for man to 
sleep in. Keen the dumb beasts and the

birds close their eyes at night. When 
you try to reverse this order o f  things 
Nature rebels— and you can't blame 
her.”  ‘

Being anxious to offend nature as lit­
tle as possible, Officer Hicks had cul­
tivated the habit o f  going to sleep stand* 
ing up. So proficient had he become 
in this difficult art that he could lean 
against a lamp-post and slumber as 
soundly as if he were in his own com­
fortable bed at home.

The night which Hawley had selected 
for his photographic expose o f police 
conditions in Oldham happened to be 
one o f  the nights on which Patrolman 
Hicks was on duty.

He had selected the most comfortable 
lamp-post on his beat, and was propped 
against it, enjoying a deep sleep, when 
a big black touring car containing three 
men came along..

The automobile was moving almost 
noiselessly, but even if the man at the 
wheel had honked his horn as it drew 
near, it wouldn’t have caused any dis­
comfort to Officer Hicks, He was too 
sound a sleeper to be bothered by the 
ordinary sounds o f  street traffic.

In his somnolent moments, Mr. Hicks 
did not present a very picturesque ap­
pearance. Only a slender man can lean 
against a lamp-post and look graceful; 
and Officer Hicks was almost as fat as 
Chief o f  Police Hodgins. Moreover, 
like the latter, he had the habit o f sleep­
ing with his mouth partly open.

But in spite o f its lack o f picturesque­
ness, his appearance caused great de­
light to the three men in the big black 
touring car.

That vehicle came to a stop a few 
feet away from the lamp-post, and one 
o f  the men leaned over the side o f  the 
tonneau, and pointed a camera toward
the si ttinberi ngTbl uecoar.

Then (here came a vivid flash o f  light,
a dull, booming sound, and a chuckle o f  
triumph from the man with the cam­
era.

Possibly the dull, flooming sound anti 
the chuckle o f the man would not. have 
aroused Patrolman Hicks by themselves, 
but the vivid flash o f  light hitting hint
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squarely on the eyelids brought him to 
his senses in an instant.

Springing to an erect position, he 
stared in ludicrous astonishment at the 
automobile in front o f him.

He was about to step into the road­
way and ask the three men what had 
happened, but before he could carry out 
this intention the automobile had started 
off at great speed.

“Oh, wellsw Officer Hicks muttered to 
himself, “ I guess it was nothing serious. 
Probably a fuse blew out, or something 
of that sort. Them automobiles is queer 
things.”

With this reflection, he once more set­
tled himself comfortably against the 
lamp-post, and resumed his interrupted 
slumbers.

"That was a cinch 1”  said the Camera 
Chap to his two companions, as the 
touring car sped through the quiet 
street. “ Didn’t I tell you, Fred, that 
there wouldn’t be much danger?”

“ Well, we can't expect that they’ll all 
be as easy as that one,”  Carroll replied. 
“ Ye gods! Just imagine the lives and 
property o f the people o f Oldham being 
intrusted to the care o f  a lazy, good-for- 
nothing shirker like thatl I hope you 
got a good picture o f  him, Frank. It 
certainly ought to make the taxpayers o f 
Oldham sit up and take notice.”

“At all events, it ought to make ’em 
buy Bulletins,”  the Camera Chap 
chuckled. “ Ill bet you a new hat, Fred, 
that your paper’s circulation will be 
more than doubled as a result of this 
crusade.

“ But, say,” he exclaimed, as the tour­
ing car swung around a corner, “aren’t 
we on another cop's beat now? If so, 
hadn’t we better slow down, and hunt 
for him?”

This remark was addressed to Par­
sons, the Bulletin’s  police reporter, who 
was running the car. Parsons had 
been “covering police”  for some years, 
and knew the majority o f  the members 
o f  the force by name, and what beat 
they were supposed to patrol. This ex­
pert knowledge made him a valuable 
member of the expedition. As he was 
aware also o f the habits and weaknesses 
o f many o f the biuecoats, he was able

to lead the Camera Chap to those who 
were most likely to be caught shirking 
their duty.

The reporter glanced quickly up and 
down both sides o f the street, and re­
duced the speed o f the touring car.

“ This.Hti ‘Rea’ Horgan’s beat,” he an­
nounced^ “ And I guess I can tell you 
where he is right now. Horgan is the 
most notorious shirker in the depart­
ment, and when he’s on night duty he 
generally spends most o f  the time in 
‘Dutch Louie’s’ place on Allendale 
Street. I have no doubt that you’ll find 
him there now playing pinochle in the 
back room.”

The Camera Chap’s face lighted up 
at this information. “ Playing pinochle, 
eh?”  he exclaimed eagerly. “ That 
ought to make a bully snapshot. Is it 
possible for a stranger to get into this 
Dutch Louie’s place at this hour ?”

“ Sure!”  Parsons answered, with a 
laugh. "He runs his place wide open 
all night. Anybody can walk in and 
order a drink right at the bar, no mat­
ter what the hour. Dutch Louie is a 
politician, as well as a liquor dealer, and 
he doesn’t have to worry about his joint 
being pulled for violation o f the excise 
laws.”

"G ood!”  exclaimed Hawley joyously. 
" I  was afraid I blight have difficulty in 
getting into the place. Is this Allendale 
Street we're on now ?"

“ N o; it’s the next corner. Louie’s 
place is halfway down the block,” the 
reporter informed him.

“ Then I think it would be a good idea 
to stop the car right here,” said the 
Carqera Chap. “ I hardly think it would 
be a wise plan to ride right up to the 
door. The sound o f our motor might 
scare Officer Horgan into dropping his 
pinochle hand."

“ No need to be afraid o f  that,”  de­
clared Parsons, with a laugh. “It would 
take more than an automobile to feeze 
Red Morgan. He’s a son-in-law o f one 
o f  the biggest politicians in the county, 
and has such a strong pull that I guess 
he wouldn't care if Chief Hod gins him­
self came into the back room of the cafe 
and caught him playing cards when he 
ought to be patrolling his beat. I’ve
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often heard him boast that there isn’t a 
superior officer in the department that 
isn't afraid to call him down, no matter 
what he d'tes— that if any of them dared 
t" get'gay with him he’d mighty soon 
sh nv them where they got off at.”  

“ Must be a pleasant sort o f chap,” 
said Hanley, with an ironical smile. 
"It ’ll be a genuine pleasure to publish 
his picture, eh, Fred?”

“ But surely you’ve no intention o f 
going into Dutch Louie’s place to get 
it?”  Carroll protested anxiously. 
"That’s out o f  the question.”

The Camera Chap looked astonished. 
"W hy out o f the question ? Didn’t you 
just hear Parsons say that anybody can 
get into the place?”

"Oh, yes, I haven’t any doubt that 
you could get in, all right; but if you 
were rash enough to try to take a flash­
light picture inside I rather guess you’d 
have some difficulty in getting out. 
Dutch Louie’s few patrons are a pretty 
tough bunch. They’d probably kick in 
a few o f your ribs before Officer Hor- 
gan placed you under arrest for taking 
photographs without a license. Better 
pass this one up, old man, and look for 
something a trifle easier.”

But Hawley had no intention of fore­
going this opportunity to procure a 
sn-ijohot o f  Mr. Red Horgan in the 
role of a pinochle player. He realized 
that there were difficulties in the way 
o f  his getting the picture, but he was 
determined t<. make the attempt.

‘ It’ll be a gem !” he declared en­
thusiastic ;d!y “ If I can get it and it
turns out all right, Fred, just imagine 
what a hit it will make with the readers 
o f the B u lle tin . Stop the car, please, 
Parsons. Here wc are at the corner. 
I'm going to get out.”

Carroll dun-bed at his coat to restrain 
him. but the Camera Chap laughingly 
shook off hi? hold, and got out of the 
automobile

“You fdk>ws wait here for me,” ltd 
said. “Keep the power turned on. Par­
sons, and have the ear all ready to start 
as soon as 1 come out. It's feasible that 
wc may have to make a hurried get­
away, in which case it would be in­

convenient to have to wait until you 
cranked up,”

He was stepping to the sidewalk when 
Carroll called to him:

"Hold on, there! If you’re such a 
stubborn idiot that you can’t be dis­
suaded from doing this crazy thing, I ’m 
going with you. Do you think I’m 
going to stay quietly in this car while 
you’re inside that joint being killed? I 
guess not! The chances are a hundred 
to one that there’ll be a rough-house 
as soon as you fire the flash,”  he said. 
“ I don’t suppose that even with me to 
help you we’ll stand much chance 
against that crowd; but, at all events, 
two’ll be better than one.”

"Three, you mean, Mr. Carroll,”  ex­
claimed Parsons. “ I f  there’s any fight­
ing to be done, I ’m in on it, too, o f 
course. I guess nobody’ll steal the ma­
chine while we’re away.”

The Bulletin’s  police reporter was 
such a frail-looking chap that Hawley 
could scarcely repress a smile at these 
words, although he greatly appreciated 
the spirit which prompted them.

“ Much obliged to both o f  you,”  the 
Camera Chap said; “but really I pre­
fer to go alone. I think I can easily 
convince you that it will be a much bet­
ter plan for you fellows to wait here 
in the maqhine.”

"I won't hear o f  any such arrange­
ment,”  Carroll declared firmly. “ I f  you 
go, I ’m going, too; and if Parsons wants 
to come along, ha’s welcome. The more 
the merrier. You may have your faults, 
Frank, old man, but I like you too well 
to be willing to sit passively here while 
you're being beaten to a pulp around 
the comer.”

'Tm  not going to be beaten to a 
pulp,” the Camera Chap protested, with
a laugh. "T intend to use strategy. If 
I go alone, I feel confident I’ll be able 
to get away with it; but if you fellows 
insist upon butting in you’ll surely queer 
me. I'm a stranger to that hunch at 
Dutch Louie's, but you fellows are not. 
Both of you would be recognized as 
soon ns you entered the place, and I'd 
have no chance to take the picture.” 

Carroll had to admit that there was 
a lot in this argument, and, after a little
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more demurring, he grudgingly con­
sented to let Hawley have his way in 
the matter.

"But I’m not going to stay here in 
the car,” he declared. “ I’m going to 
hang around outside that joint, and keep 
my ears wide open. As soon as I hear 
the sound o f a rough-house I ’m coming 
in, for I'll know then that, in spite o f all 
your resourcefulness and ingenuity, 
strategy has failed.”

"All right,”  assented Hawley, with a 
laugh. “ If strategy fails I’ll be glad to 
have the help o f those big fists o f yours. 
But I feel confident there isn’t going 
to be any violence.”

"  CHAPTER XVII.
A B I T  O F  S T R A T E G Y .

'T 'HERE was no mistaking Dutch 
* Louie’s place, for it was the only 

restaurant on the block; moreover, the 
name of the proprietor was emblazoned 
in white letters on a flaring red glass 
sign.

As Parsons had predicted, the place 
was wide open. Although it was nearly 
two a. m., and the State excise law for­
bids business o f  the kind after one 
o ’clock, the two waiters were very busy 
serving drinks.

The Camera Chap walked through the 
front room, and entered the room be­
yond. He pretended to be under the 
influence of liquor— walked like a fel­
low who has all the sail he can carry. 
It had occurred to him that this pre­
tense might help his game along, al­
though he had not as yet hit upon any 
definite plan for the taking of the pic­
ture.

In a comer o f  this rear room several 
men were seated at a round table, play­
ing cards. One o f these players wore a 
blue coat with brass buttons, and his 
hair was the color o f  carrots. By these 
tokens, Hawley knew that he was in 
the presence o f Patrolman Red Horgan.

The card players were not the only 
occupants o f  the room. A  dozen men 
were scattered among the small round 
tables, sipping their beverages or gulp­
ing them down, and paying but scant

attention to the pinochle game in prog- 
gress in the comer.

They were, as Carroll had said, a 
rough-looking crowd. One had only to 
glance at their faces to realize that any­
body who came into the place looking 
for trbtlbfb would not have to go out 
unsatisfied,

Hawley, spying an unoccupied table 
some yards away from the group o f 
pinochle players, made his way toward 
it, still keeping up the pretense o f  being 
tipsy. He seated himself so that he 
faced the policeman and his cronies, 
and, summoning a waiter, ordered 
something. Nobody paid much atten­
tion to him. Patrolman Horgan’s gaze 
happened to wander in his direction, but 
the glance was merely a cursory one. 
The policeman was too busy "melding 
a hundred aces” to have much interest 
in the harmless-looking, apparently very 
“ tired”  young man who had just come 
in.

In another corner o f  the room was 
an automatic piano which was operated 
on a nickel-in-the-slot basis. Some­
body dropped a coin into this machine, 
and it started to thrum a lively waltz 
strain.

This music—or near music— appeared 
to have a peculiar effect upon the Cam­
era Chap. Although the tune was a 
rousing one, it evidently served as a 
lullaby in his case, for his eyelids began 
to droop, and his head rolled from side 
to side in a ludicrous manner. When 
the waiter came with what he had or­
dered, he was sprawled across the table, 
apparently fast asleep.

The waiter shook him roughly by the 
shoulder. “ Here, young feller,”  he

?-owled, “ here’s your drink. Wake up!
his ain’t no lodging house. If you 

want to sleep, you’d better hire a room 
upstairs.”

The Camera Chap roused himself as 
though by a great effort, and stared 
stupidly at the glass which had been set 
before him. As soon as the waiter had 
gone, he lapsed once more into slumber.

“ That fellow over there seems to be 
dead to the world,” remarked Patrol­
man Horgan, with a chuckle. “Must be
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worse than he looked when he came in. 
Wb'MWf ilea l i> it  n o w

.Netdies, to say, Hawley was by no 
means as "dead to the world” as his 
appearance seemed to indicate. Sel­
dom. in fact, had his brain been more 
act he than it was at this minute. As 
he sprawled across the table, with his 
eyes closed, and his head resting on his 
outstretched arms, he was summoning 
all his ingenuity in an effort to solve the 
perplexing problem which confronted 
him.

‘ Everything is dead easy except the 
firing o f  the flash-light powder,”  he 
mused. “ I can get a dandy focus from 
here without moving an inch, and, with 
my camera held beneath the table, Red 
Morgan wouldn’t even suspect that his 
picture had been taken— if it weren’t 
for that telltale flash. That’s the great 
difficulty. How the deuce am I going 
to fire the flash and get away with it?” 

And then an inspiration came to him, 
and he began to groan. Usually he 
was not in the habit o f  groaning when 
he had an inspiration, but he had a 
good reason for doing so now. It was 
part o f  the plan which had just sug­
gested itself to his resourceful mind. So 
he proceeded u> groan loud enough to be 
heard by the group o f  pinochle players 
in the comer.

The waiter, hearing these sounds o f 
angui-h, once more stepped up to him, 
and shook him roughly by the shoulder. 
“ Hev. young feller, brace up!” he 
growlot! “What's the matter with you, 
anyway? Are you sick, or is it just 
an ordinary jag?"

Hawley sat up, and dapped both
hands to bis head, one to each temple. 
The waiter and the others whose atten­
tion had beets attracted by his groans 
could see that his face was distorted as 
though with great pain.

“Oh, my prior head!’’ groaned the 
Camera Chap. “ It feel- as though it 
w-mld split in two. Fur the love o f 
IVte. friend, if there's any bromo selzer 
in the hoii-e. bring me some in a hurry.” 

"Sure, we keep it," -aid the man, 
“ Tim keep quiet a minute, young feller, 
and HI fix you up a dose.”

The Camera Chap was not surprised

to hear that the drug was procurable 
in Putch Louie's place, for he had ikh 
ticed a sign on the wall as he came in, 
announcing that it was on sale.

“ Never mind about fixing it up,”  he 
said to the waiter. “ Just bring me the 
bottle, a glass, and some water. I ’ll do 
the mixing myself.”

Patrolman Horgan beckoned to the 
waiter as the latter was going out to fill 
the order.

“ What’s the matter with that guy over 
there, Harry?”  he inquired.

“Oh, nothin’ serious; just a head­
ache.”

“ Is that all?" said the patrolman, in 
a disgusted tone. “ From the way he 
was groaning just now, I thought he 
was dyin’. Come on, fellers; it’s my 
meld.”

When the waiter returned with a tray 
containing a small blue bottle, an empty 
glass, and a second glass filled with wa­
ter, Hawley had an unlighted cigar be­
tween his teeth, but no one seemed to 
think it odd for a sick man to indulge 
in tobacco.

The Camera Chap was not in the 
habit o f  smoking cigars, but he always 
carried a couple in his vest pocket, and 
he had reasons o f  his own for trans­
ferring this one from his pocket to his 
mouth.

He took the bottle o f  bromo selzer, 
and emptied some o f  the white powder 
into the empty glass. Then he turned 
to the waiter.

“On second thought, I guess I’ll mix 
it with vichy instead o f plain water,”  
he said; " I  like it better that way.”

The waiter shrugged his shoulders,
and went out to get a siphon o f  vichy, 
A 5 soon as he bad gone, the Camera 
Chap became very busy, but unobtru­
sively' so.

His left hand stole into the side 
pocket of his coat, and when it came out
again the closed fist held a quantity of 
silvery powder. He poised this hand 
over the glass containing the hromo 
selzer. anti the silvery powder fell on 
top of the white powder

Then his right hand went into his 
coat -pocket, and he stealthily drew out
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a small pocket camera, which he held 
beneath the table.

When he had done these things, he 
gazed anxiously around the room, apt- 
prehensive that _his actions might have 

kbeen observed; but, to his great relief, 
he found that nobody was paying any 
attention to him.

Then, as he saw the waiter approach­
ing with the siphon o f  vichy in his 
hand, Hawley struck a match, held the 
flame for a moment to the cigar in his 
mouth, then threw the match away.

Apparently he was careless, for the 
match, still alight, instead o f  falling to 
the floor, dropped into the glass o f 
bromo selzer in front o f  him.

Instantly there was a blinding flash 
which momentarily illuminated the en­
tire room, and a dull explosion. The 
siphon of selzer fell from the startled 
bartender’s hand; several men gave vent 
to shouts o f alarm; chairs and tables 
went crashing to the floor.

Patrolman Horgan jumped excitedly 
to his feet, and advanced toward the 
Camera Chap,, who still sat at the table, 
surrounded by a haze o f smoke which 
was slowly lifting toward the ceiling.

“ Great guns! What was that?” the 
policeman demanded.

Hawley, his face a picture o f  bewil­
derment, pointed to the bartender. 
“That’s what I ’d like to know,” he said 
indignantly. “ What was it? Maybe 
this man can tell us. I asked for bromo 
selzer.”

“ It was marked bromo selzer on the 
bottle,” the astonished waiter declared. 
“And I took it from the regular stock.”

He turned to the Camera Chap with 
sudden suspicion. “ But what did you 
throw that lighted match into it for, 
anyway, young feller? That was a 
queer thing to do.”

“ The match dropped in,”  Hawley re­
plied. “ Didn’t you see that I was light­
ing my cigar? But this is the first time 
I’ve ever heard o f  bromo selzer being an 
explosive. Mighty queer it should go­
off like that. It's a mercy somebody 
wasn’t killed.”

"Oli. I guess the stuff ain’t danger­
ous,” remarked Patrolman Horgan, 
glancing around the room. "Nobody is

7B

even hurted, so there’s nothing to get 
excited about. Let this be a lesson to 
you, young feller, to be more careful 
in future where you throw lighted 
matches.”

“ I certainly shall,”  the Camera Chap 
assured him meekly.

“ I thought at first it was somebody 
takin’ one o f  them flash-light pictures,”  
said Patrolman Horgan. “ It looked 
something like the kind o f  light them 
camera people use.”

Hawley nodded. "Yes, it did look 
a little like that, didn’t it?”  he agreed. 
" I  once saw a man take a flash-light 
picture, and, now that you speak o f it, 
there was some resemblance.”

A  few minutes later Fred Carroll, 
pacing nervously up and down the side­
walk outside Dutch Louie’s place, was 
astonished and much relieved to see 
the Camera Chap step out o f  the door­
way, a smile on his face, and with no 
signs o f  having sustained bodily in­
juries.

“ Thank goodness, you've come Ht 
last!”  the proprietor o f  the Bulletin ex­
claimed. “ I was just jhinking o f  com­
ing in for you. I heard the flash go 
off a few minutes ago, and things were 
so uncannily quiet afterward that I was 
beginning to be afraid they had killed 
you. What on earth happened ?”

" I ’ll tell you all about it when we’re 
in the car,”  chuckled Hawley, hurry ing 
toward the comer where the automobile 
waited. “ I don’t think there’s any dan­
ger now, but just the same we might as 
well get away from here as soon as pos­
sible. I don’t believe in taking any un­
necessary chances.”

Parsons, who was seated at the wheel 
o f  the motor car, uttered an ejaculation 
o f  joy when he caught sight o f  the 
Camera Chap.

“ You don’t mean to say that you ac­
tually got the picture?' he exclaimed 
incredulously, as the latter climbed 
aboard.

Hawley grinned. “ I got something,”  
he said; “ but I  can’t guarantee that die 
result will be good. I had to manipu­
late my camera with one hand, and I 
had to guess the focus. Under those 
conditions, the chances are against the
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negative turning out all right. But it 
was the best I could do under the cir­
cumstances.”

“ How on earth did you do it?”  Car­
roll inquired. “ I can’t imagine how you 
got off so easily. Do you mean to say 
that bunch didn’t jump on you when 
you set off the flash?”

“ Not at all,”  replied the Camera 
Chap, with a laugh. “ They were veiy 
nice about it. There wasn’t any rough- 
house at all, Fred. The last I saw o f 
those fellows they were making a sci­
entific experiment.”

"A  scientific experiment?”  Carroll re­
peated, with a puzzled frown.

“ Exactly,”  Hawley chuckled. “ They 
were all gathered around the waiter like 
students in a chemistry class. And what 
do you suppose that waiter was doing, 
Fred?”

“ I haven’t the slightest idea.”
“ He had several bottles o f  bromo 

selzer on the table before him, and he 
was uncorking each one, and dropping 
a lighted match into it to see if he 
couldn’t make it go off like a flash-light 
powder.”

CH APTER XVIII.
A GOOD BAG.

\ 1 /H ITH E R  next the Camera Chap 
* * inquired, after he had confided to 

his two companions in the big touring 
car the details o f  what had happened in­
side Dutch Louie’s cafe.

I know a cop who goes to sleep 
every night in a lumber yard on his 
heal.'' Parsons announced.

Lead us to him P said Hawley eager­
ly. That sounds like an easy one, eh, 
Fred

I really think we’ve got enough al­
ready," Carroll replied anxiously. 
"After what you’ve just done, old man, 
I'm beginning to believe that you can 
get away with anything; but what's the 
use o f running any more risk than is 
necessary? You’ve got two good snap­
shots, and that is quite enough to illus­
trate our story. Let’s call it a night’s 
work, Frank, and not tempt fate any 
more.”

Hawley laughed at this suggestion.

“ Nothing doing,”  he said. “ I shan’t 
consider that we’ve done our duty un­
til we have at least a round half dozen 
snapshots o f  delinquent cops in our col­
lection, No use being a piker, Fred 
Two pictures on the front page o f the 
Bulletin would make a measly showing. 
Besides, as I said before, I am by no 
means confident that Red Horgan’s pic­
ture will turn out well. I f it’s too poor 
a negative for reproduction that would 
leave us with only-one. Lead the way 
to the cop in the woodpile, Parsons. 
We certainly can’t afford to pass him 
up. Is .his beat far from here?”

“Yes; it’s at the extreme northern 
end o f the town,”  the police reporter 
replied.

“ Don’t you know any others we’ll 
pass on the way there?” Hawley in­
quired. “ We might as well take them 
in regular order. It’s growing late, and 
we haven’t any time to lose.”

“ Yes; there’s Mike Harrington, 
whose beat is on Cedar Street,” Par­
sons replied promptly. “ He generally 
hangs out in Windmuller’s Cafe when 
he’s on night duty. His brother is em­
ployed there.”

“ Great stuff!”  exclaimed the Camera 
Chap gleefully. “ W e’ll pay our re­
spects to Patrolman Harrington before 
we disturb the slumbers o f our friend 
in the woodpile. Is he a pinochle player, 
too, Parsons ?”

“ I don’t think so,”  the reporter an­
swered, with a laugh. “ You’ll most like-, 
ly catch him in the act o f diminishing 
Windmuller’s stock o f goods. He’d 
have been ‘broke’ long ago for bad hab­
its if it hadn't been for his pull His 
father is a member o f  the city council 
and one o f  Mayor Henkle’s most ener­
getic political workers.”

“ Oldham certainly has some police 
department 1”  . Hawley chuckled. 
“ Please stop a short distance away from 
Windmuller’s place, old- man. It 
wouldn’t do to drive right up to the 
door."

Carroll turned anxiously to the Cam­
era Chap. “ Do me a favor, Frank, and 
cut this one out,”  he pleaded. “ There’s 
no sense in taking such desperate 
chances. Windmuller’s place is almost
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as ttfflgh a joint as Dutch Louie’s. Let 
Harrington alone, and pass on to some 
easier ones.”

“ I guess this is going to be easy 
enough,”  Hawley said confidently. “ I  
intend to work that bromo-selzer trick 
over again. I don't see why it shouldn't 
succeed as well in Windmuller’s place 
as in Dutch Louie’s. In fact, I stand a 
much better chance o f getting away with 
it this time, for I know beforehand just 
what I'm going to do, and can proceed 
with calm deliberation. Besides, prac­
tice makes perfect, you know.”

Carroll shook his head deprecatingly; 
but he realized that argument was use­
less, and made no further attempt to 
dissuade his rash and impetuous friend.

Although the Camera Chap’s adven­
tures that night were Eventful enough to 
be worth recording fully, limitations o f  
space render it inexpedient to describe 
them all in detail here.

In the main, his experience inside 
Windmuller’s place was similar to what 
had happened at Dutch Louie’s. Once 
more he affected a bad headache, and 
called upon the waiter to bring him a 
dose o f brorno selzer; and when the 
white ppwder was placed before him 
he made the same use o f it as he had 
done in the former instance.

Greatly to the relief o f  his two com­
panions, he emerged from the place un­
scathed, and laughingly assured them 
that he had succeeded in snapshotting 
Patrolman Harrington, and had reason 
to believe that the negative would be a 
fairly good one.

Compared with this exploit, the tak­
ing o f a flash-light picture o f the police­
man who was slumbering in a lumber 
yard at the northern end o f  the town 
was not a difficult matter. Hawley suc­
ceeded in getting a first-cl^ss snapshot 
o f  this sleeping beauty, and although the 
bluecoat was awakened by the setting 
off of the flash-light powder, and, bel­
lowing with rage, chased the Camera 
Chap through the piles o f  lumber, the 
latter tnanaged to reach the automobile 
in time to make a safe get-away.

Although he now had four snapshoot 
o f delinquent policemen, and Carroll 
agam pleaded that these were quite suffi­

cient for their purpose, the Camera 
Chap was firm in hi - determination not 
to give up the hunt until the Bulletin’s 
collection consisted o f  at least six nega­
tives.

Paitsdfis had reached his limit. He 
was unable to suggest where any more 
members o f the force whom he knew to 
be chronic shirkers might be found that 
night; but even this fact could not dis­
courage Hawley. He declared confi­
dently that if they rode around town a 
bit, and kept their eyes open, they were 
likely to pick up a couple o f  random 
snapshots to complete their night’s 
work.

So, while the citizens o f  Oldham slept 
peacefully on in utter igfiorance of this 
enterprising effort that was being made 
to reform conditions in their town— and 
incidentally to increase Ahe circulation 
o f the Bulletin—the big touring car 
traversed the highways and byways in 
search o f  more blue-coated victims of 
this relentless photographic crusade.

This search was not unproductive. 
As the Camera Chap and his friends 
rode through Main Street they suddenly 
encountered the most sensational and 
the most shameful spectacle o f  the night 
— a man in the uniform of a captain of 
police so merry that he could scarcely 
stand.

“ That’s Captain A lf Callman—the 
worst grafter and the biggest bully in 
the department, barring Chief Hodgins,” 
exclaimed Parsons excitedly, as he. 
brought the car to a stop. “ Don’t fail 
to get a good picture o f him, Mr. Haw­
ley. This is a rare piece o f  luck. If 
ever there was a rascal who deserved to 
be held up to public scorn and ridicule, 
it’s that brute there.”

“ Yes, Frank,”  said Carroll, a scowl 
upon his face, “ we want his picture, by 
all means. A  few weeks ago he beat 
up a crippled boy unmercifully for sell­
ing Bulletins outside police headquar­
ters.”

The Camera Chap's face grew grim. 
“ And you mean to say you let him get 
away with that?’’ he exclaimed, in as­
tonishment,

“ I did all that I could.” replied the
proprietor of the Bulletin, “ I preferred
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charges against him in court, and I ’ve 
been roasting Sim on the front page o f 
the paper every day since. But his pull 
enabled him to have the case thrown 
out o f  court, and the Bulletin’s  roasts 
don’t seem to have worried him much. 
He’s too thick-skinned to care what’s 
said or printed about him.

“ But, thick-skinned as he is,”  Car- 
roll went on, “ I ’ll bet he’ll rave when 
he sees his picture on our front page, 
showing him in that condition. That’ll 
hurt him more than anything else I can 
think of. So be sure to get a good 
snapshot o f  him, Frank; one that’ll 
show the public just what a beast he is.”

The taking o f  this flash-light picture 
was an easy matter, and there was no 
risk attached, for Captain *Alf Callman 
was too happy to realize what was hap­
pening, and nlerely grinned fatuously 
when the flash went off. Nevertheless, 
Hawley had never in all his career as a 
camera man derived more satisfaction 
from the taking o f  a snapshot.

The last picture o f  the night was that 
o f a policeman whom they discovered 
a few blocks farther on, fast asleep in 
a doorway. He was so dazed by the 
flash light that the Camera Chap had 
no difficulty in getting away.

Having added this trophy to his col­
lection, Hawley turned to Carroll with 
a satisfied smile.

“ Now I guess we can go home,”  he 
said. “ I think we’ve done a fairly good 
night’s work.”

“ The best ever!” chuckled the pro­
prietor o f the Bulletin. “ If these pic­
tures o f yours turn out all right, I've 
got an idea that they'll stir this old town 
as it’s never been stirred before.”

CH APTER XIX.
THE ENEMY’S MOVE.

ALTH OU GH  the Bulletin was not a 
*"*• profusely illustrated newspaper, it 
maintained a photo-engraving plant o f  
its own. Carroll had installed this de­
partment when he first acquired pos­
session o f the paper, and had brought a 
man named Ncilson from New York to 
take charge o f  it

It had been Carroll’s original inten­

tion to go in extensively for half-tone 
illustrations, but his failure to make a 
financial success o f  the publication had 
necessitated a cutting down o f  expenses 
wherever possible, and now pictures 
were seldom used in the pages o f  the 
Bulletin.

When Carroll informed Neilson that 
he would have to dispense with his serv­
ices, candidly telling him the reason, the 
engraver proposed that he be permitted 
to take in outside job work in lieu o f 
salaiy.

This arrangement had turned out sat­
isfactorily for both parties concerned. 
Neilson had managed to get enough out­
side work to make it worth his while 
to stay, and Carroll was glad to have 
him on the job, because, although he 
had practically given up illustrations, he 
occasionally found it necessary to use 
a cut in the pages o f  the Bulletin. These 
occasions were so rare, however, that 
great was Neilson’s surprise when, on 
the day following Hawley’s night cru­
sade against the Oldham police, Carroll 
appeared in the photo-engraving depart­
ment with a half dozen negatives in his 
hand.

“ Here, Ole,”  the proprietor, o f the 
Bulletin said, with a smile, “ I want these 
enlarged, and a two-column cut made 
from each. Make just as good a job 
o f  them as you can, and remember that 
there’re for to-morrow morning’s issue.”

“ All for to-morrow morning’s issue?”  
exclaimed the engraver incredulously.

“ Sure thing! And all for the front 
page, too.”  Carroll chuckled. “ It’s 
going to be the bulliest front page the 
Bulletin has ever had, Ole. Just take 
a close look at those negatives, old man, 
and I guess you’ll understand why.”

Neilson stared hard at the small ob­
longs o f  film. “ They ban lode like po­
licemens,”  he said.

“ They are policemen!”  declared Car- 
roll, with another chuckle.

“ What you ban going to do,”  the en­
graver inquired, “get out a special cop’s 
edition?”

“ A  sort o f special cop’s edition,”  re­
plied Carroll, with a grin. “ But, say, 
Ole,”  he added anxiously, “ what do you 
think o f  these negatives from a photo­
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graphic standpoint ? Will they make 
pretty good cuts, do you think ?”

Neilson inspected each one critically. 
“ I can't tell very well, o f  course, Mr. 
Carroll, until I see the prints,”  he re­
plied, at length. “ Thay ban flash lights,
I see; but they look like pretty dear 
negatives yoost the same. Who took 
them ?”

“A  friend o f  mine from New York.”
“Did he develop them, too?”  the 

photo-engraver inquired. “ They ban a 
pretty good job for an amateur.”

“ Yes, he developed them himself,”  
Carroll answered. “ We were so anx­
ious to see what results we had that 
we came back here at three o ’clock this 
morning, and Hawley— my friend from 
New York, I mean— used your dark 
room. But, say, Ole,”  he exclaimed 
anxiously, pointing to one o f  the nega­
tives, “ how about this one? It isn’t 
quite as clear as the others. Do you 
think you’ll be able to get a fairly good 
cut out o f it?”

Neilson once more inspected the nega­
tive designated. It was a snapshot o f 
a group o f men playing a game o f cards. 
One o f the men wore a police uniform.

“ I guess I ban able make it all right,”  
he said. “ It isn’t very strong, but I 
guess I ban able to touqk up the print 
a bit, and get a good result yoost the 
same.”

Neilson held up another o f the nega- '  
tives. “ This ban best one o f the lot,”  
he announced. “ I make extra-good cut 
o f  him.”

The picture in question was the snap­
shot o f a man in a police captain’s uni­
form. A  scowl came to Carroll’s face 
as he gazed upon it.

"I'm  glad to hear that, Ole,”  he said 
grimly. “ I want an extra-good cut o f 
him. And, by the way. make that one 
three columns wide instead o f two. I’m 
going to use it in the center o f  the 
Page”

Than Carroll went into the editorial 
rooms, and, seating himself at his desk, 
began to write rapidly. For two hours 
he was occupied with this task, and 
what he wrote seemed to afford him 
much satisfaction, for at frequent inter­

vals the other occupants o f  the room 
heard him chuckle immoderately.

At length the long editorial was fin­
ished, and as he gathered the closely 
written pages together he exhaled a deep 
breath. '

“ Hawley said that the pictures would 
be the main feature o f  the Bulletin's 
expose,”  he muttered; “ and, c# course, 
he was right. No doubt about that. But 
at the same time I rather think this edi­
torial o f  mine is going to make quite a 
hit, too.” 1

Hawley heartily indorsed this opinion 
when, a few minutes later, he dropped 
into the Bulletin’s office, and Carroll 
showed him what he had written.

“ It’s great stuff 1” the Camera Chap 
exclaimed enthusiastically. “ Simply im­
mense! I never had any idea that you 
could sling English as well as that, 
Fred.”

Carroll flushed with pleasure at this 
warm praise. “ I guess it’s because I 
feel so strongly on the subject,”  he said 
simply. “A  fellow  can write so much 
better, you know, if he really feels what 
he writes.”

“ People who buy the Bulletin to-mor­
row morning are certainly going to get 
their money’s worth,”  Hawley chuckled. 
“That editorial alone will be well worth 
the price o f the paper. Your readers 
ought to paste it in their scrapbooks as 
a model o f  satire.”

“ Cut out the joshing, old man,”  pro­
tested CarrolL " I f  the readers o f the 
Bulletin paste anything in their scrap­
books, it will be those wonderful snap­
shots o f  yotfrs. They’re going to cre­
ate a big sensation, Frank.”

The Camera Chap grinned. “ Yes, 
the snapshots and your editorial com­
bined certainly ought to stir things up. 
Don’t forget that I’ve bet you a new hat 
that your circulation figures will be 
more than doubled to-morrow, Fred.”

“ I'll be quite satisfied to lose the hat,”  
Carroll chuckled. “And just to show 
you that I don’t expect to win the bet, 
let me tell you that I’ve already given 
orders to my pressroom to print twice 
the usual number o f papers to-morrow.”

“ I guess you’re z^iite safe in doing 
so,”  said the Camera Chap earnestly, “ i
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don’t think you’ll have many copies left 
on your hands. But how are the pic­
tures getting along, Fred? Have they 
been made into cuts yet?”

Neilson is working on them now,”  
Carroll answered. “Come on up, and 
u e’ll see how he’s progressing.”

Neilson was working on an outside 
job—a Hdf-tone cut for the letterhead 
o f  a local tailor— when they entered his 
laboratory. Observing this, Carroll was 
somewhat annoyed. He had asked 
Neilson to rush the cuts through, and, 
while he realized that it was the outside 
work which paid the expenses o f the 
plant, he felt aggrieved that the tailor's 
half tone should be given first attention.

How about that work I gave you?" 
he inquired sharply. “ Started on it yet, 
Ole?”

The engraver looked at him in as­
tonishment. “ How can I start on it 
until you give me back them negatives ?”  
he exclaimed. “ I ban yoost coming 
down to ask you for them.”

“ Give you back the negatives!”  the 
proprietor o f the Bulletin repeated, with 
a puzzled frown. ' What on earth are 
;■ >u talking about?”

I ban talking about those police­
men’s negatives you want made into 
cuts for to-morrow s paper, o f course,”  
replied Neilson, a trifle nettled. “ How 
can I make the cuts until I get the 
pictures?"

"But you have the pictures,” Carroll 
protested, “ Didn’t I give them to you?'” 

“ Sure you gave them to me once. 
But you ban take them • back again, 
didn’t you?” replied the man indig­
nantly.

" /  took them back?”
“ Sure! At least, you sent the boy 

for them— which is yoost the same, o f 
course.”

“The boy?" Carroll was beginning 
to grow uneasy. “What boy?”

“ That hoy Miggsv. o f course," Neil­
son replied, now thoroughly out o f  tem­
per. "What kind o f  a yoke you ban try 
to play with me, Mr. Carroll? I bait 
serious feller, and don't like foolin'. 
Didn’t you send that Miggsy up here 
half an hour ago to say would I please

let you have them negatives back right 
away ?”

Carroll’s face suddenly turned pale. 
“ I certainly did not!”  he exclaimed ex­
citedly. “ I sent no such message. Do 
you mean to say that Miggsy told you 
that I sent him?'5

“ He sure did. He said you needed 
the pictures to show to somebody, and 
must have them right away. I ban yust 
starting to work on them when he came 
up, but I gave them to him.”

With an exclamation o f  alarm, Car- 
roll hurried downstairs to the editorial 
rooms to interview the office boy. The 
youngster was not in sight.

“ Seen anything o f  Miggsy?”  he in­
quired anxiously o f  one o f the reporters, 
whose desk was near the door.

“ Not lately. The last time I saw him, 
Mr. Carroll, was half an hour ago, when 
he went out to do that errand for you.”

“An errand for me?”
“ Yes, that’s what he said. He was 

going out just as I came in, and he 
seemed to be in a great hurry. T stopped 
him on the stairway, and jokingly asked 
him what all the rush was.about. He 
begged me not-to delay him, as you had 
just sent him out on an errand o f  great 
importance which had to be attended to 
immediately.”

Carroll tumid to Hawley, who had 
followed him downstairs. They ex­
changed glances o f  consternation.

“What do you make o f  it?”  the pro­
prietor o f  the Bulletin said hoarsely.

The Camera Chap smiled grimly. “ It 
looks very much as if our young friend 
Miggsy had gone over to the enemy,”  
he said.

"  Vc$, I’m afraid so,”  growled Carroll. 
“ I can t imagine any other reason for 
his actions. The little ingrate! I’ve 
been pretty good to that kid. I never 
thought that he’d do me a trick o f  this 
sort.”

He paced the floor nervously, his big 
fists clenched. “ Great grief!”  he mut­
tered. "Can it really be possible that 
all our trouble has ween for nothing—  
that we're not going to publish those 
wonderful snapshots, after all?”

Hawley patted his shoulder Soothing­
ly. It was in forlorn situations o f  this
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sort that the Camera Chap’s sunny dis­
position showed up to the best advan­
tage

“Cheer up, old scout 1”  he said to Car- 
roll. “After all, there’s that corking 
editorial o f  -yours. Even without the 
pictures, it’ll make quite a hit on to­
morrow's front page.”

“ No, it won’t,”  groaned Carroll. 
“That editorial won’t go on to-morrow’s 
front page. I might as well tear it up. 
Don’t you see that I wouldn’t dare pub­
lish it without the pictures? Those fel­
lows would sue me for libel. They’d 
swear that my statements were false, 
and, without the photographic evidence, 
I couldn’t prove that they weren’t ”

“ I guess you’re right there,” said the 
Camera Chap thoughtfully. “ It’s too 
bad that that fine piece o f  writing should 
go to waste. Well, better luck next
time, I------  Where are you going,
Fred?”  For Carroll, muttering some­
thing under his breath, had stepped has­
tily toward the door.

“ I ’m going down to the pressroom 
to cancel that order for extra papers,” 
the proprietor o f  the Bulletin explained 
gloomily.

CHAPTER X X .
G A L £ ’S  L U C K .

IT  was quite by accident that young 
* Mr. Gale, son of the proprietor o f  
the Chronicle, learned o f  the Bulletin's 
contemplated expose o f police condi­
tions in Oldham. He happened to be 
passing police headquarters just as Pa­
trolman John Hicks, with whom he was 
acquainted, came out o f that building. 
One glance at the policeman's scowling 
face was sufficient to inform Gale that 
something was wrong. ,

“ What’s the matter, John?” he in­
quired. “ You look worried.”

“ I am worried, Mx. Gale,”  Patrolman 
Hicks replied. “ Something happened to 
me last night while I was on duty that 
has got my goat. Walk up the street 
with me a little ways, and I’ll tell you 
all about it.”

Gale, scenting a possible story for  the 
Chronicle, eagerly accepted this invita­
tion.

“ It was shortly before two this morn­
ing,”  Officer Hkks began. “ 1 won’t 
deny that I was taking a little nap. You 
see, Mr. Gale, night work don’t agree 
with me at all. 1 think it’s an outrage 
to ask a human being to do it.”

“ Certainly,’’ Gale agreed heartily. 
“ But what happened, John?”

"W hat happened was this, Mr. Gale: 
I was leaning against a lamp-post, sort 
o f  dozing off—as I say, I ’m not going 
to deny it— when all o f  a sudden there 
comes a flash o f light which hits me 
right in the eyes, and a sort o f explo­
sion. Well, o f course, I opens my eyes 
quick, and there, right in front of me, 
is a big black automobile with three 
young fellers in it. Before I can ask 
any questions, that automobile moves off 
rapidly up the street, and disappears.” 

Gale was by no means a slow-witted 
young man. The probable origin o f that 
flash o f  light immediately suggested it­
self to him. There arose in his mind 
also a suspicion o f  the identity o f at 
least one o f the three occupants of the 
big black automobile.

“ Didn’t one o f those fellows have a 
camera in his hand, John?*’ he inquired 
excitedly.

“ I didn’t notice any camera at the 
time,” replied the policeman, with a 
scowl; “ but I guess they must have had 
one, all right. For, although I never 
suspected it—otherwise you can be sure 
I ’d have chased that automobile— I have 
learned since that it was a flash-light 
picture o f  me the rascals was after.”

“ O f course it was,”  said Gale, with 
a laugh. “ How long did it take you to 
get wise to that fact?”

“ It was not until a few minutes ago 
that I found it out,”  the policeman ad­
mitted. “ I thought at the time that 
that flash of light was caused by a fuse 
Wowin’ out in the car, or somethin’ o f 
that sort. You see, I don't know much 
about automobiles. And I might have 
gone on thinking that if it hadn’t been 
for me meetin’ Patrolman Tony Debbs 
at headquarters just now, and him tellin’ 
me what happened to him last night.” 

"And what happened to Tony 
Debbs?”  inquired Gale, greatly inter­
ested.
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“ He was taking a nap in a lumber 
yard on his beat, and first thing he 
knows he gets woke up by a flash o f 
light in his eyes— the same kind o f  a 
flash that I got. Tony jumps up quick, 
and there was a young feller standin’ 
there with a camera in his hand. Imag­
ine the nerve o f  him!’ ’

“ Did Debbs catch him?”  Gale in­
quired eagerly.

“ N o; he wasn't quite quick enough. 
The scamp got away in a big black tour­
ing car containing two other young men. 
From Tony’s description o f the automo­
bile and the rascals inside, I ’m pretty 
sure it was the same bunch that I was 
up against.”

“ Undoubtedly,” Gale agreed. “ But 
do you mean to say, John, that neither 
Debbs nor you recognized any o f those 
fellows ?”

“ N o; we didn't. You see, they wore 
goggles—the kind that automobilists 
wear, you know— and them things are 
pretty much o f  a disguise. Who do you 
suppose those rascals was, Mr. Gale? 
And what do you think they wanted ouf 
pictures for? I tell you, it’s got me 
worried. And Tony’s worried, too. 
He's got an idea that that rag o f  a 
Bulletin is behind it all. Do you think 
he’s right?”

“ I certainly do, John,”  Gale replied. 
“ There isn't the slightest doubt in my 
mind that those pictures were taken for 
the Bulletin, and will be prominently 
displayed on the front page o f that dis­
reputable sheet to-morrow morning. 
And I shouldn't be surprised,” he added 
sagaciously, “ to find other pictures 
there, too. You can depend upon it,

John, that you and Debbs weren’t the 
only cops those chaps caught napping 
last night. The fact that they hired an 
automobile indicates that they were out 
for a big killing.”

“ The scoundrels 1”  growled Officer 
Hicks. “ Surely, Mr. Gale, we can do 
something to prevent them from print­
ing our pictures in their newspaper? 
Ain't there any way o f stopping them ?”

A malicious glint came to Gale’s 
eyes. “ Probably there is, John,”  he 
said. “ We must see what we can do. 
Perhaps it will be possible not only to 
prevent them from publishing the pic­
tures, but to put them in jail besides 
for violating the new anticamera law.”

As he finished speaking, his gaze 
lighted on a boy who was walking on 
the opposite side o f  the street.

“ Seems to me I know that kid,”  said 
Gale. “ He’s employed in the Bulletin 
office. My father pointed him out to 
me on the street the other day as Car- 
roll’s office boy.”

Then his face suddenly lighted up as 
an idea came to him.

“ Excuse me for a few minutes, 
John,”  he said to the policeman. “ I ’m 
going to have a talk with our young 
friend across the way. I ’ve got a sort 
o f  a hunch that he may be able to help 
us."

TO BE CONTINUED.

The next section o f this serial will 
appear in the September T op-N otch , 
out August ist. Back numbers may be 
obtained o f news dealers or the pub­
lishers.

A Delicate Matter "
IT  was not a bad horse to look at. It had a nice coat, a nice bushy tail, and a 
* gentle manner. But it possessed one incurable drawback: It couldn’t see. This 
its new owner discovered a day too late* He visited the horse dealer from whom 
he had bought the steed and demanded an explanation. “ She’s stone-blind!” he 
exclaimed.

‘I know she is,”  replied the dealer.
" But look here, man; you never told me anything about it!" splattered the 

irate purchaser.
“ Well, you see, it was rather a delicate matter.”  answered the dealer, cough­

ing slightly. “ The man from whom I bought her didn’t tell me himself, so I 
thought,”  he added, lowering his voice, “ he didn't want it mentioned.’



HE mountains of Porto Rico 
reared hazy outlines off the 
starboard bow ; new islands 
appeared like magic out o f the 
blue Caribbean, and the ambi­

tion that had led Dean Winslow to the 
decks o f the training ship Dixie, burned 
stronger as he looked for the first time 
on foreign soil. He grew up on the 
shores of Maryland, and his love o f the 
sea was inborn.

The naval academy had been his 
goal, but lack o f  influence closed its 
gates to him. Finally he enlisted in the 
navy. It was a hard road to a commis­
sion, for it was first necessary for him 
to reach the grade o f warrant officer, a 
process that would ordinarily take at 
least five years.

He was pondering at the moment on 
the odds against him when a voice broke 
in on his thoughts:

“ So you are the man that shipped in 
the navy for a commission?”

Dean turned and recognized Jerry 
Mapes, coxswain o f  the first whaleboat, 
and petty officer in his own division.

“Yes, Mr. Mapes."
“ Now, just drop that mister! I ’m no 

officer,” said Mapes, but Dean could see 
that his polite answer had pleased the 
old sailor.

“Well, if I can help you, just pass the 
word,”  continued the petty officer. “ I've

been watching you, and you’re as likely 
a man as came over the side with this 
draft. You remind me o f the fellers 
who used to ship in the old days when 
we had a navy of wooden ships and iron 
men. Now it’s wooden men and iron 
ships. In the first place, you can splice 
and knot, and you can box the compass 
and handle the lead. I found that out in 
division drill this morning, and I ’m go­
ing to the division officer to see if you 
can’t be rated as ordinary seaman.”

Dean put out his hand impulsively, 
and thanked the coxswain, and the com­
pact was struck between him and the 
grizzled old sailor, whose hair was white 
and skin brown as leather, but whose 
blue eyes twinkled with the spirit of 
youth.

“ See that sail off there, two points 
o ff the port bow?”  Jerry asked humor­
ously a moment later. “ Well, that’s not 
a sail— it’s a rock, and a fine landmark 
for St. Thomas. The Germans stirred 
up a big row three years ago by using it 
for big-gun practice.”

As the Dixie "drew near, what had 
seemed like a white sail proved to be 
Sail Rock, a white, two-peaked lime­
stone island, noisy with the cries o f sea 
fowl.

“ We've passed the gate to the Carib­
bean now,”  remarked Jerry, “ and we’ll 
be picking up islands every hour. We



106 TOP-NOTCH MAGAZINE

ought to make St. Luda early in the 
morning. The English are making a 
Gibraltar o f the West Indies out o f  it, 
and it’s a mighty fine little island.”

“Why do we stop there?”  asked 
Dean, who knew only that the D ixie 
was bound for the South Atlantic sta­
tion.

“ Coal,”  was the laconic answer. 
“ There’s a big senator coming aboard, 
too. W e take him down to Rio, the 
next stop, on some mission forthe presi­
dent '"You may have heard o f  him—  
Senator Gordon ?”

“ Heard o f him? Why, he’s my sena­
tor from Maryland, and he wouldn't 
appoint me to Annapolis,”  was Dean’s 
rueful answer.

The next morning the Dixie steamed 
into the bottle-shaped harbor o f St. 
Lucia, framed in tropical greens and 
bungalowlike buildings under clumps 
o f palm trees which lined the water 
front.

As they made their way to the coal 
docks, the water at their bows was thick 
with little black West Indians, who 
dived from crazy canoes after pennies, 
while big, white fishes jumped playfully 
over their heads. At the coal docks the 
work was done by negroes, men and 
women, who carried the coal aboard in 
baskets. They were amusing to watch, 
in their nondescript garments, breaking 
out every few minutes in noisy squab­
bles, the women smoking pipes and 
cigars as freely as the men.

in striking contrast were the soldiers 
of the West Indian regiment who came 
aboard—giant negroes wearing a uni­
form which consisted o f  a red fez, white 
blouse, white leggings and belt, and 
deep-blue Zouave breeches.

The last basket o f  coal was got on 
board and-the shore boats had been 
emptied o f pineapples and bananas, alli­
gator pears, and mangoes, when a 
schooner-rigged yacht stood into the 
harbor.

"That's Senator Gordon's yacht,”  an­
nounced Jerry, after the yacht's string 
o f signals had been answered by the 
signal boys on the Dixie1s  bridge. “ He 
must be somewhat o f  a sailor himself.”

A  few minutes later the yacht's gig

made the landing, and a distinguished- 
looking man o f  about fifty came briskly 
up the shore gangway. A  boy o f about 
twelve—a jolly, freckled youngster— 
followed, and Dean heard Senator Gor­
don, introduce him to the Dixie’s  cap­
tain as his son Charlie.

II.
'T 'H E  presence p f Senator Gordon on 
® board—the man who had had it in

his power to appoint him to the naval 
academy, but had defused to do it— had 

. upon Dean Winslow a depressing effect, 
but drills followed fast on each other, 
and there are few idle hours on an 
American naval vessel.

The spare hours o f the crew, Dean 
soon found, were spent in preparation 
for one of the great events in a sailor’s 
life— the first crossing o f the equator. 
The ship’s speed even then was checked 
by the strong northern branch o f the 
equatorial current which splits at Cape 
San Roque.

Jerry Mapes, who had crossed the 
line more times than any other man 
aboard, was to be “ Father Neptune,”  in 
the traditional celebration o f  the event. 
A  master-at-arms was making for him a 
beard o f white, shining rope ends, and 
his royal robe was being fashioned by a 
corporal o f marines from white sheet­
ing, painted with startling nautical de­
signs o f mermaids and dolphins, tri­
dents, and sea serpents. The ship’s 
bugler was to be “ Aphrodite.”  The 
other members o f “ the court”  were busy 
as beavers on their costumes, and a 
portable gun carriage was being deco­
rated to serve as the chariot in which 
Neptune and Aphrodite were to appear 
to welcome the novices to their domain.

The day before the great event was to 
be celebrated a sudden change came over 
the sea. From the southward a storm 
was racing, and Neptune was forgotten 
in the work o f securing ship.

“ It’s a pampero, Dean,”  said Jerry, as 
they fell in for supper.

“ What’s a pampero f ’
“ That’s what they call it south o f the 

line; same as a typhoon in the Pacific, 
a monsoon in the East, and a hurricane 
up our way.”
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The wind was whistling and the 
waves were piling up in feathery crests. 
The D ixie was rolling heavily, and the 
roar o f  the increasing storm and the 
groaning and creaking o f the ship as the 
seas broke on her impressed Dean with 
another side o f  the life he had chosen.

In spite o f the racks, or “fiddles,”  run­
ning across the mess table to keep the 
dishes on, it was almost impossible to 
eat. Coffee, soup, and bread are the 
only thingj that can be successfully 
served aboard ship in a storm.

“ I don’t think, I ’d care to be out thefe 
in my whaleboat to-night,”  said Jerry, 
wagging his head wisely. “ I’m short- 
handed, with my bow oar in the sick 
bay with a sprained ankle. I guess I 
won’t need him, though.”

As they reached the quarter-deck 
again a white-belted marine dashed by, 
and they saw him tug at the catch, then 
heave overboard the big automatic life 
buoy on the port side.

Its torches, filled with chemicals, 
flared up as they struck the water, and 
the sentry bellowed above the storm’s 
tumult:

“ Man overboard!”
They saw an officer race across the 

wet deck and'drop the starboard buoy; 
then Jerry shouted in Dean's ear:

“ Good-by! I ’m going to the first 
whaleboat.”

By this time the trill o f  the bosn’s 
whistle and the blare o f bugles calling 
away the two whaleboats had stirred 
the whole ship's crew to action. Dean’s 
nerves tightened td the drama, and 
through Ms mind flashed the words o f 
Jerry Mapes at supper. The first whale­
boat was short-handed! A  moment 
later he was swarming up the boat 
davits. Here indeed was a golden 
chance to shorten the long road to a 
commission, and he kept quiet as the 
rest o f  the crew, the boat having been 
lowered flush with the rail, stormed into 
their seats.

I II .
they struck the water and shoved 
clear o f  the rolling ship, Dean 

gritted bis teeth. He had stroked his 
school crew, but an eleven-foot ash oar 
in a gale was another story.

Like a swift sea bird the whaleboat 
dropped away from the D ixie, and Dean 
watched the ship turn and sweep the sea 
with her searchlight. Jerry was on his 
feet, braced ftt the steering oar, and the 
whaleboat was racing before the wind 
to the dim flare o f the automatic buoys.

Now and then they showed on the 
boiling, wind-lashed sea, and then 
dropped into the darkness o f  its trough. 
Dean found himself wondering who the 
“man overboard”  might be, and he 
chuckled to think o f Jerry’s surprise 
when he should learn who had filled the 
vacancy at bow oar. Stinging sheets of 
spray swept over the bow, drenching 
him from head to foot, and twice a 
rushing wave caught the whaleboat on 
the quarter, and tumbled about his feet.

His muscles lost their elasticity, but 
he put every ounce o f his strength into 
his oar. Then he caught frantic^houts 
from the stem, and instinctively he 
shipped his oar and dug frantically un­
der the thwarts for a boat hook. He 
faced forward, and as the boat slid 
down a twenty-foot wave he saw one of 
the buoys, and in its glow o f light, hang­
ing to the side ropes, the freckled face 
o f young Charlie Gordon!

He poised the boat hook for an in­
stant. like a.vaulting pole, then thrust it 
straight into the circle o f the buoy. The 
hook caught in one o f  the side ropes, 
and as the whaleboat slid alongside, the 
man astern o f him caught the buoy.

The acrid fumes o f the torches filled 
Dean’s nostrils, but he dropped the boat 
hook, and slipped his right arm under 
the little chap’s shoulders. They passed 
the youngster aft until Jerry Mapes 
lifted him into the roomy stem sheets, 
then headed back into the teeth o f  the 
pale toward the Dixie. She was steam­
ing cautiously toward them, and her 
searchlight showed the othor whaleboat 
making the two buoys secure.

The most difficult* part o f  their task 
now faced the crews o f  the two whale­
boats. The Dixie, her engines turning 
at full speed, had swung quarterwise to 
the rough seas, so as to allow the boats 
the protection o f her lee in “ hooking 
on.”  An ensign was in charge o f the 
other boat, and Jerry, out o f courtesy,
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stood clear. A  stern line was passed to 
him, and as it was carried forward Dean 
took a turn with it through the painter 
ring, and they rode the seas, grateful for 
the respite from pulling. The search­
light played fitfully from one boat to the 
other, and Dean heard a hearty cheer 
come down wind when its light showed 
that the quest had been a successful one.

In the meantime, in spite o f the seas 
that dashed it against the Dixie’s  side, 
the other whaleboat hooked on well, and 
was hoisted to the davits. So success­
ful was the maneuver that, to save time, 
Jerry received orders by megaphone to 
come t*> to the dangling boat falls on 
the weather side. The stern line was 
cast off, and they fought their way up, 
foot by footf to their position amidships.

A sea painter, to steady their bow, 
coiled tro u g h  the air, and Dean made it 
fa*t about his thwart with a clove hitch, 
The blocks o f  the boat falls slatted and 
jerked through the air, banging against 
the D ixies hull, a menace to the boat 
crew and elusive o f capture as a sea 
gull. A  giant wave heaved the whale­
boat upward like a chip, and Dean heard 
a > pi (titering sound.

The steering oar had broken under 
jerry's frantic efforts to keep hi.' boat 
from filling. She was yawing fright- 
tuny, and the painter was hastily paid 
off on deck to ease the strain. The 
D i n e  was bandy making steerage way 
in the face of the gale, and one o f  her 
heaviest rolls dipped the muzzles o f  the 
five-inch guns on the berth deck into the 
seething water.

Shuddering like a giant whale, she 
came to an even keel, then careened 
heavily to port. The sea painter jammed 
tin deck, and as Dean looked np at her 
slanting sides the realization came, like 
the sudden thrust o f a knife, that the 
whaleboat had drifted directly under 
one of the guns. The following roll to 
starboard w ould bring the muzzle crash­
ing down into the boat 1

He heard a confusion o f shouts. The 
rail of the D ixie was black with gestur­
ing men, and he saw the faces o f the 
men in the whaleboat go while, the lips 
some moving in dumb terror. Would 
they ever clear the jam on deck ?

The quick resource that had been with 
him that night solved the problem. He 
whipped the heavy clasp knife out from 
the end o f his white lanyard and hacked 
viciousjy at the wet, tautened sea 
painter, He cut through a strand, then 
another, but still it held. He felt, rather 
than saw, the muzzle o f the gun begin­
ning its downward arc.

With his teeth gritted, and his face 
tense with deterSiination, he never 
flinched. Another stroke, and the 
painter parted with a crack like a rifle 
shot.

The crew was moved to desperate 
action. With oar bladees and boat 
stretchers they lunged at the dripping 
sides o f the ship. Wind and wave were 
with them now, and when the muzzle 
buried itself it missed the bow o f the 
whaleboat by a foot.

Dean Winslow had but a flaky recol­
lection o f  what followed. He remem­
bered, as in the first moments o f  sleep, 
that the Dixie had swung to a point 
where her hull caught the brunt o f  the 
wind's velocity. In her lee it was com­
paratively easy to complete the work. 
Then he had a vague memory that on 
the deck o f  the D ixie they were shaking 
his hand excitedly, and that an officer 
was pounding him on the back and ex­
pressing his feelings in the long-drawn 
'Tea—a !” that comes from the navy 

side o f the field in a football game. 
Then he yielded to the stupor that crept 
over him.

IV.
E X  Dean awoke it was daylight 
again. Through a deadlight, for 

he was in the dek bay. he saw blue sea, 
and, not far oft, an island shaped curi­
ously like a sugar loaf.

'W e’ll be making Rio by norm,”  a 
hospital apprentice informed him, smil­
ing.

"Rut the pampero— when did we get 
out of it r” inquired Dean, as he looked 
on the smooth flea.

"W e just hit the tail o f it, and lucky 
we were. You went through a tough 
enough time, all right, for a new tnan."

"I fed all right now,” returned Dean 
"Tan 1 get out o f here soon” ’
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"The surgeon said he would discharge 

you as soon as you woke up. You 
were pretty well played out, but that’s 
all.”

A  marine orderly stepped briskly into 
the sick bay.

“ Captain's compliments, and he’ll see 
Winslow in his cabin,”  was his message.

Dean got into his uniform with his 
head whirling. Ten minutes later he en­
tered the captain’s cabin, Uncovered, and 
stood at attention. Senator Gordon was 
writing at the captain’s desk, but he 
swung about in his chair for a quick, ap­
praising look, then turned back to his 
writing with an inscrutable smile play­
ing about the corners o f  his mouth. A  
moment later he handed a slip o f  paper 
to the captain, who read it deliberately, 
and Dean saw a similar smile on his su­
perior officer's face.

“Winslow,”  the captain began, “ X 
have a message— an important one—  
which I want sent from Rio Janeiro by 
cable. You will go ashore in the gig 
when it leaves the ship, and file it with

Timber Talk
other industry, perhaps, furnishes so many original, peculiar, and interesting 
words and phrases as the lumber industry o f Canada. Timber tracts are 

divided into "limits”  or “ berths.” The growing timber on a tract isTP-^stand,” 
and the contents o f a “ stand” are measured in “ feet”-—a “ foot?’  being a board, 
one foot square by one inch thick, and not a cubic foot. To make a survey o f 
a stand of timber is to “ cruise”  it; the man who does the work is a “ cruiser, and 
his report thereon is a “ cruise.”  Trees are “ failed,”  and the man who “ falls” 
them is a “ sawyer.”  A  man who works in a lumber camp is known as a “ lumber­
jack”  or “ shantyman." When going up to camp, he speaks of going “ up to the 
shanties.” Timber tracts that have suffered the ill effects o f forest fires, are said 
to be “ brooly,”  which is, o f course, a corruption o f the French word “ brule”  
meaning burned. *

Wasted Effort
Q H RIEK S rang out from the foaming breakers, and the throng on the beach 
^  gazed with horror to where a beautiful bather was struggling for life. Sud­
denly a middle-aged man plunged into the water, and swam with swift, steady 
strokes toward her. “ Courage!” he cried “ I will save you!”

“ My hero 1”  gasped the fair one, as she clung to his neck. “ How can I ever 
repay you?”

“ Sorry, miss,” remarked the gallant swimmer, treading water; “ but you 
can’t work the ‘she-married-her-rescuer’ fake on me. I ’m a married man with 
a family, you know.”

"Wretch!” hissed the maiden, breaking away from him. “ With all those 
nice young men on the beach, you must rush in and spoil a seaside romance!”  
Then, using a side stroke, she glided swiftly away.

the American minister. You have never 
been ashore in Rio Janeiro, I take it?”

“ No, sir,* St. Lucia was my first for­
eign pocty* replied Dean, puzzled at the 
entire proceeding.

“ So Coxswain Mapes informed me 
last night, among other things,”  was the 
captain’s comment, and he exchanged a 
meaning smile with Senator Gordon.

“ Suppose you read the message to us, 
so that there will be no mistake about 
its meaning,”  suggested the senator.

Dean opened the folded slip, and 
read:

S ecsetary  N a v y , Washington: Request 
you order Landsman Dean Winslow return 
to Washington first available transportation. 
Have appointed him naval academy, subject 
examination. Jo h n  G ordon. U. S. S.

Dean almost dropped the paper in his 
astonishment and overwhelming joy, 
and for the moment he was speechless.

“ Never mind saying anything about 
it,”  said the senator genially; “ we have 
only to look at you to know how you 
feel about it.”



A Mission Porch Lantern
When this lantern is made to burn oil 

or candles, the bottom is fitted with a 
metal cup, is hinged with two or three 
small brass hinges, and provided with 
two bra-- catches which slip over pins 
driven in the body o f the lantern. This

allows tlic bottom to drop down door- 
fashion to receive the lighting materials, 
l'or electric;!y, which :tl« can he used, 
the bottom is screwed on permanently, 
and the electric bulb is dropped in from 
the t >p The lantern can be put to­

gether without glue, using screws alto­
gether. The fitting o f the parts together 
requires some skill, and not a little pa­
tience.

The crane should be carefully joined, 
and firmly put together, for it is to bear 
the constant swing and pull o f the lan­
tern, as well as the strain of adjustment 
by the chain and pulley. In Fig. 2 is 
shown the method o f putting this crane 
together. The brace, or diagonal piece, 
should have the lugs cut in the ends as 
shown, otherwise it will be difficult to 
keep the crane from working loose. The 
wheel shown in plan may be o f metal, 
provided such a one can be obtained 
from an old pulley, or otherwise it can 
be turned from hard wood upon the 
wood lathe. It may be o f any conveni­
ent size, as the kind and size o f chain 
used r:i.iy also be a matter governed 
wholly I iv what is obtainable in the 
neighborhood. This wheel works upon 
an iron pin, shown in drawing. The 
positi n of the 'screws up n the plan 
show the manner in which they are put 
in. Hole, diouiii be b»reb for them, 
care being taken to countersink the 
holes for the flat-headed screws, and in 
not having these holes so large that the 
screws will not hold firmly in the wood. 
The bales for the lantern are o f 3-16- 
inch brass or iron w ire, bent, as show n 
in Fig. 2. 'These hales hook into screw- 
eyes which fasten the top corners o f  the 
lantern.

In big. 3 the method o f making the 
lantern is shown. The Ixtdy is eom-

1
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posed o f four i-inch comer posts, upon 
which a latticework of 5-16-inch wood 
is placed, binding them together, and 
forming the body o f the lantern. These 
5-16-inch pieces are x inch wide where 
they cross in the center o f the sides, and 
1 inches at the top and bottom. These 
pieces are let into and screwed to the 
posts in the manner shown upon the 
plan. Where they cross in the center 
each piece is cut away as shown. The 
glass, which is represented by the heavy 
dark lines, is laid against this lattice- 
work, and two comer strips are placed 
over each piece, and tacked to the cor­
ner posts, as also shown in the plan 
view of the bottom.

The bottom is composed of a jK-inch 
board, roj4 inches square, upon which a 
%  -inch molding is screwed, leaving the 
center space 7 )4  inches square. This 
molding is mortised at the corners, and, 
after being screwed in place, is beveled 
as shown. The top, also o f -K-inch 
board, is provided with a 54-inch mold­
ing on its under surfatevjeaving a space

1 foot 2 inches square. This top is I 
foot b inches square, and has a square 
opening o f 7 inches. Another % mold­
ing is put around this opening as shown. 
The cone is o f wood, shaped as 
shown in the drawing; it is not fastened 
to the top, merely resting upon it. We

have already described the methods of 
attaching the bottom. The top is at­
tached n̂yjth four screw-eyes, which

screw into the tops o f the four posts o f 
the lantern body.

The stain to be used upon the lantern, 
as well as the color o f the glass, is a 
matter of taste.

w <w w
The Spinthariscope

Twelve thousand miles a second i 
undeniably “going some.” Nothing in 
the way o f  velocity which we control, 
from expressrrifle bullets to the electric 
current, can come within a pretty long 
distance of that sprint o f old Mother 
Nature. It is needless to add that a 
body traveling at such a pace utterly 
escapes our vision, but by a simple and 
inexpensive process we can at least wit­
ness its effect. Briefly, the spinthari­
scope enables us to see what happens 
when radium rays going at twelve thou­
sand miles a second hit a specially pre­
pared target.

It is the first working radium ma­
chine invented, and is composed o f a 
brass cylinder about the size and shape 
o f a thread spool. At the top, A, in the 
illustration, is fitted a magnifying lens. 
At the side, B, is a small screw. As re­
quired, this screw elevates or depresses 
C. a needle, the point o f  which has
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mcr<_ I v touched a tube formerly contain­
ing radium bromide. D  is a phosphor­
escent screen coated with zinc sulphide, 
v. hich serves the purpose o f a target. 
When peering through the lens in a dark 
room at first the screen, D, appears to 
be luminous. But as the eye gains a 
proper focus, will be seen that the 
screen or target is being subjected to a 
bombardment o f flashing, scintillating 
particles such as no fortress ever re­
ceived by human destructive invention.

As you gaze upon the phenomenon, it 
seems incredible that the amount of ra­
dium on the needle's point, so infinitesi­

mal that no scien­
tist could guess 
i t s  weight or 
m e a s urem ent, 
should possess the 
force to b e l c h  
forth such a ter­
rific bombardment 
f o r  over t w o  

, thousand f i v e  
hundred y e a r s .  
Y e t  that is a 
scientific f a c t ,  
subject only to the 
destruction o f  the 

~i r« l ii, >•. hich is demolished in about a 
t ar. J’ut if repla«ssl, the bombardment 

" ill  ■'finiiiiif, and burst forth again 
sh in Id vine one insert a new screen 
f'V" ilnusand years hence.

Any one who cares to possess a mi­
nute at«>m o f radium—which has dem­
onstrated that the transmutation o f ele-
nifii!- is no alchemist*'* dream, but a 
reality, amt tn-dav impresses chemists 
as coming within range of holding the 
ccret o f life—can do so for a couple * 

dollars or thereabouts— the price o f a 
d’in; Im i -cope.

You cannot, o f course, see the bit of 
radium, but you can watch its power 
with no fear that it will give out until 
long after—well, a good many tilings 
may happen in two thousand five hun­
dred years. What is more, no one has 
the least idea how it could be stopped 
or controlled. Discover that, and you 
have power at command to run the 
world for a million years at the touch 
of your little finger, for radium is

*•
proved to be but the transmuted force 
o f  uranium with a power-holding rec­
ord of seven and a half billion years, 
before which coal energy and all it sig­
nifies is a pitiful splutter. At least, such 
is the opinion o f those who know the 
most—which is mighty little, they mod­
estly allow— about radium. It is proph­
esied by them that perhaps from one 
to ten thousand years hence a future 
Edison will do with radium what the 
wizSrd o f our time has performed with 
electricity, but to-day we stand won­
dering before it much as the stone-age 
man must have done when he discov­
ered that by rubbing two dry sticks to­
gether he could kindle a flame.

'JtrJVJWJW

Impressions of Hands
There is nothing more curious than 

a collection o f  imprints o f the hands o f  
one’s friends. The pleasure in the quest 
o f  them is quite as great as in the col­
lecting o f stamps or coins, and without 
the expense o f the latter.

The outfit necessary consists o f  a 
good grade o f white writing paper, 8J4

by II inches, some paraffin, or a bottle 
o f  photo-negative varnish, and an ordi­
nary kerosene lamp.
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When it is desired to take an impres­
sion of a hand, bring forth the lamp, 
and remove the chimney. Turn up the 
wick so that it smokes like a locomotive; 
grasp the opposite corners o f the paper, 
and move it rapidly over the smoking 
flame. Do not pass the paper too rap­
idly over the flame, or it will take a 
long time for enough carbon to be de­
posited on the surface to form a per­
fectly black coating; on the other hand, 
the movements must be rapid enough to 
keep the flame from burning the paper.

This done, lay the paper, with the 
blackened surface up, on a pad o f  half 
a dozen sheets o f paper, and with thumb 
tacks, or pins, fasten to a smooth board.

The next step is the critical one. 
Press the hand firmly down upon the 
paper, being careful to have the fingers 
separated, and not to move them after 
they have come in contact with the

blackened surface. Press the ball of the 
hand down hard, and tap the fingers 
gently, to make sure that every portion 
o f the palm has made contact with the 
paper.

Next, with a dull lead pencil trace the 
outline of the hand, being sure to hold 
the pencil perpendicular at all times. 
Now remove the hand carefully, when 
it will be found that every line and for­
mation, however delicate, is clearly reg­
istered on the paper.

To fix the impression pour on one 
corner o f  the paper a teaspoonful o f 
melted paraffin or o f  photo-negative 
varnish, and tilt the board to and fro 
so that the varnish will be evenly dis­
tributed over the impression. If this is 
done carefully it will not destroy the 
finest line, yet when dry it forms a hard, 
thin film that is as imperishable as the 
paper itself.

A Canvas Canoe
First make the important pieces 

shown in Fig. i. The keelson, I inch by 
3 inches, and io  feet long, must be 
straight-grained and sound; the strength 
of the canoe depends upon this piece.

out a full-sized drawing of the stem 
pieces upon thick paper, just as they are 
shown in our small plan, then ait them 
from the paper as patterns for shaping 
the wooden parts. Also lay out another

/?/<$. / .

gunwales zy%~x.%'\ # H f'L O / tG

DQUQLE fflDQLE

Spruce is a good wood to use for it. 
The gunwales, £4 inch by 2V2 inches, 
and 14 feet long, may also be o f  spruce. 
They are soaked for twenty-four hours 
in vv ater before being put in place. Lay

drawing o f the forms. Cm and fold 
them to see that their two sides are 
alike. If they are not, trim them a 
trifle until they are, but not enough to 
reduce the measurements given.
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The wood for the stems should be 
as dry and light as can be obtained, and 
I inch thick. It does not make much 
difference what the wood for the forms 
is, as they only remain in the canoe

and screwed to the stems, the gimlet 
being used as before.

The large, wedge-shaped pieces are 
next screwed upon the stems, arid the 
smaller wedges, which arc fastened to

while it is being shaped. They may be 
made of pieces put together with cleats.

To make the skeleton frame shown in 
Fig. 2, first screw the ends o f the keel­
son into the i-l>\-io-inch jogs in the 
main piece o f the stems. Brass screws 
3 inches long are used, first boring gim­
let holes so that the screws will not split 
the keelson or the stems. The center 
form i next nailed exactly in the center 
of the keelson, and the two intermediate 
ones nailed 3 feet on each side o f it. 
All of the nails driven in the forms

should h.v.c their head'' left well met o f 
the wood, so they may be easily with­
drawn when the forms arc finally re- 
m o  ed. The keelson is now turned over, 
and the wet gunwales are bent on, as 
show n in Fig. 2. 'Their ends are tape-red

both the gunwales and the stem, shaped 
with a drawknife to fit the contour o f 
the flaring gunwales and screwed in 
their places. The work upon these small 
wedges should be carefully done, for 
they form braces, giving strength to the 
whole canoe.

Before the ribs and crossribs are put 
on they must be soaked twenty-four 
hours in water. Spruce is a good wood 
for both. The ribs are T inch by I 1, 
inch, and 14 feet long. They are tapered 
at the ends to make them fit thinly 

against the stems, and short­
ened as required. They are 
screwed to the stems, as 
shown in Fig. 3, nails in the 
forms holding them an equal 
distance apart.

The cro.-oribs. 1 inch by 
3 -1'• inch, and «.f convenient 
length-, are bent inri ie o f the 
ribs and keelson and outside 
of the gunwales. Copper nail- 
are 'driven front the inside 
through the ribs and cross ribs 
where they touch, and clinched 
on the outside. The epo.-sribs 

are t inch apart in the center of the 
canoe, gradually separated to 11 i inch 
apart at the ends. They are all screwed 
with brass screws to the gunwales.

The five braces shown in Fig. 5. and 
in detail in Fig. 3, must be made of
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sound, straight-grained wood, as the 
canoe should always be lifted by them. 
The tops are J by $4 inch, and as long 
as the width o f the canoe in the posi­

tion they occupy. When they are put 
on, the wedge pieces at the ends are 
first fitted; they are i inch thick, and 
nailed to the same i-inch crossrib on 
opposite sides o f the canoe; the short 
screws in this crossrib are then re­
moved; and a longer screw sent through 
crossrib, gunwales, and into the wedges, 
thus fastening them securely to the 
sides. The top is then screwed both to 
the gunwales and the wedges. These

Slits are then cut 2 feet long in the ends 
on a line with the center o f the keeL 
The canvas is then worked, one piece 
over Use1 other, smoothly around the 

ends o f the canoe, and tacked 
to the ends o f the stems clear 
to the tops. The unnecessary 
canvas is cut away as the 
work advances, and paint ap­
plied freely to the lower can­
vas before tacking.'  One-inch 
copper bands are then screwed 
with rounddfieaded b r a s s  
screws around the cutwater, 
covering the cut parts of the 
canvas; paint is again applied 
under these bands. A  bottom 
piece the same thickness, size, 

and length o f the keelson is slightly hol­
lowed out to make it lay snug against 
the canvas; thick paint is applied to the 
lower side, then it is screwed over the 
keelson. The edges and ends of the 
bottom piece are then rounded and 
smoothed.

The canvas is next tacked to the gun­
wales, and half-round molding put on 
and bent, as shown in Fig. 5. Notches 
sawed halfway through the upper edge

TOP, LMCIN6. CttNVRS ON FRHNE
FIG.4 -,

BOTTOM. SHOmH6 CUTJOUT GORES'

braces are put on as the forms are taken 
out; each form is replaced with a cross­
rib and a brace.

The canvas covering is 13 feet 4 
inches by 6 feet and is laced tightly 
from end to end, in the manner sug­
gested in Fig. 4, the canoe being turned 
bottom upward, and placed upon sup­
ports high enough to protect the sharp 
ends o f  the stems. Every wrinkle must 
now be smoothed out, and the Utcing 
tightened if necessary.

Copper tacks are driven in the keel, 
as shown, first applying a dab o f wet 
paint to the place the tack is to occupy.

o f the mold will allow it, when wet, to 
be bent in the way shown.

The canvas is first wet with water, 
and allowed to dry; then two coats of 
waterproof paint are applied, inside and 
out, and the canoe is completed.

a AAATSrTw
Mail Box W ith  Electric Signal

A  mail box so designed that when a 
letter is deposited therein a bell placed 
in the house will ring and give notifica­
tion o f  the fact, is not difficult to make. 
The illustration shows a simple design, 
which may be elaborated to almost any
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extent, the principle remaining the 
same, and the changes consisting mainly 
in making the box more ornamental. 

The box shown is i foot square and

2 feet high, but may be made in any 
size desired, as long as sufficient space is 
provided for the reception o f mail. It is 
not necessary to have the battery within 
tbi1 box. One battery will be 
*n” Hgh if the bell is situated 
" it' ; a short distance; other­
wise two cells connected in 
- : i v  will be necessary, the 
pn per connections in this case 
k  mg :-h*.un in the cut.

Fir 4 «rt >ut the top and 
'‘ -’.i'-m pii i -. which are 12 
inches 1'iiiare; these. as well 
ifi all of flit- < fJier piece-, are 
■'-ii from material l? inch 
thick. The two Mile- which

ficulties as far as the frame is con­
cerned, and the large door is simply 
arranged to swing on hinges, and latch 
with a hasp and catch when closed. If 
preferred, it may be fitted with a lock, 
in which case mail cannot be removed 
from the box by any one, save the 
holder o f the key, without ringing the 
alarm. The small door or letter slide, 
however, requires a special arrange­
ment ; it should be fitted into the open­
ing so that 2 inches o f the door pro­
jects, down below the rim o f the latter, 
and is hinged upon two screws passing, 
one on each side, through the side strip 
and into the door. The knob is then 
fastened on, to provide a handle by 
which the door may be pulled open.

For a reason which will appear later, 
however, it is necessary that this door 
remain dosed except when mail is being 
put into the box. To accomplish this, 
procure a strip o f  spring brass 3 or 4 
inches long and inch wide; drill 
through one end, and screw to the front 
o f the box, as shown. If the door is set 
inside as described, this strip must also 
be screwed to the front from the inside.

a 1
in. ties 
wide;

I t ' l l  s,

■< 1 ’1 n 1
the

,1;,!
and

are each 23

large
inches 
F 23

«y i;
smaller dome 9 inches by ti inches. 
Flu- from " i  the Nix F i«> incites by I I  
inch*?-, and the -ide -trip 10 which the 
la rue ■ b. »• »r locks,, 23 inches bv 2 incites. 
Having cut out tlie-v pieces, together 
with the shelf which covers the dry 
■.ell-, ;mil is ri incho square, the box 
i- ready for assembling.

The putting together presents no -iif-

I!
tit in r

inches, and the 
9 inches by [ I

F
It is to be noted that although this cover 
is shown open in both perspective and 
working drawings in order to show the 
construction, it would not remain in this 
position unless held.

We are now ready for the wiring, and 
to this end it is necessary to procure a 
sufficient quantity o f bell wire, bell, bat­
tery. and two small pieces o f  thin sheet
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brass. The latter, as well as the spring 
brass previously mentioned, may be ob­
tained from any hardware dealer.

One wire runs directly from one ter­
minal o f the dry cell to a binding post 
on the bell; it is run in through a small 
hole in the back o f the box. A  short 
piece of wire is now run up inside o f  
the box from the other terminal o f the 
dry cell, and is fastened to the inner 
edge of the door by one o f the pieces o f 
brass and a screw; enough play should 
be allowed the wire so that the door will 
open and shut.

The second wire runs from the other 
binding post o f the bell into the box un­
der the partition, to the lower surface 
o f which it is fastened with staples, and 
terminates under the other bit o f  brass 
fastened to the narrow side strip o f  the 
box. The plate should be so placed that

when the door is opened the brass comes 
into close contact with the other piece 
o f  brass upon the edge o f  the door. 
This done, your box is ready for the 
postman.

I f  properly made, the door is held 
closed by the spring, and when in this 
position the circuit is broken because 
the brass plate upon it is separated from 
the one fixed to the box. The moment 
that the slide is pulled down for the in­
sertion o f a letter, however, the two 
plates come into contact and the circuit 
is closed, ringing the bell; as soon as the 
handle is released, the spring closes the 
door, the circuit is broken, and, the bell 
stops ringing.

This mail box is a handy and interest­
ing little device. If the lumber is at 
hand, and only one cell used, the cost 
'will be but about sixty cents.

wwww

How to Maker a Window Garden
This window garden is 2 feet 2 inches 

long, inches deep, and 7 inches 
wide. It is made o f *£4-inch pieces for 
the ends, and l/ t-inch pieces for sides 
and bottom. Ornaments o f  J^-inch ma­
terial are glued on at the ends and in 
front. The box is first made 9 inches

high, 6 #  inches wide, 2 feet 1 Vi inches 
at the top, and 1 foot 11 inches at the 
bottom. Two pieces o f  ^-inch stuff, 4 
inches wide, and 1 foot 1 inch long, are

tacked on top o f each other in such a 
way that the nails used will not be in 
the track o f the saw.

The scroll design—shown in half 
upon the plan— is then drawn upon the 
top piece, and all four sawed at one time 
with a jig saw. These pieces are then 
put in place, first applying wet paint 
under them, "

The 1 ̂ -inch-wide pieces—the same 
width as the scroll at the ends and bot­
tom— are then nailed on, with paint un­
der them. The center ornament is made 
and put on in the same way. It will be 
found advisable to make this ornament 
in three pieces. The ends now have 
their ornaments put on. The top pieces 
are made 3 inches wide, to allow for 
cutting away in the center. The jig 
saw is now used to cut out the box part 
to match the scroll. A  slit inch wide 
and x foot 6 ]/j inches long is cut in the 
bottom, and the box lined with zinc or 
canvas, the former being soldered in the 
comers, the latter painted with three 
coats o f paint The whole box, o f 
course, is painted.
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« H APTER I.
: HE UNLUCKY SEVENTH.

i was "Bush”  Aldrich, o f  the 
Specters, vyho started the 
trouble by smashing out a two- 
base hit in the seventh. Bush 
wa* one o f  the latest acquisi- 

:i is- of that hard-hitting, snappy, 
scrappy, on-the-rninute aggregation of 
big-league talent v, hich had fought its 
way into the 'ir-t division, an ! was giv­
ing la.-t «4'a-"n'r pennant uinner.s the 
Blue Stocking-, a dei&Mly uncomfort­
able time holding their all too scanty
1 . , 3 It. .0 I.

Hudi had already • b • •• n SB ability 
t" - ;v v. nii f.i -t company by getting 
I . - l e a n  -lutr'c- ■ ff (Irl-i. the capable 
1 %n Stocking twirkr, hut fa-t ridding 
Ii.-.d pro < n'cd either i ingle fr. >m being 
t rT<; thv. N-nv. h-uvcvfr. ®n!i <,-ne out, 
and a tnn -'ii f?-«i and third, vvills, abil­
ity which 'a u;i'n! have done credit to the 
nv'i't iim-hid vetsfftm, lie •. I by psy­
ch--logical niiam-m f..«r cau-atg a break 
in the hard-tough: game.

liri-t. -tire dim he had fathomed the 
toting-m r'- weakness tried hi- -harp 
oiudrop, v, ni' li had pulled the right 
fielder more than once before. This

time, however, Aldrich was ready for 
it. Poising a bat that was a bit longer 
than any he had used before, he stood 
close to the pan, and, as it curved be­
yond the rubber, he smote the ball a 
crack which brought half the spectators 
in the crowded stands to their feet with 
a concerted ga^p o f dismay.

As the sphere whistled out on a line, 
Larry Dalton, the Blue Stocking second 
baseman, flung up his hands in a ludi­
crous gesture o f despair. Brock, the 
slim, speedy center fielder, had already 
turned his back on the home plate, and 
wa- flying toward the fence like a deer 
that had heard the whistling whine o f 
a hunter'- bullet, t  nfortunately, the 
ball held up letter than he expected, 
an i. though he strained every nerve, he 
saw that there was little chance to make 
the catch.

With a la-i de-ps+ate spur!, he 
launched himself through the air like a 
catapult, both hands outstretched. The 
h>T-ehtde .-track the ends of hi? Sin­
ger-, and a despairing groan rose from 
the -taring fans as il feu to the ground, 
and rolled to <>ne -dde,

Brock matched it up. and whipped it 
back into the diamond. Bugs Murray 
was ju-i Jogging over the plate, while
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Logie, the Specter shortstop, had 
rounded second, and was flying toward 
third, urged on by staccato promptings 
from the coaching line. Aldrich was 
fairly tearing up the ground betwjpen 
first and second, and, as the sphere 
came whirling toward the waiting Dal­
ton's eager hands, he flung himself 
headlong for the sack.

"Safe!” barked the umpire; and an­
other groan arose from the stands, 
punctuated by protesting yells and bit­
ter comment.

“ They’re gone l”  shouted the Specter 
captain joyously. “ They’re up in the 
a ir! Hit her on the nose, Rowdy; you 
can do it!”

Kenyon, the visitor’s clever second 
baseman, pranced, grinning, to the plate, 
seemingly inspired with new life. Grist 
caught the ball deftly, apparently un­
disturbed by the unfortunate break. As 
he paused to drive Logie back to third, 
however, he discovered that Carson, the 
new manager, had left the coaching 
line, and returned to the bench, from 
which he could get an accurate view o f  
the entire field.

"He needn’t worry,” muttered the 
pitcher to himself, as he turned back to 
face the smiling batter. “ W e’re still 
one run to the good, and this little 
flurry is going to have the kibosh put 
on it right here and now.”

He had little fear o f Kenyon’s doing 
anything; so far Rowdy’s hitting had 
been o f a decidedly negligible quality. 
Perhaps it was this touch of uncon­
scious carelessness which pipved Pete 
Grist’s undoing; perhapi it was due sim­
ply to the mysterious hitting streak 
which comes at the most unexpected 
times, and without apparent reason. At 
all events, after playing the waiting 
game to the last moment, Kenyon final­
ly smashed a sizzler through the short 
field, scoring Logie, and himself reach­
ing first by a great sprint.

Instantly the entire Specter visiting 
team began openly to  rejoice:

"Up in a balloon!'’ “ Got him go­
ing!” "Here's where we lock it up in 
a valise l” “ Murder it, Ted, old man I”  
“ Laminate it! Only one down, you 
know.”

A  low, concerted growl began to 
sound from the spectators who crowded 
the stands. Ready to shout themselves 
hoarse for a man pitching a winning 
game, their displeasure was even more 
swift, and quite without mercy. Here 
and there a shrill voice bawled admoni­
tion and biting criticism, which sounded 
above the barking chorus o f the Blue 
Stocking infield.

“ Get into him, Pete, old man!”
“ Kill him, old boy ! You can do it !”  
“ Warp ’em round his neck!”
A  spot of red glowed dully in each 

tanned cheek as Grist dug his copper 
toe clip into the earth, and cuddled the 
ball under his chin. The sudden yelp­
ing from his teammates told the pitcher 
that they were not sure o f  him. They 
were yelling to brace him up, as if he 
had been a raw recruit instead o f the 
bright particular star o f  the Blue Stock­
ing pitching staff. Moreover his quick 
eye had not failed to notice the hasty 
appearance o f two men from the shel­
tered players’ bench, who loped off to 
the right, shedding sweaters as they 
went, and were swiftly engaged in 
warming up in front o f  the distant 
bleachers.

There are times when it takes very 
little to upset the equilibrium o f the 
most seasoned twirler, and apparently 
this was one o f them. For six innings 
Grist had pitched an almost errorless 
game, and there was every reason why 
he should do his best to finish it.

Dillon was laid up, Bill OrtR had a 
bad shoulder, and both Reilly and Lum- 
ley were notoriously independable at a 
moment like this. There was Lefty 
Locke, to be sure, but the thought o f 
this brilliant young southpaw who had, 
in a few short months, pushed his way 
upward until he rivaled Grist himself in 
the esteem of players and fans alike, 
made the older pitcher grit his teeth, 
and brought a dogged, determined ex­
pression to his face.

A  moment later there was a crack, a 
yell of joy from the Specters, a groan 
from the despairing fans. In spite o f 
his self-control, a smothered gasp o f  
dismay burst from Grist’s lips. Know­
ing Red Callahan's impetuosity, he had
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tried to tempt him with a teasing out- 
dmp. That he managed to connect with 
it was probably quite as much of a sur­
prise to the sorrel-topped third base- 
man as to any one; but connect he did 
in beautiful style, smashing out a clean 
single which sent Aldrich across the 
rubber with the leading run.

Above the uproar o f hoots and yells 
and catcalls from the stands, the new 
manager, half rising to signal Orth to 
go into the box, heard a sound he had 
rather been expecting for the past few 
minutes :

“ Carson! One moment!”
It was the sharp, incisive voice o f  the 

Blue Stockings’ owner, who sat with 
his daughter in one o f the boxes just 
behind the bench, and there was an im­
perative note in it which brought the 
manager hurrying in that direction.

“ Did you call me, Mr. Collier?”  he 
asked, as he reached the box.

The tall, broad-shouldered, keen­
faced man bent swiftly over the rail­
ing

“ 1 did,”  he replied, in a low tone.
Grist is going to pieces. Why don’t 

vou take him out?"
"I was just going to. I’ve had Orth 

warming up for three or four minutes.”
Charles Collier frowned. “ Orth I”  

he repeated. “ But his shoulder’s lame. 
This is no time to put in a cripple. Why 
don’t you use your -onthpaw, Locke?"

‘ He pitched a hard game yesterday 
and-----

“ Anri won it,”  interrupted the owner
swiftly.

“\hii;e so; but my idea wa- not to 
v.. rk him too hard," returned the man­
ager •.uavely. “ O f course, it you wi«h 
it------ ”

“ I do. In my opinion he - the only
man who can stop the break, and pull 
things together. Bv this time he's taken 
tiie measure of every one of these fel­
lows. 1 don't think you need worry 

three innings hurting his arm.”
“ Very well,* said Carson, "I'll send 

him out there at once ”
His expression was bland and pleas­

ant, but the instant his back was turned 
he frowned. '"Butting in as soon as 
this, are you?”  he muttered, striding to­

ward the bench, “ Picked a favorite al­
ready, too. I s’pose Pete’ll be sore as a 
crab now, but it can't be helped. 
Locke!”
* There was a quick movement, and 

from the players’ bench appeared a tall, 
lithe, cleanly built youngster o f  twenty- 
three or so, cap pushed back in a mass 
o f heavy, dark-brown hair, and a look 
o f inquiry in his keen, brown eyes.

“ Want me ?”
“ Yes,”  said Carson sharply. “ Get 

into the box as quick as you can. I 
meant to use Orth, but his shoulder’s 
bad. You'll have to go in without warm­
ing up. And hold 'em, kid. We can’t 
afford to lose this game, you know.”

Lefty had already yanked off his 
sweater, and, as the manager finished, 
he flung it back to the bench, and caught 
the glove tossed out by the second 
catcher.

“ I ’ll do my best,”  he returned, jerk­
ing his cap forward over his eyes.

An instant later he was loping across 
the diamond with a lithe, springy stride 
which told o f splendid muscles under 
perfect control. And as he came into 
view o f  the grand stand, the hoots and 
yells lessened -swiftly, merging with 
amazing abruptness into a shout o f de­
light, accompanied by a thunderous 
stamping o f feet.

“ Oh, you Lefty l”  shrieked the fans 
fondly. “ Oh, you kiddo! Kill ’em! 
Eat ’em alive! Nothin' doin’ now, 
Specters. Good night for yours!”

CHAPTER II.
STOPPING A RALLY.

D V  dint of playing for time, and put- 
^  ting over a couple o f wide ones, 
Pete Grist had prevented Forbes, the 
Specter left fielder, from adding to the 
damage’ already done. Knowing that 
he would be taken out, he had the wit 
to -cue every possible chance to delay 
the game, anil thus run no risk o f  mak­
ing any further errors.

He supposed, however, that his suc­
cessor would be Orth, whom he had 
seen start to warm up a few minute? 
before. When Lefty appeared on the 
field amid the delighted roars of the
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spectators, Grist’s face turned a brick 
red, and for a second or two he looked 
as if he could have committed murder 
with the greatest possible enjoyment.

It is bad enough, in all conscience, 
for a pitcher to have to leave the box 
on account of bad control. But to be 
superseded by a youngster whose big- 
league experience is limited to a few 
months, yet who, in that time, has set 
the fans yelling for him as if he were 
a Mathewson, is sufficiently humiliat­
ing to stir the mildest man to wrath.

Mildness was not Pete Grist's long 
suit, nor was this the first time he had 
writhed in the grip of the green-eyed 
monster. As Locke reached him his 
face was like a thundercloud. He fair­
ly flung the ball at the southpaw, and, 
without a word, turned on his heel and 
strode toward the bench.

Lefty stood for an instant staring 
after him, a touch o f  sympathy in his 
eyes, for he knew from experience pre­
cisely how the chap was feeling.

“ Tough luck,”  he murmured, as he 
stepped swiftly into his box. “ I don’t 
blame him for being sore. I would my­
self.”

Directly, however, he had thrust the 
disgruntled pitcher from his mind, and 
was bringing every bit o f  skill and cun­
ning to bear on the task before him. As 
well as any man on the field, he knew 
the importance o f winning the game to­
day. It was one o f those close seasons, 
with three teams fighting like bulldogs 
for first place and the championship.

At first the struggle had seemed to 
lie between the Blue Stockings and their 
old-time rivals, the Hornets. W ell into 
July these two organizations had it nip 
and tuck, and the Blue Stockings had 
no sooner forged definitely ahead be­
fore they were menaced by the speedy 
Specters, who were playing this year as 
they had never played before. Back 
and forth they zigzagged, until at length 
the Blue Stockifigs, thanks in no small 
measure to the astonishing work o f their 
young southpaw wonder, managed to 
accumulate a scanty lead, and hold H by 
the skin o f their teeth.

If they could only manage to pull 
through this series in good shape, they

could afford to lose a game or two o f  
the return series, and still enter on the 
last Western circuit with a slight ad­
vantage i

Lefty lined a few to Dirk Nelson, 
and, having found the plate, nodded to 
the batter, who stepped up to the rub­
ber again. The Blue Stocking owner 
had been right in saying that Locke had 
taken the measure o f the opposing team. 
He had—quite accurately; for the abil­
ity swiftly and accurately to size up a 
batter’s strong and weak points, likes 
and dislikes, was something which had 
contributed as much as anything else 
to the southpaw’s extraordinary success. 
He was quite sure he knew the sort o f  
ball Forbes could not hit safely, and 
promptly, though without any appear­
ance o f haste, he proceeded to hand it 
up.

To the delight o f  the fans the batter 
missed. The second one he fouled, then 
let two go by, and finally missed again, 
having been fooled at last by a sudden 
change o f pace and a slow drop when 
he expected speed. As he sauntered 
toward the bench in elaborate affectation 
o f indifference, the spectators chortled 
gleefully, while a ripple o f  returning 
confidence swept over the Blue Stock­
ing players.

“ Never mind that!”  cried Murray, 
the visitors’ captain, from the coaching 
line. “ Get off that hassock, Rowdy. On 
your toes! Now, Jim, let's have one o f 
the old-timers mother' used to make.”

Donovan, the famous Specter twirler, 
was also a clever stickman. During the 
past season his hitting average had beeff 
little short of the three-hundred mark, 
and he was especially noted for helping 
along a streak o f luck. He walked up 
to the plate, bat swinging nonchalantly, 
on his face that confident grin which 
few pitchers really enjoy, no matter 
how much they may pretend that they 
do.

Lefty eyed him coolly for an instant; 
then bis eyes dropped to where Nelson 
crouched, giving a signal, and he shook 
his head. With some slight reluctance, 
the catchef responded by calling for an­
other ball, and shifted his position the 
barest trifle. A  second later the sphere
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came whistling, with a slight inswerve, 
across the batter’s shoulders, and 
Forbes’ bat found nothing but empty 
air,

“ Str-r-rike!”  called the umpire.
Look out for those, Jim,” called 

Murray. “ M ake ’em be good 1”
Dbnovan let the next one pass. It 

was a ball. Then followed a slow oner  
delivered with a swing and snap that 
fooled the batter into striking before the 
lingering, tantalizing horsehide was 
within reach.

Donovan frowned and regained his 
balance, annoyed slightly by the burst 
o f raucous delight from the stands. 
When he faced the pitcher again the 
grin still curved his lips, but it had 
grown somewhat thin.

Silence settled over the field, and ten 
thousand straining eyes were turned 
anxiously on the quiet figure in the 
pitcher’s box.

Lefty’s hand drew back slowly, cud­
dling the ball for a second as he poised 
himself on one foot. Then-, like a flash, 
his long left arm swung flail like 
through the air.

The ball was high— almost too high, 
it seemed at first. But suddenly it 
flashed do, vn ward past Donovan’s 
sh’ iililtTs, and across his breast. T oo  
late the batter saw it drop, and tried 
weakly to hit. There was a swish, a 
{think, and--------

“ Batter's o u t !"  bawled the umpire.

C H A P T E R  III.
TIED IN' THE EIGHTH.

D R E T T Y  work." commented a blond
* young man on the reporters' bench, 
pushing hack lib rakish green h at  
"There--;  one thing about I-orke, you 
ran always bank on his using his head. 
He certainly stopped that rally in great 
shape.”

“ Huh!” gruntel the stout, halt! man 
beside him. “ 1 can't see anything very 
wonderful in that.” He took off his 
glasses, and began to polish them, “ It 
don’t take any extraordinary amount of 
-•kill to outguess Forbes, and Donovan's 
never very dangerous to a pitcher who 
knows him.”

“ Oh, come now, Eckstein,” protested 
the blond reporter. “Jim’s no Slouch at 
the bat, and you know it. W hat have 
you got against Locke, anyhow 7"

Eckstein replaced his glasses, and 
yawned. “ Nothing special, Dyer,”  he 
drawled. “ I ’ve been too long in the 
business, though, to lose my head over 
every infant phenpm who butts into the 
big league. M ore than half o f ’em can’t 
keep up the pace they set themselves at 
first.”

“ I ’ll bet Locke does,”  Dyer said en­
ergetically. “ H e’s got too much sense 
to use himself up the way some o f the 
kids do. H e plays the game for all 
there is in it, but he plays it with his 
head even more than with that corking 
portside hooker o f his. Anyhow, he’s 
the Blue Stockings’ one best bet this 
season, take it from me, Eck. Only for  
him they’d be in the second division, 
with all this monkey business o f new 
owner and new manager right in the 
middle o f the season. That plays hob 
with a team even i f  the old manager’s a 
bum, which Jack Kennedy wasn’t, by a  
long shot. By the way, Eck, where’s he 
gone ?”

“ W h o ? Kennedy Y* grunted the stout 
man, his eyes fixed on the diamond. 
“ Back to his farm, I reckon. H e ’s got 
one somewhere in the Middle W est. 
Pretty work, Jim. That’s the way to  
pull ’em.”

W ith a sudden flush at the realiza­
tion that he had missed a trick, the 
young reporter hastily subsided, and 
turned his attention to the diamond. 
Whatever might be said o f  Jim D ono­
van's hitting ability, no fault could be 
found with his skill in the box. En­
couraged by the success o f the last in­
ning. he evidently realized that it was 
up to him to see that the Specters kept 
their lead o f one run. and the result 
was a brilliant exhibition, o f fast pitch­
ing.

Dirk Nelson, the Blue Stocking back­
stop. was beguiled into popping to sec­
ond. and Jack Daly, unsurpassed as a 
third baseman, but an erratic stick man, 
fanned ignotmnbusly. It looked as if 
Lefty would follow his example, but, 
with two and tw o called, he connected
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with a tricky drop, and beat the ball to 
first by a hair. Taking a good lead, he 
went down on the second ball pitched to 
Spider Grant. It was effort wasted, 
however, for the Blue Stocking first 
baseman presently fouled out back o f 
third, bringing the inning to an abrupt 
termination, amid much rejoicing on the 
part of the visitors, and low grumbling 
from the disappointed fans.

“ Well,” said Dyer defensively, “ it 
was the tail end o f the list, and, any­
how, Locke got a hit.”

Eckstein chuckled. It amused the 
veteran newspaper man to note the vio­
lent fancies and prejudices of callow 
cub reporters.

“ Still harping on the virtues of your 
miraculous southpaw?”  he smiled. “ I’ll 
ask you just one question, Dyer: If he’s 
such a triple-plated wonder, how did 
Jim Brennan, o f the Hornets, come to 
release him outright ? I never yet knew 
the hard-headed old scout to let any 
ten-thousand-dollar beauties slip away 
through his fingers.”

“ Still something to learn, Eck, strange 
as that may seem,” drawled a voice, be­
fore Dyer had time to answer. “ Squeeze 
up a bit, and give a chap some room.”

A  leg was thrust over the back o f the 
seat, followed swiftly by another, and, 
as Eckstein’s eyes lighted upon the 
tanned and freckled face, o f the new­
comer, his own expanded in a fat smile.

"Well, well, well!”  he chuckled, 
thrusting out a plump hand. “ Back to 
the treadmill, eh? Have a good vaca­
tion ?”

“ Fine!”  returned Jack Stillman, set­
tling down between the two. “ How are 
you, Dyer? Spent ten days up in the 
woods about a thousand miles away 
from anywhere, and then I began to get 
worried for fear this understudy o f 
mine w asn't sending the dope in right. 
How about it, kid ? Old man have any 
kicks:"

“ A  few,” grunted the cub reporter. 
“ He’d kick if he had the Angel Gabriel 
writing up games.”

"You bet he would 1”  laughed Still­
man. “ Swell lot Gabriel knows about 
baseball. Did I hear you running down 
my friend Locke?” he went on, turning

to Eckstein. “ Oh, I know you didn’t 
mean anything personal. It’s just your 
pessimistic mind, that can’t see anything 
good in a youngster. Well, let me tea 
you what Jim Brennan said the last time 
I saw him, which was about three weeks 
ago. ‘Jack,’ he said— it was after thaf 
last game of the series with the Blue 
Stockings when the Hornets got the 
pants licked off ’em— ‘Jack,’ he said, 
‘don’t send this to your paper, but if 
ever there was a cussed ass manhan 
dling a baseball team I ’m it. I’d give 
any three of my best men to have Lefty 
Locke back again. If I hadn’t been such 
a thick-headed dope as to let him go, 
the Hornets wouldn’t be where they are 
to-day. No, sir! They’d be at the top 
o f the heap, with that position just about 
nailed. That boy’s a wonder, and it 
makes me sick at the stomach every 
time I think he might be on my pay roll 
to-day just as well as not.’ That’s go­
ing pretty strong for old sorrel-top, isn’t 
it?”

“ A  trifle,” Eckstein returned. “ Well, 
why did he let him go? There must 
have been some mighty good reason.”

“ There was. A  rotten sneak named 
Elgin— a Princeton man, by the way, 
and a disgrace to the college— had it in 
for Lefty, and turned every dirty trick 
he could think o f to put Locke in bad 
with Brennan. He succeeded tempo­
rarily, but he got his at last. After 
Brennan released him Lefty went to the 
Blue Stockings, and o f course the first 
time Jim ran up against them he realized 
how he’d been fooled. It all came out, 
and he fired Elgin. The sucker’s back 
in the bush now, and it serves him good 
and right By Jove! See that drop? 
Fooled him nicely, didn’t it?”

If Donovan was on his mettle, the op­
posing southpaw ’a as in equally fine 
trim. In the first o f the eighth only 
four men faced him, in spite o f  the fact 
that the heavy hitters were coming up 
again.

“ Don't seem to have lost any o f  his 
cunning,”  smiled Stillman, as the Blue 
Stockings romped in from the field like 
colts. “ Things seem to have been did- 
ding while I was gone,”  he went on in 
a lower tone to Eckstein. “ I knew Col-



124  TOP-NOTCH

Her was dickering for the team, but I 
thought he’d hold off till the end o f the 
mm son. And what in thunder does he 
mean by canning a manager like Jack
Kennedy ?”

The stout man shrugged his shoul­
ders. “ Collier got the idea that the 
team wasn't pulling well. He seemed 
to think that was Kennedy’s fault.”

Bah!” snapped Stillman. “ What 
could Kennedy do with his hands tied?
I know for a fact that when he wanted 
to iM rid of a certain trouble maker who 
v â  keeping the boys riled up all the 
time, Beach, the old owner, put his foot 
d 'An, and wouldn’t let him. And what’s 
Al i arson ever done, anyhow, that he 
I,, ild vnpcr'Cde an experienced man 

like Kennedy
Not much,”  admitted Eckstein.
Nor ever will. He’s one o f those 

pnu.ni.diig characters who’s always 
promising, and never making good. 
K liar has sure picked a lemon this 
time, an! it uniMn't surprise me a lot 
if it cost him dear. Now, fellows, get 
lui v and hammer out a couple of runs.
( 'ills need o ik * h  lie. and two to win.”

1 li, remark was m.snw-lv original. All 
over I lie great stands men were rooting 
b e rut i— begging, pleading, crying for 
them A- f >nnovan stepped into his box 
n perfect 'bedlam of h»*ts and catcalls 
tirw-e. but lie was too old a bird to be 
affected in the lea-t by this sort **f thing. 
Tii win the game it iv:e Pule necessary 
1*1 Imld rite Blue St-.K'kings for this in­
ning an*! the next, and the clever Spec* 
!**{• twirier looked as if '-hutting out his 
r,]*f" *iiertts was. at this precise moment, 
merely a matter of time with him.

In baseball, as in a good many other 
tilings, it never pays to discount the fu­
ture, which is just as well, for otherwise 
a good deal o f thrill and excitement 
would be lost. The best of players are 
apt sometimes to make mistakes, and 
countless games have been won or lost 
to little slips*, so -mall as to pass unno­
ticed by the bulk of spectators.

Rufe Hyland, well known as a 
“ waiter/' was the first man up. In 
spite o f the frantic urging* of the ex­
cited fans to “ Sing it out!" he delayed 
until he had three and two on him, and
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finally hit the ball between first and sec­
ond. He should have been an easy vic­
tim at first, but, for some unaccountable 
reason, Rowdy Kenyon juggled the ball, 
and then threw low, dragging Murray 
off the sack.

For a moment or two the entire in­
field resounded with sulphfirous com­
ment, and when Donovan faced the next 
batter his face was still flushed with irri­
tation. He took his revenge by fanning 
Larry Dalton, but during that process 
Hyland managed to steal second, a pro­
ceeding which did not tend to increase 
the pitcher’s good humor.

Nevertheless, he retained a perfect 
grip on his feelings, and exerted his 
skill so well that Herman Brock whiffed 
fruitlessly at three balls in succession.

It happened, however, that Joe Welsh, 
who followed, was one o f the most de­
pendable hitters in the Blue Stocking 
organization. His specialty was neither 
home runs nor three-baggers, but his 
skill at placing the ball had long been a 
source o f comfort to his fellow players. 
As he toed the plate, Hyland edged off 
second as far as he dared, and when 
joe  connected with the third ball pitched 
Rufe shot down the line like a streak.

Due, no doubt, to Donovan's skill, this 
was one o f the rare occasions that Welsh 
slipped up. He had intended to dump 
the pill into the diamond for a bunl. but 
he succeeded only in sending it spin­
ning erratically just inside the third- 
base line.

l ike a fla^h the Specter backstop 
raced out. snatched at it, fumbled hor­
ribly, and then, in an effort to get Hy­
land, threw four feet over the third 
baseman's head. B y t h e  time the left 
fielder, slow in backing up. had secured 
the sphere, and lined it back to the plate, 
Hyland had one hand on t h e  rubber, and 
the delirious fans were shrieking them­
selves speechless,

CHAPTER IV. 
s o  M K P I T C H I N G .

TALK about horseshoes!”  grinned 
Stillman, when the first mad up­

roar had begun to lessen, “ That's the 
greatest ever. Looks as if the boys had



L E F T Y  O ’ T H E  B L U E  S T O C K IN G S 125

a mighty good chance o f  cinching the 
game now.”

Manager Carson had emerged from 
the obscurity o f the bench, and was on 
the coaching line again. Over by first 
base Captain Grant was capering about, 
a broad grin on his face.

“Going up, going up, going up!”  he 
chanted to the air o f  a popular ditty. 
“Tied her nicely, but we won’t stop 
there. You know what to do, kid. 
Beat it off that cushion, Joe P

Kid Lewis hustled to the plate, and 
Welsh pranced away from the sack, 
ready to go down on the first slim 
chance. Unfortunately for the Blue 
Stockings, Donovan seemed unaffected 
by the general slump that had attacked 
the infield. Instead of going to pieces, 
he tightened up wonderfully, held Welsh 
at first, and fanned the batter with 
swiftness and dispatch.

As the Blue Stockings took the field 
with the opening o f the ninth the fans 
were on tiptoe with excitement. If 
Lefty could hold the visitors down for 
this inning, there remained a chance for 
the home team to break the deadlock 
in the last half. But could he hold 
them?

Bush Aldrich was the first man up, 
and they remembered vividly what Bush 
had done to Pete Grist. Besides, the 
barters who followed were none o f 
them slouches. As Locke walked 
briskly across the diamond the stands 
echoed with encouraging, beseeching 
shouts, then a sudden, tense silence fell 
upon the great inclosure.

Calm and steady, Lefty stepped into 
the box, paused for a second, his eyes 
on the batter, and then handed up a 
high one. Aldrich started to strike, but 
checked himself in time, and a ball was 
called. Then the southpaw tried an 
outcurve, but Bush still declined to bite.

“ That’s right, Bush," cried Murray. 
“ Make him put 'em over. He's got to.”

An elusive drop followed, which Al­
drich barely missed. The flext ball 
boked good, and he hit it. It was a 
line drive to right, which Rufe Hyland 
-h' uM have taken with ease, instead o f 
muiting. Aldrich stretched himself, 
and reached the initial sack a second be­

fore the ball, quickly recovered and 
thrown by the discomfited fielder, 
spanked into Spider Grant’s mitt.

There 'was a groan from the fans, a 
spasm of joy from the Specter coach- 
ers, and Rowdy Kenyon hurried to the 
plate. True to his reputation as a 
waiter, he prolonged the agony till the 
last moment, during which time Al­
drich, upholding the reputation of his 
team for being “ghosts on the bases,” 
got down to second. Then the visiting 
infielder hit a weak scratch between 
second and short, on which he reached 
first by great sprinting, and a wave o f 
tense uneasiness swept over the field.

Lefty’s eyes narrowed the least bit, 
and his jaw seemed to tighten. In a few 
minutes, through no fault o f his, the 
situation had changed from easy se­
curity to uncertain hazard. With none 
out, and a man on third, every atom o f  
judgment and skill he possessed was 
needed to save the day. Driving Al­
drich back with a threatening motion, 
he turned his attention to Callahan, and 
the impetuous Specter Irishman, after 
fouling twice, failed to touch a speedy 
shoot that clipped a corner.

A  gasp o f relief came from the 
stands, but lapsed swiftly into tense si­
lence; for this was an admirable op­
portunity to try the squeeze play, and 
evidently from the way John Forbes 
held his bat he meant to do his part.

The infield crept into the diamond, 
balancing on their toes, alert and ready. 
A  moment later Lefty pitched, and al­
most as soon as the ball left his hand he 
was on the jump. Forbes shortened his 
bat, and chopped one down the foul 
line straight into the flying pitcher’s 
glove on the first bound. Lefty Locke 
whirled and flashed it to third. But, 
for some reason, Aldrich had faltered, 
and now he dove back to the sack in 
time to save himself.

"Safe!" bawled the umpire.
The decision brought an avalanche 

o f hoots and yells and taunting insults 
down upon his head, but he stuck to it; 
and when the fans settled back to take 
count their hearts sank within them. 
With bases full and only one oat, the 
situation was not exactly hopeful.
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Lefty made short work o f Donovan. 
The visiting pitcher did not touch the 
ball once, and missed the last bender by 
more than a foot. As he strolled back 
to the bench, however, there were few 
-^unds o f rejoicing. The end o f the 
batting list nad been reached. The 
bases were still densely populated, and 
Dutch Schwartz, the mighty hitter 
whose average the year before had 
come close to equaling the amazing 
Wagner, was sauntering out with his 
war club.

Apparently he had no weaknesses 
with the stick, and his ability to out­
guess pitchers had made him a terror 
throughout the big league. Cautious 
[ uiriers usually walked him when it 
was possible to do so at a dangerous 
time without forcing a run; but, even 
had he wished to do it, such a course 
«  a ' not open to hefty now.

Whatever anxiety the southpaw 
might have been feeling, he faced the 
batter without a tremor. The first ball 
wa- a trifle close. and Schwartz let it 
pass without suffering a penalty. The 
next, delivered with a long side swing, 
came over at an odd angle, and the bat­
ter fouled it. thus evening up the score.

I efty then tried an underhand rise 
that was productive of another foul. 
Then the big Sf*;cter center fielder re­
fund to rabble at a o>axer, which 
evened things once more.

"Two and two," muttered Stillman 
on the reporters' bench. 'T wonder if 
hell doit? tty Jove! He's gut to S '

With anxious, admiring eyes he 
watched his friend's cool, deliberate, yet 
not in the least dragging work. Lefty's 
perfect control enabled him to betid the 
ball <wer the rubber from any angle, 
and foul after foul resulted, with a 
nerve-racking regularity which brought 
tin- fans to the edge of their seats in 
tense, breathless suspense.

Three balls were called, but the strug­
gle continued. With each swing of the 
southpaws long arm. Schwartz swung 
his bat, and the ball caromed off in a 
foul. One could almost have heard a 
pin drop in the vast inelosure, for even 
the raucous voices of the coachers had 
been momentarily stilled.

The end came at last, and suddenly. 
When it seemed almost certain that 
Locke had exhausted every trick at his 
command, the pitcher, with his toe on 
one end o f the slab, stepped straight out 
to one side with the other foot, and 
brought his arm over. The. ball left 
his fingers at the moment when his hand 
seemed to be extended at full reach 
above his head. Apparently it was not 
a curve he threw, but from his ex­
tended fingers the sphere shot down­
ward on a slant, to cross the outside 
corner o f the plate.

Schwartz struck at it with a sharp, 
vicious snap— and missed I

CHAPTER V.
O WE  F O R  L E F T Y .

‘T 'H E  roar which went up fairly shook 
* the stands, and testified to a sud­

den slackening o f  the tension which had 
been gripping thousands o f loyal fans 
for the past few minutes. Jack Still­
man leaned back in his seat, and reached 
for his cigarette case.

“ Pretty smooth,”  he said, proffering 
the case to his companions. “ That’s 
what I call pitching out o f a hole, and 
Phil can sure do it to beat tbe cars.” 

“ Phil ?”  queried the cub reporter 
quickly. “ Oh, you mean Locke, I keep 
forgetting that isn’t his real name.” 

“ Sovdo I, to tell the truth,”  returned 
Stillman, drawing in a lungful o f 
smoke. "He took it on account o f his 
father’ - prejudice against baseball when 
he started pitching in the bush last year. 
When I ran into him this spring in the 
Hornet1' training camp it was hard as 
the mischief at nrst to get used to hear­
ing him called anything but Hazelton. I 
got over that mighty quick, though, and 
now it's just the other way. Well,”  he 
went on, glancing at Eckstein, “ if this 
doesn't stir the boys up enough to make 
them hammer out at least one run, 
they're not the crowd I take them for.” 

From the way things started in. it 
looked very much as if the newspaper 
man had gauged the Blue Stockings 
correctly. After having two strikes 
called. Dirk .Nelson reached for one of 
Donovan s wide ones, and caught it on
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the end o f his bat for a clean single. 
The crowd roared, the coachers chat­
tered, and Jack Daly pranced to the 
plate with every apparent intention o f  
carrying on the good work.

Unfortunately for him, the Specter 
twirler was not quite ready for the sta­
ble. Coolly, and with the consummate 
skill for which he was famous, he lured 
Daly into swinging at a deceptive 
bender, fooled him with a wonderful 
inshoot, and then, when the batter, 
grown wary, refused to bite at the 
doubtful ones, Donovan wound himself 
up and sent over a curve which cut the 
heart of the plate.

With two and three called, Daly was 
determined to hit this one. He swung, 
with all his might, there was a sharp 
crack, and the ball sailed high in the air, 
a foul back o f third base. Dillingham 
jerked off his mask, and started for it, 
but Red Callahan’s spikes were already 
drumming the turf as he raced to get 
under it. Heedless o f the shrill taunts 
and yells with which the fans sought to 
make him fumble, he fairly flew over 
the ground, both hands outstretched. 
An instant later there was a plunk, and 
Daly, flinging down his stick with a 
muttered exclamation o f disgust, 
slouched crossly toward the bench.

“ Never mind that!" cried Grant opti­
mistically. “ Only one down, boys. 
Now, Lefty, old man, get into him I 
We need a hit. Get off, Dirk! Get to 
going! Drift away from that sack, 
man! On your toes, now!”

During Daly’s turn at bat Nelson 
had stolen second, beating the catcher’s 
throw by a hair, and now he pranced off 
the hassock, taking every bit of lead he 
dared. Twice Kenyon darted behind 
him, compelling the runner to dive back 
to die cushion, but each time he was 
up and off again the instant the ball was 
returned to Donovan.

As Lefty stepped up to the plate, and 
stood swinging his bat gently back and 
forth, the shouts o f the excited fans 
seemed faint and far away. In reality 
he heard them clearly, and was young 
enough to be stimulated a little by this 
evidence o f faith in his ability, but he 
heeded them not at all. His mind was

occupied solely in trying to fathom what 
Donovan would be likely to pass up to 
him.

The first was an outcurve, and he let 
it pass. The second was high; evidently 
Donovan was trying to prevent a bunt. 
The third also seemed high at first, but 
Lefty’s quick eyes saw it begin to drop 
as it neared the plate, and promptly he 
swung at it.

In spite o f his swiftness, however, he 
was a fraction o f  a second too late. 
The ball hit his bat glancingly, car­
omed at right angles, and ' struck 
Locke's head with a force which sent 
him staggering backward, the stick slip­
ping out o f his relaxed fingers.

A  sharp, hissing intake o f concern 
swept over the crowded stands. As 
Lefty staggered back, catcher and um­
pire both leaped forward with out­
stretched arms; but their aid was 
unnecessary. The southpaw was con­
scious o f a single brief instant o f black­
ness, which passed like a lightning 
flash, leaving him a bit dizzy, but other­
wise quite himself.

“ I ’m all right, Spider,”  he said quick­
ly, as the Blue Stocking captain rushed 
up and slipped an arm about him. “ It 
was only a glancing tap.”

“ Are you sure ?”  persisted Grant anx­
iously. “ Hadn't you better lay off, and 
let me run some one else in to bat for 
you?"

Lefty laughed aloud, and took his 
stick from Dillingham. "Not on your 
life 1”  he retorted emphatically. “ Think 
I’m going to quit now?”

As to prove that the accident 
amounted to nothing, he shook off the 
captain’s detaining hand, and stepped 
quickly back to the rubber. The fans 
shouted their relief and their apprecia­
tion o f Lefty’s nerve in a burst o f thun­
der. Donovan’s face wore a slightly 
strained look. Though no stretching of 
the imagination could have laid a shred 
o f  blame upon his shoulders, the hit­
ting o f  a batter is always likely to ef­
fect a pitcher’s nerve. This may have 
had some effect on his next delivery, or 
may not. At all events, Locke swung 
at the ball in fine shape, there was a 
Sharp, dean crack, and the horsehide
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went humming into the outfield midway 
between Aldrich and Schwartz.

V* ith a concerted yell, which eclipsed 
every other sound that had gone before, 
the great mass o f  men crowding the 
stands leaped to their feet, and followed 
with straining eyes the progress o f the 
tiny sphere o f  white. Away it sped to 
the right o f  deep center, with both 
fielder- racing like mad to get under it.

Having a big lead to start with, Nel­
son was off like a streak o f light for 
third. He had circled the base, and was 
being urged on down the home stretch 
before Schwartz snatched up the horse- 
hide, whirled, and sent it whizzing 
straight toward the plate, with that won­
derful sweep o f his powerful arm for 
which he was famous.

It was a periect throw, and for a sec­
ond or two a thousand hearts stood still, 
for fear it would be successful. Locke’s 
brain and muscle had done its work 
will, however. An instant before the 
ball plunked into the catcher’s waiting 
mitt Nelson flung himself bodily across 
the rubber in a cloud o f dust, and the 
umpire shouted:

'Safe!"

CH APTER VI,
A H 'M M u N s I R O M  THU MANAGER.

I  I T T Y , having rounded first, pulled 
him.tit up abruptly, and trotted

t*.»« nrd itie clubhouse, the u hoops and 
yells of niiny thousand delirious hase- 
ball ‘•hugs” ringing in his cars. A wave 
o f  white-dad players surged after him, 
but Locke had almost readied the gate 
before the cre-t of it overtook him. An 
expression of happy contentment illu­
mined most of the faces, and “Laugh­
ing” Larry Dalton, the happy-go-lucky, 
broWn-t'Vfrd second baseman, was grin­
ning broadly as he dung one arm uver 
the southpaw’s shoulder.

"‘Pretty punk to-day,” he chuckled. 
“Can't hit or put the ball over—or any­
thing.”

"’ Perfectly rotten, he is,” chimed in 
Dirk Nelson, still breathing a bit un­
evenly from his rapid sprint to the plate.
' Carson oughta tie the can on him ior
the rest o f the season.”

Lefty chaffed back, and the whole 
crowd, laughing and joshing like a lot 
o f kids, pushed into the clubhouse. As 
they stripped o ff their soggy uniforms, 
and scrapped good-naturedly for the 
showers, they whistled and sang light- 
heartedly, living over between whiles 
the excitement o f  those last three in­
nings.

There were one or two exceptions, as 
there always are. Some of  the Blue 
Stocking old guard had viewed Locke's 
swift rise from the ranks with anything 
but favor. In their opinion ft was up 
to the busher to scrape along in meek 
and lowly insignificance for a season or 
two before he leaped into such scintil­
lating prominence in the galaxy o f stars.

Lefty had upset every precedent, and 
at each added laurel won by the south­
paw the old-timers shook their heads 
dubiously, declaring that such a pace 
could never last, that success would 
swell the youngster’s head, making him 
impossible to get along with, and a 
dozen other pessimistic prophecies, 
none of which as yet showed signs of 
materializing.

With the bulk o f players Lefty was 
on the best o f terms. He found them a 
dean, decent crowd o f  young men, very 
much in love with their profession, 
somewhat addicted to draw poker and 
craps as a pa-lime, but temperate as a 
rule in most things, generous to a fault, 
and very likable. Three o f  them could 
write letters after their names as well 
as before, j f  they chose— which they did 
not. Lome o f the others were a bit 
rough on the surface, perhaps, but deep 
doit n underneath were made o f  the 
right stuff.

I he long, grilling straggle, which 
Listed from the very opening o f the
season, bad brought them all very dose 
together, and when a crowd o f men are 
fighting shoulder to shoulder day after 
day, having the same goal, and each of 
them giving the best that is in him to 
attain that end. they size up one an­
other's goad points and failings with a 
thoroughness possible under few other 
conditions.

The new southpaw stood the test 
well. In spite of his six generous feet
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o f lithe, well-muscled frame, he was 
still very much o f  a bqy at heart, with 
a boy’s adaptability for making friends 
and a boy’s light-hearted, fun-loving 
nature.

This did not mean that he lacked the 
capacity for taking things seriously 
when the need arose, but he believed 
thoroughly in relaxing between whiles, 
and extracting all possible enjoyment 
out o f life. This trait, helped on by a 
fine tenor voice, quick wit, the ability to 
“put it over” any member o f  the club 
with four-ounce gloves, and almost as 
great a skill in coaxing popular airs 
from the strings o f a banjo, made him, 
within a month, the life o f the bunch in 
Pullmans and hotels on the road, no 
less than at odd moments o f relaxation 
in the clubhouse at home.

All this was, o f course, o f small im­
portance compared with his perform­
ance on the diamond. After he had 
proved his efficiency there, however, by 
snatching victory from defeat in three 
or four close contests, the big majority 
of his teammates accepted him without 
question as one who would “ do.”  The 
only exceptions were Pete Grist, whose 
fame as the most reliable member o f  the 
Blue Stocking pitching staff Lefty was 
rapidly dimming, and three or four old- 
timers who formed a little clique among 
themselves.

“ Pipe the old crab!”  commented 
Larry Dalton, as he and Lefty raced in 
from the showers, and began to get into 
their street clothes, “ Some grouch 
thefle, believe me!”

Laughing Larry had stepped from 
a fresh-water college into professional 
baseball three years before, and, being a 
natural player, did not stay long with 
the minors. In Locke he found a kin­
dred spirit, and the southpaw had not 
been more than two weeks with the Blue 
Stockings before the two were chum­
ming it as if they had known each other 
since the bottle days of infancy.

At his friend's remark, Lefty glanced 
sideways at the scowling pitcher who 
was dragging on his clothes in taciturn 
silence, and shrugged his shoulders.

"Can’t blame him much," he mur­
mured. " I f  there’s anything that makes

9B

a fellow feel rottener than getting the 
hook in a game, it hasn't come my wav 
yet.”  . , _

“ Especially if the man who's put in 
happens to be a guy that’s made good 
in the same way before,”  Dalton 
grinned.

“ R ot!”  snorted Lefty, buttoning hi. 
shirt. “When Grist’s right he can pitch 
the pants off any man in the club.1'

“ Maybe.”  Larry's tone wa- decid­
edly skeptical. “ I haven’t noticed him 
putting anything much over you the la-i 
month or more. Trouble with him, he’ , 
worrying for fear he’ll lose his reputa­
tion o f being the one and only genuine 
old reliable; and when a guy starts in 
with that sort o f  ragtime, you can be
pretty blamed sure------  Well, colonel,
what’s on your gizzard

“ Colonel” George Washington Jone , 
the Blue Stockings! negro rubber and 
general handy man, showed his ivories 
in a glistening smile.

“ Mist' Carson says he done laik to 
see Mist’ Locke in his office right smart, 
suh,”  he explained.

“ All right, colonel,”  Lefty returned 
briefly from where he was struggling 
with a refractory collar button. “ I'll be 
there in about three minutes.”

“ Some da-- there,”  Dalton mu-- 
mured, as the darky hurried aw . 
“ When Jack wanted a man he’d sti k 
his head in the door and make the f.-u-t 
known. Nothing like that for this bird, 
though. First thing you know he’ll he 
having a bell boy in brass buttons, and 
one o f those ‘Private-no-admsssion-e v- 
eept-bv-appointment’ signs on the 
door."

From which it may be gathered that 
the new manager and his methods had 
not scored any great hit.

Lefty nodded agreement, and went 
on tying his scarf. From the first Car- 
son had not appealed to him. The man 
knew baseball from the ground up -  
there was no questioning that fact. His 
ability at handling men, however, was 
much more doubtful.

Most professional ball players have 
to be managed with infinite tact and 
judgment, and, though he kept his
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mouth shut on the subject, Lefty held 
the opinion that the qualities which had 
made Jack Kennedy so successful were 
lacking to a conspicuous degree in his 
successor. So far there had been no 
apparent let-down in the club personnel, 
but Locke had noticed a number o f in­
significant straws, some no greater than 
the remark o f  Laughing Larry, which 
pointed the direction o f the wind pretty 
accurately.

“ I’ll wait for you,”  Dalton said, as 
Locke slipped into his coat and gave it 
a settling shake. “ Cut it as short as 
you can, and don’t forget we’ve got 
tickets for the theater to-night.”

The southpaw nodded, picked up his 
hat, and, a moment later, left the dress­
ing room. As he walked briskly to­
ward the manager’s office he was won­
dering with no little curiosity what was 
wanted. Carson could scarcely mean to  
put him into the box to-morrow, after 
having pitched him ten innings yester­
day and three to-day; and aside from 
that Lefty could think o f nothing which 
would require a special interview.

TO BE CONTINUED.

The next section o f this serial will 
appear in the September Top-N otch , 
out August 1st.

Freak Restaurants
"TPHERE is in Berlin a certain cafe 
* where rudeness is the keynote o f  

the waiting staff. Every patron who 
enters the restaurant is hustled roughly 
into a seat, abruptly interrogated as to 
his wants, and finally has to submit to 
seeing his food thrust before him with 
as little ceremony as one might show to 
a stray dog.

This cafe is, o f course, one o f  the 
many “ freak”  restaurants which abound 
on the Continent, and the entire scheme 
o f rudeness is simply a device to at­
tract customers in search o f a new sen­
sation, which undoubtedly they secure.

Tourists who "did” the sights o f  Paris 
a few years ago will probably remember 
the amazing “convict” cafe, where every 
waiter was garbed like a felon, wearing 
the hideous uniform of the French con­
vict Chains, handcuffs, and other grim 
relics decorated the walls of the extraor­
dinary restaurant, and the plates on 
which the- food was served were models 
of prison dishes. The owner o f  this 
freak cafe no doubt amassed a consider­
able fortune:,

Paris is undoubtedly the patent of 
weird cafes- Near the Boulevard Mont­

martre there stands the famous Cabaret 
de Neant. The entrance to the cafe 
is through a small opening in a black 
shutter, and once inride the visitor is 
appalled by the gloom o f  the room. 
Lighted by flickering tapers, its walls 
are hung with pictures representing 
skeletons in various forms o f activity. 
Food and drinks are served on coffins, 
and the waiters are garbed like under­
takers.

More cheerful are the restaurants o f  
the Isle Robinson, a summer resort near 
Paris. These restaurants are suspended 
from the branches o f  huge trees, and 
amid the leaves and branches o f  mag­
nificent oaks and beeches patrons eat 
their food and sip their summer drinks, 
music being provided by a special 
“ band”  o f  feathered musicians,

A  “ silent”  cafe was inauguarated 
some years ago in Paris, probably to 
cater to votaries o f  the “ rest”  cure. Not 
a word was permitted to be spoken 
above a whisper, and even the orders 
to the staff had to be given in writing. 
The strange venture only enjoyed a brief 
life, and soon faded into still greater 
silence.

H is Dreaded Possibility

T i >M : b a le  to hear she twit o f  a m otor horn,”
Dick: “ Why so?"

Tom: “ Wen, a man ran olT with my wife in a motor car once, andevery
time I hear a toot I fear she’s coming back,"
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CHAPTER I.
S M O K I N G  O U T .

LD Saul Perrine was running, 
coatless and hatless, through 
the woods; his brier-tom 
clothing in tatters, and a look 
o f wild terror on his kindly, 

foolish old face. For Sheriff Fan wood 
and a posse were close behind him. Saul 
knew o f no reason why he should be 
thus pursued. As a matter o f fact, 
there was no good reason, but if there 
had been Saul would have been the last 
to know what it was.

There were not many things that poor 
Saul’s mind could compass. To him 
the sheriff had ever been the embodi­
ment o f an unhallowed power which 
manifested itself chiefly by putting peo­
ple into the "jail house.”

Saul had been on his way to Pod 
Willis’ store, in front o f which there 
was an unaccustomed gathering o f 
armed men. He had seen Willis, stand­
ing by the door, reach behind it, and 
bring forth a rifle, while pointing a 
pudgy forefinger at him.

“ That’s the man !*' Pod had yelled, in 
his squeaky voice. “ Thar he comes! 
Right thar!”

Saul thereupon halted in his track*, 
staring in stupid amazement.

“ Stopl" cned Fan wood, the sheriff.
Now, Saul already had ucipiK-d. 

but the command galvanized him into 
hysterical activity. He turned and 
tied.

Instantly two shots cracked. The tir-i 
was from Fan wood’s pistol, and, dead 
shot through the sheriff was, the bullet 
whined harmlessly toward a fluffy cloud. 
The other bullet, from the rifle o f Pod 
Willis, was sent with deadly intent, but 
too late. With instinctive cunning, like 
that which a woodcock will show when 
pressed, Saul had placed a clump o f 
brushwood between himself and his en­
emies, and the bullet missed. There was 
nothing to do then but follow.

No difficulty did the posse meet in 
keeping the trail. A  frightened bull 
could hardly have left a plainer one, 
both in sounds and signs. It led over a 
series of thickly wooded hills that de­
fined one side o f  the valley, down the 
farther side, and toward the edge of a 
wide, opep glade, studded here and there 
with grfat trees, and ending at a frail 
footbridge that spanned the distance 
between the edge o f  a cliff and a little, 
rocky island, which seemed, when first
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.••(•i n by the posse, to float in a lake o f 
air that reached to the horizon.

"H e’s makin’— fer Devil’s Pocket. 
We got him— now 1”  puffed Fan wood.

So  one answered him; no one else 
had the breath to spare. At that mo­
ment their quarry broke cover, and ran 
heavily across the glade.

“ Halt!” the sheriff managed to bark.
Saul increased his gait in a last, de­

spairing spurt, his arms working like 
those o f a swimmer.

“ Halt! Halt, or I fire!”  called Fan- 
wood again.

He did not fire, however. A  gigantic 
oak, lightning blasted, and slowly dying, 
stood in Saul’s path. He dodged behind 
it. A  moment more, and the posse stood 
around it, panting. But Saul was no­
where to be seen. Fanwood pointed, 
with the toe o f his boot, to a cleft near 
the roots.

“ Ducked into a burrow, like a cotton­
tail,'' said he, with something like com­
passion in his tone. Then he kicked on 
the hollow trunk.

"Hi, Saul r  he called. “ Might as well 
come out now, an’ save trouble. ’Twon’t 
do ye no good to be hidin’ in thar!”

There was ncKreply. Again and again 
Saul was summoned to surrender, by 
single voices and in chorus, and still 
without result.

"iVinsam his thick head!”  exclaimed 
Fanwood, half laughing at his own pre­
dicament. "There ain’t no use in any­
body goin’ in thar after him; Saul could 
clip him on the head with a dornick 
before he could turn round, and would 
be just fool enough to do it, scared like 
he is now. It'd take a day to chop that 
tree down, and tve ain't got no axes, at 
that. Hoys, it look* to me like well 
have ter w ait I ill he gets good an’ ready 
to feme o1:ft."

"Light a bre, thar in the holler, ’ Pod 
Willis' suggested.

Farm os* 1 lurried ujson hint angrily.
“Thar ain’t been nothin’ at all proved 

agin’ Saul yet," said lie, “ An* even it 
1 ft ere was, 't wouldn't be bad enough 
hardly to burn him alive.”

"Aw, who wants to burn him alive?” 
squeaked Pod. ‘ ‘Smoke hint out. that’s 
a IF—ius' like a squir’l."

After some debate, this suggestion 
was adopted. Indeed, it seemed the only 
thing that could be done. A  little fire 
o f rotten wood, carefully dampened 
with moss, was lighted in the hollow. 
Soon smoke began to pour from the 
lower crotch o f the great tree, where a 
fallen branch had left a vent. Anxious­
ly the posse watched, but watched in 
vain.

“ Put more wood in,”  said Pod, after 
a little. “There ain’t smoke enough thar 
to make him sneeze!”

“ He ain’t sneezin' none, so’s you could 
notice,”  remarked another. “ Maybe it’s 
because he can't. For the love o’ Mike, 
boys, look there 1”  And as he spoke he 
pointed to a tongue o f flame that licked 
upward through the crotch.

The sheriff turned pale, and his mouth 
set. A  young rancher pulled off his 
leather jacket, and sprang toward the 
tree, rolling the garment into a ball.

“ Stop up that hole below; I ’ll 'tend to 
the upper one I”  he called. Fanwood 
laid a hand on his shoulder, and re­
strained him as he was about to swarm 
up the trunk.

“ No use, Monty,”  he .said sadly. “ It’s 
too late— even if ’twould ha’ done any 
good in the first place. Look I”

There was no occasion to tell them to 
look; every eye was fastened upon that 
tree. The decayed interior o f its hollow 
trunk had caught, and it was blazing up­
ward like a volcano. That any'living 
thing which might be caught within 
would be doomed to a horrible death 
was plain to all. Each face turned a* 
pale as the tan upon it would allow, save 
one. Podmore Willis grinned.

“ Saves trouble, anyhow,”  he said tri­
umphantly.

Famvood turned upon him furiously.
I wish your carcass was in thar, Pod 

W illis, stead o' that poor, half-loco ga­
loot Saul's,” he cried, with deep sin­
cerity.

“Well said!" cried a voice from be­
hind the group, hitherto unheard. “Don’t 
make a move toward your weapons, gen­
tlemen. And stay where you are. I 
won’t «sy what will happen if you don’t, 
but yent might guess, if you tried hard."
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CH APTER IL
CHANGE OF SENTIMENT.

the first word every one whirled to 
face the speaker. None o f thent 

ever had seen him before— a lithe young 
fellow, with face tanned as brown as 
any of those which looked upon it. But 
his speech proclaimed him from the East 
as plainly as theirs betrayed their West­
ern origin.

He was lounging easily against a rock 
near the far end o f the footbridge, and 
the short-barreled, automatic Remington 
that lay across his knees, ready for in­
stant use, suggested strongly what would 
happen should any one reach for a 
weapon. But no one did.

Now that they were so near the 
bridge, its span could plainly be seen to 
stretch from the edge o f  a high cliff to 
what originally had been a part o f that 
cliff, but which, by some convulsion o f 
nature, had been split away to stand 
alone; a flat-topped pinnacle, springing 
from the green valley below.

“ I don’t know who you are, stranger, 
and I don’t care,”  growled Fanwood, 
breaking the astonished pause which fol­
lowed the young man’s words. “ And 
I’ll allow that you’ve got the drop, all 
right enough. But you’ll find it no 
jokin' matter to interfere with an officer 
in discharge o f his duty.”

“ Like cooping men up in a hollow 
tree, and roasting them there?”  asked 
the young man. with a smile that showed 
his white teeth.

Fanwood winced, and the young fel­
low hastened to go on.

“ But I understand,”  he said; “and I 
may as well tell you that Saul isn’t 
there, and hasn't been since the fire.”

“ Where is he, then?" asked Fan- 
w .cmI, staring about him. “ And who 
rnav you be, anyhow?"

“ My name * Tremaine—John Tre­
maine, junior, i f  you care to know. Saul 
is safe; never mind where, for the pres­
ent And I ’m not interfering with an 
officer. Not that I'd care if I was, un­
der the-present circumstances, but I'm 
not I’m out o f  your county—the line 
just clears the edge o f the cliff. You're 
Sheriff Fanwood, aren’t you ?**

“ I reckon I am,”  replied that official.
"Good ! Then I ’m going to tell you 

sometljipg. You can correct me if you 
find that I’m wrong. Saul Perrine L 
wanted on a warrant sworn out by Pod- 
more Willis— a warrant for felonious 
assault.”

“ Robbery, too,”  supplemented Fan- 
wood.

“ I didn’t know that,”  said Tremaine. 
“ That’s just a little frill that your friend 
Pod Willis stuck on to trim things up.
The truth is------- No, don’t go, Mr.
Willis. I may want you to offer those 
honorable scars o f  yours in evidence,”

Pod had turned and was sliding un­
obtrusively away. Tremaine still smiled, 
but the gun's muzzle had been shifted 
ever so little; so that it bore full upon 
the storekeeper’s ample body.

“ This ain't no court,”  whined Pod, 
returning.

“ It’s epough o f  one to serve its pur­
pose,”  returned Tremaine, and thejposse 
did not dispute him. It was becoming 
interested.

“ Go on; let’s hear,”  said the young 
ranchman, impatiently voicing the de­
sires of all except Pod.

So Tremaine went on:
“ It isn’t a long storv, or a pretty one. 

About ten days ago Saul Perrine went 
to the store o f  this man Willis to buy 
supplies for Professor Drake. You all 
know the p ro fo*  »r, boys, for what he 
is, a kindly, gentle old scholar, with 
more learning in his head than the 
bunch of us here could gather in a hun­
dred years, and not enough sense where 
the ordinary, everyday things o f this 
world are concerned to keep food in the 
mouths of Saul Perrine, that half-witted 
dependant o f his, and his daughter. It 
wouldn’t have been so hard to keep 
from starving, perhaps, if the daughter, 
Maisie. hadn’t been as beautiful as she 
is. Her beauty made it worth while to 
Mr. Willis to make it hard, There was 
some reason, Willis, in your thinking 
that the poor girl would do almost any­
thing rather than see her father starve 
— even go so far as to marry a thing 
like you. And for your satisfaction—  
the last bit o f satisfaction you’re likely 
to have for some time— I'll own that



134 TOP-NOTCH MAGAZINE

provisions were mighty scarce, Willis, 
after you refused to let Saul have those 
supplies, until I happened into that little 
house down there in Devil’s Pocket, 
I’m the old professor’s nephew, and 
Maisie’s cousin— the only relative they 
have in the world.”

“ Ain’t I got a right to sell my own 
goods as I like ?”  demanded Pod, driven, 
to defense by the looks he saw on the 
faces about him.

“ We won’t dispute it, anyhow,”  was 
the reply. “ W e won’t even dispute 
your right to use a political pull in order 
to hurry the tax sale, so that you could 
lev in that valley, which is the only 
bit o f  property Professor Drake had left 
in the world. But When you swore out 
a warrant for old Saul, who wasn't 
within five miles o f-------"

'Who robbed me, then? Who beat 
me up?" shrilled Pod, breaking in.

■ Xihfunlv robbed you; that’s your lie.
“ I licked you, and I did it good and 
plenty.”

Vou!”  cried Fanwood, in astonish­
ment.

Yes, I. Listen, boys: I went to this 
man s place and called him downstairs.
I took him and tied him, face down, 
over a barrel. Then I all but used up 
a good black-snake whip on him, and 
left him. I did this Because, not content 
with his other per-ecutions o f  this 
young girl and her family, he deliber­
ately circulated scandalous stories about 
her. trying to blacken her name, so that 
no man would want her. Thats the 
reason he's wearing those scars o f  
which,------ "

With a snarl, the same young ranch­
man 'aho had started to climb the tree 
sprang toward Pod. his fist dm ad back 
fur a blow. Fanwood threw himself be­
tween them. Tremaine .-tniied indul­
gent! v.

'i  r. ::i your actions, I take it that 
ycni'rc Montgomery Marston. of whom 
I’ve heard Matsie speak so much/' he 
observed. "Let that fellow alone, and 
come over here for a minute, won’t you, 
Monty? I want to talk with you. You 
too, Fanwood, if you’ll be so good.’

Monty turned and walked across the 
bridge. After an instant of hesitation,

Fanwood followed him. For five min­
utes or more the three stood talking in 
tones so low that the words were in­
audible to those who were on the far 
side o f the chasm. Then the conversa­
tion ended in a burst o f  laughter, and 
the sheriff returned to the edge o f the 
pinnacle’s flat top.

“ Boys,”  he said, a broad grin still 
overspreading his gooddtomored, deter­
mined face, “me an’ Monty had a little 
somethin’ we wanter talk over with Mr. 
Tremaine. There ain’t no need o ’ you 
fellers waitin’. But treat Pod tender. 
I  mean that. There’s a use for him, 
though maybe you wouldn’t think it. So 
long.”

Following the other two, he walked 
around the rock against which Tremaine 
had been lounging, and out o f  sight.

CHAPTER IH.
DEEPENING MYSTEHY.

O A V E  Pod Willis, no one cared to 
^  leave. There was a mystery about 
the whole affair that piqued their curi­
osity. They respected the sheriff, as 
was shown by the fact that when Pod 
started to leave them, he was allowed to 
do so unmolested, except for one mighty 
open-handed slap, which, falling upon 
those “honorable scars,”  caused him to 
wince and hasten his steps.

The posse sat and talked; not about 
the late happenings, however, which, by 
a sort o f tacit consent, were barred. It 
was the older members o f  the posse who 
did most o f the talking, while the young­
sters listened to tales o f  the cliff-bound, 
horseshoe valley that lay below them, 
and how it got its name o f “ Devil’ s 
Pocket” in the old steamboat day?, when 
the river, a glimpse o f whose -unlit sur­
face appeared in the distance, ran into 
the valley on one side of a sugar-loaf 
hill that >tood between the places where 
the heel calks should be. and out on its 
other side.

They told how the Prairie Cbuvn, one 
of the steamboats which plied on the 
river in those days, had been wrecked in 
the upper entrance, and how her carcass 
had earned the passage to sib up. so rhe 
river made a cut-off, which it bad been
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rasing ever since, and which left Devil’s 
Pocket entirely outside its scheme o f 
things. The Prairie Queen had been 
swallowed up, and was never found.

They told o f  the coming o f Professor 
Drake, and o f the enterprising land 
shark who had sold him the valley at 
several times its value— if, indeed, it 
had any value, which they doubted. 
They talked while the sun traveled far 
on its westward way, and until the shad­
ows grew so long that one o f the men 
voiced the uneasiness that beset them 
all

“I wonder what’s gone wrong with 
Fan wood an’ Monty?” he said. “ We 
ain’t bearin’ a peep outen ’em for the 
best end o ’ three hours, I reckon.”

“Le’s go’n see,”  suggested another, o f 
a more venturesome disposition than his 
fellows.

“An’ get half a dozen charges o ’ buck­
shot outer that there young Gatlin’ what 
that Tremaine galoot’s a-totin’. Not 
any!” declared the first speaker, with 
great decision.

“ Rats!”  exclaimed the venturesome 
one. “ If this feller is ol’ Jack Tre­
maine's boy, which seems likely, he 
won’t fire on no unarmed man; not 
without warnin’. I’m a-goin’ ! W ho’s 
with me?”

Now, in the lifetime o f John Tre­
maine, senior, his name had been a 
household word in that part o f  the coun­
try, when politics or finance of the more 
strenuous sort were matters o f discus­
sion; and he had held always the en­
viable reputation o f being a square man.

Partly assured by the possibility that 
young Tremaine might be his son, which 
was the fact, and partly because the 
others were ashamed to remain behind, 
they followed their self-appointed leader 
across the swaying bridge.

No one challenged than. Except for 
themselves, there was no human being 
there on that little plateau. Its surface 
was rock strewn, as though the giant 
workman who had made it and its par­
ent cliff, had shaken his apron, wherein 
many chips had gathered, after finishing 
his work. But still, the place was hard­
ly more than a hundred feet in diameter, 
and it did not take long for that posse,

nearly forty strong, to search it. But o f 
Tremaine and Fan wood no sign could 
they fipd.

They had swept the little plain, as 
though a seine had been drawn over it, 
and, having finished, they were about to 
scatter and do it again, when the voice 
o f one o f their number, raised in warn­
ing, rang out:

“ Run, boys! Run, if ye wanter git 
back! Quick!”

Without stopping to question, they 
ran. The frail bridge swayed threaten­
ingly under the pounding of their feet, 
but it held, and passed the last man 
over. Hardly had he set foot on solid 
ground when the fire-eaten oak col­
lapsed. A  great branch came crashing 
down, and, falling across the bridge, 
carried it away into the abyss below. 
The last man shuddered.

“ Fanwood an’ Monty is likely to stay 
thar now,”  said he. “ Anyhow, till we 
c’n rig up some sort o ’ contraption t’ get 
’em back over here.”

"They ain’t there,”  objected the first 
man who crossed.

“ They ain’t nowheres else,”  retorted 
the last. “ An’ if they ain’t there, where 
are they T

The question was unanswerable. Puz­
zled, and vainly trying to hit upon some 
theory which would coincide approxi­
mately with the facts as known, they 
waited for a little, then for a little more, 
and so on, hoping^against hope that each 
minute might bring some token o f  the 
missing men. At last they departed, and 
returned sadly and wonderingly to the 
little town whence they had come.

CHAPTER IV.
A T H U M P  C A R D .

TpHEIR way led them by the door o f 
* Pod Willis' store. They were 

passing it in order to gain the more con­
genial atmosphere o f  the Blue Eagle 
Hotel, when sudilenlv^ach man stopped 
short, as though a voice which came 
from the store had been an invisible bar­
rier against which he had run. Eor the 
voice was that o f Fanwood.

"N o use, Pod,”  the sheriff was saying 
laughingly. “ You thought you was
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mighty smart, buyin’ up Devil’s Pocket 
at tii' tax sale, but a mineral claim 
makes that title o ’ youm  look like a last 
year's bird’s nest; an’ that’s what yer 
up against.”

“ Mineral! In Devil’s Pocket?”  
scoffed Pod shrilly. “ Why, there ain’t 
nothin’ thar outside o ’ malpai rock—  
onlv river silt.”

Does this look like river silt?”
Thi time it was Tremaine who spoke. 

The posse stampeded into the store, and 
arrived in time to see Saul Perrine smil­
ing fatuou ly at Pod; to see Fanwood 
and Tremaine also smiling at Pod, as 
Tremaine, taking a canvas bag from his 
pocket, poured its contents out on a 
counter. U ithout stopping to question, 
all the posse crowded about that little 
pile o f what looked like coarse, reddish- 
brown sand.

There wa- hardly one o f those pres­
ent who did not have a touch o f  the gold 
fever in his blood; hardly one who did 
not know more than a little o f practical 
mining. Several were experts. It was 
one o f the oldest o f these who first 
spoke.

"Why, this ain't no natur’l ore,”  said 
he. '’It’ s free-millin’ concentrate; an’ 
mighty high-grade concentrate at that,
if I’m any judge.”

"It came om o f the mine as you see 
it," said Tremaine.

"It came outer th’ ar<astre that way,
maybe," whined Pod, who himself was 
a miner of no mean skill.

"Have you seen any arrastres in 
Devil’s Podcet? ‘ asked Fanwood jeer- 
ingly. "I tell yuh. oi’-tuner, I was thar 
when that little hag w.n tilled.

"You got ter prove it, an’ prove it 
good an" plenty!’'' indeed Pod. “ D ’you 
think !'m gonter sit down an' let yuh 
swindle me outer land what I paid tor, 
by saltin' a bole in river silt, an claimin’ 
you have a mine thar ? You gottcr show 
me, 1 say! An' don't iTrgit liters a 
warrant what ain't served yit."

"The one fer Saul ? That won’t stick; 
not with such a witness as Mr. Tre­
maine in court. Y'u'd know that, if ye 
had th' -erne ye was born with. Pod,” 
said the sheriff carelessly.

” 1 hen l e’n swear out one ter this

here man Tremaine, can’t I?”  asked 
Pod.

“ Yes, Pod, you can. But you won’t !”
“ Why won’t I?”
“ Because, Pod. yon’d rather have 

them scars than t’  nave one—just one 
— round yer neck. We don’t like men 
what lie about women, Pod. Now, you 
see, I’m sheriff. I couldn’t have nothin’ 
to do with no lynchin’. But there’s 
others that ain’t sheriffs, an’ I’m strong 
under th’ impression that the reason 
that you’re allowed t’  live is because 
seein’ the oP professor gettin’ rich from 
this here mine will punish you worse 
than hangin’ could. D ’you get me?”

Pod comprehended. He did not lack 
quickness o f perception, and a man 
would have been dull, indeed, not to 
have understood the growl o f assent 
with which Fanwood’s words were 
greeted by the others. Still, he ventured 
a question.

“ Whar is this mine?”  he demanded 
incredulously.

“ It has a sort o ’  double entrance, 
Pod,”  answered Fanwood. “ One mouth 
is right under the place where that oak 
was, an’ that’s where we came out. 
T ’other is on that little mesa that th’ 
bridge led to.”

“ I ’m goin’ t’ have a look at th’ inside 
o ’ that shaft,”  said Pod.

“ Yes, you are—not 1”  cried the sher­
iff.

Then, to the astonishment not only 
o f  Pod, but o f all the posse, Fanwood 
threw back his head and laughed Tre­
maine joined in, and Saul snickered 
foolishly in sympathy.

But all, and especially Pod, were fated 
to be puzzled still more in the days that 
followed.

Pod was a storekeeper only, it was 
said, because he could not bear the 
thought that had he not been an occa­
sional wandering dollar might have es­
caped him. His real business was that 
of a speculator in mines, and at thi- he 
was most successful. When Fanwood 
mentioned the mental suffering w hich 
would beset the man upon learning that 
this mine, which he had missed only by 
the power of an overriding mineral 
claim, was enriching its possessor, the
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sheriff had in no way exaggerated the 
facts.

Pod's store was left to the mercy o f  
underlings, while its owner haunted the 
guarded mouth o f the shaft in frantic 
but vain quest of information as to what 
lay below.

As to the nature o f the shaft itself, he 
was sure; it was simply a blowhole in 
the volcanic rock, o f which there were 
many in those cliffs, as in nearly all 
others o f a similar nature. Another 
blowhole, he supposed, opened upon 
that pinnacle, its mouth concealed by 
some clump o f brushwood or fragment 
of rock, which connected with the first.

Both of these blowholes, he fancied, 
had been discovered by Saul Perrine. 
For Saul, like many half-witted people, 
was eternally wandering about the coun­
try, investigating each stick, stone, or 
stump in an aimless sort o f  way.

Thus far Pod felt that his supposi­
tions were substantially correct, and, as 
a matter o f fact, they* were absolutely 
so. But farther than this he could ven­
ture only wild guesses.

Despite the old proverb which says 
that “gold is where you find it,”  Pod 
could not imagine how ore o f any sort 
ever came to be found in Devil’s Pocket. 
It was against all rule and precedent. 
And another source o f  keen sorrow was 
the way that the mine was being worked. 
No improved machinery was to be seen 
—no machinery of any sort. Sacks of 
ore were dragged from the mouth o f the 
pit, packed upon burros for transporta­
tion to the railway, and shipped. Pod’s 
health actually began to fail under the 
strain.

CHAPTER VI.
GONE EAST.

A N E  morning, for the hundredth tim^ 
^  Pod sought the shaft where Fan- 
wood was seated, a sawed-off shotgun 
across his knees. The burro train had 
been gone tor some time, and the sheriff 

lonely. Pod hoped.
"I hear tell that th’ perfessor has 

gone East," he ventured to remark.
"Yes," replied Fanwood, “he’s went. 

Him an' Tremaine, an’ Maisie, ari' Saul.

An' Monty went, too. I  reckon there’ll 
be a weddin’, maybe, before they git 
back” ,

“ I irefckon so,”  said Pod, much en­
couraged; for it had been long since 
Fanwood had spoken with him to this 
length, “ Who’s in charge o f th' mine, 
now that Tremaine has gone?”

“ Me,”  replied the sheriff tersely.
“ Fact?”  asked Pod deferentially.
The other did not answer in words, 

but, pulling a paper from his pocket, 
handed it over. Pod unfolded it and 
read, his eyes growing bright with hope 
as he did so.

“ But this is a power o f attorney!”  he 
cried. “ He wants you t’ sell it for him.”

“ I know,”  said the sheriff. “That’s 
what he wants. But I'm afraid to; that’s 
a fact.”

“ Afraid ?”  echoed Pod, with a puzzled 
frown. “ Afraid o ’ what?”

“ Well,”  mused the sheriff, “ the title’s 
th’ trouble. I ain’t so blamed sure that 
th' perfessor can give one. I ’m begin­
ning t’ fear that ne ain’t quite right, 
Pod.”

“ You mean-------’ ’ cried Pod, pointing
to his own forehead.

Fanwood nodded.
“ But what’s he done to make you 

think that ?”  cried the other.
“ It ain’t so much what he done,”  re­

plied the sheriff judicially. “ No, not 
so much what he done as what he wants 
me to do; about sellin’ this here mine,
I mean.”

“ Well, what does he want ?”
“ It’s like this: The perfessor, he 

comes to me an’ says that she’s peterin’ 
out. Now, I don't say he’s wrong; I 
think very like he’s got the right o f it. 
But that ain’t here nor there. He says 
it is, like I said, goin’ to peter out, an’ he 
don’t want no one to get stuck in buyin’ 
no mine o ’ his. So he won’t let me take 
no more than he paid fer Devil’s Pocket 
when he bought th’ land; before he got 
stuck fer taxes, an’ you bought it.”

“ That was eight thousand!”  cried 
Pod eagerly.

“ Eight thousand it was/’ agreed Fan- 
wood. “ Now, you know, Pod, an’ I 
know, that when a man won’t take no
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rrioru’ii eight thousand, when he could 
g it----- ”

“ That’s just because he’s an honest 
man!" cried Pod, with virtuous indig­
nation at the implied slur on the profes­
sor', sanity that was heautifui to see. 
‘ Ain't you got none o ' th' finer feehn’s, 
Fanwood ?”

“ Guess not,”  replied Fanwood, shak­
ing his head.

“ W ho’ve you offered the mine to?”
“ Nobody. I ’m afraid to, like I said.”
Pod entertained no fear. He would 

take the risk o f  the title being attacked 
on the ground o f  the old professor’s in­
sanity. He would give the eight thou­
sand, cash ibm i, and so secure the min­
eral claim, as he already held the title 
to the rest o f  Devil’s Pocket. And Fan- 
woth I at last consented. His instruc­
tion- forced him to, he said.

News of such a transfer travels fast. 
!n '"me unexplained way most o f ’ the 
town had heard o f  it by the time the 
transaction was completed. And practi­
cally all o f  the town accompanied the 
owner and Fanwood as they returned to 
the shaft, and followed them into it.

It was not easy going. It was long 
and steep, and frequently so small that 
a man could hardly squeeze through. 
But the men, driven by curiosity s$ long 
restrained, did not mind that.

After they had traveled what seemed 
to be a mile o r  more, the natural tunnel 
ended suddenly in a chamber o f  consid­

erable size. With a curious smile upon 
his face, the sheriff held up his lantern 
and turned to the purchaser of the mine.

“ Well, here she is, Pod,”  he said.
Not only Pod, but all, looked around 

them curiously. No one ever had seen a 
mine timbered as this one was. It even 
was floored, and the roof beams were 
upheld bv knees, such as are used in 
shipbuilding.

A  light o f  sudden comprehension 
came into the face o f  one of the older 
men. Talcing the lantern, he held it so 
that its light fell upon a mass of broken 
and rusted machinery. Then he roared 
with laughter.

“ It’s th’ wreck o ’ th’ long-lost Prairie 
Queen!”  he shouted. “ The place is 
rightly named. Old Nick just took that 
ship an’ put it in his pocket. Why, boys, 
she was loaded with concentrates from 
th’ Nigger Ben Mine when she struck 
an’ went down, an’ got buried up in that 
thar silt. I ’d plumb forgot it till now. 
Why, there must be nigh onto half a 
million------ ”

He stopped and looked about him. 
None o f  the concentrate was to be seen. 
All had been swept clean.

Smilingly Fanwood looked at Pod.
“ There was half a million, Pod,”  he 

said softly. “  Yes, there was 1 But there 
ain’t no morel Old Saul Perrine and 
th* perfessor found it first, an’ Mr. Tre­
maine came to help get it out You see, 
it don’t pav always to be so smart, Pbd 
W illis!"

Difficult Shopping
IJ E  walked slowly up to the counter in the great emporium, and stammeffcd some- 
* thing about lace to the man Itehind the counter.

"T-acc, sir?" said the salesman. “Certainly, sir. We have the largest stock 
in the city. Will Valenciennes lace do yujj? Jones! \'alendennes forward

“ But I only—— " began the shopper.
' Or, perhaps, some point lace? Our lace trade revolves very largely on the 

variety. Smith! Face forward!"
'■"Well— e r -----"
“We have every variety, sir, don’t you worry. We shall be able to suit you," 

,  “ I know, but—— "
“ Here is the Valenciennes. Not what you require ? Then what lace would 

you like, sir?”
•‘I want a shoe lace, please!”



(A COMPLETE NOVELETTE)

CH APTER I.
AN UNKNOW N GUEST. .

f f p a jfo t 'S IX G  himself with a start,
lar-J^S as stoCK̂  at door ° f  the 

; y J| music room, George Hamilton 
* glanced sharply at the face o f 

his wife, who had spoken to 
him quietly. Following the direction o f 
Mrs. Hamilton’s glance, her husband’s 
gaze rested on a tall, grave, clean-shaven 
man o f  about twenty-six, who, immacu­
lately clad in evening dress, was looking 
thoughtfully toward a little group that 
surrounded a well-known prima donna 
whose voice soon was to be heard by 
the guests at Mrs. Hamilton’s recep­
tion.

■‘W ho is he, George?”  Mrs. Hamil­
ton repeated, as her husband continued 
to gaze at the stranger.

Frowning slightly, Hamilton shook 
his head.

"I  don't know the man,” he said. " I f  
you did n <t invite him here, he probably 
is some friend ■ f Estelle’s."

" a o ,”  replie l Mr*. Hamilton decisive­
ly; l 'telle ha> ti ld me that she does 
not know him. and that she ha* n-> recol­
lection of having met him before.'”

shrugged his shoulders, and 
wa* .* * ut to turn away when his wife 
went on thought fully:

“ He certainly has the appearance of 
a gentleman, but a gentleman does not 
visit a house at such a time as this 
without an invitation. Then, too, there 
is something strange in his conduct. He 
does not appear to know any one, 
though I have observed several persons 
looking at him curiously. Twice I met 
him face to face, but each time he was 
careful to avoid_my glance. With his 
hands clasped behind him, he’s been 
wandering through the halls, and only 
five minutes ago 1 saw him coming out 
o f  the library.”

Again Hamilton shrugged his shoul­
ders.

“ Well, that is not strange,”  he said. 
“ He probably went in there to have a 
smoke, and—:— ”

“ But if the man’s a stranger------ ”
“ I’ll speak to him,”  Hamilton inter­

rupted impatiently.
Still watching the object o f her cu­

riosity, Mrs. Hamilton moved slowly 
away, leaving her husband standing 
where she had met him.

A  few moments later a man and 
woman approached the door o f  the mu­
sic room- The man was tall, robust, 
and handsome, somewhat under middle 
age, and wore a black mustache and 
goatee. Hamilton nodded to him genial­
ly, and laid a hand on one o f his arms.
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"i i ■mu.” he said confidentially, “your 

knowledge of Washington society is 
rather better than mine, so perhaps you 
can ft II me the name o f that chap over
yofuirr r"

Count Probinsky glanced carelessly at 
the man his host had pointed out to 
him. tie shook his head.

“ No. no,”  hg, drawled. “ I’m afraid
I —  "

He stopped suddenly, and Hamilton 
sau him give a little start as he re­
garded the stranger more searchingly; 
then the color left his face, and his eyes 
grew wider. In a low voice, he mut­
tered something that escaped the ears 
o f his host,

“ Ah, you do know him, then?”  said 
Hamilton, with a smile.

“ fhit what the deuce is he doing 
here." growled Probinsky, as if speak­
ing to himself.

.Mrs, Lunsford, who had accom­
panied Count Probinsky to the door, had 
turned aside to speak with a friend who 
was paving. Site now approached 
Hamilton, and bid a hand on his arm.

“ Who is that good-busking man over 
there, Mr. Hamilton?" she asked pleas­
antly.

“ That, my dear Mrs. Lunsford, is the 
question I have just put to the count,”
said Hamilton.

Prohinskv frowned, hesitated, then 
addressed the young woman.

*'[ am compelled lo ask your indul­
gence for a few moments, Mrs. Loris- 
firrd." he said gravely. “ It is neces­
sary that I should have a word with Mr. 
Hamilton."

Smiling graciously, the young woman
bowed, and moved away.

“ Hamilton, what is that fellow doing 
here?" Ptdhinsky demanded cuftly. 
draw tug his host to a position outside 
the door.

11 ami Hon shrugged his shoulders.
"Hang me j f  I know, count," he an­

swered carelessly. “ From what I have 
said, it should be dear to you that I do 
not even know his name."

“ But he is your guest,” Probinsky 
protested.

Hamilton shook his head.
“No," he replied. “ So tar as I have

been able to learn, he came here unin­
vited. He is unknown to both Mrs. 
Hamilton and my daughter.”

The expression o f gravity on the 
count’s face grew deeper.

“ Who is he?”  Hamilton demanded 
abruptly.

“Stalkenberg.”
“ Indeed! .And who is Stalkenberg? 

I am scarcely wiser than I was before.”
Frowning again, Probinsky regarded 

his host incredulously.
“ Come, Hamilton, don’t tell me that,” 

he grumbled. “ You are too well in­
formed concerning movements on the 
chessboard o f  diplomacy to be ignorant 
o f  this fellow’s name, at least.”

“ I know nothing o f  the man or his 
name,”  Hamilton replied, looking at the 
count steadily.

Stepping to the door again, Probinsky 
directed another searching glance at the 
tall stranger.

“ Yes, it is the same,”  he muttered. 
“ He wore a pointed beard when he was 
in Europe last winter, and he now ap­
pears to be much younger than he was 
before. But it is Stalkenberg. Hamil­
ton, there is something afoot here.”

Hamilton’s eyes narrowed. “ Well, 
count, you still have me guessing,”  he 
said irritably.

"The fact is, I ’m doing some myself,”  
Probin.-ky replied abstractedly. He 
paused a moment, then went on: “ The 
man, as I have said, is Stalkenberg. The 
name means nothing so far as his na­
tionality is concerned. He may be 
French. English, even American— I 
don’t know. There is no doubt, how­
ever, that he is a secret agent in the 
sen ice of some powerful government, 
and that in his peculiar sphere o f use­
fulness he is without a peer. So far as 
I can learn, he has made only two ap­
pearances. These were in Paris last 
winter. There he slapped the face o f 
Baron Vonderhusser, w ho was supposed 
to be in possession of certain informa­
tion that had to do with a secret treaty 
between the United States and England. 
Vonderhusser had to challenge, o f 
course, and------"

Hamilton gave a little start. "Ah. I 
remember now!”  he exclaimed. “They
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fought in Belgium, and Vonderhusser 
was shot.”

"True,”  assented the Russian. “ And 
Vonderhusser's secretary immediately 
and mysteriously disappeared.”

“And you say that Stalkenberg ap­
peared again?”  Hamilton asked.

“ Yes. Certain documents disap­
peared from the office o f  the Japanese 
minister to France shortly after the 

\minister Had seen Stalkenberg passing 
through one o f  his halls. How the fel­
low had entered the place no one was 
able to explain, but there is little doubt 
that he was responsible for the loss.”  

“What was the nature o f the docu­
ments ?”

Probinsky hesitated. “ They were 
supposed to be copies o f  important notes 
written by the United States secretary 
o f state to the French minister o f 
foreign affairs relative to the relations 
o f the United States, France, and Rus­
sia in the Far East.”

Hamilton, toying nervously with his 
watch fob, nodded abstractedly to one 
o f  his guests who had bowed to him.

“And that’s all you know?”  he que­
ried, moodily addressing the Russian.

“ That’s all,”  answered Probinsky. 
“ There is little doubt in my mind, how­
ever, that he is here for some purpose 
other than meeting your guests. Some 
sort o f  trouble is brewing—that is cer­
tain. Fortunately dueling is not in 
fashion over here. He has a way o f  
compelling diplomats and secret agents 
to fight him, and he is as expert with 
the sword as with the pistol, they say.”  

Turning abruptly, Count Probinsky 
gave his arm to Mrs. Lorisford, and, 
nodding to Hamilton, entered the music 
room, from which the mysterious stran­
ger had disappeared,

It was in the hall, about three minutes 
later, that Hamilton finally discovered 
the man he had been told was Stalken­
berg. The stranger was about to re­
enter the music room when Hamilton 
tapped him on the shoulder.

Turning deliberately, Stalkenberg 
looked at his host with an expression 
o f  grave interrogation, and Hamilton 
saw that the gray eyes o f  the stranger 
were as cold as steel.

CHAPTER II.
A DOUBTFUL SITUATION.

have not met, I think,” said Ham­
ilton, smiling faintly, as the stran­

ger glanced thoughtfully toward the rap­
idly filling music room. “ Your name 
is Stalkepberg, I believe?”

The gaze o f the stranger fell, but in 
a mospent he looked up again.

“ Y6u have been misinformed,”  he re­
plied coldly. “ I am Lyndhurst— of the 
army— Lieutenant Lyndhurst.”

Hamilton nodded, but a strange pallor 
overspread his face as he slipped a hand 
under one o f the arms o f  the man with 
whom he was speaking.

“ Let us smoke— in the library,”  he 
said, with an effort at cheerfulness.

Without further speech, the two men 
slowly ascended the stairs, and entered 
the sumptuously furnished library on 
the second floor. Hamilton wheeled an 
easy-cbair toward another that stood 
beside a table.

“W ill you be seated, Mr.— Lynd­
hurst?”  he asked.

Nodding curtly, Lyndhurst leaned 
against the table.

“ There are cigars in a box beside 
you,” Hamilton went on easily, as he 
sank into one o f  the chairs.

Without speaking’, the uninvited guest 
took a silver case from one o f  his pock­
ets, and drew out a cigarette. Hamil­
ton lighted a cigar. He was the first 
to speak.

“ The fact that I have spent several 
years abroad will account for my not 
being as familiar as I might be with the 
army list,”  he said suggestively. “ De­
spite my ignorance concerning your 
identity, I made every reasonable effort 
to correct it. When I saw you here to­
night, I naturally inferred that- Mrs. 
Hamilton had the pleasure o f your ac­
quaintance, bat------ •”

“ I regret that I never have had the 
pleasure o f meeting Mrs. Hamilton,” 
Lyndhurst interrupted quietly.

“ You accompanied one o f the invited 
guests, perhaps?”

“ No, Mr. Hamilton, I came alone.”
“ May I ask, then, what your motive 

was in coming here-?”
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l.uidhum , sitting on the table, was 
sw inging one foot idlv a* he puffed eas­
ily .it his cigarette. 11 is gaze was rest­
ing on the floor.

For several moments Hamilton wait­
ed for an answer to his question; then, 
as this was not forthcoming, be crossed 
the r >m, and halted in front o f  a b o k -  
t ;i<  I‘'mm one o f the shelves he took 
a cloth-bound Volume, and quickly 
turned it< pages. At length he turned 
to Lyndhurst.

Your name does not appear in the
army register, sir," he said sharply. 
"W e11, why do y u  not speak? Who 
are >ou? Why are you here? I f  you 
do not answer me at once, sir, it will 
be my duty to detain you here while I 
summon the police,'"

"That is precisely the course I should 
advise you n> pursue. Mr. Hamilton,”  
the strange visitor answered carelessly.

An expression o f wonder settled on 
Hamilton's face.

' You would advise me to send for 
the police?" he muttered incredulously.

"That is a question which you may 
easily decide for yourself after an in­
spection of your sate.”  answered I.ynd- 
hur-t.

“ My—my safe!”  gasped Hamilton.
F £ is glance darted in the direction

»>f a large safe that stood in one comer 
o f the library. In another moment the 
safe (low was oj>en, and its owner was 
peering inside. The face he turned to 
the still ca l ns Lyndhurst was livid.

"What devil's work is this?”  he de­
manded. in a shaking voice.

I.yndhair-t shrugged his shoulders. 
"It is for (he purpose o f identifying 
that particular devil that I am here," 
he said.

"It's you—you’.” cried Hamilton, in a 
strident voice. “ You are the thief l The
count was right. You are Sudkenberg, 
and------

"Ah. it was Probinsky, then, who 
recognized me?” the straqger muttered.

Hamilton went on :
"You hare appeared here under an

alias, but the power that protected you 
in Europe will not avail you here.”

Trembling violently, the angry man 
rushed toward an electric button on the

wall. Before he reached it, however, 
Lyndhurst, darting toward him, grasper  ̂
his wrist

“ Stop!”  the younger man command­
ed calmly. “ Upon reflection, I should 
advise against summoning the police.”

CH APTER III.
A  CHANGE OF FRONT.

C O R  several seconds each looked into 
s the eyes o f  the other; then, with 
an effort, Hamilton seemed to regain 
his self-control. His pale features as­
sumed a haggard expression, but his 
eyes grew clear and cold.

“ It is better that we should speak 
quietly,”  Lyndhurst said.

“ Well, release me, then,”  Hamilton 
replied.

“ O f course,”  said Lyndhurst. “ And, 
with your permission, I will close the 
door.”

Without so much as a glance over 
his shoulder to assure himself that he 
was not threatened with an attack from 
behind, Lyndhurst briskly crossed the 
room, and closed the big door that com­
municated with the hall. This done, he 
returned to the table on which he had 
been sitting a few minutes before.

“ Yes. Hamilton, it is far better that 
we should speak quietly,”  he said. 
“ Now, sit down.”

There was something compelling in 
the manner in which the last words 
were uttered, and a faint tinge o f  color 
stole into Hamilton’s cheeks. He hesi­
tated ; then, mov mg slowly, returned to 
his chair, and seated himself.

"You want to be sure that your con­
federate has sufficient time to get away, 
ehr”  he muttered. “ Well, an hour or 
two will make little difference to him—  
or me, I guess.”

"The person who made off with the 
contents o f  that safe was no confeder­
ate o f  mine, Hamilton,”  Lyndhurst ex­
plained. "The safe had been rifled be­
fore I reached it.”

"That was most unfortunate for you, 
wasn’t it?”

“ You are right. Ft «a « most unfor­
tunate.”

“ You will admit that you came to*
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this house for the purpose o f opening 
that safe?”  demanded Hamilton.

“ Yes, I will admit all that,”  answered 
the man, after a pause.

Some o f the light in Hamilton's eyes 
went out.

“ And why?”
“ Because, as a member o f the mili­

tary department o f  secret intelligence, 
I sought a certain paper which was 
stolen from the office o f  the secretary 
o f war at eleven o ’clock this morning.”

For a moment the older man seemed 
to be on the verge o f collapse.

“ Indeed l” he murmured, in a quaver­
ing voice! “ And have you any idea 
what that document might be?”

“ Yes. It was a formula for com­
pounding a preparation which must be 
known only to certain officials o f  the 
United States -government—a prepara­
tion which is called ‘Explosive G’— the 
most powerful explosive known to sci­
ence.”

“ What reason have you for suppos­
ing that document was in my safe ?”  de­
manded the host falteringly.

"I have no reason for supposing it,”  
the other retorted curtly; “ I have in­
formation on which to base positive 
knowledge o f the fact.”

“ Ah F  Hamilton gasped. “ You have 
a spy among my servants, then ?”

“That suspicion is tantamount to a 
confession o f guilt, I think,”  laughed 
Lyndhurst.

“ You lie I”  fairly shrieked Hamilton, 
as he staggered to his feet. “ I know 
nothing o f the existence o f any such 
document, nor do you. My safe has 
been robbed— robbed o f money, jewels, 
valuable securities. You and one or 
more o f  your confederates are the per­
petrators o f the crime. As you have 
said, it is a matter for the police, and I 
shall summon them.”

With a shrug o f his shoulders, Lynd­
hurst settled farther back on the table, 
and clasped one o f his knees.

“Well, let us have the police, then,”  
he said resignedly.

Again Hamilton started in the direc­
tion o f the electric button. He had 
taken only a few steps, however, when

he stopped, and turned his haggard face 
toward his visitor.

Lyndhurst smiled grinfly as he 
marked the hesitation o f  his'host.

Hamilton eyed the man irresolutely; 
then, with a muttered exclamation, he 
strode to the door, and locked it, leav­
ing the key in its place, however.

“ Lyndhurst, have you lied to me, 
<?r have you spoken the truth?”  he de­
manded’ hoarsely.

“ I have told you nothing but the 
truth,”  the man replied calmly. “ I have 
informed you that a valuable document 
was stolen from the office o f  the secre­
tary o f  war this morning, and that it 
is known to have come into your posses­
sion. It is imperative that this docu­
ment be returned to the proper authori­
ties without delay. The task o f re­
covering it has been assigned to me.”

“ What reason have you for assert­
ing that the document came into my 
possession ?”  Hamilton asked.

“That is my affair,”  said Lyndhurst 
shortlyr “ Under the circumstances, we 
will have time to consider only what 
may have happened to the document 
since its arrival in your house,”

“ Before we proceed further, you will 
have to prove to me that it really was 
brought into this building,”  Hamilton 
retorted.

“ That is quite unnecessary,” said 
Lyndhurst irritably. “ I shall only take 
time to say that when you entered this 
house, a little after five o'clock, the pa­
per o f  which I have spoken was in a 
black wallet that you carried in an in­
side pocket o f  your coat* At fifteen 
minutes after five you entered this 
room, took out your wallet, and, after 
placing the paper in an envelope, put it 
in a secret drawer o f your safe. For 
the next half hour you were occupied 
reading and writing letters at your desk 
in this room. You then went to your 
sleeping room, and dressed for dinner, 
which was served at ten minutes before 
seven. Owing to the fact that prepara­
tions for Mrs, Hamilton’s reception to­
night still were incomplete, you and 
Mrs. Hamilton dined hurriedly, both 
rising from the table at half past seven. 
You at once went to the library, where,
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after lighting a cigar, yott walked the 
Hour fur several minutes, pausing once 
in front of the safe in order to assure 
Vour-elf that it was indeed locked. You 
«ill admit, 1 think, that all this hap­
pened in the manner in which I have 
related it”

i I'-anng id- throat, Hamilton leaned 
firm aril. "Ai what time did you enter 
the hnu-t-;'’ he a#*r.(L in a rasping voics^

'Three minutes after nine.”
' And you came at once to the li­

brary:”
‘ No. You and three others were 

smoking here at the time. It was not 
until twenty minute* later that, finding
the apartment unoccupied, I made bold 
t > t-liter/’

‘You opened tnv safe, then/’
-Y e- ”
'You found it unlocked/'

” 1 did,”
"Y ou were prepared to open it in the 

event o f  finding it secured by the com­
bination lock / '

“I was/’
"Did you have the combination / '
"No.”
Again Hamilton sank weakly back 

into his chair. “Ah I Safe breaking 
appears to he one of your specialties, I 
-.re." he sighed,

"I open sates uttly in the interests of 
justice and tire national welfare,” l.ynd- 
iutr-i replied calmly.

Hamilton passed a shaking hand over 
his eye  ̂ At tetigih he roused himself 
v. ilh a start.

"Weil,” he said impatiently. *'vou 
f"iind the -afe duqr unlocked, you say 
—did ymi make an examination of the 
interior?"

"Yc>. I found that all the safe con­
tain® l had kepi removed. [ examined 
the secret drawer also, and found it
empty.”

U ith a groan, Hamilton hid his face 
in his hands.

"i rune!” exclaimed Lend hurst sharp­
ly. "Already I have told you enough 
to ettttvtnec you that until 1 opened the 
d<X>r of that safe I had not been work­
ing in the dark. It is up to you now 
!«'----- ”

“You have lied—lied—lied f * cried

Hamilton shrilly. “ You have had me 
watched by one o f  your confederates 
—one o f  the servants in my house. I 
did out an envelope in the secret draw­
er, but what it contained was not------ "

H*e paused abruptly as Lyndhurst 
held up a warning hand. The knob of 
the locked door that communicated with 
the hall was moving. The face o f Lynd­
hurst paled slightly as he listened 
breathlessly. The newcomer apparently 
was not to be denied admittance, for the 
knob and latch were rattled more vigor­
ously. In a few moments the rattling 
ceased; then there fell on the.door a 
series o f sharp knocks.

Hurrying to Hamilton, Lyndhurst 
laid a hand on one o f  his arms.

“ He must not find me here,”  he said 
quietly.

There—there— through that door!”  
Hamilton directed, pointing to a large 
portiere at the farther end o f  the room.

Snatehing aside the heavy curtain, 
Lyndhurst saw that it concealed a door. 
In another moment he had this open and 
passed into a small apartment, which 
apparently was a study. In partly dos­
ing the door, he left a space o f about 
half an inch through which he might 
peer into the library and thus obtain a 
vie ii of the person who was about to 
enter it

As Lyndhurst watched, Hamilton, 
moving toward the door, disappeared 
from the range o f  his vision.

L’or several moments all was still; 
then the knocking was resumed, and 
now it was louder and more imperative 
than before.

"W hy the deuce doesn’t he open it?” 
Lyndhurst grumbled, after he had wait­
ed for nearly a minute.

As he continued to listen, it suddenly 
occurred to him that there was some­
thing sinister in the silence that had 
fallen upon Hamilton. At the risk o f  
being seen bv the person who was de­
manding admission, Lyndhurst opened 
wider the door behind which he had 
been standing, and thrust his head into 
the library. Scarcely had he done so 
when there fell from his lips a half- 
stifled exclamation o f  astonishment and 
horror.
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Across a couch lay Hamilton, whose 
head and extended arms were moving 
spasmodically. A. grayness had settled 
on his face, and on his white shirt front 
was a rapidly widening crimson stain. 
From the discolored bosom protruded 
something which glittered ominously.

It was the jeweled handle o f  a little 
dagger which Lyndhurst had seen only 
a few minutes before among the paper 
knives on the library table.

CHAPTER IV.
THE MESHES OF SUSPICION.

A FEW rapid, noiseless steps took 
**’ Lyndhurst to Hamilton’s side. But 
death moved more quickly. As the man 
bent over the master o f  the house, 
Hamilton’s eyes were glazing, and his 
heart ceased to beat.

Breathing quickly, and with throb­
bing temples, Lyndhurst drew back. The 
knocking on the door had ceased. He 
listened for a repetition o f  the sounds, 
but the stillness was unbroken.

With the horror that overcame him 
now was a suddenly awakened feeling 
of apprehension. Scarcely more than 
a minute before George Hamilton had 
been a man in perfect health. Now, 
locked in a room with a stranger in the 
houfee, he lay with the blade of a dagger 
through his heart. The blood o f Lynd­
hurst grew chill as he thus found him­
self so suddenly entangled in the meshes 
of circumstantial evidence. Before, he 
had been engaged on a case o f the great­
est international importance— a case 
which required the utmost secrecy, for 
it was one in which the peace o f na­
tions might be involved. Now, not only 
was he face to face with failure in his 
effort to recover secretly the document 
which meant the superiority o f Ameri­
can arms in warfare, but he was con­
fronted by a situation which threat­
ened to brand him with the crime o f  
murder.

In that fateful moment there came to 
Lyndhurst a realization o f the fact that 
one o f the requirements o f the mili­
tary department o f  secret intelligence 
was that its representatives must at all 
times be prepared to sacrifice personal

10B

interests and personal safety to the w< 1- 
fare o f  the service and the nation at 
large. If discovered in the court- o f 
an attempt to filch some state secret 
from a foreign power, it was essential 
that these official spies— some o f whom 
were officers o f  high rank in the army 
and navy— should sacrifice life itself 
rather than reveal the fact thdt they 
were working under government direc­
tion,. f(ht in some cases such a revela­
tion might result even in war.

For two minutes he waited; then, 
moving stealthily, he slowly made a cir­
cuit o f  the room. As he did this, carpet, 
pictures, chairs, and bookshelves were 
swept by his penetrating gaze. It was 
not until he came to the big fireplace 
that he halted. In this a gas log was 
burning brightly. The presence o f and­
irons and a fire screen indicated that 
wood might sometimes give place to gas, 
and, stooping, he leaned into the fire­
place, and glanced up the chimney. His 
face was pale and tense as he retreated, 
and stood upright again.

Lyndhurst had just glanced at a su­
perbly wrought onyx clock on the chim- 
neypiece when his attention was at­
tracted by something which stood a few 
inches away from it. This object was 
o f  blood-red opaque glass, molded in 
the form o f  a goblin, the figure being 
about fourteen inches in height, and 
broad and squat in appearance. The left 
arm o f the figure was behind it; the 
right was extended, and the hand 
seemed to be beckoning some one to 
approach. On the bearded, grinning 
face was an expression o f impish mis­
chief.

For a moment the man looked at the 
red goblin abstractedly; then, shaking 
his head moodily, he muttered:

“ It’s no use. With Hamilton dead, 
it will be possible to find a clew only 
by------ "

The rest o f  the sentence died on his 
lips. While speaking, he had picked up 
the glass figure, and was regarding it 
idly. He now saw that the left hand 
o f  the goblin—the one that had been at 
the back o f the image— was missing.

Moving toward the light, Lyndhurst 
examined the figure critically. He now
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ub.-trit-d that with the hand had disap- 
peaml pari o f the left forearm, and that 
tit she [»oint of severance the glass had 
turn -lightly -pliiin-red. < Haneing next 
a*, ihe bai-e of the image, he saw that 
r  was open.

Frowning .slightly, Lyndhurst took a 
pencil from his picket, and thrust it up 
tho ugh the tigure. A tinge o f color 
if,mu' into hi- cheeks as he returned the 
l-< 10 11 to his pocket. and stepped again 
toward the vli hinnypiece. On the man- 
til he found several grains and two 
spinier- o f crimson glass.

Hat in" replaced the red goblin on the 
■mantel. Lyndhurst glanced again toward 
ihe lifeless figure on the couch; then, 
after a brief period o f hesitation, he 
walked -ofttv to the door. Against this 
he preyed one o f his ears, and listened. 
Sttralitig through the house came a suc- 
COsinil Of low, birdlike notes. The fa­
mous primrt donna had begun to sing 
in the music rcx>m below.

Moving cautiously, Lyndhurst laid a 
hand i n the key, and turned it noise- 
•t-ssh. Then he opened the door. As 
Lt fieered out. he euv the hall was de­
serted.

He act<n 1 quickly now. In another 
moment he was in the hall, and the door 
was dosed behind him. The key stiH 
was in his ham!, and he locked the door 
front the outside. This done, he hur­
ried along 1 lie hi,til. As he reached the 
head of the staircase, however, his luck 
deserted him, for he came face to face 
w ith t ount Prohinsky

The count baited abruptly* stiffened 
•-hghth, then extended a hand.

"I think we ha ve met lie fore, M on­
sieur Stalkcnlterg?" he said gravely.

Regarding the speaker coldly, Lynd- 
httrst shook his head.

T think not." he replied- “ The name 
vou have mentioned is not mine, sir.”

Smiling grimly, Profit risky bowed; 
then, w ith a little shrug, passed on.

Lyndhurst ■-lowly descended the 
stairs. His pale, calm face effectively 
masked the tumult that was raging in 
his mind, for his sensations were those 
i-f a man walking to the place of his 
execution. Scarcely less calamitous, than

the death o f  Hamilton was this meeting 
with Probinsky.

Upon reaching the first floor, Lynd­
hurst made his way to one o f the door­
ways o f the music room. The prima 
donna still was singing, and the throng 
o f  listening guests extended into the 
drawing-room. With searching eyes, he 
scanned the faces o f the men present. 
At length his gaze rested on a tall, ro­
bust man about sixty years o f age—  
a man with a grim, determined, florid 
face, bristling mustache and eyebrows, 
and bushy white hair. It was General 
Huntacre, o f the army.

For more than a minute after Lynd­
hurst had marked his presence, the gen­
eral seemed to be absorbed by the singer, 
then his wandering gaze fell cm the pale 
face of the man in the doorway. As 
their glances met, Lyndhurst raised a 
hand, and appeared to be readjusting 
his cravat. Huntacre rose deliberately.

In a dimly lighted alcove under the 
big stairway, the two men met.

“ What now, Darrow ?”  General Hunt- 
acre demanded brusquely.

CH APTER V.
THE RIGOR OF THE GAME.

f P H E  worst that possibly could hap- 
* pen,”  the younger man replied 

gloomily to the question o f the general.
“ Vou have found no clew as to the 

person who opened the safe ?”
"N o n e ."
A darker flush overspread the florid 

features of the old soldier.
'‘Well, that is bad enough; but what 

the deuce has upset you so ?”
“ I've been putting the thing up to 

Hamilton."
"Did you tell him who you were?”
“ I told him I was Lieutenant Lynd­

hurst, o f the army, and in doing so I 
also revealed the fact that I was con­
nected with the military department o f 
secret intelligence.”

The general frowned. "W as it wise 
to make that clear so soon?" he asked 
thoughtfully,

"l thought so,”
“ W ell:"
Well, while we were talking, Hamil­
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ton locked the door o f  the library, in 
which we were standing. I had just 
put the original theft o f  the formula 
up to him when there was a knock on 
the door. I concealed myself in an 
adjoining room. While I was there, 
Hamilton stabbed himself with a dagger 
that had been lying on the library ta­
ble."

“ Great heavens!’ ’ exclaimed the gen­
eral, in accents o f dismay. “ Is he 
dead ?”

“ He died almost instantly."
Beads o f perspiration began to gather 

on Huntacre’s forehead.
“ Darrow, there is something almost 

uncanny in the manner in which death 
comes to the fellows you go after C* 
Huntacre growled. “These infernal co­
incidences, taken in connection with 
those duds you, fought abroad, have 
given you a reputation which— —”  He 
paused, then added thoughtfully: “ But 
there may be a way out o f it if no one 
saw you leave the room.”

“ Probinsky met me as I was coming 
downstairs."

The brow o f Huntacre grew dark 
again. “The deuce he did!”  he mut­
tered. “ But he did not recognize you, 
of course?"

“On the contrary, he addressed me as 
Stalkenberg.”

General Huntacre’s face began to 
twitch nervously. The fingers with 
which he was tugging at his mustache 
were shaking.

“ Under the circumstances, the sooner 
you get out o f  this the better, Darrow," 
he growled. “ Make a break for it 
now.”

“ You cannot forget that the formula 
for ‘ Explosive G’ has not been found,” 
the young man said grimly.

“ Neither can you or  I forget that, 
should you be charged with the murder 
o f  George Hamilton, the rules o f  the 
service will prevent you from testifying 
that you were here in the interest o f  the 
government," the general said. “ How, 
then, are you to explain your presence 
in this house?”

"I have made my report, sir,”  the 
man answered coldly. “Unless I am 
ordered specifically to leave this place,

I will remain here until the mining 
formula is found.”

Huntacre shrugged his shoulders ir­
ritably.

“ Darrow, you’re a fo o l!”  he muj> 
tered. “ There is no use in staying here 
and inviting danger when it is appai - 
ent that your continued presence in the 
house will lead to nothing.”

“ I a,m convinced that the missing 
forrrfdla still is in this house. I have 
two men watching the doors. Three 
blasts o f an automobile horn will notify 
me when one o f  the guests makes an 
attempt to leave. It is probable that the 
person who had the formula will be the 
first to go.”

“ Well, take your stand outside, then. 
Every moment that you delay leaving 
here will subject you to more suspicion 
and expose you to graver danger.”

“ I stand by the game,”  replied L' nd 
hurst firmly.

“ But if you have no dew------ ”
“ I really am not certain that I have 

not,” said Lyndhurst. “ I am beginning 
to suspect that part o f  the mystery of 
this affair lies in the hand of a n-d 
goblin------ ”

As he paused, an expression o f per 
plexity entered Huntacre’s eyes.

“ In the hand o f  a red goblin he 
muttered, “ What the deuce do you ex­
pect me to understand by such gibber 
ish as this?”

“ Be careful, general," Lyndhurst cau­
tioned quietly. “ The singing has 
stopped, and the guests are beginning 
to leave the music room in their search 
for fresher air.”

Glancing over one o f  his shoulders, 
Huntacre saw that this was true. Then, 
with a muttered imprecation, he turned, 
and strode away.

Lyndhurst retreated farther into the 
shadow, and, with an affectation o f in­
difference, viewed the men and women 
who filed by him on their way from the 
music room. Suddenly he gave a little 
start. His eyes now were turned to­
ward a singularly handsome youru* 
woman, who undoubtedly had SpaniJi 
or Italian blood in her veins. Clad in 
a gown o f scarlet and black, she was
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leaning <m the arm o f  a yuung naval
officer,

Lynilhutst was quick to recognize one 
c i  tlu- noted beautici of the national 
capital—Sen ora Valdorez, the young 
wife o f the elderly minister o f  a South 
American republic.

Scarcely h.i.i the beautiful woman 
parsed Lyndhurst when a hand fell on 
one o f the latter’s shoulders. Turning 
sharply, he looked into the eyes o f  
Count Probin Ay.

" \ word with you, monsieur," the 
count said.

CHAPTER VI.
X  RED C O M B IN A T IO N .

r )  I SPITE the sensation o f a sud- 
denly sinking heart, Lyndhurst 

surveyed Count Probmskv w ith an ex­
pression o f mild infer rogation.

“ I have been to the library in search 
o f Mr. Hamilton," the count went on.

The heart o f  the younger man was 
beating rapidly, but he smiled. "In­
deed?”  he said.

“ The door was locked.” explained 
Probin sky.

"W ell?'' asked 1 ndhurst.
“ When I met you a few minute's ago,

I fancied that you just had left Mr. 
Hamilton. In fact, I saw < ou going up­
stairs with him shortly before the sing­
ing began in the music room.

Lyndhurst nodded. “ That is true,”  
he said. T was in the library with him 
only a few minutes, however.”

"Lid you leave him there:“
“ I did."
“ Were you aware that he had any 

reason for locking the door:"
“ No. There was something in his 

manner, though, that impressed me as 
being a little singular. He seemed 
rather abstracted, and a little agitated, 
perhaps.”

“ Alt!" the count murmured thought­
fully.

Looking sharply at Pronin sky. Lynd­
hurst saw that, though his pale features 
were imperturbable, there was a fe­
verish light in his eyes. It seemed clear 
enough that the count snspeeted that 
something serious had happened to his

host. W as it possible that Probinsky 
had been in league with Hamilton in the 
theft o f  the formula from the office o f 
the secretary o f  war ?

Suddenly dominated by a new im­
pulse, Lyndhurst stepped from under 
the stairway, and looked along the halh 
Scarcely had he done so when Probin- 
sky, following him, laid a hand on one 
o f  his arms.

“ It is strange, is it not, that I should 
have made that mistake on the stair­
way to-night?”  he drawled. “ Why I 
should have mistaken you for Stalken- 
berg, my dear sir, I do not— cannot pos­
sibly—understand.”

But the words thus spoken seemed 
to come to Lyndhurst from a distance. 
At the end o f the hall, near the door 
that led to the street,-Senora Valdorez 
was receiving from a maid her mantilla 
and cloak. And now every nerve of 
Lyndhurst’s body began to tingle. It 
was becoming clear to him that Count 
Probinsky, having marked his interest 
in Senora Valdorez, was attempting to 
distract his attention from her while she 
was preparing to leave the house.

Lyndhurst laughed quietly as he 
turned to the count.

“ That \ ou should mistake me for 
Stalkenberg ?” he said. “ Why, yes, 
count, it was strange— stranger, indeed, 
than you know. The fact is—but let 
us speak o f that̂  matter later. It is Mr. 
Hamilton who concerns us now. The 
door o f  his library is locked, you say?” 

“ Yes. Twice I attempted to enter the 
room for the purpose o f  speaking with 
Mr. Hamilton on a matter o f some im­
portance, but each time I failed to re­
ceive a response to my knocking.” '

“ I. too, am rather anxious to see him, 
count,”  the other said meditatively; and 
as he spoke his gaze wandered to the 
beautiful South American again. “ Shall 
we go to the library together ?”

“ It will give me pleasure to accom­
pany you, monsieur.”  replied the count, 
as he slipped a hand under one o f Lynd­
hurst’s arms.

Side by side, the two men passed 
through the hall and ascended the stair­
way. As they moved along, Lyndhurst 
saw Senora Valdorez flash in the direc-
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tion o f Probinsky a quick glance, in 
which anxiety and amusement seemed 
blended The count appeared not to no­
tice her. The right hand o f  Lyndhurst 
was thrust into a pocket o f  his trousers, 
and his fingers were toying with the li­
brary key.

When the door o f the library was 
reached, Lyndhurst turned the knob.

“It is still locked,”  he said.
He knocked thrice; then, leaning 

closer to the door, he let his right hand 
fall to the knob again. In another mo­
ment he had slipped in the key. As he 
turned this, he muttered:

“Ah, he is unlocking it now.”
The door moved inward.
“After you, count,” said Lyndhurst, 

with a bow.
As the count crossed the threshold 

his companion followed him. Just in­
side the door the younger man halted. 
The horrified gaze o f Probinsky already 
was resting on the figure that lay 
sprawling across the couch. And now 
Lyndhurst spoke again.

“ Count Probinsky, the death o f 
George Hamilton and the rifling o f his 
safe were your WQrk,”  he said. “ And 
here, at the scene o f  your crime, you 
will remain until my return. I will be 
back within half an hour. Meantime, 
attempt to leave here if you dare 1”

With wide, staring eyes and clenched 
hands, the astonished count confronted 
the calm and resolute man who stood 
just inside the door.

“ You—you mean-------”  Probinsky
stammered.

“ I mean that you will wait here for 
— Stalkenberg!” Lyndhurst replied 
grimly.

Stepping back quickly, Lyndhurst 
passed through the doorway. Again he 
closed and locked the door, and dropped 
the key into one o f  his pockets. At the 
head o f the stairway he saw a large 
vase filled with American beauty" roses. 
Before this he halted, and from the vase 
he took one o f  the roses. With this in 
his hand, he descended the stairs.

For more than three minutes Senora 
Valdorez was undergoing one o f  those 
forms o f  martyrdom which is so often 
exacted by popularity. Around her was
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a little group protesting against the 
earliness o f  her departure, and a- -ur- 
ing her that with Washington’s m ist 
charming dancer absent the ball which 
was to follow the musicale would be 
merely a perfunctory affair. Step by 
step, she had worked her way toward 
the door; but each moment there wa- 
another hand to be shaken, another com­
pliment to be acknowledged, and now 
her dittle hand lay in the big palm o f 
one o f  her elderly admirers— General 
Huntacre.

It was whil£ Huntacre was speaking 
that her smile seemed to freeze on her
face, for, glancing toward the stairway, 
she saw a handsome, resolute man de­
scending with a red rose in his hand. 
In the gaze which he was directing to­
ward her was something that seemed to 
put her under a spell. A  frightened ex­
pression crept into her eyes.

Moving nervously, the young woman 
again tried to free herself from Hunt- 
acre’s grasp, but the old gallant still had 
more to say, and was not to be denied 
the privilege o f  saying it. He was still 
speaking when the little group parted 
and Lyndhurst approached and halted 
beside her. Huntacre’s gaze followed 
the direction o f  her startled glance. A- 
the general recognized the newcomer, he 
dropped the young woman’s hand, and 
regarded Lyndhurst wonderingfy.

Holding the rose toward Senora' Val­
dorez, the young man bowed, and said 
quietly:

“ Will the lady in red permit me to 
offer this in the name o f  the goblin in 
red, and allow me to relieve her o f  the 
goblin’s hand she has in her hair?’"

With a little gasp, Senora Valdorez 
stiffened suddenly, and recoiled from 
the speaker. Her face grew pallid, and, 
breathing quickly, she raised a hand to 
her bosom. Lyndhurst, with the rose 
still extended toward her, continued to 
regard her steadily.

From the little group arpund them 
came low exclamations o f  wonder and 
alarm. The eyes o f  Huntacre were 
bulging from their sockets, and the color 
had left his cheeks.

For several moments the man and the 
beautiful woman stood motionless.
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e .i' -he would, Senora Yaldorez 
was unable to avoid the compelling gaze 
that leaned to dominate her will.

"Y es/4 >he gasped weakly, and held 
out her hand to take the rose.

"I'M sec you to your car,”  said Lynd- 
hi:r-[ hrii'-fjLicly.

A~ he offered his arm, she slipped her 
hand beneath it. Then together they 
left the house, and went down the steps 
to the street.

At this moment there sounded three 
toots o f an automobile horn. It was 
the signal which was to inform Lynd- 
hurst o f the departure o f the first 
guest from the house.

As the young woman was about to 
enter the waiting automobile, Lyndhurst 
gently grasped her arm.

And now the hand o f  the red goblin, 
please.” he said.

With a little choking murmur, she 
raised a hand to her hair. A  moment 
later Lyndhurst received from her the 
missing portion o f the little image in 
the Hamilton library.

"Wait,”  the young man directed, as, 
moving toward the front o f  the ma­
chine, he bent down before one o f  the 
glaring lamps. Front the hollow glass 
hand and forearm he drew* a small piece 
o f paper. This he examined critically.

“Thank you, senora,” he said, with 
a bow*, as he returned to her side. "Shall 
I help you in ?'

The young woman drew back, and 
looked at him wortderingly.

"Did Prr,i>: 11 sky confess to you?”  she 
asked unguardedly.

“ Not yet— but he will," Lyndhurst 
answered.

"But—but if he did not—if he said 
nothing—how did you know—— ”

“ The stain on your white glove be­
trayed you, senora,” Lyndhurst ex­
plained. "When you broke from the 
glass goblin the hand which contained 
the paper that had been placed there 
by Probirisky, you were so unfortunate 
as to cut yourself. Even this fact might 
not have been sufficient to enable me 
to identify you were it not that the 
count’s anxiety to keep me engaged un­
til 3rou left the house flung more fuel 
on the fire o f  my suspicion. I was

right, then, you say, in assuming that 
it was indeed Count Probinsky who 
opened the safe and placed the stolen 
paper in the hand o f  the red goblin?”

Realizing that she had been tricked 
into admitting the guilt o f  herself and 
her confederate, the young woman 
turned from Lyndhurst, and, with a 
little moan, lurched into the automobile. 
He stepped in after her.

“ We shall be arrested now?”  Senora 
Valdorez sobbed, as she sank back in the 
seat.

“ Not if you reveal the name o f the 
country in whose interest you attempted 
to secure the paper.”

There was a long pause; then the 
young woman w hispered the name o f  a 
certain European power almost inau- 
dibly.

“ For two weeks Probinsky attempted 
to get possession o f  the formula; but 
he failed,”  she explained. “ In some 
manner, he discovered that Mr. Hamil­
ton, in the service o f  another nation, 
was working to the same end. Through 
connivance with an employee in the war 
department, Mr. Hamilton got the paper 
this morning. Probinsky learned o f 
this. The count, like most other govern­
ment secret agents, is able to open safes 
in a mysterious manner. He took ad­
vantage o f  this ability to-night. In or­
der to make it appear that the work 
was done by a professional burglar, he 
removed from the safe other papers 
and 'Ome valuables that it contained.”  

‘T)r>w did he get all that material 
out o f the room ?”

"H e tied it in a coat, and threw the 
bundle out o f the window, where he 
had arranged to have it picked up by 
one o f his confederates.”

"But why did he hide the paper in the 
hand o f the red goblin 

“ He feared that the bundle might fall 
into the hands o f  some stranger, and 
also that he might be detected before his 
task was complete. T o  guard against a 
possible loss o f  the paper, as a result 
o f being searched, he thrust it into the 
arm o f  the goblin, from which, in ac­
cordance with his plan. I was to take it 
some time in the course o f  the evening.
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But how was it you knew that I had 
concealed the paper in my hair?”

Lyndhurst smiled slightly as he an­
swered :

“ Well, I reasoned that you were not 
likely to thrust into the bosom o f  your 
dress that which had cut your glove and 
hand.”

“And, now that I have told you all, 
you will not arrest us?" the young 
woman pleaded.

Lyndhurst shook his head.
“ No,”  he answered gravely. “ In these 

unfortunate diplomatic affairs, strict se­
crecy is always desirable—so long as 
threatened evils are averted. In this 
case, the lost formula has been restored. 
The matter now will be dropped by my 
government. Good night.”

A  few minutes later he reentered the 
house. In the hall, groups o f guests still 
were discussing the singular manner in 
which Senora Valdorez had left with 
the man who was a stranger to them 
all. General Huntacre, tugging fiercely 
at the ends o f his mustache, shot a ques­
tioning glance at Lyndhurst. The 
younger man stroked the hair at the 
back of^his head, and the action spoke 
a language that the old soldier under­
stood, for his features brightened. He 
knew that the military department o f  
secret intelligence had scored another 
triumph in the field o f  diplomacy.

Without pausing, Lyndhurst made his 
way up the stairs and to the door o f 
the library. Unlocking this, he entered. 
Probinsky, with arms crossed on his 
breast, was leaning against the table. 
He straightened himself quickly as 
Lyndhurst confronted him.

“ W ell?" he demanded hoarsely.
“ Well, count, with the exception o f 

having made you indirectly responsible 
for the death o f  a spy, your night’s 
work has gone for naught,”  Lyndhurst 
said. “ Lest you have a false impression 
concerning the manner o f Mr. Hamil­
ton’s death, I will explain that immedi­
ately prior to his sfiidde he had learned 
that not only had he lost the paper which 
he had stolen, but that the original theft 
o f  the document had been traced to him. 
It is unnecessary that any one should

know that I was in the adjoining room 
at the time he took his life—at a time 
when I believed him to be on his way 
to unlock the door for the purpose o f  
responding to your knock.”

" “ What is the paper o f  which you 
speak?”  demanded Probinsky nerv­
ously.

“ The formula which you took from 
the secret drawer o f that safe, and 
which- Senora Valdorez took away with 
the hand o f  the red goblin— the paper 
which she only a couple o f  minutes ago 
returned to me.”

Breathing heavily, the count leaned 
back on the table again.

“ You have talked with Senora Val­
dorez?”  he asked.

“ Y es; and in her interest and yours 
she has told me all.”

There was a long pause; then the 
count asked thickly :

“ Well, what is it you want me to 
do?”

“ Merely to represent yourself as the 
discoverer o f this tragedy. You must 
say that, having entered here only a few 
moments ago, you found Hamilton's 
body lying on that couch, and that life 
was then extinct.”

Count Probinsky nodded.
“ I will now cause it to be known 

that Mr. Hamilton is dead,”  Lyndhurst 
said, and left the room.

On the afternoon o f the following day 
Lieutenant Darrow, who had been va­
riously known as Stalkenberg and Lynd­
hurst, was summoned to the office o f 
the secretary o f war. There he was 
informed that, having been advanced 
ten numbers on the list o f  lieutenants, 
he now was eligible to the next va­
cancy in the list o f  captains o f the 
army.

“ But,”  continued the secretary, “ I re­
gret, for your sake, to say that this de­
partment finds it inconsistent with the 
interests o f the service to relieve you 
from your assignment to the depart­
ment o f  secret intelligence. In denying 
your earnest requests for such relief, 
we are confronted with our inability to 
find a man who is sufficiently competent 
to take your place.”

1S1



CHAPTER I.
C L . U -  1 I D J N G S .

"'"4 1 3 1   ̂I 'BROACHED the house, 
^h h |9 blithe 1} whistling a popular 

v.alu. and feeling unusually 
gay; but my wife met me at 
the door with an announce­

ment winch at once drove all the joy 
from my -miL

" A n d r e w - h e  said, in a whisper, 
The got Minn- pleasant new- for you. 
h our Coumo i 1 ir.im is here.”

"dice whiz." 1 exclaimed, turning 
S-iic. "That is indeed unpleasant tid­
ing,"

I said ffcasurj, dear. But that isn’t 
the worst.’ ’ she went on, with an ex- 
prcsshin of gloom. "Cousin Maria and 
their three detectable— I mean delight­
ful— kids are with him, and they say 
that they’ve come to us for an indefi­
nite stay."

I groaned. “ Heavens! This is aw­
ful—awful. Hiram all by himself
would be bad enough, but the prospect 
o f having to entertain Hiram and his 
whole d— entire family for days—per­
haps weeks 1 Oh, help, help!"

I ran my fingers through my hair, as 
I had seen them do on the stage,

T thought you would look at it in 
that light." said my wife. ".Something

has got to be done, Andrew. They’re 
your relatives— not mine; and it’s up to 
you to hit upon some way of getting 
rid o f them. It makes me shudder to 
think of having them on our hands for 
the next few weeks.”

The poor girl did not express this 
pessimistic view o f  the situatiofi with­
out thorough justification.

If there is another man upon this 
earth who is as much o f a bore as my 
Cousin Hiram, I’d like to see him. No, 
I mean I pray that I may never come 
across him. And Cousin Hiram’s wife 
Maria, is not only a bore, but is also 
the crankiest o f mortals—one o f  those 
sour-di-tiosiuoncd, nervous women it is 
imposMble to plea.-e, no matter how 
hard you try; akvay1 looking for trou­
ble. As for their three children—they 
are the most spoiled, mischievous, ill- 
natured youngsters I have ever had the 
bad luck to meet

Hiram and his family live on a farm, 
somewhere in the wilds o f  Pennsyl­
vania. They seldom visit our city, but 
when they do, they always quarter 
themselves upon us, without hesitancy 
or apology'. Their previous visits had 
been so pleasant— for them— that when 
we moved to our new house we care­
fully refrained from sending them our 
new address.
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But this precaution had proved futile. 
I turned to my wife with a- doleful 
countenance.

“How on earth did they manage to 
find us?”  I asked.

“Too easy,”  she sighed. “ They 
looked us up in the directory. I f  only 
we had been sensible enough to keep 
our name out o f  the new book.”

“ It’s a wonder Hiram had enough 
sense to consult it,”  I said. “ He is be­
coming alarmingly keen-witted. How 
long have they been here?”

"About three hours, and already their 
awful children have broken all o f  our 
dear children’s toys, Maria has com­
plained that our dining room is drafty, 
and Hiram has smoked six o f  your best 
cigars.”

“Confound him!”  I muttered. ‘W h y  
did you let him have them? Those 
cigars cost fifteen cents apiece.”

“ I had no say about it,”  replied my 
wife. “ He spied the box on the side­
board, and helped himself, without both­
ering to ask permission. Very bashful 
man, your Cousin Hiram.”

“Well, he shan’t have any more,”  I 
declared. “ I’ll lock that box away, 
and put a box o f  Wheeling stogies in 
their place; he’ll never know the differ­
ence. By the way, where are we going 
to put him and his family? The spare 
bedroom is too small to accommodate 
the whole bunch o f them.”

“ Oh, they haven’t waited to be put. 
They’ve appropriated our bedroom for 
themselves, and taken their baggage up 
there. I suppose we’ll have to sleep in 
the spare room.”

“ Hang their impudence 1”  I ejacu­
lated. “Where are they now?”

“ Maria is upstairs taking a nap. She 
complained that riding on the cars gave 
her a nervous headache. Hiram has 
taken his kids for a walk—to show 
them the sights.”

“ I ’ve half a mind to bolt the door, and 
not let them in when they return,”  I 
said darkly. “ Stem measures are neces­
sary when it comes to dealing with Hi­
ram.”

“ Oh, you couldn’t do anything as 
mean as that, Andrew,”  my wife pro­
tested. “ After all, he is your relative,

and we must not openly insult them 
Besides, you are forgetting that Maria 
is still in the house. We couldn't 1<k 
Hiram and the children out without 
also locking her in. You must devi-e 
some means o f getting rid o f them all 
— some way o f getting them to go, with­
out openly insulting them.”

“ I might explode a stick o f dynamite 
in their bedroom,” I suggested, with a 
sardonic grin. “ That’s about the only 
kind o f a gentle hint Hiram would ap­
preciate. But, seriously speaking, my 
dear, let them sleep here overnight, and 
to-morrow I ’ll think out some way o f 
getting them out.”

“ I do hope you’ll be successful,”  said 
my wife wistfully. “ I’m sure the cook 
will give notice if they stay.”

CH APTER II.
J O V  U N C O N F I N E D .

LJIRAM and his offspring— two
1 1 freckled-faced boys, aged six and 
five respectively, and a red-haired girl 
aged four— returned home about an 
hour later.

"Hello, Andrew l”  cried my cousin 
effusively, gripping my hand with an 
intensity which made me wince. ' ‘ Bad 
to see you, old top. Ain’t you glad to 
see me and Maria and the kids? You're 
going to see a whole Jot o f us, this time, 
for we’re here for a good long stay.

I scowled— not only because his 
words confirmed our worst fears, but 
because the wretch, as he spoke, was 
puffing away serenely on one o f  my 
choice Havanas.

“ Glad to see you’ve already made 
yourself at home,”  I remarked, with a 
dismal smile.

“ Oh, you refer to the seegar, eh :“ he 
replied, noting the direction o f my in­
dignant gaze. “ Yes. I don’t believe in 
standing on ceremony with you, An­
drew. Not a bad smoke, by the way,”

“ It ought to be pretty good!”  I 
growled. "They cost me fifteen cents 
apiece.”

“As much as that, eh?” he replied 
coolly. “ I ’d never have guessed it. I 
supposed they were three for fifteen at 
the most. Imagine a man paying so
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much for a 'ingle stnoke. What ex­
travagant chaps vou city fellers are! 
Well, nm v thaf 1 know the price I 
slull enjoy them all the more. I ex­
pect to help you do away with quite a 
lot o f them while I ’m here.”

Not if I know it," I resolved in- 
w arily.

“ By the way.” he went on, "our 
walk ha- given me and the kids a splen­
did appetite. You’ll be pleased to see 
the justice we do to your supper, 
Coudn Jane. Perhaps you recollect 
that what Maria and I like best o f all 
is lamb chops.”

1 I’m sorry I haven't chops for sup­
per to-night,”  replied my wife apologeti­
cally. Jt was not in her nature to be 
rude to anybody. “ Not remembering 
your preferences I ordered steaks, and 
they're on the stove.”

"Well, I guess steaks will do us ail 
right to-night. We’re hungry enough 
to eat an elephant,' our guest was kind 
enough to assure her.

Maria awoke from her nap in time 
to come down for supper. She greeted 
me somewhat languidly, and as she took 
her seat at table she imparted to my 
w ife the pleasing information that there 
were mice in our bedroom, and that she 
had found the mattress of our best bed 
"uncommon hard.”

At home, on the farm, Maria was in 
the habit o f sleeping on a mattress that 
was ab ut as soft and comfortable as 
if it had b e e n  stuffed wish iron filings; 
but we accepted her criticisms meekly 
and in silence, although inwardly my 
blood was beginning to boil.

Hiram and his family ate so much at 
supper that my wife and I and our two 
boys left the table almost as hungry as 
when we sat down.

After the meal was completed, Hiram 
lei the way into the parlor, where un­
invited he sat down at our new grand 
piano and began to bang out rustic airs 
with his strong right hand. He was a 
self-taught musician, and had never 
been able to master the art o f playing 
with both hands.

While he was engage! in thumping 
out "Old Lang Syne” with a vim and 
lack o f harmony which set our teeth on

fedge, his eldest son occupied himself in 
the pleasant pastime o f  whittling one o f  
the legs o f our piano with a pocket- 
knife.

My wife uttered a scream o f dismay 
as she discovered the damage the young 
imp had done, and I was so angry that 
I lost control o f myself, and soundly 
boxed his ears; whereupon his mother 
informed me in unqualified terms that 
I was a brute, and that she despised me, 
and, taking her yelling offspring in her 
arm', indignantly stalked off to her bed­
room.

Hiram was kind enough to regard 
this incident good-naturedly.

"Sorry the boy has damaged your 
pianny, Cousin Jane," he remarked to 
my wife. “ That little chap is real smart 
with a knife. He’s going to be a great 
wood carver when he grows up. And 
as for you, Andrew, I hope you ain’t 
riled by what Maria says. She gets all 
het up when anything happens to them 
kids, and says things she really don’t 
mean. You must not take notice o f her 
at such times.”

His words instilled within my breast 
a new hope. I fancied I perceived a so­
lution o f  the problem o f  how to get rid 
o f  our delightful guests.

*
CHAPTER III.

D O W N  T O  D E F E A T .

A F T E R  Hiram and the rest o f his 
n  family had followed Maria’s ex­
ample. and gone to bed, I confided my 
plan to my wife, expecting her enthu­
siastic indorsement: but to my surprise 
she indignantly disapproved o f it  

Do what you want to the parents, 
but spare the little ones,”  she exclaimed. 
“ The idea o f being unkind to innocent 
little children! You ought to be ashamed 
o f yourself. Andrew Brown, for sug­
gesting such a brutal plan."

"But those brats are by no means in­
nocent little children,” I protested. 
“ Think o f your ruined piano, my dear, 
and let that terrible recollection steel 
your tender heart. O f course, I don’t 
intend to inflict physical cruelties upon 
those kids; but my idea is a good one, 
I'm sure.”
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Despite my wife’s dissenting voice, I  

began to put my plan into operation the 
very next morning: I sternly forbade 
Hiram’s children to make the slightest 
noise around the house. I objected vig­
orously to whatever they did. The poor 
little youngsters soon became so scared 
o f me that they did not dare to speak 
above a whisper when I was around, 
and it was not long before they would 
howl with terror whenever they caught 
sight o f me. v -

Secretly, I felt mean and heartily 
ashamed of myself for thus distressing 
them, for I am naturally fond o f chil­
dren; but I steeled myself with the re­
flection that I was pursuing this course 
as a matter o f policy, and that the end 
thoroughly justified the means.

But to my disgust Maria did not take 
open umbrage at my severity toward 
her children and quit my house in a 
huff, as I had confidently expected. 
She tolerated my sternness toward her 
youngsters with heroic fortitude, and 
revenged herself by soundly slapping 
my children on the slightest provocation, 
and often without any provocation 
whatever.

As for Hiram, he assured me, with a 
good-natured smile, that he heartily ap­
proved o f my methods o f raising chil­
dren.

“ I’m afraid I ain’t strict enough with 
them kids,”  he confessed. “ I’m in­
clined to spile them, and they need a 
strict fellow like you to keep them with­
in bounds. Maria and I can notice a 
marked improvement in their characters 
since they’ve been under your roof, and 
I feel very grateful to you for the in­
terest you take in them.”

And to prove his gratitude, he fol­
lowed his sweet wife’s example, and 
cuffed my youngsters unmercifully 
whenever their parents were not 
around.

When I discovered this I became ah' 
soiutely vicious, and determined to 
force matters by endeavoring to stir up 
strife between our respective offsprings.

“ If the children don’t get along to­
gether,”  I argued mentally, "Maria may 
take hers away in disgust.”

With this object in view I told my

eldest son, Willie, who is six years old, 
that I would give him a bright new 
quarter if he could defeat his Cousin 
Frankie— Hiram’s eldest boy, who is 
just Willie’s age— in a fistic combat. 

Willie had no particular grievance

Est his cousin, for the children got 
J well together; but he is a plucky 
little chap, and my offer was quite suf­
ficient to rouse him to action.

The fight took place in the back yard, 
and, unknown to the combatants.31 
watched it from a rear window o f  the 
house, eagerly hoping that Hiram’s first 
born would go down to defeat, and that 
as a result o f  the combat our unwel­
come guests would depart from our 
home in anger.

But did anything o f  the kind happen ? 
W ell! In the first round Hiram’s red­
headed son knocked our Willie down, 
started the claret, blackened his eye, and 
drove him yelling from the field of bat­
tle*

Hiram, when he heard of the fight, 
was very proud o f  his son, and, dan­
gling the little demon on his knee, and 
affectionately patting his fiery head, as­
sured me with a grin that he thoroughly 
believed in boys being encouraged to 
fight, and was sure that it made them 
hardy and self-reliant.

As for me, I quailed beneath my un­
fortunate Willie’s mutely reproachful 
gaze, and felt like a criminal every time 
I looked at his blackened eye.

After that I abandoned the idea o f 
endeavoring to get rid o f Hiram and 
his family through the agency o f the 
children, and decided to try other meas­
ures.

CHAPTER IV.
A DESPERATE MOVE.

I PURCHASED a particularly abomi- 
1 nable brand o f  cigars and offered 
them to Hiram, thinkinjg thus to hurt 
his feelings and cause him to leave our 
house. When he smoked them the 
stench was so awful that my wife and I 
had to flee from the room ; but Hiram 
calmly puffed away, and assured me 
that they were a very fine smoke— much 
better, in fact, than the “ fifteen-cent-

f t
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Then 1 tried another scheme. Re­
membering Maria's aversion to drafts, 
[ v.irkrdtv left windows slightly open 
all <oyr tlie bouse. A» a result o f this, 
my wife caught a bad cold is the head, 
1 had a severe attack ox rheumatism, 
and our youngest boy got a sore throat; 
Km Maria and her family continued to 
enjoy the very best of health.

At thT point I gave up the struggle 
in despair, and for two weeks permitted 
JI tram and his family to live under our 
roof, without making any attempt to 
oust them. They owned the house.

T here seemed to be only one way to 
get rid o f them, and that was to ask 
them point-blank to go, and either lack 
o f moral courage or my natural good 
breeding prevented me from taking this 
discourteous -rep.

One day, how ever, my gaze happened 
to fall upon a paint box belonging to 
my eldest l.nry, and there was immedi­
ately bom within my brain a. brilliant 
idea. At the earliest opportunity I took 
my wife a-ide, and confided the new in­
spiration to her.

This time she was enthusiastic, and 
that night, while our two boys were
peacefully sleeping, we stole softly into 
their kdriHnn, and proceeded to carry 
out our plan.

In one hand I held my hoy s paint 
box. and, smearing the brash with red 
paint, I knelt over the bed, and. taking 
care not to wake them, dexterously ap­
plied the brush to the faces and arms o f 
our two sons.

When I had finished the result was 
an artistic triumph. Our two boys 
were covered w ith lit tie round red spots.
I looked at my wife proudly, and she 
returned me a glance uf admiration.

' Now I guess Hiram and his family 
w ill move out,”  I whimpered confidently;

'I don't see how the scheme can fail 
to w ork.” she assured me, with a sigh 
of joyous expectancy.

The next morning, when Hiram came 
down to breakfast:—he always arose 
ahead of his family—my wife and I 
received him with sad faces.

"What's the matter? Anything 
wrongr" he inquired.

"Yes,”  I groaned. The got some

bad news for you. Our boys have con­
tracted the woozles. When I went into 
their room this morning to wake them 
up, I discovered that their faces and 
bodies were covered with, little red 
spots.”

“ Gee whiz!”  exclaimed Hiranx. 
“ That’s tough luck;.  but I wouldn’t 
worry if I was you, Cousin Andrew and 
Cousin Jane. It’s lucky that Maria and 
I are here. W e was thinking o f going 
back to the farm in a few days, but o f 
course that’s out o f the question now. 
W e’re going to stay here and help you. 
It’s our duty, considering how good 
you’ve been to us. Maria is an excellent 
nurse, and I can make myself useful 
running for the doctor and the like.”

“ Xo, no!”  I cried. “ W e couldn’t 
dream o f permitting such a sacrifice. 
You must go at once. W e shall be 
sony to see you Ifeave, o f  course, but 
since------ ”

“ Oh, we wouldn’t dream o f  leaving 
now, while you are in such trouble,”  
declared Hiram, “ I know what it 
means to have sickness iff the house. 
Jane will have her hands full. It is only 
right that we should stay."

“ I couldn’t dream o f  permitting it,”  
I said firmly. “ I appreciate your un­
selfishness and generosity, I assure you, 
but we must think o f your own dear 
little children. It wouldn’t be fair to 
them to keep them in this house a day 
longer. As you must know, the woozles 
are contagious, and your children 
must be taken away at once, before they 
catch it.”

"Gee whiz!” exclaimed Hiram, plain­
ly discomfited by the argument “ I was 
forgetting about our own kids. They’ve 
never had the woozles, and they’d be 
likely to catch ’em if we stayed. I 
guess you’re right, Cousin -Andrew. 
W e’d better pack op and go at once. 
But are you sure just what it is that 
your boys have got?”  he added, almost 
wistfully. ’ Perhaps you may be mis­
taken, you know. It may be only a 
rash from overheated blood, or some­
thing like that.”

“Oh, no! It's the woozles, without 
doubt." I assured him. "You can come 
up and take a look at them, if you like.”



JUST LIKE THAT 157
I added, -confident that my work had 
been done so artistically that it would 
defy detection.

He accompanied me upstairs, exam­
ined the spotted faces o f  my two boys, 
and was convinced.

“I guess it's the goods, all right,”  
he declared gloomily. “ There ain’t no 
mistaking them red spots. I ’ll go up­
stairs right away, and tell Maria to 
hurry up and get our kids dressed. I ’ll 
get our trunks packed, and we'll get out 
of here quick. I hate to leave you in 
this abrupt fashion, but, as you say, we 
must think o f our children’s welfare 
above all things.”

He went upstairs to his bedroom, and 
I went downstairs to my wife, and we 
were congratulating ourselves upon the 
success of my scheme when Hiram sud­
denly entered the room, a look o f  ex­
citement on his round, red face.

CHAPTER V.
H I R A M  E X P L A I N S .

IjLHE’RE too late 1”  Hiram cried. “ Our 
kids have caught them pesky 

woozles already. Come up and take a 
look at them. Their faces are all cov­
ered with red spots, just like your chil­
dren.”

“ What!” I cried in amazement. “ Do 
ou mean to tell me that your children 
ave caught it from ours?”

l‘Yes. Ain’t it too bad? I guess 
they’ll have to stay in bed here for 
weeks to come. I understand it takes 
a long time for the disorder to run its 
course.”

There was only one thing to do, and 
I did it. I rushed hastily to my boys’ 
bedroom, seized a sponge, and hurried­
ly washed the red spots from their faces 
and bodies. Then I ran downstairs 
again.

“ I've made a mistake,”  I said to Hi­
ram. “ My boys haven’t got the woozles,

after all. Those spots have disappeared 
as suddenly as they came.”

“ I ’m mighty glad to hear that, old 
man,”  said Hiram heartily. “ Excu-t 
me a minute while I run upstairs and 
see how my boys are getting along. 
Naturally I feel very anxious about 
them.”

In ten minutes he returned, with a 
surprised look on his face.

JsHere’s a funny state o f affairs,”  he 
said. “ My kids ain’t got the woozles, 
either. Them yed spots have disap­
peared from their faces, too. Must 
have been some newfangled sort o f  
rash, I guess. I’m mighty glad we wa- 
both mistaken.”

After that I gave up trying to get 
rid o f  Hiram and his family. They 
stayed with us another three weeks, and 
then left o f their own accord. When 
they got back to the farm, Hiram sent 
us the following letter:

D ear  Co u sin  A n d r e w  a n d  C o u sin  J a n e : 
This is to thank you for the good time you 
gave us and the hospitality you showered 
upon us. We really didn’t intend to stay 
with you so long, but you made us so vt r.  
welcome and showed you was so glad t.i 
have us that we just couldn’t tear ourselve- 
away. Again thanking you for all your kind­
ness and for the hearty welcome you ga-. e us, 
I remain, your affectionate cousin,

H iram.
P. S.—Of course the above is meant sar­

castic. Maria and I saw from the start that 
you wanted to get rid of us, and we was on 
to all your schemes to drive us out; but we 
made up our minds to hang on, just for spite.

Them red spots was a clever trick and al­
most fooled me. I wouldn’t of guessed the 
answer if I hadn’t happened ter notice the 
paint box lying on the table in your boys' 
room, with the red paint thick on the brush. 
Then I was on to your little game and de­
cided to paint my kids’ faces the same way.

It was a good thing you changed your mind 
in a hurry about them woozles, for I was 
determined my kids should have ’em for just 
as long as yours did. By the way, what is 
the woozles?

“ Stung!”  I exclaimed.
But we didn’t care. They were gone.

Worthy of His Hire
C T R A N G E R : “ Boy, will you direct me to the nearest bank?”  
^  Street Gamin: “ I will for a quarter.”

“ A  quarter! Isn’t that too much?”
“ Bank directors always get big pay, mister.”
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CHAPTER I.
THE M AS OF l-OWEI.

I f  SF .F F U N f, ESQUIRE, 
bank preddeftt, was exceed­
ingly busy, and in an irritable
humor when a visitor succeed­
ed in entering his private o f­

fice unannounced. Not only that, but 
thr vi ' l l ' ‘i had the audacity to speak 
Ik tore hemp spoken to. and actually 
a (hires'■cl him by his first name. With 
flaming Use and glaring eyes, he 
whn lt d savagely upon the intruder, and 
hi' indignation knew no bounds when 
he ’ .(he’ll the culprit— a shabbily 
■ it.. 'f l !. mtanil-shouldered little man 
with a cabbage-shaped head too large 
f. ■- his body, a small, weak no>e, and 
great cars that stood out from his head 
like a pair of wings.

"! ij u t suppose you remember me. 
F i r . "  'aid the seedy little fellow' quiet­
ly. Isis faded blue eyes widening in 
ad.-t'iishijjfiu at the other’s wrath. “ I 
went to school with you once for about 
Lvs,o. years . ,ut in Vonkers when we was 
kr-ls l‘ni the guy you nicknamed Bum- 
Me Now can you place me? The 
name's snick to me ever since."

” \o, 1 don't place you.' lied rieffiing. 
"What u'< you wan; r"

"l want you to remember me first,

please. Don’t you remember the time 
me an’ you picked the lock on Berger’s 
little candy store, an* swiped all the 
sweet stuff in sight? I wanted to give 
that teacher somethin’, an’ I  never had 
nothin’ to give her, so I thought I'd 
swipe somethin’ for  her; an’ you helped 
me because you knew how to pick the 
lock, an’ you sold your share o f the 
boodle for thirty-five cents; then they 
suspicioned me, an’ I confessed, an’ they 
came near sending me to the reform 
school. But I didn’t snitch on you be­
cause your people was big bugs in the 
town, an’ respectable, while I never had 
no folks, anyway; an’ , besides, I was 
always getting caught at everything I 
did, so it didn’t make much difference 
noway. Remember me now. Eric?”

The big, healthy, well-groomed bank 
president wmcei imperceptibly, and his 
thin lips curled in an ironic smite. He 
remembered well the dull little waif 
whom, with his ready wit. he had 
dubbed "  Bumblebee ‘ because o f  the 
boy’s large bead, winglike ears, mid 
slow ways. The name had soon been 
clipped down to "Bumble," and in this 
form stuck to die boy for g > d. Seff- 
hng remembered also the incident which 
Bumble had just recalled, and to be 
thus reminded o f it fanned his already 
glowing temper to a white heat.
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A  more sagacious man than Bumble 

would have been more decorous, would 
have sought to establish his identity by 
citing a more pleasing incident out o f 
the past; but Bumble was not that kind 
o f  a man. He nearly always did the 
right thing in the wrong way, or else 
did the wrong thing altogether wrong, 
and he was too naive to realize that a 
broad gulf—the vast and insurmount­
able difference in their stations in life

lay between him and Seffling.
To Bumble, Eric Seffling, the power­

ful banker, was just Eric, the precocious 
boy o f  childhood days, grown into a 
bigger bulk. Bumble did not stand in 
awe o f him. Not that he was imbued 
with any socialistic principles, but sim­
ply because he had not stopped to think 
the matter out, and could not see why 
the years should make any difference.

“ Well,”  Said Seffling finally, after he 
had surveyed Bumble in silent contempt 
for some time, “suppose I do remem­
ber you— what about it? How did you 
get into my office, and what do you 
want? Don’t you realize that I am a 
very busy man, and that my time is 
valuable?”  Even as he spoke, Seffling 
wondered why he did not follow his in­
clination to dismiss Bumble with a kick, 
and slam the door after him.

Bumble, on the other hand, was con­
fused by the many conflicting questions 
hurled at him all at once, and did not 
know just how to begin, or what to 
answer; so he began at random, and 
talked away in his rambling manner:

"I  had to talk to a few o f the gents 
out there, an’ they kept sending me on 
to the next one until I see your name 
on the door, an’ then I didn’t stop to 
jaw no more, but beat it straight for the 
sign, an' here I am. Nqw, what I came 
to see you about is this, Eric: Down 
where I live every one is in the same 
fix I ’m An— poor as poverty—an’ I don’t 
know nobody that’s any better off. I 
only make about a dollar a day, an' 
Gerty—that’s my w ife; an’ we have two 
little girls— Gerty, she used to help 
along by takits’ in washin'. She never 
was strong, Gerty wasn’t, an' she 
pitched in an’ tried to do too much, 
an’ when she was just about all in she

took down with pneumonia, an’ me 
away workin’ all day, an’ only the little 
kids to care for her. I tell you, it \va; 
a hard pull.

“ Gerty never would have lived,” he 
continued, “ if it hadn’t been for the 
doctor—a mighty good man, that doc­
tor. He kept comm’, though he knew 
we never could pay him. An’ the drug­
gist has been good, too; he’s done as 
much, as any one could expect o f him ; 
but we owe him ten dollars now, an’ he 
won’t let us have any more medicine 
until we pay him what we owe him. 
Gerty is oyer the worst o f her sickness, 
but she’s far from well yet; she’s so 
weak she can’t walk; can’t even raise 
her arm. She needs medicine; she needs 
a tonic to build her up, an’ I can’t get 
’em for her anywhere; there ain’t no 
other druggist that’ll trust me. I’ve just
got to have ten dollars, an’------ ”

“ And so you have hunted me out?” 
Seffling broke in sharply. “ And be­
cause in the remote past I had the en­
viable good fortune o f being a school­
mate o f yours you are now going to 
do me the honor o f begging the ten dol­
lars o f  me.”

“ No, I ain’t goin’ to beg!” retorted 
Bumble quickly, and threw back his 
shoulders in a grotesque way that 
brought an involuntary smile to Seff- 
ling’s lips. “ I ’ve never begged in my 
life, nor I never will.”

“ Well, then, call it borrow— with no 
intention o f ever paying back,” sneered 
Seffling.

“ Yes, borrow; but borrow on secur­
ity,”  answered Bumble stoutlyv 

l ‘Ah, security!”  echoed Seffling, with 
beautiful sarcasm. “ That is different. 
What is your proposition?”

Bumble fumbled around in his pocket,
’ and drew forth a gold-plated watch.

“ This is it,”  he said. “ A  fellow gave 
it to me once for pulling him out o f 
the water. It keeps good time, an’ a 
jeweler down on Houston Street told 
me once that it was worth fifteen or 
twenty dollars; but the pawnshops will 
only let me have a dollar and a half on 
it. That ain’t enough; I’ve got to rake 
up ten dollars. I didn’t know what 
to d o ; then I see your name an’ picture



in the paper, an’ I reniembered that 
<vc used to know each other, an' that 
3’on, with your mi >nev, was ju-t the 
man to help out a guy in my tix; so 
i <- uiH' right up here during my lunch 
burr to a-k you if you couldn't let me 
kr,w ten dollar- on this timepiece.”

"o  yon have the idea that I am 
running a pawn-hop, have you?” $sked 
Seffling wrathfniiv. “ Well, you are 
*a<i?y mistaken. Why is it that when a 
man lift- his head out o f  the rabble and 
makes something o f himself, all the 
weak good-for nothings expect him to 
fight their battles for them? Why don’t 
they use some o f  the time they kill in 
asking for help by working for them- 
sclvc*? Answer me that!”

Humble listened patiently to what he 
considered a lecture, taking it to be 
the dose o f advice which usually accom­
panies a small deed! o f generosity. But 
Humble got the wrong idea, as usual.

In the midst of the indignant outburst 
the telephone jingled. Scffling answered 
it. and instantly became oblivious to 
everything else, while Bumble stood 
aside and waited quietly.

Presently , with a sharp thud, the re­
ceiver was replaced, and Scffling 
pounced u;»>n a bundle o f papers which 
he examined with intense haste and 
anxiety From these he turned to a 
blank pad upon which hr jotted down a 
profusion o f figures. Other papers 
were consulted, new figures jotted down, 
while from time to time lu- called a 
number int * the telephone, and gave 
short, positive commands, or asked anx- 
lou- questions.

Though filled with eager expectation, 
Humble stood hv silently, and waited 
until his lunch hour was over; then, 
driven to desperation, he ventured to 
speak again:

"I’ xcuse me, Eric; it ain’t myself I ’m 
thinking of—it’s Horry. She’s in a bad 
fix; she’s gi>t to have it; it’s for Getty's 
sake that I’m asking you to------ ■”

Scffling looked up with an expres­
sion of blank astonishment, and flushed 
with anger at finding Bumble still stand­
ing there. He had completely forgot­
ten about the man, and mw that he 
was reminded o f  the other’s presence
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he was too much preoccupied even to 
remember what the fellow had come 
for.

“ How lor% are you going to stand 
around here ?”  he growled, in exaspera­
tion. “ Can’t ypu see how busy I am? 
Get out!”

Tears sprang to the shabby little 
man’s eyes, and he left without a word.

T o Scffling, Bumble's visit was o f no 
more moment than if the wind had 
blown to the flgor one o f  the papers he 
was examining— extremely annoying 
for an instant, but immediately forgot­
ten. To Bumble it was a bitter tragedy. 
While Bumble, completely crushed, was 
finding his way down to the street once 
more, Scffling was losing himself deep­
er and deeper in the piloting o f a gigan­
tic scheme which was to double his al­
ready large fortune. But there were 
dangerous rocks ahead, and the treach­
erous, turbulent current, which, once 
having entered, he could no longer stem, 
was carrying him at a rapid rate. He 
knew that he could hope for no halfway 
results. The ultimatum would be either 
a brilliant victory or absolute destruc­
tion; but Scffling, feeling himself the 
master, steered on in perfect confidence.

CH APTER II.
D O U B L E  H A R N E S S .

'T 'H E  wonderful house o f  bank notes 
* which Seffling was building for 

himself out o f other people's money 
tumbled about his ears just as he was 
preparing to nail on the flagstaff, and 
crashed down with a din that echoed far 
and wide.

The next morning small tradesmen 
were wondering how they were going 
to meet their bills; self-supporting 
women were crying their eyes red; thou­
sands o f  thin hands were knotted into 
revengeful fists, clamoring fo r  the pit­
tance which they had saved in years o f  
toil.

Then, just as Seffling was about to 
flee from the disaster he had caused, he 
felt the restraining hand o f  the law 
upon his shoulder.

There were trials, much arguing, and 
much money spent; but all in vain.

MAGAZINE
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Seffling was sentenced to five years in 
State’s prison. Then one day Settling's 
immaculate white cuff was pushed up 
a trifle to make room for a narrow band 
o f cold steel.

Handcuff^] He, Eric Seffling, bank 
president, a member o f  the most ex­
clusive clubs, handcuffed!

The horror o f  the thing caused the 
blood to freeze in his veins. He had 
never dreamed such a thing possible; 
he could hardly realize it now. The 
sharp click o f  the closing handcuff was 
to him like the crashing o f a bullet 
through his heart. The cold pressure o f  
the steel about his wrist seemed to be 
strangling his soul.

Presently he heard a similar click, 
and felt himself linked hand to hand 
with another lawbreaker. Seffling, 
whose horror had up to this time made 
him totally oblivious to his surround­
ings, now partially roused himself, and 
shot a quick glance at the man fate had 
allotted him as traveling companion on 
the way to the penitentiary.

It was Bumble.
The little man was hollow-eyed, and 

looked very sad; but he smiled sympa­
thetically when he saw that Settling rec­
ognized him.

“This is bad, ain’t it, Eric?”  he said 
pathetically. “ I feel sorry for you.”

Seffling gritted his teeth, but made 
no answer. His indignation was too 
profound for words. O f all the dis­
grace that had been heaped upon him, 
this last thrust cut deepest. Was there, 
then, no difference between him and 
Bumble? Did these confounded offi­
cers o f  the law lose all sight o f  the 
past once a man was condemned ? Was 
he to be shown no consideration ?

The very sight o f  Bumble, with his 
woefully worn clothes and straggly hair, 
filled Seffling with loathing. He felt 
that the disgrace o f  being chained to 
so miserable a specimen o f  humanity as 
Bumble was more than he could endure; 
but protests availed him nothing. The 
two were led into the smoking car, and 
ordered to sit down in the first vacant 
seat

Seffling, man o f  affairs, accustomed 
from childhood to every luxury, every

nB

advantage that education, moiuv, and 
social position afforded; Bumble, down­
trodden, dull, uneducated, accustomed 
to contending with pain, sorrow, and 
disappointments; they sat side b> -i le 
— a thoroughbred and a mule in d  .uble 
harness.

They were silent for a long time, 
watching the scenery as the swiftly fly­
ing tram carried them on to ilwir 
gloomy destination.

Aftet a time. Bumble ventured > 
speak again: “ I heard something -..i 
your trouble, Eric. How many w  <r« 
did they give you ?”

“ Five,”  snapped Seffling.
“ Same here,” sighed Bumble.
“ Impossible!”  gasped Seffling. “ W hat 

in the world did you  do ?” And the em­
phasis he placed on the pronoun im­
plied that he did not deem Bumble ca­
pable o f  doing anything worthy o f  a 
five-year sentence.

“ I swiped ten dollars,” answered 
Bumble. “ Gerty had to have her medi­
cine, and there wasn’t no other wav. 
They found me ou t; I might have 
known they would. Luck was again-t 
me, as usual. You see, I robbed the 
cash drawer o f  a little grocery store. 
It was real late at night, but the grocer 
lives above the store, an’ he heard me 
somehow, an’ sneaked down, an’ caught 
me red-handed. He was a big fellow, 
an’ I didn’t know what to do to make 
my get-away, so I grabbed a revolv >
I see behind the counter, an’ pointe i it 
at him. I was all excited, an* so scared 
I was just shivering; then all o f  jrsud­
den the blame pistol went off somehow* 
an’ hit the old man in the shoulder, i 1 e 
dropped, an’ I beat it as fast as I could. 
It took them three days before they 
got me, but they did, all right. I knew 
all along that I’d never get away from 
the bulls, 'cause I always get it in the 
neck no matter what I do.”

He lapsed into gloomy silence, while 
Seffling looked down at him in amaze­
ment. Seffling felt that he was indi­
rectly responsible for Bumble's having 
been sentenced to the penitentiary, and 
he knew that Bumble must fed it; yet 
the queer little man seenfed to hold no 
grudge against him. Seffling had con-
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side red himself u martyr—a Napoleon 
sent into exile; but now, for the first 
time, he began to realize that he was a
criminal.

As he looked again at Bumble, he 
saw that the man was smiling,

'"Say." said Bumble, “you should have 
seen l Arty's face when I walked in with 
a fioifU* of medicine the doctor had or­
dered, an’ a big armful o f good things 
to eat! Did you ever have a woman 
laugh an' cry over you all at the same 
time? Gee, it’s great! It’s worth going 
to prison for, ain’t it?"

But Seffling had never had such an 
experience. He did not know.

CHAPTER III.
A X  A  W A  K K M  N G .

the prison there was no distinction 
made between the two. Both wore 

striped suits o f the same material, ate 
at the same long table, were ordered 
about like herded rattle, and worked 
side by side in the same shop, making 
chairs.

As the months dragged by, Seffiing’s 
aversion to Bumble lessened bv degrees.
He began to study his patient comrade 
as a man studies the curious objects 
in a museum, and in time he uncon­
sciously learned things from the queer 
little man which gave him a broader and 
deeper understanding of life.

At first Humble's attempt? at conver­
sation amused his anger; now he was 
glad to exchange a few words with him. 
Day by day the hard-hips which they 
endured in common drew them closer 
together, unril finally they began to talk 
freely of their past and of their hopes 
for the future.

Humbk never tired rtf telling o f his 
Gerry ; of how he had sought out the 
river one gloomy evening, with the in­
tention '<f ending his life, and had acci­
dentally come across her on the bank, 
where she, driven by starvation and 
despair, was on the point o f commit­
ting suicide. And of how these two 
wretched waifs had found new strength 
and !)• >pe- in each other’s weakness, and 
resolved to resume together the unfair 
struggle for existence. He told o f their

marriage, o f their children, o f the one 
great dream o f  his life— to be able to 
live on a small farm, where the work, 
though hard, would be pleasant, and 
his wife and children could be free and 
happy and healthy.

When Seffling came to talk o f him­
self, he found that he really had nothing 
to tell. There was no plot to the storjr 
o f his life; it had been merely the soli­
tary, brilliant flight o f  a meteor across 
the heavens. N o great difficulties, no 
hardships, no heartaches, no love, no 
family. His brain was a wonderfully 
intricate piece o f  machinery that spun 
plans for making money; his heart was 
a great muscle that pumped blood to 
his brain.

Late one afternoon, as the two 
worked busily at their bench, there sud­
denly arose the wild cry o f  “ Fire 1”  A 
defect somewhere in the insulation o f 
the heavy wires that supplied power to 
the machinery in the shop had started 
a blaze which spread extensively before 
being discovered.

Now, as the cry o f  warning fell upon 
the startled ears o f  the workmen, they 
turned to see the flames already shoot­
ing up around the narrow doorway—  
the only means o f  escape.

Instantly the air was filled with dis­
cordant si ion:? and imprecations as the 
men made a mad stampede for the exit.

Seffling sprang up, and fought with 
the others for bis life, pushing, tram­
pling, giving and receiving blows in this 
terrific brrtile of men, who in their mad 
panic fought with each other like wild 
beasts.

Wish a short, shrill cry that arose 
above the tumult, some one at Seffling's 
side went down. Instantly he crowded 
himself into the advantageous gap 
where the unfortunate man had strug­
gled, and pushed on until the mad rush 
of humanity carried him stumbling 
through the doorway. He was saved!

He threw hack his head, and heaved 
a great sigh o f relief and gratitude. 
Then lie thought o f  Humble, and 
glanced about anxiously. The little man 
was not among those who had escaped.

With a strange mixture o f  emotions 
tugging at his heart, Seffling watched
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and waited until the last fortunate 
man had rushed out through the flaming 
doorway. Still Bumble did not appear, 
and Seffling all at once experienced a 
greater sense o f  loss than he had felt 
when his millions were swept away.

Once more he cast a hopeless glance 
at the doorway, from which the smoke 
was pouring in great choking clouds. 
There was no time to lose. Without a 
word of warning, Seffling set his strong 
jaws, and dashed for the perilous en­
trance.

A guard, thinking that Seffling had 
suddenly gone mad, and was about to 
commit suicide, placed himself directly 
in his path’; but the desperate man 
bowled him over as though he had been 
a tenpin, and rushed on into the blazing 
building.

Gasping, choking, his eyes smarting 
like balls o f fire, he groped his way 
through the dense smoke, now and then 
calling out: “ Bumble! Where are you, 
Bumble?” But there was no answer.

The heat was terrific. The dense 
smoke began to muddle his senses. He 
staggered, dropped to his hands and 
knees, and pressed on as rapidly as pos­
sible. He feared his strength would 
be exhausted before he could reach 
Bumble.

It seemed an eternity before his hand 
touched a soft, still object, and he knew 
that he had arrived at his goal. With 
a thrill o f joy and triumph, he lifted 
the small body o f the unconscious man 
in his arms, and began to retrace his 
steps. But the flames were leaping up 
all around him now, and he dared not 
breathe, for fear o f sucking in the fire.

With every step hi> strength waned, 
hi- knees b>. .! under him, his legs felt 
a- though they were made o f  rubber. 
Bumble’s insignificant weight gradually 
became tremendous; a dreamy desire to 
give up the struggle was gradually over­
powering him.

But, with a supreme effort o f his 
great will power, he pulled himself to­
gether, ami. .straining every nerve, every 
sinew, every fiber to its utmost, con- 
.inued to fight his way through smoke 
and flame. "

With his hair and eyebrows burned 
off, his clothing on fire, his eyes closed, 
he finally staggered out into the open, 
bearing the limp little man in his arm- 

Such a cheer as went up the wall " f 
that prison never heard before or -in, 
But Seffling did not hear. He and Bum 
ble lay on the ground, an insensible 
heap.
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CH APTER IV.
NEW IDEAS.

\ 1 7 HEN Seffling regained conscious- 
_ ness, he found himself in a neat 

white cot, with his* face and some parts 
o f  his body swathed in bandages, and 
a strange m n  leaning over him.

He closed and opened his eyes in a 
dazed fashion for a time; then he asked 
o f  the man: “ Is it all up with me, 
doctor ?”

“ Not at all—-not at all, my bra, c 
man. A  few burns, rather painful, but 
not serious.”

“ And the little fellow?”
“ Here,”  answered Bumble for him­

self from a neighboring cot. “ I ’ve go1 
a couple o f ribs stove in, they tell me, 
an’ I ’m burnt a little; but I ’m all right."

Seffling made an attempt at smiling 
through his bandages which naturally 
was a failure; then no more wa- said 
for an hour or so. When they were 
alone Bumble, with the tears rolling out 
o f his dim eyes, said, with an effort: 

“ They told me all about it, Eric. S;r,. 
Eric, you are the finest man on the face 
o f  the earth, you are! Me an’ Gem 
an’ the kids won’t forget this if we live
to be------ ”  He got no further. The
rest of his sentence was swallowed up 
in a convulsive sob more eloquent than 
words, and silence again reigned in the 
room where the two men lay. Both 
were struggling with a flood of strange 
emotions, the result o f  an experience 
entirely new to each; he who never be­
fore had given aid to a fellow human 
being, and he who had been helped for 
the first time.

It seemed to Seffling as though some­
thing had given way within him. A 
great dam filled with sunshine seemed
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'iuliknlv iu h ave burst in bis died, and 
the .-old, intricate, calculating machinery 
(if his brain began to run riot, swirled, 
and was drawn down into his heart, 
and wall wed up like a boat in a mael- 
> t r  . i n ,

li was Scfflitig who broke the silence
next.

‘ Bumble,'' he said, “ we’ll be out o f 
here in a fairly short time now; but 
we are both marked men; the world will 
have little use for us. You probably 
will not be able to get your job back, 
no matter what it w as, and men will no 
longer trust me in any responsible posi­
tion. The narrow-minded will shun us, 
but we still have a lot to live for in this 
world. When my financial crash came.

I lost about everything I had. The peo­
ple had to have their money back, and 
they got it— every penny. But I ’ve got 
a little bit tucked away that doesn’t be­
long to any one but me. It isn’t much, 
but it’s enough to buy a nice little farm 
out West somewhere; and I want you 
and your wife and the children to come 
out on that farm w ith me. You see, I ’ll 
need a man, and some one to keep the 
house in order. I ’ll pay you good 
wages. What do you say to my propo­
sition, Bumble?”

But after several unsuccessful at­
tempts at speech, the best the little man 
could do was to sob ou t:

“ Bless you, Eric! Bless y ou ! You’re 
a—a fine man, Ericl”

Unwelcome Luxuries
\1 7 H A T is more delicious than the 

odors o f  flower extracts and rare 
|H-rfumes? Yet they are abominated by 
the men at the docks and elsewhere who 
work in an atmosphere that is impreg­
nated with them. Delightful though 
they are t» the stranger, they produce 
headache ami nausea in tin -e who 
breathe them hour after hour.

To some garden* rs the odors of cer­
tain flowers are no less detestable. That 
from a variety of violets, indeed, is posi­
tively harmful, arid there have been 
many cases, it is known, of illness due 
to this and other flowers o f the same 
species.

Onion peelers equally dislike the pun­
gent odor nf the bulbous roots they 
handle, not, however, because it affects 
llntr health, hut because is clings to 
•hem as t he 1 impel to the ruck. In one 
di-trict where many women are em­
ployed in peeling pickling onions this te­
nacity is curiously manifested. If some 
»>f the women go to a concert or other

entertainment, the odor o f onion soon 
becomes well-nigh overpowering, not­
withstanding that the peelers discard 
their working clothes hours previously.

Fish fryers are troubled in much the 
same way. Some o f  those who live 
away from their shops-make the best 
o f  things by never introducing their 
working clothes into their residences. 
They have an outhouse, in which they 
change before going to, and on coming 
from, bu-inoc'. But at best the odor o f  
fried fish is troirldf?**W£, while in some 
circumstances it is a positive nuisance. 
Everything smells o f  it. and unless spe­
cial precautions are taken milk, butter, 
and the like taste- of it,

Sailors dislike many odors which are 
tins objectionable to ordinary folk. 
Tht ir ribici abomination, perhaps, is a 
cargo o f  coffee, which makes a ship 
hateful. The odor becomes a burden, 
and gives the flavor o f coffee to nearly 
even thing on b  ard. Even the very 
water tastes o f  coffee.

Frank Opinion
\1 HDOW ER, to his daughter, aged ten: “ Dora, do you know that Susanna, our 

housekeeper, is going to be married ?*t
Dora: "Ob, I’m so glad we’re getting rid o f the old pelican!

oily": But who is going to marry her?”
Father: "Well, I am!"

Won't it be
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CHAPTER I.
A MORNING SURPRISE.

E had arisen at the usual hour 
— Jason Craig-V-and I— and 
were lounging about our sif­
ting room, awaiting the sum­
mons to breakfast. Craig had 

been looking out the window across the 
campus, when suddenly he turned about, 
and said, somewhat irritably:

“ Harding, no Latin for me this mom-
<ng.

I glanced up from my newspaper in 
surprise. “ And why, may I ask?” 

“ Because I don’t know anything about 
the infernal rot, and— don’t care to! 
What’s, the use o f it? A  hopeless waste 
o f valuable time and energy.”

I threw aside my paper. "But, 
Craig,” I remonstrated, “ think o f the 
general culture, o f the training o f the 
judgment, o f its being the basis o f good 
English.”

'Judgment— tommy rot!" he retorted, 
with a snap o f the fingers.

I smiled, but said nothing. As if to 
emphasize his disgust, Craig leaned to­
ward the bookcase, took up a volume 
on the “ Philosophy o f Kant,”  and in a 
few moments was lost to the world. 

The silence that ensued was broken

abruptly. There came a sharp tug at 
our bell.

“ Rather unseasonable hour for a vis­
itor,”  grumbled Craig from behind his 
pages.

“ It is surely,”  I agreed, turning the 
knob.

Like a terrified animal, there rushed 
past me the wild, disheveled figure o f 
our friend and classmate, Harold Bron­
son.

"Fellows,”  he cried out, “ Blanding’s 
murdered 1”

“ What— Horace Blanding 1”  Craig 
and I exclaimed simultaneously.

Bronson nodded, and went on wildly: 
“ I spent the night out, and when I 
returned this morning I found him hud­
dled in his chair, a big blue hole in his 
head. Oh, that sight!" He spread his 
hands over his eyes as if to shut out 
the scene.

There was naught save the silent 
voices of amazement and horror spoken 
from our eyes to break the dramatic 
stillness o f the next moment.

Craig first regained his composure. 
“And you spent the night where?" he 
asked, in his peculiar way that inspired 
confidence.

Bronson’s pale face colored; his eyes 
drooped beneath Craig’s steady gaze;
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and. after the slightest possible hesita­
tion. he answered:

"At 'A'fstinan's, in Suith End."
I must confess that m the excitement 

nf the moment this incident passed me 
almost unnoticed, but there is no telling 
w hat impression it made upon my com­
panion'-. keen mind,

“ Did he have any enemies?”
“ Not that I know o f.”
"Robbery, then?"
“ 1 don’t know. I was too excited to 

see if anything was taken; I came right 
over.”

"Any one been in the room yet?"
"No one s astir yet. I iust reported 

it to the dean as I passed/’
“ Hurry, then, Harding,”  said Craig, 

turning to me. and at the same time 
slipping on his coat; "we must see for 
ourselves." And as we burst past the 
door he whispered to me, in an enig­
matical tone: “ I was right. There’ll be 
no Latin— or any other book studies for 
me today "

CHAPTER II
l I M f - S f l  N 1 JIEORY.

T T  i h. dormitory, which was not more 
* than ten minutes distant from our 

apartments, was typical o f that class 
of buildings—long, narrow, built of red 
trick, with white-stone trimmings, It 
was three stories high, with broad halls 
running through tlte center, and rooms 
on either side. The room occupied by 
our iH-httcd friend, on the second floor, 
about three rooms from the north end, 
had two large windows facing the east, 
one ot which opened directly upon 
the lire escape. We made our way up 
to the chain her o f death, and Bronson 
show ed us in.

The sight that met our eyes was suffi­
cient to shake the strongest nerves. Be­
fore us. on the right side o f the room, 
sat the huddled form o f  Horace Bland­
ing, his arms hanging limply over the 
sides of his chair, an ugly blue hole just 
in front o f his right temple.

Through the window there came a 
flood o f sunlight in which a myriad par- 
tides o f dust chased each other play­
fully : now that golden bar marked one

bright path across the floor; now it zig­
zagged the rounds o f  the chair; now it 
described a hyperbola across a certain 
knee; now perpendicular it rose up the 
breast until at last, coming to the horri­
ble climax' o f its course, part formed a 
sickly combination o f gold and venous 
blue, part fell squarely into the half- 
opened eyes o f  the dead man, and gave 
them that wild, unearthly stare o f night- 
seen cat’s eyes. These done, it spent 
itself across the room in an attempt to 
blind the newcomers.

We stood in silence. Craig’s head 
was bowed in pity and reverence; I, 
more emotional, was almost overcome 
by that tender regard bom o f college 
comradeship; Bronson, in -the throes 
o f  his agitation, was pitiable. Instinc­
tively I looked to the maturer nature 
o f  my companion to break the nerve­
snapping inactivity o f  that period. Al­
ready his lips were pursed tightly, and 
his face set with the expression o f  a 
man resolved that his sentiments shall 
not run away with his intellect.

He moved close up to the figure o f 
the murdered man, and, with gentle­
ness yet deftness, went through the 
pockets. When he had finished he held 
in̂  his hand a plain handkerchief, a 
heavy gold watch bearing the engraved 
monogram "H . B.,”  and a purse con­
taining a few o f  Blanding’s own visit­
ing cards, nearly fifty dollars in notes, 
and a single other visiting card bearing 
the inscription:

MISS YOLAND HARRISON,
Salem.

Surely robbery as a motive was out
o f the question.

Craig next examined the wound mi­
nutely. “ Rather a remarkable blow this 
is,”  he commented. "Tlte frontal bone 
is crushed as if it were an eggshell."

"It is indeed 1" I said, bending over 
and examining the flat circular hole, 
nearly two inches in diameter.

My compaction's scrutiny circled the 
room, finally settling itself on the man­
tel. A low exclamation o f  surprise es­
caped hint. “ Hello, what's this?"

He was holding carefully in his right 
hand the tiny stump o f a cigarette and
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the charred stem o f  a match, and point­
ing with the other to the end o f  the 
mantel. I shuddered as I looked. It 
was the impress in the summer dust o f 
a monstrous right hand— nearly twice as 
large as that o f the average man— and 
looked as if it might have belonged to 
some huge mythological giant, or to an 
oversized gorilla, but never to a man.

Craig’s look was reassuring. He dis­
missed the hand mark, and turned to 
Bronson, who had dropped in a near­
by chair and was staring out the win­
dow with unseeing eyes, unmindful o f  
our doings.

“I thought Blanding didn’t smoke, 
Bronson?”  He held up the cigarette 
stump.

Bronson recovered from his abstrac­
tion with a start. “ He didn’t,”  he an­
swered.

“Do you?”
“ Cigars and pipe; never cigarettes.”
“That is important,”  Craig whispered 

to me. “ This is merely the stump o f a 
common ‘twenty for five'; yet upon it 
and this match stem hinges one o f  the 
most important points o f our investiga­
tion."

He whipped out his pocket lens, and 
made a minute inspection o f the mantel 
and floor. With his tape he measured 
along the floor certain marks that Were 
quite invisible to me, then walked to the 
window which let out on the fire es­
cape. I could see from the drawn, 
eager expression o f his face and the 
flaming brilliance o f  his dark eyes that 
he had discovered something startling.

“Ah, through the window— both 
ways,”  he muttered; then to m e: “ Look 
here, Harding; what do you make o f 
this?”  He passed his lens to me, and 
pointed to a place where the gummy 
coat o f scum on the window sill had 
been disturbed.

I looked for a minute. “ I see noth­
ing unusual, except that the sill has 
been gripped f>y a powerful pair o f  
hands, but certainly different from the 
one on the mantel—not nearly so 
large ”

"Oh, look again,”  he snapped, with 
some impatience at my dullness, * and

note the second finger o f the right 
hand.”

I obeyed. “ Why, it’s twice as large 
as the rest!”  I exclaimed.

“ Exactly. And it means that-------”
“ That it was bandaged?”  I ventured, 

more in a tone o f  query than o f affirma­
tion.

"Fine!”  patting me on the shoulder. 
“ You’re getting on, old chap. It means 
ir$jd$ntally that our field o f inquiry 
has been very much limited by this lucky 
chance. Come; we have about all the 
data we can find here, and, I think, all 
that we need.”

While it may seem longer to the 
reader, it was in reality not more than 
ten minutes that we had been in that 
room. We were none too soon in fin­
ishing, however, for no sooner had 
Craig slipped his lens into his pocket 
than the appearance o f  two important­
looking personages in loud clothes and 
wide shoes, and accompanied by the 
dean, showed that the law had arrived. 
It took but a minute to explain that our 
knowledge o f  the tragedy was not more 
than thirty minutes old, so that, leaving 
Bronson to explain what he knew, we 
went away. For my part, I was truly 
glad to breathe the open air once more.

“ Craig,”  I said, as we struck the street 
for home, “ you remarked that the ciga­
rette stump and charred match stem 
had an important bearing on the case. 
What did you mean V’

“ Why, the weapon used,”  he an­
swered, quite innocently, as if I must 
surely follow him.

“ Surely 1”  I returned, with a sneer. 
“ For instance, a man who smoked a 
‘twenty for five' would use a monkey 
wrench for killing, while a man fortu­
nate enough to have a clear Havana 
would use an air gun.’*1

“Well, not so strong as that, Hard­
ing,” he said quietly, with a smile; "not 
so strong as all that.”

“ But surely, Craig,”  I urged, still in­
credulous, "surely, no matter how 
strong your theory, you would not try 
to convince a hard-headed jury o f  any­
thing chi such flimsy evidence as this.’ ’ 

“ Unfortunately in this day and time, 
no. The time must soon come, how­
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ever, when m uch o f  our criminal juris­
prudence will hinge on just such fine 
(joints. Put what can be o f  more prac­
tical importance to us than these? As 
! have .-.till, they indicate the weapon 
u-ed. amt the weapon may— will— lead 
u to tin- culprit. Now you must let 
me develop my theory, my boy, before 
E waste time in explanations. Be pa--
tii.tit

CHAPTER III.
A N  IT E M  O F N E W S .

'TV IE quiet self-assurance and mas- 
* terful manner o f Jason Craig 

were impressive— so much so, indeed, 
that 1 now began to feel a revelation o f  
(towers in him that hitherto had been 
unsuspected. And the thrill o f such a 
revelation! To be ushered into the 
presence ot a man o f  rare and remark­
able jtow trs may inspire awe, but to 
know a man, to believe him to be o f  
about the same mental capacity as one’s 
self, then to see his first flash o f  great­
ness inspires incredulity, awe, rever­
ence.

L'p to this time I had known Craig
not lunger than two years, and had 
shared rooms with him only during the 
present session H is keen observation 
had been proverbial am ong the college 
fcllow>. o f t e n  had he shot limits o f 
knowledge at us ihe origin  o f which w e 
did not know. But I do know that 
these bits o f  know ledge which alw ays 
served my com panion so well were at­
tributed often to shrewd guessw ork.

N ow , <-«n this bright spring m orning 
as our nostrils ?.nitfcd the subtle fra­
grance. and our soles struck the dewy 
gras?, all o f this cam e bark to me, and 
so aeuteh befuddled w as tin mind that 
for rite rem ainder o f  the jou rn ey home 
my companion had no com plaint about 
my breaking in upon his thoughts.

“ I may not return until late -perhaps 
not before morning," he told me a while 
later, after wc had partaken together 
of mtr belated breakfast. With this he 
w »  gone.

W hen he returned it w as nearly three 
in the morning. 1 had gone to bed, hut 
my sleep had been o f  the broken sort—

by turns, a quiet doze, a weird dream, a 
fitful start—so that no sooner had his 
quiet tread reached the sitting room than 
I was wide awake and staring at the 
doorway.

‘ ‘Harding!”
“ Yes?”
He thrust aside the portieres, and 

switched on the electrics. “ You recol­
lect the name on the visiting card?"

I felt a thrill through my brain and 
a tingling o f blood in my cheeks. “ Yes 
— Yoland Harrison; I knew her per­
sonally.”  I said.

“ Dead— stabbed above the heart!”
“ N o!”
“ Horrible—-pitiable— but true. I 

have the Saturday morning paper here.”
He drew the folded edition from his 

pocket. I sat up in bed cross-legged, 
dropped my elbows on my knees, my 
chin in my hands, and stared gloomily 
across at my companion.

He read first the flaring headlines, 
then the body o f the article:

“For the second time in two days Salem 
has been shaken by crime. Last night Miss 
Yoland Harrison, daughter of one of the best- 
known and most highly honored families in 
the City, was i> und dead under circum­
stances tli j! leave little doubt of murder.

"La?t iiening Miss Harrison and her 
mother ar Tended a reception in honor of a 
friend. Tlirv returned home together, and 
Miss Hirri'.nn in rh..- Ik.?! of spirits, bade 
her ruoliter a .:!«•■ rv g<.-"d night, then re­
paired t" lur «wn r..<iin. \bout ten o’clock 
Mrs. Hurriyni, >!■■ iiriii.tr to have a word with 
lief daughter, suit *<* her nmin. She called, 
but renEjivid no answer. Thu room was in 
darkness, w she in-wl ■>« ;hc light and was 
horrified by the sivlt f«? her daughter 
stretched across tin- bed. a wound at>>'.i‘ hi r 
heart. She was stdl in her evenmg dress, 
only she glove on her riclit hand hiving been 
removed,

“ Mrs Harr i». m immediately wave the alarm, 
and tin- linuiemuid was aroused. When the 
police arrived they found ilial the drawers of 
the dri ver had ransacked and things
were strewn about the floor In the middle 
o f the tlnur was found a gold pockctkiaf* 
bearing the engraved initial B. One blade 
was often and stained with »:rimsi>n. There 
was much jewelry in the dresser, yet nothing 
was fininil to hair- been missing The re­
markable thing is that the ring which Miss 
Harrison .d» ays wore upon her right, hand, 
the one URsdmtd hand, is gone It was a 
treasured gift, being a birthday present from 
her father, and »he was known never to be 
without it.



THE DORMITORY TRAGEDY 169
‘ The room in which Miss Harrison was 

found has long French windows, and is easily 
accessible from the garden. There were no 
men in the house at the time. _ Miss Harri­
son's father is dead. Mr. William Harrison, 
her brother, is in Europe on business. The 
police feel certain that the crime was com­
mitted for some strange personal motive. 
They have valuable evidence which must be 
suppressed at present, and which points to a 
connection between this and the tragedy at 
Hamlin Dormitory."

“ Craig!”  I clenched my fists in im­
potent rage. “ This is fiendish— diaboli­
cal ! What can be done ?”

“ Just now— nothing.”
“ You knew,”  I said excitedly, “ that 

Standing was deeply interested in Miss 
Harrison. I didn’t mention it at the 
time o f the discovery o f the card, be­
cause I thought it o f  no importance.”

“ Facts apparently the most trivial,”  
was the comment, "are often the most 
suggestive.”  He dropped into a near­
by chair, then added, with eagerness: 
“ I did know something o f that affair 
—no details, however. Tell me.”

“ Well, to begin at the beginning, the 
Harrison and Bronson families hold a 
friendship dating back to the early 
eighties, so that when Harold came here 
to school in the fall o f nineteen hundred 
and five it was only natural that he 
was thrown in contact with Miss Harri­
son. The pair sought each other’s com­
pany much, and the impression was that 
between them there was a greater 
warmth than mere friendship. Some 
time during the spring o f nineteen hun­
dred and six Bronson effected an intro­
duction between Blanding and the girl.

“ Now, I might mention that Miss 
Harrison was a delicate, high-strung, 
determined girl, rather inclined to 
the romantic. Already you know that 
in spite o f  his recklessness Blanding 
was a likable fellow. There was some­
thing even o f  a charm, it seemed, about 
his dash and wild abandon. You can 
guess the drift. On a high tide o f  ro­
mantic love, as it were, he towed her 
into port. But Blanding was rather too 
much o f  the cosmopolite for the moth­
er. She had heard something o f  his 
high steppings, and as soon as she 
noticed his attention to her daughter 
she forbade his further coming to the

house. I fear she was too late, Imw- 
ever, and that the matter had gone too 
far. I believe that with all the Intensity 
-  f  his reckless nature he lovSd her. and 
-—she loved him.

“ While I do not know, I hardly think 
Bronson’s attention was any more than 
friendship. I do not believe that there 
was any understanding between Miss 
Harrison and him, except one o f friend­
ship. At any rate, as far as any out­
sider hd  ̂ ever been able to learn, Bron­
son and Blanding remained the same 
friends as ever.”

My companion had listened with un­
usual interest.

“ Humph!” he grunted; then, rising: 
“ Odd how facts run. You ’ll be amazed 
to know that Bronson’s statement about 
spending the night at Westman’s was a 
fabrication.”

“ Craig!”  I recalled Bronson’s hesi­
tancy when Craig had questioned him 
as to his whereabouts.

“ Quite so. I telephoned Westman 
last evening, told him o f the tragedy, 
and o f Bronson’s agitation. O f course, 
I knew it would be only natural for 
him to mention it if Bronson had spent 
the night with him. You may guess 
that I was a little taken aback when he 
expressed his pity, and said that he 
hadn’t seen Bronson for two weeks.”

I sprang to my feet. “ Craig,” 1  said 
brokenly, “you don’t think— Bronson—  
had a hand— in this affair—do you ? T  
there any connection— between these 
two crimes ?”

“ Evidently there is some connection 
between the two,”  was the reply; “ but 
I suppose the police refer to the visit­
ing card. As yet the whole affair is not 
clear to me. Before I say more I must 
know about the setting o f the ring Miss 
Harrison wore. I must get a glimpse 
o f her face, and know exactly how her 
hands were gloved the evening o f the 
crime. Now, old scout, try nature’s 
restorer; you look fagged. You must 
begin to rise above external influences 
over which you have no control. It’s a 
lesson you’ve got to learn if you don’t 
want your mental equilibrium always 
upset; the sooner the better. Good 
night.”
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Peeping between the portieres, I was 
aware that Craig himself had no inten­
tion of retiring. There beneath a small 
light in that: chamber o f shivering shad 
bw> lie sat in luxurious relaxation, 
A ;n-t the opposite wall o f  the room 
..tiK.il fiis shadow, weird, ominous, gi­
gantic ; arid even as my eyes caught the 
dark silhouette o f his hand my imagina­
tion in some vague way connected it 
with the huge impression on Binding's 
mantel. Now. as I looked, my compan- 
i,|ii" lingers plowed slowly upward and 
ha. k through the dense mass of hair, 
and from his lips came nebulous rings 
oi cigarette smoke, floating upward 
through an atmosphere of silence. I 
kin-tv that his precise mental mechanism 
was at work.

A while later, when I awakened 
sharply from a dream, there he sat, still 
in ihat same luxurious fashion, patting 
the arms o f his chair in quiet sathfac­
ie mi The cigarette was gone; instead, 
fn 'in his lips iherc wafted a low, soft, 
whistled strain o f  'i ,a  Sorella/' As I 
listeiMsd, it grew fainter and fainter, yet 
sweeter, until at last, as a lullaby to a 
wearj' child, it soothed me to sleep.

c h a t t e r  tv ,
t u t .  s i u p t  o r  C M H iA im .t T y .

AFTER the long, deep sleep that fol- 
■** lows absolute mental exhaustion, I 
crept lazily out oi my lied. Javan 
Craig, like the wise early bird, had de­
parted into the morning, and had feast­
ed his TOif! upon its glorious golden out­
burst ; sci I betook mvsclf to a solitary 
breakfast, read with fresh horror an 
account of the strange double tragedy, 
and repaired tu my room, there to grope 
;d" tit lists labyrinth o f mysterious se­
quences in search of a clew.

I pondered over the huge hand on the 
man tel piece, over the pair of hands on 
the window sill, and over Craig’s re­
mark of the importance of the match 
stent .and the cigarette stump. I sought 
to connect the Harrison mystery with 
(he one at the school, to explain my 
companion’s desire to get his three pe­
culiar yet apparently minor points o f  
information, and to understand Bron­

son's fabrication. In other words, ! 
juggled, re juggled, then juggled again 
all the facts at my command, until at 
last, in despair, I dismissed the whole 
problem as insoluble to me, and as 
requiring a mind o f far more penetra­
tion than my own.

Something past midday my compan­
ion returned, as genial and kindly as 
usual, even softly humming the snatch 
o f  a ditty as cheery as the sunshine. But 
presently, upon shedding his coat for his 
dressing gown, he once again dropped 
into that luxurious repose which I was 
beginning to associate with mental ab­
straction.

"Whatever may be said o f  walking 
as a healthful exercise,”  he explained, in 
answer to my inquiring glance, “ it is 
certainly not conducive to immediate 
deep thinking. It stimulates the mus­
cles when they ought to be in a state 
o f perfect relaxation— and I want in 
think.”  He passed his hand over hi- 
eyes as if to wipe away any previou- 
impressions, then plunged into such a 
state o f  profound self-absorption that I 
felt any desire on my part to approach 
the subject that weighed upon my mind 
effectually blocked.

Presently Craig himself broke the si­
lence.

Old man,”  he said, T  think J have 
cleared up at least one end o f this mvs- 
lery.''

" You have!" I exclaimed.
"Yes, and I ’ll tell you-a few things 

But please don't ask me to mention any 
names that I seem to omit. Now. it 
happens that I was at the end o f m. 
first quest when the facts o f  the Harri­
son mystery became known tome. Bron­
son, of course, was unfortunate enough 
to he in the track o f  wrathful circum­
stances. Up to this morning I won­
dered why he had not been suspected 
or taken into custody.
,.*‘P-ur I met Charlton, and he made it 

dear. He, Bronson, and Williams went 
out Thursday night for a gay evening 
It was an infraction o f  t h e  rules, o f  
course, and while, in a way, we are 
Bronson’s friends, we can hardly lie 
called confidential ones, so that he vvt-
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dently thought it none o f  our business 
when I asked o f  his whereabouts.

“O f course, his mind was innocent o f  
any connection with the crime. But 
when the police asked him, his position 
became clear to him, and he told the 
truth, thus establishing a perfect alibi. 
Then, too, his modest, retiring manner, 
and his being a minister’s son, by no 
means helped him toward confessing 
to us that he had painted the town three 
different colors.”

Craig leaned over, and took his 
Kant from the center table, where it 
had lain since the previous day, then 
plunged into his coat pocket for his ci­
gar case.

“ Now for the starting point o f  our 
Whole investigation,”  he began between 
puffs. “ I remarked yesterday that the 
cigarette stump and charred match stem 
indicated the weapon used, and you 
scoffed at me. Well, to be precise, they 
showed an absence o f premeditation; 
and this fact in turn pointed strongly 
to the weapon. I knocked out the in­
termediate step for purposes o f mystifi­
cation.

“ Really, Harding, you must admit 
that it would be a rather remarkably 
cool criminal who would deliberately 
plan a murder, then in the presence o f 
his victim smoke a Cigarette and twirl 
the lighted match in his fingers—all just 
before doing the deed.”

“ But-------”
He waved me to silence. "Kindly 

hear me through, then challenge. As I 
was about to say, premeditation means 
the selection o f a weapon some time be­
fore the commission o f the crime; ab­
sence o f premeditation means the selec­
tion o f  a weapon on the spur o f the 
moment. The result is that if absence 
o f premeditation is established we must 
seek the weapon among those effects 
within easy reach, or among those things 
ordinarily carried by the culprit.

"Now, the flat circular hole in Bland- 
ing’s head showed that he was killed 
by some blunt circular missile; and the 
balance was against there being any pre­
meditation. Could the missile have been 
something lying near at hand? The thin 
coat o f dust over everything showed

that nothing had liven disturbed. Tl» n 
it must have been carried by the mur­
derer.

“ Now, Harding, let us take the uii/-t 
common class o f round missiles st* m  s. 
Could it have been that it was iGne 
with a stone? Carrying a stone meant 
either premeditation or defense. Again 
the mute evidence o f the smoked ciga­
rette was against the former.

“As for defense, it is not likely that 
in th}s' day and time o f firearms any 
one entering another man’s apartment 
and expecting bodily harm would go 
armed with a stone. He might use it 
as a weapon o f premeditation, reckon­
ing on taking his victim unawares; but 
hardly if he himself expected bodily 
harm.

“ N o; everything was against a stone 
having been used. Then what ? Think 
as much as you will, and you will finally 
come to the conclusion that no other 
missile is so likely to be carried at this 
season o f the year as a baseball. When 
you add to that an impression that might 
easily have been made by a baseball 
mitten, what was already an excellent 
clew becomes practically a certainty.”

CHAPTER V.
J U S T  T H E  M A N .

/"jR E A T, Craig, great!” I simply 
could not suppress it.

After a puff or two, he went on:
“ Well, you see how my field o f in­

quiry was narrowed. Only a ball player 
would be carrying a baseball and mit­
ten. That he was an amateur was also 
evident; a professional would not have 
such paraphernalia about his person.

“ You recollect, no doubt, I observed 
that the wound was a remarkable one-— 
that the frontal bone was crushed in. 
Harding, the resistance o f  that bone is 
extreme. There are cases on record 
where blows on that bone have been 
so great that the force, transmitted 
through the spinal column, broke the 
coccyx bone at the spine’s extremity; 
yet the frontal showed no sign o f frac­
ture. Batsmen have been struck on the 
forehead with balls thrown from a dis­
tance o f sixty feet by the speediest big-
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]■ ague pitchers, ami dip worst effect 
tt-twllr has been unconscknisncs*.

"What sort of a rave amateur was it, 
then, iit'll even at the short distance o f 
ten feet could make a quick throw and 
crush in a lione of such [noverful re­
sistance? Was it an ordinary player? 
The indications rather pointed to the 
superlative of throwing strength—to the 
man whose arm had the most training 
and development, whose prowess in the 
game depended largely upon the 
strength of his arm—the pitcher.

“This deduction was merely the shade 
c f  probability, o f course, but even if 
it had been wrong my quest would not 
have been hindered, since it is prac­
tically as easy to seek out an ordinary 
player of a certain description as to 
seek a pitcher,

"Having the sine nf my man’s foot­
prints. the bandaged finger, and the 
linger marks on the window sill as 
guides, my task was easy. It was not 
likely that the fellow would discontinue 
visiting his accustomed haunts. Yes­
terday I left here with one of my old 
elec trotype plates tucked under my arm. 
I pent the afternoon scanning the dif— 
ft mu prairie lots for a left-handed 
player nf extraordinary build with the 
second linger of his right hand band­
aged. At VVinstow I-ot 1 saw susSt a 
fellow. To my satisfaction, lie was a 
punier.

‘*1 explained to him that 1 needed a 
good man to pitch one game next week.
1 took his name and address, broke the 
point of my pencil in so doing, took out 
mv knife to sharpen it, and handed him 
the ['Late to hold in the meantime. Of 
course, he took it in his good hand—  
the left.

" Khvtroivpe plates are rather heavy 
for i heir thickness, so that the quick 
downward pull of the unsupported end 
furred a deal of pressure against the 
thumb. The plate fell to the ground: 
I apologised for not having-mentioned 
its weight, and urged him to call this 
afternoon to make terms.

"The fact that (he wrapper was care­
fully covered with a coat of paraffin 
gave me a very excellent set o f finger 
prints. Now, while you were dreaming

in Blnnding’s room I took a thin shaving 
from the window sill, just enough to get 
the left-hand thumb print in the dust. I 
left all the remainer for the use of the 
police—if they found them.

“ So with the plate and the shaving 
I made my way down to Delman’s, 
supped there, and in the meantime com­
pared the two thumb prints. It was in 
high spirits that I left the place. I went 
to hear that excellent prima donna, 
Mademoiselle Duval, render a selection— 
from La To-ca,’ supped again at Del- 
man's, and, a- you see, was already at 
the end o f  the my stery when I passed 
the Prsss office, and became acquainted 
with its terrible sequel. I believe that 
explains everything— does it not?”

I was almo-t too bewildered, even to 
mutter that everything was explained, 
but I managed to do so. Yet I knew 
that Craig was withholding the most 
important fact o f  all— the name o f the 
person about whom he had spun his 
web o f  evidence. He eyed me a mo­
ment, knowing that I was dying for 
this fact; then he tSbk up a pipe, filled 
it, and just before applying the match 
said:

"Harding, telephone Bronson to cornu- 
over immediately.”

"At last?" I asked, with relief. "Do 
we L ime to the end o f  this business at 
lâ t

"I believe the end is in sight.”
Liftet ri minutes later our bell an­

nounced Unmom. He was nor seated 
before a second peal told o f another
visitor.

‘ ‘Some one to see you, Craig,”  I said. 
"A player f"r our barnstorming ball 

team, no doubt Show him in.”
I had forgotten about the after-session 

trip we had planned. Even in my ex­
citement I could not but notice the strik­
ing contrast between our two visitors—  
Bronson, weak, worn, nervous, abstract­
ed; the young ball tosser. strong, fresh, 
dear-eyed, rutidv-cheeked. The exami­
nation of the applicant interested me lit­
tle now. for f was wondering how Craig 
would approach Bronson.

“ Name?’’ asked Craig laconically. 
"Wilfred Moore.”
“ Residence



THE DORMITORY TRAGEDY m
"Two-eighteen East May, West Sa­

lem.”
“ Pitcher?"
“ Yes.”
“ Southpaw?”
"Yes.”
“ Mr. Moore,”  said Craig coolly, “ yon 

are just the man we want; just the man 
we want for— the murder o f Horace 
Blanding!”

With these words, he carelessly laid 
his revolver on the table before him.

CH A PTE R  VI.
B R O N S O N ’ S G U E S S .

A TH U N DERBOLT could not have 
* *  upset our party more. Bronson 
kindled into a dame o f wrath, and it 
was with difficulty that Craig and I kept 
him from throttling the man.

Young Moore was in a state o f  col­
lapse. He fell heavily into a chair. To 
appreciate my feelings, one must recall 
his own when, after having formed a 
mental picture o f  some total stranger, 
he finds that his conception could not 
have been farther wrong. In the wilds 
o f  my imagination I had conjured up 
a towering bandit o f  brutal jaw and 
more brutal, bloodshot eye, o f scowling 
visage deeply set in a framework o f  un­
kempt hair. I had found the direct 
antithesis o f  such a man.

Craig alone was calm. He rushed 
some water to the prostrate man’s lips. 
For the first time, I noticed that the 
second finger o f  the man’s right hand 
was bandaged.

Our captive chewed his under lip, and 
gripped the arms o f  his chair in an 
effort at self-control, then began:

“ 1 don’t know how much you already 
know, gentlemen, but I shall tell all, and 
let you, as fair-minded men, judge for 
yourselves. I live with my mother and 
sister out in West Salem. My father 
is dead. I  attend school in Caleph, 
but we close early, and that accounts 
for my being here.

“ Well, to get to my story, Blanding 
met my sister during the last session, 
and obtained my mother’s permission 
to visit her. When school opened again 
this session, he resumed his visits. The

girl became wrapped up in him, and 
—well, you know how a woman will go 
to the very brink o f  perdition itself for 
the man she loves. This pitiable con 
dition became known to me only last 
month w hen I returned home. 1 flew 
into a passion, but my mother urged 
that the session was near a close, and 
that Blanding had pledged his honor for 
then. But for the past two weeks we 
saw or heard nothing o f  him, and I 
began1 thinking.

“ I pitched a game two days ago about 
five squares from the dormitory, and 
it was late before the crowd broke. I 
was traveling along Wills Street to 
reach my car for the suburbs when I 
saw a light in Bianding’s window. It 
struck me to go up and talk matters over 
with him. I ascended by the fire escape 
to avoid trouble in getting to him, and 
entered the room. He was standing 
near the dresser at the time. He was 
surprised at my intrusion, but took it 
good-naturedly. You can believe me or 
not, gentlemen, but even then I felt no 
vindictiveness toward him. I was as 
cool as under ordinary circumstances. 
I f  I remember aright, I deliberately 
smoked a cigarette while I talked.”

“ And twirled the burning match in 
your fingers,”  added Craig.

"I did.”  He turned a startled gaze 
on the speaker. “ But— but how in the 
world did you-------”

“ Please continue your story."
“ Well, we talked it over for an hour, 

and I foresaw that we would come to 
no agreement. I tried as best I could 
to control my rising anger, and I think 
I succeeded fairly well, but it seemed 
that something snapped in my brain 
when he told me he couldn’t give my 
sister his name because she was not 
o f  his social station in life.”

Here the narrator’s voice quavered 
in righteous wrath, and his fingers 
twitched convulsively. I felt something 
akin to pity in my heart. Bronson’s 
face was clouded; Craig's inscrutable.

Moore continued: “ I was standing 
with my back to the mantelpiece, with 
my glove on my right hand, and my 
ball in my left; he was seated by the 
window in his armchair. How and why
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I made such a terrific thrmv I’D never 
l»c able to tell von. but—that groan—  
that sight 1 Hi's eyes bulged, and his 
bead dropped to one side, I knew he 
was e'-'ine. i picked up toy ball, turned 
off the light, and made my escape the 
way I came Heaven is iny judge, gen­
tlemen, 1 did not intend to kill him; 
but [>ut yourselves in my place—what 
would you have done? 1 ask you: 
What would you have done?"

Wirh this dramatic conclusion, he 
sank back into his chair, a pitiable sight 
to behold. In silence we sat there fully 
a minute.

'Welt, fellows.” observed Craig, at 
length, "we are not the police, and with 
thnr methods it is not likely that they 
will learn the truth about this matter. 
It is up to us to decide whether this 
young man shall answer before a jury 
o f his peers or before the Highest Tri­
bunal. What s.iv you, Bronson

"Avenge my poor friend’s death at 
the expense o f  his honor?” he cried, 
springing up, and bringing his foot 
down with a resounding stamp. “ A  
thousand times no! The facts must 
not be brought to light 1”

I shook my bead in solemn agreement 
—prompted, however, bv another mo­
tive. Craig arose, and turned the door­
knob. A slight gesture of the hand in 
diraled that the unfortunate youth was 
free.

“ Heaven bless—your generosity— 
fellows!" he -.tammered, m gratitude. 
Then, with grave resolution: "‘But I've 
decided to end it—to give myself up. I 
van never live in peace with this hang­
ing over me. however dear my con­
science may he. And what have I to 
fear'" I don’t believe just men would 
com ict me.”

Craig extended hi® hand in silent 
commendation. They shook. Moore 
bowed, and. with measured tread, 
crossed our threshold.

“Who knows what nv  might have 
done under the same circumstances?” 
said Craig, as he dropped back into his 
chair.

But Bronson could not be consoled. 
“Arid poor YoJand!" he blurted out. "It 
was too much for her delicate soul—■

too much!” And he bounded out of 
the room.

"And Yoland Harrison------ ”  I began,
as soon as the door had slammed. “ Who 
did— ”

“ Herself.”
“ Suicide?”
Craig .nodded his head in silence. 

CH APTER VII.
F A C T  A N D  T H E O R Y .

IT  was a minute or more before Craig 
* spoke, and then he made some re­
mark absurdly irrelevant to the affair 
that was thrilling both our souls.

“ But aren’t you going on ?”  I said.
He smiled, and replied that nothing 

could give him more pleasure, and he 
said it quite frankly. “ Pleasure,”  he 
went on, “because it takes me now into 
the creative—into a medley o f fact and 
theory. Undoubtedly Bronson’s guess 
was correct. You made the mistake o f 
reaching the conclusion that was most 
obvious. But if I had not already solved 
the first problem I should have reasoned 
as follows: I should have considered 
the second mystery in the light o f the 
first. Neither, it appears, was actuated 
by motives o f  robbery, but by some 
personal reason. When you consider the 
youth and high standing o f the princi 
pals, their intimate friendship, the near 
ness in time, m* 1 the limited population 
o f  the tuv.'Tt. it would be hard to come 
to any cnncht-if n other than that there 
was some cloe  oh meet ion between the 
two tragedies.

"That, of course,” Craig went on, 
“ would be a starling print. Upon the 
theory that there was a connection be­
tween them. I proceeded to solve the 
one with the most distinctive features, 
since the solution of the one would mean 
the solution of the other.. But, as I 
said, I kiwi solved mystery Tiumher one 
when I read o f mystery number two. 
Thus I had the advantage of knowing 
that the Blanding murder had been 
committed in a fit o f passion, and that 
the culprit was but a youth.

"These fails threw the odds against 
his perpetrating such devilish savagery 
as the murder o f Miss Harrison. It
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was with a mind blank beyond this point 
that I read the newspaper account to 
you. When you enlightened me that 
the existing relationship between Bland- 
ing and Miss Harrison was more bind 
ing than I had thought— why, solution 
began to dawn. Under those circum­
stances, what more logical theory than 
suicide ?

“ It was at this point that the first 
real difficulty o f the two problems pre­
sented itself. I f  suicide, these unusual 
attendant circumstances had to be 
cleared by some very natural explana­
tion. You recollect that I refused to 
put myself on record until I had gained 
a few points o f  information. This morn­
ing, by some tall persuasion, coupled 
with the power o f  gold, I won over the 
housemaid, and obtained my informa­
tion.

" I  found that the missing ring had 
an unusual raised setting, which, from 
the base o f the ring to the apex o f 
the stone, could not have measured 
less than a quarter o f  an inch. I  learned 
also that Miss Harrison wore new, 
arm-length kid gloves that afternoon. 
Harding, I got but a glimpse from be­
hind the portieres o f  that poor girl's 
face as she lay stretched in the back 
parlor, but it was sufficient to convince 
me that death had no pangs for her. 
That smile, crystallized-—I see it still. 
Poor g irl!”  His voice sank to a sym­
pathetic whisper.

“ Now, let us try to reconstruct her 
actions,”  he continued, “ from the time 
she left home to the time she was found 
lifeless. Very likely the last thing she 
did before leaving the house was to 
put on her gloves. They were brand- 
new, mind you, and o f  kid, a material 
which gives very little. At the last 
minute she discovered that the large 
setting o f her ring interfered with her 
putting on the right-hand glove. What 
other course was there left except to 
slip the ring off?

"When she and her mother left, it 
was early evening. We may easily sup­
pose that in the preparation for the re­
ception a newspaper was not thought of. 
Certainly the subject o f  murder would 
not be introduced at a gay social party.

Miss Harrison and her mother returned 
home. Miss Harrison went straight to 
her room after bidding her mother good 
night.

“ Now, I have the word o f the house 
maid that the habitual resting place o f 
the evening paper is on a table in the 
hall. It is not far-fetched, I believe, to 
say that Miss Harrison on the way to 
her room stopped a moment to glance 
at the headlines, and there discovered 
that which would have sent many an 
other girl into violent hysterics. But 
the girl evidently had a deal o f self 
control. She realized that she would

fain no sympathy from her mother over 
er sweetheart’s death.
“ You know how much we care about 

airing our troubles to those who have 
no word o f condolence. So the girl 
neither screamed nor ran to her mother. 
Instead, she quietly repaired to her 
room. There the fact o f the barrier 
that had stood between her and her 
beloved, and that she now had nowhere 
to turn for sympathy, intensified her 
frantic grief. I can picture that wild, 
romantic nature now, welcoming the 
embrace o f grim death. To such a 
nature what means could be more wel­
come than that furnished her by this 
same sweetheart ? I know that the 
kinfe with which the deed was done 
belonged to Blanding. I wired its de­
scription to his people, and received 
answer that such a knife had once been 
in his possession. He probably loaned 
it to the girl. It is likely that in search 
o f  it, or to get a last glimpse o f  some 
other token, the dresser was ransacked.

“ That the right-hand glove had been 
removed is perfectly natural— a right- 
handed person almost unconsciously 
pulls off the right-hand glove before 
doing anything. The light was cut off 
—a whim, I fancy; in the shadows she 
drove the blade true. That the missing 
ring has not been found means noth­
ing. I am sure that when an inventory 
o f Miss Harrison’s effects is taken it 
will be found in one o f  those innumer­
able nooks that only a woman knows. 
That face—all lighted up with that 
spiritual smile! It was dear evidence 
that she had planned and welcomed the
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end Harding. I think I shall never for­
get that face."

C H A P T E R  V III .
S I M P L E  F A C T S .

LL, does my theory seem reason 
able?*' Craig asked presently.

"It is decidedly convincing,” I as- 
senied warmly. “ Hut one thing I want 
1.> ask you: When I interrupted you 
near the beginning, it was to ask you 
how you km-w that Moore twirled the 
lighted match in his fingers. He admit­
ted it, but t'ou reminded him o f it. How 
did you know ?”

My companion took another long 
draw at his cigarette, and said:

“ It seems that I looked at that match 
stem not as upon one burned in a pe­
culiar way, then made my deductions 
from that, but rather as merely upon 
a match stem slowly turned while in the 
act o f burning. Actually, however, the 
steps were these: I observed that the 
stem was charred within a quarter inch 
o f the end, and that the line o f burning 
was the same distance from the end all 
around. Aside from the fact that it 
wouldn’t consume a whole match to 
light a cigarette, it is also true that a 
lighted match held casually will bum 
higher on one side than on the other. 
Hence the conclusion that it was re­
volved slowly while hurtling.”

He fumbled in his pockets. I gazed 
at him in blank wonder.

“ I had better clear up everything,” 
he said, “ before I acquire a reputation 
for omitting details. My hick in run­
ning across Moore yesterday saved me 
the insertion o f this advertisement.” 

lie tossed over a slip o f paper. It 
ran:

Wanted—A classy southpaw to pitch one 
pme next week. Must be a strong, husky 
mm, with plenty of speed. No Second-rater 
need apply. (Signed) H a m p t o n  Crasc, 123 
E Oak St

■'Craig.'* I declared, “you're uncan­
ny! You were going to advertise for 
a southpaw. How the dickens did you 
know the fellow was left-handed before 
you ever laid eyes on him?"

My companion brought his hand

down on his knee with a sharp slap, 
and laughed mischievously.

“ Uncanny? Well, that's a classic! 
Nothing like having your friends to 
judge you. But I think you’ll have to 
change that a little when I tell you there 
are three excellent reasons. Charles 
Harding, don’t eye me so curiously; 
I ’m the same old friend you’ve always 
known. There are three excellent rea­
sons why he could not have been right- 
handed. Was not a finger on the right 
hand bandaged? How, then, could a 
man make such a terrific throw with a 
bad hand? Again, right-hand throwers 
do not buy gloves for their right hand. 
Lastly there is the time-worn theory o f 
position. The footprints indicated that 
culprit and victim faced each other al­
most directly. The blow was on the 
right effirner o f the forehead. Figure 
it out. I think you’ll see that the solu­
tion was no great achievement. I 
shouldn’t be surprised even if you said 
that it was, after all, somewhat easy.”

Before I could reply, the bell o f the 
telephone jingled and Jason Craig picked 
up the receiver.

It was the chief o f police. He in­
formed Craig that Wilfred Moore had 
given himself up as the slayer o f  Horace 
Blanding. The young man told a 
straightforward story, the chief said; 
and it seemed to him that he was not 
guilty o f  premeditated murder. Moore 
had mentioned that Craig was in pos­
session o f many o f the details o f the 
tragedy, and the chief wished to gain all 
the information he could.

"I do know something o f the case,”  
answered Craig calmly. “ I believe that 
Moore killed Horace Blanding; but I 
agree with you that the case does not 
look like murder. I’ll come at once, and 
tell you all I know o f  the affair.”

The chief added that he was holding 
Moore for the coroner’s inquest; but he 
hoped that, if the man had any friends. 
Bley would take immediate steps to get 
an attorney and prepare a defense.

“ Come, Harding.”  said Craig, as he 
hung up the receiver, "you may as well 
come to police headquarters with me. I 
feel that Moore deserves all the help we 
can give him"



(A  SERIAL NOVEL)

CHAPTER I.
A FRIEND IN NEED.

W INGING off the crowded 
Broadway car, Klein darted 
into a quiet side street. A  
soft May twilight was steal­
ing silently and mysteriously 

over the great city. The high arcs and 
a few yellow, flaming 4 $ ^  on Broad­
way tho§& -harbingers of night -were 
leaping into brilliant life. Klein ducked 
a taxicab, grinned at the chauffeur, 
gained the sidewalk, and began scannii^ 
tbe dim numbers on the doors o f the 
brownstone fronts.

The magic o f  springtime was in the 
air. A street piano suddenly burst into 
melody, and a group o f scurrying chil­
dren answered, as they must have an­
swered the call o f the Pied Piper cen­
turies ago. Bifds were twittering sleep­
ily in the trees that lined the walk; a 
smell o f growing things hung heavily 
about- The breeze from Bryant Park 
stirred the curtains in the open win­
dows. and brought with it tbe fragrance 
of many flowers.

Klein whistled to himself, finally 
caught sight o f the number he was 
searching lor, ran up the stone steps, 
and was on the point of ringing the beil
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when a girl came out o f the home, 
smiled, and held the door ajar.

“ Isn’t this where Mr. Ddmar lives:" 
Klein asked.

“ Yes, sir. Top floor, rear.”
He thanked her, entered the stuffy 

hall with its single yellow gas jet, 
sniffed hungrily at the odor that drifted 
up from the basement dining room, and 
dim bed the narrow stairs.

After the last flight he found the rear 
door, and knocked. No answer. He 
tried again— louder; then, realizing 
what happened to be the truth, put his 
lips to the crack o f  the door.

“ Hello, Delmar! You in there? It’s 
roe— Klein!”

Instantly a bolt was shot back, and 
the door opened.

“ Thought that would bring you,”  
Klein said, laughing and stepping quick­
ly inside, after which Delmar locked 
tie  door once more. “ I ’ve lived in 
boarding houses before, Delmar. U lien 
I knocked, you thought it was the land­
lady, didn't you ?”

Delmar, a man seemingly Klein's age, 
laughed, and they shook hands. “ That’s 
about the size o f  it, Klein,” be admit­
ted. “ I ’ve been dodging the old girl for 
the past two weeks. What’s new on 
Main Street?”
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“ Nothing, much. I've been pounding 
the -i -v-iia.lt for two weeks or more, 
t.. io.-cil die first o f  the month in Detroit, 
;n«l •Mine straight here looking for a 
iin imr joli. You're not looking any 

too bright, Delmar. What’s the trou- 
Mc

l Ylinar »hrugged. “ You’ve been in 
the ‘ i.-ov bu sine>s long enough to know 
that. I came to New York in January, 
and haven't worked a day since. Then 
I got a bad cold and was laid up. Oh, 
I've had a successful season, I have/’

"Why didn't y ou let me know ?” aSked 
Klein, looking sharply into the other’s 
i >es. “ You’re a pretty one, you are. 
Why. you kept writing me that------”

“ Well, why shouldn’t I lie?”  Djehnar 
interrupted, throwing up his hands and 
sinking into a chair. "You've had trou­
bles of jour own. Besides, I thought 
every day something would turn up, and 
then I could------”

"fiot anything in view ? ’ asked Klein, 
a sudden idea flashing over him.

“ Not a thing. I went out a couple o f  
days ago; but I got so faint climbing
tiii.se infernal stairs, and------ ”  He
broke off and turned his head away.

Klein understood. Just as the other 
had said, he had not been in the the­
atrical business without gaining some 
experience about such things. He had 
known what it tv as to tramp those 
weary mile- of agency stairs, only to 
meet with a cun : "Nothing for you to­
day." Ii was bad enough when one had 
three good meals a day, and a fairly de­
cent room to go to at night. But when 
it came to hunting fifteen-ceut table 
d'hote dinners, with a glass o f butter­
milk between times, and then creeping 
in late at night in order to dodge the 
landlady -creeping to such a room as 
Dvlmar's- -

"Look here, Delmar,”  he spoke up, 
after a hasty survey o f the dingy room. 
“ I ret riel of that kiih robe, put on your 
Sunday best, and bum up the sidewalk
to the Albany Hotel."

“ What for?"
"T o get a job, o f course,” answered

Klein.
“ But I ------”
"Will you please get into your clothes

and Shut up ?”  interrupted Klein. 
“ Hurry now. You've got to be at the 
hotel by eight o ’clock.”

Delmar, finally convinced that Klein 
was serious, obeyed with alacrity. 
Klein watched him for a moment or 
two, and then resumed:

“ Haven’t any objection to a stock en­
gagement this summer, have you?”

“ I'd play four shows a day if------ ”
“ Well, this is the Hudson Stock. 

Heard o f  it, haven’t you ? One o f the 
best stocks on the coast. Hudson is 
halfway between here and Boston. 
About a hundred thousand population. 
The company is a fixture been running 
for something over forty-five weeks. 
Two a day and no show Sunday. Sal­
ary, sixty dollars.”

“ I ’d be ashamed to tell you what I’d 
do for sixty iron men every Saturday 
night,”  Delmar spoke up, his eyes shin­
ing at the prospect “ But I say,”  he 
added swiftly, as if the idea had just 
dawned upon him, “ what about your­
self ? How does it come you’re offering 
me a job when you haven’t one your­
self?”

“ Who said I hadn’t a job?”
“ Why, you as much as said so when 

you------ ”
“Are you going to get dressed and 

stop asking a lot o f  fool questions?" 
Klein broke in, half angrily. “ I never 
opened my head about a job. But there’s 
one for m u, if yem want it. The man­
ager is at the Albany Hotel, and if you 
put up a good enough front you’ll land 
the engagement. I got wind o f it to­
day, and — ” He stopped short. “ For 
the love of Patrick!”  he exclaimed. 
“ Are those your best clothes?”

“ Best clothes?" Delmar gazed down 
upon the suit he hart just put on. It was 
shabby, threadbare, and shiny. The 
pockets bulged; the coat hung in ripples, 
while the trousers gave one the impres­
sion o f having been slept in. Buttons 
were missing litre and there, grease 
spots were evident on the waistcoat, and 
the cuffs of the trousers were worn to a 
fringe.

“ Mv best clothes?”  Delmar repeated, 
“ Dear me, no.” He laughed, and then, 
with an assumed expression that might
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have been humorous at any other time, 
he said: “ f  have thirty trunks o f  them. 
Oh, yes. But unfortunately, dear old 
chap, my valet has gone out for the aft­
ernoon, and has taken the keys with 
him.”

“Chop that line o f character stuff,”  
snapped Klein, “ and talk sense! Are 
those your best dothes ? ’

“ They are. Not only the best, but the 
worst and the only. What did you ex­
pect I ’d be wearing?”

“ Well, you’ll never land a job in that 
scarecrow outfit,” Klein announced. 
"You look like the horrible example o f  
a rural drama. Take them o ff!”

“ Take them off!”  snorted Delinar. 
"Say, I’d make a hit asking for a job in 
a suit o f pink underwear, wouldn’t I? ”  

"W ho said anything about pink un­
derwear? You’re forever picking up 
the wrong cues.”

“ Well, what am I to—-—”
Without a word Klein began remov­

ing his own clothes. Dehnar watched 
until he had finished, and had donned 
the discarded bath robe.

“ Now get into these dothes, and don’t 
waste time apologizing," Klein said, 

Delmar did so. In two minutes the 
change had been made.

“ That’s something like it,”  Klein said, 
turning the other around critically. 
“ You look more like a human being 
now.”

“ It’s a peach o f a suit,”  remarked 
Delmar.

“ Had it made about a month ago. 
Cost me seventy-five dollars, too. But 
it had to be. You’ve got to wear glad 
rags in this business even if you go 
hungry. Here”  -Klein picked up his 
hat from the bed— "better put this on, 
too. Now, dear out.”

“ W ho am I to see, and what am I to 
say?”  asked Delmar, giving a final twist 
to his cravat, and tucking a dean hand­
kerchief into the coat pocket.

“ Go right to the Albany Hotel, and 
a<k for Mr. Beyer. He is the manager 
o f the company. That’s all the tip I 
had. He’s down here looking for peo­
ple. Just impress him that you’re a 
valuable stock actor, and that it is to 
his advantage to engage you. Don’t be

too anxious, but don’t kick if the salary 
drops a few dollars. Remember this is 
May, and the White W ay is jammed 
with actors out o f  work. August is a 
long way off, and you’ll have to eat a 
few meals between now and time for 
fall rehearsals.”

“ Good enough. I follow you, Klein. 
I’ll make this Mr. Beyer believe he can’t 
do without me. Lord, what manager 
could resist this brown suit!”  Delmar 
eyed himself critically in the broken 
mirror. "I look like a successful sea­
son with Mrs. Fiske— what?”

“ Save your talk for the manager,”  
admonished Klein.

Delmar laughed, put on the hat, ac­
cepted the cane Klein held out to him, 
and vanished out o f  the door.

“ Don’t forget to hurry back,” was 
Klein’s warning. “ I want to go home 
before morning. Good-by and good 
luck!”

After Delmar had closed the door 
softly behind him, Klein settled himself 
in the one easy-chair, drawing it up un­
der the flickering gas jet. Then, just as 
he had started looking through a maga­
zine, Ddmar returned on tiptoe, his face 
like a thundercloud.

“Just my infernal luck!” he groaned, 
“ Mrs. Wold is in the lower hall.”

“ Who is Mrs. W old?”
“ She happens to be the high lord o f 

decision at the present crisis,”  replied 
Delmar. “ She’s the landlady. If she 
catches sight o f me in thesfe fine togs - 
and me owing her a month’s rent— ”
, Klein’s eyes swept to the window. 

“ You’ll have to get out this way,”  he 
announced. “ This is the top floor, isn’t 
it? Well, take the fire escape to the 
roof, and go down on the other side of 
the house. It’s dark now. Tiou won’t 
be seen.”

“ Say, you’re a wonder, Klein,”  said 
Delmar admiringly. “ I wouldn’t have 
thought o f  that in a hundred years. 
We'll fool the old girl yet 1”

He climbed out o f the window, and, 
with the aid o f  the iron ladder, drew 
himself up to the roof. Klein waited 
until he had disappeared, then returned 
to his chair.

“ Poor old Delmar!”  he murmured
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fympathetically, allowing his eyes to 
mate a more critical inflection o f  the 
t f ir i j 'v  r o o m  a n d  its s h a b b y  contents. 
"He > ii]i against it bad. I only hope Jie
Lndw ttic- jiib."

H e  w m k d  r e f l e c t i v e l y .  ‘"And it was 
jn-r the little engagement I wanted for 
in;, -Hi—an l needed, too. But I guess 
Hi'linar need'" it more than I do, after 
a l l .  f i an f i n d  another one to-morrow—  
if I 'm  l u c k y . "

lie rai-cl his feet to the window 
sill, leaned back in his chair, closed his 
eyes, and fell into a doze.

CHAPTER II.
D C S I  I \ V ' S C L E W .

l/d -E IN  awoke with a start, looked 
around the room, suddenly remem­

bered where he was, yawned, and arose 
to his feet.

“ Delmar ought to be home soon,”  he 
told himself, walking over to the table, 
upon which he had dumped the contents
0 f his pockets. “ Hello 1”  he exclaimed, 
rubbing his eyes, and holding his watch 
nearer. "Is this right? Jove, twelve 
o'clock!”

1 le stepped to the window, and peered 
out; everything was as quiet a-1- a coun­
t r y  churchyard at midnight. “ Now, 
dial’s funny,” he muttered to himself. 

Delmar should have been back long be; 
f o r e  this. The hotel is only two blocks 
from here.”

Half an hour longer Klein waited, 
growing more and more impatient. Fi­
nally, c o n v i n c e d  that the unexpected 
had happened to his friend, he decided
to get into Dclmark old clothes, and 
venture out.

He dressed, chuckling to himself as
he did so.

"Hope I’m not recognized in these 
togs," he remarked, catching his reflec­
tion in the mirror. “They're a travesty. 
And if Delmar doesn't put in an appear­
ance before morning— —" He broke 
off with a shrug. "Heaven help us both. 
That brown suit is the one decent outfit
1 possess,"

Klein found an old cap o f Delmar’s, 
put it on, lowered the gas, listened for 
a moment at the door, then tiptoed out

into the dark hall. Slowly, cautiously 
he ventured down the stairs, guided by 
the banister, for the only light was in 
the second floor hall.

“ Lord, how these stairs creak!”  he 
muttered. “ Hope I won’t disturb any 
o f the inmates o f  this boarding house.1.

He gained the last landing, where a 
single, putty-plugged gas jet struggled 
for life. Then, on the point o f passing 
on to the final flight o f stairs, thankful 
that his descent had been accomplished 
without any painful interference, Des­
tiny, in the shape o f the corpulent Mrs. 
Wold, suddenly confronted him.

She stepped out o f  a side {oom, and 
met him, face to face. Coming out o f  a 
brightly lighted room into a dim hall 
had apparently confused her for the mo­
ment, for, after starting back with an 
exclamation o f surprise, she cried:

“ Oh, Mr. Delmar 1 How you fright­
ened me!”

But the next instant she must have 
realized her mistake— evidently the suit 
and cap had misled her in the first place, 
and, with something between a gurgle 
and a scream, she put out both o f  her 
arms as if to ward off an imaginary 
blow.

At the same time Klein, as much sur­
prised at the meeting as the landlady, in 
attempting to make a dash for the last 
Sight o f  stairs, tripped on the edge o f  
the carpet, and fell squarely into the ex­
tended arms o f Mrs. Wold. Instantly 
the landlady’s vocal cords produced an 
outburst that would have shamed a 
screech owl.

Doors opened, footsteps clattered in 
all the halls; confused voices were 
raised. Frantically Klein struggled in 
the terrific embrace o f  M rs. Wold, and, 
while her screams arose higher and 
higher, still she had presence o f  mind 
enough to keep him entangled.

Escape wa- no longer possible. In­
mates o f a dozen rooms, in all stages 
o f  dishabille, crowded the halls above 
him and below him. Everybody was 
trying to speak at once, and no one, 
with the exception o f the two princi­
pals, seemed to know just w hat the trou­
ble could be.

“ Police!" finally gasped Mrs. Wold.



ON A DARK STAGE 181
"Some one call the police. I ’ve caught 
a thief 1"

Half a dozen women and two mjn 
crowded about them. Mrs. WtSld still 
gripped Klein’s arm.

"Police!”  she kept repeating, between 
gasps. " I  caught him in the hall. And 
he tried to beat me.”

“ Just allow me to explain,”  pro­
tested Klein, recovering his composure 
somewhat. “ I ’m no thief. I'm a friend 
of Mr. Dehnar's, and we tried-------”

“ Hold him tight!”  cried a woman 
from part way up the stairs. “ He might 
try to kill you.”

One o f  the men stepped forward. “ I’ll 
take care o f this rascal, Mrs. W old," he 
offered. “ Don’t worry, I won’t let him 
get away.”

“ He’s got on poor Mr. Dehnar’s 
clothes,”  some one added. “ He’s been 
stealing------ ■”

“ What have you got to say for your­
self?”  demanded the man who had re­
lieved the landlady o f her responsibil­
ity. “ Come on, speak out."

“ I’m a friend o f Mr. Delmar’s,”  be­
gan Klein. “ I’ve been in the house 
since eight o ’clock. I gave him my suit 
to wear, and have been waiting for him 
to return. Something must have hap­
pened to him. He should have been 
back several hours ago. I was forced 
to put on this suit o f  his, and start for 
home."

“ Mr. Delmar didn’t go out to-night,”  
spoke up Mrs. Wold. “ I've been wait­
ing for him.”

Klein did not doubt this at all, y.et 
he did not intend to enlighten the in­
dignant landlady to the method her 
resourceful roomer had taken in out­
witting her

T f you will go to his room you will 
find I have been telling the truth,’’ pro­
tested Klein.

One o f  the women did so, at Mrs. 
Wold's request, and promptly returned 
with the information that Delmar was 
not in his room,

“ I shouldn't be surprised.”  snapped 
Mrs. Wold, “ if you’ve murdered him 
and hidden his body. You look bad 
enough for anything.”  Her courage 
was returning swiftly now that she was

amply protected. “ Ye% sir, that’s what 
he’s went and done!” She turned to 
her breathless audience, "He tried to 
beat me, he did! Struck me! Me. a 
poor, defenseless woman! Yes, you 
did, you coward!”

She shook a mighty fist under his 
nose. “Just you wait until the police 
come!”  She leaned over the tair nil. 
and called down: "Maggie! Have you 
phoned for the police?”

■’‘‘Yes, Mrs. Wold, Ah done phoned,”  
a small, frightened voice anovered from 
the depths below.

Mrs. Wold turned to Klein again, 
half in tears. “ Poor Mr. Delmar!” she 
moaned, wringing her fat hands. “ He 
was a perfect gentleman, too. I always 
thought the world o f him. He had 
snch elegant manners! Such a lovely 
personality. Even if he did owe me a 
month's rent, !—— ”

Like the snuffing o f a candle, the gas 
went out, and instantly the hall was 
plunged into darkness. A short, deci­
sive struggle took place at Klein’s side, 
although he was not a party to it. Then 
he felt an iron hand grip at his shoul­
der, whirl him half abput, and propel 
him forward.

Mrs. Wold was screaming again, ably 
seconded by the other women. Then a 
voice at Klein’s ear said sharply, com- 
mandingly :

*T£an for it!”
A door must have closed behind him, 

far suddenly all the voices were hushed. 
Klein groped.- his way forward in the 
dark. Presently he discovered a door, 
and opened it cautiously. Ahead o f  him 
was a raised window. This he reached, 
swung over the sill, held to the iron lad­
der o f the fire escape, descended to the 
foot o f it, and dropped lightly to the 
ground.

CHAPTER III.
O V E K  T H E  P H O N  E .

run across the small yard, now 
gloom-enveloped, climb the rear 

fence, and finally gain the narrow alley 
that led between houses to the opposite 
street, proved to be an easy achieve­
ment. Once out in the open, Klein
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b r e a t h e d  f r e e r ;  veS  I hi. fore he had cov­
e r e d  h a l t  the b l o c k  he i m a g i n e d ,  not 
\\ it 1 lout a s u d d e n  q u i c k e n i n g  o f  his 
] mke, th a t  .1 indiee u iii-tlc sounded. It 
le itt  i n g -  t o  hi.-; h e e l 1;.

Heading toward Bryant Park, he 
v-aftt.: *-»viftlv through it. Under the 
high an- lights and a gain-.t the yellow 
glare of the big electric signs of Fifth 
. \ w i n ! t  arid  b u t t y - ’ s e c o n d  Street, the 

hulk ni the public library 
1- ■ n >oi I up like some white fairyland 
1 •

" ' B all the ioul situations,” Klein 
n o s h - r e d  under hi’ breath, as he hurried 
fore..i’ i], "Never thought such things 
could happen except tn a play. I ’m 
luck, to get out of the house without 
being — ”

He 'topper!, puzzling over the last 
urn \j t*i le d but none the less welcomed 
incident in the hall. Who had turned 
' Lit the ga -? And why? It could not 
han iM-eri either o f the men who had 
guarded him. Vet it was a man’s voice 
who had commanded him to run.

"Lord, won t Delmar hear a great 
story when he returns!"' said Klein to 
himself, chuckling at the thought.

In view of the situation he realized 
that his escape had been fortunate for 
all concerned. With the arrival o f the 
police Mrs Wold undoubtedly would 
have enlarged upon (he story of the im­
aginary attack upon. her. Klein’s ex­
planations would not have been given 
credence by the police, especially as he 
was wearing Delmar'* clothes, and Del- 
mar was not at hand to back up his 
statement. The outcome of the affair 
would have meant an uncomfortable 
night in the police station, and an end­
less amount of trouble, not alone for 
Klein, but for Delmar as well

Just what bad h a p p e n e d  to Delmar 
a f t e r  his d i s a p p e a r a n c e  over the r o o f  of 
t h e  h o a r d i n g  house w a s  a  m y s t e r y .  Del­
m a r  was r a t h e r  a w i l d  sort o f  fellow at 
t im e s ,  but it d i d  n o t  s e e m  probable that 
he would d e l i b e r a t e l y  remain away, 
k n o w i n g  Klein w a s  w a i t i n g  f o r  h im .

In this unsettled frame o f mind Klein 
reached his room, and was soon in bed. 
He awoke early, put on another suit, 
and hurried out to breakfast, That

meal, in hi*, present financial state, 
meant a certain basement restaurant on 
Forty-fifth Street, which to all theatri­
cal folk, especially those who are hunt­
ing or "considering” engagements, is 
known as the “ Saving Grace.”  It has a 
French name and a German proprietor, 
and one can enjoy the luxury o f a five- 
course meal for twenty-five cents.

The big room, crowded with small 
tables, reeks with the theatrical atmos­
phere. Shop talk begins with the soup 
and continues through the entree, the 
roast, and the other dishes, and does 
not end until the demi-tasse has been 
drained, and the precious quarter handed 
over to the smiling madame.

If the diner is content to listen instead 
o f joining the White Light symphony, 
he will become imbued with the theatri­
cal situation from the four-a-day vaude­
ville stars to the English actor who is at 
present “ resting,”  and who refers to 
Frohman as “ Charlie.”

Klein found an unoccupied table in 
the corner of the room, from where he 
could keep an eye out for Delmar. Half­
way through the meal a hand fell on 
Klein’s shoulder, and looking up he be­
held Maddem, an actor friend who had, 
only the day before, given him a tip 
on the Hudson Stock job.

"Hello, Klein,” was hi* greeting, as 
he dropped into the opposite chair. 
“Keeping this chair for any one?”

"Take it. I guess Delmar isn’t show­
ing up this morning. Must have cele­
brated last night.*

Maddem gave his order to the wait­
ress. "I  say, Klein, what luck did you 
have last night?"

"Didn't go after the job,”  Klein an­
swered. "Sent a friend of mine. Don’t 
know whether he landed it or not."

"What’s the matter? Didn’t it sound 
good to you?"

"Sound good;” Klein laughed. “ Like 
milk and honey, old man. But at the 
last moment I met a friend who was
dow n and out ”

"I get you, Klein," interrupted the 
other, with a nod o f  his head. "Vou 
always were too tender-hearted. You 
know in this sbotv business it’s every 
man for himself, and the devil—— ”
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“ Some o f  us are more capable o f  
bucking up against the devil than others, 
Maddern,”  said Klein quietly. “ I’ve 
had a fair kind o f season— about 
twenty-odd weeks, and managed to save 
a few dollars. But poor old Delmar—  
well, he has been on his uppers. He’d 
do the same for me if things were re­
versed.”

“ Surely he would,”  agreed Maddern. 
“ But it’s tough to hand a friend a job 
on a silver platter when you’re counting 
the pennies yourself, isn’t it? Klein, 
this is a rotten show year. Never heard 
o f so many good pieces falling by the 
wayside- I ’m signing with a picture 
company for the summer. As good 
money as stock, and not half the work. 
W hy don't you tackle them, Klein?"

“ I might,”  Klein said thoughtfully, 
“ only I’m  after a ‘bit’ with the new 
Belasco show. Rehearsals start in 
August. And you know he won’t have 
a film actor for loVe or money.”

Maddern shrugged. “ Maybe you’re 
right— but beggars can't be choosers. 
Even an actor must eat in the summer.”  
He took a small cigar from a package 
o f  ten, and lighted it after handing one 
to Klein. “ You were down to the A l­
bany Hotel last night, weren't you?"

“ I was not.”  Klein smiled at last 
night’s recollections. “W hy?"

“ I could have sworn I saw yQU going 
up in the cage about—about eight 
o ’clock. I thought, o f course, you were 
going after the stock job. I hung around 
for a time, but as you didn’t show up I 
went away.”

“W hat made you think it was I ?”  
“ Recognized that straw hat and a 

brown suit I ’ve seen you wear.”
“ O h !” and Klein laughed. “ That was 

my friend— Delmar.”
"But the suit? I ’m sure it was yours. 

How did it happen he was wearing your 
suit ?”  Maddern insisted upon knowing.

“ For purely business reasons,”  Klein 
answered. "He made up for the part 
o f  a prosperous actor willing to accept 
an engagement.”

“ And you?”
“ I was sitting in his room wrapped in 

a faded hath robe.”
A  hearty laugh broke from Maddern.

“ You’re a real, dyed-in-the-wool pliilati- 
thropist, aren't y o u ?  I h<»|n.-, a f t e r  a l l  
your trouble, t h a t  your f r i e n d  l a u d e d  
the engagement.”

“ I hope so, too,”  said Klein. “ And I 
am also hoping for an early return of 
that brown suit. Delmar did not own: 
back last night, so I had to burrow Ins 
old clothes in order to get home.'

He was on the point of r e l a t i n g  t h e  
adventure which had befallen him, but 
suddenly changed his mind.

“I suppose Delmar got the job. and 
went out to celebrate,” Maddern ug- 
gested to Klein.

“ I intend finding out very quickly 1 
can’t look for engagements in the togs 
I  have on.”

The two left the restaurant, and 
walked over to Broadway. Here M td- 
dem pleaded a previous engagement 
with his film company, and hurried off 
toward Forty-seventh Street.

“Good luck 1”  he called back over hi-, 
shoulder. “ Drop around and see me 
some time, won’t y o u "1

Klein nodded, and walked Jo« n 
Broadway as far as Forty-first Street. 
At the corner he paused. Midway in 
the block was Delmar’s boarding home. 
Should he go up and boldly ask to -co 
him? Would Mrs. Wold listen to a 
calm explanation ?

“ Why shouldn’t she?”  he asked him­
self. “ Delmar will back me up. Be­
tween us we can------ ”

He stopped before he had covered 
five yards. Suppose Delmar had n>t 
returned? In that case explanation* 
would be useless. So he weighed the 
matter, finally concluding that the bet­
ter method would be to telephone. If 
Delmar was in he would go up to the 
house. If not, then he would make in­
quiries at the Albany. The stock man­
ager would tell him if Delmar had 
signed a contract.

Crossing the street Klein went up the 
steps, and into the side door o f  the hotel 
After thumbing the directory he found 
Mrs. Wokl’s telephone number.

“ Give me Bryant eight thousand, 
please,”  he told the girl at the desk. The 
connection was speedily made.
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"Second booth for Bryant eight thou­
sand.” the operator announced.

Klein entered, but did not close the

" “ Hello! L thir. Mrs. Wold’s?”  he
a o. • d.

" 'i ' -.
"Will you ca 11 Mr. Delmar to the

jilioiir
"Mr. I h- Debnar?" the voice on the 

Milter eml hr. .I*.e into a stammer. "W hy 
- why—he- ‘ a confused murmur o f 
«.f]u i \..ire- interrupted. Klein heard, 
quite di'tiii'tiv, Mrs. Wold saying: 
"Let liu> talk « ith him, Maggie."’ 

"Hello!" she -aid. after a pause. 
“ W hat !- it:

" f want to speak with Mr. Delmar. 
1-n t he in :"'

‘ W ho is thi- speaking?”
"A friend. Klein was becoming an­

noyed.
"Why, they've taken him away,”  

came the puzzling reply. “ They took 
him a way—just a few minutes ago.” 

"Took him away! What do you 
mean

Haven’t you heard?" Mrs. Wold’s 
voice became shaky. “ Mr. Delmar—is 
dead!"

CHAPTER IV.
A C ,\ OF S E R V E .

p O R  the fraction of a second Mrs.
* Wold'- announcement, sudden as it
was, r«>!il>e 1 Klein of spree h Then the 
full truth dawning ti|x>n him, he spoke 
sharply into die mouthpiece of the tele­
phone.

"Mrs, Wold! How did this happen? 
When did Mr. Delmar die? Let me 
have the particulars!"

H. received no an-wer. He repeated 
his questions.

"Mrs Wold ! Can't you hear me?” 
Still no ref.lv.
" 1’hey've rang o ff!” the operator 

-poke tip mildly. "Shall I get them
again

cs, please, '
For several minutes the girl tried to

get Bryant eight thousand. Finally she 
turned to Klein.

"Sorry, sir. but they don’t answer.”

With an impatient exclamation, Klein 
handed a dime to her and started for 
the door. At the same moment a man 
who had been standing near the open 
door o f the booth followed him and 
touched hi- arm.

Klein whirled. “ What is it?”
“ You’ll pardon me, but I just heard 

what you were saying over the tele­
phone. Were you a friend o f Mr. Del- 
mar.-"

"I considered myself such,”  answered 
Klein, in no mood for talk with a stran­
ger.

“ Then you did not know anything 
about this accident until just now?” the 
other ventured to ask.

“ Not a word. I can’t seem to believe 
it. Why, I was with Delmar only last 
night.”

The stranger betrayed instant con­
cern. “ I don’t suppose you have read 
the morning papers ?”

“ Not one.”
“ I represent the Morning News;' an­

nounced the reporter— for such he was. 
“ Naturally, when I overheard you ask­
ing for Delmar a moment ago I was in­
terested. Possibly you could give me 
some information—— ”

“About what?”
“ You just said you were with him 

shortly before he was found mur­
dered,"' began the other.

"Murdered! broke from Klein’s lips. 
‘ ’Good I leaven! You mean to say Del­
mar ha- been murdered "J"

"Thru's how the police have sized it 
up." declared the other. “ O f course, 
they may be mistaken.”

"Yes, but how? Where?”  Klein in­
sisted.

"Here’s the AYmj. It’ll tell you 
everything.'

The r e p o r t e r  jerked a folded paper 
from his p o c k e t  and thrust it into 
Klein - h a n d  The latter accepted it, his 
eyes l e a p in g  i m m e d i a t e l y  to the black 
heading an t h e  first p a g e .  Being a lover 
o f  t h e  s e n s a t i o n a l ,  the Morning Xews 
had seized u p o n  t h i s  m y s t e r y ,  and had 
s p r e a d  t h e  g l a r i n g  d e t a i l s  o v e r  f o u r  col­
umns.

The heavy type at the top announced
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the gist o f  the story. Beneath it in a 
smaller font ran the following:

Charles Delmar, an actor, was found un­
conscious on the roof of iis  boarding house 
early this morning by- the police, who had 
been called there by Mrs. Wold, the land­
lady, to arrest an alleged sneak thief. Four 
hours later, Delmar died. The sole mark 
of violence was a small bruise 'just back of 
the right ear, which, according to the physi­
cian summoned, would not have resulted fa­
tally had Delmar been in good health.

It was later learned that the murdered 
man had long suffered from a weakened 
heart, and had had frequent fainting spells. 
The shock of even the slightest blow would 
have been sufficient to cause death.

The one clew upon which the police now 
base tfieir hopes of finding the assailant, is 
the sneak thief whom Mrs. Wold discovered 
in her hall just before the arrival of the 
police. This man attempted to attack her, 
and managed to escape by putting out the 
lights.

What appears to be conclusive evidence 
that this man had something to do with the 
crime is the fact that he was wearing Del- 
mar’s clothes at the moment he was seen by 
Mrs. Wold. A good description was given 
to the police, and his arrest is expected.

When found, Delmar was clad in a worn 
gray suit, bearing the label of a San Fran­
cisco clothing house. Nothing was found in 
the pockets.

Klein looked up from his paper, a 
faint color touching his cheeks. Del­
mar dead! And he himself hunted for 
the crime! What an end to the inno­
cent adventure! What a ghastly trick 
Fate had-------

“ At what hour last night did you see 
Mr. Delmar?”  the reporter inquired 
suddenly.

Klein's eyes looked into the other's. 
For several seconds neither o f  them 
moved or changed expression. The re­
porter was a young fellow, apparently 
not more than twenty, neatly dressed, 
and with peculiar blue eyes set far apart 
under weJl-arched brows. He did not 
in any way appeal to Klein as being the 
usual type o f  newspaper man.

What the reporter saw during that 
brief hplf minute, was a slim, plainly 
dressed, clear-skinned young man o f  
about his own age who possessed gray 
eyes that somehow instantly reminded 
him o f  hard sunlight on polished steel. 
They were eyes that challenged. Swift­
ly, mentally, the reporter was checking

off the description o f  the - n c a k  t h i e f  
given him by Mrs. Wold. It tallied ex­
actly with the gray-eyed man before 
him.

Intuitively Klein n ad the <u!ht\ 
mind. The interval brittle a ith ex­
pectancy. Klein had thoughtlessly con­
fessed being with the murdered man 
last night, and the new- getter had 
leaped to the one conclusion. Klein 
now found himself to be in exactly the 
same! pbsition a- he had been la-t night, 
before the unknown had opened an ave­
nue o f  escape.

To risk capture now, without a bit of 
evidence to support hit -ton , would be 
sheer folly. Two charge- would be 
brought against him— one for the mur­
der o f  Delmar, the other for an attack 
on Mrs. Wold,

In reading the newspaper story, one 
thing had troubled him— set his mind to 
working swiftly in another channel. 
This was the announcement that Del­
mar had been discovered on the roof o f 
his house clad in a gray suit o f clothes, 
bearing the label of a San Francisco 
clothier. How had the change been 
made ? Why ?

The reporter spoke first, his Voice 
hardy above a whisper. “ Maybe we'd 
better step over here in tji£ corner and 
talk.”

Klein hesitated.
The reporter, aware o f the situation, 

spoke again. “ The house detective is 
standing over there against the tele­
phone desk,” he said quietly. “ I know 
him very well. I could call him, and 
have you------ ”

Klein, by following the newspaper 
man toward the corner where a couple 
o f big chairs f îced the low w indow, ac­
knowledged temporarily his defeat. 
They sat down.

"1 was at Mrs. Wold’s an hour after 
Delmar was found on the roof,” began 
the reporter. “ She gave me a very good 
description o f the sneak thief whom she 
found in her hall— found wearing Del- 
mar’s clothes.”

“ Well,” answered Klein calmly— he 
had not been an actor three years with­
out gaining some self-possession. “ Go

ft won.

IHt
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"I :111*•-» .Limit."' the other said, “ that 
[ ii. piirzleri."

’ So am t." returned Klein.
'A on .ii jx'nn-i e>< be very much sur- 

]iri-*J u[MJ» learning that your friend 
w.i- .tea*l. I was watching you. If it 
war* acting, t congratulate you.”

Klein -hmggc'.t and waited for the 
otl i r i nmtiniie. He noticed that the 

liitective wal still at the tele- 
j-iif.nr .h--lc carrying on a conversation 
with the- operator.

"K-«ik here." suddenly broke from 
th'.- : *-]h>rit:i- "W hy won’t you tell me 
ilie nimle i-»ry? You might as well. 
The | hi lice w ill force it out o f you in the 
cri■ • They always do.”

K'etn'- lips set in a hard, straight 
line, and mice again the reporter saw the 
- t o  Hike glim leap to his eyes.

"Would yui believe what I told 
\ or " Klein asked.

' I —1 ojuld form my own conclu­
sion^."

"That's the usual way with your
new -paper man.”

" \Y»w cl* here’"— the reporter leaned 
for ward in his chair, breathing rapidly 

can .all the house detective. He 
will hold you while I get Mrs. Wold. 
Shell i d e n t i t y  y o u .  Then in fifteen 
minutes yiiu’UJie locked up,"

Idem sniiled into the flushed face o f 
ilie -Ileaker. "I wouldn't think of dif­
fering with you. only------ "

“ < *!ily what?" interrupted the re- 
!'• t 'c-

"Well, what you have suggested 
v.stull j't-i*’>nldy happen.”  Klein said, 
ii ;icily amused at the reporter’s excite­
ment ••Your plan would work beauti- 
fid'y. only”— he hesitate!—"only it 
would be an ext rente !y bad move.”

"A had move?” The reporter looked 
indigrnnt. ' < >f ■'••urse it would be a 
I'.’id nsnvr—for you.”

■ Y.'uVe pretty young for a newspa­
per man, aren't von ?” Klein asked.

" Young? I'm over twenty. It’s we 
young chaps who really count in this 
game.” The reporter seemed impressed 
w ith his own statement,

“ Granted, my boy,” answered Klein. 
"Ihu how long have you been in the 
newspaper game?”

"What’s that got to do with the pres­
ent situation?” angrily exclaimed the 
other, realizing for the first time that 
Klein was smiling, and to all appear­
ances enjoying the talk. “ This is a 
serious matter. And as a representa­
tive o f the press I-------”

“ Have you been in the game, as you 
term it, long enough to appreciate the 
value of a beat, a scoop?”  mildly inter­
rupted Klein.

The reporter’s blue eyes opened wide, 
“A  scoop?”  he repeated “ O f course I 
appreciate the value o f one.”

He had been in the business just 
long enough for that word to haye a 
proper and lasting effect. An older man 
might have been skeptical. Such an ex­
pression came to his pink-and-white 
face as might have appeared upon a 
ten-year-old’s had a dish o f ice cream 
been suddenly placed before him.

“ I suppose, then, you realize what 
would happen if you called to the house 
detective, and brought Mrs. Wold here, 
and had me taken to the police station ?”  
Klein went on to ask.

"W hy—why------ ”  the reporter was
floundering with the question. “ I sup­
pose the murder case would be------ ”  he
stopped, as a new light sprang to his 
eyes. “ Oft, I see now. I see what you're 
getting at. I f  I had you arrested every 
newspaper man in the city would know 
o f it! O f course I They would all have 
the story—my story— the story that be­
longs to me, wouldn't they ? ’

" I ’m glad vou understand at last,” 
Klein said.

"By Jove! You’re right! I hadn’t 
thought of that. I won’t dare let this 
end o f  the story get out until I can get 
it all, and—and get it to my paper.”

"It will be a big story, won't it?”  en­
couraged Klein, helping along the 
other’s rising enthusiasm. “ I imagine it 
will boost your salary, too,'

The colt reporter was trembling with 
excitement now ; his hands wer# shak­
ing. The prospect o f  this scoop had 
upset him.

“ Then you'll—you'll give me the 
whole story he asked, halt in doubt.

"The whole story, yes," responded 
Klein. “ But not here.”
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“ Why not ?”  the other wavered.
“ W e may be interrupted. Other re­

porters might be snooping around. You 
don’t want them to-----

“ You’ re right. I hadn’t thought o f 
that possibility, either. I’ll have them 
give us a room here.”

 ̂“ Hadn’t you better have witnesses ?”  
Klein suggested, in a whisper. “ It's the 
usual thing, you know.”  He assumed a 
mysterious air, which was instantly ab­
sorbed by the colt reporter.

“ Yes,”  the latter answered, his own 
voice lowering. “ Yes. I guess that 
would be better. But where can we 
go?”

“ What better place than your own 
newspaper office?”  Klein said. “ You’d 
be right among your friends— and your 
editor would be impressed by the bold­
ness o f  the thing.”

“ Yes, but------ - began the other.
“ I can well imagine the heading for 

the story,”  Klein broke in quickly. 
“Morning News reporter bests entire 
police force. Single-handed he arrests 
Delmar suspect, who, cornered, tells the 
whole story. Full details o f the thrill­
ing adventure.”

This picture was too much for the 
colt— principally because he was a colt. 
He jumped to his feet, "t ome along!” 
he cried excitedly. “ We haven't any 
time to waste. I ’ll call a taxi.’

Klein started to object— for a taxi­
cab had not entered into his scheme o f 
things— but before he could open his 
mouth the reporter v. as motioning to a 
taxicab man standing at the curb. Klein 
was thankful to be out o f range o f that 
house detective’s eye, o  he followed 
the reporter into the cab.

“ Morning News office—and hurry 1“ 
ordered the latter.

The chauffeur shrugged hi- shoulders 
lazily, as if he did not much care 
whether he obeyed or not, swung the 
machine around, and started swiftly 
down the street. As he did so a sud­
den idea flashed to Klein's mind. Stall­
ing a glance at the reporter’s face, he 
smiled to himself. The curtain o f the 
little drama had rang up unexpectedly; 
but he had kept his wits about him, and 
unless he was greatly mistaken, the act

was to have an abrupt finish. It \va> a 
ca-e o f putting on an impromptu per­
formance

The cab bowled along merrily—a 
trifle too merrily, Klein thought, F*>r it 
wa> with increasing difficulty that the 
passengers could hold their seats Po­
licemen looked sharply in their direc­
tion. Everything seemed to be going 
exactly as Klein had hoped for.

The two passengers did not exchange 
words': the colt seemed to be busy map­
ping out his great story, his cheek? still 
suffused with color, and his eyes spar­
kling. Klein, cool and confident, as 
befitting an actor who has well mem­
orized his lines, sat far back on the soft 
cushions, awaiting his cue. It came in 
the shape of a particularly severe jolt o f 
the cab. Klein leaned forward and 
tapped the driver on the shoulder.

“ Don’t you think you are driving a 
trifle too fast ?”

The chauffeur, who was slightly un­
der the weather from an early-morning 
drink or two, turned his head, and out 
o f  the corner o f  his mouth retorted: 
“ I f  you don’t like it—-get out an’ 
walk.”

Klein looked at him a moment, then 
said: “We have engaged this cab, and 
have no intention o f getting out until we 
arrive at our destination.”

The chauffeur uttered an imprecation. 
“ I’m thinkin’ you two are a couple o f  
cheap sports,”  he observed. “ Don’t 
think you ever rode in a taxi before.”

"Never mind what you think,”  Klein 
replied, "W e’re not interested. We 
only want you to use a------ ”

The chauffeur interrupted by throw­
ing off the clutch and running the ma­
chine close to the curb. They were op­
posite Union Square.

“ I ain't in the habit o f takin’ orders 
from the likes o f  you,” the chauffeur 
cried. "You understand that? Why, 
for a plugged cent I’d punch that lily- 
white map o f yours.”

His eyes were blazing, and he was 
growing more and more indignant. 
Klein smiled at him in a cool way.

“ I’d like to accommodate you with 
the plugged cent, my friend,”  he said, 
“ but unfortunately we are in a hurry.”
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Tin: driver 'iieered. ‘‘ I ift-'nigli! -<>. 
A ll >'Hit kind K the sunn:. V*8t’ Tf stron g 
on the hot-.nr [<rM[Mî itii.)H, bstt when it 
tome , So puttin' up a paired; *lnkc%, you 
cruwfi’ h. Why, you're both a ample o f 
cheap-----"

I'.'Uii.'tly what happrnrt was more or 
k '-  x iny-»trrv to the reporter. Klein 
stepped from the i-.ih and met the irate 
ckctiTeui. The hitter avung wildly, 
and Klein nimbly ducked. A crowd be­
gan to gaiher. ‘Ihe colt reporter, eager 
fiu get to ihj|i tie w-paper office, and still 
iiv.-T eager to get the supposed mur- 
<lei rr safely away, got out o f the cab, 
arid pushed thr ugh the crowd. Believ­
ing him so be a mere spectator, like 
thamelvc-, they fought against his in- 
trn ion.

i hi - started another row. Much ex­
cited. the reporter crashed a doubled fist 
to the point o f  a man'’ chin. Soon the 
whole cr-nvil v.a> in an uproar. A  po­
liceman forced hi- w ay to the seat of 
the trouble. And then------

The newspaper man saw the chauf­
feur - landing alone in a cleared circle, 
anta extended, fist* doubled, face in­
flamed, yet with an mcredulou and sur­
prised look in bi’ euw.

"What's the trouble?” roared the offi­
cer,

"He ducked." she chauffeur said.
'AVliat you know a I K>ut that? The big 
wind made a get-away."

*"f lot a way ?" the reporter cried, his
heart 'inking, "i■ n>t away! Where?
How

Xo otic volunteered a reply. The 
titraon-d ehatmVur. sobered by this time, 
called his "cowardly" opponent some 
unprintable names. The o f f i c e r  made a 
futile effort to scatter the crowd. The 
reporter, conscious that his brilliant air 
castles were toppling about his shoul­
ders. Iterated the luck that had robbed 
him of a big scoop.

And while tliis scene was being en­
acted. a plainlv dressed yd'ung man. with 
steel-gray eyes and cheeks flushed as 
though he had been running, threaded 
his way in ami out of the cluttered traf­
fic, and finally hopped to the platform 
o f  a moving uptown surface car, about

a block away from where the disturb­
ance hai occurred.

As the car ran slowly past the crowd 
gathered about a taxicab, he turned and 
looked out o f the window— and smiled. 
The reporter was explaining something 
to the officer, and the chauffeur was 
climbing track to his seat.
- “ Good-by, Mr. Colt,”  Klein said, un­
der his breath. “ Sorry to spoil your 
scoop. Better luck next time.

CH APTER V.
TOO M A K E S  A  D E C L A R A T IO N .

J-IALF an hour or so later the city edi- 
1 * tor o f the Morning News looked 
up from his desk to find, standing ex­
pectantly before him, the agitated figure 
o f  Irving Tod, reporter.

“ Well,” he snapped, “ what do you 
want ?”

“ I found the man suspected of mur­
dering Delmar,” Tod began. The edi­
tor jerked back his head.

“ The devil you did 1"
"Yes, sir. But he got away from me 

at Union Square.”
And then, while the dty editor lis­

tened, Tod poured out the story, from 
the moment o f meeting the suspect in 
the side lobby o f the Albany Hote{, to 
the moment he had disappeared thrclugft 
the crowd at Union Square. When he 
had fini-lieil, all but breathless, fhe edi­
tor crashed a list to his desk.

"O i all the blockheads!" he cried. 
"Did y ou suppose that such a man was 
going to ride peacefully down to this 
office and give him 'elf up?"

“ He—suggested it,”  faltered Tod.
"i if curse he did. He knew you 

had him trapped. He was afraid of 
that house detective. All he wanted 
was to get out o f  the hotel without 
making a scene. Oh, you’re a smart 
one, Tod. A real, clever newspaper 
man, you are. Keep this up, and I’ll put 
you at the head of-thc staff, and give 
you a hundred a week,”  He thing mp 
his hands hopelessly. “ 'Good Lord!”  he 
groaned. “ What an opportunity you 
had ? What a story a live reporter could 
have corralled 1”

"Then—then you think his fight with
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the taxicab driver was just a scheme to 
escape me wavered Tod.

“Do I think it?”  The city editor 
rolled his eyes ceilingward. “ Look 
here, Tod,”  he added, after a pause, “ by 
all the rules and regulations o f  a news­
paper office I ought to connect the toe 
of my shoe with the seat o f your trou­
sers and lift you out into Park Row. 
And if it wasn’t for the fact that my 
daughter' would probably throw six 
kinds o f fits in as many seconds, I ’d do 
it.”

“ I ’m sorry,”  breathed Tod. “ 1 sup­
pose I am a boob. But I ’ve learned my 
lesson, and— and it won’t happen again. 
Please don’t tell Claire.”

In spite o f his anger, the city editor 
grinned. The chink in his otherwise im­
penetrable armor was his daughter, 
Claire. Tod knew it—had known it 
for more years than one. It was be­
cause o f Claire that Irving Hamilton 
Tod, left to squander the fortune o f his 
deceased senior, had decided upon a 
profession. The girl simply would not 
listen to the pleadings o f a waster, as 
she termed it. The man who won her 
would have to accomplish something in 
this world. She had innocently sug­
gested newspaper work, probably be­
cause what Was good enough for her 
father was good enough for her hus­
band-to-be. And so newspaper work it 
was.

“ Don’t tell Claire, eh?”  The editor 
continued to grin. “ It would be a good 
lesson to you if I did, young man.”  

“ It’ll never happen again. I promise 
you that, Mr. Reed,”  said Tod. “ You 
think because I was left a lot o f money 
that I’m brainless. I’m not. I ’m am­
bitious, Mr. Reed.”

Reed laughed. “ You’ve shown it to­
day, haven’t you V’

“ Yes, but------ ”
‘ You’ve cheated your paper out o f 

the best scoop o f  the year,”  he inter­
rupted sternly, lapsing lack to his usual 
gruff tone. “ Why, it would have been 
a slam to the whole police force. Likely 
as not some other paper will get hold 
o f  the story, and make us the laughing­
stock o f ------ ”

Tod’s blue eyes hardened. "How 
long will you give me to find this fellow 
again ?”  he suddenly demanded.

“ Find him ?”
“ That’s what I said, Mr. Reed. Find 

that suspect— the man who got away 
from me to-day.”

The editor fastened an amused glance 
Upon the embryonic reporter, at the 
same time surprised at the tone o f voice 
the other had suddenly assumed.

<‘So' you still believe you’re the 
smarter man ?” he asked.

“ I— I don’t know,”  Tod answered. 
“ But I do want another chance.”

“ Go ahead and take it.”  Reed pulled 
a sheaf of papers toward him. “ Heaven 
forbid that I would ever deny an am­
bitious young man a fair chance,” he 
added, with a touch o f sarcasm.

The retort was not lost upon Tod. 
He realised, bitterly enough, that he de­
served it, and still-—

“ Very well, Mr. Reed,” he answered, 
trying to keep his tone normal. “ I'm 
going to show you I mean business.”

“ That would be a great shock to me, 
Tod.”

Color flamed to the reporter’ cheek-. 
“ Don’t worry if I ’m not around the 
office for the next few weeks,”  he man­
aged to say.

“Well, Tod”— Reed apparently \va- 
more interested in his papers than other­
wise—“it will be difficult for u< to get 
the paper to press without you, o f 
course. We'll all miss you dreadfully. 
But be sure and write me, won’t yon r

“ I won’t show my face around here 
until I’ve got the man I want,”  indig­
nantly replied Tod.

“ We’ll manage to survive the ordeal.
I only hope none o f the other boys will 
take it to heart.”

“ You can explain the situation to— to 
Claire,” Tod managed to say. “ She— 
shell believe Tn me.”

“ Oh, ho 1”  Reed broke out, interested 
for the first time. “ So you don’t intend 
seeing Claire until you've pulled off this 
Sherlock stunt. Is that it: '

"That’s it, Mr. Reed,” replied the 
colt, in a manner that suggested a great 
sacrifice. “ I ’m sick and tired o f being
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made fun of. It's always been this way. 
1 know I’m a green hand at this game, 
but we've all got to make mistake*, just 
bccau-e I inherited a little money every­
body thinks I ought to travel around 
with a nurse, lint I'll show them. And 
I’ll 4 m>u ) oil, too. Mr. Retd, and all o f  
the \\-u's staff. J'm going to surprise 
you."

"Don't do that. Tod." Reed pleaded, 
with mock seriousness. ‘ I’ve a rather 
weak heart. The shock might------ ”

"When I come back you’ll be only too 
glad to keep me on your staff," Tod 
broke in.

" All right, Tod. If you insist I sup- 
po e we’ll have to let you have a shot 
at it. Put do be careful. And don’t 
forget to take your man along. It might 
be a goad plan to take a secretary, too. 
And when you get your suspect, send 
me a wire. I ’ll keep the paper waiting, 
and we’ll get out an e^tra, with red 
headlines.”

t od was hurrying for the door. His 
ears were burning. Everybody was 
against him! The whole world laughed 
at him! If it were not for CTaiie 
he would chuck it all, and go to 
Europe,

"Hold on a second. Tod!" Reed 
called to him. "Y ou ’d Utter go in and 
see Reese and give him some details o f
your—adventure. W t’U blow it up and 
play it for a feature to-morrow."

CH APTER VI.
A NLW HOLE.

OECAL’ SE Irving Hamilton Tod did 
^  not stick to the facts of the case, 
pros ing beyond doubt that he was not 
cut out for a successful reporter, and 
because Keen-, the star man, did some 
telling embroidery work upon it, anil the 
copy reader passed it along without 
much blue penciling, a certain interested 
person, who happened to be one of the 
principals in the little drama, laugher! 
to himself when he read the AVrcf the 
following morning. This interested per­
son was our friend, Hobart Klein.

“ What a storyT” he murmured to 
himself, reading the black headlines for

the third time. “ If that colt wrote it
he is certainly an artist.”

The statement, in big type, read:
NEWS REPORTER LANDS D ELMAR 

MURDER SUSPECT.

POLICE AS USUAL ARE ALL AT SEA
ABOUT THE MYSTERIOUS CRIME.

THE SUSPECT CONFESSES, THEN 
MAKES HIS ESCAPE.

Below this, in smaller type, ran the 
following:

In the side lobby of the Albany Hotel, 
yesterday noon, a .reporter of the M orning  
News, ahne and sthgle-handed, captured a 
stranger who afterward confessed fo the 
murder o f  Charles Delmar, the actor found 
unconscious on the roof of a boarding house 
in Forty-first Street early yesterday. Later, 
after a terrific struggle in a taxicab, the 
man escaped. The reporter is badly injured.

The police, as usual, are completely at 
fault, and have discovered no dew. The 
News staff of reporters are working inde­
pendently and hope to land the criminal be­
fore long. _

The fugitive, as described by the reporter, 
who lies in a serious condition at the hospi­
tal, is a husky six-footer, heavily muscled, 
dark-faced, and unshaven, _ His eyes are 
narrow and wicked; lips thin and twisted 
at the comers. He wore a black suit and 
checkered cap, and is apparently an old hand 
at the business.

Then followed a column of details, 
more or less new, relating to the adven­
ture in the Albany lobby.

"I suppose that reporter is wearing a 
hero medal now,”  Klein said to him­
self. "Well, he deserve* it. No joke 
being attacked by a brute o f a murderer 
with a wicked eye and -twisted lips."

He laughed and tos-ed away the pa­
per. “ However," he mused, “ that de­
scription will prevent me from being 
bothered until—— ”

Just what he should do in this critical 
situation had been fully decided up n. 
even before he left the street car the 
day before at noon, after malting his 
somewhat dramatic escape from the 
taxicab. He had found Maddern. and 
talked with him for halt an hour. Mad- 
dem was positive that it was Klein s 
brown suit he had seen that night in the 
Albany Hotel.

“ It’s a peculiar shade o f  brown,”  he
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said, “and I  spotted it when I first came 
through the door. The man was step­
ping into the cage. I could not see his 
face.”

“And what time was that?”
“About five minutes to eight.”
“ You saw what you took to be my 

feat, too ?”  Klein asked.
“ Yes. You had it on the day we met 

in the Knickerbocker Agency. Remem­
ber I spoke to you about it? It was a 
noticeable hat, all right. You don’t see 
many high crowns and narrow brims 
this season—especially in straw hats. 
Besides, I immediately spotted the 
brown silk band. I tell you, Klein,”  he 
went on earnestly, "that suit and hat 
were yours.”

“ I can’t quite see how— —”
“ You didn’t seem surprised to hear 

of it at breakfast time,”  replied Mad­
dern, with a frown. “ I mentioned the 
fact. You laughed and said he was a 
friend o f yours.”

“ Have you read the papers to-day?”  
Klein asked.

“ Some o f them. W hy?”
“Well, an actor was found murdered 

on the roof o f  a boarding house in 
Forty-first Street early this morning. 
Did you read that ?”

Maddem nodded. “ I did.”
“ That actor was my friend— Del- 

mar.”
“ The dickens you say!”  Maddem ex­

claimed. “ And he was the chap you 
changed clothes with?”

“ He was. Now do you see what I’m 
driving at ? ’

Maddem’s eyes widened, and he whis­
tled softly. “ Good Lord! O f course. 
If your friend had on your suit, how 
was it I saw-------”

“ Ypu probably saw the suit,”  Klein 
interrupted, “ but not the friend.”

“ Yes, but how------ ”
‘When Delmar left his room and 

went out over the fire escape, to avoid 
meeting the landlady, he was wearing 
my brown suit and my straw hat; but 
when he was found, shortly after mid­
night, by the police, who had been called 
to arrest me, he was wearing an old 
gray suit, and no hat at all.”

“ Then who the deuce did I see wear­
ing your clothes r" asked Maddem.

“ That’s the chap I’ve got to find. 
That man, whoever he is, and whatever 
his intentions were, slugged Delmar, 
changed clothes with him, and appeared 
at the Albany Hotel—provided, of 
course, that you, Maddem, saw my suit 
there.”

“ I could swear to that,”  Maddern de­
clared.

^tiood! Then the question is : Who 
was it you saw stepping into the hotel 
cage?”

“ We’ll soon settle that,” said Mad­
dern. “ I ’ll go to the hotel and ask for 
Beyer, the manager o f the Hudson 
Stock Company, If he signed a con­
tract with a man in that brown suit he’ll 
know it, all right.”

Maddem went to the hotel, asked for 
Beyer, but learned that the manager had 
departed for Hudson, taking with him 
the men he had engaged. This much 
he told Klein a few minutes later. This 
turn o f events added to the mystery. 
Klein had overlooked the possibility o f 
the manager signing more than one 
man.

“Look here, Klein,”  Maddern went 
on to say, “ why are you suspecting that 
your friend’s assailant was an actor, and 
that he was after the job with Beyer "'''

“ That’s merely a supposition,” Klein 
answered. “ I’ve got to work on some 
dew, haven’t I? I ’ll run this to earth, 
and if it doesn’t pan out I’ll try an­
other.”

“ Do you mean that you intend getting 
at the bottom o f this affair? That you 
are going to take all the time and trou­
ble to play a Nick Carter engagement 
just to------ ”

“You’re forgetting the real issue, 
Maddem. I ’m placed in a ticklish posi­
tion. I ’ve got to find the murderer in 
order to clear myself of suspidon.”

“ I See,”  Maddern said slowly. “ It’s 
a bad turn o f luck all around, isn’t it? 
Wish I could help you.'’

“ You might have a chance, later on,”  
Klein returned. "So cheer up.”

They parted* Maddern swinging over 
to Broadway, and Klein turning up the
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steps of his rooming house. Before he 
went inside he called to a passing news­
boy and bought some early editions o f  
the evening papers.

in his room he looked them over, 
hopefully and curiously. Xonc o f  them, 
however, treated the Delmar incident 
with .'uch a spread as had the A’.t os. 
Tit ret o f the papers had a column 
apic-ire—and on the inside pages. The 
other two did not give such long ac­
counts. But short or long, no light new 
to Klein was shed by any o f  the papers 
on the mystery that had become such a 
serious matter to him— that threatened 
his very life.

It can't blow over too soon to suit 
me. Klein said to himself. ‘ I ’ve got 
a difficult task on my hands, but if the 
newspapers will only keep quiet, I may 
be able to accomplish it.”

CH APTER VII. 
t h e  s t a r t .

I /L E IN  had been a professional actor 
*'• for three year?. Beginning in San 
Francisco, with a second-cla-- “ rep”  
company, he had gradually and reso­
lutely worked himself into the position 
o f second leads in a well-known Los 
Angeles stock company. h‘or two sea­
sons—they lasted fifty-two weeks in this 
stock—he remained there, gaining 
profitable experience in the numerous 
roles assigned to him, and considering 
himself fairly well established,

Being naturally ambitious, and some­
what el ated over the many local notices 
received, he decided that New York 
needed him. So, despite the pleading 
of his stage manager and the warnings 
from the rest of the company, he handed 
in his two weeks' notice, bought himself 
an extensive wardrobe, and climbed 
blithely aboard the Sunset Limited.

He landed in that mecca o f all mec- 
cas, theatrically speaking, to find that 
a "coast defender,” as the Western 
actors are termed, might as well have 
mentioned previous experience gained 
in a small-town dramatic school, as far 
as such recommendations went to influ­
encing the cynical and indifferent New

York managers, He found, as had the 
majority o f others, that there is an in­
visible, vet none the less exacting, line 
dividing the theatrical East and West

Indignant at first, because the man­
agers had not read the “ brilliant” no­
tices in the • Los Angeles papers, or. 
given any consideration to his three 
years o f stock experience in the land of 
California, Klein swallowed Jus pride—  
which was a difficult and humiliating 
thing for an actor to do—and accepted 
with open arms the first engagement 
offered him—a character part in a third- 
season production. They opened in 
Trenton, N. and closed in Detroit; 
and never in his wildest fancy had he 
imagined so many unknown and unbe­
lievable one-night stands existed. But 
he stuck gamely through it all, and fin­
ished the season, hurrying back to New 
York when the company disbanded.

His second assault o f the agencies, 
even with the bitter experience learned, 
offered him little encouragement. The 
season had been a bad one— the usual 
wail of the managers in May— and sum- 
m e f  stock jobs, at about half winter 
salary, seemed to be the best things o f­
fered. Even these were few and far 
between, and one day when Maddern 
had given him a tip on the Hudson 
Stock manager being in town, and look­
ing for good people, Klein determined 
to land the engagement

As things turned out, he did neither. 
Delmar had long been a friend o f  his, 
since the balmy days in Los Angeles. 
With Klein, a deserving friend stood 
head and shoulders above all else; and 
day before yesterday, when they met 
for the first time in months, Klein wa- 
more than willing to give up the tip, 
and allow Delmar to get in first.

The outcome had been so unexpected, 
unpleasant, and startling that Klein had 
a hard time convincing himself that the 
things had really happened. With Del­
mar murdered, and himself practically a 
fugitive from the law, Destiny had in­
deed been busy.

TO EE CONTINUED.

The next section o f this serial will 
appear in the September issve.
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strain is the main cause of headaches, nerv.m- 
ness, irritability, neurasthenia, brain fag, sleepless­
ness, stomach disorders, despondency and nun;, 
other disorders. Leading oculists of the w .rii! 
confirm this, and say that a vast amount of phy­
sical and mental misery is due to the influence 
of eye-strain upon the nerves and brain cells. 
When eye-strain is overcome, these ailments 
usually disappear as if by magic

FREE TO YOU
The Okola Method, which is fully explained in 

Dr. Corish’s marvelous book, is the method which 
is directed at making your eyes normal and sav­
ing them from the disfigurement of these neel 
less, unpleasant glass windows. If you wear 
glasses, or feel that you should be wearing them, 
or if you are troubled with headache in the fore­
head, or nervousness when your eyes are tired, 
write to-day to Okola Laboratory, Department 
1 1 3 , Rochester, N. Y., and ask them to send you, 
postage prepaid, free of all charges, the book en­
titled “How to Save the Eyes,’5 and you will 
never regret the step taken.

YOUR NEWSDEALER
maintains his store at considerable 
expense. He must pay for help, rent 
and lighting. He carries many arti­
cles that you would never dream of 
ordering direct from manufacturers, 
and is, therefore, o f great service 
when you need a newspaper, a 
cigar or a box o f stationery. Then 
why not give him all o f your custom 
and so help make his business profit­
able?

Tell him to show you samples of 
A i k s l e e ' s , P o p u l a r , S m i t h ’ s , P e o ­
p l e ’ s , N e w  S t o r y  and T o p -N o t c h  
magazines. Select those you want 
and he will gladly deliver them to 
your residence regularly.

Then, when you want something 
good to read, you will not have t ' 
search for it.

STREET & SMITH, Publishers, New York

w v. - • r .



W e Have Just the 
Boat for You

At a Price You Can Afford to Pay

HIS is going to be a boating year. More 
pstSple than ever before are going to experi­
ence the real joy of motor boating—are going 

/  to own a boat of their own. No other
sport in the wide, wide world equals the great sport of 
motor boating, and no matter where you live or how 
much you can put into a boat, we have the boat for you 
— at a price so low that you will wonder how we do it.

- The secret is in a perfect organization, special fac­
tories for each type of boat, bringing the cost of pro- 

- duction to a figure lower than ever before.
Take, for instance, the beautiful boats we illustrate herewith.

Never have such bargains been offered.

Never Has It Been Possible to 
Get So Much for So Little
First of all, there is the famous Racine 36-ft 

Raised Deck Cruiser. This boat will go anywhere 
a boat can go. Beautiful, big, staunch, with cruis­
ing accommodations for eight of your friends. Toilet room, owner’s stateroom, galley, 
electric lights, dinghey— a real home on water with every ‘ ‘extra’ ’ included, and yet our 
price on this beautiful boat is only $2500.00. You would expect to pay not less than 
$4000 or $5000 for a boat of this size. And you can afford to own and run her. 
The cost of operation is almost nothing, and you can live on board all summer long 
if you wish.

Now, let’ s look at the other end of the line. The little illustration at the right 
shows our 16-foot Dory Launch— the type of boat the sturdy fishermen of Massachu­
setts have made famous, a boat you can trust—handsome, roomy, with all the speed you 
need, easily carries eight to ten, and will give you ten thousand dollars’  worth of fun 
this summer—yet she only costs you $150. Can you beat it?

Down in the lower comer, you see the Tmscott 22 hj foot family runabout—the boat of your 
dreams—a Truseott boat—fit to meet the most exacting' in finish and refinement. A boat your wife will 
be proud of and with speed enough to burn, yet as safe as sunshine. We'll tell you the price. Ask us.
Remember  Every boat we build—the above are only a few examples—are, without question,
— —  the finest examples of motor boat construction produced today, Nothing is 
“ skipped”  to save money—our prices are due to organization. We have made it possible for anyone 
to own a motor boat and a boat you will be proud of.

Canoes and Row Boats 33 ”elL Weha!e these boats—  ■ to fit your needs, no matter
what they are. We only ask the privilege of giving you the 
full details. We offer you the most perfect service in the 
world. Just give us the opportunity to tell you about it. 
Write today.

Racine-Truscott-Shell Lake Boat Con



I '  H e r e ’s
The Road to Comfort

A  vanished thirst— a cool body 
and a refreshed one; the sure 
■way— the only way is via a

ideally delicious—pure as purity—crisp 
and sparkling as frost.

ill cious — Ketreshi )  
T h ir s t -Q u e n c h in g

E . A A  Our new booklet, telliof of Coca-Cola

Demand the Genuine—Refuse Substitutes
THE COCA-COLA CO.,

ATLANTA, GA.
WbaKTO j a a  see u  Aitov Iblak of Cocft-Cofah
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